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  We have to accept the possibility that we may never know.


  I guess we can live with that, if we have to.




  —FBI Agent (ret.), Ralph Himmelsbach,


  referring to D. B. Cooper,


  The Columbian, November 22, 1996
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  PREFACE




  Nestled in the furthest Northwestern corner of the continental United States, Washington has long been steeped in myth and mystery. Northwest Indian legends have involved spirits for thousands of years. Puget Sound area tribes revered the spirit world, and tribes along the Columbia River worshiped ghosts through their art and oral traditions to the extent that anthropologist William Duncan Strong described them as a ghost cult. Captain William Clark of the Lewis and Clark Expedition wrote of the “peculiar fascination with spirits by the Indians of the region” (William Arnold, Seattle Post-Intelligencer, 31 October 1976).




  Ancient Indian myths also tell of shadowy beings such as sea serpents and the Seeahtic tribe of giant, hairy beasts, also known in some parts of the continent as Sasquatch. Early miners and settlers saw these mysterious creatures, and sightings continue to this day.




  From Puget Sound to the Inland Empire, tales of buried treasure and unsolved events abound. The mysteries in this book have their roots in the early days of Washington, most before 1940. Since Washington’s most famous unsolved mystery is that of skyjacker D. B. Cooper, I begin with his 1971 story. I end the book with the story of a man who lived more than 9,000 years ago but is controversial to this day. The book is filled with diverse stories of crime, ghosts, treasure and unexplained phenomena from both sides of the Cascade Mountains.
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  D. B. COOPER, WHERE ARE YOU?




  Eight-year-old Brian Ingram was digging in the sand on Tena Bar along the shores of the Columbia River when he made a discovery that would reactivate an investigation into a nine-year-old unsolved Northwest mystery. Ingram and his family were on a winter excursion and Sunday picnic February 10, 1980, along a sandy Columbia River beach just a few miles downriver from Vancouver and the Interstate 5 bridge over the river. Ingram was digging a hole for a fire pit when he uncovered a soggy, half-disintegrated pack of twenty-dollar bills just inches below ground, under a shallow layer of sand. The family turned the money, a sum of $5,800, in to local authorities, who contacted the Federal Bureau of Investigation. The bills were so rotten that only Andrew Jackson’s image and the serial numbers were visible. A check of the serial numbers revealed that the bills were from the United States’ only unsolved skyjacking case. Young Ingram had found the only tangible clue in the investigation since the hijacking.




  __ __ __




  Thanksgiving eve, November 24, 1971, was a typical Northwest November day, full of wind and rain. No one noticed when “Dan Cooper” walked up to the Northwest Orient Airlines ticket counter at Portland International Airport and paid cash for a one-way ticket from Portland to Seattle. Nor did anyone pay attention to the average-looking, middle-aged man as he sat among the Thanksgiving travelers for fifty minutes waiting for his flight. The quiet man was an olive-skinned, slender white male with dark hair parted on the left and a receding hairline. He wore a black suit with a white shirt and narrow black tie under a black raincoat. His shoes were brown loafers. Later on, during the flight, he sported dark, wrap-around sunglasses.




  Around 3:00 p.m. the Boeing 727 took off from Portland bound for Seattle. The nondescript passenger sat in seat 18c, near the back of the plane. No one else sat with him in the last row of seats in the coach compartment. He drank several whiskeys and chain smoked Raleigh cigarettes. Not long after takeoff he passed a note to the flight attendant. Thinking it contained some sort of pickup line, the flight attendant pocketed the folded piece of paper. In response to her rebuff, the man in 18c advised, “Miss, you’d better look at that note. I have a bomb.” The note did not ask for her phone number as she thought it might. Rather, the message said that the man had a bomb with him, the pilot should wait for further instructions and there should be “no funny stuff.” When the flight crew learned of the matter, they radioed ground control to advise them of the situation.




  The flight attendant was instructed to try to determine whether Cooper really had a bomb on board. When she queried him, he opened his briefcase just long enough for her to see red cylinders and a tangle of wires that filled the suitcase. Cooper continued to communicate with the attendant through a series of preprinted notes. He asked for four parachutes and $200,000 in unmarked bills. He would allow the plane to land in Seattle and the other passengers to disembark in exchange for the money and parachutes. The hijacker told the woman that he would be able to recognize Tacoma from the air, and he knew that McChord Air Force Base was twenty minutes from Seattle-Tacoma International Airport. The FBI had requested that the parachutes be sent from McChord. If his demands were not met, he would detonate the bomb and kill everyone on board. The other passengers remained totally oblivious to the circumstances surrounding them.




  Seattle lawyer Larry Finegold, an assistant U.S. Attorney at the time, was one of the thirty-six passengers on Flight 305. Fine-gold stated that he did not suspect anything unlawful. “I did not suspect a skyjacking or other criminal conduct while we were in the air. However, given that we were circling Seattle for an hour or two while the pilot was telling us he was in touch with the ground, I did suspect that the plane was in trouble due to weather or mechanical difficulties.” Finegold learned the truth when he left the plane and recognized an FBI agent, whom he knew, standing on the tarmac. At that point, he was told the plane had been hijacked.




  The plane circled over Sea-Tac for about three hours, until FBI officials radioed the crew that they had the money and parachutes. At 5:45 p.m. Flight 305 landed at Sea-Tac. All on board except for the flight crew—two pilots, a flight engineer, and a flight attendant—were allowed to leave the airplane. The flight attendant who had initially communicated with the skyjacker disembarked, and a second stewardess took the seat next to him and relayed his demands forward via the plane’s intercom. As the jet was refueled, a courier brought the ransom to the 727. Cooper received 10,000 unmarked twenty-dollar bills from Northwest Orient Airlines, as requested, but before the plane landed in Seattle, FBI agents copied every bill, making a permanent record of the serial numbers.




  After receiving the $200,000 and four parachutes, the hijacker next asked to be flown to Mexico. He also demanded that the plane fly at not more than 200 miles an hour and at an altitude of 10,000 feet with its landing gear down and wing flaps lowered to fifteen degrees. The pilots informed Cooper that even with full fuel tanks, the 727 would not make it to Mexico flying at low speed with its landing gear and flaps down. They convinced the man that the plane would have to land in Reno, Nevada, to refuel.




  At 7:40 p.m. the 727 left the runway at Sea-Tac. After asking the flight attendant for instructions on lowering the stairway at the back of the plane, Cooper ordered her into the cockpit where he told her to stay until the plane landed. Before closing the first class compartment’s curtain, she glanced back just long enough to see Cooper tying something around his waist.




  A blinking red light on the instrument panel caught the pilots’ attention a little before 8 p.m. The light indicated one of the airplane’s doors was ajar. The flight crew guessed that Cooper had opened the passenger staircase in the plane’s tail section. About eleven minutes later the crew felt pressure changes in their ears and noticed bumps on their gauges as they flew over the Lewis River near the town of La Center in southwestern Washington. The pilot radioed the ground and reported that they thought their passenger had just left the plane. When the 727 landed in Reno, there was no sign of Cooper, the $200,000, or two of the four parachutes. All that remained were two parachutes, a thin, black tie and pearl tiepin, and a pile of cigarette butts. Cords from one of the remaining parachutes had been removed, probably to tie the money satchel around his waist. FBI agents surmised that Cooper had jumped at 8:11 p.m., when the pressure gauges recorded the bumps, over south Cowlitz or north Clark County, Washington. They believed the bumps were caused by the skyjacker jumping off the stairs and the ramp bouncing up afterwards.




  Two jets from McChord Air Force Base were able to follow within five miles of the passenger plane. The Air Force pilots never saw anyone jump from the 727 in the dark, rain-soaked skies over southwestern Washington. One of the parachutes was a sports chute that may have enabled Cooper to jump without being seen. The second was an inoperable training parachute that had mistakenly been included with the others.




  The story of the hijacking was soon broadcast and printed across the nation. The press learned that the FBI was interested in a Portland resident. When it was reported that a Portland man with the initials D. B. Cooper was a person of interest, the hijacker became identified thereafter as D. B. Cooper even after Portland’s Cooper had been cleared. The actual hijacker never referred to himself as anyone but Dan Cooper.




  FBI agents, local authorities, and more than 300 Fort Lewis soldiers scoured the southwestern corner of the state for eighteen days with no success. The rugged, wooded terrain was examined by air, by river and on foot, but not a trace of the mysterious Dan Cooper was to be found until Brian Ingram discovered the tattered bills nine years later. Since the loot was found under such a thin layer of sediment, geologists who studied the site concluded that it had been swept to the location by a stream within a year or two of the find. After Ingram’s discovery FBI agents found a few more dirty fragments of bills and some broken rubber bands. Seattle FBI agent Jack Pringle said of the search, “We’ll work today and tomorrow and probably knock it off and bring my troops back up here and reassess the situation. Some of the area is inaccessible and there’s no way we can search the whole river.” The hunt was called off on February 15, 1980, after fresh snowfall had covered the ground. None of the ransom money has ever turned up in circulation. Nor has a body or even a scrap of clothing been found. The eruption of Mount St. Helens on May 18, 1980, and ensuing mudflows may have buried any existing evidence forever.




  Who was Dan Cooper? He was a man who showed familiarity with the Northwest and had probably spent time near Tacoma, possibly during military service. He was an experienced parachutist, again pointing to the likelihood of military experience. Under the heading, “Cooper Is No ‘Robin Hood,’” the January 1972 Air Line Pilots Association’s Pilot Bulletin told its members, “He demonstrated more than passing knowledge of the air environment, especially parachuting. It is possible that ‘D. B. Cooper’s’ path may have crossed that of airline personnel—and airline pilots—at some time under another name. He is reported to have a bitter hatred against the airlines—he may have worked for one. For these reasons Pilot Bulletin is printing the specifications of the criminal that extorted $200,000 from Northwest Airlines on Nov. 24, 1971.” The FBI sketch and description of the skyjacker followed.




  Several suspects materialized during the investigation, one very dramatically when on April 7, 1972, a Utah man named Richard Floyd McCoy Jr. parachuted out the rear exit of a United Airlines 727 on a flight from Denver to Los Angeles with $500,000 strapped to his body. The hijacker was arrested and sentenced to forty-five years in a federal penitentiary. The elusive McCoy escaped from custody and was killed in 1974 in a gunfight when the FBI attempted to re-arrest him. McCoy was an experienced pilot, Green Beret and Vietnam veteran. During the hijacking the Cooper look-alike handed the flight attendant a note saying that he had a bomb and warning, “No funny stuff.”




  After this and several other “copy-cat” hijackings, the Federal Aviation Administration made it mandatory to install on all Boeing 727s a device that would keep the rear stair door locked from the outside while the planes were in flight. This apparatus became known as a Cooper Vane. In 1972 scanning of all carry-on baggage was mandated at airports across the country. This did not stop a would-be Seattle hijacker eight years later from telling the crew that he had a bomb and wanted $100,000 and two parachutes. A clever flight attendant drugged the Cooper wannabe with two Valiums, after which he let the Portland-bound passengers leave the plane, changed his ransom to a request for a rental car and three cheeseburgers, and then gave up.




  Over the years many more persons of interest emerged. An untold number of ex-husbands and boyfriends’ names were given to authorities. A man who killed his mother, wife, and three children several weeks before the skyjacking in 1971 and then disappeared for eighteen years emerged as a suspect after he was caught and brought to trial in New Jersey in 1990. The suspect, John List, was ruled out later when investigations showed that he was most likely in Denver when the hijacking occurred.
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  On his deathbed in 1995, a Florida man, Duane Weber, told his wife, Jo, that he was Dan Cooper. Jo had learned after she married Duane in 1977 that he had served a prison sentence at McNeil Island Federal Penitentiary in Puget Sound near Tacoma. She had several odd conversations with her husband over the years. He said he had once hurt his knee “jumping out of an airplane” and told her that common road flares could be put together with clay to resemble a bomb. On a visit to Washington in 1979, Duane pointed to an old logging road north of the Columbia River and stated, “That’s where D. B. Cooper walked out of the woods.” Then, in 1994, Jo found an aged plane ticket from Portland to Seattle among her husband’s things. The FBI has interviewed Mrs. Weber, reviewed Duane’s papers and possessions, and—as recently as 2003—asked for any objects that might still contain Weber’s DNA.




  In late 1988, at a press conference at the Red Lion Inn in Bellevue, Washington, forensic experts were to examine a dirty scrap of nylon cloth that had some strings hanging off of it. The suspicious fabric had been found in the Columbia River and it was hoped it could be linked to Dan Cooper. To everyone’s disappointment, the hanky-sized, white-nylon cloth was determined not to be from a piece of Cooper’s parachute.




  Following the death of Nebraskan Elsie Rodgers in 2000, her family provided the FBI with a skull that she had kept in a box. She had told her family that she found it in southwestern Washington near the Columbia River in the early 1980s and thought it was Cooper’s. At the time she had tried to turn the skull over to authorities, but when nobody would listen to her, she took it home with her to Nebraska. FBI agents tested the skull, comparing DNA to that Cooper had left behind on his cigarettes, but could not link the two.




  Whoever he was, D. B. Cooper became a folk hero—a man who pulled off the only unsolved skyjacking in United States history with what the FBI now believes was a briefcase full of wires and road flares. The hijacker who jumped from an airplane into a raging storm with twenty-one pounds of twenty-dollar bills strapped to his body has been immortalized in books, movies, and songs. After the incident some Northwesterners were fond of wearing T-shirts printed with the saying, “D. B. Cooper, Where Are You?”




  The FBI spent more money investigating the hijacking than Cooper was paid, scrutinizing as many as 10,000 suspects. IRS agents calculate Cooper’s tax bill with penalties at well over $200,000. Globe Indemnity Company, the insurance agency that paid the claim, would probably sue him to recover the funds. Federal law provides for a five-year statute of limitations on Aircraft Piracy; however, U.S. Code and case law also state, “No statute of limitations shall extend to any person fleeing from justice.” With no statute of limitations on his act of air piracy and escape from justice, Cooper could still be sent to prison were he ever to be found.




  FBI agent Ralph Himmelsbach, an investigator on the case until 1980 when he retired, gave the opinion that Cooper “was very likely an ex-con who was going to make one last, desperate go for the big one. If he made it, fine. If not, he probably felt he had very little to lose.” Himmelsbach believed that Cooper died in the wilds of southwestern Washington, probably near Lake Merwin, after jumping from the airplane. Cooper had dived into freezing rain and subzero temperatures. Fierce winds would have immediately blown the loafers off his feet. Still, the retired investigator was willing to admit, “We have to accept the possibility that we may never know. I guess we can live with that, if we have to.” Ingram’s discovery was made just two weeks before the Portland agent retired. Of that he told the press, “It’s ironic isn’t it? The first and only concrete bit of information comes only 17 days before I retire.”




  For his part in the investigation, Ingram got a $2,760 reward. Three hundred dollars of the reward consisted of fifteen of the original twenty-dollar bills paid Cooper as a ransom. Ingram bought a VCR and a motorcycle for himself. The balance went into a college fund at a local bank.




  In August 2011, the FBI reported that it had received a credible tip from a person in law enforcement. The tip led agents to a woman who claimed that her uncle, L. D. Cooper (who died ten years earlier), was D. B. Cooper. Marla Cooper remembered her uncle appearing at her grandmother’s Oregon home on Thanksgiving Day in 1971 “bloody and bruised.” He had left the day before to go turkey hunting, and when he returned, claimed he had been in a car accident. That memory, coupled with other family members’ comments over the years, convinced Marla that her uncle was D. B. Cooper. Though the FBI called the story “a promising lead,” they were not able to lift fingerprints from the items Ms. Cooper provided to match those partial prints the hijacker left behind on a magazine and in the plane’s cabin. The FBI later determined that there was no DNA match between the samples the family provided for L. D. Cooper and the trace DNA extracted from the hijacker’s tie in 2001. Investigators stated that the partial DNA sample from the tie could be used to exclude a suspect, but not to identify one.




  And to this day, the FBI continues to investigate the case of D. B. Cooper.




  DEMONS OF THE DEEP




  On Saturday, July 1, 1893, a group of seven men set sail from Tacoma on a three-day fishing and hunting trip. The party consisted of five locals—W. Fitzhenry, H. Beal, W. McDonald, J. Bell, H. Blackwood—and two Easterners. Initially they fished off Point Defiance until a shift in the wind motivated them to move their vessel into Black Fish Bay on Henderson Island, where they decided to camp overnight next to a trout stream. A crew of surveyors from Olympia was also camped nearby.




  Around midnight the camping men were suddenly awakened by a horrible noise, like the roar of thunder, and a stinging electrical current traveling through the air. One of the Eastern visitors described the sensation: “The whole air was filled with a strong current of electricity that caused every nerve in the body to sting with pain, and a light as bright as that created by the concentration of many arc lights kept constantly flashing.”




  The fishermen and the surveyors jumped to their feet and stood on the banks of the stream. Turning their attention toward the source of the energy, the men were horrified to see a monster in the bay. As it approached the shore, it expelled from the center of its head a torrent of water that looked to the campers like blue fire. Its oval body was estimated to be 150 feet long and 30 feet around at its thickest part, with copper-colored bands, which seemed to emit electricity, encircling the body every few feet. The head was shaped like the head of an enormous walrus and adorned with a crop of coarse hair. Two hornlike points jutted from the center of its head. A rotating, propeller-like tail guided its movements.




  One of the men from the surveyors’ camp walked toward the water for a better look. As he did so, the monster darted toward the shore and spewed a stream of water at the man, knocking him to the ground where he lay as if dead. When McDonald attempted to aid the downed surveyor, he too was struck by water the monster was expelling and fell to the sand unconscious. The others ran for the woods leaving their fallen comrades on the beach below. From their hiding place they could see that when the serpent dived below the surface, it left a luminous trail in its wake. It took the men some time to work their way back to the beach in total darkness. They were relieved to find their two friends alive, though still unconscious. By daylight the two men had been revived. The campers were so convinced they had seen a real sea monster that at dawn they broke camp and sailed for Tacoma. One of the sportsmen from the East reported his intent to send a full account of the encounter to The Smithsonian Institution, as he was sure they would send some “scientific chaps” out to investigate.




  __ __ __




  Sightings of sea serpents in the Pacific Northwest have been reported for hundreds of years, starting with Northwest tribes. The Squamish believed that the sea serpent or Salt Chuck Oluk was evil. The monster was sighted more frequently during the gold rush to the Fraser River in the mid-1800s. Tribal members guiding the prospectors north reported the white men’s great greed and love for gold were causing starvation, murder, and madness among them. Since the Squamish sightings of Salt Chuck Oluk so increased during these times, one chief described the monster as a “hated totem of what now rules the white man’s world—greed and love of chickimin (money).”




  Ancient native carvings and petroglyphs depicting sea serpents have been discovered in western Washington. The most famous and well-documented of these is the Skagit River Atlatl. Found in the Skagit River Delta near the town of La Conner, the atlatl was carbon dated to 200 AD. The spear launcher, carved from the wood of a yew tree, depicted a ferocious sea serpent.




  Non-native witnesses began telling of sea-serpent sightings in and around Puget Sound with greater frequency beginning in the late 1800s. Many sightings have occurred in the Strait of Juan de Fuca between Washington’s Olympic Peninsula and Victoria, B.C., on Vancouver Island. The Straits of Haro (running north/south) and Juan de Fuca (east/west) form the border between Canada and the United States at Washington State.




  Hildegard B. Forbes, the wife of Dr. Henry S. Forbes, a physician and chairman of the Alaska Committee for the Association on American Indian Affairs, wrote of spotting a sea serpent in August 1912 while she was on board a steamer to Alaska. As the ship passed through the strait system, she witnessed a dark-colored, snakelike creature about 40 feet long, swimming southward. The head, with its seaweedlike mane, was raised out of the water as it swam. The body had five to seven humps that rose and fell as it moved along.
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