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“In seeking truth you have to get both sides of the story.”

—Walter Cronkite





PROLOGUE


AT ANY GIVEN TIME, there are about 100,000 missing persons in the United States. About 80 percent of them are found alive. The rest are not. A small number of these cases explode into national obsessions as a mass media feeding frenzy ensues over their stories. Typically, the victims are female. Without exception, they are white and very pretty. In a ghoulish moment, American Murder meets  American Idol, as America chooses its prettiest corpse, onto whom our collective horror is projected. It begins with a photograph that quickly becomes iconic in our culture, a name we adopt into our national conversation as if we were speaking of someone we all knew. JonBenét. Caylee. Stacy Peterson. Laci Peterson.

The media want stories to acquire “legs,” but the right elements have to be present for it to happen. Even if the suspect is famous, it doesn’t guarantee our full attention. In post-O. J. Simpson trial America, in times of economic instability, the sordid truth is that the  perfect murder victim generates a lot of money. It creates its own industry that springs up, like a traveling carnival or freak show, in American living rooms. It sells dread to people safe behind locked doors, who hang on every “update,” needing to believe that following each case and focusing on each detail can make their own communities safe from evil. No detail is too petty, as the story is combed for players, who quickly acquire a status, a mask, and a persona of either good or evil. The suspect fuels the frenzy; the unanswered questions keep it alive, driving up ratings and feeding the media.

It is the suspect who gets the ball into the air and keeps it there. Nobody ever got that ball aloft like O. J. Simpson in 1994—and the media never got over its desire to re-create the scope, length, and depth of that sensational trial. They all want the next O. J.

You could abolish famine in several third world countries with the money generated by one O. J. Simpson trial or, for that matter, one Caylee Anthony story. Considering the power and size of today’s mass media, publishing industry, entertainment industry, and memorabilia markets, you literally cannot tabulate the colossal earnings of a single perfect murder—one that “has everything.”

In this climate of increasingly breathless, sensationalized murder cases, stoked, fed, hyped, and marketed by the television media, the system set in place to investigate and prosecute crimes stands increasingly helpless in the storm. Against the seductions of mass media, tedious, detail-oriented, sober law enforcement—cops, detectives, judges—cannot compete. More often than not, the media beast takes the crime and runs away with it, obstructing and desecrating the case itself. Those in the media have bought off potential informants, made investigations nearly impossible to conduct, compromised witnesses,  tipped off the defense about prosecution strategies, and made it nearly impossible for an impartial jury to be composed, because anybody with a TV set already has their mind made up.

Even as I write this, the media machine is cranking into overdrive disseminating Michael Jackson’s death being classified as a homicide. They’ve spent weeks obsessively reporting on his memorial concert, career, custody battles over his children, and family squabbles—really, anything “Michael Jackson” that will prolong public interest. (To his family’s dismay, even his recent internment was disrupted by media helicopters.) And though his physician has yet to be charged of a crime by police, the subsequent media spotlight has left Dr. Murray afraid to return calls or emails—even to supporters, as he explained in a video to the public, as he waits for the circus to end. Media attention should never get in the way of an active investigation—yet these detectives’ every move is broadcast for the world to follow, which could easily harm their efforts to gather evidence and talk to witnesses.
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Media and law enforcement all too frequently work at cross-purposes because they have different goals. Law enforcement wants to solve a case as fast as possible and put the guilty behind bars. The media want a case to drag on as long as humanly possible, and do all they can to extricate every last bit of drama, drop by bloody drop, in order to hold the attention of the millions of viewers who have gotten hooked. Law enforcement must abide by rules. The media make their own rules, and even then break them, or find ways to work loopholes into them. All that matters is ratings.

If people knew how it’s done—how the media seduce, buy, bribe, and corrupt, like an inevitable, malignant cancer on a murder investigation—they might be too sickened to buy the next ticket to the carnival.

I am a detective but have crossed over into media, as a commentator and criminal investigator for FOX News, in the wake of my notorious role in the O. J. Simpson murder trial.

I hesitate to describe my experiences in that case. Everything that I remember, when placed on paper or spoken out loud, seems like whining or a plea for sympathy. I have been the target and subject of the media, been a cop for twenty years, been involved in the highest-profile case to date, and now I work for the media. Perhaps my experience can help change the way the media report murder.

The unfortunate truth is that today, each murder has many victims, and high-profile murders can hurt innocent people who get burned by the spotlight, whether or not they sought it out themselves. I learned that firsthand as a police witness in the O. J. Simpson trial, a wrenching experience that showed how the criminal justice system can be manipulated by money, power, politics, and fame. I have never revealed the full inside story of that case—the shocking missing chapters of history which only a few knew about—until today. Though I had seen a lot of darkness in the hearts of men over my career as a homicide detective, I was completely unprepared for the lengths the media went in pursuit of “the story,” and the betrayals I experienced as people jumped out of the way of the media machine.

However, the Simpson trial came to serve as a template for high-profile cases, when it should have been seen as a model to be avoided.

Following the Simpson trial, I have covered almost every major murder case as a journalist, writing books and magazine articles, and providing commentary and analysis on television news programs.  Now I work exclusively for FOX News, which gives me the freedom and the resources to investigate cases almost the way I did as an LAPD detective. This second career is challenging and fascinating. I am grateful for the opportunity to continue my detective work as a private citizen. Yet it is not without its frustrations.

Even though I now work as a journalist, at heart I’m still a cop. This gives me a unique perspective on high-profile murder cases. I try to balance the often-conflicting responsibilities of truth, justice, and the public’s right to know. For me, the greater good of helping law enforcement solve a case outweighs any other considerations. Every day I walk a line between my journalistic responsibilities and my desire to see justice done. It isn’t always easy, but it’s the only way I could do this job and sleep at night.

When I investigate a high-profile case as a reporter, I share information with the police. If I learn something that might harm the investigation, I won’t reveal it (unless it involves misconduct or criminality on the part of the investigators). Often, I ask the police whether or not I can release information, knowing that they frequently need to hold back certain facts from public knowledge. Sometimes, I don’t even have to ask—I already know what I should or shouldn’t say. My highest priority is to help solve the case—not scoop the competition.
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The truth about most of the media is probably unsurprising to anybody who has ever experienced how most reporters and TV hosts work. First of all, they don’t actually investigate. They don’t seek, hunt, explore, or solve crimes. Detectives do. In today’s media climate, it is rare to have a journalist or network investigate material before it goes  on the air. FOX is different—that why I work for them. FOX hires me, a former detective, to use my investigative skills to improve the quality of what they report, because the unfortunate truth is that all too often, the most common threat and block to law enforcement’s capacity to do its job is not the suspect or the suspect’s attorneys; it is the media. Many “reporters” stop at nothing; they have no code of conduct, no governing ethics, and no limit to their bribes. But again, what they want is the opposite of what we want. We want to solve the crime. They want to make a very lengthy spectacle out of it, and deliberately drag it out for months or even years after the truth and facts about the crime are already settled. It’s the greatest show on earth in today’s United States: Murder.

The underbelly of America is the lifeblood of the media—the thing it sells back to its audience. Depravity. Sociopathology. Amorality.

One myth is that the “news media” do not pay sources for information. They used to rely primarily on “wining and dining”—flying family members of victims to New York, putting them up in five-star hotels, springing for lavish restaurant meals, and maybe even purchasing theater tickets.

But in recent years, even that blurred line has been flagrantly crossed. Assuring themselves that “licensing” products is not the same as paying people outright, the media has been shelling out huge sums of money for the “use” of photographs, videotapes, personal items, and so forth. In other words, the family members and witnesses are paid for items as if they were media “content,” which they also are, or become, when broadcast. But the cynical part is that functionally, they’re offering bribes, baiting people, cementing loyalties, and fueling addictions. They don’t outright pay for the interview, but that distinction is immaterial.

Let me give you an example. Roy Kronk, the meter-reader who came upon the remains of Caylee Anthony while urinating in a wooded area, was in the process of being flown to New York to appear on Good Morning America, by the ABC field producer at the time, my friend Steph Watts. He was not offering money, but certainly a lavish trip to New York. Suddenly he was told by an executive producer with ABC, “He’s already booked. He’s on the show tomorrow.” Steph learned that  Good Morning America had cut a check for $20,000 directly to the man, supposedly for the use of a photograph he took with his cell phone of the wooded area where he’d found the remains. Clearly, that photograph was not worth $20,000. But the network got days out of the “story” of the man’s horrific discovery.
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Where will it end? How ghoulish will the American people become? How far are we from people reaching for their cameras when they see crime, instead of their cell phones to call 911?

In the case of Caylee Anthony, a murder that has generated untold millions of dollars all around, we see an increasingly familiar story behind the screens. The child’s grandparents were approached by a public relations figure, who persuaded them they needed “representation” to deal with the media. The PR rep then started negotiating and setting up bidding wars between the networks. He makes money, the family makes money, and the attorneys on the case earn name recognition, which translates into money.

The police, meanwhile, have their hands tied. Police do have an option of paying for certain types of information—but it must serve  the goal of solving the crime—not creating drama aimed at generating ratings and prolonging a story at the risk of derailing justice. Police can offer an informant money only if the informant has given the police a lead that pans out and helps solve the crime. The networks, by contrast, gild the lily first—soaking families in goodies before they have given the interview. By the time they are on camera, they are like performing seals. They know they had better be good—give something juicy and make the audience gasp, in order to get more fish from the trainers.

Sometimes, rarely, the spotlight illuminates. Far more often, it blinds.
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There was a time when more journalists were dedicated to report ing just the facts. Yet over the last decade, especially in broadcast news, facts have mostly been replaced with opinion, conversation, debate, and argument. News programs have become chat shows, complete with guests and even commentary from viewers. With so many opinions and so few facts, viewers are free to choose whichever opinions they favor.

But investigating a murder is not about opinion and debate. It shouldn’t be reported in a newsy version of The View. Victims are real people. There are facts to be determined and reported. It’s not just talk.

Detectives have the responsibility to see the one small, overlooked item, hear a voice inflection, or question the sobbing reenactment of the death of a loved one. Detectives are nice to their kids, dogs, and family, but view the rest of the world with a calculated scowl. We see the planet differently than most people. Darker, you might say.

There is no good detective who can tell you exactly how he untangles a crime. The process is as personal as one’s inner thoughts. The irony is that there is no clear-cut process. Sure, there are predictable approaches to a crime scene, collection of evidence, and the “rules,” but the real solutions come from another place. Good detectives have the ability to project themselves into the crime scene—into the victims’ world and the actions of the suspect.

Life experience is not enough. Training is not sufficient. The essence of detectives’ work is their ability to interact with an environment of chaos, danger, lies, and filth while making sense of it all. No police academy or university or law school can replicate the experience or the education. Yet now, as never before, everyone is an armchair sleuth while watching the cable and satellite networks that have made a cottage industry of murder.

In this book I will examine a series of high-profile cases, recounting the stories that have fascinated millions of people, but also reveal what went on behind the scenes. My television commentary is often the result of days, even weeks of investigation, much of which I don’t publicly discuss. Now that many of these cases are closed, I can talk more candidly about my involvement in them. And during my investigations, I have seen how other members of the Murder Business conduct themselves. In twenty years of police work, I thought that the guilt or innocence of the suspect was all-important. Then I started covering high-profile murder cases, where ratings and profit often far outweigh the importance of facts.


The Murder Business shows what’s wrong—and what’s right—with media coverage of crime. The media have become major players in the criminal justice system and their power increased dramatically in recent years. By studying the media’s behavior in specific cases,  criticizing their errors and applauding their successes, I hope to raise public awareness of a serious problem in our society, and begin a discussion of possible solutions.

The media are not held accountable for their impact on a criminal case, their effect on the people involved, or even the accuracy of the information they report. This has to change. If the media are going to play an important role in the criminal justice system—and I will argue that they should—they must be more responsible, and more accountable. I’m not talking about new laws, but a new attitude. Decisions by working journalists should be dictated not just by any possible legal restraints (which, under the First Amendment, are minimal to non-existent), but also by professional ethics, human decency, and common sense—values that are frequently cast aside during high-profile cases.

The media have shown they can cover crime in a way that helps investigations, though. Several cases, like the murder of Martha Moxley, would never have been solved without media attention. The success of America’s Most Wanted in bringing criminals to justice is partially the result of consulting law enforcement on the cases they depict—and then bringing the actual detectives working the cases to the studio to take calls and follow-up leads. The concerted media silence about the kidnapping of New York Times journalist David Rohde quite possibly helped to save his life.

When Rohde returned safely, the impact of his media colleagues’ silence as part of efforts to get him back was heralded. The fact that the media were able to perceive the effect their actions could have on efforts to recover Rohde gives me hope that they could extend that understanding to all missing person cases. Why is the life of a missing journalist any different from that of a missing child? They cooperated with law enforcement’s efforts to get back one of their own from  Afghanistan. Couldn’t they do more of the same for law enforcement in this country?

Meanwhile, other crimes suffer from Media Attention Deficit Disorder. By focusing on real case histories, I will point out the larger lessons that these stories can teach us, and describe how the media can promote justice, but all too often only corrupt it.

I believe that the media can have a largely positive role in the criminal justice system. But things have to change. The media must change their ethos and corrupting practices—it is as simple as that.

The first step in recovery is to admit that you have a problem. In this book, I will expose the truth, in hopes of achieving a new sobriety, a new set of ethics, and a new harness for the media beast that has gotten out of control.





CHAPTER ONE

AMERICAN MURDER MEETS AMERICAN IDOL: THE CAYLEE ANTHONY CASE


MURDER IS VERY BIG BUSINESS. It has become—let’s face it—just another branch of the entertainment industry in this country. As in the rest of the entertainment industry, there are many contenders, but only a few superstars. Just as an entertainer has to have “star quality,” a murder has to have the right components of luridness to awaken viewers’ ever coarsening sense of horror—and spur fascination bordering on obsession.

According to the FBI’s National Crime Information Center (NCIC), 614,925 juveniles under the age of eighteen were registered as missing in the United States in the year 2008. But the one bit of good news is only about 100 of those children who are initially reported as missing actually turn up dead in a given year. Of those, about one every year becomes the object of explosive, saturating media coverage that grips the nation’s heart and soul.

In 2008, it was a 2 ½-year-old girl named Caylee Anthony. She was white, adorable, middle-class, and—according to a myth the media milked for months—not dead but “missing.” It was clear very early in the case that Caylee was dead. Some of her hair was found in the wheel-well of the trunk of her mother’s abandoned car, which gave off the unmistakable stench of a decomposed body. Despite this, the media ran with the story of a child who was missing and might still be found alive.

This is the story of how the media create alternate realities that serve their quest for ratings, while the criminal investigation that might solve the case is all but derailed. The Caylee Anthony murder case lived up to the cliché minted during the O. J. Simpson trial—it “had it all.”

Her young mother, Casey, was beautiful, sexually promiscuous, and seemingly sociopathic. Caylee’s grandparents kept an immaculate home, and represented solid middle-class American values—he was an ex-cop and she was a nurse. They couldn’t be more “normal,” with one exception—George and Cindy’s 22-year-old daughter killed their 2 ½-year-old granddaughter and successfully pretended the little girl was “misplaced” for more than a month before Cindy finally called the cops.

Thus began the notorious, sordid, explosive, and salacious case of the Caylee Anthony murder—a case that epitomized the fusion of murder, mass media, money, fame, and decadence.
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In case you were in a coma for the second half of 2008 and missed the daily drumbeat of the Caylee Anthony story, here are the highlights.

On Sunday, June 15, Casey Anthony was at her parents’ house for Father’s Day. Neighbors observed her having a bad fight with her mother, which was nothing new. Casey was a wild party girl who gave straitlaced Cindy no end of grief—she reportedly used drugs and partied hard, and didn’t even seem to know who Caylee’s father was—while George, quiet and stoic, shuttled between them, trying to keep some peace.

On Monday, June 16, George and Cindy went to their respective jobs: George, a retired cop, worked as a security guard; Cindy, as an RN. George later reported seeing Caylee with Casey when he left for work at 12:30 p.m. He would never see the child alive again.

Casey, meanwhile, went off on what turned into a month-long partying binge, while spinning a tissue of fictions about the whereabouts of her daughter. This included her inventing a fictional babysitter with whom she said she left Caylee.

On June 27, Casey abandoned the family car, which her parents let her use, in a parking lot, claiming it had broken down. Three days later, it was towed to an impound lot. When George picked it up, he noticed a terrible stench in the trunk. Cindy smelled it, too, when he brought it home. She would at first report that it stank like a dead body, then later change her story, attempting to cover up for her daughter, and claim it smelled like old pizza.

On July 15, Caylee Anthony was reported missing. Casey was arrested the next day and charged with child neglect.

At her bond hearing a week later, detectives presented very clear evidence that Caylee Anthony was dead and had been dead for weeks at that point. When they examined the trunk of the car, they found some of the child’s hairs in the wheel-well. How many children do you know climb into the trunk of a car to go for a ride with Mommy?

Then there was the cadaver stench. A putrefied human body smells like nothing else in this world—certainly nothing like old pizza. It’s a thick stench that instantly engages your gag reflex and causes you physical revulsion on a very deep and instinctual level. Once you’ve smelled it, you never forget it or mistake it for any other kind of stink.

In a small, closed space, like the trunk of a car in the Florida summer heat, it is indelible. It can’t be scrubbed or scoured away. But someone had tried. Fabric freshener sheets, the kind you put in the dryer to scent your laundry, were found in the trunk.

The scent of chloroform was also detected in the trunk. If you’ve ever watched any old crime movies, you know that chloroform is an anesthetic that can be used to knock a person out.

On top of all that, there were all of Casey’s blatant lies about where she’d been, what she’d been doing, and where Caylee had been since June 16. Her bail was set at $500,000, and the police investigated the case as a homicide.

And yet, despite all of that, when the national media descended, they played it up as a missing child case. Over the following weeks and months, they pumped “The Search For Caylee Anthony” into a national obsession.
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A closer look at the NCIC missing persons statistics gives you some idea of how many contenders Caylee’s story beat out in 2008.

“If they reported every missing child on the news, it’s all you would hear on the news,” was how an NCIC spokesperson put it. “There wouldn’t be time for anything else.”

The NCIC collects missing persons data from around the country, based on reports from various state and local agencies. The total  number of cases, including both juveniles and adults, in 2008 was roughly 778,000. That same year, almost as many cases—around 745,000—were closed, meaning the missing person was found. Those closed cases include everyone from a child who went missing for one night to people who were reported missing weeks, months, or even years earlier.

At any given time, about 60,000 juveniles are missing in the United States. Roughly half of those have been missing for a year or more. But when we hear “missing children,” we tend to think the worst: children abducted by strangers, including pedophiles and other predators. These are the cases the media tend to focus on. But those are actually a very small percentage of missing juveniles. According to national studies conducted for the Department of Justice’s Office of Juvenile Justice and Delinquency Prevention (OJJDP), in any given year the vast majority of missing children are either runaways or “throwaways,” juveniles kicked out of their homes by parents or other caretakers. Fewer than one in ten missing juveniles at any given time was abducted, and most of those were abducted by a family member—for instance, one parent snatching a child from another parent after losing custody in a divorce. Of those 60,000 juveniles who are missing as you read this, probably fewer than 3 percent, maybe 1,000 of them, are believed to have been abducted by strangers, according to the OJJDP.

The NCIC database crunches the numbers its own way but gets the same results. Of the 614,925 missing juveniles registered by the NCIC in 2008, about 13,000, or roughly 2 percent, were categorized as “endangered,” which is defined as “missing under circumstances indicating that they may be in physical danger.”

Again—the very good news is that of all those thousands of juveniles who go missing in a year, only a tiny minority are found dead:  about 100 a year nationwide, according to the National Center for Missing & Exploited Children.

So why do we hear so much about that tiny minority of cases—so much so that every time we hear the words “missing child,” we think the worst?

Obviously, like the FBI spokesperson said, the media couldn’t make news out of all 600,000-plus missing juvenile cases in 2008. They’re going to focus on the most spectacular, suspenseful, grisly, sexy, twisted, tragic ones—that small percentage of cases where it’s possible the child was murdered—like Caylee Anthony. NCIC data suggest that in the month of July 2008, when Caylee Anthony was reported missing by her grandmother, there were probably about 3,000 other juveniles reported missing in the state of Florida. But only Caylee’s story had the right ingredients to be blown up into national news.

What are those ingredients? Think of it as “American Murder Meets  American Idol.” Ideally, both the murder victim and the suspect are attractive and telegenic. The relatives too, if possible. The other elements that go into the mix are a mysterious combination of seeming  just like us—average Americans—and yet totally unlike us. They can’t be unattractive, overweight, uneducated, or poor. And above all else, they must be white.
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After the O. J. Simpson case, asking the American mass media to go back to a more sober, fact-oriented, and investigative kind of crime coverage would be like asking a band of silver prospectors to abandon the Comstock Lode in Nevada’s Virginia mountains in 1859. With O. J., silver and gold were struck, in unimaginable quantities. The  media will never turn back until everything has been mined, until the audience turns away, or until things become so catastrophic in the country that people actually have to turn their attention to their own survival.

I was central to the O. J. Simpson spectacle and lived it from the inside. I have been on both sides of the strange freak show where murder meets media and all hell breaks loose. I have seen how the entertainment juggernaut moves in and overtakes a murder investigation—creating chaos, confusion, hype, and hysteria. The criminal investigation becomes corrupted or even paralyzed, but the rewards in the coffers of the mass media and entertainment complex are so vast that no power on earth can rein them in once they have a case that has “legs.”

Just like every other arm of the entertainment industry, the Murder Business imposes absolute production values, seeds obsession into the national psyche, locks in the audience, and expands the product line as far and long as possible.

They have countless ways of doing this. When, for example, Caylee’s skeletal remains were finally found by Roy Kronk in December 2008, his background and life became fresh fodder for the story. He was paid a sum of $20,000 by one of the major networks to come on TV and be interviewed about his grisly find. Of course, they were paying for the licensing of the blurry photo he took of the swampy area where Caylee’s remains were found, not the interview. Yeah, right.

This peak moment capped a frenzy that had been going full tilt for six months, while the grandparents stonewalled, while the suspect lied, while her legal dream team crumbled, and while increasingly outlandish scenarios were peddled to the hooked audience about the fate of the child.

Caylee’s disappearance hit the national news in July 2008. By August, the media-besieged family had a public relations spokesman representing them. He would quit, or be fired, in November, following allegations that he’d pocketed money NBC thought it was paying for Anthony family photos. But everybody connected to the case seemed to be striking deals, and lots of others hopped on the gravy train, too. Home videos of the child started to hit the media market, selling for astronomical sums. There was a T-shirt with Casey’s mugshot on it and a quote from her first angry jailhouse call (“Waste, Huge Waste”); another shirt mocked the imaginary nanny “Zanny”; there was a Casey Anthony voodoo doll on eBay, and even a doll “inspired by” Caylee Anthony, called the “Caylee Sunshine Doll,” that sings “You Are My Sunshine” when you press its belly-button. This sold for $29.99 online. It was briefly taken off the market due to complaints, but was soon brought back “by popular demand.”

Beyond the crush of relentless media coverage on network and cable television, a new media epiphenomenon developed: Youtube clips of Caylee Anthony gurgling, dancing, and playing with her mother in various stages of toddlerhood. And then there were the photos and video clips of her mother in various stages of gyrating decadence, apparently enjoying South Florida’s disco-and-Jello-shots nightlife while her only daughter was missing and possibly dead. She became known as the “hot-tot mom.”

The Very Cute Innocent Child and the Very Bad Wicked Mother had now been minted as characters in this drama, and products—clips or pictures—that fed those images were in high demand. Hundreds of thousands watched each Caylee Anthony clip, and commented passionately about each gurgle and word she uttered. Thousands wrote in and swore they loved her as much as if she were  their own child, and Caylee Kitsch was born—countless video montages with images of the little girl superimposed with roses, birds, animals, and sad music.

Everybody settled into a comfortable seat to watch the show, which not only must go on, but on and on and on, spinning off the very axis of facts and forensic evidence that, in the normal world, would bring the case to a screeching halt. This is the first real problem of Murder in the age of Mass Media—doubts, mysteries, and questions fuel the fire like oxygen.

The second problem is that law enforcement and media work at cross purposes. They want opposite things. Law enforcement want to solve and close a case as quickly and effectively as possible. The media want to prolong the whole thing as long as possible, and everything they do contributes overtly or covertly to that goal. This is why they don’t investigate, ask tough questions of suspects, try to eliminate speculative scenarios, or do anything at all to contribute to solving anything. Every Tom, Dick, and Harry who wants to chime in with an absurd new angle or wrinkle is given tail-wind by the blowing machines. Every family member who has any unexpressed or not yet exhausted set of emotions is invited on TV shows again and again, while the pot gets stirred and stirred. They manufacture questions, but never try to answer  them, even when the answers are right at their feet. They pretend victims are alive even when it is patently clear there is no chance—just to keep the story alive, to maintain the taut bubble of tension that is required, as in every soap opera, to keep the viewers hooked.

I’m sure every news producer in national TV knows that almost all of the 100 or so missing kids who are found dead every year were murdered within a few hours of their disappearance. Not six months, or six weeks, or six days. A few hours.
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