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September 21, 1986, was a warm and beautiful Sunday in Portland?in the

whole state of Oregon , for that matter. With any luck, the winter

rains of the Northwest were a safe two months away. The temperature

had topped off at sixty-nine degrees about four that afternoon, and

even at 9



P.M. it was still a relatively balmy fifty-eight degrees.

Randall Kelly Blighton had traveled west on Highway 26?the Sunset
Highway?earlier that evening, driving his youngsters back to their

mother s home inBeavertonafter their weekend visitation with him.

A handsome, athletic-looking man with dark hair and a mustache,
Blighton was in his twenties, a truck salesman. His divorce from his
wife was amicable, and he was in a good mood as he headed back toward

Portlandalong the same route.

The Sunset Highway, which is actually a freeway, can often be a
commuter's nightmare. It runs northwest from the center ofPortland,

past the OMSI zoo and through forestlike parks. Somewhere near the
crossroads of Sylvan, the Multnomah Washington county-line sign flashes
by almost subliminally. Then the freeway angles toward the Pacific
Ocean beaches as it skirtsBeavertonand the little town of

Hillsboro.

The land drops away past Sylvan, giving the area its name West Slope.

trails off the Sunset Highway down the curves of the slope, past
pleasant neighhorhoods, until it runs through a commercial zone
indistinguishable from similar zones ananhere inAmerica: pizza

parlors, supermarkets, car dealers, strip malls. Approaching



Hillshoro, theWashingtonCountyseat, Route 8§?the TVA Highc7ay?slices
through what was only reccntly farmland. TheTualatinRivervalley,

once richly agricultural, is now a technological wonderland. Its

endless woods are dwindling and the area has become known as the

SiliconForest.

There are acres and acres of corporate parks inWashingtonCountynow:
Intel, Fujitsu, NEC, and Tektronix. Intel is already the largest

single employer in Oregon , soon there will be more workers in the
computer and electronics industry in Oregon than there are timber

employees.

Apparently serenely untroubled by the encroachment of modern
technology, the Sisters of Saint Mary have been stationed along the TVA
Highway for many years, their nunnery and school on the left, their

home for wayward boys on the right.

In an instant Route 8 becomesTenth AvenueinHillsboro. A left turn
onMain Streetleads toward the old city center and the county

courthouse.

Main Streetis idyllically lined with wide lawns, wonderful old houses
with gingerbread touches, jack-o'-lanterns at Halloween and spectacular
lights during the Christmas season. But it hasn't fared so well
commercially since the new Target store and the mall went up south of
town, its chief businesses are antique stores and, except for the

Copper Stone restaurant and cocktail lounge, the kind of restaurants



where ladies linger over tea.

The Washington County Courthouse is surrounded by manicured grounds

with magnolias and towering sequoias planted more than a century ago.

It smells like a courthouse, at least the original structure does: wax,

dust, the daily lunchroom special, and old paint baking on radiators.

The people employed there are comfortable and at home, bantering with
one another as they go about their work, the people who come there on
all manner of missions are more often than not angry, worried,

grieving, frightened, annoyed, or apprehensive. Some walk away with a
sense of justice done, and some don't walk away at all, they are

handcuffed and locked up in the jail next door.

Not far from the courthouse, something terrible happened on the Sunset
Highway onSeptember 21, 1986, at the Sylvan marker, just inside
WashingtonCounty. And in the end, it would all be settled in this
courthouse, as Christmas lights glowed in the branches of a tall fir on
the corner ofMainand First Streets and icy rain pelted court watchers

and witnesses alike.

The end would be a long time coming.

It was about8:300n that Sunday night in September, and dark enough so

that Randy Blighton needed his headlights to see what lay ahead of him



on the curving Sunset Highway. He was startled as he came around one
of those curves near Sylvan in the West Slope area and saw that cars a
half mile ahead of him were suddenly swerving out of the fast lane into
the right-hand lane. It looked as if there might be something in the

road ahead that they hadn't been able to see until the last moment. A
dead animal perhaps, or maybe a truck tire. Whatever it was, it had to
be dangerous, a last-minute lane switch only worked if the right lane

was clear.

Blighton traveled another hundred feet and now he could make out the
dark hulk of aToyotavan turned crosswise on the freeway. Its lights
were off and it was in a perilous position, completely blocking the

fast lane. Luckily, the drivers ahead of Blighton had been alert, but

it would be only a matter of time before someone came around the curve
in the fast lane and smashed into the van. People usually drove the
Sunset Highway between fifty-five and sixty-five miles an hour and a
crash like that would undoubtedly escalate rapidly into a fatal

multicar pileup.

Blighton was grateful that, for the moment at least, the freeway was
not heavily traveled. And that was only a freak circumstance. At8:30
on a Sunday night after a weekend of good weather, there had to be

hundreds of vehicles heading back toPortlandfrom the coast.

Randy Blighton's first inclination was to swerve around the van, he had
things to do at home. "I was going to go on by too," he later

recalled, "but then I spotted the silhouette of an infant seat in the



van. I couldn't ignore that. I'd just left my own kids, and I could
never live with myself if there was a baby or a little kid in that

n

van.

Blighton's reflexes were good. He tapped his brakes, pulled his car
over on the right shoulder, grabbed a couple of flares, and then ran
across the freeway toward the van. As he got close to it, he could see
that it was perpendicular to the median that separated the eastbound
and westbound lanes, its front bumper repeatedly tapping the concrete
Jerseybarriers. The van's engine was still turning over, and it was

in gear, inching forward and then being held back by the barriers.

Blighton knew that he was as much a sitting duck as theToyotaif a car
came around the curve, and he hurriedly lit the flares and set them out
in the fast lane to warn motorists, in time he hoped, to veer to the
right. He had no idea what he might find as he reached for the

driver's door handle of the van?possibly someone who had had a stroke
or a heart attack. It might even be a driverless vehicle that had

slipped its brakes and somehow ended up on the freeway. In 1986, at
this point on the Sunset, there were still some neighborhood streets
from which cars could enter the freeway as if the Sunset was merely
another intersection. Southwest 79th, just to the south of the

accident, was one of those streets. Maybe the driver of the van,
unfamiliar with the Sunset's eccentricities, had turned far too widely

and rammed into the barriers.



Blighton opened the driver's-side door. The van was not empty. He
could make out a figure lying on the front seat. The person's legs

were near the gearshift console and extended over the driver's seat.

The back was on the passenger seat, and the head was tucked into the
chest and drooping over toward the floor. He didn't know if it was a
man or woman, but he saw a smallish loafer-type shoe on one foot that

looked feminine.

There was no time for Blighton to try to figure out who the driver was,

or how he?or she?had ended up crosswise on the freeway. He stepped up
into the driver's side, pushing the legs out of the way as much as he
could. Now he could see that there was a woman's purse jammed between
the accelerator and the firewall. That would explain why the van
continued to move forward. Blighton felt along the dash to try to find

the switch for the emergency flashers but he couldn't locate it, he

didn't know that it was overhead.

There was the child's carseat right behind the driver's seat. It was
empty, but that didn't make Blighton feel much better, the baby could
be on the floor someplace. Counting on the flares to warn other cars
to go around, he slid the side passenger door open and patted the floor
and seats with his hands. Everything he touched was wet and he
realized why it had been so hard to see through the driver's-side

window.

Something dark splattered the glass. On some level, he knew he was



running his hands through pooled blood, but finding the baby that might
be there was more important than anything else. When he found nothing,
he ran to the hack of the van, opened the hatchback, and looked in. No

baby.

Thank God. No baby.

Instinctively, Blighton wiped his hands down his shirt and pants, wanting to get the wet, iodiney-smelling stuff
off them. He shuddered,

hut he didn't stop to consider how there could be blood if the van had
not been hit by another vehicle. He ran back to the driver's door,
hopped into the van, expertly shifted into reverse, and backed the van
across the freeway and onto the shoulder of 79th where it met the

Sunset Highway.

Only when he had assured himself that theToyotawas no longer in
danger of being hit by oncoming traffic did Blighton turn to look
closely at the person lying across the seat. He thought it was a

woman.

Her hair was short and dark, but he didn't know if she was young or

old.

She did not respond to his questions, but he still kept asking, "Are

you okay? Are you hurt?"

Blighton ran around to the front passenger door and found it was



slightly ajar. He opened it and picked up the woman's hand, feeling

for a pulse in her wrist. There was no reassuring beat. He could see

blood on her face, and one of her eyes protruded grotesquely, as big as

a hardboiled egg. Even if he had known this woman, he would never have

recognized her.

His first thought was that he had to get help for her maybe she did
have a pulse but too faint for him to detect. He ran back to the
driver's side and reached in, running his hands along the dash,
searching frantically again for the emergency flashers switch. He
finally saw it overhead and switched them on. They clicked in eerie
rhythm, hut that was the only sound he heard. The woman wasn't

breathing.

Blighton stuck more flares in the gravel along the shoulder of the
freeway and traffic in both lanes slowed down as it passed, hundreds of
cars whose occupants had no idea how close they had comc to being in a
massive fatal pileup. Blighton then looked around for a place where he
could call for help. He saw lights along S.W. 79th, the street that

ran at a right angle onto the Sunset Highway. No one responded to his

knock at the first house, even though he could hear voices inside.

He pounded on the door of the second house and a young woman opened

it.

'iTllerc's a had accident on the freeway," he gasped. "Call an



ambulance. I'm going back out there."

It was hard to judge the passage of time, but Blighton estimated that
about ten minutes had passed since he first saw the Toyota van angled
crazily across the freeway. Cars were inching by in a single lane now,
and he caught glimpses of curious faces darting a look at what appeared

to be nothing more than a roadside breakdown.

who lay across the seat hadn't moved.

Sirens wailed somewhere in the distancc, and soon Blighton could see

the flashing red lights of an ambulance.

Thomas Stewart Dulfy, Jr.?Tom?was on duty at W Ishington County Fire
District Number One, the West Slope station, that Sunday night. The
station was just east of the [.G.A supermarket between Canyon Drive and
Canyon lane at S.W. 78th Street. The alarm bells sounded at on the
Sunset HighGhay. There were a lot of calls from the Sunset, and a

fair amount of them were fatals, so Tom Duffy and his partner, Mike
Morn, both paramedics, were familiar with the area. Running for

their rig, a Chevrolet van, the two men leaped in and headed up Canyon

Lane.

turned left on West Slope Drive, and then went northhound on 79th

toward the Sunset T,lighway.

It was an older neighborhood with houses on big lots set far off the



street and well apart from each other. Huge trees edged the narrow
roadsha! and there were no street lights. The medics' rig lights were
on, but they still had trouble seeing until t,hey spotted the flares at
tllc southwest corner of the Sunset and 79th. In a heartheat, the
quiet dark street ended in a usually roaring freeway. That night, they

saw cars hacked up to the west for miles.

It had taken tllelll two minutes and twenty seconds to reach the

site.

Tom Duffy Was a former army combat medic who senred in Vietnam. He had
worked for thirteen years as a paramedic with the Washington County

Fire district and Tualatin Valley Fire and Rescue. Altogether, he

had over twenty-eight years in the medical field. Ven tall and lean,

he rarely smiled. he had seen people die in all manner of ways. He

had seen scores of fatal accidents, and they always bothered him. He

had long since learned to shut his mind to the terrible things he saw

during those moments when he fought to save lives, but he never really

forgot and he would have almost crystalline recall of that Sunday

night.

Duffy and Morn saw a blue Toyota van parked facing north along 79th.

A man ran up to them, shouting, "A lady's in the van. She's hurt

really bad!"



"How long has it been since the accident?" Duffy asked.

"I don't know for sure. It took me a while to find a phone. I think

about fifteen minutes," the man answered.

"We saw the van," Duffy would remember, "and we assessed the situation
quickly. We saw no hazards around it?no power lines down or gas

leaking.

There was very little damage to the van itself."

As for the man who had run up to him, Randy Blighton, Duffy didn't know
who he was and he had no idea what had happened. Blighton's clothes
were streaked with dark stains that could have been blood. The van

didn't look wrecked. For all Duffy knew, he and Morn might be walking

into trouble.

The three men went over to the van and Blighton opened the nassenger
door so the paramedics could see the woman inside. "She's in here," he

said. "The van was crosswise over there in the fast lane."

Dufty attempted to find some sign of life in the woman who lay sprawled

across the front seat in the shadows of the van. He put a hand on her

shoulder and asked, "Are you all right?"

There was no response.



He exerted more pressure and gave the woman a "trapezius squeeze" on
her shoulder muscle. Someone even semiconscious would have reacted to

that force.

There was no response.

Duffy held sensitive fingers to the carotid arteny along the side of
her neck and felt nothing. "There was no response at all," he would

remember. I could palpate no pulse. No respiration."

Turning to Mike Morn and three firefighters who had arrived at the
scene in a firetruck, he said, "We need to get her out of this van

fast."

They maneuvered her limp body out of the front seat with extreme
caution, careful not to aggravate any cenvical-spinal injuries she
might have sustained in the accident. They circled her neck with a
bracing collar so that her spinal processes would not be jostled as
they took her out of the van. If by some miracle she was alive, they
didn't want her to be paralyzed. They placed her on the road beside
the van and began attempts to resuscitate her, even though they were

quite sure it was an exercise in futility.

The gravelly shoulder alongside the Sunset Highway now bristled with
people who wanted to help when there was no longer any way to help?a

Buck Ambulance and its crew, Mike Morn and Tom Duffy, the firefighters



and EMTs, and a half dozen state police. In the yellow rays of
headlights and flashlights, they could all see that the victim who lay

on the ground had suffered massive trauma. The top of her head was, in
the blunt words of an obsenver, i'like mincemeat." One of the
paramedics thought he saw brain matter leaking. There was so much
blood ?so terribly much blood. It was as thick as curdled sour milk,
already beginning to coagulate. Duffy knew that meant that more than

five or ten minutes had passed since the woman had last bled freely.

Depending on her own particular clotting factor profile, it might have

been up to half an hour.

There was no hope of saving her. The dead do not bleed.

"The patient fit into the category of a patient who could not possibly
be resuscitated," he would say later. "Not at all. She was in
cardiopulmonary arrest." That meant her heart no longer beat, her
lungs no longer drew breath. Even without the tremendous loss of
blood, the assault to the brain itself would have been fatal. An
injured brain responds by swelling, and as it does so, it bulges into
centers that control heart thythm and breathing, effectively shutting

down all activity needed to continue life.

By 8:53

P.M when Oregon State Police Traffic Officer David five arrived, the

paramedics had given up. There was no hope. The victim lay still,



covered partially by a blanket. five walked around the Toyota van and
saw it had virtually no damage. But when he lifted the blanket to look

at the dead woman, he was appalled at the wounds on her head.

How could she have suffered such massive injuries when the van was

scarcely marred at all?

five moved his patrol unit to the west of the scene and turned on his
overheads and emergency lights to warn the drivers who were inching
along the Sunset Highway. They weren't going to get to Portland by
this route, not for a long time. When his sergeant, James Hinkley, who
had been dispatched from the Beaverton substation, arrived, five turned
the immediate scene over to him and pulled out his camera. He took
thirty-six photographs of the victim and the Toyota van, routine for

any accident.

By this time, Senior Troopers Lloyd Dillon and Ray Veal, along with
Washington County Chief Criminal Deputy D.A. Bob Herman, had also
arrived to join the group of investigators at the nightmarish sccnc on

the Sunset Highway.

Tom Duffy and his fellow paramedics had quickly reassured themselves
that the dead woman had been all alone in the van. Just as with Randy
Blighton, breath had caught in their throats when they noticed the
child's carseat behind the driver's seat of the van. They knew the

woman was beyond their help, they did not know if a bah! or a toddler



lay somewhere in the darkest spaces of the van or was, perhaps, caught
beneath a seat. They steeled themselves to feel with their bare hands
all around the inside of the van, running their fingers through the

rapidly cooling blood that had spattered, stained, and pooled there.

Finally they were satisfied that the child who used that safety seat
had not been present in the van when the woman died. The paramedics'

hands and arms came away covered with the blood of the female victim.

"There was a lot of blood," Duffy would recall much later. "A pool of
clotted blood?a big circular pool on the carpet behind the passenger
seat. There was blood on the ceiling and on the inside of the

windows."

Blood has its own smell, metallic, and that odor clung to the

paramedics now.

No one knew who the dead woman was. No one knew what had happened to
her. But Tom Duffy was certain of one thing. He had seen literally
thousands of car wrecks, and he knew that he was not looking at the

aftermath of an automobile accident, he was looking at a crime scene.

"The mechanisms of injury?the damage to this vehicle?could not have

produced what we found," he said later. "The blood on this person was

dried and clotted. There was absolutely no sign of life."

The Oregon troopers came to a similar conclusion. A slight dent, a few



shards of glass from a broken signal light, and a couple of paint chips
out by the Jersey barriers that divided the freeway were the only signs

that the van had hit anything. The woman hadn't died in an accident.

Her injuries had nothing to do with this "wreck."

There are always acronyms for official records. Those on the scene at

the Sunset Highway used familiar shortcuts now as they filled out

forms: DOS?Dead On Scene, MVA?Motor Vehicle Accident, and finally POSS
?Possible Homicide. And because this bizarre incident seemed indeed to

be a "POSS," Oregon State Police Sergeant Hinkley radioed in a request

that detectives from the O.S.P Criminal Division respond to the scene.

In Oregon the state police investigate homicides and otlaer felonies as

well as traffic accidents.

Detective Jerry Finch wasn't on call that night, but he was the first
investigator the dispatcher could raise. Finch ran to his unmarked

Ford and headed for the Cedar Mill home of Detective Jim Ayers. Ayers,
in his mid-thirties, had been assigned to the Beaverton O.S.P station for
three years and was just arriving home from an evening out when he
heard the crunch of tires on gravel and saw Finch's car Turn into his

driveway.

Finch told Ayers they had a "call out" to a possible homicide.



Jim Ayers had investigated all manner of felonies in his fourteen-year
career with the Oregon State Police. Like most officers Ghho hired on
as troopers, he was tall and well muscled. He had thick, wavy hair and

a rumbling deep voice. He had worked the road for eight years,
investigating accidents. And like Tom Duffy, like all cops and all
paramedics, he had seen too much tragedy. But he had also learned what
was "normal" tragedy?if there could be such a thing?and what was

"abnormal" tragedy.

Ayers had become an expert in both arson investigation and psychosexual
crimes, and he had investigated innumerable homicides. Jerry Finch had
a few years on him, both in age and in experience. Together the two

men drove to the scene at 79th and the Sunset, not knowing what to

expect.

The best detectives are not tough, if they were, they would not have

the special intuitive sense that enables them to see what laymen

cannot. And Jim Ayers was one of the very best. But like his peers,

he usually managed to hide his own pain over what one human can do to

another behind a veneer of black humor and professional distance.

It was two minutes after 10

P.M. when Finch and Ayers arrived at the scene, and as Ayers gazed down
at the slender woman who lay on the freeway shoulder, her face and head
disfigured by some tremendous force that had bludgeoned her again and

again, he was still the complete detective?curious and contemplative.



The two detectives walked around the blue Toyota van and saw the minor
damage to its right front end and where a turn signal lens was broken

out. There was a "buckle" in the roof of the van on the right. That

could be explained easily enough, it was unibody construction, and a
blow to the front end would ripple back along the side. Randy Blighton
was still on the scene and he told Finch and Ayers how he had found the
van butting against the median barrier of the freeway. That would have
broken the signal light. They found the signal lens itself lying on

the freeway in the fast lane. And they also saw the beige purse that

had been forcing the accelerator down before Blighton kicked it away.

It would have been enough to keep the engine running while the car was

in gear.

With flashlights Finch and Ayers looked into the van, playing light
over the child's carseat, the blood spatter on the ,nterior roof, the
splash of blood on the hump over the transmission, and the pools of
blood on the f,oor behind the front seats. A white plastic produce bag

f,uttered on the passenger-side f,oor. It too bore bloodstains.

The van would have to be processed in daylight, but Jim Ayers had
already come to a bleak conclusion, based on the physical evidence he
saw, and on Blighton's description of how he found the victim and his
recollection that the driver's-side window had been rolled partway

down.



"I felt the victim had been beaten while she was in the vehicle," he
would say later. "My conclusion was that whoever had beaten her had
intended to send it [the van] across the eastbound lanes of the Sunset

Highway so that it would be hit by other vehicles."

Had that happened, the cars approaching at fifty-five to sixty-five

miles an hour would have rounded the curve and smashed into the
driver's side of the Toyota van. Even if the van hadn't burst into

flames, that would have destroyed every bit of evidence on the woman's
body and in the vehicle itself. The massive head injuries she had
suffered would have been attributed to the accident. Worse, in all

likelihood, she would not have been the only fatality.

State policemen have seen too many chain reaction accidents in which a
dozen or more people die. Met by the horrifying sight of another
vehicle directly in front of them, drivers cannot stop or even take
evasive action. Usually chain reaction pileups happen on foggy nights
or when smoke from burning crops drifts across a highway. But this
van, deliberately left crosswise in the fast lane of the Sunset, would
have been like a brick wall appearing suddenly in the night. Clearly,
whoever had bludgeoned the woman to death had not given a thought to
how many more might die. All he or she had cared about was that the
crime of murder would be covered up in a grinding collision of jagged

steel, flying glass shards, and broken bodies.

The dead woman's purse contained her driver's license and other



identifying documents?or, rather, it contained some woman's
identification. This woman, lying beside the road, was so disfigured

by her beating that it was impossible to be sure that she was the woman
whose picture appeared on the driver's license. However, given the
laws of probability, Ayers and Finch were reasonably sure that the

purse belonged to the victim. The address on her license was 231

N.E. Scott in Gresham, a suburb about as far east of downtown Portland

as the accident scene was west.

Ayers and Finch had just dispatched Senior Trooper Al Carson to the
Gresham address to notify the victim's next of kin of her death when
Finch carefully lifted a checkbook from her purse. "Look," he
commented to Ayers. "These checks are personalized, and the address is

different than the one on her registration."

The checks bore the same name as the driver's license: Cheryl Keeton.

However, the address imprinted on the checks was 2400

S.W. 81st, located on the West Slope?only three-tenths of a mile from

where they now stood.

The woman lying on the ground was probably Cheryl Keeton, whose date of
birth was listed on her driver's license as October 27, 1949. That

would make her less than a month away from her thirty-seventh birth



day. The height and weight on the license seemed to fit the slender
victim. Hair color didn't matter much anymore on a driver's license,
women changed their hair shade so often. But it was listed as brown
and the victim's hair appeared to be brown, although it was now matted

with dried blood.

"I don't think she lived in Gresham," Finch told Ayers. "I think

that's an old address. You hang in here, and I'll take a run up to the
address on Eighty-first." * Oregon State Police Sergeant Greg Baxter
radioed the Portland Police Department dispatcher, who relayed a
message to Al Carson, calling him back from Gresham. The next of kin

of the victim were no longer there.

Ayers was relieved to let Jerry Finch notify whoever might be waiting at
the West Slope address for Cheryl Keeton to come home. Of all the
responsibilities of a policeman's profession, that was always the

hardest. Sometimes the survivors scream, and sometimes they stareX

unbelieving, at the officers who bring them tragic news.

Ayers wanted to be sure that the tow truck driver from Jim Collins
Towing understood that the Toyota van was a vital piece of evidence and
should be hooked up to the tow rig with extreme care. Collins's own

son, Harley, had arrived to remove the van from the edge of the

Sunset.

"I told him not to touch it any more than he had to?and not to go

inside at all," Ayers said later. "Not to strap the steering wheel the



way they usually do . .."

Harley Collins said he would be careful and promised to lock the van
behind the cyclone fence of Jim Collins's personal yard so that no one
could come near it. Ayers felt better hearing that. Although he

didn't know the tow driver, he knew that the tow company's owner was

reliable.

All the steps that were post-tragedy protocol had been followed.

The investigators at the scene radioed a request for Eugene Jacobus,
the Chief Deputy Medical Examiner for Washington County. The body was

released to Jacobus at 11:35

P.M. The hands were "bagged," and Jacobus was careful to see that the
body itself was placed in a fresh plastic "envelope" inside the heavier
body pouch so that any trace evidence would be preserved. He also took
possession of the victim's purse and locked it in a drawer in his

office on Knox Street.

It was after midnight before the scene alongside the Sunset Highway was
cleared, and the many men and women working there with measuring tapes

and sketch pads were all gone. This death was not a normal death.

Nor was it an accident. It was almost certainly a homicide, one that

investigators felt confident would be solved in forty-eight hours? just



as Washington County's other homicide that weekend was. A male murder
victim had been found stabbed multiple times in western Washington
County on Friday, September 19. By six o'clock on Sunday night, police

had arrested and charged the suspected killer.

But the investigators on this new homicide were wrong when they
expected a quick solution. It was as if they were grasping the end of
a thread, expecting to pull it loose. They could not know that the
thread was only one infinitesimal piece of a fabric so snarled and

tangled that it might well have been woven by a madman.

And, in a certain sense, it had been.

The good weather on the weekend of September 19-21, 1986, made little
difference to Dr. Sara Gordon.* She was working on trauma call at
Providence Hospital in Portland and there was no day or night, no sense
of the seasons, in the operating rooms. The only sounds were muted
voices or the music some surgeons preferred, the only lights were

focused on the operating field.

Trauma duty is by its very nature unpredictable. Sara Gordon often
worked a full day's shift and all through the night too. She was an
anesthesiologist, called in for emergency treatment of accident
victims, or for the innumerable surgeries that could not wait, some

life-threatening and some more routine.

A beautiful, delicate woman, Sara looked more like a kindergarten



teacher than a physician. She had huge blue eyes and dimples, and her
figure was slender and petite. In truth, she was a workhorse, a woman
whose hand was steady no matter if blood might spray chaotically from a
nicked artery in the patient she hovered over, no matter if a heart

stopped beating or lungs stopped expanding. She had struggled too many
years to win her medical degree to be anything less than professional,
and she often worked sixty hours a week, napping in the on-call suite

between operations.

Sara Gordon had grown up in McMinnville, Oregon, one of ten children.

She and her sister Maren* were identical twins, but mirror image tThe
names of some individuals in the book have been changed. Such names
are indicated by an asterisk (*) the first time each appears in the

narrative.

twins. "I'm right-handed," Sara would explain. "My twin is

left-handed.

We're identical?but opposite. Math and science were always easy for
me, and Maren was the creative one. When I graduated from high school
with a 4.0 grade point average and she got a 3.8, she felt dumb, but it

was only because I had a slight edge in math."

Looking at Sara and Maren, their teachers could not tell them apart,

and they played the usual twin pranks, attending class for each other,



fooling their friends. They would always be close, but as adults they
would look more like just sisters than twins. Sara was thinner, her
blond hair lighter than Maren's, and her face often showed signs of

stress, perhaps to be expected in her profession.

All the Gordon children were intelligent. One brother was an

attorney.

Another was a millionaire who owned thousands of acres of prime Oregon
grazing land and as many head of prize cattle. Their grandfather
pioneered in the Lake Oswego suburb of Portland, long before it became

a suburban paradise. Grandfather Kruse's land turned out to be

virtually worth its weight in gold. His old house, barns, and

outbuildings remained in Lake Oswego just as they always were, but they
were surrounded by posh homes, condos, office buildings, and

parkways.

Sara's father was not rich, however, and it was a struggle to raise his
large family. He was a dairy farmer, and dairy farmers rarely have the
money to finance medical school. Sara's parents had no money even to
send her to college, much less medical school, and, like the rest of

her siblings, she worked her way through college, graduating from
Willamette IJniversity in Salem, Oregon, in 1973 with a Bachelor of

Science degree.

At Willamette she dated a young man who would one day be a deputy

district attorney in Washington County, Oregon. She also knew Mike



Shinn, who was a football star at Willamette and would become a
prominent civil attorney in Portland. She never dated Shinn, and they

didn't expect to see each other much after college.

Sara had always wanted to be a doctor. Most of the men who were
attracted to her didn't take her ambition seriously, she was too
pretty, too diminutive, and she was always so concerned about other
people's feelings. Maybe she didn't fit the accepted picture of a

physician, but she was completely committed to achieving her goal.

Sara married a young teacher, who convinced her he supported her dream
of a career in medicine. He didn't?not really. He Vanted a

stayat-home wife. Accepted at Oregon Health Sciences t Jniversity in
1974, she decided not to go. She tried to be a perfect housewife, but

she yearned to continue her education, and after a frustrating year in

Astoria on the coast of Oregon, her marriage ended.

Sara also had to convince the University of Oregon's medical school in
Portland that she was really serious. Her application was passed over
in 1975, but she was finally reaccepted in 1976 and she put herself
through medical school by working as a cocktail waitress at a Red Lion
Inn in Astoria. The job was far afield from her ultimate ambition, but
the tips were good and she had the perfect figure for the abbreviated

outfits she had to wear.

Sara's second marriage worked, CVCII though sllc began medical school



in 1976, probably because her husband's job kept him out at sea as much
as he was ashore. She wanted very much to prove that she could succeed
at marriage, but she also wanted desperately to be a doctor. She was

able to juggle the demands of medical school and marriage until 1980,
when she received her degree. But when she began a four-year rcsidencv
in anesthesiology at the same medical school, her second marriage ended

too. There was just no time for an thing but her career.

Nevertheless, she tried again during her residency?this time with a

physician?but her third marriage was as abbreviated as the first two.

In 1984, she finally finished her residency and established her own
practice as an anesthesiologist. She regretted her three failed

marriages, but they had all ended with little acrimony. She still

worked with her last ex-husband, Dr. Geoff Morrow,* head of the
contagious disease department at Providence, theirs was an amicable?if

final?divorce.

Perhaps she just wasn't meant to be married.

Sara was thirty-three and she had been in school for twenty-eight years
of her life. She still had medical school loans to pay back, and she
worked every extra shift she could at Providence Hospital. But despite
her native intelligence and her sophistication in all things medical,

she was a trusting, almost naive woman. Because she always told the
truth and took great pains never to hurt anyone's feelings, she tended

to believe that other people worked under the same moral code. When it



came to evaluating men, Sara had made some misjudgments. She had never

expected to be divorced even once, much less three times.

Without children, with little trust in the permanency of relationships
between men and women, Sara had immersed herself in her career,
doubtful that she would ever find true love. There was another

obstacle, she earned so much more money than most rmen that many of the
eligible males she was attracted to were scared off. It would take a

highly confident and liberated man to feel secure dating a woman who

was not only beautiful and extremely intelligent but whose projected
income was close to half a million dollars a year. And she certainly

didn't want a man who was attracted to her because of her money.

In the spring of 1986, Sara was dating Jack Kincaid,* who had a
successful advertising agency with several offices on the West

Coast.

Kincaid was divorced. with two teenage daughters and he was a
confirmed born-again bachelor. He and Sara were not dating

exclusively.

Kincaid was also seeing a woman in her twenties. If Sara had been
completely frank about her feelings, she would have admitted to a
smidgen of jealousy about that. But even so, she and Kincaid were good
friends, she counted on his being around, and she didn't expect that he

would commit either to her or to his other girlfriend, Sandi.* One



night Sara and Jack and her friend Lily Saarnen,* who was dating one of
Sara's fellow doctors, Clay Watson,* were attending a dance at the
Multnomah Athletic Club?the "MAC," one of Portland's more exclusive
clubs. Lily didn't feel that Jack was good for Sara, he was too much

of a playboy. When the men were away from the table, Lily expressed
her feelings and said she knew the perfect man for Sara. She wanted to
set her up with a blind date with an old friend of hers. "His name is

Brad Cunningham," Lily said.

Sara wasn't looking for anyone else to date and, like almost everyone
else, she hated blind dates. Men that friends described as "really
fascinating" too often turned out to be anything but. Nevertheless,

Lily persisted. She had once dated Brad Cunningham herself. Now she
was happy with Clay Watson, Lily said, but she and Brad were still
friends, he was newly single, and she felt he and Sara would be a

perfect fit.

She described him as a very special man.

Actually, Lily went into such graphic detail about how skilled Brad
Cunningham was as a lover that Sara was a little embarrassed. She had
never heard a woman speak so openly about a man. Indeed, she wondered
why?if this Brad was such a marvelous lover?Lilya had let him get

away.

But she said she had no romantic interest in Cunningham any longer, and

she thought Sara would like him.



A little reluctantly, Sara said it would be all right for him to call

her. "He got my phone number from Lily," she later recalled. "He
phoned me and we agreed to meet for dinner. I had a date with Jack
that week ?the last week in March?too, and he had to change the date so

I called Brad and we switched days."

Sara spoke to Lily early on the day of her blind date. "She kept

talking about the relationship they had had?how she had been in love
with him. I still thought it was weird that she'd want to introduce me

to Brad, but she insisted." Sara had no intention of meeting Brad
Cunningham alone. What would they talk about? She didn't even know

him.

So she arranged to have her friend Gini Burton,* who worked as an
operating room technician at Providence, and Gini's boyfriend, Gil,

come to dinner that night too.

"I was in a security building, so I could see Brad on the monitor when
he buzzed to get in," Sara remembered. "I went down and met him. He
was very good looking." In fact, Brad Cunningham looked as if he
wouldn't need someone to fix him up with a blind date. When Sara let
him in, she found Thim tremendously attractive, he was a big,
hroadshouldered man with thick dark hair and sloe eyes. He appeared to
be a few years older than she was. He dressed impeccably and he had an

air of success about him. He was certainly self-assured. itoo



self-assured for Sara's taste. "I didn't like him on our first date,"

she recallcd.

iHe talked too much about Lily, and about himself, and he seemed

egotistical."

Brad monopolized the conversation that first night, while Sara, Gini,

and Gil listened politely. "It was very obvious that Brad had once had

a lot of money," Sara remembered. But his convcrsatioll about his

wealth and his possessions didn't impress her. Besides that, Brad

seemed so taken with Lily Saarnell that Sara wondered WTI1V he wasn t
still dating her. She had raved about Brad, and now Braal kept going

on about her. I really thought that he wouldn't he interested in me

because he kept talking about Lily."

Easter Sunday was on March 30 that year. Although she had expected him
to, Jack Kincaid didn't invite Sara out Tfor Easter brunch. It didn't

really bother her, he said he was going to take his daughters out to

brunch. "I told him I'd just leave his Easter basket on his front

porch," Sara said.

Kincaid looked uncomfortable when he said, "You'd better not do that,

Sara. I'm going to be with Sandi."

Sara didn't take an Easter basket to lack TKincaid, and she accepted a
second date with Brad Cunningham when he called. Even though her three

months of dating Kincaid hadn't been an exclusive arrangement, her



feelings were a little hurt that he was with Sandi. She undoubtedly
said "yes" to another date with Brad Cunningham more quickly than she

ordinarily would have.

She was glad she did. "On our second date Brad was charming," she

said. "He asked about me."

Sara figured that he had been just as nervous about their first date as
she was He wasn't really conceited, he had just been hiding his own

discomfort and trying too hard to fill the conversational silences.

After all, he hadn't known Sara or her friends that first night.

The man .Sara met for their second date was considerate and concerned,
and she found herself extremely drawn to him. Her feelings for Brad
were not what she had expected. But there it was. She was surprised

at how wrong she had been about him. Every time she saw him, she liked

him better.

And from the beginning, she had found him physically attractivc?not
classically handsome, but there was something about him. Maybe it

was his eyes.

Bradly Morris Cunningham was not yet fora. hut he was a bank executive
at Citizens' Savings and Loan. And shortly after he met Sara, he had a

new job, he was hired to be part of the top echelon of the Spectrum



Corporation, a branch of the U.S. Bank in Portland. He told Sara he
would oversee all of their commercial accluisitions. He also told her
he had been a real estate entrepreneur involved in a huge project in

Houston, Texas, where he had controlled six hundred million dollars.

Although that project had gone sour when the oil disaster hit Houston,
Brad said he had brought suit against his contractor and the bonding
company?litigation that, he said, would eventually net him millions of
dollars. And, as if that weren't enough, Brad also had his own company
which had diversified interests, some having to do with construction

and others in the biotechnology field.

Sara and Brad dated often that spring, going out to dinner and to
plays. He invited her to his home, a two-bedroom apartment on the
fourteenth floor of the Madison Tower along the Willamette River in
downtown Portland. Brad introduced Sara to his fifteen-year-old son,
Brent,* who lived with him, a child of his first marriage. He told her
he had two daughters, Amy* and Kit,* by former marriages, and three
other sons, Jess,* Michael,* and Phillip,* who were, six, four, and two
respectively. By the end of April, Sara had also met Brad's younger
sons. They were adorable little bosrs, with their father's dark hair

and eyes, polite and endearing children. "I thought they were

wondeMul," Sara remembered.

Brad told Sara that he shared custody of his three young boys with his
estranged wife. He planned to move to a larger apartment on the

eighteenth floor where they would have their own room furnished and



decorated especially for them. The little boys were with him as much

as they were with their mother.

Sara was touched when she saw how deeply Brad cared for his children,
he seemed to build his whole life around them He confided that their
mother was totally unfit, and that he was struggling to gain full

custody of the boys. He described his ex-wife to Sara as "bitchy."

Sara remembered his words. "He said she would fly off the handle and
yell at the kids. He told me she was sexually promiscuous but that he

really thought she hated men."

Sara's heart went out to Brad. He was so worried about his kids that

it seemed to color his whole life, and she saw the shadows of pain wash
across his face when he thought she wasn't looking. Even so, she found
Brad-"fun, bright, and attractive." She had met very few men in her

life who were not intimidated by her intelligence and her income. Not
this man. Brad had a remarkably keen mind and Sara found him more and
more fascinating. His lifestyle and his interests were different from
anything she had ever known. But there was an almost electric energY
about him. He was enthusiastic and charismatic and he had risen so

high so rapidly in the business world.

Incredibly, just when Sara had pretty much reconciled herself to being
alone, Portland's spring of 1986 surprised her. It brought not only

its usual profusion of rhododendrons, azaleas, and dogwood blossoms,



but also this remarkable man who seemed to be ideal for her. She
stopped seeing Jack Kincaid, and Jack dated Sandi exclusively. Sara
and Jack were still friendly, it was just that they rarely met any

longer.

Brad Cunningham was everything that Sara had ever imagined she would
want in a husband, and he had come along just at the time when she
believed she would never find anyone. It was funny how life turned out
sometimes, that the two of them should ever have met and fallen in love
defied the laws of probability. Their backgrounds were so very

different. Sara was Dutch, Brad was half Indian, half Celtic. She was
small and blond, he was large and dark. They were both, however,
determined and ambitious people who could focus on a goal and channel

all their energies until they achieved it.

Before April blossomed into May, Brad and Sara were extremely close.

"He waited a long time before he would make love to me," she

recalled.

"And that was thoughtful. He told me that he didn't want to be

intimate until he was sure that we were going to stay together . .

Brad proved to be both a tender and an exciting lover, a caring,



passionate man. "He told me over and over again how much he loved
me?how beautiful I was," Sara said. "He was always telling me what a

lucky man he was to be with me, how lucky his boys were."

Sara had every reason to believe that Brad loved her. "A nurse friend
of mine told me after a party that it was obvious Brad was in love with
me," she remembered. "She said he never took his eyes off me the whole

evening."

Sara felt just as lucky to have found Brad. It was a transcendently
perfect spring for both of them. Brad gave her a friendship ring,

which they both knew meant a commitment that far exceeded friendship.

He urged her to rent an apartment in the Madison Tower so that they

could be closer together.

The three round towers?Madison, Grant, and Lincoln?were the place to
live in Portland in 1986. Their windows looked out on a renewed
riverfront, on all the arching bridges that cross the Willamette River

to connect the bisected city, and on the long park blocks that are not
unlike Manhattan's Central Park. Brad had moved to a threebedroom unit
on the eighteenth floor where the rent was a thousand dollars a

month.

In June, Sara found a unit she liked on the fourteenth floor. It was

eight hundred a month. In New York, Chicago, or San Francisco, their



apartments would have rented for at least three times as much. The
rooms were large and tasteful and there was an outside walkway running
around each floor of the soaring towers. Basement parking facilities
were available to all tenants. It was, of course. a security building

where no one gained entrance to the tower elevators without permission

of the guards on duty.

Coincidentally, Brad's former girlfriend Lily Saarnen?who had been
responsible for bringing Brad and Sara together?lived in an apartment

on the ground floor of the Madison Tower. That didn't concern Sara.

Lily was a very sexy woman, it was apparent that whatever she and
Brad had shared was over, and Lily was in love with her surgeon
boyfriend, Dr. Clay Watson. He was two decades older than Lily, hut
that didn't bother her at all. She was a pragmatic woman, and Watson
took wonderful care of her. Like Brad, Lily had a career in banking,

hut her health was unpredictable. She needed someone like Watson.

Sara and Lily were very different types. While Sara was sweetly
feminine, Lily's style was subdued. She chose loose clothing in earth
tones, pulled her long hair hack in a bun, and wore horn-rimmed

glasses.

Even so, men seemed to find her almost bland but perfect features
spectacularly sensuous. She had a manner about her that suggested a
sexuality barely under wraps. She spoke softly, as Sara did, but Lily

had hidden promises in her voice.



Sara was not surprised that Brad had been attracted to Lily, hut now

he was completely devoted to her. He had turned her life upside down,
and she was gloriously happy that summer. She was so much in love that
she never felt fatigued, even though she was working such brutal hours
in the trauma unit. It seemed as though everything she had longed for

in life was suddenly within her grasp.

Sara adored children although she had never been lucky enough to have
any of her own. She had found Brad's three young sons delightful from
the moment he introduced them to her. Jess, Michael, and Phillip were
as smart as their father, and well behaved. Sara and Brad took the

boys sailing on a week s vacation and it was as if they were already a
family. Sara hated to say goodbye to them when they went back to their
mother. And she worried about them. Brad had come to trust Sara so
much that he gradually revealed more and more about what their mother
was really like. He confided that she called the children four letter
words and screamed at them continually. The custody of his little boys
was desperately important to Brad. All of his husincss success meant

nothing?not if his children were being mistreated.

That summer Brad and his estranged wife wrangled constantly about the
boys. It was the one shadow over Sara's happiness. She heard Brad

argue with his wife on the phone, though she never really saw the

acrimony between them. She accompanied him sometimes when he went to

pick up his sons, but she never spoke to his wife. "I saw her working



in her yard," Sara recalled. i"Once, we took the boys back and she
came running up, holding her arms out for Phillip. But we never

talked."

Sara worried about what effect all this was having on the boys, but she
tried to stay out of the arguments. It wasn't her place to interfere,
and she was confident that Brad could handle things in the best way for

his sons.

Sara continued to pay the rent on her fourteenth-floor apartment in the
Madison Tower that summer, but she spent so little time there that it
seemed like an empty space with no human energy. "I kept my clothes in
my apartment, but [ was basically living in Brad's apartment," she

said.

His apartment reflected both his taste and his ability to buy the

best.

He even had a baby grand piano?although he couldn't play. It was only

natural that Sara wanted to spend her few off-duty hours with Brad.

"I was very much in love with him, and I thought he was very much in

love with me."

She had no reason to think otherwise. Brad assured her many times a
day of his love. He was always on time to meet her or pick her up, he

was always where he said he would be, and their time together was



wonderful.

In a sense, it was as if they were both recouping the years they had
lost in bad relationships. Sara knew that Brad had been married four

times and that he had been disappointed in love just as she had.

But now, finally, almost serendipitously, they had found each other.

They were both under forty and they could plan for so many good years

together.

Except for all the hassle that Brad was having with his wife over the
custody of Jess, Michael, and Phillip, Sara's and Brad's lives were
idyllic. Her practice was well established, his business interests
seemed to be booming, they loved each other, and they planned to get
married as soon as Brad was divorced. Their days had fallen into a
happy pattern. When Sara wasn't working at Providence, she was with

Brad.

Every other weekend, they planned their time around Jess, Michael, and
Phillip. And on the weekends that Sara was on call?as she often
was?Brad took the boys to the park blocks or entertained them in his

apartment.

He had the boys in the middle of the week for a few days too. It

seemed that he and his wife had calibrated their joint custody almost



down to the minute.

Sara sensed that Brad was often sad, and he finally confessed to her
that his wife was continuing to make his life miserable. Sara wondered
just what kind of woman she was. did she have to make everything so
difficult? Sara knew that she was a successful attorney, but she

certainly sounded like a terrible mother.

Brad needed Sara?and not just because he was having such a bitter

struggle to protect his sons. He suffered a wrenching loss in July.

Sara was at Providence on an overnight shift when Brad called. He had
just learned that his father, Sanford Cunningham, had died of a heart
attack at his fishing cabin in Darrington, Washington. "He was sobbing
so hard I could barely understand him," Sara remembered. "He needed
me, and I managed to find someone to cover for me so I could go home

and be with him."

Sara knew how close Brad had been to his father, and she tried to help
him and his stepmother, Mary, too. She went with Brad and the boys to
Yakima for Sanford Cunningham's funeral. And afterward she said she
would buy a practically new twenty-five-foot Prowler trailer that Mary
and Brad's father owned. Mary needed the money, and Sara paid her

eight thousand dollars, far more than the book value of the trailer.

They left the trailer in Yakima, but Brad drove his dad's Chevy pickup

truck back to Portland and kept it in the garage of the Madison



Tower.

He was grieving hard, but he went back to his job at the U.S. Bank,
usually walking to work, although he owned several vehicles and Sara

had a Toyota Cressida. He was in top shape and enjoyed the exercise.

All that summer, Brad and his wife continued to butt heads over the
little boys. There were trips to child psychologists, endless meetings
with their respective attorneys, and more dissension when it was time
to register Jess for school. Brad had made arrangements for him to go
to Chapman School near the Madison Tower, but on August 13 his wife
apparently ignored his wishes completely and enrolled Jess in
Bridlemile Elementary near her recently rented home in the West Slope

area just outside of Portland.

When Brad found out, he was furious, "You can't do that, Cheryl," Sara
heard him shout at his estranged wife over the phone. Her name was

Cheryl?Cheryl Keeton.

Jim Karr, Cheryl Keeton's half brother, had been living with her and
her three sons at her rented home on the West Slope for about three

months.

He had gotten close to his nephews, Jess, Michael, and Phillip. "I was
their nanny," " he later remembered. "I was there to take care of them

while Cheryl was at work."



Jim was fully aware of how acrimonious Cheryl's divorce from Brad
Cunningham had become, how they fought over every step in the

process.

He knew that it made her feel better just to have him living in her
home. Although they seldom talked about it, it seemed toSim that

Cheryl lived in a constant state of dread. 3rad wanted the boys.

Cheryl wanted the boys. And sometimes it seemed that their fierce

arguments would never end.

On Sunday, September 21, 1986, Jim Karr spent most of the day at a
girlfriend's house in Gresham and they watched the Seattle Seahawks'
football game. He usually felt guilty about leaving Cheryl alone too
long, but not on that weekend. It was Brad's weekend to have the boys,
and Cheryl wasn't home, she had gone up to Longview, Washington, on
Saturday to visit their family and planned to stay overnight. There

was no reason for Jim to be around the house. He didn't expect Cheryl

to return until sometime Sunday evening. It would, of course, be

before seven because that was when Brad was supposed to have the boys

back.

Jim called Cheryl about 7:30

P.M. to make sure that the boys had gotten home. He knew she worried

if Brad didn't bring them back right on the dot of seven. Cheryl was



crying and upset when she answered the phone.

"The boys aren't home yet," she said. "Brad had car trouble."

"Should I come home?" Jim asked.

"No," she said. "Not right away. It'll be okay."

With most divorcing couples, it would have been. But Jim knew that
Brad threw a fit if Cheryl didn't have the boys ready when it was his
turn to take them, and Cheryl went nuts if they were even five minutes
late getting home. But anybody could have car trouble, and evidently

Brad had called Cheryl to tell her that he would be late.

Cheryl seemed nervous, Jim thought. True, she always seemed nervous
these days, the subtle and not-so-subtle psychological war that Brad
was waging against her kept her constantly on edge. She was always
afraid that on some visitation Brad wasn't going to bring the boys back
?that he was just going to disappear and take her sons with him. But
lately she seemed convinced that, if things looked bad for Brad in the
custody fight, she herself wasn't going to survive. Literally not

surzn ¢ Whether her fears had any basis or not, Jim had caught them the
way you catch an infectious disease. Cheryl was so smart and so
intuitive, and yet she had become almost stoic when she told Jim that
she might die soon?and that it would be his job to find out the

truth.



That was nothing like Cheryl's usual behavior. She had always been so
strong, so resilient. One thing about his half sister, she had never,

ever been passive. tSo even though Cheryl had told him he didn't have

to come home early that Sunday night, Jim was uneasy and he headed for
the West Slope house within an hour after he spoke to her on the

phone.

When he drove up to the house at 9:15, he saw that all the lights were

blazing, but Cheryl's van wasn't there.

That scared him.

Once inside the house, Jim noticed that the vacuum cleaner was sitting
in the middle of the living-room floor. It looked as if Cheryl had
rushed away in the middle of housecleaning. With a hollow feeling in
his stomach, Jim walked quickly through the empty rooms. It was very
quiet and his heart was beating too loudly. There was a note on the
kitchen counter. It was from Cheryl, written on a sheet of paper she
had torn from the notebook in which she recorded the content of all of

Brad's phone calls.

"I have gone to pick up the boys from Brad at the Mobile station next

to the [.G.A. If I'm not back, please come and find me.... COME RIGHT

AWAY!"

Cheryl would have written that note between 7:30 and 8:00, Jim thought,



and she should have been back with Jess, Michael, and Phillip within
fifteen minutes. Now it was almost 9:30. Jim called their mother,
Betty, in Longview, an hour's drive north of Portland. Betty picked up
the phone before the first ring had even ended. When Jim told her that
Cheryl had obviously left the house in a hurry, and then read the note,
Betty started to sob. That scared Jim even more. That wasn't like his

mother.

"She's dead," Betty cried. "She called me. I told her not to meet

Brad alone. I know she's dead."

Jim tried to comfort his mother. He said there had to be a reasonable
explanation why Cheryl wasn't back yet. He told her he was heading
down to the Mobile station, and he promised to call her as soon as he
got back. But Jim knew that the station had been closed down two days
earlier, the windows soaped over, the pumps empty. It would be very
lonely and dark at night. It was an odd place for Brad to bring the

boys for Cheryl to pick up. If he was having car trouble, there would

be nobody at the Mobile station to work on it.

Still, Jim kept hoping that he would find his sister there, loading up
her precious sons, just beginning to start for home. It was a short
drive, but his mind went over a dozen possible reasons why Cheryl would

be there, safe.

She was not there.



The Mobile station was dark and deserted, just as he had expected.

The place was abandoned. It was out of business. Even the [.G.A
supermarket next door was closed for the night. Jim scanned the

parking lot there for Cheryl's Toyota van, but he didn't see it. There

were only a few cars, probably those of employees who were emptying the

cash registers and preparing night bank deposits inside the store.

Jim returned to Cheryl's house and when he stepped out of his car, a

figure emerged from the shadows. It was Jerry Finch, who was there to

find out what he could about the woman whose body was now on the way to
the Medical Examiner's office. He asked Jim Karr to identify himself,

and when he learned that Jim was Cheryl Keeton's brother, he drew a

deep breath. He had to tell Karr the monstrous truth. It was a truth

that somehowSim already knew.

His sister was dead.

Jim wasn't even very surprised. That was why his mother had sobbed
when he called her. Every single one of them in the family had tried
to save Cheryl, as if they could somehow build a wall of love and
solidarity around her so strong that nothing and no one could harm

her.

And yet, all the time, they had known it was like trying to stop Mount

St. Helens from erupting. Something had to blow, something



inevitable, and all the love and concern in the world never could have

stopped it.

"He did it," Jim Karr shouted to Jerry Finch. "That bastard did it!"

He didn't say which bastard.

It was a quarter to midnight when a group of law enforcement officers
headed to the Madison Tower to inform Brad Cunningham that his
estranged wife was dead. Because they had no idea what they might find
when they got there, Detectives Jerry Finch and Jim Ayers and Senior
Trooper Keith Mechlem from the Oregon State Police had asked for backup
from the Portland Police Bureau. Officer Richard Olsen joined them in

the parking lot of the new apartment complex.

Together the four men took the elevator to Cunningham's floor. A
railed walkway ran around the perimeter and the apartment's main door
opened off that. Rick Olsen stood back near the rail as the State

Police investigators knocked on the door of Cunningham's apartment,
watching silently while Finch and Ayers spoke to the tall dark-haired
man who answered the door. Olsen could not hear the conversation, but
he could see the face of the man in the doorway and knew that he had
just been told his wife was dead. Olsen heard no loud exclamations,
and he saw no emotion flicker across the man's face. "He didn't look

surprised or shocked or agitated," Olsen would later recall.



That didn't necessarily mean anything. Shock does funny things to
people. They can hear their whole world end in one sentence and never
blink an eve. Not until later. For that matter, there are no rules

about how the human mind or the human body will react in any given

situation.

People have been known to sustain a bullet wound to the heart and run

half a block before they drop.

Ordinarily it would not have taken four officers to bring such terrible
news to the family of the deceased. But Finch and Ayers were already
convinced that Cheryl Keeton had not died in an automobile accident,
she had been murdered. At this point in the investigation, they could

not say whose powerful hand held the weapon that had struck her
repeatedly, could not say who had then maneuvered her van onto the
eastbound lanes of the Sunset Highway where it was almost certain to be

struck by other vehicles.

Finch had talked with Cheryl's half brother,Jim Karr, who had reacted
in a more predictable way to ghastly news. He had shouted, "He did

it.

That bastard did it." and handed over the note Cheryl had left

behind.

Finch had told Ayers about the note as they drove to the Madison

Tower.



Even so, they were still only at the embryonic?and dicey?stage of this
investigation. They knew who Jim Karr meant by "that bastard," but

there was a great deal more they needed to know.

When 13rad Cunningham came to the door, he was barefoot and wearing a
gray University of Washington T-shirt and reddish orange jogging

shorts.

Avers noted that he seemed wide awake, not like a man roused from

sleep.

And when he told Brad quietly that his estranged wife, Cheryl Keeton,

had been killed, Brad blurted out, "Was it in a traffic accident?

"No." AxTers olfere(l no more explanation. How??

Even up close, the Oregon State Police detectives could discern no sign

of grief on Cunningham's face. That wasn't too unusual, Cheryl Keeton

was apparently. his estranged wife?not a woman, perhaps, who was still

a big part of his life or even a woman he had any fond feelings for.

Divorces could be bitter. Ayers had recently gone through one

himself.

He knew too well how nerves and emotions can be frayed in the wringer



of divorce.

"How?" Brad Cunningham asked again. "How was she killed?"

"We haven't determined that yet," Ayers said. That much was true.

There wouldn't be a postmortem examination until the next day. Ayers

wasn't about to reveal his own conclusions.

"Should I contact an attorney?" Brad asked next.

Now that was a little over the line. They were still in the doorway of
this man's apartment, he had just heard that his estranged wife was
dead, he hadn't been told how she had died, and he was already asking

if he needed a lawyer.

"You could, I suppose," Avers said slowly. "But we're only here to see

what your last contact with her was."

Brad finally opened the door wide enough for the detectives to go
inside. Etick Olsen stayed outside on the walkway, Trooper Mechlem
waited in the front hallway of the apartment, and Jerry Finch
deliberately stayed behind in the living room so Cunningham wouldn't
feel that they were "double-learning" him. Brad led Ayers into the
dining room and gestured for him to take a seat at the table. They
began to talk, an edgy and strange conversation. After a while Finch

walked into the dining room and sat at the end of the table. Brad was



leaning casually on his elbows, looking at Ayers who sat directly

across from him.

They would talk for almost two hours. At one point early in their
conversation, Brad moved to the back of the apartment to check on his
sons. He said that he didn't want them to wake up and find their home
full of strangers. Later, Brad would recall leaving his conversation
with Ayers because he was so upset that he had to vomit. But Ayers
could not locate that violent reaction in his memory. He heard no one

vomiting in the apartment that night.

Ayers did not Mirandize Brad Cunningham. There was no reason to ?he

wasn't a suspect. He was merely one of the bereaved in this tragedy.

Ayers only asked Brad when he had last seen Cheryl Keeton.

Brad recalled the weekend just past for Avers. He hadn't seen Cheryl,

he said, since sometime between 5:30 and 7:00 on Friday evening when he
had picked the boys up for their weekend visit with him. He either

forgot or chose not to mention that Cheryl had broken their custody
agreement by showing up atSess's soccer game at the Bridlemile playing

field on Saturday.

"Today?today. .." Brad struggled to recall, running his mind back
over the previous twenty-four hours, when Ayers asked him to try to

give as much detail as he could about that Sunday.



"I took the boys to the park to play."

"What about earlier this evening?" Ayers asked.

11We went to meet my fiancee, Dr. Sara Gordon," Brad said. "She was
on call at Providence Hospital. We went out for pizza with the

boys."

Brad said that Sara had his Chevrolet Suburban and that he was driving
her Toyota Cressida. He did not mention why they had switched

vehicles.

"You own an. other vehicles?" Ayers asked.

Brad nodded. Ele had a pickup truck and several motorcycles. He said
that his l,ather had died in July and he had inherited his pickup

truck.

It was a tan Chevy, license number HS12936, parked in one of his
assigned spaces in the garage of the Madison Tower. Cheryl had
possession of their Toyota van, Brad said, although its final
disposition was in contention Finch and Ayers knew where that van

was.

It had been taken away by Collins Towing and was currently awaiting

processing by criminalists from the C)SI' crime lab.



E'inch quietly left the apartment to check tlae garage for the vehicles
Brad had mentioned. Ele returned some time later and silently shook
his head at Ayers. the Chevy pickup and Sara Gordon's Toyota Cressida

might be there in the multilevel garage, but he hadn't found them.

Ayers kept his face blank of expression. It didn't mean much.

Cunningham's vehicles probably were somewhere down in the cavernous

garage.

Brad told Ayers that he hadn't actually .seen his estranged wife that

evening, Sunday, hut he had spoken with her on the phone.

"I called her around seven?seven-thirty," he said. "I told her I was
running late and that the hovs were watching the last half of The

.Su Jord in the.Stone " Chela I had been "short" with him, Brad said,
and anxious to get off the phone. It had been his impression that she
was not alone, that she might even have been drinking. From his
demeanor, that didn't seem to be an unusual circumstance to Brad. He
said he had called Cheryl back an hour later and she had grudgingly

agreed to come over to the Madison Tower to pick up their sons.

She had never shown up.

Ayers nodded noncommittally. If that had been Cheryl Keeton's plan, it



meant that she could(l have been driving east on the Sunset Highway

somewhere around 8:()() or X:30

P.M within the same time frame when Eiandv Blighton found her dead in
her Toyota van. That would jibe, at least partially, with the tragic

event that had occurred.

Brad's explanation that he had expected Cheryl to pick up their sons at
the Madison Tower didn't seem unusual. Ayers did not know yet how
stringent and meticulous the custody transference "rules" were in the
Cumlillghanl-Keeton divorce. But he and Finch had gone over all the
facets of the case that they had gleaned in the first hour or so, and

Ayers knew that Jim Karr believed fervently that Cheryl had gone to meet
Brad Cunningham in her own neighborhood over on the West Slope just
before she died. She had left a note that was very explicit about

that.

The note said nothing at all about plans to drive into Portland.

"Cheryl left a note for her brother that she was meeting you at the

Mobile station on the West Slope," Ayers said to Brad. "She told her

mother that, too, when they talked on the phone this evening."

"No." Brad shook his head. "She was coming here to pick up the

boys."

They had been talking for about forty-five minutes, and Jim Ayers had



yet to detect any sign of emotion in the man sitting before him. It

was very quiet, high above the city of Portland, in the early hours of

a Monday morning, a long time before the city below woke up to begin
the business week. Somewhere in that large apartment, three little

boys slept, unaware. Brad's older son Brent was also in the apartment,

although the detectives didn't vet know that.

"Did you kill Cheryl?" Ayers asked, suddenly blunt.

The question hung heavily in the air. Ayres's dark brown eyes bore

into Brad Cunningham's. Brad stared back, unflinching.

"No." At that time, Ayers saw what he later estimated to be "fifteen
seconds of emotion." Brad seemed startled and even a little
frightened. But those feelings washed over his face like a slight wind
rippling a pond, gone as quickly as it blew in, leaving no sign that it

had ever been there.

Ayers pulled back. "When were you in the Toyota van last?"

"March?March, I think."

March was almost six months ago. Of course, even if they found Brad
Cunningham's fingerprints in the Toyota van, they would likely be
useless as far as physical evidence went. Mom-and-Pop homicides were

tough when it came to physical evidence, both victim and killer had



good reason to leave their prints, hair, cigarette butts, semen, urine?
you name it?where they lived or had once lived. Fingerprints could be
retrieved after decades, and Cunningham's prints could be expected to
be found in a van he had often driven. Unless they happened to find
his prints in blood, they wouldn't necessarily link him to this

investigation.

Having sprung his most straightforward question on the man before him
and gotten little in the way of response, Ayers excused himself and
went out on the walkway to have a cigarette, allowing the events of the
evening to sink into Cunningham's mind. Sometimes silence was more
intimidating and productive than questions. At this point, Ayers and
Finch knew next to nothing about Cheryl Keeton or her estranged
husband, other than that there seemed to have been no love lost between
them. The two detectives were akin to researchers just beginning a
scientific project. They would weigh any number of variables that

might eventually bring them to the truth.

Brad had not spoken of his newly deceased wife in hushed, shocked
tones. Whatever love or respect or friendship he might once have felt

for Cheryl, it was patently clear he felt it no longer. He was coarse

and voluble about the woman who had been his wife for seven years, who
had borne him three sons. He told the two detectives that Cheryl had
been "fooling around" with a large number of men?primarily other
attorneys with whom she worked at the law firm of Garvey, Schubert and
Barer. These men, he said, were all married. "There are a lot of mad

wives," Brad said a little smugly.



Of course, he admitted with a half grin, half grimace, he had not been
exactly celibate himself Why should he have been faithful, once he

found out Cheryl was cheating on him? He told Ayers and Finch that,
initially, he had been involved with a woman named Lily Saarnen who
worked with him while he was a bank executive in Salem and then in Lake

Oswego.

Coincidentally, Brad said, Lily also lived in the Madison Tower.

"In fact, it was.she who introduced me to Dr. Gordon, and we started

dating."

Ayers let Brad continue his odd, almost stream-of-consciousness
conversation until he eventually wound back around to Cheryl. His
description of his dead wife was hardly flattering. He said that she
had been a great fan of country music and had often hung out at the
Jubitz Truck Stop south of Portland alongside the 1-5 freeway, where

she went to pick up men.

Finch and Avers exchanged glances. Why would a woman who was a partner
in a prestigious law firm be picking up truck drivers? But then, why
not? The O.S.P detectives had seen all varieties of human sexual

peccadillos.

Brad went on to describe Cheryl as "narcissistic," a woman who enjoyed



going to nude beaches along the Columbia River. "And she hung nude
photographs of herself around the house." Ayers had, in fact, noted
several artistic photographs of a nude female on the walls of Brad's
apartment. He couldn't know if they were of Cheryl, at this point, he
didn't know what Cheryl Keeton might have looked like in life. She had
been so brutally beaten that she was unrecognizable. And the nude's
head was cropped from the photographs, revealing only an exquisite

torso.

They weren't "Playboy shots", they were beautifully done.

The woman Brad was describing sounded as if she had been a wanton

creature who might very well have been a set-up for violent murder.

Ayers had no way of knowing if he was hearing an accurate description
of Cheryl Keeton, but her alleged avocations and preferences certainly
sounded bizarre. Maybe she had been one woman in the courtroom and

another after dark.

Ayers asked again for specific details on Brad's movements during the
hours preceding Cheryl's death. Brad seemed calm and confident as he
thought back over the evening. After he returned to the Madison Tower
from the pizza parlor with his three sons, he said, he had left only

once, and that was just long enough to put some things in his car?shoes
and work clothes he needed because he had an on-site inspection of some
property the next day. "In fact," he said, "I talked to a cop in the

garage. He was talking to two people down there, and he nodded at



Ayers made a note to check on that. He asked if it might be possible

for him to ask a few questions of the three Cunningham children.

"No," Brad said firmly. "Not until I talk to an attorney about it."

Again the two detectives' eyes met, but they said nothing.

Glancing at the jogging outfit Brad wore, Ayers asked, "Are you

athletic?"

"No. I used to jog, but I haven't for some time."

"Was Cheryl athletic?"

"Cheryl?" Brad looked surprised. "No?not at all."

As Brad became more expansive, seeming to relax slightly, Ayers

commented that he himself had been through a divorce and could

empathize with the stress and frustration involved. And then he caught

Brad up short again by repeating the question he had asked earlier.

"Did you kill your wife?"

The second time was too much. Brad got up from the table and walked to



a phone. He called Wayne Palmer, a Portland lawyer, and left a message

with his service.

Within a short time, the phone in the apartment rang and Jerry Finch
answered. Wayne Palmer, who said he was representing Bradly
Cunningham, asked that all questioning of his client stop. He informed
Finch that he didn't want the children to be questioned either. "Don't

wake them up."

So, at close to 2

A.M the questioning had to end. After Brad denied for the second time
that he had killed Cheryl Keeton, and after his attorney demanded that
the detectives' questioning stop, there was nothing more for them to

do. They had informed Brad of his estranged wife's death and he seemed
no more troubled than if they had told him someone had dented the

fender of his truck. Now he wanted them out of his apartment.

Whatever had happened to Cheryl Keeton, the answers were not going to
come easily. Her almost-ex-husband?now her widower?was most assuredly
not devastated to learn that she was dead. He wasn't surprised either,

he said?not given the lifestyle she had chosen. But he had assured the
detectives that what had happened to Cheryl had nothing to do with him,
with his children, or with his activities during Sunday evening,

September 21, 1986. His duty now was to protect his children, and he

intended to do just that.



At 6:30 on Monday morning, September 22, Brad called Sara Gordon at
Providence Hospital with news so shocking that she could scarcely

believe what he was saying.

"Cheryl's dead. The police came by at eleven last night and inaormed

me.

"Brad!" Sara gasped. "Why didn't you call me?"

"I didn't want to disturb your sleep."

Disturb her sleep? Didn't he know that her profession disturbed her

sleep all the time? Way back when she was an intern, Sara had learned
to fall asleep leaning against a wall if she had to. She could wake in

an instant, be perfectly alert during delicate surgery, and then
immediately fall back asleep. All doctors could. They had to learn to
sleep when they had a chance or they wouldn't survive. Sara couldn't
understand why Brad hadn't called her the moment he learned the awful
news. When his father died only two months before, he had called her

at once, begging her to come home and be with him. And she had moved
heaven and earth to go to him. Of course, he had loved his father

deeply, and he detested his ex-wife, but even so.

Sara and Brad talked for five or six minutes, as she tried to
assimilate the fact that Cheryl was dead. Brad said he didn't know how

Cheryl had died, the police hadn't been specific but they had said it



wasn't in a traffic accident. Finally, he hung up, and Sara's hand

trailed down the phone.

She sat, leaden, wondering what on earth could have happened. And then
Sara simply had to call Brad back. In some way.s she and Brad had had
such a strange weekend, they had even had an uncharacteristic squabble
on the phone the night before. Earlier, Brad had said something about
Cheryl that was almost unbelievable. "Brad had told me Friday
night?when we picked up the boys?that Cheryl and her mother were
planning to poison him," Sara remembered. "He had told me that
before?that he had listened in on their phone conversation while they

plotted against him . .."

Sara had never known Brad to be frightened of anything before? except

for the safety of his children. Now she had to find out more. She

called Brad back. There was something she had to ask him. She hoped

he wouldn't be hurt or angry, but she was aware that the rage between

Brad and Cheryl had escalated tremendously over the past few weeks.

She had seen his face when he talked to her on the phone.

"Brad," Sara said quietly, "do you swear that you had nothing to do

with Cheryl's death?"

His voice was firm and clear. "I had nothing to do with it."

She believed him. She didn't sense a trace of deception in his



voice.

Reassured, she hung up the phone.

Sara was scheduled to administer anesthesia for two eye surgeries.

There was nothing she could do to help Brad at the moment, and so she

walked to the operating room.

Dr. Karen Gunson, a forensic pathologist and deputy state medical
examiner, was a soft-spoken woman with blond hair, high cheekbones, and
lovely large eyes usually hidden behind glasses. On Monday afternoon,
September 22, she performed a postmortem examination of the body of a
young woman who had been found dead the evening before. Dr. Gunson
had been with the State of Oregon's M.E."s office for about eight
months, to date, in her training and career, she had performed
approximately three hundred autopsies. But this one among the hundreds
would prove to be memorable for many reasons, one dead woman whose
foreshortened life and sudden death she would never forget. Seldom had
Dr. Gunson seen so many injuries inflicted upon one person. In the

end, she would estimate that the victim had been struck approximately
two dozen times?twenty-one to twenty-four separate and distinct
blows?but some of the injuries' edges merged into others, so she could

make only an educated guess.

How long does it take to strike a struggling adult human being



twenty-four times?

The yellow band on the victim's right wrist gave a tentative

identification and an estimated age?thirty-seven. She was still

dressed in the blood-soaked clothing she had worn when she was found: a
pullover, a T-shirt, blue jeans (zipped), a white bra, beige bikini

panties, black socks and loafers. She wore a gold chain with a pendant
containing clear stones around her neck, and a watch on her left

wrist.

There was a blue cord with a key attached to it wrapped around her

other wrist.

Undressed, the dead woman was almost anorexically thin, so thin that
her ribs and hip bones glowed through her skin. She was five feet five

and one-half inches in height, but she weighed a mere hundred pounds.

Only her face was swollen and puffy. There, Dr. Gunson saw a mass of
injuries?lacerations, contusions, and abrasions. She counted five
different shapes of lacerations on the top of the head, some were

linear, some were 1J-shaped, and some were too ragged to label
accurately. The facial bones themselves had been fractured, but the

skull had not.

Dr. Gunson dictated into a tape recorder as she listed the fractures
to the left mastoidal area?six in all, "lour horizontal and roughly

linear, one oblique, one vertical." There were bruises on the left



upper neck. The cartilage on the top of the left ear was fractured.

"There are a series of lacerations and contusions involving all planes
of the face?linear, Y-shaped, triangular, all full thickness

lacerations . . .

including contours of the upper and lower eyelids . . . lacerations of

both cheeks, multiple small and large lacerations around the mouth .

The dead woman had four broken teeth, her upper jaw was broken, her
right lower jaw was broken, and the force of that blow had even

displaced her teeth.

Dr. Gunson continued the postmortem procedure with an internal
examination of the skull. She cut the skin at the back of the dead
woman's neck with a scalpel and peeled away the entire scalp like a
tight latex mask, up over the top of the skull, and inside out, down
over the face. She then sawed away the tOp of the skull so that the
brain itself was exposccl. The smell of burned bone, no longer

noticeable to experienced pathologists! filled the room.



Dr. Gunson found extensive hemorrhaging all over the surface of the
brain, but, again, no fracture of the skull itself Like a thousand

other variable characteristics that differentiate one human body from
another, thickness of the skull is one. This victim had a rather thick
bony calvarium, it had done her no good. Ironically, her strong skull

had been an unyielding force that helped to destroy her brain.

Dr. Gunson noted the thick subdural hematoma (large blood clot) over
the right side of the brain. The dead woman's brain had been literally
displaced and squeezed because of traumatic swelling and tremendous
bleeding. "The subject . . . has suffered contra coup injuries. The

head was supported on the right and struck on the left," Dr. Gunson

recorded.

A contra coup injuta to the brain occurs when the head is hit on one
side and the brain is then macerated as it is slammed forcibly against
the opposite side, it is an injury seen often, tragically, in battered
infants and children, inflictcd when they are shaken violently. At the
time this victim was struck repeatedly, the right side of her head had
probably been trapped against some unyielding object. When her head
did not move, her brain had bounced again and again into that side of

her skull.

It was obvious that this shockingly slender victim had not gone down
easily. Her hands and left arm and shoulder bore defense wounds, even
her lower legs and feet were bruised?injuries that had occurred,

perhaps, as she fought her attacker or struggled to get away. There



was a peculiar linear abrasion near her waist, a scarlet line where the

waist band of her jeans had been.

Dr. Gunson knew that detectives would ask how long someone could have

lived with the terrible brain injuries this dead woman had suffered.

She estimated only minutes. The growing blood clot pushing her brain
to one side, compressing it until it could no longer sustain her
breathing and her heartbeat, had built up rapidly. She would not have
been paralyzed, but she could not have fought back for long. And while
she was still alive, the terrible hemorrhage into her brain

continued.

Paradoxically, the bleeding stopped when she died. The huge hematoma

grew no larger, once it no longer mattered.

Although the dead woman had been fully dressed when she was found, that
didn't preclude the possibility that she might have been sexually

assaulted. Dr. Gunson found no vaginal or rectal contusions, but she
routinely took swabs from the vaginal vault and the rectum and slipped
them into labeled test tubes so that an acid phosphatase test for the
presence of semen could be done. If semen was present, the chemical

would turn the .swabs a bright purplish red.

Criminalist Julia Hinkley of the Oregon State Police Crime Lab stood by

during the autopsy and took possession of the evidence Dr. Gunson



collected. Hinkley also attempted to retrieve fingernail scrapings
beneath the dead woman's nails. There was nothing there but her own

blood.

Sometimes the contents of the stomach can provide a clue to time of
death, to place of death, to a myriad of other questions. Not this

time.

The victim had only about 100 cc of brown liquid in her stomach, most
likely coffee. There was no food. She was so thin that this didn't

surprise Dr. Gunson. And there was no urine in her bladder.

In further tests that had grown routine at a time when drug use was
rampant, Dr. Gunson took blood samples and secured them in
graystoppered tubes. If the dead woman had ingested alcohol, cocaine,
barbiturates, amphetamines, psychotropics, or any of an array of drugs,

a scanning electron microscope with a laser probe could isolate that.

The metabolites of most of the drugs would last for years?even if the

test tube was not refrigerated.

Autopsy means, quite literally, "to see for oneself," and there is a

sad kind of justice in the fact that the body of a murder victim
contains secrets that often either convict or free a suspect. But even

if Dr. Gunson had seen a photograph of the woman who lay before her
when she was in life, she could not have said that it was this

victim.



Her eyelids were blackened and swollen closed and her face was so

misshapen.

Beneath those closed lids, the dead woman had worn soft contact lens,
tiny circles of transparent material that gave her myopic eyes perfect
vision. The contacts had either been displaced during the violent

beating she had endured or lost in a mass of blood and tissue.

Dr. Gunson could only speculate about what kind of weapon had been
used to inflict such terrible wounds. Certainly, it would have to have
been dense and heavy and something with many sides and varying

surfaces.

A wrecking bar? A tire iron? A heavy flashlight, maybe? Unless the

weapon itself was found, no one would ever know for sure.

When she completed her examination, Dr. Gunson knew how this woman had
died. She could not know why, or by whose hand. It would not have

taken a particularly powerful person to do so much damage, but it

certainly would have taken a person so full of rage that he?or, again,

she?kept striking and hitting. Again and again and again and again.

Twenty-four times.

It had, of course, been too good to last, a love affair too wonderful



in a world where nothing perfect ever seems to endure. Sara and Brad

would never be able to resume their untroubled, romantic courtship.

From the moment he called her at 6:30

A.M. on September 22, Sara knew that everything had to change. And
she knew, too, that Brad and his little boys would need her more than

they had ever needed her.

Sara couldn't feel any personal sense of loss for Cheryl Keeton,
although all human life mattered to her. That was why she was a

physician.

When she learned that Cheryl had been beaten to death, Sara, long
inured to disasters of the flesh, would shudder. The police believed

that she had been murdered, and Brad seemed to agree with them. But
how could Sara grieve personally for Cheryl? She had never known her,

she had never seen her except at a distance. She had never talked to

her.

The last time she saw Cheryl, it was through a car window, and her
voice had been muted by distance and rainy wind and thick glass so that
Sara had only seen her mouth moving. Cheryl had seemed angry, liar
ried, and rather desperate on that last Friday night before she was

murdered.

From what Brad had told her, Sara knew that Cheryl's life was untidy



and full of unsavory characters. She had not been a fit mother for the
children, Brad had said that often enough, too. But now Cheryl was
gone, and her little boys had loved her, as all children loved their

mothers.

Sara's heart broke for Jess, Michael, and Phillip, and she vowed to try
to be there for them. She wondered what part she would play in their
lives now. She loved them, that was certain. Would they be with Brad

all the time?or would they go to Cheryl's parents?

Brad had denied having any part at all in Cheryl's murder. He had been
at home with the three boys at the time of her death. It was true that

his voice had sounded rather flat when he told Sara about Cheryl, but
he had probably been in shock. When you lose someone who has been a
part of your world for as many years as Cheryl was part of Brad's,
shock is natural. And then he had been furious with Cheryl for

blocking him at every turn in his efforts to give his children a

peaceful home.

Sara reasoned that Brad couldn't be expected to mourn the woman who had
made his life miserable for so long Sara had continued with her

scheduled surgeries that Monday morning.

Once she was masked and gowned, she had always been able to shut away
the outside world. Her only concern was for the patient beneath her

hands. She had to monitor pulse, respiration, oxygen content in the



patient's blood. For those hours she was in the operating room, she

didn't have to think about how Cheryl died.

rad paged her sometime before ten that morning. He said he had lost
the single car key she had given him for her Cressida. He needed to

come and pick up his Suburban, which was parked in the hospital lot.

Sara arranged to meet him between surgeries.

Carrying two-year-old Phillip, with his two older boys trailing behind,
Brad hurried into the hospital cafeteria and told Sara that he had

taken the MATS, Portland's rapid transit light rail system, to get to
Providence. If he had lost the key to her Cressida, Sara wondered why
he hadn't driven his father's pickup truck, it was parked at the

Madison Tower. Brad shook his head impatiently. Maybe he hadn't even
remembered the pickup. He said he wanted his Suburban. He needed to

consult with an attorney.

Sara watched the little boys as they ate breakfast in the cafeteria.

They seemed completely normal. They hadn't caught the nervous energy
that seemed to vibrate from Brad. When they had finished eating, Sara
gave Brad his keys and walked with him and the boys as far as the

parking lot.

"Do the kids know?about Cheryl?" Sara asked.



"I told them she was killed in a car accident,”" Brad said.

After he drove off, Sara returned to the operating room. She had
backto-back surgeries scheduled until three or four that afternoon, and
when she was finally able to come up for air, she realized that she had
no way to get home. Her Cressida was at the Madison Tower. She called
her sister Margie and asked for a ride there. On the way, she stopped

at the Broadway Toyota dealership and arranged to have keys made so
that she could drive her car. It had been such a weird, upside-down

day. Who could remember keys and cars and details when the specter of
Cheryl's death loomed over everything? Sara just wanted to get to Brad
and the boys and help them through whatever might lie ahead. Then
suddenly, incongruously, she remembered that Michael's birthday was
only three days away and asked her sister to turn into the Toys S[' Us

parking lot to buy him a present.

When she got back to Brad's apartment, to her shock, Sara found him in
a state of silent terror. She had never?ever?seen him like that

before.

He had always been a man totally in control, fully capable of handling
whatever came his way. But she could see that something was very
wrong, something more than Cheryl's strange death. Brad drew Sara away
from the windows and asked her to sit down. He told her softly that he
had no choice but to warn her that they might all be in terrible

danger.



Cheryl's murder was only the beginning, he said, only the "first shoe"
dropped in a massive plot to eliminate him?and everyone connected to

him.

"But who? W?" Sara gasped.

"It's too complicated for me to explain. You'll just have to trust me

to take care of us."

Brad showed Sara a loaded handgun he was carrying for protection.

Then he led her around his apartment, showing her where he and Brent
had tied ropes between interior door handles to prevent anyone who
crawled through a window from gaining entrance to the center of the

apartment.

He and Brent had also arranged pop cans and coffee cans filled with
pennies so that they would crash and warn them of any unexpected entry
through the main door. Brad had even loaded another gun and given it
to his fifteen-year-old son, two guns would be better than one. Even
though they were in a security building, he told Sara they couldn't

count on protection. The people they were dealing with were far more
sophisticated than the rent-a-cop security guards at the Madison

Tower.

'""Who?" Sara asked again, baffled. "Who would try to hurt us?" But



Brad wouldn't tell her whom he feared. It was enough for her to know
that they all might be in danger. He said the little boys would sleep

in his king-sized bed, and Brent would stay in his own room?where he
had a good view of the walkway around the eighteenth floor. If someone
could murder Cheryl, Brad said tightly, that meant that none of them

was safe.

At 9:15 that night, a loud knock sounded at the door and Brad signaled
Sara to he quiet. They peered out a security peephole and saw a
uniformed man standing there. He was an extremely big man, probably
six feet four or five and solidly built. He looked to Sara like either

a Portland policeman or a state trooper. The uniformed man waited,

balancing on one foot and then the other.

Brad held a finger to his lips, shushing them, and shook his head.

He wouldn't let anyone answer the door.

"But, Brad, wlfy?" Sara asked again, appalled.

He sighed and said he guessed he would have to level with her. He told

Sara he had every reason to believe that Cheryl's family was going to

come after him and that, quite possibly, they meant to murder him.

If they didn't come in person, he felt they would hire someone in a

cop's uniform to do it.



Sara, who had never led anything but a safe existence, who had never
known anyone involved in such James Bond-like intrigue, was

frightened.

Cheryl was dead and Sara knew absolutely nothing about her family,
nothing beyond Brad's conviction that Cheryl and her mother had planned
to poison him. She supposed there could be people like that. If Brad

was scared, then she was scared. Sara wondered if she might be next.

And Brad. And maybe even the little boys.

Sergeant James Hinkley walked away from Brad's door, hut he came back
and knocked again a few minutes later. He was there to serve subpoenas

summoning Jess and Michael Cunningham to appear before the grand

jury.

Senior Trooper Keith Mechlem and a Madison Tower security guard stood
behind Hinkley. After a long wait, Brad opened the door a crack. He

was holding a gun, which understandably gave Hinkley pause. Hinkley
was armed with a steel Smith & Wesson .357 revolver and he recognized
the gun in Cunningham's hand as the same kind of weapon. Reluctantly,
Brad opened the door wide enough for ldinkley to step inside the

apartment.

"For the reasonableness of this situation, I think you can put your gun

down," Hinkley said quietly. "You can see we're police officers."



Glancing around the apartment, he noticed that the doors were tied shut

with white rope that extended from door to door.

"I just wanted to make sure who was out there," Brad said. "I'm
afraid for my children's lives. I rigged those ropes for their

safety?but only the doors facing the walkway."

"Could you put the gun away?" Hinkley asked again.

Brad set it down on a low bookcase. He called his sons from the master

bedroom and Hinkley handed them the subpoenas and left.

Now Sara was more puzzled than ever. Why were the boys being asked to
testify? Was Brad suspected of Cheryl's murder? She needed more
answers, and Brad insisted that he had been in his apartment with his

sons all of Sunday night?except for two short errands. "Michael and I
checked the mail," he said. "And then we went down to the garage to

put my shoes in your car. | was going to inspect that land this

morning?" "Why did you take Michael with you?" Sara asked.

"You know Michael," he said. "He was horsing around and keeping Jess

and Phillip from watching the movie."

"But why did you put your shoes in my car?" Sara persisted.



"Weren't you coming over to the hospital to get the Suburban?"

Brad looked at her, distracted. He didn't need this aggravation.

He had enough on his mind. "I'd better not answer any more questions,"

he said, putting an end to her worried queries.

There hadn't been a subpoena for her yet, Sara thought, but there
probably would be when the police found out how close she was to

Brad.

Brad's tension was contagious and Sara spent a restless night. But she
had to go to work the next morning, and so she called the Madison Tower
security guard to escort her to her car. The little hairs on the back

of her neck stood up as she kept close to the guard in the underground

garage. She didn't ever want to go back to that apartment.

Beyond the fear that someone was stalking him, Brad had other

worries.

He knew that the husband of a woman who dies under suspicious
circumstances is always the prime suspect. He hadn't liked the waySim
Ayers and Jerry Finch stared at him when they questioned him on Sunday

night, or the big state cop showing up with subpoenas for his boys.

He had been involved in many civil litigation cases and always believed

in hiring the best attorneys for the job. Early Tuesday morning Brad



called Sara at the hospital and told her he had retained Phil Margolin,
a prominent criminal defense attorney in Portland. Margolin paged Sara
at Providence later that morning to ask her questions about the events
of Sunday night. "He told me that he'd talked to Brad, and that he was

convinced of his innocence," she recalled. "And that reassured me."

Sara spoke only briefly to Margolin, explaining that she was needed in
surgery. But within an hour she was paged again and was shocked to
hear that Brad had been brought into the emergency room at Providence
by ambulance. My Cod! Had someone gotten to Brad, just as he

feared?

Terrified that he had been shot, Sara rushed down to the emergency room
and stood by as Brad was wheeled in on a gurney. He hadn't been shot,

at least he wasn't wounded. He had apparently suffered a heart attack

in Phil Margolin's office. That was something she had never even
thought of. Brad was such a strong man, and he was only thirty-seven
years old. But her physician's mind told her that didn't mean he

couldn't have heart trouble. His father had just died of a massive
coronary in July, and he was only sixty-one. And Sanford Cunningham
had suffered several heart attacks in the years before his death, it

was an ominous cardiac history for Brad.

It was 11:45

A.M. when Dr. Steve Rinehart, Sara's friend and a cardiologist on



staff, began treating Brad. He complained of chest pains, and he

winced when Dr. Rinehart touched the left front of his chest. The

heart monitor showed that Brad was throwing PVCs?premature ventricular
contractions. There was an early extra beat of the ventricles and his

heart was contracting out of normal sequence. It was a very common

condition?and sometimes it was life-threatening.

Sara understood the potential danger of this particular irregularity of
the heart's thythm. A lot of people under extreme stress throw PACs?
premature atrial contractions?and they were not nearly as likely to
interfere with life itself But the ventricles were the largest chambers

in the heart and she knew that Brad's heart could go into fibrillation
and lose all of its normal rhythm in an instant, becoming just a

useless squirming organ unable to pump blood. If that happened, Steve
Rinehart would have to put the electrical paddles from the Lifepak on
Brad's chest and try to shock his heart back into normal sinus

rhythm.

Sara had seen too many patients go sour and die with exactly the same
condition that Brad had. She watched, stricken, as Rinehart examined
the man she loved. How much emotional pain could she and Brad be
expected to take in one day? Their happy time with his laughing little
boys at the pizza restaurant on Sunday seemed a million years away, and
it had been less than forty-eight hours ago. Now, Brent kept his

little brothers occupied in the nurses' lounge while Brad was being
treated. Sara couldn't bear to think that they could be orphans in an

instant.



To her immense relief, Brad began to come around and his EKG tracings
showed he was back in perfectly normal sinus rhythm. Despite Sara's
pleading, he refused to he admitted to the hospital. He had too much

to do. Dr. Rinehart insisted, however, that Brad take a stress test

on the treadmill before he would release him. Leads were attached to

his chest, arms, and ankles so that his blood pressure and heart rate
could be monitored as he walked on the moving belt. Every three
minutes, a technician increased the rate and the incline of the

treadmill.

Brad's heart picked up speed, but it beat as steadily as a clock. At

2:30 that Tuesday afternoon, he was released from the hospital.

Brad took Sara aside and told her that they had to continue to take

great precautions to protect themselves. He felt it wasn't safe for

them to stay in the Madison Tower. Whoever was stalking them, whoever
had killed Cheryl, could trap them there. "That's exactly where they

will expect us to be," he whispered.

Phil Margolin required a retainer, Brad told Sara. That was standard,
she knew. She wrote out a five-thousand-dollar check and assured Brad
that she would pay for private investigators?for anything he needed so

that he would be adequately represented and they could all be safe.

She knew Brad, and she loved him. The world seemed to be closing in on



him, and Sara wasn't about to let that happen. He was making almost
one hundred thousand dollars a year at U.S. Bank, and he said he had
millions coming to him from his suit in Texas, but his assets were not
as easy to get to as Sara's were. There was no question in Sara's mind
now that they were going to he together?forever?and they would share

everything.

Brad explained that it wasn't safe for Brent to stay at his apartment
either, and Sara agreed. She wrote a thousand-dollar check for Brent
to help him find a hiding place. All this had to be terrible for him,

too.

He had come home from a camping trip only a few hours before Brad's

apartment was invaded by a half dozen police investigators.

Gini Burton, the surgical technician who was Sara's friend and one of
the guests on the blind-date evening when she first met Brad, had
stopped by the E.R to check on him. "Anything I can do to help, I

will," she told Sara.

"Could we stay at your house tonight?" Sara asked.

"Sure, we'll make room. Come on over." Gini was too tactful to ask

why they couldn t stay in Brad's apartment or even in Sara's. If Sara

asked, she must have a good reason.

She did?Brad's conviction that they had to keep moving, that they must



never stay more than a night in one place.

Sara was certain that, underneath, Brad had to feel some sadness and

regret about Cheryl's death, even though he had been so angry at her.

Those emotions had probably contributed to the arrhythmia that brought
him into the E.R. When a person dies suddenly, leaving so many loose
ends, so many quarrels unresolved, the one left living almost always

feels guilty.

Sara felt sadness and regret too It would have been better for their
sons if Cheryl and Brad had had a civil relationship. It would have
been better if Brad and Sara had been able to find a common meeting
ground with Cheryl so they could all work for the boys' best

interests.

But now

Cheryl was no longer in the picture. Sara wished she had known her
maybe if she had, she would be able to understand why someone had

wanted her dead.

Brad knew why, and Sara sensed that he was trying to protect her from
awful truths, things about Cheryl he had never told her. That was like
him, he was strong but he was so gentle with her and the boys. No

matter what the police might think, Brad was not a killer. There was



no violence in him, of that she was certain, just as certain as she was

that she had never loved anyone the way she loved him.

Yet Brad was afraid that he?that they?might be murdered, too. That he
should be frightened of anyone or anything was the most inexplicable
reaction Sara could ever have imagined. But she trusted his instincts,
and she would follow his lead. Somehow, he was going to bring them all

safely through this nightmare.

On Tuesday night, September 23, Sara, Brad, Jess, Michael, Phillip, and
Brent all stayed at Gini Burton's two-bedroom apartment in the Mount
Tabor district of Portland. Brad got to Gini's place about four that
afternoon, just as Gini was arriving home from her shift at Providence
Hospital. Sara showed up a short time later in her own car. Brad
seemed none the worse for his trip to the emergency room, and he didn't

complain of any more chest pains or erratic heartbeats.

Gini didn't ask questions, they all seemed so grateful to be with her
in an "anonymous" location. It took some figuring to find a spot for
everyone to sleep, but Gini made a bed for Jess and Michael on the
couch, Phillip slept with Sara and Brad in one bedroom, and Brent slept
in a sleeping bag on the living-room floor. Gini and her fiance slept

in the other bedroom.

Gini could see that Brad was nervous. "He seemed bothered,
preoccupied," she would recall. "He was concerned that someone might

take his children away."



The O.S.P detectives were concerned with finding the person who had

killed Cheryl. In September of 1986, Lieutenant DeBrand Howland was
Superintendent of lhe Oregon State Police Criminal Investigation

Division. He was kept updated on the Keeton homicide by Lieutenant

Corky Forbes, who commanded the Beaverton office of the O.S.P, or by O.S.P

Sergeant Greg Baxter, who was the hands-on supervisor of the case.

Baxter had chalked up seventeen years on the force and that third week
in September had been one of his busiest. With Washington County
District Attorney Scott Uphan and his staff, Baxter and his

investigators had worked almost around the clock on the Friday night
murder. Cheryl Keeton's bizarre death had put a strain on both
departments. Baxter assigned Jerry Finch and Jim Ayers to carry through
as the lead detectives in the Keeton homicide. They would be the most
actively involved, but Lieutenant James Boyd Reed, Les Frank, Tom
Eleniewski, Robert C. Vance, and Richard McKeirnan would all
participate, along with Julia Hinkley and Greg Shenkle from the Oregon

State Police crime lab.

In the first week after Cheryl Keeton's body was found on the Sunset
Highway, Finch and Ayers had more than enough to do. They had already
talked to Brad Cunningham, the victim's estranged husband, long into

the early hours of the morning after her death. Ayers wanted to know a
lot more about Cunningham?but that wasn't going to be easy, they

couldn't find him. He wasn't in his apartment, and he hadn't shown up



at work at the U.S. Bank either, though he apparently hadn't left

town.

Ayers and Finch had reports that Brad had been seen here, there, and

everywhere.

But they were always two steps behind him.

Southwest 79th Street was the likeliest place for the O.S.P detectives to
begin their "heel-and-toeing"?canvassing the area, asking questions,
handing out flyers. The person who had propelled the blue Toyota van
onto the freeway could have done it only from 79th. The detectives
might get lucky. People living along the street abutting the freeway
might have seen that person. Or they might not. It had been almost
completely dark when Randy Blighton discovered Cheryl's body. Maybe

nobody had seen anything at all.

Jack and Danielle Daniels lived at 2035

79th. Daniels had been playing golf that Sunday and had driven home a
little after eight?up Canyon Drive to West Slope and then northbound on
79th. He had seen a van on the east side of the street, facing north,
almost directly across from his house, near his mailbox. As he pulled
into his driveway, he recalled, the van had gone forward about fifty

feet. At that time, he saw two people in the front seat. And he

thought he saw a child standing in the backseat. But it might have

been only the outline of the child's carseat just behind the driver.



Danielle Daniels was watching the Emmy Awards show when her husband got
home. She told Jerry Finch that she had heard loud "banging" noises
sometime between 8:00 and 8:40 on Sunday night. She had gone to the

window to look out and asked Jack, "Did you hear something?

"No," he had responded. "Only the dogs barking."

Once more, Danielle heard something and looked out. She told Finch, "A
man came to our door about twenty minutes later, pounding on the door,

and I called my husband."

That, of course, was Randy Blighton frantically trying to get help for

the woman he had found in the Toyota van.

Asked to describe the "banging" noises and to tr\TT to isolate the time
she heard them, Danielle said, "Jack came home at 8:10. I heard the

noises ten minutes later. It sounded like a rubber hammer on a car.

A few minutes later, I heard the noise again. And it was fifteen or
twenty minutes after that when the man came to the door looking for

help for the woman."

Michael Cacy, a freelance illustrator, lived in the 2100 block of

S.W.



79th. He told state police detectives that he and his neighbors were
used to seeing vehicles with lost and confused drivers on their

street.

"We saw a lot of freeway refugees," he commented wryly. He tried to

reconstruct in his mind the evening of September 21.

That Sunday Cacy had a "rush" project to finish, so he had worked all
day in his office in Portland's Old Town district. He went home for a

quick dinner around six and then prepared to head back to his studio.

"I expected that I'd have to work all night if [ was going to

finish."

Cacy said he had had no particular reason to keep track of time, save
for the fact that he wanted to get to Old Town in time to watch the

Emmy Awards show at 8

P.M. on the television set in his studio. It was a way for him to fool
himself into thinking he wasn't really working around the clock?and on

a weekend to boot.

Cacy had been a little impatient as he started back to Old Town and

found his way blocked by a small late-model van that was stopped in

front of him on S.W. 79th. It was right around 8

P.M.?a little before or a little after?and now he was sure he was going



to miss the start of the Emmy show. Although the sun had disappeared
into a purpling layer along the horizon, it was light enough for Cacy
to see that the van was either a Toyota or a Dodge and probably blue or

blue-gray in color.

Cacy was in a hurry and the van's driver didn't seem to know where he
was going or have the initiative to get out and ask. The van was aimed
at the freeway, but it wasn't moving. A little annoyed, Cacv sighed,
backed up, and pulled around. Idly his mind computed that the driver
was male. "If it had been a woman, I would have stopped and offered
her some assistance," he said. It was a fleeting encounter, erased

from the surface of Cacy's consciousness almost as soon as he eased
onto the Sunset Highway and merged with the steady ribbon of traffic

heading for Portland.

When the news of the death on the Sunset had hit the papers, the
Beaverton station of the Oregon State Police got the usual number of
phone calls from people who offered tips, suggestions, and, in a few
cases, sightings of "suspicious" men. Finch was hurrying out of the
office when a clerk handed him a telephone message slip. He read it,
he remembered the contents, but somewhere in his travels that day, he
lost the slip itself. And with the slip, he lost the name and phone
number of the caller?if, indeed, the caller had left either. Anonymous
calls tend to be the rule rather than the exception when people call

police.



The message was from a couple who had read about the Toyota van on the
freeway. They happened to own an identical car, and the news coverage
caught their attention. They had been driving in the West Slope area

at dusk on Sunday and recalled passing a dark, muscular man, who was
jogging near the freeway. It had seemed an odd place to jog. The man

had something tucked under his arm as if he was carrying a football.

For an instant, their headlights had picked up his face, and then they

swept on by, his image as blurred as their memory of the moment.

Human memory is a fascinating and imprecise faculty. In this instance,
it didn't matter. Finch could never locate the memo or the people who
had called about the man running in the West Slope area that Sunday
night. If he had been Cheryl's killer, might he not have stopped

behind a bush or in the shadows, removed his outer clothing, rolled it
into a ball, and then run from the scene until he found a dumpster or

some other spot to throw away possibly bloodstained clothes?

It was a theory that seemed plausible. Michael Cacy had seen only one
vehicle on S.W. 79th when he left home within a half hour of the
discovery of the homicide on the Sunset. Unless there had been more
than one killer involved, whoever had beaten Cheryl to death would have

had no way to leave the area except on foot.

Joggers were everywhere, this one might have thought no one would
notice him. But someone had. It was one very small chip in a very

large mosaic.



The reason that investigators could not locate Brad Cunningham for
further questioning in the days following Cheryl Keeton's murder was,
of course, that he was on the move constantly, taking Sara and his sons

with him, running from whatever enemies and demons pursued him.

Thanks to Sara's friends and her relatives, they were welcome at a
number of residences. Brad was adamant that it was far too dangerous
for them to return to either of their apartments in the Madison

Tower.

Brad had Phil Margolin representing him, but Margolin explained that he
couldn't represent the children too. When Brad insisted that his sons
must have an attorney, Margolin suggested that he retain Susan Svetkey,
a lawyer with his firm. Her practice was devoted to children's

interests ?to making sure that the came before any other agendas. Sara
wrote out another check, this one for Susan Svetkey. Susan never

talked to Brad, nothing more than saying "hello." She was not his

lawyer.

Brad wanted his sons protected, and he didn't want police playing with
their minds?perhaps trying to force their memories into ,slawed
recollections. He knew that the Washington County grand jury was about

to meet, and two of his small sons had been subpoenaed to testify.

He didn't want anyone talking with his sons?not the police, and



certainly not the grand jury. They were little boys, they had lost

their mother, and, of course, they were in as much danger as he was.

Brad could not ignore the subpoenas but at least Jess and Michael would
have legal representation. Susan Svetkey was a slender, attractive

woman a warm and earnest manner. It didn't matter who hired her, her
allegiance was always to the children she represented. She was very
concerned about Jess and Michael Cunningham. As a separate matter she
wondered about their competency as witnesses. They were so young
Served at the hospital, Sara responded to her own subpoena and also
delivered Jess, Michael, and Brent Cunningham to the Washington County
Courthouse on September 24. And shortly before the grand jury hearing
into the death of Cheryl Keeton, Susan Svetkey and Jerry Finch talked

with Jess and Michael in a conference room in the D.A."s office.

They needed to determine what, if anything, the boys might be able to
testify to. If neither child was competent to appear before the grand
jury, they needed to know that too. Grand jury hearings are cloaked in
secrecy, and attorneys are not permitted to accompany their clients

into those sacrosanct chambers.

At six, Jess Keeton Cunningham was an extremely bright little boy.

So was Michael Keeton Cunningham, but he was only four and seemed

distracted and querulous. Why wouldn't he be? He had just lost his

mother.



Finch would ask questions, while Susan Svetkey took notes. It had
never even occurred to her that Brad would want his children
sequestered from the detectives investigating Cheryl's murder. As far
as she knew, he had been home with the youngsters the night their

mother was killed.

She believed she was with his sons solely to make this process as

untraumatic as possible for them.

Finch was a kind man and he began talking quietly to Jess, assuring him
that he was not in trouble, not at all. Finch just needed to ask him

some questions. When he asked Jess how old he was, Jess said he was
six?and that his birthday was on October 25. He,also said he liked

sports and that he played soccer.

"Did you have a soccer game last weekend?" Finch asked.

"I don't know the days...."

Patiently, Finch drew parallel lines representing the days of the week

on a piece of paper and found that Jess was perfectly able to show him
which days were his school days and which were soccer days. Jess
remembered that his father had picked him up from his mother's house on
Friday or Saturday (September 19 or 20) and that they had talked about

his soccer game.



"What day was your soccer game?"

Jess pointed to the sixth line (Saturday). "My team was the Bridlemile

Buddies and we played the Bridlemile Blazers. We won six to rwo!"

Jess remembered that his dad had taken him and his brothers to the
doughnut shop after the soccer game. He touched the seventh line

(Sunday) as the day he was supposed to go back to his mom's house.

"Why didn't you go back, Jess?" Finch asked.

"I don't know."

The day after the Saturday line, Jess said he and his dad and brothers
had gone to the hospital to have pizza with Sara, and he described the
pizza restaurant as being two streets away from the hospital. After
they all ate together, Jess said his dad had switched cars with Sara
"from the Suburban to the short white car' because Dad's car wasn't

running right."

"Do you remember what you did next?" Finch asked.

According to Jess's memory. they had gone back to his father's

apartment in the Madison Tower, and they had a sandwich and some

popcorn while they watched a movie on the VCR.

"What was the movie?" Finch asked. "Do you remember?"



Jess nodded. "It was The Sword in the Stone. There was this boy and

this magician?Merlin?and they tried to pull the sword from the stone,

and whoever pulled it out would become the king of England. Arthur

did.

Once you did," Jess confided, "you always could."”

"Where was your dad?" Finch asked.

Jess said that his dad had gone jogging with Michael while he and

Phillip staved in the apartment and continued to watch the movie.

When Finch asked him if he remembered what part of the movie was

showing when Brad and Michael left, Jess nodded. "Merlin and Arthur

turned into squirrels and climbed up a tree."

"When did your dad come home?"

"After it was over."

"How did you know it was after the movie was over?"

Jess said the screen had gotten all "fizzed up" and he didn't know how

to rewind the tape, so he had just turned the power off. He thought

maybe his father had gotten home two or three minutes after the end,



but he wasn't sure.

Jess thought for a moment and then remembered that he had left his
father's room where he had been watching The Sword in the Stone and had
gone to his own room where he had a television set too. Rambo was
playing on one of the local channels and he started watching that

movie.

"Your dad came home sometime after you started watching Rambo?"

Finch asked.

"Yeah. When Rambo was captured by the bad guys and General War Hawk

took Rambo into a little cabin."

Jess had a remarkable memory. He also remembered that when his dad

came back from "jogging" he was wearing an orange and yellow "hunter's

vest."

"Did you see your father coming through the door?" Finch asked.

"No, he came through the elevator."

"What did your dad do after he got home?"

"It sounded like he was washing the dishes. I heard water running in

the kitchen."



Jess remembered that Michael had left with his dad, but he couldn't
recall seeing Michael come back the first time Brad returned to the
apartment. He thought his dad had left again and gone to his car to

get Michael.

He didn't know what his father had been wearing when he left to go
jogging that Sunday night: "I didn't see him when he left." But he
remembered that he and both his brothers had slept on the floor of

their father's bedroom that night.

Susan Svetkey took twelve pages of notes on Jess's memories of the
night his mother was murdered. She took only two on Michael's

recall.

Michael didn't want to talk about anything, especially the night his
mother died. He crawled under the big oak table in the conference
room, and he whimpered and turned away when Finch tried to talk to

him.

It was obvious that Michael was essentially ineffective as a witness.

If he remembered anything about the time when he and his father left

the Madison Tower apartment on Sunday evening, he didn't want to answer

questions about it.



Svetkey and Finch looked at each other. They were not going to push

this child. There was no point in questioning Michael further.

Jess, a small, lonely little figure, walked into the grand jury room
and was given an oath to tell the truth. There were five grand jurors
there that day in the fourth week of September. None of them would

ever forget Jess Cunningham. He was very smart. He was very brave.

He was without guile. X Jess's feet dangled far from the floor as he
sat upright in the witness chair and told the people on the grand jury
about the night of September 21. Frank L. Smith, one of the jury
members, had worked for the U.S. Post Office for almost seventeen
years. He took notes as the little boy talked. Smith would remember

this moment for many years to come.

Jess told the grand jury the same things he had told Jerry Finch and
Susan Svetkey. He recalled more, however. He testified that he had to
unlock the door for his lather when he came back. Jess said his father
had told him he'd been jogging "from Sara's hospital," and that he was
wearing red jogging shorts and a yellow and red shirt (probably meaning

the vest).

Asked if Brad was sweaty or out of breath when he came back, Jess said,
"No." When Brad learned that Susan Svetkey had allowed his children to
be questioned by Detective Jerry Finch, he was enraged. "I was at
Juvenile Court on September twenty-sixth," Svetkey recalled, "when I

received a phone call from Mr. Cunningham. He said, You're fired."



" The successful investigation of a homicide is composed of many

segments, not unlike bits of colored glass in a kaleidoscope.

Detectives have to deal alternately with human emotion, experience,
recall, and prejudice?and with solid physical evidence. The testimony
of human beings has always been mutable, forensic evidence has become

more sophisticated and definitive with every year that passes.

Fingerprints, blood tests, DNA profiles, hair and fiber
identification?there are so many ways to tell if a suspect has been at

the scene of a murder at the time the murder occurred.

Did a suspect have means, motive, and opportunity to kill? Did he or

she leave something behind and take something away? The answer to that
last question is always "yes." According to the great-granddaddy of

all criminalists, Dr. Edmonde Locarde, every felon takes something of
the crime scene?no matter how minute?away with him on his person or in
his vehicle, and every felon leaves something of himself?no matter how
minute?at the crime scene. Locarde's theory does not guarantee,

however, that those investigating the crime will find the infinitesimal

bits of telltale evidence left behind. It is never as easy as it looks

in the movies and on television. the death of Cheryl Keeton would be

one of the most inexplicable and difficult murders to prove in Oregon

criminal history.



The men and women investigating the case were faced with two widely
divergent assessments of who Cheryl had been. What kind of woman was
she? Was she an amoral slut, as her estranged husband had

characterized her?a victim just waiting for a murder to happen? Or was
she the brilliant attorney, the devoted mother, the frightened
neardivorcee that her family and her associates were describing to

detectives?

And just who was Bradly Morris Cunningham? Was he the man of singular
accomplishment, the constant father, the compassionate lover that Sara
Gordon knew?that his surroundings and possessions confirmed and that he
himself claimed to be? Or was it possible that he was not what he

seemed, that he was a man who had brutally bludgeoned his wife to death
and abandoned her vehicle on a busy freeway, hoping to make her death

look like an accident?

More painful to consider was the possihilitv that if Brad had murdered
his wife, he had done so in the presence of their four-year-old son,
Michael. Six-year-old Jess had told Jerry Finch, Susan Svetkey, and

the Washington County grand jury that his father had taken Michael and
left the Madison Tower apartment for a considerable length of time that
Sunday night. Brad himself said he had only run errands around the
building, checking the mailbox, putting boots in his car. The running
time of the two movies that Jess was positive he had watched that night
would give the investigators parameters to determine the length of time
his father had been gone from the apartment. Had there been time

enough to commit the crime? Perhaps only young Michael knew. And



either he didn't remember what had happened on Sunday night, or he had

buried his memories deep in his subconscious mind.

Under the direction of Oregon State Police Lieutenant James Boyd Reed
and Sergeant Greg Baxter, the investigation into Cheryl Keeton's murder
proceeded?both the search for physical evidence and the less precise
evaluation of the personalities and characters of the victim and the
suspects that would emerge. Jerry Finch would continue to be the lead
investigator, along with Jim Ayers?with backup from O.S.P detectives Al
Carson, Gus Bradford, and Richard McKeirnan. And in the beginning, the
only thing they could do was fan out and try to cover as much territory

as possible.

Cheryl Keeton had had so many facets to her existence: her career, her
family, her friends, her failing marriage. Each contact the O.S.P
investigators made led to another. But little by little, they added to

their store of knowledge of Cheryl's life and of Brad's life too.

Greg Baxter talked to Cheryl's mother, Betty, who was now married to
Mary Troseth. She was grief-stricken, but she took a deep breath and
tried to reconstruct the last day she had seen her oldest child

alive.

She remembered the previous weekend all too well. Although Cheryl
often visited her hometown of Longview on the weekends when Brad had

her three little boys, this visit had been different somehow. It had



been almost as if she had known that it would be her last. Betty and

all the rest of Cheryl's family knew that she was going through an
agonizing divorce and custody battle. But they had been shocked to see
that Cheryl, always slender, was bone thin and that her face was drawn

with worry and tension.

Cheryl had spent Saturday and most of Sunday visiting relatives, and
then had left in the afternoon so she could be at her house on the West
Slope before Brad brought Jess, Michael, and Phillip home at seven
Sunday night. Every moment of that weekend was etched in the minds of
Betty Troseth, her daughters Julia and Susan, and Cheryl's stepfathers
Mary Troseth and Bob McNannay. Theirs was a large and closely knit
family and they could scarcely absorb the fact that Cheryl had been

murdered. They all adored her.

At only thirty-six, Cheryl Keeton?who had never taken her husband's
surname?was already a full partner in the law firm of Garvev, Schubert
and Barer. On Monday morning, September 22, the unbelievable rumor
that Cheryl was dead had begun to circulate in the Seattle offices of

the firm. Cheryl had begun her career with Garvey, Schubert in

Seattle, and she had often commuted from Portland to work on unfinished

litigations in Washington State.

Greg Dallaire was the managing partner of the Seattle office. When he
arrived at work before eight on that Monday, he heard the rumors and
Cheryl's face flashed in his mind, an image of a young woman so alive,

so vital, so tremendously competent in her work as a litigator for the



firm. He could not imagine that she was dead.

Dallaire started calling Portland to see what he could find out.

It was a chilling thing to phone law enforcement agencies and morgues
searching for a friend. Dallaire really didn't want to confirm the
rumors. "I called the Multnomah County Sheriffs office first," he

said. "I just assumed she would have been in Portland or in Multnomah
County, I didn't know she lived in Washington County. The sheriffs

office referred me to the coroner's office."

Even years later Dallaire still could not speak of that awful morning

without pain. "I called the coroner and I got somebody who worked

there.

He left the phone for a moment, and then he said, Yeah, she's here.

We have her here." Just like that. It was true. Cheryl was dead. It

must have been about eight-thirty or nine that morning. The coroner

said that she'd been bludgeoned to death."

Dallaire went around to speak with the Seattle staff. "There would

have been about fifty people with the firm then?lawyers and staff.

Everyone was absolutely stunned."



Several members of the Garvey, Schubert staff attended Cheryl's funeral
services in Longview the Thursday after her murder. It was an ordeal
she would not have chosen to put anyone through, and it was not the

kind of service she would have wanted.

Almost paralYzed with grief and shock, her sister Susan and her mother
had made the arrangements. Susan would recall going to Steele's

Funeral Home the Monday night after the murder. Eerily, she already
knew what her sister had wanted. Cheryl had had a presentiment of doom
and she had confided to Susan that she wanted to be cremated. "They
released Cheryl's body to us right after the autopsy that first night,"

Susan remembered. "It sounds terrible, but we were so upset at the

funeral home that we got the giggles. I think we were too shocked to

cry, and I know Cheryl would have understood. She always used to say,
Buy me flowers when I'm alive," and we were trying to do what she would

have wanted. We arranged for the cremation as Cheryl wanted."

But Cheryl's father's sister?Ida?was horrified when she heard that
Cheryl was going to be cremated. "She told us that no way' could they
permit that," Susan said. "They were Southern Baptists and they didn't
believe in cremation." Aunt Ida put up such a fuss about it that

Betty, Susan, and Julia didn't have the energy to fight her. "Cheryl

was gone and we were having such a hard time about losing her that we
just couldn't deal with all the family stuff," Susan remembered. "They
went and picked out a coffin. It was an awful bright pink. That

wasn't Cheryl. Actually, she would have laughed at the very sight of

it."



At least Cheryl's mother was able to stand firm that there would be no
viewing at the funeral. On Wednesday, September 24, both sides of
Cheryl's family along with representatives from Garvey, Schubert
attended her services. "It was awful," Susan recalled. "Cheryl would

have hated that pink coffin so much. It was raining cats and dogs.

And even so, Julia got stung by a bumblebee."

Cheryl was buried in the Bunker Hill Cemetery, several miles north
along the Columbia River from Longview. It had been established in
1889, and its gates were guarded by giant cedars. Her grandmother Edna
Keeton, whom she had loved so in life, was next to her. Her

grandfather Keeton was nearby.

But it was too soon, far too soon for Cheryl to be dead.

Jess, Michael, and Phillip, the sons she had loved more than life

itself, were not present at Cheryl's funeral. Nor was her estranged
husband Brad. Later he complained that Bunker Hill Cemetery was so out
of the way that it was impossible to find, and that no one in Cheryl's
family had made the slightest effort to inform him of her funeral
arrangements. Some time after Cheryl's funeral, Brad did take their

sons to Bunker Hill Cemetery and show them their mother's grave.

A week after the "pink funeral" in Longview, Cheryl's coworkers from



Garvey, Schubert and Barer had a private memorial service for her.

They gathered at The Meeting Place at Seattle's historic Pike Place

Market.

"We talked about the Cheryl we knew," Greg Dallaire recalled. "Even
attorneys whom she'd opposed got up and talked about what a fine lawyer

and fine person she was. We had a kind of closure."

Garvey, Schubert was not a criminal law firm. Like everyone else,
Cheryl's coworkers expected that the police investigation would come to
a successful conclusion, and that someone would be arrested soon and

prosecuted.

Cheryl's blue Toyota van remained parked at the Jim Collins Towing yard

at 12090

S.W. Cheshire Court in Beaverton. On Tuesday, September 23, 1986, two
O.S.P criminalists?Senior Trooper Greg Shenkle, an expert in fingerprint
identification, and Julia Hinkley (who was married to O.S.P Sergeant James
Hinkley)?processed the death car there. Shenkle also processed

Cheryl's purse and its contents.

Fingerprints are, and long have been, one of the most valuable
resources for detectives. If Shenkle got lucky and Cheryl's killer had
left prints inside the van or on her property, they could identify him,

or her, through the AFIS (Automated Fingerprint Identification System)



easily. Unless, of course, Brad Cunningham?who had had reasons to want
Cheryl out of his life?was her murderer. His fingerprints would have

an evidentiary value of zero, they would be expected to be there. He

had told lien Ayers he had driven the van often, the last time six

months before.

Shenkle looked through Cheryl's purse and found two phone cards, one
for 503-555-3939 and one for 503-555-2637. He also found credit cards:
Sears, Nordstrom, American Express, Visa, First Interstate Bankcard,
and several gasoline cards. Credit cards are often fertile areas for

fingerprints, but only Cheryl's prints were on them.

Using various colored powders and oblique angles of light to highlight
latent fingerprints, Shenkle then processed the Toyota van inside and
out and lifted several latent prints around the driver's-door window on
the exterior and several more inside. He even found one in blood on

the outside passenger door handle. A print in blood is the best

evidence he could hope to find. Shenkle drove to Olympia, Washington,
Brad's home state capital, carrying the fingerprint exemplar he had
taken from the door handle. He held his breath as he compared the
whorls, loops, and ridges to Brad's known print exemplars. But the
print proved instead to be from the right thumb of Randall Blighton,

the man who had risked his life to get Cheryl's van off the Sunset
Highway. He had already told police that he touched the passenger door

when he looked to see if the person inside was all right.



There are some prime spots where fingerprint technicians find useful
prints, spots criminals don't usually think of when they wipe a crime

scene clean. Shenkle tried them all, including the rearview mirror.

He performed his arcane alchemy on items he found in the glove
compartment: a Mobile oil receipt, a Texaco gas receipt, a lightbulb,
several matchbooks, a map, Cheryl's pen, a glasses case?even a pack of

chewing gum.

Many of the prints didn't have enough points to make a match to
anyone's fingertips. Not surprisingly, several were Cheryl's. And, as
expected, some were Brad's?one on a map in the glove compartment and
one on a temporary registration. That meant nothing at all, since Brad
and Cheryl were still living together?and both driving the van? until

February or March.

Julia Hinkley had been a criminalist with the Oregon State Police or
almost two decades. She was an expert in electrophoretic toxicology

and crime scene photography as well as in the collection and

preservation of evidence. By her own estimate, she had worked on
hundreds of homicide investigations. "I'm there to assist the police,

and to collect and preserve evidence," she said succinctly. She had

also attended several hundred postmortem exams and reconstructed "many,

many" crime scenes.

Hinkley had been present at Cheryl's autopsy the day before she

processed the Toyota van. It was she who had received the blood



samples and the rectal, oral, and vaginal swabs taken from the

victim.

She had also received the bags from Cheryl's hands, samples of her head
and pubic hair, the dark hairs caught in her left hand, and a few stray

hairs and fibers found clinging to her shirt.

Cheryl's body had already been transported to Longview for burial when

Hinkley joined Shenkle at the tow yard to process the victim's van.

Finch and Avers were there too, and Greg Baxter, all hoping that
something might be recovered that would bring a quick solution to this

case.

First, Hinkley took photographs of the Toyota van. Then she shone a
high intensity light at an oblique angle to try to pick up any trace
evidence not visible in direct light. There is an irony in the

aftermath of murder. The ambiance is calm and impersonal, as if
maniacal violence had never occurred in the now silent, empty crime

scene. There is no longer any need for haste.

Quietly, meticulously, Hinkley worked her way around the van inch by
inch. She saved a hair from the driver's door And a hair that adhered
to dried blood on the steering wheel. She would bag and label every
possible shred of evidence. She divided the van into six sections and

vacuumed the contents of each section, sealing and labeling the bags.



She noted clumps of dark hair, and everywhere she worked there were
massive amounts of dried blood. Back at the Oregon State Police crime
lab, she would carry out painstaking forensic tests on the items she
bagged as she looked for some telltale marker Cheryl's killer had left

behind.

Fear traveled with Brad and Sara wherever they went that first week.

Brad warned Sara that they had to be careful not to develop a pattern
in their movements. The people who were stalking them would pick up on
that instantly. So some nights while Brad and Sara stayed at Gini

Burton's, they hid the children at Sara's sister Margie's house.

Jess had testified at the Washington County D.A."s office for the grand
jury, and Brad had fired Susan Svetkey for allowing his son to talk to
Jerry Finch. It was all such a nightmare, having a six-year-old who

had just lost his mother subpoenaed to testify. Meanwhile Sara was
continuing to work, trying to keep them all together emotionally and
physically and to keep her own feelings on an even keel. It wasn't

easy. Every time she managed to achieve some sort of equanimity about

their situation, something happened to throw her off balance.

On Thursday morning, Sara and Brad took a shower together in Gini's
bathroom. The warm water splashed over them and it almost seemed as if
they could wash away all the tragedy and the ugliness of the past few

days. Brad was much taller than Sara. She barely came to his



shoulder.

That was one of the things she liked about him, his massive size made
her feel protected. She turned toward him, looking up at his face, and
gasped suddenly. Brad had a huge bruise under his left arm. Her
doctor's eye noted clinically that it was dark purple, not yellow

yet.

She knew that meant it was three or four days old.

"Brad!" she exclaimed. "Where on earth did you get that?"

"What?

"That bruise under your arm."

"Oh?that. I was playing on the jungle gym in the park blocks with the

kids on Sunday while you were sleeping. I slipped at the top, and

caught myself on one of the bars on that arm."

It was a terrible bruise. And strange. Sara had never before seen a

bruise on Brad. Maybe it was his darkish olive complexion, one of the

few signs of his American Indian heritage, that made a bruise hard to

detect.

That same Thursday, September 25, Brad and Sara spent the night in yet



another location. The children were safe with Margie, and they checked
into the Sheraton Hotel at the Portland Airport. For the first time

since Cheryl's murder, they were by themselves and Sara didn't feel as
if some unknown terror was waiting just outside their door. No one but
her sister knew where they were. Brad told her a little more about

Sunday evening, almost as if he was trying to establish an alibi.

After he left her at the hospital, he said, he had taken the boys back
to the apartment and waited for Cheryl to pick them up. She never

came.

And he had left the apartment only to do some errands around the

Madison Tower.

He had seen people and they had seen him. "I saw Lily outside her

apartment on the first floor at eight," he told Sara. "And I saw a

policeman talking to a couple in the garage at eight-fifteen."

"Did they see you?" Sara asked.

Brad shook his head sadly. He didn't think so.

Exhausted, they fell asleep to the sound of jets taking off nearby.

And it must have been well after midnight when they woke to the sound

of someone pounding on the door. Sara ducked into the bathroom and

began to dress while Brad went to the door.



Jerry Finch and Jim Ayers stood there, accompanied by uniformed
officers. They had been looking for Brad Cunningham for several

days.

They needed blood, hair, and fingernail scrapings from him, but he had
been anything but cooperative with the investigators working on his
estranged wife's murder case. Finch and Avers had located Brad by a
fluke. A Multnomah County deputy had been cruising through the parking
lots at the airport when he spotted Brad's Suburban and called in the
location to the Oregon State Police. The vehicle had been on a "hot

sheet" on the dashboards of every law enforcement agency in the

Portland area.

Clearls irritated, Brad got dressed and went with Finch and Ayers to
the Multnomah County Sheriffs substation at 92nd and Powell to give
them their damn samples. For Sara it was yet another blow. Obviously

the police considered Brad a suspect in Cheryl's murder.

In 1986, criminalists did not have the benefit of DNA testing.

Julia Hinkley did what forensic tests she could do, given the state of

the art. The results were disappointing: Hair from driver's door

Microscopically similar in class and charaueristic to Cheryl K's.

Oral vaginal, rectal swabs Negative for semen.



Hair from victim's hand Microscopically similar in class and

characleristic to Cheryl K's.

Alcohol in victim's blood None.

Brad had told Jim Avers that he thought Cheryl had been drinking when
he last talked to her on the Sunday evening she died. But the
percentage of alcohol in her blood was zero. Death can sometimes raise

the alcohol reading in blood, it never diminishes it.

The investigators reached an impasse when Hinkley wasn't able to come
up with any clues that would lead to Cheryl's killer. The O.S.P
criminalist had Brad's samples, but it was a hollow victory. They

didn't find any matches. Whatever their suspicions about Brad, they
couldn't arrest him. There was absolutely no physical evidence linking
him to the crime. And there were no eyewitnesses who could place him

at the scene.

He was a free man, free to go to Venezuela if he wanted to? although if

he did go, they'd have found that interesting.

But after all the physical evidence was collected, tested, and
dismissed as borderline, one idea kept surfacing. The solution to this
murder might lie not in blood tests or latent fingerprints. It might

lie somewhere in Cheryl Keeton's life, or in Brad Cunningham's past.



Maybe recently. Maybe far, far back in time. Generations, perhaps.

In 1948, Seattle, Washington, had a downtown with lights that were
reflected in the night sky, and department stores so big that everyone
from miles around came to shop, to eat out at fancy restaurants, to see
first-run movies. Always a wondrous city, surrounded by water,
shrouded in green foliage, softened by constant rain, and watched over
by a beneficent Mount Rainier, Seattle never had slums, only
neighborhoods less appealing than others. And eventually, it had
suburbs that were a world, rather than miles, away. By 1986, Seattle
was struggling to maintain its center. After World War II, young

professionals migrated east across Lake Washington to Bellesue.

Doctors and lawyers settled on Mercer Island. Probably the most
desirable spot to live was Bainbridge Island, a ferryboat ride across

Elliott Bay.

South of Seattle, the Boeing Airplane Company is on one side of the
Duwamish River, and South Park and the Cheerier Daze tavern are on the
other. South Park used to be pastoral. And the Duwamish was once a

clear, sweet river. Now, fish caught there are suspect, eaten only by

the extremely hungry or the very reckless. Some years ago, a young
woman from east of the Cascade Mountains was murdered and thrown into
the Duwamish. She was buried in an unmarked grave as "Jane Doe. Her
parents had reported a brown-eyed girl missing, and the corpse's eyes

had been turned blue by the chemicals in the [)uwamish.



As the Duwamish River curls south, it parallels Boeing Field, Seattle's
smaller airport, then pulls away from the hamlet of Riverton and edges
a golf course in Tukwila. Once the center of fertile truck farms,

Tukwila is now the location of Southcenter, a huge shopping mall.

Midway through Tukwila, the Duwamish becomes the Green River, site of
the discovery of the first five bodies of young prostitutes in

America's worst outbreak of serial murders to date, a chain of

slaughters that would claim almost fifty similar victims between July

1982 and April 1984. The Green River Killer has never been caught.

Burien, Wasllillgton, is a south-end town too, sitting five miles due

west of T ukwila by freeway. If possible, Burien is even less
distinguished than Tukwila, a prosaic little town located near the

flight path into the Seattle-Tacoma International Airport. The

south-end Park-and-Ride station is located there. Old Burien is quaint
and quiet, the newer downtown has no particular charm. There are a
number of small ranch-style homes with carefully groomed yards,
numerous antique and secondhand stores, an inordinate number of Asian
restaurants, and, down along the banks above Puget Sound, expensive
waterfront homes accessible only by private funiculars on steep tracks

slicing down through the maples and fir trees.

although few who met him as a grown man knew his background, Bradly
Morris Cunningham grew up in Burien along with his two sisters, his

cousins, and scores of friends. His progenitors were from two proud



and completely diverse backgrounds. Brad's mother, Rosemary Edwards,
was a Colville Indian, his father, Sanford Cunningham, had roots in the
British Isles. Rosemary was slender and beautiful with thick dark hair
and flashing black eyes. Sanford, often called Stan, was big, blond,

and florid, with a strong, almost prognathous jaw. In the early years

of their marriage, they loved each other passionately, they had
wonderful plans for the future, and they wanted nothing but the best

for their children.

If every marriage started fresh with no memories and nothing from the
past, the odds for success would be far better, but each partner
inevitably brings along old scars, prejudices, and unrealistic
expectations. Stan and Rosie were no different, indeed, they probably
carried more baggage than most. Each generation before them had added
another stone to the load, and by the time they got together, some
patterns were so thoroughly entrenched that one could almost predict
that they would continue their destructive erosion through a family

begun with love and happy plans.

The Cunningham clan was proud, loyal, and spread out all over western

Washington, although its home base was originally on Whidbey Island.

That was where they always held their annual summer reunions with huge
barbecues and potluck picnics. Sanford and his younger brother Jimmy
were born to Dr. Paul L. Cunningham and his wife Bertha* in the decade

after the First World War?Sanford Morris in 1924 and James Lincoln in



1926. Dr. Cunningham had a successful chiropractic practice in North

Seattle.

He was a handsome man with an aquiline nose, and he was also a talented
artist and wood carver, with many of his best pieces on display in the
Museum of Art and History at the University of Washington. He carved a
scale model of the campus, and he carved a statue that still stands

outside the Pullman Library at Washington State University. It is the

figure of a man reading a book, and it was cast in bronze.

Except for Dr. Paul's belief that it was possible to receive messages
from the spirit world, he and Bertha lived a fairly unremarkable life
until 1927. When Sanford was three and Jimmy still a babe in arms,
Bertha became pregnant with her third child and confessed tearfully to
her husband that he was not the father. She had no other choice, her
lover was reportedly Hispanic and it was highly unlikely that this baby

would resemble her first two fair-skinned, fair-haired sons.

Dr. Cunningham was not a man who could forgive, but he was something
of a stoic, he could wait for his revenge. He didn't rail at Bertha,

nor did he banish her immediately. Rather, he said she could stay in

his home until the baby was born, but then she had to leave. He would
not, of course, allow her to take Jimmy and Sanford with her. There
would be no discussion about that. She had forfeited her position in

the lives of her two little sons.

After several months of silence and frigid distance, Bertha gave birth



to her third son in 1927. She named him Marcellus, although nobody in
the family ever called him that. He became "Salie," and in time "Uncle
Salie." Bertha then packed her things and left her home, her
unforgiving husband, and their little boys, Sanford and Jimmy. Salie,
the baby, was raised by his maternal grandmother. Bertha eventually
moved to California where she remarried and gave birth to one more
child, a daughter called Goldie. According to family lore, Bertha's
Mexican ,over was later found murdered, and no one was ever arrested

for the crime.

As far as Sanford and Jimmy knew, their mother had left them without a
backward look. Their father let them believe that, and even
embellished occasionally one of his favorite themes, the treachery of

women.

In their formative years, Sanford and Jimmy probably never encountered
a female who made them doubt their father's teachings. They had an
utterly miserable childhood after their mother left. Oddly, although

he had decreed that Bertha could not have custody of Sanford and Jimmy,
Paul Cunningham chose not to keep them either, he farmed them out to
relatives and acquaintances where they never felt that they were
important members of the family. They were always the odd boys out,
and they never again had a mother figure. Not surprisingly, Sanford

grew up with a basic distrust of women and with the conviction that
women had to be kept in their place because they had infinite power to

hurt men if allowed the opportunity.



Even when Paul Cunningham married again, he didn't bring Sanford

and Jimmy home to live with him, perhaps they reminded him too much of
their mother's betrayal, or it may have simply been that he had long

since gotten used to a life without them. So Sanford and Jimmy grew up
with no one but each other. Sanford Cunningham would turn to women out
of sexual need, and sometimes because he was in love, but after his

mother left he never totally trusted females.

Dr. Paul and his second wife, Lydia, had two daughters, Mary Alice and
Gertrude or "Trudy." Mary Alice married and moved to Texas. Trudy, an
extraordinarily lovely girl, received Seattle's highest accolade to

beauty when she was chosen Se"Fair Queen in 1955. Later she married
Dr. Herman Dreesen, a highly regarded chiropractor with a practice in

Lynnwood, north of Seattle.

Sanford and Jimmy stayed tightly bound as they grew up. Their total
allegiance?at least until they had sons of their own?was always to each
other. Sanford married at least once, briefly, before he wed

Rosemary.

That wife's name was Norma. There may also have been a second wife

before Rosemary, if there was, even her name has been obscured by

time.

But the true love of Sanford's life was undoubtedly Rosemary Edwards.



Their courtship and early marriage was as sweet and loving as the songs
played on "Your Hit Parade" in the forties. Jimmy Cunningham met
Rosie's cousin Caroline at the same time. And so the brothers married
cousins, and from then on, all of their descendants would be

interrelated in complex ways that were virtually impossible to

explain.

Rosemary and Caroline were Indian girls as delicately featured and
slender as wild columbines. They had the blood of both the Yakima and
Colville tribes in their veins, but tribal rule commanded that members
choose one tribe or the other. So Rosie was officially deemed a member

of the Colvilles and Caroline of the Yakimas.

Sanford and Rosie and Jimmy and Caroline made striking couples, the

big, fair, red-cheeked men and their slender, bronze-skinned brides.

While Jimmy and Sanford had been almost as close as twins before, they
simply enlarged their alliance and drew their new wives in. The
foursome lived in Everett, Washington, at first, and then Jimmy joined
the merchant marine. There was no question of the brothers living

apart, so the two couples moved to California together.

By 1946 they were living in Calwa City, just outside Fresno. Their
mother, Bertha, was also living there?the mother they had never known
when they were children. Jimmy and Sanford and their brides stayed in

the Fresno area because the job situation, while it wasn't great, was



better than in Seattle.

Just before Christmas 1946, Rosemary reluctantly left Sanford for a

visit to her mother, who lived in the Shalishan Housing Project in

Tacoma, Washington. Ethel Edwards was then forty-nine, and a handsome
woman. Rosemary's father was Simon Paul Edwards, whose Indian name was
Skis-Sislau. He and Ethel had eleven children, although three were

stillborn. In her later years Ethel was a nutritionist who worked in

Native American hospitals. In retrospect, some of her descendants

would feel that Ethel was probably bisexual, she always had a very

close female friend in her immediate circle. But no one thought

anything of it at the time.

Ethel Edwards had an extremely strong personality. Her husband tried
to advance his philosophy that the man should be the center of the
home, the master of his family. He never completely succeeded. Not

with Ethel.

She was bright and inventive and a rebel, and her daughter Rosemary was
probably closer to her than to her father, more imbued with the old
matriarchal views of the Yakimas and the Colvilles. Rosemary looked
delicate, but she had inherited her mother's will of iron. Her

children would be raised with full knowledge of their Indian heritage,

and she urged them to be proud that they belonged to the Colville

tribe.

Sanford Cunningham was twenty-two and Rosie twenty-one when they



married. He had been taught that women had to be kept in their place

or they would betray him. She had been taught that men would try to

hold women down, and that women were really more capable than men and
better at making decisions anyway. But they were young, and love was

all that mattered. Neither of them could imagine there might come a

time when they wouldn't be in love.

When Rosie left to visit her mother, Sanford was desolate from the
moment her train pulled out of the Fresno station. He wrote to her

almost daily. And a week or so later, he had enough money to take the
train north and rejoin his wife. Their first child was undoubtedly
conceived during that reunion. Sanford and Rosie's daughter was born

in California in Septe,nber 1947, and she was named for her grandmother

Ethel.

There were more separations when Sanford couldn't find a job that would
support them. Rosie and the baby had to stay with Ethel in Tacoma

while Sanford pounded the streets in Seattle. Finally, he and his

brother Jimmy both got jobs. Jimmy and Caroline found a house in one
of Seattle's rent-subsidized projects. Predictably, Sanford and Rosie

rented one too, and both couples began adding to their families.

Rosie and Sanford had their only son, Bradly Morris Cunningham, in
October 1948. Susan, their youngest child, was born in 1953. Jimmy
and Caroline had five children, whose ages fit in with their "double"

cousins'. Penny was the oldest, Terry was born in November of 1948,



and Gary in December of 1949. Later came Cheryl, and the baby Lynn,
who died at the age of two when a milkman ran over her in the family

drivewav.

All of the Cunningham cousins had Indian blood, although some of them
looked far more Indian than others. In actuality, they were between a
quarter and a half Indian. According to tribal law, Ethel, Brad, and
Susan were half Colville because that was Rosemary's chosen tribe,
while Penny, Terry, Gary, Cheryl, and Lynn were part Yakima through

Caroline's official tribal papers.

Both Sanford and Jimmy raised their families in the neighborhood

between White Center and Burien. Sanford and Rosemary moved to 203

128th Street just off First Avenue South in Burien in the early

1950s.

They bought a good-sized L-shaped house on a large lot. A huge step up
from the project, it had an impressive-looking stone facade, and they
planted trees as a buffer against the traffic noise on 128th. Jimmy

bought a house a few blocks away. And while it was true that Jimmy and
Sanford were closer than most brothers, and that they had depended on
each other since they were little boys, it didn't mean they weren't

competitive.

Sanford always seemed to have a newer, more expensive car than Jimmy

did, and a nicer house. And he always seemed to have more money.



Through the years, Sanford held a variety of jobs, sometimes as a
contractor, sometimes in the glass business, and later with Associated
Grocers. "My dad was a consultant on building projects and landscaping
Susan would remember. "He traveled most of the time. He was the only
really financially successful man in his family. My dad never felt

that anyone really liked him, but he thought he could make them like
him with money. It seemed as though my father was gone most of my
life. He showed his love by buying things for me. When I was older, I
was getting a hundred-dollar-a-month allowance. If I said I was
interested in skiing, my dad would take me out and buy me skis, boots,

the whole outfit."

Some members of the family, with a bit of envy, would recall that

Sanford used credit lavishly, and nobody ever knew whether he really
made that much more money than Jimmy or if he was paying on everything
by the month. Either way, Sanford and Rosie were happier when they

were poor.

The Cunningham cousins all went to Cedarhurst Grade School,
Cascade Junior High, and Evergreen High School. They celebrated
birthdays and holidays together. They were beautiful children, a happy
melding of their Anglo-Saxon and Indian genes. Jimmy's son Gary was
the handsomest by far of the boys, and his son Terry?who was Brad's
age?was the biggest. But Brad was the natural athlete and

unquestionably the smartest. As a child?and later as man?he had



uncommon brilliance.

He was a leader, a bossy, confrontive boy who could be a bully at

times.

In every family snapshot he stood out, grinning broadly, dominating
each celebration. He mugged for the camera outrageously, pushing his

cousins out of the way as if to say, "Look at me! Look at me!"

As they got older, many of the Cunningham cousins grew to dislike

Brad.

Some were afraid of him. "When Brad showed up to play, I always went
home," one girl cousin remembered. "I knew that pretty soon somebody

would be crying, or maybe that someone was going to get hurt."

And Brad was highly competitive with his cousin Terry. Terry was
always larger than Brad?maybe not by a lot, but there was no question
that he was the taller. He was a month younger than Brad, and it
rankled Brad that Terry outgrew him. His cousin Gary had trouble with

reading.

He was dyslexic long before the deficit was commonly diagnosed, and
Brad teased and tormented him about that. Brad could read anything
from an early age and he always had superior report cards. Even after

they were adults, Gary didn't care to be around Brad.



No one really knew what went on inside Rosie's and Sanford's house, no
one but the family who lived there. There were secrets kept inside

those walls. As the years went by, the marriage that had begun with

such high expectations right after the Second World War wasn't turning
out the way Sanford and Rosie had hoped. While things appeared calm on
the surface, the family dynamics were ugly and hurtful and, ultimately

explosive.

Brad's birth may have been the catalyst for the inexorable
disintegration of the Cunningham family. At the very least, his

arrival marked the end of Ethel's small place in the sun. He was a man
child and Ethel was only a girl. Sanford was delighted to have a

son.

As an adult, Brad would recall that he had been told his mother's labor
for his birth had been prolonged and arduous, and she had always blamed
him because he had such a large head. He was a big baby with a
disproportionately large and rounded head?a physical characteristic

that would stay with him. When Rosemary developed uterine (or perhaps
cervical) cancer four years after his birth, Brad said she blamed him

for that, too.

When Rosemary became pregnant for the third time, she faced an
agonizing decision. She took a gamble with her health to deliver Susan
safely. "My mother was diagnosed with cancer while she was pregnant

with me," Susan recalled. "She wouldn't have an abortion?she delayed



treatment until I was born." After Susan's birth, Rosemary underwent a
complete hysterectomy. She was still in her twenties. "She had to

have chemotherapy and radium treatment," Susan said. "Those treatments
were in their infancy in the 1950s, and Mom suffered severe internal

burns.

And she had to take hormones, too, and they didn't work right.

Everything went wrong. She even grew a mustache."

It may have been Rosemary's health that changed her personality.

Susan would remember that her mother was a woman of mercurial moods.

"She never disciplined us, though. She kept track of who was supposed

to be punished and told my father when he came home. Dad would rather

have been anyplace but there. Sometimes we'd all been waiting for four

hours to get whipped and we were all terrified."

The children sensed that Sanford didn't want to beat them?that when he
came home after a day's work, he would have much preferred to be

greeted with something other than a list of his children's misdeeds.

But he nodded as Rosemary told him which of the children needed
punishing, and he unbuckled his belt. "He beat us with a strap," Susan

recalled.



"Mostly Ethel and Brad. I was younger. One time, I saw that Ethel had
welts all up and down her back and legs. She had to go to school like

that, but she wore stockings and clothes that hid the marks."

Although Sanford dreaded taking his belt to his children, he soon fell

into a kind of frenzy. "He really got into it," Susan remembered.

"He hit harder and harder. He really lost control." But, in Susan's
recall, it was Ethel who was the psychological whipping girl in their

home.

Pictures in the family albums show Ethel and Brad when they were
toddlers. They were only a year apart and Brad was so large that they
looked like twins. Indeed, Rosemary often dressed them in matching
.sunsuits. But it was definitely Brad who drew most of the positive
attention in the family. Other family members would agree that Ethel
was left out, but felt that Susan wasn't. "Their whole house was
decorated with Brad and Susan," one cousin recalled. "Brad had so many
athletic honors and Susan was so pretty that their pictures were all

over, but you hardly ever saw any of Ethel.

As a child, Susan adored her big brother. She saw Brad as a protector
and a hero. He took her along with him, and he didn't seem to find her
an annoying baby sister. She felt proud to be with him. "Brad taught
me how to catch a football. He built a bicycle for me. Brad was the

only one who listened to me. Later, when I dropped out of college for



a while, he listened to my reasons and he didn't say I was stupid. He

was my idol."

Rosemary tried to discourage Susan from bonding with her brother.

"When I was little, she told me that Brad was evil," Susan

remembered.

"I didn't know why she said that." And although Sanford favored his
son, Brad still took his lumps along with the other children when

Rosemary said he needed punishing.

Both Susan and Ethel recalled that Brad had suffered a concussion from
falling down the basement steps. Ethel remembered that when Brad was

five or six, he was helping his father move wood from the woodpile.

He had tied a rope to a log and was tugging it behind him. But as he
tugged, he lost his balance and fell backward about ten feet, down the
steps to the basement, landing on his head. Ethel said her parents

took Brad to a doctor who told them to watch for "personality changes
such as acts of violence." But if Brad was only five or six when he
landed on his head, Ethel would have been only six or seven and

probably the doctor story was apocryphal.

Susan, who would have been little more than a toddler at the time of
the "log on a rope fall," said she had watched Sanford knock Brad down

the basement steps when he was twelve. "Brad was stunned. He was



saying funny things, all garbled up, and he didn't make any sense."

Susan would have been about seven when that happened. But she had
quite clear recall of other acts of violence and abuse that bounced off

the walls inside the house in Burien.

To the outside world?even to Sanford's brother Jimmy and his wife
Caroline?life was normal in Sanford's and Rosie's family. Only the
children caught in the love-hate relationship between Sanford and Rosie
would witness the venom that Rosie sometimes spewed after the flawed
hormone treatment following her hysterectomy. Only the children knew

how bad it could get.

Susan would remember being beaten only twice. "I was about eleven and
my father never beat me again because I called the authorities and he
was forbidden to touch me. After that, he put me in a dark closet to
punish me. It was my safe place to hide from all the fights. I'd sit

there on top of my shoes, holding my dog, and feel safe." She would
blame Rosemary for instigating the violence in her family. "She
controlled all of it.... My dad was squashed. He did what she said,

and he never stopped any of the abuse."

Rosemary allegedly belittled Brad and tried to break down his
aggressive personality. When Sanford was away, she made him do

housework.



Then something bad happened when Brad was about eleven or twelve,
something that alienated him from his mother for the rest of her

life.

According to Brad, he stayed home from school one day and Rosemary
thought he was malingering. To punish him, she made him put on a dress
and clean the house. When Sanford came home and found his son dressed
that way, he hit the roof. From that moment on, Rosemary had no say
whatsoever in Brad's life. When she spoke to him, it was like shouting
into the wind. He didn't listen to her. He didn't respect her. He

certainly didn't obey her. The family itself was sliced right down the
middle. Sanford and Brad were on one side, Rosie and Ethel and Susan
were on the other. "Brad could do anything he wanted," a relative

recalled. "The girls were out."

Brad's story about being forced to dress as a girl may have been true,

it may also have been a confabulation that he fashioned from articles

he had read about the actor James Garner, whose stepmother had done the
same thing to him. Brad's rendition was startlingly like.the

oft-published account of Garner's bitter childhood in which he told of

grabbing a broom from his stepmother's hands and chasing her with it.

He also recalled that his father was shocked to find out that his

stepmother made him dress in girl's clothes, and that she had been

banished.

Perhaps Brad's story was true. Perhaps both men had suffered the same



humiliation. Perhaps not. But if Brad was frequently knocked around
as a child, he was no angel himself. Ethel remembered the time when
she was eight and he was seven. He had done something wrong and
thought she was going to tattle. "He came back to my bedroom and

punched me in the stomach and he said, Don't you tell on me!"

" The Cunninghams always had little, barky dogs, and Brad enjoyed
grabbing them by the scruffs of their necks and shoving their snouts
together to make them fight. Other relatives would remember Brad as a
kid with a "hair-trigger" temper. No one in his family denied that, by

the time he was twelve, he went after his mother with a baseball bat.

He was a big kid and Rosemary was frightened as she tried in vain to
wrestle it away from him. Ethel ran to the phone and called her father
and begged him to come home. When Sanford got there, he hit Brad and
barked an order, "Don't you ever raise your hand to me or ever hit your

mother again!

Photographs in the Cunningham family album looked as wholesome as any
family's: Susan sitting with her mother at a mother-daughter tea, both

of them smiling, Brad and Ethel together, Brad sitting on the couch

with his arm around his mother, Sanford and Rosie hugging. They were

an extremely photogenic family, but photographs can be deceiving.

That is not to say there were no good times in the family. But they

seemed to occur only when they were away from home. It was as if there



was an energy in the house that kept all their old resentments alive in

a time warp, ready to reignite. When they went on vacation, it was

like magic. "We never fought when we went camping. We were a whole
different family," Susan would remember. They all became somehow nicer

to each other, less combative than the family that lived at home.

Brad got his love for cars and trucks and trailers and all manner of
heavy equipment from his father. Sanford had a king cab International
truck to pull his huge camping trailer. The whole family traveled
together through Oregon, California, and New Mexico. They went rock
hounding and explored caves. "The camping was so good," Susan
remembered many years after the fact. "Our parents would sing

together, harmonizing, songs from the thirties and the forties.

Everything was really great. Nobody hit anybody. Bodies weren't

flying."

If only they could have kept the good feelings they had when they went
camping and brought them home. For whatever reason, the pressure was
off when they were sailing down the road in the big old International
truck, or sitting around a campfire listening to Sanford and Rosie

sing.

But the closer they got to home, the more the tension built. They
were, essentially, a family divided: husband against wife, parents
against children, brother against sisters, male against female. They

had no loyalty to one another and no connections. There had been too



much violence, too much punishment, too much rivalry.

Sanford always believed that money solved everything, and Brad learned
that lesson well. And Sanford believed that women were inferior to

men.

"Your place is in the bedroom or the kitchen," he lectured the girls.

"All a woman is good for is to cook and be a whore in bed."

His daughters would fight to prove him wrong. His son apparently

believed him.

As Brad entered his teenage ,years in the early 1960s, Sanford grew
even prouder of his son. He rarely punished him now, even when Brad
was rude to Rosie?which he often was. Sanford would no longer back
Rosie up when she tried to discipline Brad. This was his son, after

all, the boy who represented his immortality, and Rosie was only a

woman.

For all of her life, Rosemary would love her son, despite the
tribulations he caused her, despite her doubts about him. For all of

his life, Sanford would be proud that Brad was the smartest and best of
the Cunningham clan. Father and son, neither could do wrong in the
eyes of the other. Sanford's values were Brad's values, and as Brad

grew older, he and his father shared their most intimate secrets.



Ethel left home and married. She had a boy and a girl, and later
adopted a Native American boy. And as the years passed and Rosemary
and Caroline put on a few pounds, the fragile beauty of their girlhood
years blurred. Rosemary fought to keep her slender figure, and she
insisted on dressing well. Even so, her husband viewed her more as a
mother and a housekeeper than as a lover. The metamorphosis was
gradual enough that it was accomplished before Rosemary and Caroline
realized the place they had come to. It was hard to look at the fading
snapshots in the old albums and remember that they had been those
incandescently beautiful girls clinging to Jimmy's and Sanford's

muscular arms.

Just as with all families, the years brought losses. First, Caroline's

baby girl dead in the driveway. And then in the mid-1960s, Dr. Paul
Cunningham and his second wife, Lydia, were in a terrible car wreck in
Rose Hill. Grandpa Cunningham looked worse to the ambulance crew and
they rushed him to the hospital. They didn't expect him to live until
morning. But it wasn't Grandpa Cunningham who died, it was l.ydia who
dropped dead of a stroke, brought on either by the accident itself or

by her worry over her husband. Brad's grandfather recovered and lived

for many more years.

Jimmy and Caroline would lose another of their five children.

Terry, misdiagnosed at a local hospital and told to go home and rest,

died suddenly of meningitis. All his life Brad had tried to grow



bigger and stronger than Terry, but he never succeeded. Relatives were
bemused when Brad proved to be the most hysterical of the mourners at
Terry's funeral. As he walked past his cousin's casket, he fell to the

floor in a dead faint.

Gary Cunningham grew up to take a job with the Washington State
Department of Transportation. But in the middle and late 1960s,
Sanford and Rosie's boy, Brad, was still the standout cousin, both
athletically and intellectually. Brad had always been smarter than all

of them.

And he never let them forget it. If he had a flaw in his
made-for-success personality, it was that he seemed unable to downplay
his accomplishments. He was so successful that sometimes it was hard

to like him. When he might have shown a little humility, he crowed.

Although in later years Brad wasn't close to his extended family, he

occasionally showed up at the Cunningham reunions on Whidbey Island.

He attracted women with ease, and his romantic history was so speckled
that no one ever knew which girlfriend or wife?he might bring with

him.

One thing was certain, however. When Brad did arrive, he could be
counted on to have the classiest vehicle of anyone there. Like his

father, it was important to Brad that the family see how well he was



doing. "One year," a cousin said, "he came driving up in this
superjeep." He was showing off, but he showed off too much and he got
stuck in a ditch. Some guy with a great big semi had to pull him out,

and we took pictures. He was mad."

Brad Cunningham had begun to pull ahead of the pack early on. He was
still quite young when he showed great athletic potential. Even in

grade school, Brad had begun to lift weights and work on his body.

He made high-school coaches salivate. Tlaeywatched him at
Cascade Junior High School and could hardly wait until he moved up to

Evergreen High.

He was such a strong kid, broad-shouldered and thickly muscled, and yet
light on his feet and graceful. He had Sanford's size, but except for

his jutting chin, he had Rosemary s coloring and facial features.

He was very handsome.

Like Sanford, Brad always had money. From the time he was fourteen, he
had some angle to work. His sister Ethel called him the "local black
market kid." Girls watched Brad, too, and he watched them. Not
surprisingly, as a teenager he adopted his father's and his

grandfather's philosophy: women were placed on earth to pleasure men.

Although he always had his eye on one girl or another, he did not allow

himself to become emotionally dependent upon them. It was understood



among his peers that if he asked a girl out on a date, he expected

SEX.

Otherwise, he saw no point in dating. Enougl girls were willing to

play by Brad's rules that he never wanted for dates.

There were family stories about Brad's coming of age sexually. One
version held that his first sexual experience was with a prostitute,
and when his father?or mother?found out, he was taken to the family
doctor, who diagnosed venereal disease. In truth he found no

disease.

This was to be a lesson to Brad, and the doctor scared him badly and
then administered a series of painful shots to "cure" him. Another
story had Brad going to a doctor for a sperm count: he was worried
because he had slept with so many girls and none of them had become

pregnant.

It is doubtful that either of these stories was true. If anything,

Brad would prove remarkably fertile in later years. When he was
seventeen, he was dating a senior named Arlene* who became pregnant,
but her parents wouldn't even consider her marrying Brad. Theirs had
been a stormy relationship. Rosemary and Ethel remembered that Arlene
had done something once that made Brad so angry that he painted "Whore"

on her front door in red paint and threw cvervthing she had given him

on her front lawn. "Arlene just disappeared," Susan remembered. "Her



parents whisked her away. from Brad. They were afraid for her,

somehow. We don't know if she had the bahv or not."

Arlene was Catholic and she probably did carry Brad's first child to

term. If so, Brad was not told.

Everyone who ever went to high school remembers one student who was a
shining light, so sought out and sought after that he?or she? seemed to
have been blessed by some benevolent gods with luck and beauty and
talent. At Evergreen High School in Burien in the years between from
1965 to 1967, that student was Brad Cunningham. He was tremendously
popular. He had one ambition, the goal he had worked toward since he
was about ten. He wanted to get a scholarship to the University of

Washington and play for the Huskies.

Brad quickly moved into the upper echelons at Evergreen High School.

He macle the varsity squad for the Evergreen Wolverines, and he was
elected president of the sophomore class. His sister Ethel remembered
that he wanted to join Demolay, but decided not to when he found he
would have to swear to respect women. By his senior year in the autumn
of 1966, he was captain of the football team, vice president of the
Lettermen's Club, and a member of the Wolverine Guard, the Honor
Society, and the Modern Language Club. "Brad was Mr. Popular, " a

classmate recalled. "He was Mr. Everything.

Brad was also charmingly outrageous in high school, particularly in his



debates in Contemporary Problems class, he was the bane of his teachers
but his classmates found him hilarious. He once argued that the crime

of rape was an impossibility. And one of his friends echoed that
chauvinistic opinion by writing in Brad's yearbook, "No girl can be
raped because girls with their skirts up can run faster than boys with

pants down."

Although he rarely drank as an adult, comments scribbled in Brad's
yearbook referred constantly to his drinking exploits. But nothing

kept him off the football squad, and everyone who knew him expected
that he would one day be an All-American. Brad could think on his feet
faster than any student in school, and he could run through opposing
blockers just as fast. He was the one kid in high school whom others

envied.

The Brads of this world sometimes show up at class reunions driving
Cadillacs, and sometimes they end up selling used cars. Brad
Cunningham, however, was going to make it big. Everyone who went to

Evergreen with him believed that.

As a teenager, Brad was handsome the way jocks are handsome. He had a
wide face and a thick neck. His eyes were clear and penetrating under
lidded brows, and his body was perfect. Looking back, some who knew
him suggested that by the time he went to college he might have been
into steroids. His only physical flaws were a wide nose and a slightly

lantern jaw. Brad's Colville-Yakima Indian heritage was more readily



apparent in those days. In later years, his nose was more aquiline, in
all likelihood as the result of cosmetic surgery. Maybe he had plastic
surgery to fix a septum deviated by a football injury or maybe it was

because he wanted to look less Indian.

Even in high school, Brad had aspirations to a certain kind of life.

He was determined to find a place in a world as unlike the one he had
been born into as possible. He wanted nothing to do with being part of
a racial minority. He hated references to his Indian roots. But that
created a problem for him. When he graduated from Evergreen High
School in 1967, he had his athletic scholarship to the University of

Washington as everyone expected. but he needed more financial help.

The Colville tribe offered academic scholarships. Although he had
always tried to play down his Indian blood, Brad accepted the Colville

tribe's two scholarships eagerly.

In his senior year, Brad also found another pretty young girlfriend.

Their relationship was the closest thing to going steady that he had
since Arlene vanished from his life. Loni Ann Ericksen® was a
sophomore at Evergreen. She had transferred to public high school that
year from Holy Names Academy. Her mother was ill with multiple
sclerosis, the whole family had to make sacrifices and private school

tuition had to go.



Loni Ann was a pixieish girl with dark eyes and hair and a dimple that
showed in her left cheek when she smiled. When she was sixteen, she
smiled often. "You know," a fellow classmate recalled, "when I think

of Loni Ann then, I can never picture her without a smile."

Brad had noticed her first when she walked past the radiators in the
foyer of Evergreen, the vantage point where popular seniors

congregated.

She was thrilled when he showed up at her locker, although she tried to
act blase. And he quickly became her whole world. Her feelings for
Brad were scrawled over two inside covers of the Evergreen Wolverines

yearbook in 1967.

"I thought you were nice, but just another senior.... I thought you
were funny and a little different." . . . And then one day when I was

freezingly walking home, who should pop up in his super red car?

You."!

I wasn't so sure about that at the time, but now I'm sure glad I
accepted your offer. It was then that I decided you were really nice
and I wanted to get to know you a whole bunches [sic] better. Things

didn't seem to be in favor of my decision, but time changed that.

Well, now I know you better than that day and I'm terribly happy that I



do.

You're absolutely, positively, one of the mostest [sic] wonderful
persons I've had the pleasure of getting to know.... You know, BiPad,
it's really strange how things come about. I never really thought
you'd ever like me or that I could ever like a guy as much as I like

"

you.

Loni Ann developed a huge crush on Brad. She was a small girl but she
was almost as athletic as he was. When she confided to her girlfriends
how she felt about Brad, they quickly apprised her of the "ground
rules" for girls who dated him. It didn't really matter, Loni Ann was

so enthralled with him that she would be willing to do whatever he

wanted.

Loni Ann wanted desperately to go to "Telos," the Evergreen High
junior-senior prom, with Brad. He agreed to take her to the dance,

held at the Seattle Elks Club on the evening of April 29, 1967.

Overhead a mirrored ball turned slowly, its hundreds of facets casting
circlets of light over the dancers below. The class of 1968, the

juniors, presented Telos in honor of the seniors, and did all the
decorating?which consisted mainly of shiny blue Greek columns placed
here and there. It would have taken a lot more than that to transform
the basically dull decor of the Elks Club. It didn't matter. The

dancers were sixteen and seventeen and the future lay ahead without a

blemish or a shadow.



All the boys from Evergreen had short hair, they had yet to succumb to
the hippie craze for long hair that was sweeping America. The girls'
hair was swept up into bouffant styles several inches high, lacquered
in place by enough hair spray to keep it immobile in gale force

winds.

The dance was a milestone in their young lives, a night they would
never forget. And encircled by Brad's powerful arms, Loni Ann danced
to Elvis Presley s "Love Me Tender" and fell absolutely, utterly in

love.

She could not imagine then how she could ever bear to be away from him,
even though she knew she might lose him. She was still in high school
and Brad was going off to the University of Washington. She tried to
sound philosophical about that as she ended her long message in his

yearbook.

1. .. All your high school is over. Now, you'll go to college and

be a Big Man and 111 just be a little junior at Evergreen or Holy
Names. I really hope that it won't change anything. If it should,

just remember that no matter what there is a crazy little Catholic girl

who thinks you're about the most wonderful person in the world...."

Longvless, Washington, 120 miles south of Burien, was designed to he

the perfect city?actually part of a twin city, no one in the Northwest



ever refers to either Kelso or Longview singly, but always to
"KelsoLongvieah7." From the ridges of rolling hills covered with fir
trees on down to the flats along the Columbia River, Kelso-Longvievv
seemed the ideal spot for a metropolis. The great river passes below
the twin cities on its way west to the Pacific Ocean. And a high

bridge connects l.ong I view to Oregon where that state's far northwest
corner pokes into what seems as though it should have been part of

Washington State in the first place.

Neither Kelso nor Longview ever lived up to the grand dreams of the
pioneer founders. In fact, in May of 1980, it seemed that

Kelso-Longview itself might cease to exist at all. When Mount St.

Helens literally blew its top on May 18, powdery gray ash clogged the
Toutle River's banks ten feet deep, and Spirit Lake near the peak of

the mountain threatened to cascade down and wash Kelso and Longview out

to sea. Only a natural dam formed from debris stopped the torrent.

For months afterward, travelers along 1-5 tromped on their gas pedals
when they approached the twin cities, nervous that a wall of water

might still be a threat.

Cheryl Keeton was born in October 1949 and grew up in Longview in a
neat, cozy little house on a tree-lined street only a few blocks from
Long Park. And in the summer of 1967, like Brad Cunningham, she had
graduated from high school and was about to enter the University of
Washington. Slender, beautiful, dark-eyed, and extremely intelligent,

she was a small-town girl who seemed to have everything. She had dated



Dan Olmstead* since she was fourteen, and although Dan, two years older
than Cheryl, had attended Whitman University, he was switching to the

University of Washington in Seattle so they could be together.

Cheryl's family life was complicated as she was growing up but she had
always coped with change serenely. She was a girl who fixed her eye on
a goal and headed straight for it, and it was virtually impossible to
distract her. Only later would her relationships become convoluted and
interwoven, old strands braided back into new ones so that it almost
seemed as if some terrible blueprint was being traced, some irrevocable

plan set into motion.

Her mother, Betty, would divorce her father, Floyd Keeton, and remarry
twice before Cheryl was grown. Her father would also marry again, and

eventually Cheryl had five half brothers and sisters.

Betty Keeton Karr McNannay had always looked years younger than her
true age, she was a tall, attractive woman with a good figure and long
brown hair. Most Christmases, she got a new fur-trimmed coat, and she
always looked like a model as she posed for somebody's Polaroid

camera.

From the time she was fourteen, Betty had worked in some aspect of the
medical field. She began as a nurse's aide and next became a licensed
practical nurse and a certified alcohol counselor. Eventually, she

would work as a psychiatric security nurse at Western Washington State



Hospital in Steilacoom, an institution for the insane.

Betty's first, young marriage was to Floyd Keeton, a tall, well-built

man in his twenties with a crew cut. He was a half dozen years older

than Betty and she was barely nineteen when Cheryl was horn. After an
acrimonious divorce from Floyd, Betty married James Karr and gave birth
to a second daughter, Julia, and to a son, Jim, who were five and six

years younger respectively than Cheryl. Betty divorced Karr when Jim
was six. Betty was working as an LPN, and Cheryl walked little Julia

and Jim to and from school and looked after them until their mother got

home.

Betty met Bob McNannay, her third husband, when she was hired as his
secretary at the Port of Longview. McNannav was about a decade older
than she was, forty-two, and still a bachelor. He was intelligent and

kind and had a great sense of humor. He would spend thirty-seven years
working for the Port of Longview, becoming its general manager for the

last fourteen years before he retired.

Betty married Bob McNannav in October of 1963 when Cheryl was two days
from her fourteenth birthday. Julia was nine and Jim eight. They all
got along fine. Cheryl trusted Bob McNannav. and valued his

opinion.

Betty's welcome mat was always out to her children s friends, and their
home was full of parties and games and people. There was often an

extra place?or two or three?set at Betty's table. her kids grew up



happy.

Cheryl had always been a dedicated student, determined to go to
college. Bob McNannay admired her ambition and her brains. "She was
my daughter," he said later, as close to his heart as any natural child
could be. McNannav often found Cheryl sound asleep over her studies,
and he would wake her up and send her to bed. She graduated when she
was only seventeen," he recalled. "Her mother thought she was too
young to go to the [Jniversity of Washington. I told her Cheryl would

be fine?and she was."

Cheryl was a senior in high school when Betty gave birth to her last
child, Susan McNannay. Bob had longed for a child of his own, and he
doted on the little girl, the whole family did. Susan was seventeen
years younger than Cheryl, who adored her baby sister. She and her

boyfriend Dan lugged Susan around with them wherever they went.

Sometimes, when they took Susan to the store, they pretended that she
was their baby. Nobody doubted that they were her parents, even though

they seemed very young to have a baby.

Cheryl graduated from high school fifth in her class, she was coeditor
of the school paper, The Lumbertack Log She was pretty and brilliant
and happy. Susan grew up idolizing her older half sister. Cheryl was
always there for her, "a third parent, really," she recalled years

later.



As warm and loving as Cheryl was, Susan always viewed her as the
strongest member of her family emotionally. "Cheryl was always in
control, even with our family. She never lost an argument. She always
had the last word," Susan said. But she stressed that Cheryl wasn't
bossy, she was just blessed with great common sense and

determination.

Cheryl's natural father, Floyd, had moved to Vacaville, California, and
remarried. Cheryl remained close to him, her stepmother, Gabriella,
and her half sisters Debi and Kim. From the time she was small, she
had spent time every year with her father and his family in

California.

She was especially attached to her grandmother Edna Keeton.

Cheryl wasn't afraid of much, she was self-confident and had every
reason to be. She was smart and she was nice, but few people ever won
an argument with her. She wanted to be an attorney one day, and no one

doubted that she had what it took. But Cheryl was a romantic, too.

Her all-time favorite song was "Send In the Clowns." Susan, who would
grow up to be one of her closest friends, said that Cheryl loved Kurt

Weill's Threepenny Opera. She played the album over and over again.

But "Mack the Knife," a song of betrayal and swift bloody murder, was

not one of her favorites.



Cheryl began her freshman year at the University of Washington in the
fall of 1967, and even though she was more studious than most of her
Gamma Phi Beta sorority sisters, she made a lot of friends. There was

a warmth and a vivacity about Cheryl that attracted people to her.

For all of her life, she would be considered a cherished friend by
dozens of people. Many women who are as attractive as Cheryl was and
smart to boot have difficulty initiating friendships with other

women.

Not Cheryl.

Everyone liked her.

Cheryl majored in economics, continued to go steady with Dan Olmstead,
and worked so hard in college that she probably didn't have much time

to attend football games. During her years at the University of
Washington, it was unlikely that she had any idea who Brad Cunningham
was. He was a jock and she was a scholar. Brad had pledged Theta Chi,

the fraternity whose chapter house was next to the Gamma Phi house.

Occasionally the two houses had exchanges, casual social evenings. And
many years later, Brad would claim that he and Cheryl had dated once
while they were in college. It is impossible to prove or disprove

that. She was going steady with Dan and it would have been unlike her



to date someone else.

More probably, Brad and Cheryl had only passed each other as they
walked to class, their heads bent against the relentless Seattle

rain.

Cheryl's life had been pretty much charted since she was in junior high

school, and a big, cocky football player had no place in her plans.

Brad Cunningham was not her style.

Not then.

Brad s lifetime dream had been to play football for the University of
Washington Huskies. And he had made it. He pledged Theta Chi, and
Burien and Evergreen High School seemed far away, although he continued
to date Loni Ann Ericksen all through his freshman and sophomore

years.

Then in February 1969, Loni Ann missed her period. She was a senior at
Evergreen by that time and she was thrilled to be going steady with

Brad, being with him was the pinnacle of all her dreams and hopes.

Sleeping with him had, of course, always been a prerequisite for any
girl who wanted to date him, but like the other girls who had yearned
for Brad, Loni Ann hadn't minded. She loved him. More than that, she

idealized him. If she should be pregnant, she told herself; it



wouldn't be the end of the world. Even though pregnancy without
marriage was not socially acceptable in 1969, it was not nearly as

disgraceful as it had been a few decades earlier.

Loni Ann, stuck back in high school, had been petrified that she would
lose Brad to some college girl. Now she was almost relieved to think
she might he pregnant. It would mean that she and Brad would get
married. At least, she hoped they would. She already felt like part

of his family, she baby-sat often for Brad's sister Ethel, and she was

alwa,v.s welcome at Sanford and Rosemary's house.

With the passage of a few more weeks, there was no doubt that Loni Ann
was pregnant, due in October 1969. When she told Brad, he didn't seem
upset. They agreed to get married in March, and they chose the United
Methodist Church for the ceremony. It was right on Ambaum Boulevard in
Burien, only blocks from the house where Brad grew up. He was twenty
and Loni Ann seventeen. They made a great-looking couple. He was so

big and handsome, and she was slender and pretty.

Already a perfectionist, Brad took charge of the wedding and had every
detail planned ahead of time. He wanted his wedding and reception to
go like clockwork. And it almost did. Brad and Loni Ann knew that
their friends would tie balloons, crepe paper, and cans on their car,

but Brad wasn't about to drive down the street making a spectacle of
himself. He was too conscious of his image. He would not be looked

down upon, and he would not be laughed at. So he had stashed a



motorized golf cart in back of the church and he and Loni Ann were
prepared to zoom right out of the reception in the church basement to a
non-decorated car. Brad had figured out how to escape the ignominious

pelting of rice and chorus of raucous comments.

nFAD RY CTINCFT Loni Ann embarrassed Brad, however, before they even
made their getaway. When she tossed her wedding bouquet to a group of
squealing bridesmaids and single girls, she miscalculated and threw it

too high, and it got caught on a low-hanging telephone wire. It was

only a small flaw in Brad's perfect plan, but he was furious. With one

clumsy throw, Loni Ann had ruined his smoothly choreographed wedding

and reception.

The damn bouquet teetered on the wire while everyone tried to poke it
and shake it down. Loni Ann didn't know why it made such a difference
to Brad, hut it did. She apologized a dozen times, and finally he told
her to forget it. They would not let her bad aim ruin their

honeymoon.

Loni Ann looked forward to a wonderful life with her new husband, and
with the baby she carried. They rented a small unit at the Mark Manor
apartments midway between Burien and White Center, and both of them
worked hard. Although Brad had his three scholarships, that income
wasn't enough for the way he wanted them to live. He did construction

work when the Washington Huskies weren't in training or playing.

The young Cunninghams first summer, 1969, was a memorable one for its



cataclysmic and extraordinary events. Astronaut Neil Armstrong took
man's first steps on the moon on July 20. Eight days later, Mary Jo
Kopechne drowned in Senator Ted Kennedy's car when it plunged off a
bridge on Chappaquiddick Island. And on August 9, Charles Manson's
followers carried out his grotesque orders to kill and turned Roman

Polanski s home into an abattoir.

Most memorable of all, perhaps, was the Woodstock Music and Arts Fair,
which began on August 15. Almost half a million young people gathered
on a dairy farm in Bethel, New York, to listen to The Grateful Dead,
Jefferson Airplane, Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young, Janis Joplin, Jimi
Hendrix, and dozens of other musical groups and performers. But while
much of America's youthful population was caught up in peace and love
and, most particularly, Woodstock that summer, Brad Cunningham had
other things on his mind. He didn't want to dress like a hippie or

camp out in a muddy field listening to rock stars in the rain. He was

more comfortable in a three-piece suit.

Brad had always been a young man in a hurry and he didn't act like a
college boy. He could not have cared less about peace and love and the
end of all war, and he had far more important interests than whether

the Washington Huskies won the game on Saturday. He still liked
football well enough, and he took pride in keeping his huge body toned,
but his ambitions had changed and football was no longer his main

focus.



Brad hadn't made football history at Washington. He was a little fish

in a big pond and there were dozens like him.

Twenty-five years later, a man who had played for the Huskies was asked

about Brad. He searched his mind and finally a memory dawned slowly.

"Yeah, I remember him," he said. "He was the crook." " He didn't
explain his cryptic remark further. But Brad had always been a
braggart, and in college he liked to refer to the "big boys" he worked
for. He was still attending the University of Washington, but his
scholarships were a mere pittance compared to what he was making at
Gals Galore,* a topless tavern that was a major draw in the north end

of Seattle. It was rumored to be run by organized crime interests.

Perhaps it was, or perhaps that was only one of Brad's exaggerations.

While Seattle has never been a big mob town, there have been some

"families" whose business interests were suspect.

Brad began at Gals Galore as a bouncer, but a month later he was
promoted to business manager. He was smart, and he was a quick study
but Loni Ann wondered about his rapid rise in the girlie tavern. He

was certainly making a lot more money than he had working construction
during vacation. And when he dropped off the squad, he told Loni Ann
that the coach told him he was making too much money at his outside job

to keep his scholarship. Maybe that was true.



Besides that, Brad's personality made it impossible for him to be a
team player. College football was only a stepping-stone for him, a way
to pay for his education. And he didn't need that any longer. He had
his future all planned, and he and Loni Ann were not going to be living
in a crummy apartment for long, not if things worked out the way he

believed they would.

When she looked back, Loni Ann recalled that the first six months of

her marriage to Brad were quite happy. She had always realized that

Brad was a little self-involved, that he wanted his own way, but it

wasn't that big a deal to her. She had won the boy?the man?she loved

and she was determined to be the perfect wife. To supplement their
income, Brad and Loni Ann served as assistant managers of the apartment
house where they lived. She cleaned apartments after tenants moved

out, and he handled the books and the landscaping.

Kit Ann Cunningham was born in October of 1969, the month that her

father turned twenty-one. She was an exquisite dark-eyed baby girl.

Brad showed her off proudly to his family and friends. Loni Ann was
surprised and delighted to see what a proprietary attitude he took with

his first child.

But something began to go wrong in the young Cunningham marriage in the
first month after Kit's birth. Brad had sometimes gotten impatient

and short-tempered with Loni Ann during the two years they had dated,



and over the first six months of their marriage, but he had never hurt
her physically. It had never even occurred to her that he might. She
was a strong, athletic girl?but she was no match for a man who could

block a 250-pound guard and drop him where he stood.

The first hairline cracks in the structure of their marriage appeared

that fall. Brad seemed to delight in degrading and embarrassing Loni

Ann. He told her repeatedly that she was 'really stupid." He said he

could not understand how he could have married someone as stupid as she

was. Loni Ann was bewildered. She had believed that Brad loved her.

She hadn't changed, except to become a mother. But Brad's behavior

toward her was suddenly and inexplicably cruel.

He insisted that she dress in a way that demeaned her. He bought her

tiny little minidresses and push-up bras. She looked like a hooker.

She was a young mother and she could hardly bend over to pick up Kit
without showing her underwear. When Rosemar remarked about how
inappropriate her clothes were, Loni Ann blushed. "I hate the way-1

look," she said, "hut this is all that Brad buys me to wear."

Brad was consumed with Gals Galore. Loni Ann knew only what he told

her about the place and that frightened her. He referred to "orders

coming down from Reno and Vegas."

"Brad said that was why they went topless," she said. "Those were the



orders from Nevada."

When Brad gave up his football scholarships, Loni Ann was shocked.

How could he walk away from his lifetime dream? Now the was working
with people who cared only about money. Brad was away from home every
day from two in the afternoon until daylight. She had no idea what he

did while he was gone, but he would come home "really pumped" because
the "big shots' from Vegas had been up for a confab. And sometimes

Brad brought home television sets and furniture. She didn't know where

he got them.

Kit s birth had marked the beginning of the disintegration of their

marriage, and Brad s verbal abuse escalated into physical violence.

The first time he pushed her, Loni Ann was shocked, but she explained
it away. The second time he used force on her it wasn't so easy to

deal with. But with every passing month Brad's physical assaults grew
in intensity and freclucncy. "He would hit me," Loni Ann recalled many
years later. He would grab me by the arms and bang me against the

wall?throw me to the lloor, kick me, bang my head into the floor.

He hit me across the tace with his forearm . . . split my lip."

She could never deternaine just what it was she was doing wrong.



She finally came to believe that it was just who she was. Certainly,
Brad was growing beyond her in sophistication and in education. He was
out in the world, becoming more and more competent in dealing with

people.

He was so smart and she was an eighteen-year-old girl with a new baby,
who helped support them by clcaning toilets and scrubbing floors. She
knew she was probably boring to Brad. At the same time Loni Ann was
puzzled at how possessive he had become. He wanted to know where she
was every moment of the day. That was kind of silly since she had
neither the inclination nor the opportunity to be with any man but

Brad.

And when Loni Ann had the temerity to ask if she might attend some
college classes, he laughed. "That would be a real waste of money?

you're too stupid to learn."

Brad was doing so well in his job managing the tavern that he concluded
it was ridiculous for him to continue at the University of

Washington.

He was going to college to prepare for a career where he could make
money, but he was already making money. He dropped out of school,
although he would eventually return and gain his degree in Business
Administration in 1978 when he realized that a degree meant money in
the bank. Brad was on his way to be the success he had always

envisioned.



Loni Ann was afraid when Brad was working for Gals Galore. One time
she could see that he was really worried about something. He wouldn't
discuss tavern business with her, but he instructed her, "Don't open

the door?not for anyone." He was gone into the wee hours of the

morning and that made her more afraid.

Loni Ann was relieved when Brad went to work for a life insurance
company and then started his own business as a real estate entrepreneur
in the early 1970s. He called his fledgling corporation "B.M.C. and
Associates." Brad had not turned out to be the Big Man on Campus
everyone expected, but B.M.C. and Associates took off He proved to be a
natural. People responded positively to him. He had such an easy way
about him, making everyone he met believe that he sincerely liked them
and that knowing him would improve their lives and fortunes
immeasurably. He exuded charm and capability at the same time. It was
a talent, a genuine talent. It didn't matter that his office was only

a little hole in the wall. Brad had a million-dollar personality.

They were still living at the Mark Manor apartments in 1970 when Loni
Ann found she was pregnant again. It was not an easy pregnancy, and
Brad was far less entranced with the idea of being a father than he had
been with their first baby. After a long, difficult labor, Loni Ann

gave birth to Brad's second child and his first son on December 9,

1970.



Brent Morris* was only thirteen months younger than Kit. Loni Ann had
come very close to dying during her exhausting labor, and she was too
weak to take care of her new son. Brad's sister Ethel looked after the

red-headed baby until Loni Ann was strong enough to take over.

Gradually but inexorably, invisible walls rose higher around Loni

Ann.

There came a time when she had no freedom at all. She had to account
to Brad for every minute of her life. Their apartment was midway
between Burien and White Center, and since Brad always had the car,
Loni Ann had to walk several blocks either way to reach a grocery

store. Brad ordered her to let him know whenever she would he gone
from the apartment and for precisely how long. With a one-year-old and
a newborn to carry along on all her errands, it was difficult for Loni

Ann to know how long it was going to take her to get groceries and walk
home. She often found herself running in a panic toward their

apartment in a futile effort to meet Brad's immutable schedule.

Brad's power over Loni Ann eventually expanded to the point where she
was not allowed to take the babies outside to play, or to go to the
playground, without notifying him. He instructed her that she must

call either him or his receptionist and leave a message to tell him

where she was going. If she went to get the mail from the box
downstairs and he called twice without reaching her, Brad left work and
came home. He punished loni Ann for such grievous misconduct and he

did it physically. Brad would backhand her and she would stagger



across the room and crumple to the floor.

Loni Ann didn't tell anyone. Brad was nice to everybody but her.

"I was embarrassed and ashamed that my own husband would treat me so

poorly," she confessed.

It got worse. After they had been married three years, Loni Ann was
the object of Brad's beatings two or three times a month. Still, she
didn't tell anyone. Once when she had tried to argue hack, Brad had
looked at her and said quietly, "You know, I could have things done to

you if [ wanted to...."

This was the man she had loved since she was fifteen. This was the man
she had believed was "absolutely, positively, one of the mostest
wonderful persons I've had the pleasure of getting to know." Loni Ann

realized, far too late, that she no longer knew her husband at all.

Perhaps she had never really known Brad. All she knew was that he was
ashamed of her, and that she and the babies seemed to mean nothing to
him. And after a while, Loni Ann couldn't understand why Brad wouldn't
just let her go. He didn't want her. He had convinced her that no one
would want her. They had both been very young when they got married,
and they had married because Loni Ann was pregnant. Maybe they never
really had a chance at a lasting relationship. Still, they stayed

together, working at cross-purposes perhaps, but together.



Loni Ann had no idea at all where she was. She had come to this dark
place in a car with Brad. She remembered that much, that part was not

a dream. She knew she had wakened slowly from a nauseous, drunken
stupor as they hurtled through the night. It was totally out of

character for her to get drunk. Her life had become such a tenuous
balancing act that she needed, always, to watch and be ready. She

never drank, nothing more than a beer or two, that was probably why the
drinks at the party had hit her like truth serum, loosening her

tongue.

Then she had thrown up until her insides felt sprained and bruised, but

it was too late.

The alcohol was already in her bloodstream. She didn't weigh that much
in the first place. Loni Ann had passed out from the combination of

alcohol and humiliation.

She could not really remember leaving the party. She had a blurred
recollection of Brad dragging her out of the house and away from the

others. Her arms hurt where his fingers had left deep indentations.

She was used to it now. Brad was knocking her around regularly, but he
was always careful that the marks he left could be covered up by a
longsleeved, high-necked blouse. That was the only time he let her
wear modest clothes. He didn't want anyone to know he was hitting

her.



They were supposed to be the perfect couple, and Loni Ann knew that
perfect wives don't anger perfect husbands to the point that those

wives must be punished. Brad was a stickler about appearances. No one
outside their marriage had any hint that they were anything but "the
ideal, happy couple." Brad wanted it that way. He was a young

business prodigy on his way up.

It was Memorial Day 1971, and they had been married two years.

Loni Ann had snapped and she had broken a number of Brad's rules. The
party was a going-away party for one of Loni Ann's friends, a woman she
had come to depend on. The fact that one of her few close friends was
moving away was a blow to her. Although she had never told anyone
about Brad's beatings, her friends were still important to her. She

hated to lose even one. Maybe that was why she had had too much to

drink. Brad was incredulous that she could embarrass him that way.

But then she had committed an even more terrible offense.

Before she passed out, Loni Ann had crossed another invisible,
forbidden line. She blurted out secrets too long pent up. She told

about Brad's brutality. Even as her alcohol-loosened tongue babbled on
about how awful things were in her marriage, she knew somewhere deep

inside that Brad would never in this world forgive her. Never.



And then she had became violently ill.

Her girlfriends led Loni Ann into the bathroom and one of them held her
head while she vomited. She was neither the first nor the last wife

who drank too much, told secrets, and thoroughly embarrassed her

husband.

But Brad was capable of a singular kind of rage, an emotion so inherent
and dominant in his nature that it defied opposition. Loni Ann had

seen it. His mother, Rosemary, had glimpsed it. And his father had to

be aware of his compulsion to control, though Sanford accepted whatever

Brad did, Brad was his son and not unlike himself.

Even with all the beatings she had gone through, Loni Ann had never
seen Brad as angry as he was at the party. He had pounded on the door
of the bathroom and demanded to be let in. Her friends saw that she
was terrified and refused to open the door. Brad simply broke in and
grabbed Loni Ann by the arm, half pulling, half dragging her to their

car.

She didn't remember that part, she had passed out.

When she awoke, they were on a dark road. "I was sick. I was very

tired," she remembered. "When he stopped the car, he walked me a few

feet away from the road and told me, Just stay here."

" Loni Ann was still too drunk to walk and frightened half out of her



wits. Brad propped her up at the edge of the road and drove off,

leaving her surrounded by absolute pitch-black night.

She stayed. The ground seemed to undulate beneath her, and she
struggled to keep upright. Finally she began to crawl, reaching out in
the darkness, trying to find the road. She could feel nothing in front
of her, so she turned around. Then she saw lights in the distance,
lights that would prove to be miles awa