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"Tracie screamed, 'please, this wasn't part
of the deal!' Her tormentor seemed to revel in her pain, and his
breathing became faster and heavier as he bit the teenager even
harder. She screamed again. She begged him to stop. But he became
more brutal. There was no stopping him until he had satisfied his
lust for blood."

The 16-year-old was lucky. She at least
survived her encounter with Dayton Leroy Rogers to detail its
horrors. But a long list of other women were not as fortunate.
Their stories had to be painstakingly pieced together by police
from the corpses on the most shocking trail of terror ever left by
a serial killer.
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Author's Note

This is a complex story of torture,
mutilation, and serial murder, based on hundreds of hours of
research of police files, trial accounts, psychological reports,
and dozens of interviews. The story is presented in the order that
it unfolded during the investigation for purposes of clarity and, I
hope, to enable the reader to visualize it from the investigators'
perspective.

Every incident presented herein is true, and
none of the characters portrayed are fictional or are composites
from my imagination. Although I have elected to change the names of
several people to spare them further embarrassment and shame,
particularly the survivors of sexual violence and torture as well
as those who had no direct connection to the crimes, I have made no
fabrications; the dramatizations stand on their own. Everything
presented here is as historically accurate as possible. An asterisk
(*) appears after a fictitious name at the time of its first
occurrence.

G.C.K.







Murder most foul, as in the

best it is;

But this most foul, strange

and unnatural.

 


William Shakespeare,

Hamlet, Act I, Scene 5

 


Whoso sheddeth man's

blood, by man shall his blood

be shed.

 


Genesis, IX, 6


Preface

As a detective story writer of the true-crime
genre, it was inevitable that the strange serial murder case of
Dayton Leroy Rogers, also known as the Molalla Forest Killer, would
come to my attention. Such cases always do, but unless the
investigative work is particularly fascinating or the crimes are
inherently interesting, they don't always get written. But the
Rogers case grabbed my interest from the probe's outset in August
1987, in part because of the lurid nature of his crimes but more so
because of my seemingly never-ending preoccupation with trying to
understand what creates such people or otherwise causes them to do
what they do. Studying a cold and calculating psychopathic sex
murderer, a man addicted to power and control over others, can be
unsettling at times, often disgusting, even frightening, but never
dull.

Not surprisingly the Rogers homicide probe,
which came to a head in midsummer 1987, would be remembered as the
worst serial murder case in Oregon's history. Before then,
residents and law officers alike had never even realized that a
sadistic serial killer had been operating in their midst. Rogers
had been slick, as such killers often are, at literally plucking
women off Portland's streets, some never to be seen again alive. By
the time the authorities had Rogers in custody, the killer had
claimed the lives of at least eight young women, all
prostitutes.

Unlike those of many serial killers, Rogers'
crimes were not committed over a large geographical area, with
bodies scattered here and there. If they had been, and if corpses
had begun to turn up one by one, police agencies would at the very
least have been aware that a serial killer was at work and they
could have duly enlightened the public.

They could have warned people to be on the
lookout for certain characteristics, such as the killer's method of
operation, the type of vehicles he was believed to have been
driving, and, if authorities were lucky enough to have found one or
more eyewitnesses, a physical description. The police could have
taken steps that, ideally, would have eventually led to the
killer's identification and apprehension, preferably before rather
than after he'd chalked up such a large number of victims. But
before they could have even hoped of doing anything about it, the
police needed evidence that the crimes were being committed.
They needed to know that women were disappearing and being
murdered. Naturally, the lawmen who would eventually work this case
were just as shocked as the general public when the bodies did, in
fact, turn up, quite by accident.

Every good cop knows that identifying a
serial killer, much less catching one, is a monumental task even
under the best of circumstances simply because of the nature by
which such killers operate. In most "routine" homicides,
investigators often have a suspect to scrutinize right away, even
before the body has become cold. In those cases the suspect is
someone related to the victim, a business associate, or someone
that the victim perhaps knew, even if only remotely, under other
circumstances. There is, in those instances, at least some kind of
a connection between the suspect and the victim, even if it is
veiled or unknown at the probe's outset.

In true serial murder cases such as this one,
investigators have no such luxury. The typical serial killer is
shrewd, clever, and never chooses anyone that he knows well or is
close to as his victim. Instead, he "trolls" until he finds the
perfect stranger, quite often teenage runaway girls and
prostitutes, anyone who cannot be easily connected to him. When his
carnage is finally discovered, all he has left the police to work
with are dead bodies and mounting frustration.

He frequently disposes of his victims' bodies
at secluded locations, places where he can return to again and
again, if not to dump new corpses, then to savor the "trophies" or
souvenirs of his earlier kills. He often follows news accounts of
his crimes, which unintentionally aid him in staying one or more
steps ahead of the law. That way he knows when a body has been
found and what additional evidence, if any, has been discovered,
and whether or not he needed to alter his method of operation or
flee to another locale where he is not yet known.

This wasn't the first time that the state of
Oregon had been plagued by the savage, feral acts of such a killer,
many of whom have characteristically trolled city streets, shopping
malls, and even country roads to find their usually unsuspecting
victims. But by the time the investigators wrapped up the case they
found themselves hoping—futilely, they knew—that it would be the
last of its type, at least in their jurisdiction.

In the late 1960s, Oregon lawmen had to
contend with the carnage of Jerome Henry Brudos. Brudos, a
brilliant electrician, married man, and father of two, liked to
kidnap and hold young women captive in his garage workshop. He
would dress them in his specially selected lingerie and photograph
the terrified females for his very private collection. Afterward he
would torture his victims for hours on end before strangling them
with his powerful hands, then would chop off body parts, which he
kept for souvenirs. A sadistic devil if ever there was, Brudos had
been the record holder in Oregon for the number of slayings
attributed to a single killer, until Dayton Leroy Rogers came
along.

The Pacific Northwest in general, with its
vast, dense forests and mountainous terrain, seems to be the
perfect backdrop for killers such as Rogers. It provides ample
out-of-the-way dumping grounds and the right climate and
atmospheric conditions for rapid decomposition of a victim's body.
Under such conditions a victim's remains can lay undiscovered for
months, even years, while the killer continues his unsavory deeds
virtually unnoticed, with little or nothing to connect him to his
crimes.

Before Rogers, the 1970s, for example, saw
the senselessness of the "Ted" killings, the vicious murders of
beautiful young coeds whose decomposed or skeletonized remains
often turned up on densely forested hillsides. Those murders would
later be attributed to the actions of a handsome, harmless-looking
former law student and political aide named Ted Bundy, a confessed
murderer that just about everybody has heard of by now. Although he
paid for his grisly deeds in "Old Sparky," Florida's electric
chair, in January 1989, he left behind a dark legacy of shattered
lives and broken dreams.

Then came the 1980s, so far the most
homicidal period in the region's—if not the entire
nation's—history, when the ever-increasing phenomenon of serial
murder continued to baffle law enforcement officials and mental
health professionals. In the early part of the decade the Pacific
Northwest, and particularly Oregon, was again terrorized, this time
by a masculine, good-looking young man named Randall Wood field. A
star athlete and an "A" student, Wood field was the type of man
that women, young and old alike, dreamed about. However, after
being drafted by the Green Bay Packers, Wood field chose to throw
away his chance to play pro football, and perhaps achieve wealth
and fame, by becoming the "1-5 Killer," a sex-fiend responsible for
raping, sodomizing, and murdering young women and children along
the busy freeway that runs through Washington, Oregon, and
California. He got life in prison, then went on to become Elizabeth
Diane Downs's prison pen pal.

There was also, of course, the "Green River
Killer," a serial murderer still at large who—if one can believe
Henry Lee Lucas's recantations or, more recently, Donald Leroy
Evans's as yet unsubstantiated claims that he has killed 72
people—has perhaps chalked up the most victims attributed to a
single killer. The Green River Killer's choice of victims consisted
mostly of prostitutes and drug addicts, some of whom were
teenagers, others mature women, but all of whom were seasoned and
streetwise. Although that murderer's activities have taken place
mostly in Washington (as far as authorities have been able to
determine), he managed to complicate matters for Oregon law
officers by leaving a handful of his victims in that state before
apparently ceasing, for any number of reasons, his activities in
the Northwest. Police officials believe the killer is either in
jail, dead, or has moved on to another location where he could
continue satisfying his addiction to murder without having to face
as much heat from the law.

Then, toward the latter part of the decade,
came Dayton Leroy Rogers, the "Molalla Forest Killer," the subject
of this book. As best as Detective John Turner of the Clackamas
County Sheriff's Department, the lead investigator in the case, and
other crime experts were able to determine, Rogers's lust for
killing reached its pinnacle in the summer of 1987. However,
Detective Turner unearthed a background which showed that Rogers
had been working up to committing murder for a long, long time.

Detective Turner located countless victims
who endured unspeakable acts of torture and mutilation at his
hands, acts of sadism that had been going on for nearly fifteen
years before the first body was found. Because all of Rogers's
crimes apparently were motiveless and sexual, Turner found that the
danger signals that Rogers would go on to commit murder—clearly
shown through the killer's prior crimes—had gone unnoticed, somehow
slipping through the cracks of a system that was designed to
prevent such tragedies from occurring.

In this complex case, Turner would eventually
conclude that Rogers was a paradox. A psychopath out of control on
the one hand, and—perhaps an even more chilling premise— a man very
much in control on the other. By day, while his mask of
sanity was firmly in place, he appeared to be a loving husband and
father, a highly skilled, intelligent, and respected businessman in
his community. By night, however, when the mask came off, Turner
would learn, Rogers became a sexual sadist, a brutal fetishist bent
on inflicting horrendous pain and suffering on his victims before
finishing them off in the most dreadful ways conceivable to a
normal mind.

The Marquis de Sade would have been proud of
him, and Jack the Ripper envious.

Many had come before him, capturing the
attention of law enforcement and the news media, and terrifying
entire communities. Killers such as Woodfield, Brudos, Bundy, the
Green River Killer, the Hillside Strangler, and countless others
had committed sensational, horrible crimes, to be sure. But they
had also, albeit unintentionally, forced the wheels of numerous
police agencies into motion as the bodies piled up while they
continued to kill, leaving corpses, some say, where they could be
more easily found for reasons not clearly delineated. Call it
sloppiness, carelessness, or a subconscious desire to be caught. No
one, likely not even the killers, really knows for sure.

Rogers hadn't been careless, at least
not until he reached his eighth victim. Using fictitious names,
Rogers had remained unknown, free to troll city streets for his
next victims simply because his victims weren't turning up.
He liked his namelessness. In fact, he thrived on it because no one
was looking for him. If he hadn't become careless, or perhaps just
overly confident, who knows how long he could have gotten away with
his insidious maiming, torturing, and killing?

When Rogers finally did come under police
scrutiny, it soon became clear to Turner that he hadn't been
operating haphazardly. Turner and others close to the case agreed
that there was indeed a method to his madness.

Like most serial killers, Rogers's victims
were always women. As far as anyone knows, they were also always
prostitutes. He chose street whores because they were readily
available, easy prey, quite simply victims of opportunity. He also
knew that those he chose to kill would not be quickly missed
because of their transient lifestyles, nor would their
disappearances generate a great deal of attention when a friend or
loved one eventually did report their prolonged, unexplained
absences to the police. Likewise, he knew that those he had
not killed would likely not go to the police because of the
illegal nature of their line of work and the fact that many had
warrants out for their arrests. Those who did report their
torturous encounters with him would initially not be taken too
seriously, or their stories would be simply dismissed as a hooker's
date gone awry. That is, until the case reached John Turner's desk.
Turner, clearly a dedicated lawman, took all of his cases
seriously, applying equal weight and concern to each and every
victim regardless of the victim's background or walk of life. The
victims, in his mind, were human beings first, and it was his duty
to see that justice prevailed and that examples were set to, he
hoped, deter other potential killers lying in wait from carrying
out their crimes against humanity.

Like Brudos, Rogers was a family man. Like
Bundy, he has appealing features. As with the Green River Killer,
he chose ladies of the night as his victims and cluster-dumped
their bodies at outdoor locations. He knew what he was doing, and
he became very proficient at it. Mutilation of conscious victims
was his forte or trademark and was always a part of the acting out
of his fantasies. But one day he would slip up, turn an entire
community inside out, and be named like all those who came before
him. He would lose his anonymity and would be remembered in the
darkest annals of crime history.

There are eight known dead victims, and
Turner and his colleagues suspect there are countless others whose
bodies haven't yet turned up, and perhaps never will. Here is the
chilling story of how Dayton Leroy Rogers became the Molalla Forest
Killer, a ravenous sexual psychopath whose lust for blood knew no
bounds.







Prologue

March 1987

Spring had arrived in northwestern Oregon
again, at least on the calendar. It would be at least another six
weeks, however, before the rhododendrons revealed their short-lived
blossoms of pink and white, about the same time that the abounding
rosebuds began to swell. It would be even longer before the warm
rays of sunshine broke through all the massive layers of gray,
ultimately proving that blue skies do exist above the dismal inkish
pall to which most northwesterners pay little notice. Until then,
the chilly mists and frequent downpours would continue their
atmospheric journey across the Coast Range Mountains, descending
upon virtually every parcel of earth west of the volcanic
Cascades.

Tracie Baxter,* barely sixteen, bowed her
head and careened her body against the frequent blasts of cold,
wind-driven March rain as she confidently claimed her usual
position along a block of Portland's busy Southeast 82nd Avenue,
between Foster Road and Flavel Street. Donning a short, tight denim
skirt that exposed a lot of thigh, provocative passion-pink
anklets, and black high-heel shoes, the blond, brown-eyed young
street whore shivered from the chill, wishing that she had dressed
in something less scanty. But she wanted to attract some business
fast, and dressing that way was the most explicit means she knew of
to entice a john to stop right away, short of publicly undressing.
She was the only hooker in sight that evening, at least so far, all
alone in the dark save for the late commuters who seemed to
literally parachute off the buses at the nearby transit stop.
Watching them as they impatiently filed off, she briefly wondered
how long she would have to wait for a paying customer to stop and
knew that, despite the wretched weather and the accompanying
discomfort she was feeling, she would remain on the block as long
as was necessary.

Southeast 82nd Avenue, one of the city's main
north-south arteries, embodied insanely whizzing traffic and muted
flashes of chrome at all hours of the day and night. It was a lot
like Los Angeles' Sunset Boulevard, but without all of the famous
landmarks and glitter of Hollywood. As with Sunset Boulevard, 82nd
Avenue was a haven for prostitutes, pimps, johns, runaways, drug
addicts, pushers—the dregs of society, the discarded remnants of
human hope gone astray. Most went by street names such as Dee Dee,
Mo, Gypsy, Noni, and so on, some so far gone that it took
considerable effort for them to remember their names, streetwise or
real. Many of the street "residents" lived merely for their next
fix of heroin or rock of crack.

Most didn't know where they would sleep from
one night to the next, and the more desperate ones who ended up
there because there was no place else for them to go often sold
their bodies for a hamburger and a milk shake or a $15 motel room.
And the regular cruisers who had money to blow, the friendless
pariahs from the outer circle, knew just where to go to find what
they wanted. If it was illegal, they could easily acquire it on
82nd Avenue.

Streetwise and aged beyond her tender teenage
years, Tracie knew 82nd Avenue well and in a normal workday—or
evening, as the case may be—traversed much of it. But she preferred
to work along the active strip in front of what then was known as
Bob's Big Boy Restaurant, where, it seemed, she had the greatest
success hooking johns. Over time, it became her block, well
within the boundaries of what she considered her territory.
Most of the other hookers, in an unspoken code of ethics, stayed
clear of it, at least as long as Tracie was there. Tracie, in turn,
respected the other girls' territory most of the time.

Tracie, who had been coached by her
boyfriend/pimp to treat the sale of her body as a business, came to
value her spot along the busy avenue. They had chosen it carefully
a few weeks earlier after deciding that the downtown core area of
the city was not for her. There were too many cops downtown, and
the streets there seemed to attract a greater cross-section of
Portland's "weirdos" and "creeps," as she called them, the enema
freaks, torture aficionados, bestiality enthusiasts, and other
deviants with whom she didn't want to do business. Not only did the
82nd Avenue location hold greater potential for scoring a number of
customers on any given night due to the volume of traffic, but
most, she mistakenly believed, were of a more respectable nature.
She also saw fewer young boys, the "punks," climb into lawyers' and
businessmen's Mercedes and Jaguars there, and she seemed less at
odds with others in the trade on 82nd. She also liked her location
because she could easily duck inside Bob's Big Boy if she spotted
police cruisers coming down the block, or she could simply slip
inside, where she was becoming well known, to sip on a cup of hot
coffee and warm up in the unlikely event that it turned out to be a
tough night. She could also occasionally proposition a lone male
customer, as long as the management wasn't watching. However, she
knew it was best to keep her business outdoors. That way she could
avoid running the risk of getting eighty-sixed from Bob's.

It was a Friday, payday for many, she knew,
as she walked and danced up and down the block, twirling her
now-opened umbrella and feigning happiness, waving and smiling at
the passing motorists, each a potential john. Tracie made no
pretense, particularly to herself, of her simple objective: she
needed to earn enough money to keep her and her boyfriend supplied
with a motel room, a little food, crack cocaine, and liquor for at
least a couple of days, or risk having the shit beat out of her at
the end of the night. But her slim figure and petite build had
helped make her a hot, profitable item, so she never worried too
much about encountering a sudden downturn in business or meeting
her objective.

It was a few minutes past 7 P.M. when she
first noticed the light-colored silver-blue Nissan pickup pass
slowly in front of the restaurant. The driver turned his head
toward her and peered out of the passenger window as he drove by,
and Tracie thought she detected a smile through the darkness. As
her gaze followed the pickup's taillights, she momentarily recalled
conversations with other hookers in which she had been warned of a
man driving just such a vehicle. The other girls had said that he
liked kinky sex and bondage and was especially attracted to women's
feet. But he sometimes became violent, even savage. He liked
knives, they said, and often cut his victims. The girls who had
unwittingly accepted his offers said he was sexually aroused at the
sight of their blood, and many came away from their encounters with
him scarred for life, both emotionally and physically. Although he
was known to pay as much as $150 for a "date," they advised Tracie
to stay away from him. Even for that kind of money, they said, a
girl would have to be desperate, crazy, or both to take a chance on
him. Paying little heed to their warnings and concluding that such
a thing could never happen to her, Tracie tried to put the guy out
of her mind.

The pickup turned off the busy thoroughfare
at the next block and stopped. Leaning over onto the passenger
side, the driver opened the door, beckoning Tracie through the
downpour to come over to his truck. Eager to earn whatever money
she could and thinking that he was looking for what she was
offering, Tracie went to him without hesitation. This was looking
better than she had expected. It had taken less than ten minutes
for her to get picked up.

"Hi! Wanna go for a ride and have some drinks
with me?" He spoke slowly, as if feeling his way. He flashed her a
wide smile as he gawked at her young body with puppy dog eyes that
seemed to droop ever so slightly on his durably boyish face, and
motioned for her to get inside. Pale and soft-spoken, he could have
passed for the actor John Ritter from a distance, and close up he
somewhat resembled a popular local television news reporter.
Outwardly he looked innocuous enough, and Tracie settled quickly
into the seat beside him.

Tracie noticed that he seemed easygoing,
cool, and relaxed as he put the truck in motion. But the traits
that she believed she observed were deceiving, and she would
realize only too late that she had misinterpreted them. His
apparent congeniality was, in reality, calculating
cold-bloodedness, and even though considerably streetwise at
sixteen, Tracie was still too naive to see the evil that lurked
behind his mask. Although flashes of the tales she had heard about
the bondage and dominance freak kept returning, she really didn't
want to worry that he might be the same man that the other girls
had warned her about. So what if his pickup was similar to the
bondage freak's? Hell, there must be hundreds, maybe even thousands
of small blue trucks in the Portland area. Why worry that this one
was his? Besides, he seemed like a nice enough guy, and she
was desperate for the money.

"My name's Steve," said the man quietly,
biting the nails of his left hand as he steered the pickup with his
right. As they turned around in the parking lot of Bob's Big Boy,
Tracie noticed that he not only chewed on his fingernails, he bit
them to the quick. Aware that she was watching him, he quickly took
his hand away from his mouth. He pulled back onto the side street,
but remained silent. Aside from the cars that zoomed in front of
them while they waited at the stop sign, the only sound that came
from inside the pickup's cab was the windshield wipers slapping
back and forth at the ever-blowing Oregon rain. At the first break
in the seemingly never-ending stream of traffic, he turned right
onto 82nd Avenue and headed south toward Oregon City, a Portland
suburb.

It was a nice pickup. It had a stick shift,
and the interior was a vinyl grayish blue color. Tracie noticed
that it didn't have a sliding back window, like many pickups have.
It appeared very clean, at least on the surface, and it seemed to
her that the owner was very particular. As they drove along,
Trade's attention was momentarily drawn to the ignition switch,
where she was mesmerized by the swinging of a black plastic swivel
hook that dangled from his key chain. For some strange reason, it
was a minor detail that she would not forget.

Tracie brought herself out of the trance and
introduced herself to make idle conversation, making a spurious
attempt at returning Steve's smile, if that was his name. Instinct
told her it wasn't, but it didn't really matter. Unless her johns
impressed her in some way, she nearly always forgot their names
anyway. Tracie peered straight ahead, waiting for the man to say
something, anything. But he never uttered a sound.

Not wanting to make her date feel like he was
being unduly scrutinized, Tracie tried not to look directly at him
while he drove. But she could feel his eyes alternating between her
and the road, moving up and down her sleek body as he studied her.
Normally she wouldn't have found that annoying. Guys did it all the
time. But in this instance, because of what she'd heard about the
bondage and dominance freak in the blue pickup, a coldness consumed
her entire body from the inside out. She shivered involuntarily and
knew that sudden fear had inserted its icy finger inside her chest.
Could it be him?

The man suddenly seemed detached and aloof to
her and was all-consumed by the deep mental state he was in.
Although she had no way of knowing it, her temporary companion was
planning and mentally rehearsing a violent scenario he would
eventually force her to play out with him.

Sensing her apparent unease, the man seemed
to emerge from the depths of his mind. He casually reached into a
small box he kept on the floor and brought out a cassette tape,
which he popped into the stereo. Tracie was glad to hear the music,
even if it was an old album of the Rolling Stones from the
seventies. It brought forth a sense of calm in the young trollop,
temporarily allaying her apprehension, and served to help break the
ice between them as they drove on. A few miles later the man
wheeled the pickup into the parking lot of a Denny's restaurant
across the street from Clackamas Town Center, a mega-shopping mall
on 82nd Avenue, and cut the engine as he brought it to an abrupt
halt.

"I could use a drink," he said, his voice
empty and seemingly directed only at himself. Reaching behind the
long bench seat, he brought out a paper bag. Next he took out a
plastic container of orange juice, the individual one-serving size,
and a small bottle of vodka like those served on airlines. It
seemed to Tracie that he came prepared, but for what, she did not
know.

He drank some of the orange juice, apparently
to make room in the container for the vodka. After pouring the
liquor into the juice, he replaced the plastic lid and shook it
vigorously. When it was mixed to his satisfaction, he took a long,
steady draw, consuming half of the inebriating liquid before coming
up for air.

"Want some?" He handed the drink to Tracie
without waiting for her to respond. As she sipped the crudely made
screwdriver, he mixed another one for himself, this time pouring in
two bottles of the vodka. He drank it quickly and didn't have to
wait very long for the alcohol's warming and exhilarating influence
to overwhelm him. Alcohol somehow always made him feel sharp and
well defined. Even though it was a falsity, it placed him a cut
above the rest in his own mind.

"Let me see your feet," he bluntly
demanded.

"What?" His demand struck Tracie as strange.
This must be the guy, she thought, her body growing numb with fear
again.

"Take off your shoes. I want to see your
feet."

Nervously Tracie did as he asked, and she
noticed that the man's breathing increased considerably. He seemed
to be getting excited, aroused. She decided there was no need for
her to worry too much, at least not yet. After all, they were in a
busy public parking lot. The guy would have to be crazy to try
anything there.

"Put your feet in my lap," he said. When she
complied, he began massaging them. She could feel the stiffening
inside his pants, and she knew that he was turned on by her feet.
At one point he made another demand, telling her to put the bottoms
of her feet together. He continued massaging them, breathing
heavier as Tracie wondered what he had in mind. He suddenly stopped
the foot massage and mixed another drink.

"Here, have another one." He pushed the drink
toward Tracie.

"No. I don't usually drink these." Her voice
was light and trivial and trailed off into silence.

"Come on. Just drink it. One more," he
insisted.

"No," she firmly refused, her tone heavier
now. She promptly followed up her rejection with a faked smile.
Hadn't the other girls said that the bondage freak had a thing
about feet? The thought frightened her again, but she somehow
managed to shake off the fear almost as quickly as it had come.
Like most people, she convinced herself that bad things only
happened to others. It could never happen to her.

"Okay, then. Let's carry on with the
business. You know, I've only got forty dollars and some more
vodka," he stated matter-of-factly. "That's all I can offer you for
tonight."

Tracie was disappointed, but she tried hard
not to show it. Forty dollars was quite a bit shy of the type of
money she had been hoping for. Her standard fee was more than that
just for straight sex; she charged even more for extras such as
fetishes or anal entry but often less for fellatio. She might have
turned his offer down if they had talked business before she got
inside his truck. But she decided that $40 was better than nothing,
and she was out of the wind and the rain. She reluctantly decided
to carry on with the "date" and secretly hoped for the best.

"What do you have in mind for forty dollars?"
she asked, somewhat smugly. "Straight sex? A blow job?"

"I don't know," he lied, smiling at her like
a shark. "I really hadn't thought about it. I'm just looking for
some company, someone to spend a little time with." He confidently
placed his hand on the inner thigh of her left leg and gently
stroked it back and forth with the tips of his fingers. It made
Tracie's flesh crawl. "We could drive around for a while and just
drink. I know of a perfect place where we can go and do it. It's
out in Molalla, a very private place."

Desperate to turn a buck, Tracie voiced no
objections, despite the fact that she didn't have any idea where
Molalla was located. Besides, he seemed to have lost interest in
her feet, relieving her anxiety that he might be the violent foot
fetishist she had heard so much about. The man who called himself
Steve pulled out of the Denny's parking lot and began driving up
Sunny side Road to the on ramp of Interstate 205. From there they
headed south for a few miles, exiting the freeway at the Park
Place/Molalla off ramp, where they left the bright lights and the
perceived safety of the city far behind.

Little was said during the drive, and at one
point Tracie found herself wondering where she was after becoming
disoriented on the dark highway. She saw a few road signs as they
passed, one of which read Clackamas Community College, but none of
them really meant anything to her. Passing the college seemed to be
the point where they left civilization behind, and she suddenly
found herself wishing that she hadn't gone out with this guy. She
was completely lost by now.

Tracie tried to push the fear out of her mind
again, but the darkness and unfamiliar territory caused it to keep
creeping back in. She soon began wondering how long the date would
last, knowing that her boyfriend would be really pissed off if she
came home with only $40. She was beyond the point of backing out
now and, not wanting to be dropped off in the middle of nowhere,
she decided she'd just have to make the best of it and hope that
she would get back to the city in time to turn a few more tricks
before calling it a night. In her youthful naivete, she hardly even
considered that she might not make it back at all. Nobody kills
another person without a strong reason or without being provoked,
she decided.

Some forty-five minutes after picking Tracie
off the busy Portland avenue, the man made a right turn off the
Molalla Forest Road onto a narrow gravel logging spur road. They
were surrounded by heavy forest, making the night pitch-black on
both sides of the road.

"We're almost there," he said as they wound
along the sometimes nearly impassable road that took them farther
and farther up into the hills. True to his word, he soon stopped
the pickup along a gravel turnaround near a Y in the road. It felt
like they had gone to the top of a mountain. Tracie, noticing a
clearing surrounded by trees, momentarily wondered if they were at
a remote campsite.

"Why don't you get completely undressed now,"
he said, his voice not asking, but commanding again. Tracie agreed,
but asked for the money first. When he handed her the $40, she
pulled off her shirt. Her date glared at her youthful breasts,
shimmering beneath the dim illumination of the cab's dome light. In
a hurry to get it over with, she quickly wriggled out of her skirt
and panties and bent her legs beneath her as she turned to face her
date.

"Do you like to be tied up?" he asked. The
abruptness of the question caught Tracie off guard, but she tried
not to let it show even though it scared her. This was the guy, all
right. She no longer had any doubt.

"I really don't get into that," she said
nervously, her voice quavering. Cold dread gripped her insides
again.

"Well, that's the only way I like to do it.
I'll just tie you up and play with your feet, jack off, and that'll
be it."

"Okay, I guess I can handle that," she
stammered. Although bizarre, his fetish seemed simple and harmless
enough. Nonetheless, she shivered when the man reached past her to
get something from inside the glove box. He brought out two nylon
straps, one red and one blue, and a leather strap, all of which
resembled dog collars. Each strap had a silver buckle. Tracie
reluctantly allowed the man to bind her hands, thinking that would
be the extent of the bondage.

"It's too tight," she complained. "I don't
want to do this."

"You agreed to do it, bitch, and that's the
only way you're going to get out of it," he said angrily, his voice
rising. It seemed to Tracie that he had suddenly turned against her
despite her cooperation, much like a pit bull would turn on a
playful child.

Before she fully realized what was happening,
the man pushed Tracie's head down into the seat and climbed over
her, straddling her backside. Utilizing another of the straps, he
swiftly bound her feet at the ankles, cinching the strap so tight
that it felt like it was cutting into her flesh.

She squirmed and tried to kick, wondering
what the hell she had gotten herself into. But her struggling was
of no use. The bindings made it nearly impossible for her to move,
and there was so little room inside the pickup's small cab that she
couldn't even rotate her body a significant distance in any
direction. Tracie was now under his complete control. The man had
executed the act of bondage with exactness and ease due to much
practice, having literally been down that road before. Satisfied
that she was nearly immobilized, he hog-tied Tracie's hands to her
ankles using the third strap.

"Go ahead and scream if you like," he said
quietly. "Nobody will hear you up here." Her heart pounding against
her rib cage, Tracie remained silent. For the moment.

The man unbuttoned his shirt and slipped his
pants down but did not remove them. The sight of the bound and
hog-tied naked girl brought forth a prompt erection as he moved
across her body, still face down on the seat. Tracie craned her
neck to see what he was doing, but she couldn't turn her head far
enough around. But when he moved into a different position, she
could see that he was well endowed, larger than most men she had
seen. Tracie nervously wondered if she would be able to accommodate
his largeness.

He ran his hands down her back, across her
buttocks, and along the inside of her upwardly extended thighs. He
slowly worked his way over her legs to her feet, showing little
interest in engaging in intercourse. At one point, however, he
lubricated himself with saliva, freed one of her legs, and entered
her forcefully. His largeness and the awkward way that her body was
situated caused her some discomfort, and she cried out. But he
withdrew seconds later and bound her legs together again. He was
clearly fascinated with Tracie's feet, and little else. He seemed
to begin slipping in and out of a fantasy state, and often referred
to Tracie as "Maureen," even though he knew that wasn't her
name.

"Maureen, your toes are so pretty, so sexy,"
he said. "They really turn me on, Maureen."

He forced her to put the bottoms of her feet
together again, her toes pointing upward. After lubricating himself
with Vaseline that he kept in the glove compartment, he held her
feet together with his hands and began pushing his penis between
them, rhythmically pulling himself in and out. This went on for
some time until he apparently became tired or bored. But he wasn't
finished. Far from it.

He began nibbling at "Maureen's" toes, and
for a moment Tracie relaxed a bit and wondered if the woman he kept
talking about was the same Maureen that she knew. As he continued
to nibble, she put the thought out of her mind. It actually felt
kind of good, at first. Being tied up in such a fashion was scary,
but it was possible she could come out unscathed if she just played
along. She pretended, for the moment, that she was enjoying it.

He ran his lips and tongue across her right
foot, and in short gradual motions moved toward the bottom until he
reached the arch, laying silent wet kisses along the path.
Suddenly, without warning, he began gnawing viciously at her tender
arch. As his excitement grew, he put more and more pressure into
each bite. Each time he closed his mouth, he bit harder. Tracie
withstood the pain as long as she could, but it soon became too
much for her to endure.

She screamed in agony. Her tormentor seemed
to revel at her pain, and his breathing became faster and heavier
as he bit the teenager even harder. She screamed again and again,
each time bringing a more severe response from the sadist. The more
she begged him to stop, the more brutal he became. He had worked
himself into a frenzy, and it became clear that there was no
stopping him until he had satisfied his lust for blood.

"Please! This wasn't part of the deal," cried
Tracie. She continued to struggle frantically, and at one point her
hands broke free and she managed to shift her body around. But he
immediately grabbed on to one of her breasts with his mouth and bit
down hard, mumbling that he wasn't going to let go until she
allowed him to tie her hands again. Fearing that she would lose her
nipple, she yielded once again to his command.

His victim again in bondage, the man moved
toward her buttocks, biting and leaving deep impressions everywhere
his mouth touched her body. When he tasted her blood, he moved back
up to her breasts, biting each nipple so ferociously that Tracie
feared he would tear them off with his teeth.

"You know, there's only one way out of this
for you," he shrieked, his voice resounding off the walls of the
cab in a high pitch as he neared the apex of his frenzy.

"Yeah? How's that?" Tracie sobbed.

"Either you let me cut your tits off," he
said, his voice growing higher and more unnatural with each word,
"or I'm going to strangle you."

He opened the glove compartment and took out
a kitchen paring knife. When he closed his hand around the knife
and stared at its brilliance beneath the dome light, it perversely
completed him and made him whole. He was holding it close to her
breasts, and Tracie's whole body tightened as she anticipated the
worst. He gently ran the blade around each nipple, occasionally
breaking the skin. Tracie took a breath, wincing sharply at the
cutting of her flesh. At one point she thought she would faint.

Tracie, horrified at his words and actions,
had had enough. She wasn't about to willingly let him carve her up,
but being bound as she was, she couldn't fend him off. All she
could do was attack him verbally. She knew she had little to lose.
He was probably going to kill her anyway.

"You're not going to cut my tits off, you
sonofabitch! Who the hell do you think you are? I'm not going to
walk around scarred for life because of you. You're going to have
to kill me!" she said, determined that she wasn't simply going to
succumb to this maniac without saying or doing something, anything.
Her bladder full from the vodka and orange juice she drank earlier,
Tracie relieved herself by urinating in the cab of the man's
pickup, as much from fear and discomfort as from revenge. Although
he was aware of what she had done, he didn't seem to care. He made
no attempt to clean up her urine.

"Have it your way," he said, his voice no
longer shrieking but now back to its normal soft tone. "I'm going
to strangle you."

But he didn't. He just sat there, looking
vacant and spent, and feeling defeated. Tracie didn't realize it
yet, but her boldness had taken away the power and control her
captor had held over her, and that had meant everything to him. She
had killed his thrill, and by doing so had saved her own life.

Angry that he had failed to have his way with
Tracie, he took the knife and in one swift move sliced her across
the heel of her left foot. It was a deep cut, and she flinched and
cursed at him again as she felt her own blood trickling down her
foot. As her hope for survival began to fade again, her date did
the unexpected. He undid her bindings and allowed her to dress, and
they drove quietly back to Portland. He stopped near 92nd and
Powell, about ten blocks from where he had picked her up hours
earlier.

Tracie let out a sigh of relief as she
stepped out of the blue pickup and limped in pain down the street,
her shoe full of blood. She watched as he passed by, and considered
calling the police. But she didn't. They would ask a lot of
questions, and she didn't relish the thought of having to relive
her terrible ordeal so soon. She was just grateful to be alive. Not
only that, she had several outstanding warrants for her arrest on a
variety of charges, and after what she had just been through she
didn't want to spend the night in jail. Tracie, and numerous other
women, would not begin telling the police about their terrifying
encounters with the man who called himself Steve for another six
months.

The ordeal had been devastating to the man in
the blue pickup truck as well, but in a different way. Even though
he had felt and tasted the young girl's blood, he had been let
down, disappointed, and was far from being satisfied. Driven by the
sight of blood and the sounds of his victims' cries, he knew, in
the future, that he would have to do things differently, go much
farther to achieve the intense climax, the ultimate fulfillment he
was seeking.

A few days after her horrifying encounter
with the man in the blue pickup truck, Tracie Baxter, now hobbling
around on crutches because of the injuries to her foot, ran into a
friend, Maureen Ann Hodges, twenty-six, a fellow prostitute known
as "Mo" on the streets. It was in the early afternoon when Tracie
met up with her on 82nd Avenue, not far from Bob's Big Boy. Mo was
working, but she told Tracie that she was having a tough time. She
needed a fix fast, but had no money to pay her drug dealer for the
heroin. She already owed him money, and he had put her on a
strictly cash basis until she could clear up her debt to him.

Mo was known around town as a hooker with a
heart of gold, but she was also a heroin addict with an $80-a-day
habit. Described by other street people as a "really mixed-up"
woman, she was far more desperate than Tracie and was known to "do
anything and go anywhere with anyone" if it meant getting money to
buy her drugs. Tracie was sympathetic to her needs and was sorry
that she couldn't help her out with a loan. But she had enough
problems of her own without taking on any additional burdens.

As Tracie limped along with her for a couple
of blocks she told Mo, in between listening to Mo's hard luck
stories, how she had been hog-tied and cut on the foot by a man who
called himself Steve. When Mo heard the man's name and Tracie's
description of his truck, she became visibly alarmed, clearly
unnerved. Without hesitation, she warned Tracie to stay away from
him. Mo had dated him on three or four occasions, and his name
wasn't Steve. It was Dayton Leroy Rogers, and he liked to tie up
his dates. He had a foot fetish, and while he hadn't cut her on her
prior dates with him, he had caused her a great deal of pain,
particularly when he had bitten her feet. She said that he had
never asked her to get undressed for him, that he only wanted to
"screw" her feet.

"He must really have a thing for you,"
offered Tracie. "He kept calling out your name when he was with
me."

"Christ," Maureen said under her breath,
disgusted and even more troubled. "Listen, if he tries to pick you
up again, get the hell away from him. Call the police if you have
to, but don't ever get in that truck with him again." Mo added that
he was strange, and that she was terrified of him. She didn't want
any more to do with him.

As they parted company, Tracie assured her
that she would be careful. When Tracie looked back and waved
goodbye from down the block, Mo had slung the long-strapped dark
blue canvas bag that she always carried with her over her shoulder
and was propositioning the passing motorists from her spot on the
sidewalk. When a car pulled over to the curb, Tracie knew that Mo
would soon have the money she needed to get her through the
night.

Tracie would see Mo infrequently over the
next few months, always on 82nd Avenue. Despite the fact that Mo
had told Tracie that she didn't want anything further to do with
Dayton Leroy Rogers, Mo would go on one more date with him three
and a half months later, out of a desperate need for more of her
drug. Tracie, and a number of other people, would be left wondering
what had become of her. Unknown to Tracie, at least six other women
would mysteriously vanish without a trace between July 8 and August
2, 1987.

Monday, July 13, 1987

Clackamas County Sheriff's Department

Oregon City, Oregon

The first clue to the horror that was
already well under way came to Clackamas County Sheriff's
Department Detective John T. Turner, a tall, distinguished-looking
man of Anglo-Saxon descent, then forty-four, in the form of a
routinely filed crime report. The veteran detective had no way of
knowing it yet, but the evil outrage that was taking its toll on
Portland's streetwalkers would virtually consume his life for much
of the next two years. The report concerned an alleged
second-degree kidnapping that had been reported the week before, on
Tuesday, July 7. It would eventually lead him to the most vicious
and remorseless killer with whom he had ever dealt or would likely
ever face again.

Case number 87-20998 was near the top of the
pile in his in-basket when he settled into his chair at his
workstation that summer morning, a cup of coffee in hand. As he
studied the various reports, unconsciously arranging them according
to seriousness of offense, he lit up a Marlboro Light from the
packet he always kept tucked in his left shirt pocket. Occasionally
rubbing a hand over his closely cropped graying hair, he saw that
there were the usual barroom assault and battery cases from Friday
and Saturday night, a robbery, and a couple of domestic disputes.
As it turned out, case number 87-20998 ended up on top.

Turner carefully began reading about the
incident, originally investigated by Deputy Bill Strosser. He was
oblivious to the steady buzz of his colleagues and the
near-constant ringing of the telephones around him as he studied
the handwritten document with much interest. He had become
accustomed to the noise and frequent interruptions that go with
police work, somehow able to shut out everything but that which
interested him or pertained to a case he was working on.

According to the report the victim, Heather
Brown,* thirty-one, had been picked up by an unknown white male in
Portland at approximately noon on July 7. She had just left her two
young children with a friend and began walking to a nearby 7-Eleven
store to buy cigarettes when a man in a blue pickup stopped and
offered her a ride. She accepted and got inside, and was driven to
a wooded area somewhere near Oregon City and Molalla.

Heather reportedly had told the man that she
only needed to go to the 7-Eleven, located only a few blocks away,
but he said that he needed to go to Oregon City. He said he would
like to have her along for company, and that he would bring her
back later, if she didn't mind. Heather told Deputy Strosser that
she had consented to go with him.

As the man drove south on McLoughlin
Boulevard toward Oregon City, he introduced himself as Steve. He
said that he was from Reno and had been in the Portland area for
about a week. He described himself as a professional gambler.

At one point they stopped at a 7-Eleven, and
the suspect purchased a six-pack of beer and two cans of Coke while
Heather bought her cigarettes. Afterward he offered Heather a
drink, and she chose a Coke over a beer. When they approached
Oregon City a few minutes later, the man calling himself Steve,
guzzling the beer, turned off at a location which Heather could not
adequately describe to the deputy. Although she felt like she had
become lost, she said that they appeared to be on a logging road
somewhere past Oregon City. Turner guessed that he had taken her on
one of the logging roads just off the Molalla Forest Road.

When the man continued to drive on and on,
Heather finally asked him where they were going. He responded that
he was going to drive into the hills and said that he wanted to
"tie someone up and fuck them." The statement had frightened
Heather, and when he moved to touch her thigh, she pushed his hand
away. She insisted that he take her back to Portland, but he
refused and sped up to about forty miles per hour on the unpaved
logging road.

Heather grabbed her shoes off the floor,
ready to make a break for it when the time was right. But the man
caught her eyeing the door handle, and he reacted instantly. He
swerved the pickup recklessly, so she would lose her sense of
balance, and reached toward her, placing his hand over her chest to
prevent her from jumping out of the truck. He then stepped on the
accelerator and was soon speeding to more than sixty miles per
hour.

Although she had been terrified that she
would be raped or killed, Heather never gave up. She continued to
struggle violently and when they approached a curve she managed to
break free of the man's hold. As soon as she spotted a log truck
behind them, she opened the door and jumped from his speeding
pickup. The suspect slowed his vehicle a little but, apparently
aware of the truck following him, kept on going.

When the logger rounded the curve, he saw
Heather lying in the road and slammed on his brakes. Seeing that
she was injured and grateful that he hadn't hit her, he helped her
into the cab of his rig. One of her eyes was bleeding, which he
helped her to cover, and she had other scrapes and cuts. She told
the logger that she had to jump out of the man's pickup because he
was going to kill her. Since she was obviously very shook up, the
logger didn't probe her with questions. Instead, he arranged to
have her driven to a medical clinic in Molalla, where it was
determined that she had suffered a concussion and multiple
abrasions to her left temple area, right forearm, and hand.

When Turner finished reading Deputy
Strosser's report, he found himself wondering if Heather might have
been a prostitute but had deliberately avoided revealing that fact
to Strosser. The incident had begun in a high vice area of Portland
known for prostitution, and the circumstances under which she was
picked up naturally prompted him to consider whether or not she had
been soliciting. Instinct told him it was more likely than not that
she had been, but from the details contained in the report there
was just no way he could tell for certain.

Nonetheless, Turner dutifully telephoned
Heather and explained that he needed to meet with her in person to
construct a composite of the suspect using an Identa-kit. She
agreed to meet him at a Sheri's restaurant in the Oregon City
Shopping Center later that day, but she didn't show up at the
mutually agreed upon time. Turner waited patiently for half an
hour, then returned to headquarters. With little else to go on
except Heather's sketchy statement, Turner filed the report of the
incident and pushed it into the back of his mind. For the time
being.
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The Final Kill












Chapter 1

It has been said that bloodlust is an
aberration unique to the human animal, that when it occurs, it does
so without purpose and has no reverence for the normal needs
intrinsic to humankind survival. The aberration—for that is what it
really is—is clearly sexual and all evil, and it rears its diabolic
head when its host fails to achieve sexual gratification in any
other way. As a result, many—particularly women and children—who
unwittingly come into contact with such an individual die
needlessly and without mercy at his hands.

Dayton Leroy Rogers, thirty-three, fearsomely
known to many of Portland's prostitutes as "Steve the gambler," has
been afflicted by bloodlust since his late teens, perhaps longer.
It usually materialized in the form of a headache, inflicting on
him a splitting, blinding white pain, and perhaps he was always
subconsciously aware that only the sight of another's pain, the
sounds of her anguish, or, ultimately, the spilling of her blood
would relieve his own suffering. When the headaches began, the only
way to make them go away was to let his dark side fully emerge.

Dayton seemed personable enough on the
surface, as long as he wasn't in the midst of one of his mood
swings. He was well known in the small communities of Woodburn and
Canby, and people seemed to like him. A mechanic by trade, a skill
he had learned in prison, Dayton ran a small successful engine
repair business, was married, and had an eighteen-month-old boy who
was a mirror image of him. Few people saw the evil that lay beneath
the thin veneer, and many of those who were unlucky enough to
witness his dark side firsthand did not live to talk about it.

Dayton's headaches seemed to worsen during
the summer of 1987 and for that reason he was away from home much
of the time. He claimed that he was working at his shop during his
absences, which ranged from a few hours to all night, and his wife,
Sherry, saw little reason, at first, to doubt him. When she would
call to check up on him in the early evening, he usually answered
the telephone. On the occasions that he didn't, he always had an
excuse. He would explain that he had been in the middle of a
project and hadn't wanted to leave it to pick up the phone. Or,
more commonly, he would tell Sherry that he had gone out to get
coffee, perhaps a bite to eat, anything that would convince her he
was only taking a break to get away from the shop for a while.
Often, however, he waited until it was very late, until he was
certain that Sherry was in bed and fast asleep, before beginning
the prowl. Soon his working late became routine, a way of life, and
Sherry's phone calls became less frequent. Although she began to
hear stories about him frequenting the local taverns and bars, she
tried very hard to maintain the faith she had always had in him.
She might have become suspicious of his activities sooner if only
she had taken the trouble to check the mileage on his pickup. But
she hadn't, and he put more miles on the truck in a single week
than most people drive in a month.

August 6, a Thursday, started out for the
Rogers family like most other days. Dayton got up early, showered
and shaved, had a light breakfast, and drove to his small engine
repair shop in Woodburn before 8 A.M. Outwardly, he seemed happy.
Business had picked up during the summer to the point where he had
to hire a man to help him, and several new repair orders were
coming in every day. Soon, however, he began to feel the pressures
of the backlog despite the new help, and his headaches became more
frequent, as did his nocturnal outings. At times Sherry found
herself wondering what had come over him, seeing him sitting
quietly and staring into space, but she never said anything. Even
though she had heard rumors about him carousing the night spots and
secretly feared that he may have been seeing other women, she
somehow convinced herself that the pressures from his business had
become too great, and she didn't want to do or say anything that
might add to his troubles.

It wasn't until later that afternoon that the
pounding inside Dayton's head became more than he could bear. He
had to do something to stop the headache. He left his assistant in
charge of the shop and drove to the liquor store at the North Park
Plaza in Woodburn, where he purchased a ten-pack of Smirnoff vodka
miniatures to replace the depleted stock he normally kept behind
the seat of his pickup. He also purchased a couple of bottles of
orange juice, the type in the disposable plastic bottles that he
liked so well. He drank one of his crudely mixed screwdrivers
quickly, and the headache subsided a little. Afterward, he returned
to his shop and waited, thinking and planning the rest of the
evening. He needed something more effective than the alcohol for
his headache. The remedies were there, he knew, out in numbers on
Portland's streets, his for the asking and a $50 bill. It had all
been so easy with all of the others that there was no stopping him
now.

At 8:30 P.M. Dayton drove home, where he had
dinner with Sherry and his son. He explained that he had to return
to the shop and work very late, perhaps into the early morning
hours, to catch up on some of the overdue work. Sherry, an
attractive curly-haired silver brunette at five feet four inches
tall, 120 pounds, and three years younger than Dayton, didn't
protest. She never did. Devoutly religious and somewhat naive, she
always trusted her husband and rarely questioned his
activities.

Half an hour later Dayton was gone. He
stopped off at his shop, had a couple more drinks, and tinkered
with some of the easier repair projects to kill time. Shortly after
midnight he changed into his stepping-out clothes that he kept
inside his special closet, and waited inside the shop a little
longer until he was certain that Sherry had gone to bed. By 12:30
A.M. he was heading toward Portland.

Instead of going to 82nd Avenue on the City
of Roses' southeast side, Dayton drove north on Highway 99E, which
decades earlier had been the main north-south highway between
Portland and the Willamette Valley before Interstate 5, the "super
slab," came into being. Highway 99E northbound eventually turned
into McLoughlin Boulevard near the suburb of Milwaukie, and then
changed again into Grand Avenue near the city's boundaries.
Approaching the northeast side, 99E transformed once more where
Grand Avenue merges into Union Avenue, Portland's "Prostitute Row."
In short, the old highway was a straight shot between Wood burn and
Dayton's destination in Portland and often, though not on this
particular night, offered up more female hitchhikers than the other
routes.

A recognized ghetto replete with burned-out
buildings, boarded-up storefronts, and barred windows, Union Avenue
is not a pretty part of the City of Roses, a sprawling metropolis
with a population of nearly half a million that was once, but no
longer, touted for its livability. On any given night the avenue is
dominated by street whores, vulgarly on display for the drive-by
johns. An open-air market for sex, it is without question a
high-crime area that stretches from the city's northeast side to
its southeast. Most respectable citizens stay off the avenue at
night, and those who are forced to journey up or down it do so with
nervous unease because of the shootings, stabbings, and street
fights.

But Dayton paid little heed to the avenue's
reputation. Having traversed it many times before, he was aware of
the risks and was not afraid. He knew how to quickly find what he
wanted and then get out of there.

It was a sultry night, and the working girls
were out in record numbers. Dayton normally made a couple of passes
up and down Union before making his selection, sometimes driving
all the way to Northeast Lombard Street, the point where the number
of hookers standing on street corners begins to dwindle, before
turning around and heading south again. He passed up several girls
that evening along his well-thought-out route, one of his favorite
trolling areas. Some were too old, others too rough-looking. Some
he dismissed because they had made it clear to him on more than one
occasion that they wanted nothing further to do with him because of
the maltreatment he had shown them on previous dates in the Molalla
forest, and he feared that some of the girls might even report him
to the police if he attempted further contact with them. But that
evening he found what he wanted on the first drive-by, well before
he reached Lombard Street.

Jenny Smith, twenty-six, a buxom, brown-eyed
blonde, had just garishly poised herself on her turf near the
intersection of Union Avenue and Wygant Street for the fifth or
sixth time that evening. Wearing a charcoal gray-and-white-striped
pullover Nike sweatshirt, skin-tight Levi's jeans that left little
to the imagination, hot-pink socks, and tennis shoes, Jenny hoped
she wouldn't have to wait long for another customer to come along.
Her feet hurt like hell, and she had been nearly ready to call it a
night when she saw Dayton pull up. She manufactured a smile when
she recognized him as a former customer.

She had gone out with him during Portland's
annual Rose Festival in June, when the Navy comes into port and
turns the city into a week-long party, and on another occasion
earlier in the spring. She held no hatred or animosity toward him,
at least not yet. He had always paid her well and had always been
friendly. When he stopped on her corner early on the morning of
August 7 and invited her to go with him, she never hesitated. She
eagerly climbed inside his truck and waved goodbye to a female
friend, another hooker, who waited nearby in a parked car, serving
as Jenny's lookout and driver that evening.

Jenny was a big woman, but she knew how to
dress and held her weight well. Although neither particularly
attractive nor completely unattractive, she did have very large
breasts, which Dayton liked in his women, and her clothing
highlighted her most positive features to the extreme. Dayton also
liked her because she hadn't rejected his sexual fetishes on their
previous dates. She hadn't minded being tied up while he played
with her feet and masturbated. But then, he hadn't been rough with
her, either. Now, certain he had won her confidence, that was going
to change.

No doubt the date proceeded like most of the
others, with Dayton starting things off by drinking vodka and
orange juice to put himself in the mood and to deaden his date's
mental faculties. They also likely drove around town as a prelude
to leaving the city. But for some reason, Dayton didn't take Jenny
to the Molalla forest.

She might have persuaded him not to go there
because of the extra time it would take. To Jenny, time was money.
Or maybe Dayton hadn't yet worked up to the point of telling her
about his forest hideaway, his torture chamber in a natural
setting. It was even possible that he had done something to make
her feel ill at ease and that she somehow convinced him she would
do whatever he wanted as long as they remained in town. Whatever
the reason was that they didn't go to Molalla, Jenny Smith, unlike
some of the other women who had lived to talk about their
experiences with Dayton, would not survive the night. Jenny would
join the others, the ranks of the dead, on whom he had so
fiendishly acted out his fantasies, victims that even the police
didn't know about yet.

Exactly where they went and what they did
during the first hour and half of their date was never firmly
established. No one, except for Dayton and Jenny, knew the precise
details of what happened between them from 1:30 to 3 A.M. Since he
won't talk and the dead tell no tales, those facts may never be
known. What is known is how Dayton Leroy Rogers violently murdered
Jenny Smith early that summer morning.

It was only minutes before 3 A.M. when they
pulled into the parking lot of a small business complex at 16239
Southeast McLoughlin Boulevard in Oak Grove, a Clackamas County
suburb of Portland. Safeco Insurance and a recently vacated
building sat on one side of the tree-lined parking lot, and the
Portland branch of the General Motors Acceptance Corporation (GMAC)
and a Denny's restaurant occupied the other side.

Dayton parked near the front of the GMAC
building, which was close to the rear of the parking lot. He had
been to that location many times before and knew that it was the
darkest area of the parking lot. He would have his privacy there,
at least until Jenny began to scream.

Dayton promptly convinced Jenny that it was
time to get started. In apparent agreement, she slipped off all of
her clothes. Unable to find any bindings of his own, Dayton bound
her hands together with a restraint he fashioned out of the laces
of Jenny's tennis shoes, leaving her legs free. It wasn't the way
he liked it, but it would have to do. Kneeling on the floor of the
pickup's cab, with her upper torso resting on the seat, she waited
there, nude, for his next move. She was nearly helpless, his alone
to do with what he pleased.

With little or no warning, Dayton, unable to
control himself any longer, reached over and removed a kitchen
knife from the glove compartment. Jenny, curious, struggled to
position her head where she could see what he was doing. When she
saw the knife and the viciousness in his eyes, she began to scream.
His mask was off, his dark side no longer suppressed. He was poised
there, momentarily still, like a black mamba ready to strike again
and again until its victim succumbed to its fervent attack.

He enjoyed her wild display of fear, and it
quickly elevated his bloodlust to near fever pitch. Jenny's screams
were barely audible outside the pickup at first, because he had
closed the windows as a precautionary measure before tying her up.
Still, he had to move fast, then get out of there. The parking lot
wasn't like the Molalla forest. People would soon respond to
Jenny's screams.

At first Dayton maintained a calculated level
of control over his actions. He made an incision on Jenny's back;
then, after she wrenched her body around, he made a deeper cut on
the nipple of one of her breasts. Jenny threw her head back and
screamed a guttural cry of terror and pain. Dayton knew there would
be no masturbating this time. Jenny was making too much noise, and
he couldn't take his time like he could in the forest. Instead, he
entered her fiercely, not with his penis but with the knife. His
body rigid, his fists clenched, Dayton came to life in the
flesh-and-blood nightmare he had created for Jenny. Jenny's pain
was tremendous, and her blood soon began to flow freely. The more
she struggled, the wilder and less controlled he became. She
squirmed and twisted with each slash, and the shoelaces binding her
nearly cut into her wrists. Jenny became hysterical, and would soon
welcome death as her only release from this monster's madness.

Elated and delirious, Dayton plunged the
blade into her body again. He withdrew it slowly, deriving intense
pleasure from prolonging Jenny's agony. He began to shriek with
ecstasy as she continued to squirm and kick wildly, pleading for
her life, her screams somehow seeming eternal. The sight of her
blood brought on an erection, the most firm he'd ever had. God, how
he desperately wanted to masturbate, but there just wasn't enough
time. At any moment someone could come running to her rescue.
Laughing maniacally, he rammed the knife into her torso again,
pulled it out only to push it in again. It felt wonderful to him as
the steel blade passed through Jenny's flesh and sinewy tissue,
occasionally striking vital organs and bone. He repeated the
process over and over, in his mind erotically, until he felt as if
his penis would explode.

Suddenly the laces gave way to the tremendous
force of her struggling and Jenny felt a brief moment of freedom.
Dayton, realizing that her bindings had come undone, lost what
little control he had left and began stabbing her more savagely, if
that was possible. He wouldn't let her get away; he couldn't, not
now. He had hurt her too badly, and to let her go would most
certainly place his freedom in jeopardy. He had to finish her off.
There was just no other solution. Besides, the bitch, through her
attempt at escape, had rejected him and she deserved to die. He
hated her now, just as he hated all women, almost as much as he
hated his own mother. Jenny was no different from any of the
others. He had been a fool to think that she had been.

As Dayton shivered with angry ecstasy, Jenny
continued to try and fend off the knife. Despite the severity of
her wounds she managed somehow to reach over with one hand and open
the passenger door. She fell out onto the pavement.

Bleeding profusely from her wounds, she began
to run in a feeble attempt to escape the madman, to find someone,
anyone, who could help her. However, after she gained only a few
yards, Dayton, close behind, lunged at her and grabbed her by the
neck. Her arms flailing wildly, he brought her down to the asphalt.
Jenny continued to scream because that was all that she could do,
and her shrieks were no longer muffled. Dayton, hovering over her,
raised the knife, its shiny blade reflecting the brilliance of the
parking lot's overhead lights. Jenny tried to fight with her hands
as he brought the blade down again and again. But it was no use.
She was too weak to fight him off. Her attempts to fend off the
knife became more automatic, instinctive, no longer a cognizant
effort to survive. She slipped into unconsciousness, and her body
fell limp.

Although Dayton had chosen the darkest area
of the parking lot, it was adjacent to an all-night establishment,
the Denny's restaurant. The taverns and bars had just closed half
an hour earlier, and the Denny's business was brisk. It was the
only restaurant open in the area at that time of the morning, and
customers came and went almost nonstop.

James Virgil Dahlke, three days shy of his
fifty-first birthday, had arrived at Denny's at about the same time
that Jenny Smith had fallen out of Dayton Leroy Rogers's truck.
Clad in a blue nylon jacket, green plaid shirt, and blue jeans, the
mustachioed man with longer than usual sideburns and short brown
hair was alone as he parked his 1983 Ford two-tone blue van on the
side of the building closest to McLoughlin Boulevard. When he got
out and began walking toward the restaurant, he heard Jenny
hollering and screaming. Although he couldn't quite make out what
she was saying, if anything, Dahlke could see two human forms in
the GMAC parking lot, the direction from which the screams had
come. He adjusted his wire-framed glasses, hoping to get a better
look at what the commotion was all about.

About that time Kurt Thielke, thirty-three,
walked out of Denny's and headed toward his brown 1966 Dodge van,
parked in front of the restaurant just west of the front door.
Thielke heard the screams, too, and saw the two people in the GMAC
parking lot. He also heard what he thought was a muffled yell. Then
he saw Jenny. Although his view was somewhat obscured by the parked
cars, he saw that her arms were held out and up, and it looked like
she was trying to get away from the man who by now held her by her
neck from behind. That was when Dayton and Jenny went down, out of
sight. At first Thielke thought that the man was trying to control
a woman high on drugs, or perhaps who was deranged. But then he
heard her pleas for help and knew that he had to do something.

"Help me! Please help me! Rape! I'm being
raped!" Jenny's screams were wild and high-pitched, the result of
extreme physical pain. It was difficult, in the darkness, to see
precisely what was happening. Dahlke and Thielke briefly exchanged
glances, as if questioning each other about what they should
do.

"Let's see what that is. Let's check it out,"
said Dahlke, leading the way and shouting for Thielke to follow him
toward the sound of the screams. By the time they reached the
couple, Dahlke and Thielke saw that Jenny was naked, lying on her
back, and that Dayton was now on top of her, face-to-face. Dayton
was lying in between her legs, in a position that made it appear he
was having, or at least trying to have, sex with her.

"What the fuck do you think you are doing?"
shouted Dahlke at the complete stranger in stunned disbelief. In
all of his nearly fifty-one years he had never witnessed such an
outrageous, blatant display of violence against another human
being. When he realized how serious the situation was, he hoped
that he would never witness such an episode again.

Upon hearing Dahlke's words, Dayton looked up
and lifted his upper body with his arms. He got off Jenny, then ran
around the west end of the GMAC building. Thielke considered going
after him but, after observing what he thought was a knife in the
fleeing man's hand, decided against it.

When Dahlke reached Jenny, he was both
sickened and stunned. Blood gushed from a hole in her neck, and she
was making coughing sounds. She had also sustained wounds to her
abdomen, from which blood slowly oozed. Although Dahlke felt a
breeze of air from her lungs, Jenny no longer appeared conscious.
He shouted for Thielke to get help, and remained with Jenny.
Thielke ran inside the restaurant.

"Somebody call nine-one-one! A lady has been
raped out there!"

Stan Conner, twenty-one, looked up from his
table to see what the fuss was about. So did Richard Bergio,
twenty-four, and Charles Gates, twenty-three. Each left his
separate table and rushed outside. When Gates, a handicapped man in
a wheelchair, reached Jenny, he was overcome with emotion.

"My God!" he exclaimed. "Her throat has been
slit!" Experienced in first aid and emergency medical treatment,
Gates, undaunted by all the blood, fell forward from his wheelchair
and onto his knees. He had to try and help her. He felt her carotid
artery to see if there was a pulse, but found none. Jenny would not
respond to his questions, and she was not breathing. Gates
immediately began CPR, while Dahlke placed pressure on Jenny's
wounds. Although sickened and revulsed at the carnage, Gates was
relentless in his efforts to try to save Jenny, a complete stranger
to himself and everyone else who was present.

As a crowd gathered, Richard Bergio ran back
inside the restaurant to make certain that someone had called for
medical and police assistance. When he returned to the parking lot,
he found that Gates's gallant attempts had not revived the woman.
When he looked closer, he lost what little hope he had that she
would survive. She had far too many wounds on her upper torso.

While everyone was trying to save Jenny's
life, Dayton Rogers was seen going around the side of the GMAC
building. He wasn't running, and he wasn't walking, but sort of
loped along the sidewalk, occasionally stopping long enough to see
if anyone was following him. No one was, but in an apparent move to
elude those he now knew were watching him from a safe distance, he
scaled a short flight of stairs, apparently to see if they would
lead him away from the ever-growing crowd. Starkly aware that they
didn't provide a safe haven or even a place to hide, he went down
the other side and walked toward his pickup. Surprisingly, he still
did not seem in a hurry to those watching him.

"That's him!" someone shouted, as if to alert
the many sets of eyes that were already focused on Dayton as he
climbed into his truck. "That's the son-of-a-motherfucker! Somebody
get his license plate number!" But the poor lighting condition made
it impossible for anyone to read the license plate.

Dayton backed his truck, which had been
parked facing the front of the GMAC building, fast, lights out,
nearly hitting a red car parked behind it. He then sped away, west
through the parking lot toward an apartment complex, and down a
narrow gravel lane. The lane was a dead end, however, and Dayton
was forced to turn his truck around and go back the way he had
come.

By that time Stan Conner and Richard Bergio
were inside their own vehicles, which they moved to the parking
lot's exits. Positioning their automobiles lengthwise across the
exits, both thought that they had adequately blocked off the
parking lot so that the man driving the "straight-looking" pickup
could not escape. But Dayton surprised them. Traveling at a high
rate of speed, he turned on his lights and bounced over onto the
sidewalk and went around them, nearly striking Conner's car. He
fled south on McLoughlin Boulevard.

Brimming with confidence and an overwhelming
need to help, Bergio, without a moment's hesitation, pulled out
onto McLoughlin Boulevard and went after him. Estimating that the
blue Nissan was traveling in excess of eighty-five miles per hour,
Bergio accelerated his own truck and nearly caught up with Dayton
as they passed through the community of Jennings Lodge. Several
times he brought his pickup within yards of Dayton's, trying to get
a glimpse of the Nissan's license plate. But the license plate
light was out, and he just couldn't get close enough to read its
letters and numbers in the dark. Finally, just after they passed
the city limits of Gladstone, Bergio positioned his pickup directly
behind Dayton's. He was traveling at nearly a hundred miles per
hour, but he could now make out the rear plate: CYW 194, Oregon.
Bergio stopped his truck, wrote the number down, then headed back
to the crime scene.

The first report of the violent episode was
received by C-COM, the Clackamas County Sheriff's Office
Communications Center, at 3:03 A.M., while Richard Bergio was still
giving chase. The dispatcher on duty sent out the following
message: "RAPE VICTIM, THROAT SLIT, BEHIND DENNY'S RESTAURANT,
16251 SE MCLOUGHLIN. SUSPECT WHITE MALE ADULT, 25-30, LONG BROWN
WAVY HAIR, POSSIBLY 6'2", 260 POUNDS. POSSIBLY WEARING WHITE BUTTON
SHIRT AND JEANS. POSSIBLE SUSPECT VEHICLE LIGHT BLUE NISSAN PICKUP.
LAST SEEN HEADING SOUTH ON MCLOUGHLIN."

Sergeant Danny Fine was in C-COM when the
call came in and was duly advised of the incident by the dispatcher
as she sent the message to all available road deputies. Sergeant
Fine immediately left the C-COM facility, located at the sheriff's
office complex on South Kaen Road in Oregon City, and proceeded
north to the crime scene.

While Fine was en route, Deputy Randy M.
Barry also responded to the dispatch. Barry arrived at 3:11 A.M.,
and Fine a minute later. There were a number of paramedics from the
Oak Lodge Fire Department already there, attending the nameless
nude victim, themselves having arrived only minutes before Barry
and Fine. Captain Glenn Summerville and Lieutenant Walter Rivers
directed the operation, and engineer Donald Boling and Firefighter
Emory Sandusky assisted the paramedics, keeping the ambulance ready
for immediate departure.

Following a brief consultation with
Summerville and Rivers, Fine and Barry approached Jenny as
emergency medical technicians William Kost and Richard Wilcox tried
to stop her bleeding. Both lawmen were informed that she was
unconscious, and they noted what appeared to be a cut on her right
breast and another on the left side of her throat. There were other
wounds, the paramedics told them, but the two lawmen could not get
in close enough to observe them. Her eyes, said the paramedics,
were open and fixed, and her color was pale.

After deciding that everything that could be
done for the victim was being done, Sergeant Fine assigned Deputy
Barry to secure the crime scene. Although saving the victim's life
unquestionably took precedence over the preservation of evidence,
it was Fine's job to make certain that the loss of evidence was
kept to a minimum.

When Richard Bergio returned, the crime scene
was cluttered with patrol cars, emergency vehicles, and lots of
people, those who had jobs to perform there as well as those who
didn't. Although it looked like chaos to the curious civilians,
every official at the scene carried out his or her function with
control and efficiency.

At 3:26 A.M. Deputy Peter Tutmark arrived at
the crime scene and was directed by Sergeant Fine to round up
witnesses and begin taking their statements. Deputy Barry, in the
process of his assigned duty to secure the crime scene, noted and
marked off the locations of various items he considered to be of an
evidentiary nature. Richard Bergio, wandering amid all of the
activity, was directed to Sergeant Fine, to whom he turned over the
suspect's vehicle license plate number.

Despite the paramedics' valiant attempts to
revive the nude, blood-covered Jenny Smith, they feared that their
efforts would ultimately be futile. They continued trying, even
though it seemed hopeless. But minutes later, after deciding that
she had lost too much blood and that they had done all that they
could for her at the scene, they loaded Jenny onto the waiting
ambulance. With no life signs and only a glimmer of hope remaining
that she might survive, paramedics Kost and Wilcox rushed her to
the emergency room at Emanuel Hospital and Health Center in
Portland.

Ironically, the hospital where Jenny Smith
would be pronounced dead was only a few blocks from where Dayton
Leroy Rogers had picked her up on Northeast Union Avenue and Wygant
Street three hours earlier. She died very close to home.







Chapter 2

John Turner knew at age nine or ten that he
wanted to be a lawman when he grew up. Harboring a fascination with
airplanes, he also had toyed with the idea of becoming a fighter
pilot. But when he got into high school and discovered that he
didn't like math, and subsequently learned that high math skills
were required to become a fighter pilot, Turner decided that he
would take a shot at being a cop, which had been his first choice
anyway. As a result, he enlisted in the Army following graduation
from high school and went into the military police to find out if
he really liked police work or if he should change his options. He
quickly discovered that he liked it, spent a tour in Vietnam with
I-Corps, and when he got out of the Army, he went directly into
civilian law enforcement.

Born on September 29, 1942, in Compton,
California, a suburb of Los Angeles, Turner returned to his native
Southern California following his discharge from the Army and
worked as a patrolman for the Los Angeles Police Department from
1970 to 1973 under Chief Ed Davis. He soon grew tired of the rat
race in L.A., however, and moved north to Oregon. He went to work
at the Clackamas County Sheriff's Department on July 20, 1974, and
has been there ever since. Having little interest in administrative
work, Turner worked his way up through the ranks to detective, a
position in which he has excelled for the past several years. He
likes what he does and, by his own admission, has found his own
little niche in life as a detective.

Detective Turner was sleeping soundly at his
country home near the banks of the Clackamas River in the community
of Eagle Creek at 3:30 A.M. August 7, 1987, when the telephone
suddenly invaded his dream world. He bolted upright, instantly
alert as he picked up the receiver. Years with the sheriff's
department had taught him to expect calls in the middle of the
night, and he had learned to put his dreams, among other things, on
hold. He had also learned that such calls never brought good
tidings.

Lieutenant H. Patrick Detloff, chief of
detectives, was on the other end of the line. After a curt hello,
he advised Turner that an as yet unidentified female had been
critically stabbed and was not expected to live. He directed Turner
to respond to the parking lot of Denny's restaurant in Milwaukie to
take over as the primary investigator into the assault. Lieutenant
Detloff informed him that Detective James E. Strovink had also been
assigned to the case, as had Detective Michael Machado. Sergeant
Danny Fine and Patrol Deputy Randy Barry had already cordoned off
the crime scene, he said, and deputies Peter Tutmark and Joy Copley
were doing preliminary interviews of the witnesses as they
spoke.

Turner dressed quickly, then kissed his wife,
Dee, goodbye. Like her husband, Dee had become accustomed to the
calls in the middle of the night. She didn't like them, but she
came to accept them. As Turner walked out the door, Dee knew it
might be several hours to a day or two before she would see her
husband again.

It wasn't a mere luck of the draw that
Turner, Strovink, and Machado caught the assignment to investigate
Jenny Smith's untimely death. Since there was no doubt that this
was a crime of the most violent sort, Lieutenant Detloff, as well
as Sheriff Bill Brooks, wanted their most crack detectives on the
trail of the killer while the trail was still red-hot. They were a
conscientious team, each having worked their way up through the
ranks from road patrol to homicide, a trek that took many hard and
frustrating years. They were more than merely competent. They were
a team who worked together with diligence and near-perfection that
no criminal would be happy to have on his tail.

Turner arrived at the sheriff's office in
Oregon City at 4:20 A.M. He was met there by Lieutenant Detloff and
Detective Strovink, and was advised that Machado would join them
later at the crime scene. Detloff informed him that, while he was
en route to the sheriff's office, the victim had died in surgery at
Emanuel Hospital as a result of her wounds. The information didn't
surprise Turner; such information never did. News of the woman's
death did mean, however, that the crime had been elevated from a
serious assault to a homicide, which made Turner all the more eager
to go after the assailant while the clues, evidence, and witnesses'
memories were still fresh. Turner knew, as does virtually every
cop, that the best opportunity to identify and capture a killer or
other criminal is during the first twenty-four hours of the
investigation. After that the trail becomes colder with each
passing hour, and their chances of catching the perpetrator
diminishes accordingly.

Turner and Strovink picked up homicide kits,
flashlights, and portable radios in preparation to go to the crime
scene. Before leaving, they attempted to roust Deputy John
Gilliland, the department's criminologist, from his sleep, but he
apparently had forgotten to take his phone off the answering
machine before going to bed. The two rings before the machine takes
over apparently weren't enough to wake him, and since he wasn't
normally required to wear a pager they were unable to immediately
reach him. Because Gilliland lived in Portland, the Clackamas
County Communications Center asked the Portland Police Bureau to
send an officer to his house to try to stir him out. Dawn had just
broken when the detectives arrived at the crime scene twenty
minutes later, and they were advised that Gilliland had been
awakened and was on his way.

Deputy Tutmark led Turner, Strovink, and
Lieutenant Detloff to a pool of congealing blood and pointed out
soiled rescue supplies that the paramedics had left behind in the
northeast corner of the parking lot. Tutmark explained that the
victim had been found at that location, apparently after having
been chased a short distance by the assailant.

Tutmark led the detectives to the front of
the GMAC building, where he pointed out a pool of what appeared to
be antifreeze. Turner and Strovink observed that tire impressions,
where a vehicle's tires had apparently passed through the greenish
yellow liquid, had been marked off by spray paint. Nearby, they
observed a pile of female clothing that had also been marked off.
Turner, taking notes, listed a pair of Levi's pants, one white
shoe, several shoelaces knotted and looped at both ends, a white
bra, a Nike sweatshirt and one pink sock. Turner commented that the
shoelaces resembled a restraint of some kind.

"Where are the victim's underpants?" asked
Turner. "And what about her other shoe and sock?" Tutmark reported
that those items hadn't been found, but remarked that they might
turn up during the ensuing crime scene search if the suspect hadn't
taken them with him. As Tutmark's briefing continued, another
deputy momentarily called Strovink away.

A man named Richard Bergio, said Tutmark, had
courageously chased the suspect. Bergio, he said, had obtained the
suspect's license plate number and had gotten a good look at the
vehicle. He was sure he would recognize it if he saw it again. When
Turner asked how, Tutmark said that Bergio had reported that the
suspect's vehicle's license plate light was not operable.

Another witness, James Dahlke, had provided a
description of the suspect by the time Turner had been notified of
the crime. The assailant was a white male adult, five feet eight
inches to five feet nine inches tall, with dark medium-thick hair,
collar-length and somewhat curly. Dahlke had told Tutmark that the
suspect was wearing a light blue shirt and light blue jeans. He
said that the suspect ran funny—not fast, but sort of sauntered
away from the victim as he headed toward the GMAC building. Dahlke
hadn't been sure what type of shoes the suspect was wearing.

Another witness, Kurt Thielke, had provided a
similar description of the suspect, but added that he had a square
build. Thielke had told Tutmark that the suspect was not fat or
muscular. He said he didn't think the suspect had any facial hair.
He remembered him as being clean-shaven.

As Tutmark was concluding his sketchy
briefing, Strovink found them and interrupted. A team of patrol
deputies, he said, had run the suspect vehicle's license number
through the Department of Motor Vehicles computer and had come up
with a name and address. The vehicle registered to license CYW 194
was a 1985 Nissan pickup, just like the witnesses had said, and the
registered owner's name was Dayton Leroy Rogers, date of birth
September 30, 1953. Motor Vehicles, said Strovink, had provided an
address of 10518 S. Heinz Road in Canby, a small town south of
Portland. To get there from the crime scene, Turner knew, all one
had to do was head due south on McLoughlin Boulevard, also known as
Highway 99E, the direction the suspect's vehicle was last seen
heading.

Turner welcomed the development, especially
so soon in the investigation. The lead was a luxury, he knew, the
type of clue that often only comes as a result of many interviews
and tedious hours, if at all. He only hoped that Richard Bergio had
written the number down correctly. Bergio had been adamant that he
had, said Strovink, who brought Bergio over to talk with Turner.
Bergio insisted to Turner that he had followed the suspect's truck
until he was certain that he had the complete plate number.

"As soon as he passed me, I jumped into my
truck," said Bergio. "I backed out and proceeded up to McLoughlin
Boulevard." He had even pulled off the road, he added, and wrote
the number down while it was still fresh in his memory.

Even if the number was correct, Turner
decided, there was still a lot of legwork to be done. Turner knew
from prior experience that it was going to be a long, long day.

While Turner and Strovink remained at the
crime scene, Lieutenant Detloff sent Deputy Mike Helmstadt and
Reserve Deputy Ed Schroeder to the Canby address. Their
instructions were to take no action at that time, but to only
determine whether or not the suspect's blue Nissan pickup was
parked there and report back. When they arrived at 10518 South
Heinz Road, a darkened mobile home, they noted that the vehicle
they sought was not there, or at least it wasn't parked where they
could see it. Not wanting to unduly disturb anyone prematurely or
make their presence known to the suspect if he was hiding somewhere
in the vicinity, the deputies pulled into the driveway as quietly
as possible, their lights off.

Suddenly, and without warning, Helmstadt and
Schroeder heard shots fired, apparently from a location across the
road. Both took cover behind their car, and they listened and
watched as additional shots were fired. Keeping as low as possible,
Helmstadt reached inside his car and broadcast that it appeared
they were being shot at and asked for backup. Moments later
everything was quiet, and they could see that lights had come on
inside the mobile home.

Soon a woman came to the door and called out
to them. She identified herself as Sherry Rogers and,
apologetically, explained that there had been a misunderstanding.
Seeing that the deputies had their own weapons drawn, she tried to
assure them that they weren't being shot at. She said that the
shots they had heard had only been fired into the air by her
father, Roy Miller, who lived just down the road, on the other
side. He had seen the deputies' cars in the driveway area, she
said, but in the darkness had not been able to tell that they were
sheriff's office vehicles. He had mistaken the deputies for
prowlers, she said, and called her on the telephone to tell her
about it. But when she peeked out of a window, she recognized the
cars as patrol vehicles and cautioned her father not to fire any
more shots.

Visibly shaken but grateful that the shots
had only been fired into the air, Helmstadt and Schroeder
reholstered their own weapons. At least they hadn't been shot at,
and that seemed to serve as a consolation of sorts. But due to the
nature of their visit, they weren't going to take any chances. They
obtained Roy Miller's telephone number from his daughter and, using
their radios, were patched through by their dispatcher. As they
talked with Mr. Miller and realized that he seemed sincere and was
apologetic about what he'd done, the traumatized deputies began to
calm down a bit. Someone else, however, would have to take over for
them to keep objectivity in the investigation and to allow them
time to recover their nerves.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/63689
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_dc007469e341f58b257136ce9ab89500_FB1XVM_html_962a2d4.jpg
= L
_'»—/
A

-

2 €
Bl s

“PORTRAIT OF A






cover.jpg





