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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.







PART ONE

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.

A short time later Deputies Larry Beckwith
and Kevin Layng, assigned to the patrol division's south county
area, were detailed to assist at the suspect's address in Canby.
They arrived at the mobile home at 4:56 A.M. and relieved Helmstadt
and Schroeder, who were still unnerved over what they felt had been
a potentially life-threatening situation. With everything now calm
and apparently safe, Beckwith and Layng determined that the
light-blue pickup was not on the premises, nor was it at the
relative's home on the other side of the road.

After checking in with their dispatcher,
Beckwith and Layng approached the mobile home and knocked on the
front door. Mrs. Rogers, still sleepy and bleary-eyed, eventually
came to the door again, her youthful and attractive face reflecting
a look of helplessness and wonderment at why more deputies from the
sheriff's department had come to her home at such an ungodly hour
of the morning. She knew that something very serious must have
happened, but she didn't know what. Following depart mental
procedure, Beckwith and Layng weren't going to provide her many
clues. Looking at them quizzically, she apologized again for her
father's actions and repeated her explanation about why he had
fired off his gun. When Beckwith told her that they weren't there
about her father but were instead looking for a 1985 Nissan pickup
registered at her address, she haltingly invited the deputies
inside.

"I'm the co-owner of the truck," she said,
obviously frightened. "I'm on the registration with my husband,
Dayton."

In response to Beckwith's questions, Mrs.
Rogers said that Dayton had worked all day and that the pickup was
at his place of business in nearby Woodburn. She knew this, she
said, because she had called her husband there after her father had
called her when he saw the cars in the driveway. The business was
known as Small Engine Repair Unlimited, located at 11635 Pacific
Court N.E. She told the lawmen that Dayton had come home at about
8:30 P.M. to eat dinner. Half an hour or so later, he left after
saying that he was going back to the shop to catch up on some work.
She said that Dayton often worked late hours.

"Was he driving the blue Nissan pickup when
he left?" asked Layng.

"Yes."

"How was he dressed?"

"He was wearing blue jeans. What's this all
about, anyway?" She was worried and wanted to know why the
sheriff's department was so interested in hers and Dayton's
truck.

Beckwith and Layng looked at each other
briefly without answering her question, and they left the residence
momentarily so they could confer with each other privately and
relay their information to Lieutenant Detloff. When they returned,
Mrs. Rogers told them that she had just called her husband again
while the deputies were outside. She said that Dayton, however,
wasn't worried about the police because he didn't have anything to
hide.

While Beckwith and Layng wrote down the
information, the telephone rang. As Mrs. Rogers spoke, the deputies
discerned that she was talking with her husband again. After a few
moments, she indicated to Beckwith that Dayton wanted to talk to
him. Beckwith took the phone.

Why was the sheriff's office interested in
his pickup? Dayton wanted to know. Beckwith politely offered that
the vehicle in question had been described as leaving the scene of
a very serious incident, and that his department had been assigned
to check it out to determine if Dayton's pickup was in fact the
same one. Beckwith said that a witness had provided the sheriff's
department with a license plate number of a vehicle involved in the
incident, and they subsequently learned that the number was
registered to Dayton's pickup.

Dayton promptly stated that he had been at
his shop all night, but added that he would be happy to help the
police in any way that he could. While they were on the telephone,
Beckwith felt that it was significant that Dayton did not express
any curiosity regarding the nature of the serious incident.
Likewise, he never expressed much resistance to the fact that
detectives believed that he and/or his pickup had been involved.
Beckwith informed Dayton that investigators would be on their way
to Woodburn to talk to him soon and that he could then ask them
more questions.

Upon learning that Beckwith and Layng had
determined the location of their suspect, Turner and Lieutenant
Detloff promptly left the Denny's crime scene in the capable hands
of criminologist Deputy John Gilliland and headed for the
municipality of Woodburn.







Chapter 3

It was 5:35 A.M. when Detective Turner and
Lieutenant Detloff arrived at 11635 Pacific Court N.E. in Woodburn,
in neighboring Marion County. The lights were on inside the
single-story building, a shop-type structure that was light brown,
almost beige in color, situated on the northwest corner of the
intersection of Pacific Court and Highway 99E. Displayed on the
east wall of the building was a sign that read, SMALL ENGINE REPAIR
UNLIMITED. A light blue Nissan pickup, bearing Oregon license plate
CYW 194, was parked directly in front of the business.

Turner walked to the front of the Nissan. He
placed his hand in front of the grill and felt heat emanating from
the radiator. As they approached the front door, Turner quietly
pointed to a droplet of blood on the sidewalk near the building's
entrance. Detloff made a note to construct an A-frame over it from
a sheet of his yellow legal pad as soon as opportunity allowed, to
serve as a protective covering until the blood could be properly
collected.

There were two sliding, garage-type overhead
doors on either side of the entry door, and Turner peered through
the glass of one of them. He saw a single occupant inside,
approximately five feet nine inches tall, brown collar-length hair,
wearing blue coveralls. Turner made a mental note of the blue
coveralls. The man was standing in front of a vise attached to a
workbench, apparently tightening the vise down onto a bolt. He was
dressed differently from the suspect described by witnesses at the
crime scene. But he would have had plenty of time to change his
clothing between the time he fled the crime scene and the time the
detectives arrived at his shop, decided Turner. Turner knocked on
the front door.

"Who is it?" came the voice from inside.

"Sheriff's office."

"Come on in."

Turner tried the doorknob, but it was locked
from the inside.

"Is it locked?"

"Yes, it is," responded Turner dryly.

"Just a minute."

Turner moved to one of the overhead doors and
watched the lone occupant walk toward the front door. When the man
opened it, Turner showed him his photo identification.

"Are you Dayton Rogers?"

"Yes." The slightly built man invited the two
detectives inside. Turner noted that Dayton, aside from the blue
coveralls he was wearing, basically fit the description of the
suspect seen fleeing the crime scene. He also immediately detected
an odor of alcohol on Dayton's breath and saw that his eyes were
bloodshot. As they followed the suspect, Turner and Detloff
carefully observed the building's layout. They also looked for
obvious clues, such as additional droplets of blood or bloodstained
clothes.

The interior consisted of a vast room with
workbenches to the left, several storage bins to the right, and a
reception counter directly in front of the entrance door. In a
large area directly behind the counter there were lawn mowers,
chain saws, mechanical weed cutters, Rototillers, and various other
types of electrical and gas-operated machinery lined up in a long
row side by side in varying states of disrepair. A wood stove sat
in front of the counter, apparently used for heating the building
during the winter months.

In the work area to the rear, tools hung on
the wall in a very sequential order. The workbenches were clear of
all tools that weren't being used or worked on. For a repair shop,
it struck Turner as somewhat unusual that the building was so
clean—immaculate, in fact— and that it was so very well
maintained.

Turner observed two doors along the north
wall. As he followed Dayton, he noticed that one of the doors led
into an area which appeared to be the business office. It, too,
seemed very orderly, everything in its place. The other room, next
to the business office, was equipped with a countertop and a sink,
and on the countertop was a Mr. Coffee machine, which was just
beginning the brewing cycle. As Turner followed Dayton to the
center of the area behind the front counter, he observed while
standing amid all the machinery that Dayton's right hand had
several bandages on it.

When he turned to face the detectives, Turner
informed Dayton that they were there because his pickup had been
described as leaving the scene of a "very serious incident." Rather
than go into detail, Turner left it at that, purposely withholding
information known only to the perpetrator and the police. Instead,
he unobtrusively focused his attention on every movement, every
action and reaction of his suspect to see if he would inadvertently
give anything away.

"I've been here all night working," said
Dayton calmly. He was almost too composed, reckoned Turner. It
seemed unusual, just as it had with Deputy Beckwith, that Dayton
didn't press him for details about the crime he was
investigating.

"Have you loaned your truck to anyone
tonight?"

"No. The truck has been right here all night,
too."

Turner stood approximately two to three feet
from Dayton and again recognized the strong odor of alcohol that
came from Dayton's breath. When he mentioned it and asked Dayton to
account for his whereabouts the previous several hours, Dayton
coolly explained that he had been at his shop all night drinking
bourbon and strawberry mixer. Turner noted that Dayton's pupils
were dilated, but his speech was not slurred and he spoke and
walked without difficulty. Turner concluded to himself that Dayton
had been drinking but was clearly not drunk.

"Mind if I check your truck?" asked
Turner.

"No, go ahead."

Turner went outside and opened the hood of
the pickup. He placed his right hand on top of the engine's valve
cover, but quickly took it away. It was still hot, too hot to
touch. Dayton, or at least somebody, had recently run the engine
hard, decided Turner. Very hard. The detective went back inside the
shop.

"Been here all night, huh? Haven't gone out
all night, have you? So why is the engine so hot?"

"I forgot. I let it run for a while."

"Why did you let it run for a while?"

Dayton said that he had gone to a nearby
Safeway store earlier that morning to get a cup of coffee. Turner,
however, quickly pointed out the pot of coffee that was brewing
inside his shop.

Realizing his mistake, Rogers instantly
retracted and explained that he really hadn't gone to the Safeway
store to get coffee, but had only started to go. As he was getting
ready to leave, he had heard the telephone ring. Since he had
already started the truck, he let the engine run while he went back
inside to answer the phone. The phone call, he said, had been from
his wife, informing him that investigators from the sheriff's
office were on their way to talk to him. He seemed to have an
answer for everything.

"How long did you let the engine run?"

"Just a few minutes."

"The valve cover was still hot, not just
warm," responded Turner. "Your story just doesn't make sense."

"What do you want?" Dayton angrily rebutted.
"I haven't left here all night."

"Mr. Rogers," said Turner deliberately, "the
incident that we're investigating is a murder, and we believe that
it was your vehicle seen leaving the scene of this murder." Turner
was trying to rattle him now, shake his story loose. But Dayton
remained steadfast.

"I haven't been anywhere. I've been here all
night." Dayton saw Turner eyeing his right hand. Okay, reasoned
Turner, they could play it Dayton's way, for the time being.

"What happened to your hand?" asked the
detective. "Cut yourself ?"

"I cut it with a hacksaw," he stated
matter-of-factly.

"Are you right-handed or left-handed?"

"Left-handed."

"Where were you when you cut it?"

Dayton pointed to a hacksaw lying on a
toolbox next to the workbench where he had originally been standing
when Turner first saw him while looking through the glass portion
of the overhead door. Turner seized the hacksaw, but detected no
blood anywhere on it.

"Mind if I take the hacksaw into custody?
I'll give you a receipt for it."

"No, I don't care."

Turner changed the subject by asking Dayton
where he had been drinking. Dayton replied that he had bought some
wine at a nearby Safeway supermarket and mixed it together to make
a concoction, the name of which he couldn't recall. He said he
purchased the wine around 11 P.M. and drank it at his shop.

Hadn't he said earlier that he had been
mixing bourbon with strawberry mixer? Now he was talking
about drinking wine. Turner continued to make mental notes of the
inconsistencies in Dayton's statements. He must have been getting
tired, his mind fatigued from all his activities of the past few
hours. Turner pressed on with his probing, aware that it was harder
for a suspect to keep his story straight when tired and under
tremendous pressure of continued questioning.

"Where did you put all the empty bottles?"
asked Turner.

"I bought miniatures at the liquor store," he
replied, trying to avoid the question. Another inconsistency.
Miniature bottles of wine? Or miniature bottles of liquor? As far
as Turner knew, the only miniature bottles containing alcoholic
beverages sold at state-run liquor outlets were the one-shot hard
liquor types, like those served on airlines. He decided not to
press that issue just yet. Besides, regulated by state law, liquor
stores close at 7 P.M. in Oregon and were not open at 11 P.M. That
was inconsistent enough for him. It was clear that Dayton was
lying.

Turner remained silent. Dayton, however,
continued to talk, saying that he liked to drink but that his wife
didn't approve of it. On the evenings he chose to drink, he said,
he did so at his shop.

"Where are the bottles, Dayton?" Turner
abruptly asked again. Dayton didn't respond, however. He only
stared at the detective.

"Do you mind if I look in the trash cans?"
Turner prompted.

"No. Go ahead. Search the place if you want
to. Search my truck. You want me to go with you? Say so."

Having obtained Dayton's permission, Turner
checked each of the trash cans inside the shop. All except for the
one in the sink area were completely empty, devoid of any material
whatsoever. But the trash can in the sink area contained several
wrappers from Curad brand adhesive bandages. Turner guessed that
the wrappers were from the bandages on Dayton's right hand. On his
way back to where Dayton was standing, Turner noticed a blood smear
on the bathroom door directly above the doorknob. He kept the
observation to himself.

"You say you cut yourself with a hacksaw,"
said Turner, his eyes now boring right through his suspect. "But I
can't find any blood on the toolbox, the hacksaw, the vise, or
anywhere on the floor where you say you were standing when you cut
yourself. Where did you say you were standing when you cut your
hand?"

"You're there."

"You know, I couldn't find any of those
liquor bottles, either. Where did you say you put them?"

Dayton didn't answer now. He only stared at
Turner with eyes that had now become angry.

"Your explanations just aren't making any
sense."

Dayton, his eyes glaring more than ever, once
again stated in monotones: "Search the place. Search my truck. You
want me to go with you? Say so."

Turner told Dayton that it wasn't necessary
yet. He then explained that a witness was on his way to Woodburn to
look at the truck. He said the witness had observed Dayton's blue
Datsun fleeing the scene of the crime.

"Well, then, I want to talk to an
attorney."

At 5:42 A.M. Turner, not wanting to face any
legal technicalities later, advised Dayton Leroy Rogers of his
rights under Miranda.

"Do you understand these rights?"

"Yeah. I've been through the system before."
Dayton asked Turner if he wanted him to furnish fingerprints.

"I would appreciate it."

"Am I under arrest?"

"No. Not at this time." Turner informed him
that after the witness had viewed his truck, they would take him to
the sheriff's office to get a photo of him as well as his
fingerprints. Since Dayton had indicated that he was invoking his
rights, Turner didn't ask him any further questions.

Dayton, however, asked the detective if he
could set up business for the day. When Turner told him that he had
no objections, Dayton turned and walked into his office. Turner
stayed close by and watched as Dayton opened the top drawer of a
filing cabinet. He reached inside with his right hand, the
one that had been injured, and pulled out a money bag. He then left
the office and went to the cash register behind the counter. Moving
from left to right, he very methodically placed currency and change
into the cash drawer, again using his right hand.

Left-handed my ass, Turner thought to
himself.

"Do you mind if I call my wife?" Dayton asked
Turner as he closed the cash drawer.

"I don't care who you call." Turner listened
as Dayton spoke on the telephone, supposedly with his wife,
discussing business matters and making arrangements for someone to
open the shop. At 6:10 A.M. he placed another call and talked
uninterrupted for the better part of the next hour.

At 6:45 A.M., while Dayton was still on the
phone, Deputy Peter Tutmark arrived from the crime scene with
witness Richard Bergio. Following close behind, representing
Clackamas County District Attorney James O'Leary, were Deputy
District Attorney Andrejs "Andy" Eglitis and Investigator Tom
Kusturin. Tutmark and Turner led Bergio to Dayton's pickup and
simultaneously briefed Eglitis and Kusturin on what was so far
known about the case.

"Is this the vehicle you followed out of the
Denny's parking lot earlier this morning?" asked Turner.

"That's the one," Bergio said without
hesitation. "If you want to be sure, turn on the headlights. It
doesn't have any license plate lights."

Turner went to the truck and reached inside.
He pulled the headlights switch into the on position. Sure enough,
when he walked to the rear of the pickup, he saw that there was no
illumination at all coming from the license plate light
fixtures.

"Do you have any doubt whatsoever about this
being the vehicle you followed earlier?" asked Turner.

"No. That's the one."

In preparation to having Dayton's pickup
towed to a place for safekeeping, Turner opened the passenger door
to check for items of value, having already obtained Dayton's
consent to do so, and to make an inventory of any items found. He
noticed at that time a cut in the passenger door panel, and blood
on the back edge of the passenger door. But whose blood was it?

Turner reentered the workshop and motioned to
Dayton, who was still talking on the telephone, and indicated that
he wanted to talk to him. After putting the person on the other end
of the line on hold, Dayton walked over to where Turner was
standing, near the front entrance. Turner promptly confronted him
with the fact that his pickup truck had been positively identified
as the one that left the scene of the murder. There was no longer
any doubt, he told him.

"I've got nothing to say," Dayton
responded.

After conferring briefly with Lieutenant
Detloff, Turner faced Dayton and in an official tone announced that
he was under arrest for the murder of the nude victim, called "Jane
Doe" for lack of her identification. Turner permitted Dayton to
finish his phone call, then fastened a pair of handcuffs around
Dayton's wrists, again advising him of his Miranda rights. Dayton
Leroy Rogers was then promptly transported and booked into the
Clackamas County Jail in Oregon City.

Later that morning when Turner checked in at
his office, crime analyst Deputy Dave Broom-field, the department's
computer-buff-turned-expert, handed Turner a computer printout. As
Turner quickly scanned the multi-sheet document, he saw that Dayton
Leroy Rogers was no stranger to law enforcement in the state of
Oregon. He had been in trouble several times and had faced some
very serious charges that had involved violent sexual attacks and a
nearly fatal stabbing.

Although his rap sheet was extensive, it
didn't include the kind of detail that Turner knew he would need in
building a strong case against Dayton. Due to his suspect's lengthy
criminal record, Turner also knew that a wealth of background
information must exist within the files of various city, county,
and state agencies. He would have to contact a number of agencies
to get the information he needed, and that would take time.




Chapter 4

Shortly after 8 A.M., Detective Mark White
was advised to report to the jail to provide assistance to
Detective Turner. He brought along his 35mm camera, since it would
be his job to obtain additional photographs of an evidentiary
nature. After Dayton was properly booked, Turner turned over to
White a pair of blue work coveralls, Golden Retriever brand brown
work boots, a brown belt, a white T-shirt a pair of blue Levi's
pants, one pair of black socks, one pair of men's blue underpants,
and a key ring that held the Nissan's keys and several others,
presumably keys to Dayton's shop and home. The key ring also held a
long, black swivel hook made of plastic. All of the items had been
seized from Dayton at the jail at the time of his booking and had
been bagged separately.

Dayton, now dressed in jail blues, was
brought into the jail infirmary. As Detective White prepared his
camera for photographs, he observed the bandages on Dayton's right
hand. Dayton, waiting patiently for everyone to finish their jobs,
appeared sullen and quiet. Clackamas County Jail Head Nurse Phyllis
Flowers, a tough-talking, abrasive woman that the other jail nurses
feared and respected, recommended that Dayton's bandages be removed
to determine if his wounds required sutures. Dayton wasn't about to
argue with her. He carefully removed the bandages, which he placed
inside an otherwise empty garbage can.






There appeared to be two cuts, noted White
and Nurse Flowers, one between the small finger and another on the
palm, near the finger next to the small one. The cut on the palm
ran at an angle of approximately forty-five degrees to the
lengthwise line of the finger and extended upward about a quarter
to a half inch. The other cut ran lengthwise along the inside of
the small finger. Both cuts appeared straight, not jagged. The cut
on the palm seemed to be closed, while the one nearest the small
finger looked quite deep and was, in fact, still open.

Dayton, White noticed, also had an abrasion
or scratch on the underside of his right elbow, and a scratch on
the outside of his left forearm. He took photographs of all of
Dayton's injuries, then seized the bandages containing dried blood
from the trash can. Afterward, Nurse Flowers recommended that
Dayton be taken to Willamette Falls Hospital for examination of his
hand wounds.

Deputies John Mills and John Naab transported
Dayton, accompanied by Detective White, to the hospital's emergency
room. Upon their arrival, Mills began taking detailed notes of
everything Dayton said to the hospital staff during the intake
process.

"Where did you cut it?" asked an admitting
attendant.

"At my shop," responded Dayton.

"What cut it?"

"Metal."

After being properly admitted, Dayton was
taken into the emergency room where a technician asked him
additional questions.

"When did this happen?"

"Yesterday."

"What time?"

"Ten-thirty."

"At night?"

"Yeah."

The room was silent as the technician
examined the wounds.

"When did you say this happened?"

"Last night, I imagine about one to three
o'clock in the morning. I worked all night." Mills caught the time
discrepancy and noted it for his report.

"Are you taking any medications?"

"No."

A few minutes later, Dr. Ann Brown came into
the emergency room examining room and began treating Dayton's
wounds. As she cleaned the injuries and applied medication, she
asked him some additional questions.

"What happened this morning?"

"I cut myself with a hacksaw blade. I had it
in a vise."

"When did it happen?"

"About one or two in the morning."

"How did you get a hacksaw blade in there?"
asked the doctor, motioning to the area between Dayton's little
finger and the ring finger of his right hand.

"I was holding it and it slipped." He
explained that he was left-handed and was holding the hacksaw with
his left hand when it rammed the base of his fifth finger. When he
attempted to move his hand away, he cut the surface of his fifth
finger.

Given the lapse of time between when the
injury occurred and when Dayton arrived at the hospital, Dr. Brown
elected not to suture the wounds. Instead, she irrigated the
lacerations with normal saline, cleansed the affected skin with
Betadine, then applied an antibiotic ointment and dry dressing. She
affixed a volar splint to his injured small finger. When the doctor
was finished, Deputy Naab swabbed Dayton's hands with gauze pads
saturated with saline solution to remove trace elements, such as
dried blood. Afterward the gauze pads were placed in separate brown
paper bags.

It had been Detective White's intention to
obtain fingernail scrapings from Dayton. However, Dayton's
fingernails had been bitten off to the quick. There simply was not
enough fingernail present on any finger for anything to become
trapped beneath, and he was unable to obtain the scrapings. Dayton
mockingly told him that he bites his nails.

Later that morning, John Turner followed up
Dayton's supervised visit to the hospital. When he asked the doctor
if Dayton's injuries could have been caused by a hacksaw blade, he
was told that it was highly unlikely. If his hand had been cut with
a serrated blade such as that of a hacksaw, said the doctor, his
wounds would have been jagged and uneven. Instead, Dayton's wounds
were smooth and clean, as if they had been caused by a knife blade.
It was precisely what Turner had wanted to hear.

As the morning wore on and Detective Jim
Strovink continued his interviews of the Denny's witnesses,
Detective Michael J. Machado entered the case. He had been notified
of the brutal murder while still at home and was advised to report
to the crime scene instead of going to the office that morning.
Although he would eventually become Turner's partner as the
investigation continued to mushroom, he was initially assigned to
assist Strovink with the questioning.

Upon his arrival, he met briefly with
Strovink, who told him that Deputy Randy Barry had the name and
address of a witness, Michael Fielding, thirty-two, who had
obtained a good look at the suspect separate and apart from the
Denny's witnesses. Machado proceeded to an apartment complex at
16350 S.E. Vineyard Lane, located directly behind the GMAC
building.

It was 8:45 A.M. when Machado rang the bell
at Fielding's town house apartment. Fielding, expecting the
detective, led him inside and showed him around to give him a feel
of the apartment's layout. The downstairs area consisted of the
living room and kitchen, and the bedrooms and bathroom were located
upstairs. Machado noted that the front of the apartment faced the
parking lot and from upstairs provided an unobstructed view of the
crime scene.

Fielding explained that he and his roommate
left their apartment at about 1:20 A.M. and walked to Stuart
Anderson's Cattle Company Restaurant, located just up the street on
McLoughlin Boulevard, to have a drink. They arrived there about ten
minutes later, where Fielding drank three bottles of beer over the
next forty minutes. It was about 2:25 A.M. when they arrived back
at their apartment. Fielding went to bed, while his roommate
remained downstairs watching television. Fielding maintained that
his perception of the events that followed had not been impaired by
the beer.

Fielding had only been in bed for about five
minutes when he suddenly heard a high-pitched "yeowl," much like
the screaming that occurs during a cat fight. The sounds came from
the parking lot below, which he at first tried to ignore. But the
screaming and yelling continued until finally he heard a
"bloodcurdling" scream that he recognized as a human female
voice.

After realizing that what he had heard was no
cat fight, Fielding said he jumped out of bed and ran to the
window. Because the front of the apartment faced to the east, he
had covered the window with a sheet of black semi-transparent
plastic shortly after he moved in to prevent the morning sun from
entering his bedroom. He pulled back a section of the plastic and
looked toward Denny's, he said, the direction from which the
screams had come. He said the screams continued for two, maybe
three minutes.

When he looked out, Fielding said he really
didn't know what he expected to see. His first thought had been
that the screams were from a drunken girl because he hadn't seen
anyone at first. Then he heard a male voice say something like,
"Hey, son-of-a-motherfucker," followed by a brief period of
silence. Moments later, he heard what sounded like cowboy boots
clomping through the parking lot. Suddenly he spotted a man coming
around the northwest corner of the GMAC building along the west
side of the parking lot. The man was running, and he made a wide
turn around the building. As he entered a lighted area, he slowed
and looked back, as if to see if anyone was following him. But no
one was.

When the man was directly underneath an
overhead light, Fielding said he saw a shiny metal object in his
right hand. It was pointed away from his body in a relatively
straight line forward, only slightly pointed upward. The metal part
of the object was about five inches long, and it looked thin. When
he focused on it, he could tell that it was a knife. He couldn't,
however, see whether there was any blood on it or dripping from the
blade.

The man continued running along the west side
of the building, heading south. When he reached the southwest
corner of the building he turned left, which put him eastbound.
Fielding could still see the suspect as he attempted to flee the
area by scaling a flight of steps connected to the GMAC building,
and at one point he heard metal striking metal. He couldn't tell if
the man had attempted to open one of the office building's doors or
if the knife in his hand had been striking the railing as he
ascended the steps. He continued to watch for a few minutes, he
said, but the man never returned. Fielding said he assumed that the
man must have jumped over the fence behind the building.

Fielding explained that he quickly pulled on
his pants at that point. As he started down the stairs to the
living room to inform his roommate about what he had seen, he heard
the sound of tires peeling in gravel. Realizing that a vehicle just
passed his apartment at a high rate of speed, he ran back upstairs
to his bedroom window in time to see a small pickup "shooting
straight through the parking lot towards Denny's."

He described the man as a white male, about
thirty years old, maybe 190 to 200 pounds. Although it was
difficult to judge the suspect's height from the downward angle
from which Fielding was watching him, Fielding said he appeared to
be six feet three inches or more and had a slight paunch to his
stomach. His hair was dark brown, wavy, and collar-length, possibly
a little shorter. The man was wearing brown cowboy boots, a long
yellow polo shirt that was not tucked inside his pants. The pants,
he said, were blue jeans, and the shirt had standard cut sides.
Although he had not seen the man's face straight-on but mostly from
a profile angle, Fielding was adamant that he could positively
identify the suspect.

During any investigation of great intensity
many things, of course, occur simultaneously, often at different
locations. While deputies Beckwith and Layng had been at Dayton's
residence in Canby interviewing Sherry Rogers, Turner and Detloff
were being briefed at the crime scene. At the same time, doctors
had worked feverishly at Emanuel Hospital trying to revive Jenny
Smith and save her life, but had failed in their efforts. Likewise,
while Turner had been arresting Dayton and was having him
transported to the Clackamas County Jail, Deputy John Gilliland,
the Clackamas County Sheriff's Office criminologist, had arrived at
the crime scene shortly after being rousted from his home by
Portland police officers and was busy processing it for clues.
Because of all the activities happening at once, such cases can
quickly become complex. When it comes time to put it all together
so that all interested parties can easily visualize and understand
what has occurred, police work suddenly becomes an art.

When Turner returned to the crime scene after
processing his murder suspect into jail, he was trying to maintain
just such a sense of order in his head, an uncanny ability made
possible by twenty years of police work. Between taking sketchy
notes and reflecting on the morning's events, he had thought
initially that he would have the case wrapped up in a couple of
days. They had a suspect already in custody, and several
eyewitnesses had assured the investigators that they would
recognize the man they had seen fleeing the crime scene if they saw
him again. With every passing hour, the case that Turner and his
colleagues were building against Dayton Leroy Rogers seemed to grow
stronger. It looked like it was going to be a piece of cake to
clear up, but it wasn't. Not by a long shot.

* * *

Aided by the bright morning sun Turner,
Gilliland, and others conducted a thorough examination of the crime
scene, photographing everything of potential relevance. They
collected blood samples from the area where Jenny's body had lain,
as well as excrement and urine specimens. Each item of evidence,
including Jenny's clothing, was placed inside separate bags and
containers as the lawmen scoured every inch of the parking lot. At
one point they found a trail of blood, believed to be that of their
suspect, and followed it around the building complex along the
route taken by the suspect as described by Michael Fielding.

But where was the murder weapon? They
continued circling the group of buildings as they hunted for the
knife. They looked inside dumpsters, combed grassy areas, searched
through brush, peered into sewer grates with flashlights, looked
anywhere that the suspect might have tossed the knife as he fled.
But it seemed to be nowhere to be found. Turner and Gilliland began
to think that the killer had taken it with him.

Finally, at 9:30 A.M., after having been over
the same area at least six times, Gilliland stopped in his tracks
and called out to Turner.

"I think I found it," he said as he pointed
out a shiny object to Turner. It was lying beneath a shrub in a bed
of bark dust about three feet from the sidewalk behind the GMAC
building, in an area where the suspect was seen running. Gilliland
picked it up carefully so that he wouldn't spoil any fingerprints
that might be on it. It was a Regency-Sheffield stainless steel
kitchen-type knife with a five-inch blade and a brown handle, the
type commonly sold in sets. It was covered with blood, and the
blade was bent. Gilliland placed it inside a brown paper bag and
marked it, and would turn it over to the Oregon State Police Crime
Lab, along with the other evidence that had been collected, for
analysis. But first Turner had someone he wanted to show the knife
to.

At 9:35 A.M., some fifty minutes into
Machado's interview with Michael Fielding, Turner appeared at
Fielding's apartment, carrying the brown paper bag. He apologized
for interrupting.

"Do you recall saying that you thought you
would be able to recognize the knife that you saw the suspect
holding while he stood beneath the streetlight?" Turner asked
Fielding.

"Yes, I do. I think I would recognize
it."

Turner opened the brown paper bag and asked
him to look inside.

"Yes. I think that's the knife. That's
exactly like the one he had."

Turner smiled broadly, stretching his
mustache into a nearly straight line beneath his nose. Elated, he
thanked Fielding for his help and left.

Later, after he'd had time to put together a
photo display consisting of six similarly appearing subjects
arranged in two rows of three photos, Machado contacted Michael
Fielding again and asked him if the suspect was pictured in the
throwdown. Twenty-two seconds after Machado had flipped the display
over and revealed the faces, Fielding exclaimed, "I'd have to say
number three." It was the photograph of Dayton Leroy Rogers.

At 1:00 P.M., Detective John Turner, Deputy
John Gilliland, and Clackamas County Deputy District Attorney Andy
Eglitis arrived at 301 N.E. Knott Street in Portland, the offices
of the Multnomah County medical examiner. They were there to attend
the definitive autopsy of Jenny Smith, so far still known to them
as their Jane Doe. Dr. Karen Gunson, a deputy state medical
examiner, would conduct the procedure.

After everyone was assembled in the room
where Jenny's corpse lay on a stainless steel table, her hands
wrapped in paper bags as a measure to preserve evidence, the room
was darkened. A pathology technician slowly moved an ultraviolet
light carefully over her body. The inside of her legs, particularly
the thighs, and her breasts were meticulously examined for traces
of semen and latent fingerprints. However, fifteen minutes later,
the technician turned off the ultraviolet light and brought the
room lights back up after finding neither. Fingernail scrapings
were taken from both of Jenny's thumbs, but like Dayton Leroy
Rogers, she had been a nail biter and her other fingernails were
too short from which to obtain specimens.

During the external examination, Dr. Gunson
pointed out eleven knife wounds in Jenny's body, ten of which were
very deep. Eight of the injuries were present on the front of her
body, and three on her back side.

Jenny had sustained slashing wounds to both
of her breasts, one of which was a horizontally oriented stab wound
that bisected the left nipple and extended into the lateral left
areola. There were two deep stab wounds in her abdomen that pierced
her stomach. She also had slash wounds on both of her hands that
cut all the way to the bone, which Dr. Gunson described as
defensive injuries caused when she had tried to wrest the knife
blade from her attacker or otherwise tried to prevent him from
stabbing her. She had also been stabbed at the base of her throat,
where the neck joins the upper chest.

After Jenny's body was opened with the usual
Y-shaped incision, Dr. Gunson determined that a major artery on the
left side of her chest had been severed and was the likely cause of
death. A V-shaped wound on her back had pierced the liver, and Dr.
Gunson explained that the V shape of the wound was probably the
result of two stab wounds that had overlapped.

Dr. Gunson also pointed out other wounds,
including two quarter-inch-wide bruises around both of Jenny's
wrists. She explained that the bruises were an indication that the
victim had been tied up, perhaps with the shoe laces found at the
crime scene, and that significant pressure would have to have been
applied for such bruising to occur.

Fingerprints and palm prints were obtained
from their well-developed Jane Doe, as were samples of blood,
urine, and head and pubic hair strands. Oral, anal, and vaginal
swab specimens were also collected and would later be tested with
acid phosphatase for the presence of semen. Each of the samples,
along with the paper bags that had enclosed Jenny's hands, were
retained by criminologist Gilliland.

When Gilliland left the morgue, he went
straight to the Portland Police Bureau's Identification Division in
the towering downtown Justice Center building, carrying the
victim's fingerprints. After he was properly checked in, the prints
were classified and the search through the fingerprint files, often
a lengthy process, commenced. As luck would have it, however, the
search didn't take long this time. His Jane Doe was soon identified
as Jennifer Lisa Smith, also known as Gypsy Roselyn Costello, date
of birth November 14, 1961, making her twenty-five at the time of
her death. According to her rap sheet, she was a prostitute.

While Gilliland had been making the
identification of their homicide victim in downtown Portland,
Turner was in Oregon City at the Clackamas County District
Attorney's Office, located in the courthouse, putting together an
affidavit of probable cause for issuance of a search warrant. The
effort took him the remainder of the afternoon.

At 5:35 P.M., Turner presented the affidavit
before Clackamas County Circuit Court Judge Patrick Gilroy, inside
the judge's chambers. Gilroy read over the document, then promptly
issued warrants to search Dayton Leroy Rogers's home, his place of
business, pickup truck, and his person. The search warrants were
served that evening, making it a long day for everyone
involved.

Among the items subsequently seized as
evidence were the bandage wrappers, a hacksaw, and blood samples,
all from Dayton's shop. From his home, the detectives took a pair
of Texas brand boots from the rear bedroom closet; a pair of Levi's
from the left side of his bed's headboard; a knife from a knife
block in the kitchen; two knives from a bowl on the kitchen
counter; and a box of Band-Aids from a cabinet near the kitchen
stove.

While Turner was executing the search
warrants, first at Dayton's mobile home in Canby and then at his
shop in Woodburn, and preparing to have Dayton's truck removed for
searching, Detective Michael Machado read the warrant to search
Dayton's person. Present at the procedure was Dayton; Machado;
Dayton's attorney, Arthur Knauss; Deputy Larry Peck; and
Corrections Corporal Mike Baumgartner. Two vials of blood were
collected from Dayton, as were strands of his head and pubic
hairs.

Dayton's pickup truck believed to contain
perhaps the most damning evidence associated with Jenny Smith's
death, was removed from his shop and taken to a secure garage on
the premises of the sheriff's office. Criminologist Robert Thompson
of the Oregon State Police Crime lab, accompanied by Turner and
Gilliland, went over the pickup later with much care and in great
detail.

During its processing, they lifted latent
fingerprints from the pickup's right door and from the rear cargo
area's top rail section of the bed. A black piece of weather strip
with stains resembling blood was removed from the rear portion of
the right door, just below the window frame. They also removed a
pull handle from the right door, which contained bloodstains on the
inner portion. Hair samples were removed from beneath the passenger
seat, and separate vacuum sweepings were conducted from the right
floorboard, right passenger seat area, left floorboard, and the
left passenger seat area. A sample of the vehicle's
antifreeze/coolant was removed from the radiator and placed in a
glass evidence container. Criminologist Thompson also collected
several samples of blood from the right passenger door and the
passenger area, including beneath the floorboard. Gilliland noted
and photographed numerous knife cuts and slashes on the upholstery,
dashboard, and seat. He also found a small green plastic band in
the bed of the pickup, similar to the anti-tampering devices found
on plastic milk jugs and disposable fruit juice containers.

As he left Dayton's pickup, something about
the truck kept bothering Turner. He couldn't quite put his finger
on it, but he thought it was the color. Something in the back of
his mind kept edging toward the surface, until finally he
remembered the incident of July 7 involving Heather Brown. Could
Dayton have been the one who had taken her into the woods and
frightened her so badly that she had jumped from the speeding
pickup? The truck Heather had described to Deputy Bill Strosser
certainly seemed to fit. But Turner didn't have an adequate
description of its driver, and he couldn't obtain one until he made
contact with Heather. The log truck driver who helped Heather had
only glimpsed the pickup's driver, so it wasn't likely that he
would be a reliable witness. No, he had to talk to Heather. He had
to find out if Dayton had been the alleged kidnapper, as much to
clear the case as to satisfy his own curiosity.

Prior to executing the search warrants,
Turner had been delighted when informed that the Denny's parking
lot victim had been identified. It was good luck that her identity
had been made so quickly, especially since no documents had been
found near her body, in her clothing, or anywhere else at the crime
scene. Most times, he knew, when there is no identification on a
homicide victim, establishing the identity can take considerably
longer, often days, weeks, even months. Since identifying a victim
often produces additional leads and evidence, it is, short of
identifying and capturing a suspect, considered the cornerstone of
an investigation. The case was indeed going well, reflected Turner
after the search and seizures had been completed. Almost too
well.

Before calling it a day, Turner tapped into
the National Crime Information Center's (NCIC) data banks to see
what additional information, if any, he could learn about Jenny
Smith. As the printout appeared, he found that she had a rap sheet
for prostitution arrests and convictions longer than the Bill of
Rights, not surprising for a person in her line of work. She had
also been arrested on a charge of public indecency, specifically
indecent exposure. The complaint was lodged after she was seen
romping around the house naked with a male friend in front of open
windows that faced a public street. She also had a list of aliases
and false Social Security numbers too numerous to list. Her last
known address was 1205 N.E. Roselawn Street in Portland, smack-dab
in the heart of the City of Roses' "Crack Alley" and within walking
distance to one of the city's notorious prostitution hot spots,
Union Avenue. Turner guessed that Dayton must have picked her up
somewhere on Union, and he decided that that would be the most
logical place to check out next. He knew from prior experience that
much could be learned from hookers and other street people,
provided they were approached in a low-key manner and treated with
respect.

Because Jenny was a known prostitute, any
other cop might have simply dismissed her murder by saying that
such dangers go with the territory: "Tough luck, not much that we
can do." After all, many cops subscribe to the notion that most
homicide victims die by their environment, their lifestyles, and
there's no question that prostitutes make themselves easy victims
of opportunity. Right or wrong, statistics tend to validate such
beliefs, making it understandable why policemen are sometimes
reluctant to give such murders their undivided attention.

But Turner couldn't brush this case off that
easily. His main concern was for people, regardless of their class
in life, which was why he became a cop in the first place. Jenny
Smith had been a living human being, some mother's child and a
mother to two small children herself. To have been killed with such
unleashed savagery troubled Turner immensely. She shouldn't have
had to die at age twenty-five, at least not that way. He wanted to
make sure that he built as strong a case as possible against the
man he believed killed her.

There was another reason. Call it instinct, a
cop's intuition, or whatever, something kept telling Turner that
Jenny's killer had obtained great pleasure in his acts of violence,
that he had committed such acts before. The injuries her killer had
inflicted on her had been painful, excruciating, and unbearable,
and seemed intended as an act of torture. Few killers, regardless
of how violent they are, kill their victims so slowly and with such
precision.

And then there was that damned blue pickup
that kept cropping up. Why did he keep thinking about it, unable to
get it out of his mind? Was there another case besides Heather
Brown's involving a blue pickup? He seemed to think so, since its
description kept floating around in the farther reaches of his
mind. Could there be others, victims like Jenny, that he knew
nothing about? And if so, were their cases buried somewhere within
some police agency's filing cabinets, their bodies unidentified as
Jenny's had been?

Jenny's murder could have been written up so
neat and simple, and Turner could have forgotten it and gone on to
the next case that came his way. But something kept telling him
that he wasn't finished with this case, that he really wasn't
seeing the big picture of it yet. And he also kept telling himself
that nobody deserved to die at the hands of a brutal murderer.
Nobody deserves that.







Chapter 5

It was 1:30 P.M. the next day, August 8, when
detectives John Turner and James Strovink responded to the home of
Barbara Smith, located in the 500 block of North Jarrett Street in
Portland near "Crack Alley," in the middle of Portland's chapter of
the Bloods' and Crips' gangland war zone. Neither detective had had
much sleep, and they weren't particularly happy about being there.
It was a neighborhood where it was not uncommon for the residents
to dodge stray bullets from drive-by shootings and other instances
of gang warfare that claim innocent people, including young
children playing inside their homes, as victims of a growing and
senseless violence. Turner and Strovink preferred the more
civilized qualities of their own turf in the normally peaceful
confines of Clackamas County, but they resigned themselves to the
fact they had a job to do, and that job was to determine the truth
behind the killing of Jenny Smith no matter where in Portland's
seamier netherworld the case took them. After inviting them inside
her home, Barbara Smith tearfully described herself as the mother
of Jenny Smith's ex-husband and grandmother of Jenny's
children.

Smith, between sobs, told Turner and Strovink
that she last saw Jenny at approximately 9:45 P.M. Thursday, August
sixth, near Holiday Park Hospital. Jenny had asked her to drive her
to that location because Jenny had left her car, a Honda Civic,
there earlier when she couldn't get it started after apparently
flooding the engine. Upon arrival, however, Jenny's car had started
immediately. Prior to their leaving, the last thing Jenny said to
Mrs. Smith was, "When the food stamps come, keep them for me,
Grandma." Jenny followed her for a short distance as Smith drove
toward home. Mrs. Smith said that the last time she saw Jenny was
when Jenny waved goodbye to her near the intersection of Vancouver
Avenue and Alberta Street.

Smith told the detectives that her son,
Frederick, Jenny's ex-husband, showed up at her home the next
morning. When he learned that Jenny hadn't returned to his mother's
home to pick up her kids, he went out looking for her, to no avail.
She apparently hadn't been to her own home, either, which she
shared with Frederick despite the fact that they were divorced, and
she wasn't working her usual corner where Northeast Union Avenue
and Wygant Street intersect. Mrs. Smith described Jenny as a
non-drinker and a nonsmoker and said that she abstained totally
from drugs. She was a very quiet person, a loner, and never became
rowdy. Mrs. Smith never knew Jenny to have been violent. The only
"bad" thing that Jenny did, said Mrs. Smith, was to work the avenue
as a prostitute.

With the help of her "grandma" and other
family members, Turner and Strovink traced Jenny's movements the
last evening of her life to the home of a friend, Tina Hall,* at
Northeast 7th Avenue and Skidmore Street. Jenny had been at Tina's
residence with a black female, April Bowen,* who was known to work
the streets with Jenny. They had arrived in Jenny's Honda, and both
were joking and kidding around and seemed to have been in a good
mood. According to Tina, Jenny had been dressed in blue jeans and a
white T-shirt with blue sleeves. Jenny and April had departed
Tina's home at approximately 12:30 A.M. after staying only fifteen
minutes, and Tina didn't know where they were headed when they
left.

At 3:20 P.M. Turner and Strovink returned to
Mrs. Smith's home after being informed that Jenny's ex-husband was
there and wanted to talk to them. They, likewise, wanted to hear
what he had to say. Frederick Smith told them that Jenny had moved
around a lot and had not lived at the Northeast Roselawn address,
listed on Portland Police Bureau reports as her last known address,
for some time. Instead, she had been sharing an apartment with him
at 4804 North Albina Avenue. Being fully cooperative, Smith took
Turner and Strovink there and provided them with a tour of the
dwelling and consented to a search of the premises. The apartment,
one of many inside an old and rundown building, wasn't much to look
at. But it did seem clean and tidy, a characteristic they didn't
encounter too often in their line of work.

As they tossed ideas off one another, Turner
and Strovink considered the possibility that Jenny had pulled a
knife or some other weapon on Dayton Leroy Rogers after their date
had somehow gone sour and he had perhaps become threatening, only
to have him wrest the weapon from her hands and use it against her.
Specifically, they wanted to know if she possessed any
Regency-Sheffield brand kitchen knives such as the one they had
found beneath the shrubs near the GMAC building. After carefully
inspecting the kitchen, however, they were satisfied that she had
not. During the search Turner did find an Oregon identification
card bearing Jennifer Lisa Smith's identification information, but
he didn't turn up any knives or other types of weapons that Jenny
may have carried on her person. Smith explained that Jenny rarely
took her identification with her, let alone weapons. He also told
them that Jenny had not been a violent person.

Turner knew that many experienced hookers did
not carry their identification with them. When arrested for
soliciting or other charges, a prostitute could easily provide the
booking officer with a fictitious name and address, and with no
identification on her person, the officer would have no way to
determine if she was being truthful or not. Later, when she failed
to show up for a court hearing, the bench warrant would be issued
under the false name and address. It was a known way that hookers
and other petty criminals used to slow the system down.

"Jenny never carried any weapons, whether she
was working or not," said Smith in response to Turner's probing, as
Smith began to cry. "Jenny never even carried Mace." Most street
hookers, reflected Turner, usually carried Mace canisters or
knives. He wondered why Jenny hadn't.

She seldom had problems on the street, said
Smith, wiping tears from his eyes. Recently, however, she came home
one morning and said that she had been harassed by a man in an
older white car who reportedly had chased her with a stick.
Unfortunately, Smith could not provide a more detailed description
of the man or the car he was driving. He did, however, tell the
detectives that he had talked to Jenny's friend April, who had told
him that she had seen Jenny leave with a Caucasian man in a
light-colored pickup truck at approximately 1:30 A.M. Smith
volunteered to take the detectives to April's home.

Twenty minutes later they arrived at another
run-down complex, common to that side of town, at 4800 Northeast
Wygant Street. April was home, and after confirming what Smith had
told the detectives about the white man in the pickup, she agreed
to accompany them about forty blocks west to the location where she
last saw Jenny.

When they arrived at the intersection of
Union and Wygant, April explained that she had been driving for
Jenny on the morning of August 7, a security precaution utilized by
prostitutes just in case one of their customers posed any sort of
threat or problem. They had a system where they would trade off,
allowing one to solicit customers while the other drove and served
as a lookout. In addition to the extra measure of security it
provided, however scant, the system also gave the girls an
opportunity to rest, a break from their work that they may not
otherwise have had. Unfortunately, the buddy system hadn't saved
Jenny's life, reflected Turner.

April indicated that she had been lying down
in the front seat of Jenny's Honda, parked on Wygant facing Union,
while Jenny worked the avenue. At one point, April said she fell
asleep while listening to the radio. But she was awakened at 1:10
A.M. when she heard the radio announcer broadcast the time. A few
minutes later she heard Jenny yell out her name two times, and when
she looked up she saw the light-colored pickup approaching Jenny
from the opposite side of Union Avenue on Wygant. Jenny, it seemed,
had attracted a customer.

As she watched, April said the driver moved
the pickup toward the location where Jenny was standing, but
remained on the opposite side of the street. He turned the pickup's
lights off, completed a U-turn in the intersection, and faced the
opposite direction on Wygant, away from her location. After hearing
Jenny yell "April, April," she said Jenny had waved to her, which
meant that Jenny had not wanted to be followed. Sometimes, April
explained, a hooker's driver would follow the john if he appeared
threatening or was not known by the girls.

"Jenny must have felt comfortable with this
guy," said April. She had watched as Jenny climbed into the
passenger side of the pickup, after which the driver took an
immediate right turn, departing from April's view within seconds.
She explained that she waited at that location for over an hour,
but Jenny never returned.

"Was anyone else working the street that
morning?" asked Turner.

"Oh, yeah," said April. "We weren't alone.
There was Brenda, a 'he-she,' and Darla was working down the
block." April explained that Brenda was a male/female impersonator
who often worked that location, and that the block was also favored
by Darla and a few other girls. April didn't know the last names
for either of the prostitutes and didn't know where they could be
found when they weren't working. She promised that if she saw them,
she would try and persuade them to contact Turner.

On the way back to her apartment, as she went
over the events of the morning of August 7 again for the
detectives' benefit, April saw a white Nissan pickup pass through
the intersection. She suddenly became very excited and began
jumping up and down and waving her hands.

"It was just like that one!" she exclaimed.
"Jenny got into a pickup just like that one!" The only problem,
reflected Turner as he followed the vehicle with his eyes, was
that pickup was white, and Dayton's was light blue. The two
detectives thanked April for her help and dropped her back at her
apartment.

April seemed to be a good witness, decided
Turner. But he was troubled about her quick identification of the
white pickup. Her statement that she saw Jenny get into such a
truck wouldn't look too good on the witness stand in the eyes of a
jury. Later that night, however. mulling over the possibilities
with Strovink, Turner got an idea.

At 11:50 P.M., the two detectives drove back
to Portland and returned to the intersection of Wygant and Union.
They made note of the fact that the area was illuminated by four
sodium vapor streetlights of standard height and distance
conforming to Portland's lighting code. Although the sky was
overcast and a light rain was falling, one thing stood out. All of
the cars parked in that location under the sodium vapor
illumination appeared lighter, even bleached, in color. A car that
passed by, similar in color to Dayton's pickup, looked almost
white!

As he drove toward his country home in Eagle
Creek, along a lonely stretch of Oregon 224 that runs parallel to
the Clackamas River, John Turner kept wondering about how Dayton
Leroy Rogers's light blue Nissan would have looked to April under
the sodium vapor streetlights early on the morning of August 7. It
would definitely have appeared lighter. He had no doubt about that.
And at that time of the morning, with April still bleary-eyed after
having just awakened from a nap, the light blue pickup she saw
Jenny get into might really have looked white to her under the
sodium vapor lights surrounded by the dark of night. He lit up
another Marlboro Light and smoked it as he pondered the
possibilities, also wondering how many incidents of violence Dayton
may have committed that had slipped by unnoticed. The thought of
such a possibility unnerved him, and he did not sleep well that
night.







Chapter 6

On August 13, a Thursday, Detective John
Turner had been at his desk for a little more than an hour trying
to catch up on the ever-burgeoning pile of paperwork related to
Jenny Smith's murder when his telephone rang at 9:20 A.M. It was a
gentleman who identified himself as a minister from Canby, who
briefly explained that he had just held a disturbing conversation
with Roy Miller, Dayton Leroy Rogers's seventy-two-year-old
father-in-law. Miller, said the minister, had just told him about
some suspicious items he had found inside the wood stove at
Dayton's shop. When Miller asked him for advice, the minister
suggested that the police be notified and agreed to make the call
for Miller. Miller, he said, was just too upset to do it
himself.

Immediately upon concluding his conversation
with the minister, Turner drove to Dayton's place of business in
Woodburn, where he found Roy Miller inside, talking on the
telephone. From what he could hear of the conversation, it appeared
to Turner that Miller was closing the business down for good,
notifying the rightful owners of power equipment that had been left
for repair prior to Dayton's arrest. When he finished the phone
call, he escorted Turner to the office area. After closing the
door, Miller, his face drawn and weary, turned and faced the
detective.

"I was going to take care of the lawn mowers
and chain saws and whatever was there and give them back to the
customers," Miller said somberly, explaining that Dayton had sent
him a note from jail instructing him to close the business for
good. He stared quietly into thin air for a few moments, gathering
his thoughts. Then he abruptly continued: "I don't know if I should
talk to you or not. But my conscience says that I should." Turner
nodded, but said nothing. A grave and worried look on his face,
Miller related that he had been in the shop the day before when
Dayton telephoned him from the jail.

"I gave him money to open this business and I
supported him all the time that he worked at the Coast to Coast
store here in Woodburn. Now, I just don't know." Turner remained
quiet, sympathetic with the old man's feelings. It was difficult
for Miller to talk, he knew. It was always hardest for those who
were taken in, utterly duped by a sociopath. If the activities of
the last few days seemed like an unpleasant dream to Miller, they
must have appeared as a full-blown nightmare to Miller's daughter,
Sherry, Dayton's wife of many years.

Miller explained that Dayton had first set up
shop in a small shed in front of his mobile home in Canby, while
holding down a full-time job in the small-engine repair department
of the Coast to Coast Hardware Store. When it appeared that the
business could be successful, Miller loaned him the money he needed
to set up the shop on Pacific Court in Woodburn, taking a
promissory note for the funding in the autumn of 1986. Following
Dayton's arrest and his subsequent written instructions to Miller
telling him to shut the business down, Miller had little choice but
to take over.

"I would have had to take over anyway because
my note says that if he couldn't make the payments I get the
business back. And I don't know anything about that business." He
hadn't yet determined how much money he had lost resulting from
closing the business, but he was certain that the final figures
would be staggering.

"During the phone call from Dayton,"
continued Miller, "we talked about different customers and
different things about the business. Then he asked me if the police
had searched the closet of the bathroom. He wanted to know if the
police had taken the clothes he had hanging there. I went and
looked while he waited on the phone, and I told him there was only
a jacket left."

Dayton had next asked whether the police had
searched his wood stove. When Miller told him that it appeared that
they had, Dayton had become silent. Following the conversation,
Miller explained, he thought about what Dayton had asked and it
worried him enough that he retrieved a magnet from the work bench
and ran it through the ashes inside the stove.

"There were metal things hanging on to it,"
he said of the magnet. "There were shoe shanks, five of them. There
were little hooks like those from a bra. There were those little
things that hold beads to clothing, and there were shoe eyelets."
Miller hesitated for a moment, then brought out a small brown paper
sack from beneath the counter and handed it to Turner. "I found
this in the stove. I quit after I found these, but you can take the
rest if you want or use a magnet."

Miller took an empty Luv's diaper box from
behind the counter, then walked around to the wood stove. Opening
the top, he and Turner removed the remaining ashes and debris from
inside. Afterward, Turner gave Miller a receipt for the brown paper
bag and the ashes they had placed inside the diaper box.

"What kind of a person is Dayton?" asked
Turner, fishing now that Miller was in a talkative mood. "Can you
enlighten me about his personality?"

"I always thought he was okay," said Miller.
"But now that he's been charged with murder, I just don't know."
Following the arrest, Miller and Dayton's wife, Sherry, began
hearing a lot of things about Dayton that Sherry had suspected for
a long time but just hadn't believed. Miller didn't elaborate, and
told Turner that he didn't want to report anything that he had
heard.

"I've put the situation into the hands of
God. Whatever the outcome, that's the way it should be."

Turner thanked Miller for his help, assuring
him that he had done the right thing by talking to him. As he was
departing from the business, Miller stopped him and began talking
about the morning of August 7. He said Dayton had called him twice
at his house that morning, beginning about 4:00 A.M.

"I didn't think he was drunk. He sounded
straight, but you never know." Miller said that Dayton told him
that he had been working all night. Miller paused for a moment,
then stated: "He told me that before. When I would come in, I sure
couldn't tell if he had worked all night. It didn't look like any
of the pieces of equipment had been touched."

"When I arrived," offered Turner, "everything
in the shop seemed so neat and orderly."

"Yeah, he's like that. He's always been that
way."

"Over the past month or so," probed Turner,
"has Dayton been acting strange or doing things out of the
ordinary?"

"No. Just a normal guy, but I'm beginning to
have my doubts now. I'm beginning to find out that he was nothing
but a liar." Tears welled up in his eyes, and it became an effort
for him to overcome his emotions. As Turner drove away, Miller just
stood in the doorway, staring at the ground.

Upon his return to headquarters, Turner
booked the evidence into the Clackamas County Sheriff's Office
Property Room, where Deputy John Gilliland would see to it that it
was analyzed by criminologists at the Oregon State Police Crime Lab
in Portland as soon as possible. In the meantime. Turner wrote up
his report regarding his meeting with Mr. Miller and forwarded a
signed copy to the chief of detectives Lieutenant Detloff.
Detective James Strovink subsequently caught the assignment to
follow up on Dayton's connection to the Woodburn Coast to Coast
Hardware Store.

When Strovink went to the Coast to Coast
store in Woodburn, he talked with a supervisor and employees to
determine who had known Dayton Leroy Rogers best. He was provided a
number of names, including John Frank, Teresa Dinges, and Roberto
Ancisco. To his dismay, he was informed that Frank and Ancisco no
longer worked there, and Teresa Dinges was out with the flu.
Determined, Strovink telephoned Teresa Dinges. Although she felt
terrible, she said it would be all right if he came over to her
house.

It was 10 A.M. when Strovink arrived at
Teresa's residence, located in the 200 block of Acacia Street in
Woodburn. When she let him inside, Teresa acknowledged that she was
aware of Dayton's arrest and the ongoing murder investigation,
though she expressed surprise that he was the prime suspect in such
a case. It just didn't seem possible, she said. He seemed so
harmless with his easygoing manner and his big brown basset-hound
eyes.

Even though Dayton had worked in the
small-engine repair area of the store, she had become acquainted
with him and had befriended him. He seemed to prefer association
with the female employees more than with the males and was always
at work when he was supposed to be. He always acted like the "big
brother" type, and they often met for lunch.

"We held long, in-depth conversations, and I
would often ask Dayton for advice, much like a sister would talk to
her brother about problems," she said.

"Was your relationship with Dayton ever
sexual?"

"No. Never. We were never intimate. It's like
I said, I looked upon him as a brotherly type."

On one occasion during a day off from work,
in December 1986 or January 1987, she had accompanied Dayton on a
one-day outing to Lincoln City, a resort town on the Oregon coast.
They had left Woodburn about noon and headed toward the coast from
Salem, eventually turning onto Oregon 18. They stopped briefly at a
state park along the way, the Henry B. Van Duzer State Park, where
they took a short walk in the woods.

"How did Dayton conduct himself in your
presence?"

"He was a perfect gentleman. He never tried
anything, nor did he do anything suggestive."

"Was there any alcohol involved during your
outing?"

"No. We drank coffee and soft drinks."

Teresa said they walked along the beach for a
while upon their arrival in Lincoln City, then returned to
Woodburn. They arrived at her home at approximately 6:00 P.M.

"He did tell me that I shouldn't talk to
anyone about our trip to the beach," she said. "He was afraid that
others might think we were having an affair, which, of course, we
weren't."

"What kind of a vehicle did you ride in with
him to the coast?"

"His blue Datsun pickup." Although he
sometimes drove a gray Honda, which Teresa believed was his wife's,
she always associated Dayton with the blue pickup, which he always
kept neat and clean, inside and out.

"Did you ever see any weapons inside the
pickup?" asked Strovink. "Guns, knives?"

"No. Nothing like that."

Teresa expressed to Strovink that Dayton held
a mysterious fascination with Portland, that he acted as if the
city were a whole different world to him. He often emphasized how
boring the small town of Woodburn was and indicated that he came to
Portland three or four times a week. He had some sort of agreement
with his wife in which he would dress up and go to Portland on
Friday and Saturday nights with little or no objection from his
wife. He liked to wear western style clothes, particularly
light-colored shirts, Levi's slacks, and cowboy boots.

"During your conversations with him, did
Dayton ever talk about sex, particularly any peculiar sex
habits?"

"No. The only thing that would come close
were his statements about the agreement he had with his wife. He
always said that Portland was alive, not boring, that it was an
ideal location to seek fun and pleasures." Teresa said she often
questioned Dayton's relationship with his wife and felt that it was
peculiar. "I always felt he should be at home with his wife and
young child."

"Did he ever talk about traveling?"

"He mentioned that he went to Reno a couple
of times a year." He had a friend, whose name Teresa did not know,
and they would stay over the weekend on the twice-yearly trips.

"Is there anything else you can tell me about
him?"

"He liked to do magic tricks."

"You mean with ropes, knots, and the like?"
Strovink was probing.

"No. The tricks I saw him do involved cards,
coins, and an ashtray trick." Although he didn't smoke, he liked to
make ashes mysteriously disappear from one hand and reappear in the
other. Teresa was unable to provide Strovink with any further
information about Dayton.

At 7 A.M. the next day, August 14, Strovink
reached John Frank at his residence by telephone. Frank confirmed
that he had worked with Dayton at the hardware store, and was
surprised to learn of Dayton's arrest on the murder charge. Dayton,
he said, was a guy who never lost his cool, someone whom he never
knew to carry weapons. Frank said that he had, on occasion, gone
fishing with Dayton at the Molalla River, and that he had
accompanied him to Portland a couple of times.

"He seemed to have a very different
lifestyle," said Frank. "He liked to frequent the bars even though
he was married, and he often spoke of the nightlife crowd that can
be found in Portland." Frank said that he had accompanied Dayton a
few times to some of Portland's bars, but the outings were usually
during business trips to the city.

"Was Dayton ever successful at picking up
women during any of these trips?" asked Strovink.

"I can only remember one occasion when Dayton
picked up a woman on one of these trips. Actually, the gal picked
him up." Frank said he thought the incident occurred either at a
Denny's or a VIP's restaurant. Frank emphasized that he wasn't
interested in nightlife like Dayton was, and that his relationship
with Dayton outside of work consisted primarily of fishing on the
Molalla River.

"Did you ever see a weapon of any type inside
Dayton's pickup?" asked Strovink.

"Yeah, he carried a club-type device in the
cab of his truck." Frank added that he never saw Dayton use it,
however, and never witnessed him become agitated or assaultive with
anyone.

"Did he ever mention any unusual sexual
activity?"

"He did say once that he met a lady who liked
'rear entry,' " said Frank. "This was about three years ago. He
also told me that he enjoyed going to restaurants where hookers
hung out, that he found them interesting and enjoyed talking to
them." Frank couldn't recall the names or locations of the
restaurants.

Frank indicated that Dayton's home life
seemed like it was quiet and uneventful. He said that he knew about
Dayton's agreement with his wife, however, but that Dayton never
said or did anything to give him the impression that he was able to
go out and "easily get laid." He said that Dayton's wife was a
nice, religious lady, and that he didn't believe she would put up
with that type of behavior from her husband.

Frank told Strovink that he knew Dayton to
drink alcohol, and when he did so he preferred the "sweeter"
drinks, like liqueurs with cream, or vodka and orange juice. Frank
admitted that he and Dayton also smoked marijuana periodically, but
"not in an abusive fashion." Frank characterized Dayton as an
individual with no tact in dealing with customers at the Coast to
Coast store and, as a result, was surprised to see that his own
business was doing so well.

Strovink was unable to immediately reach
Roberto Ancisco. He was working in Portland, and Strovink would
have to trace his whereabouts.

On Thursday afternoon, August 20, Turner
drove to the Coast to Coast store in Woodburn, where he talked to
the manager, Beverly Clarambeau, a co-owner of the store. Turner
learned that Clarambeau's husband, now deceased, had hired Dayton
in June 1984, despite the fact that Dayton had a prior criminal
record. Clarambeau said that she was under the impression that he
had done time for armed robbery, and was not aware of any other
crimes that he might have committed. He worked at the store on a
subcontract basis until September 1986.

"He was moody," she said. "Sometimes he was
very short with the customers. He was always right and the
customers were always wrong. At times he was almost
belligerent."

Clarambeau said that she and her husband
tolerated his shortcomings, however, because he really seemed to
know what he was doing in his work. He was a perfectionist, she
said, and had a penchant for cleanliness and order.

"Why, you could eat off the floor in his work
area. If he spilled even a drop of oil, he would immediately wipe
it up. My house wasn't as clean as the floors in his shop."

But he had an ego problem, she said, which he
often let get in the way in his dealings with customers and other
employees, and she suspected at one point that he might have been
stealing parts and equipment from her store to use in starting his
own business. Following his arrest for the murder of Jenny Smith,
said Clarambeau, a business associate of hers, the owner of the
Oregon Liquor Control Commission (OLCC) liquor store in Woodburn,
had related to her that Dayton Rogers had been one of his best
customers.

As Turner was wrapping up his interview, Mrs.
Clarambeau informed him that one of her other employees, Joy Bean,
had seen Dayton with other women in his truck prior to the incident
for which he was arrested. At Turner's request, she called Joy into
the room.

"It was my impression that Dayton was a
womanizer," Joy told the detective. She explained that she had
heard stories about Dayton frequenting different taverns in the
area, and on at least two different occasions she had seen him with
two different women in his 1985 Nissan pickup. About a week before
Dayton's arrest, Joy said, she saw him southbound on Highway 99E
near the community of Hubbard with a woman who had long dark
hair.

"Could it have been Sherry, his wife?" asked
Turner.

"No, absolutely not. I've met Sherry, and
that woman in the truck with Dayton was not his wife." She added
that when she saw him with the different women, it had always been
between 7 and 7:30 P.M., in the vicinity of Aurora and Hubbard,
just north of Woodburn and Highway 211. Turner knew that Highway
211 was a direct route to Molalla and the Molalla forest, and he
again wondered if Dayton had been the unknown suspect who had
driven Heather Brown into the forest and terrified her on July 7.
He pushed the thought aside for the moment.

"What kind of person do you think Dayton is?"
asked Turner.

"He's an oddball," Joy said abruptly. "He was
always trying to come on to me, making subtle sexual comments." She
said she always rebuffed his advances and had as little contact
with him as possible. She wasn't necessarily afraid of him. She
just didn't like him.

After the ashes from the wood stove in
Dayton's shop had been sifted and analyzed, state criminologists
determined that it contained five belt buckles, two long metal
springs, metal shanks from at least five shoes, several buttons,
four star-shaped grommets, earrings, a number of bra hooks,
fasteners, strap adjustors, other women's effects, and remnants of
a burned tennis shoe. Several of the metal parts found in the wood
stove closely matched the metal parts of the single shoe discovered
in the GMAC parking lot where Jenny Smith was murdered.

What did the discovery of all the other
objects imply? Was the evidence a major break in Turner's case
against Dayton in Jenny Smith's murder? Or was it an indication of
something far more sinister, something that Turner and the other
investigators knew nothing about yet? Turner had a bad feeling
about it all, a gloomy outlook that grew more dismal with each
passing day.







Chapter 7

By the fourth week of August, reports about
twenty-three-year-old Lisa Maria Mock were making the rounds
through the Portland Police Bureau's Missing Persons Unit. Lisa, a
known prostitute and heroin addict, had been missing for more than
a month, and Portland detectives were having little success
developing any leads to her whereabouts.

According to Lisa's father, James Holden, a
California resident, Lisa was born in Berkeley and first became
involved with drugs at age sixteen. She began living a transient
lifestyle and eventually ended up in Oregon. She had been living in
the Portland suburb of Gresham with her husband, William, also a
heroin addict, whom she married on August 9, 1986.

"She had a boyfriend when she met William,"
said Holden. "But when he came into the picture, he just swept her
right off her feet."

Lisa prostituted herself to support her and
William's habits, sometimes hooking in Gresham, sometimes in
Portland. When prostituting in Portland, Lisa often worked out of
the eighty-room Continental Motel on East Burnside Street near
downtown. Sandwiched between a restaurant on one side and a topless
tavern on the other, rooms at the Continental typically went for
$19.95 a night or $99 a week. The Continental was an unsavory place
well known to the police, located in one of the sleaziest areas of
town and sometimes referred to by those in law enforcement as the
"Homicide Inn" and "Motel Hell" because of its unsurpassed
reputation for turning up murder victims.

For example, two months earlier, on June
twenty-first, Portland detectives had been summoned there to
investigate the grisly murder of Candace Marie Straub, twenty-six,
whose badly burned body was found inside Room 214. Straub had been
bound and gagged by two men who subsequently tortured and strangled
her in the bathtub following an attempted rape. Before leaving, the
attackers doused Straub's body with lighter fluid and set it and
the room on fire.

A year earlier, on May 17, 1986, a motel maid
found the partially clad body of thirty-four-year-old Barbara Ann
Maher in the bathtub of Room 116. Maher had been stabbed in the
chest. Additionally, a man and a woman were found shot to death at
the motel in the early 1980s, and there have been numerous other
shootings and knife attacks in and around the establishment over
the years. One of the latest incidents there involved the murders
of yet another man and woman, and when police arrived they found a
nine-month-old baby boy crawling on the floor in his mother's
blood. It was little wonder that investigators were now concerned
over the mysterious disappearance of Lisa Mock, who was last seen
leaving the Continental on July 23 with three men. Lisa's father
told police that he became concerned when she failed to show up in
court on August 20 for an inheritance hearing that involved $25,000
left to Lisa by a relative who had passed away.

Based on a description provided by Lisa's
father, Portland missing persons detectives issued an all-points
bulletin that described her as five feet six inches tall, 120 to
130 pounds, sandy blond hair, and good straight teeth due to having
been fitted with braces when she was younger. There were several
tattoos on her body, including a black Harley Davidson emblem
across her lower back with the word BITCH under it, a colorful
unicorn on one of her shoulder blades, and some homemade initials
done in black on her biceps.

"She was a very pretty girl, except for those
tattoos," said Holden. "I could never stand to look at them."

When she was last seen, Lisa was wearing blue
jeans, a multicolored belt with two ring-type buckles, a black
slingshot-type blouse, and black Reebok tennis shoes. She also had
a pink bandanna in her hair and was wearing a silver ring with a
pearl.

Holden explained to police that he
"kidnapped" Lisa on one occasion in an attempt to get her off
drugs, and brought her back to California. After three days she
left, however, but enrolled in a drug rehabilitation program in San
Francisco, where she obtained a job as a secretary for a company
that makes burglar alarms.

"She was straight," said Holden. "She had a
job as a temporary secretary. Eventually she got her own apartment
and a car. Everything sounded okay. She was back to being our
little girl."

But then Lisa and a girlfriend began moving
around, and they eventually went to Portland. William followed her
there, and within a month after he joined her she was back on
heroin.

"She never told me, because she knew how I
felt," said Holden. "But she told her grandmother. She also told
her grandmother that she was working as a prostitute. That's when
the trouble started. She called me and said she was trying to get
her life together again. She said she was going to call me back.
That was on July 21. Two days later she walked out of the
Continental at two A.M. to get a pack of cigarettes. She never came
back, and no one has heard a thing from her since."

While trying to find out what happened to
Lisa Mock, Portland investigators also began looking into the
mysterious disappearance of Maureen Ann Hodges, known as "Mo" on
the street, during that same time frame. Although the priority of
both cases were considered equal in the eyes of the police, there
was no reason at this point for detectives to suspect that they
might be linked. Neither woman had turned up dead yet, and there
was little at this point to suggest that foul play was somehow
involved. They had simply mysteriously disappeared, and there's no
crime in that. People vanish all the time for one reason for
another, often of their own doing.

As they probed into Mo's background,
Portland's missing persons investigators learned that she had met a
man named Tim Wilson,* twenty-seven, in a Portland bar the previous
May. This was some two months after her last contact with Tracie
Baxter. Although the police didn't know about Tracie's encounter
with the man in the blue pickup yet, and wouldn't for another two
months, Tracie had by that time become pregnant and was off the
streets, taking steps to turn her life around. As best as the
police could determine, Mo was still turning tricks to support her
habit when she met Tim. Tim, at that time, had no idea that Mo was
working as a whore, and the two of them really seemed to hit it
off. After only a couple of dates, Mo moved into Tim's downtown
Portland hotel room and became known to Tim's friends and
acquaintances as his woman.

The Fairfield Hotel, located on Southwest
Stark Street near 11th Avenue, was a dive by most people's
standards. It served as a temporary resting place for a variety of
derelicts, drug addicts, hookers, and the like, but it also had a
few permanent residents like Tim and Mo who were down on their
luck, people who would stay there for a few weeks to a few months
because of the cheap rent. Although Mo would have liked something
nicer, the Fairfield did provide shelter and it soon became home to
her, even if for only a couple of months. It also didn't churn out
dead bodies at the rate that the Continental did. Mo, even at
twenty-six and despite the rough and tough outer shell that her
lifestyle had created, was still an attractive woman. Her nose had
been broken earlier in life and, although it had been left slightly
crooked, it hadn't severely marred her looks. At five feet eight
inches and 125 pounds, her figure was trim. Her flowing brown hair
and hazel eyes rounded out her appearance. The tattoos on both arms
and her chest were a turnoff, but fortunately, they weren't
normally visible unless she had her clothes off.

Mo didn't dress like most other hookers,
which is perhaps why Tim didn't catch on to or otherwise question
her activities at first. Instead of wearing garish or tawdry
outfits, she usually wore plain clothes, like blouses with fabric
designs and Levi's 501 jeans or slacks. Sometimes she wore a white
sweater with birds and trees on it, but she never wore dresses on
her dates. Likewise she did not wear pantyhose, but normally wore
socks with white tennis shoes or black boots. She was almost always
home by 4:30 in the afternoon, which Tim liked. It also helped to
conceal her true self from him. But one day he came home
unexpectedly and discovered her secret. Unnoticed, he quietly stood
by the bathroom door which Mo had left ajar and watched her inject
a syringe full of heroin into her stomach. When she was finished,
he learned that what he had seen was only one of three or four
daily fixes, each consisting of a $20 "paper" or "bag" of smack. It
explained all the boils he had seen on her stomach, for which Mo
had not given him an explanation.

When he asked how she obtained the money to
support her habit, Mo had tearfully confessed that she worked as a
prostitute and that she often shoplifted valuable items from
several of the more classy department stores in Portland, such as
I. Magnin, Nordstrom and Meier & Frank. Tim took the startling
revelation hard at first, and considered leaving her. But when he
had time to consider his feelings for Maureen, he realized that he
truly cared for her and decided that he would try to help her. In
an effort to get her off the streets and put an end to her
shoplifting sprees, Tim soon began supporting Mo's habit with his
own money. At one point it had looked as if she might even beat her
addiction, and those who knew and cared for her held on hope that
she was finally well on her way to conquering her dependency. She
managed to gradually work her habit down to $40 a day, half of what
it had been for years, and she felt that she could cut it in half
again, given a few more weeks. Then came the silly argument on July
8, a Wednesday, and that changed everything.

Mo came home with a package of new clothes
that she had picked out specially for Tim. It was her way of
showing him that she appreciated all the concern he had shown her
and all the help, emotional and financial, he had provided. But Tim
didn't see things that way. He did not want her buying him things,
particularly with money that he knew came from her prostitution
activities. To him it was her money, it was dirty,
and he didn't want anything to do with it.

Angry, Mo walked out about noon that day and
took a bus from downtown out to 82nd Avenue, never to return or to
see Tim again. But, although she didn't know it, Tim saw her one
more time, later that afternoon, from the window of a passing
Tri-Met bus he was on, one he had taken from downtown to go out
looking for her. She was working 82nd Avenue and Holgate Boulevard
as the bus passed by, the last time he ever saw her. Although Mo
was a very tough, street-smart woman, Tim knew that she was at her
most vulnerable when she was strung out and in need of a fix, as
she was then. He got off at the next corner to try to talk her into
coming home, but he was too late. She had already climbed into the
light-blue Nissan pickup and was gone. Forever.

Also during that fourth week in August, while
investigators in Portland were looking into the unexplained
disappearances of Lisa and Mo, detectives at the Clackamas County
Sheriff's Office in Oregon City were busy mulling over reports
about a sixteen-year-old girl, Reatha Marie Gyles, who had been
missing from her Estacada, Oregon home since July 21 and hadn't
been heard from since.

Deputy John Johannessen had been dispatched
to the Gyles residence at 440 S.W. Maple in Estacada on Wednesday,
July twenty-ninth, and arrived there at 4:22 P.M. Reatha's mother,
Wanda Marie Gyles, a deaf-mute, motioned for him to come inside, at
which time Reatha's boyfriend, Leonard Todd Thornton, seventeen,
known as "Moose" on the streets, and Reatha's sister, Wanda "Lovey"
Gyles, fourteen, interpreted.

Using sign language, Wanda Gyles explained
that she wanted to report Reatha missing because she had not seen
her for a week. Leonard said he last saw Reatha, who was also known
as "Leslie" on the streets, on foot near 82nd Avenue and Division
Street in Portland, and that she was supposedly on her way to see a
friend who lived near that location.

"She never showed up, but Reatha was always
going off somewhere," interjected Reatha's mother with sign
language. "We didn't worry for a while."

Wanda Gyles explained that Reatha dropped out
of Marshall High School in April, just prior to the end of her
sophomore year, and began hanging out along 82nd Avenue. Lovey told
Johannessen that Reatha knew many of the prostitutes and street
people who hung out on 82nd Avenue.

"82nd Avenue was her life," said Lovey. "She
never used drugs. She just liked the money and the clothes. I was
shocked when I found out what she was doing, but she is my sister
and I love her."

Reatha, Johannessen was told, had been
arrested for prostitution twice in 1987, the most recent arrest on
July 10, less than two weeks before she disappeared.

"She was a good child until she got around
her friends," said Reatha's mother. "She was so sweet. Then she hit
the streets, and it all changed. Her friends pressured her to make
quick money. No one wanted to wait two weeks for a paycheck. She
started turning some tricks for fast cash. I wanted her off the
streets. I told her to get a job. She wouldn't listen. She wanted
to party."

Leonard said he met Reatha two years earlier,
when Reatha was fourteen, after helping her mother carry her
groceries from a supermarket in Southeast Portland.

"I met Reatha and liked her right off," said
Leonard. "I had her over for dinner and then we started going out.
She was sort of naive, but good and honest."

After they dated for a while, Reatha began
alternating living with her mother and with Leonard, who lived on
Portland's southeast side. Eventually she began attending Marshall
High School in Portland because she was spending most of her time
at Leonard's. Although she was not known to experiment with drugs,
Reatha began having problems at school and received straight Fs for
much of the 1986-87 school year.

Reatha was described as a pretty girl, about
five feet four inches tall and 120 pounds, with thick
shoulder-length brown wavy hair and blue eyes. Leonard said that
her appearance was normally casual but well groomed and that her
complexion was light. She was always polite. She walked with a
slight limp because one leg was shorter than the other, and she had
multiple scars on both legs from extensive surgery performed over
the years at the Shriner's Children Hospital in Portland for
congenital dislocated hips. Despite the hardships she had endured,
Reatha had a sweet disposition and a capacity to care for other
people.

"Reatha normally wears rings on the last
three fingers of both hands and has a chain and pendant of two
Playboy bunnies around her neck," said Leonard. The day she
disappeared she was also wearing a brown suede jacket with
contrasting suede on the cuffs and pockets, Levi's jeans, a
light-colored blouse, and black leather boots.

"Did Reatha have any enemies that you know
of?" asked Johannessen. "Anybody who might have wanted to harm
her?"

Leonard, Wanda, and Lovey looked at one
another quizzically, each waiting for the other to reply. Finally
Leonard spoke up.

"Milton Graves,* Wanda's ex-boyfriend, and
some of his friends threatened to kill her."

Without waiting for Johannessen to ask why,
Leonard explained that Graves was arrested about ten days earlier
due to a complaint that Wanda had filed against him alleging abuse.
According to the complaint, Graves purportedly forcibly injected
Wanda with crank, a powerful methamphetamine, twice on July 19.
Graves fled the house afterward, but sheriff's deputies found him
hiding in bushes down the street and arrested him for fourth-degree
assault. He denied the charges and vehemently insisted that Wanda
had "shot up" herself with a "nickel bag of dope." He spent the
night in jail, but Leonard had learned that he was placed on
work-release the next day. Graves was on parole from previous
felony convictions, however, and was afraid that Leonard and
Reatha's family would testify against him about having drugs as
well as guns in Wanda Gyles's house, both violations of his parole.
He wanted the guns back and, according to Leonard, said that he
would kill everyone in the family if they talked.

Lovey spoke up and said that she, too, had
received telephone threats from Graves and his friends following
his release from jail. She didn't know where he was calling from,
but she gave Johannessen an address of one of Graves's friends on
Southeast Powell Boulevard.

"If you don't keep your mouth shut," Lovey
quoted Graves as saying, "you won't live to see your fifteenth
birthday." Lovey explained that she had seen at least four handguns
in the house, but the police didn't get them. Graves had hidden
them someplace, but she didn't know where.

When Johannessen finished at the Gyles
residence, he called the Clackamas County Sheriff's Office Records
Department and had Reatha entered into their data system as
missing. He also sent out a metro-area teletype that indicated she
might be a victim of foul play, and sent out an APB for Graves's
arrest on a charge of tampering with witnesses.

When Graves was rearrested, he denied making
any threats to anyone and insisted that he had not harmed Reatha
Gyles in any way. In fact, he said, he hadn't even seen her for
some time. Unfortunately, neither had anyone else. Nonetheless,
Graves volunteered to take a polygraph examination regarding
Reatha's disappearance and possible untimely demise, and
successfully passed it. As far as the cops were concerned, he was
not a suspect in her disappearance.

On Friday, August 28, Detective John Turner
made contact with Maxine Jewell, a clerk at the Woodburn OLCC store
where Dayton Rogers made most of his liquor purchases. The store
was conveniently located at the North Park Plaza Shopping Center,
on the corner of Highways 211 and 99E.

Maxine told Turner that she had worked at the
liquor store for about seventeen months, and during that time she
had served Dayton Rogers numerous times. She hadn't known his name,
she said, until she saw and heard it announced on television news
reports the evening of August 7 in connection with Jenny Smith's
murder.

"He came in near closing time on August 6,"
she said. Maxine said she remembered the date and time because
Rogers hadn't been in for a while. She had always considered him a
regular customer because he came in at least two or three times a
week and always bought one particular brand of vodka.

"What type of vodka was that, Maxine?"

"He always bought Smirnoff vodka and would
sometimes play the lottery by buying a couple of scratch tickets.
He was always a very quiet man, never loud, never caused any
trouble in the store."

The store's proprietor, Willie Verboort,
offered that Rogers was an unfriendly type, more of a loner. He was
different than most people, a dead-end character who never cracked
a smile, even when he was told a joke.

"Did he ever buy any other brand of vodka?"
asked Turner.

"No, he only bought Smirnoff, in the tiny
miniatures. He always bought a carton of them."

"Did he ever buy Smirnoff in a larger-size
bottle?"

"No, that's all I've ever sold him, small
miniatures."

By the time Turner arrived back at his
office, he found that the Oregon State Police Crime Detection
Laboratory had returned some of its reports regarding the scene
processing associated with Jenny Smith's death. Turner read that an
examination of Jenny's blood revealed only a trace blood alcohol
level, less than 0.01 grams of ethanol per lOOcc of her blood. She
clearly had not been intoxicated at the time of her death and had
likely consumed less than one drink.

A number of reddish brown stains found inside
Dayton's truck had been identified as human blood. Of particular
interest were the stains found in a spatter pattern on the inside
driver's side windshield area, the pattern of which demonstrated a
passenger-to-driver's area directionality. Simply put, the wounds
that caused the spatter pattern were inflicted on the passenger
side of the truck and could have come from Rogers's hand
wounds.

Similarly, test results on bloodstains from
the bathroom door at Dayton's shop, the drop near the shop
entrance, the pickup's right door, weather stripping, and interior
right door handle could have all come from Dayton's wounds. The
blood found on the sidewalk adjacent to the GMAC building could
also have come from Rogers. Jenny was excluded as being a source of
any of the aforementioned bloodstains.

Criminologists also determined that the
extensive bloodstains on the blade of the Regency-Sheffield knife
found near the crime scene could have come from Jenny. Likewise,
bloodstains on Jenny's denim pants, sweatshirt, and samples from
beneath the passenger seat were consistent with her blood type.

However, both Jenny and Dayton were excluded
as possible sources of the extensive bloodstains found beneath the
driver's side floor pad of Dayton's truck, as well as the
bloodstains on the right heel area of the Texas brand boots
confiscated during the execution of the search warrants.

So whose blood was that? wondered Turner.
What did it mean? He didn't like the grimness that it implied and
became even more concerned when Dayton's wife, Sherry, informed
Detective Lynda Estes that neither she nor their son had ever bled
inside the pickup. Likewise, Sherry had said that she could not
recall any instances in which Dayton or anyone else had bled in the
pickup.

Turning back to the crime lab reports, Turner
read that several hairs from Dayton's truck had been deemed
macroscopically and microscopically similar to strands taken from
Rogers and from Jenny's body. Surprisingly, there were no pubic
hairs in the sweepings that had come from either Jenny or Dayton,
and there were no hairs similar to Jenny's head and pubic hair
standard samples found on Dayton's clothing. Likewise, none of the
hairs matched those of Sherry Rogers or her son. No semen was
detected on the vaginal, oral, or rectal swabs taken at Jenny's
autopsy, nor was any detected on any of Jenny's clothing found at
the crime scene.

More damning, however, was the analysis of
the items found in the wood stove ash from Dayton's shop when
compared to the construction of the single shoe found at the Jenny
Smith crime scene. A shoe shank found in the stove was similar in
size, shape, and thickness to the shank found in the sole of the
shoe left at the crime scene. Also, patterns of adhesive on both
sides of the crime scene shoe shank matched the patterns found on
the stove shoe shank. The lacing on the crime scene shoe was held
by twelve eyelets and four swivel lace fasteners at the top of the
shoe, and a corresponding number of eyelets and lace fasteners of
like design were found in the stove ash. It was clear that Dayton,
or someone, had burned one of Jenny's shoes in the stove.

The stove ash analysis also revealed enough
shanks for two additional pairs of footwear. There were also snap
fasteners, buttons, clasps, zippers and zipper parts, belt buckles,
shoe nails, needles, decorative studs and assorted designs, wire
springs, earring pieces, coins, and a safety pin.

A sudden inexplicable chill came over Turner
for a few moments as he contemplated what he had just learned. What
reasons could Dayton have had for burning articles of women's
clothing and footwear? If he had nothing to hide, why not just
discard them in the usual manner or give them to one of the
charitable organizations that resells such items? Turner's gut
feeling now was that Dayton's murderous activities reached far
beyond the murder of Jenny Smith. But who were the other victims?
And how could he find out?

As Turner began reading through the stacks of
reports about Dayton's past—many of which, he found, had been
compiled by his own department when they'd had run-ins with Dayton
many years before, as well as others that had been retrieved from a
number of state agencies—he began to get a firm grasp of the type
of person with whom he was dealing. He began to visualize the
terror, pain, and suffering that Dayton, clearly a sociopath, had
put his victims through for such a long, long time. Turner knew in
his gut that he was on the right track, that his reasoning was
correct. Dayton was a serial killer. But unless Dayton talked,
which was doubtful, proving it might be impossible. Worse yet, his
other victims might never be discovered.


PART TWO

A Murder Case Waiting for a Place to
Happen






Chapter 8

Although no one could have foreseen that the
helpless child would metamorphose slowly into a human abomination
through the years, that is precisely what happened with Dayton
Leroy Rogers. Sadly, the danger signals were there all along, from
the times in early adolescence when he would masturbate while
fantasizing about his sisters' feet, using their shoes as a
stimulus, to his early teens when his sexual escapades escalated to
peeping at his sisters in various stages of undress. Unfortunately,
all this occurred in a less enlightened period when few people had
the insight to recognize the warning signals. As a result of not
being saved from his ever-growing affliction, many of those
unfortunate enough to cross his path later would be mercilessly
done in and discarded like yesterday's trash, all to satisfy his
own gradually manifested and perverted form of sexual
gratification. Whether those he touched survived or not, wherever
he walked he left behind him a trail of shattered lives.

Dayton Leroy Rogers was born in Moscow,
Idaho, on September 30, 1953. His parents seemed an appropriately
matched couple, each being devout, some would say even zealous,
members of the Seventh-Day Adventist faith who would rear Dayton,
his two biological sisters, three adopted sisters, and an adopted
brother accordingly. Dayton's father, Ortis Noble Rogers, never
really liked children, not even his own, and hadn't wanted any in
the first place. But Dayton's mother, Jasperelle, adored children
and revered the role of housewife/ mother, and ultimately became
the decision maker with regard to the size of her and Ortis's
family. Ortis fulfilled his role by bringing home the money, what
little there was, and strived to keep a roof over their heads and
food on the table.

Having old-fashioned ideas about sex and
religion to the extreme, Ortis was a strong believer in harsh
discipline and punishment, which he doled out regularly. It wasn't
uncommon for Ortis to suddenly attack one of the children in an
inappropriately intense fashion that often left the child bleeding
or covered with bruises. He never offered to explain or made any
comments about his actions later, but would instead seem to
rationalize his behavior only to himself. Ortis never apologized
and the children never knew whether their punishment was
justifiable correction or if it was a form of insane torture.

"I saw Dayton punished almost every time I
was in the house," said one of Rogers's brother-in-laws, a
minister. "I saw him hit with a belt, slapped, and punched. Every
time I visited with the family, it seemed like there was some kind
of punishment."

On one occasion, young Dayton was forced to
sit in a chair while Ortis punched his legs with his hands and
fists. "And then everybody would sympathize with Ortis because he
had broken a blood vessel in his hand from hitting Dayton. Ortis
was out of control with his children, but Dayton was so
under control that he would sit there and take it. He
wouldn't even move his hands to protect himself."

Ortis Rogers's attitude about sex was simple
and self-motivated: "I have a right to this." Sex to him was not a
want, but a need, much like eating or breathing. Ortis continually
preached that his children had an evil entity living inside them,
and he attempted to remove it by relentlessly driving home his
church's doctrine through regular church attendance, frequent
family Bible readings, and by sending all of his children to
Seventh-Day Adventist schools without ever looking inward to see
whether that evil entity might be a dark extension of himself.

He also practiced strict censorship. He was
the approving authority for whatever was watched, read, or listened
to inside his house. Carrying such beliefs to the extreme, Ortis
went so far as to fully dress the hula dancers clad in grass skirts
on the covers of his collection of Hawaiian record albums by
drawing clothes on their bodies with black felt pens so that they
wouldn't be exposing any flesh except for their faces and hands.
When visitors asked about the unusual practice, Ortis always
explained that the women were "sluts" and that he wouldn't tolerate
such a display of pornography inside his house. But he did like the
Hawaiian music.

Ortis also taught his children that women who
had sex prior to marriage or who necked with boys on dates "should
be stoned," just like the whores depicted in the Bible.

Dayton's early years could best be described
as chaotic. His father, semi-skilled as a painter, baker, and
sometimes teacher in church-run schools, followed jobs and moved
the family wherever employment took him. As a result they moved
frequently, sometimes as often as three or four times a year. It
was a rarity if the children were in school for more than a year in
any one place, which naturally made it difficult for them to make
friends or form relationships. Some people even said that Ortis and
Jasperelle were emotionally insecure and held an unreasonable fear
that if they allowed their children to make friends and form bonds
with others, someone outside the family would steal their love away
from them.

Adding to all the chaos of Dayton's, as well
as the other children's, home life, according to Dayton's
brother-in-law, was Ortis and Jasperelle's irrational belief that
Armageddon was near and that "they needed to be away from wicked
big-city influence." As a result, related the brother-in-law, they
nearly always lived in the country or in small towns, "away from
everything." Occasionally they lived in homes with no electricity,
occasionally in trailers, and sometimes in cars. Once, when they
moved to Idaho, Ortis was so down on his luck that he actually
moved his family into an abandoned chicken coop with a dirt floor
and converted it into a "house."

Soon after, when family members were in a
forced close proximity to one another, Dayton developed an interest
in his sisters' feet. If anyone noticed, they didn't let on, but
his sisters always seemed to be looking for their shoes. At night,
after everyone was asleep, Dayton would fantasize and masturbate,
often while holding one of his sisters' shoes. He would later tell
acquaintances that after the family moved again his sisters became
whores and would force him to engage in sexual acts with them, a
highly doubtful story likely directed toward his parents to cause
them pain, shame, and embarrassment for all of the chaos and
maltreatment he had received. Although it could have been seen as
his way of settling the score, it just wasn't enough. Dayton
apparently thought that they needed to suffer more, much more, just
like he had suffered.

By the time Dayton entered middle school,
Ortis Rogers and his family had moved to College Place, Washington,
a small town in the eastern part of the state near Walla Walla,
where he obtained employment at a bakery owned by relatives. Dayton
worked at the bakery, too, part-time, while attending Walla Walla
Valley Academy, a Seventh-Day Adventist school, where he earned
barely average grades. He wasn't ignorant or incapable of learning.
He just had no interest in school. It was during this time that
Dayton, while in the seventh grade, had his first and only scrape
with the law as a juvenile. Bored with small-town life and looking
for excitement, he and a friend were caught by police shooting at
passing cars with a BB gun, trying to break the motorists' car
windows. Although each got off with only probation for the acts of
malicious mischief, Dayton, as usual, caught hell from his father.
Ortis's way of dealing with such matters, rather than facing the
real problem, was to beat hell out of Dayton and then forget it. In
his mind, might was right.

Jasperelle would later tell a detective that
she had always wanted Ortis to warm up to Dayton, to be more
fatherly, "to do things with Dayton like a lot of fathers do. But
he just wasn't a pal with Dayton like I wished." Instead, as the
years passed, the father and son became even more distant. As the
poor father-son relationship grew worse, the history of abuse,
social isolation, and unstable home life did likewise. Eventually
Dayton grew to hate his father and began rejecting everything he
stood for, and resentment toward his mother soon turned to hatred
because she would not take a stand against what he perceived as his
father's unreasonable actions. In time he would get even with them,
no matter what the cost.

Shortly after the incident with the BB gun in
1969, Dayton's parents sent him away to Upper Columbia Academy, a
church-run boarding school in Spangle, Washington, near Spokane, to
which Dayton also took exception. As a result his grades suffered
even more than before. He received mostly Cs and Ds, but he wasn't
at the boarding school very long. His parents soon moved to
Pleasant Hill, Oregon, where he attended Emerald Junior Academy the
following year. He also worked part-time as a cabinetmaker, but
soon left the job. Dayton's anger and resentment toward his parents
grew again that year and his grades fell far below average,
according to school records. Finally, at age sixteen, he dropped
out of the academy in the middle of his sophomore year against his
parents' wishes and moved to Corvallis, Oregon, where he obtained a
job as a house painter earning $2.35 an hour. His life relatively
uneventful, Dayton moved south to Eugene two years later, in July
1972, where he was again employed as a house painter, this time for
a relative on his mother's side of the family. While in Eugene he
began dating a sixteen-year-old girl named Julie who he soon
married, against his parents' wishes. His young bride was of a
different faith, a Lutheran, and she purportedly had had problems
with drugs and alcohol that required her to be institutionalized at
one point. To Dayton's family, his marriage to the girl was an
utter disgrace. They just couldn't understand how he could marry
outside his faith, especially a Lutheran.

Less than thirty days after his marriage he
had his first scrape with the law as an adult when he, without
prior warning, attacked a fifteen-year-old Eugene girl with a
knife. His actions cost him what little contact he had left with
his family, and he would later tell psychiatrists that his family
considered him the black sheep of the family from that point
on.

August 25, 1972, had been a sultry Friday
evening in the city of Eugene, located 110 miles south of Portland,
the state's largest city, in the heart of the Willamette Valley,
when case number 72-14342 began. At that time Eugene's population
was nearing the 100,000 mark, and at least 15,000 more people could
be temporarily added when the University of Oregon opened its doors
for students every fall. Eugene Patrolman D.A. Norenberg, badge
number 175, didn't particularly relish the idea that another year
of college dorm and fraternity house parties, fights, and other
disturbances was close at hand, but he was a realist and he knew
that college carousing was a fact of life for him and the other
patrolmen of the Eugene Police Department. He was also aware that
the heat on this particular evening was oppressive, the mercury
nearing a hundred, and that such high temperatures, not to mention
Friday nights, always seemed to bring out the worst in people. It
wasn't long before he was proven correct.

Norenberg was about halfway through his shift
when he received the dispatch at 8 P.M. to report to Eugene's
Sacred Heart General Hospital regarding an injured person report
called in by Dr. Wesley White. When Norenberg arrived, Dr. White
explained that a young girl, fifteen-year-old Deniece Raymond,* had
been brought into the hospital's emergency department at 6:20 P.M.
with a stab wound to her lower abdomen. The wound had been quite
deep, almost fatal because it had barely missed vital organs and
arteries. After performing preliminary first aid and stabilizing
the girl's condition, Dr. White said he spoke to her in an attempt
to learn what had happened. When brought into the hospital, he
said, she was wearing a multi-colored pullover zippered blouse, a
pair of purple girls button-front slacks, and a white hand towel
that she had pressed tightly against her wound. Norenberg seized
all of the items as evidence.

Deniece had explained that she had stabbed
herself with a hunting knife, but due to the severity of her
wounds, Dr. White could not believe that the wound was
self-inflicted, which is why he notified the police so promptly.
When Norenberg asked to see her, he was advised that she had been
moved to intensive care and would not be available for questioning
for at least a couple of days. Dr. White added that Deniece was
brought to the hospital by a man who said his name was Dayton Leroy
Rogers, who had explained that he had discovered the girl walking
along the 300 block of Figueroa Street bleeding profusely and in
intense pain.

When Officer Norenberg contacted Dayton later
that night, Dayton calmly explained that he barely knew the girl
and said that he had met her only two days earlier when he saw her
hitchhiking in Eugene and gave her a ride to her home. Having been
attracted to her, Dayton said he attempted to contact her again
over the two days since he met her, but he was always told by her
relatives that she had not returned home. Finally he began driving
around and looking for her in her neighborhood. When he found her
walking and bleeding on Figueroa Street, he said he helped her into
his car and rushed her to the hospital. He explained that Deniece
had not talked to him about the incident while en route to the
hospital, and he said he had not spoken to her since her
hospitalization. Norenberg never really believed Dayton's story,
but without anything more substantial to go on all he could do was
write up the report.

The next day, Saturday, August 26, 1972,
Deniece's mother contacted Officer Norenberg after having spent
several hours talking with her daughter about the stabbing
incident. According to the story her daughter had related to her,
the incident had occurred inside a car, an older model Volkswagen
bug, red in color, somewhere in the hills around Eugene.

Deniece had told her mother that while she
and Dayton were driving along 28th Avenue, she suddenly felt an
excruciating pain in the area of her stomach. When she looked down,
she saw a large hunting knife protruding from her abdomen. She told
her mother that she pulled the knife out of her stomach and threw
it out the window. Her mother, still doubting the accuracy of the
story, pressed Deniece for more details but the girl declined.
Instead, she became fearful and stated, "I'm afraid of what
he'll..." She left the sentence hanging. Norenberg returned to City
Hall and turned over his reports to the Detective Division.

The following Monday, August 28, 1972, the
case was assigned to Detective Clifford Miller and Youth Officer
Glynn Michael for further investigation. They contacted Deniece
Raymond, who appeared nervous and frightened. At first she didn't
want to talk to either of them, but after assuring her that they
wouldn't let her assailant "finish her off," she named Dayton as
her attacker. The statement she gave them was markedly different
from what she had said upon her arrival at the hospital.

Deniece explained that she had met Dayton the
day before the attack and had driven with him to a wooded area on
the outskirts of town. At first they kissed and fondled each other,
but one thing led to another and they soon engaged in sexual
intercourse. Afterward he drove her home and asked if he could see
her again. She agreed, and he had picked her up at her home the
next day, August 25, and promised to take her to the woods, where
they could make whistles out of wood for neighborhood children.
Instead of making whistles, however, they became impassioned once
again.

"We were holding hands and swinging around,"
she said. "Then we sat down. He was tickling my legs and said to
close my eyes, and we lay down on the ground. Then I felt the
plunge. I thought at first that a rattlesnake or some kind of snake
had bitten me. Then I thought it felt like a horse had kicked me. I
looked down, and there was the hunting knife. Dayton said, 'I just
couldn't trust you anymore.' I pulled it out with my left hand. I
was bleeding. I said, 'Dayton, I love you.' And he said, 'Oh, my
God! What did I do?' "

Out of the blue Dayton proposed marriage to
the girl, despite the fact that he was already married, while
Deniece pleaded with him to take her to a hospital for treatment.
Finally he agreed to drive her to Sacred Heart Hospital, but only
if she promised that she would tell the doctors that she had
stabbed herself.

Following their interview with Deniece
Raymond, the detectives contacted Dayton's wife, Julie. After
explaining to her the reason for their visit, they asked her about
her husband's activities the day of the stabbing. She responded
that she had been baby-sitting at her home and that Dayton had come
home late.

"I was taking the kids swimming at a friend's
house, and he said he had to go to the hospital because one of his
friends had gotten hurt. When I pressed him for details, he told me
that she was an old girlfriend. I told him I didn't think it was
right for him to be going to the hospital to see an old
girlfriend." Julie explained that she accompanied her husband to
see the girl, primarily out of curiosity.

"It was strange. She had blond hair, blue
eyes, and looked exactly like me. It really scared me. Before that
night, every time he'd seen a blond-haired girl he would say,
'There's Julie.' He was just, I don't know, kind of strange."

After talking to his wife, the detectives
contacted Dayton at the painting company where he worked. They told
him they had talked with the girl and that they had some more
questions for him before they could clear things up. Dayton agreed
to meet them in front of Albertson's supermarket at 18th and
Chambers at 12:15 P.M. After being advised of his constitutional
rights under Miranda, Dayton consented to accompany the
investigators to police headquarters at City Hall to answer their
questions.

Once inside the cold, austere interrogation
room, Dayton chose not to invoke his rights and gave his permission
for the lawmen to tape-record the interview. Sitting across from
the policemen at a gray, rectangular, governmental-looking steel
table, Dayton continually averted his eyes from the stony stares of
the detectives. In response to their questions, he repeated much of
what he had told them before.

"Come on, Dayton. We talked to the girl,"
said Miller as he placed a second tape recorder on the table. "She
told us that she did not stab herself, either intentionally or
accidentally. Do you want to hear the tapes?"

Without waiting for him to respond, Detective
Miller reached over and pushed the play button. In a state that
bordered on shock and panic, Dayton listened to the girl's
statement. His hands began to tremble.

"Do you understand what she said, Dayton?"
asked Miller as he switched off the player. Dayton, pale and
sullen, shook his head yes, but did not answer verbally.

"Well, what do you say, Dayton? Is the girl's
statement true?" Dayton shook his head no and still did not
speak.

"It would be in your best interest if you
were truthful," suggested Officer Michael.

Dayton looked down at his hands, searched for
a nail to bite, and eventually decided on the thumb of his left
hand. After he gnawed on it for a few moments, he sheepishly told
the detectives that he needed a little time to get his thoughts in
order, but assured them he would tell everything in his own words
and that he would tell them the truth.

"I'm married," he finally began. "I've only
been married about a month, and I've been having some difficulties
with my wife." He told the detectives that his wife was young and
that she was having problems adjusting to marriage. He explained
that he only wanted to talk to Deniece Raymond, to have a friend he
could relate to when he was having problems with his wife. That's
all he planned to do the day he took Deniece into the woods. But
one thing led to another, and before he knew it they were
frolicking on the ground, where he began fondling her legs and
feet. The attack occurred shortly afterward, when he leaned over to
kiss her.

"She didn't respond or even put her arms
around me," said Dayton. "While I was kissing her, that's when it
happened. She doubled up and I drew back, startled, then looked
down and saw the knife in her stomach. She had both hands on it and
she was pulling it out. I stood up in complete confusion and shock
and said, 'Oh, my God. What do I do now?' I must have been taken
over by the devil, or else I wouldn't have done it." Dayton said
that his mind just went blank prior to the stabbing.

"Did you fuck the girl, Dayton?"

"No, no. We just kissed."

"What happened to her bra, then?"

"She just got hot and wanted to take it off."
Dayton said he helped her remove it, but insisted that he had not
engaged in sexual intercourse with her. Following the stabbing he
threw the brassiere into some bushes, along with the knife and the
knife sheath, near a rural location just off the Lorane Highway in
the vicinity of the Izaac Walton League Firing Range.

He volunteered to direct the lawmen to the
location and to help them locate the items.

It was shortly before 2 P.M. when Dayton and
the policemen arrived at the location, near McBeth Road. Upon
entering a field accentuated by heavy forest in the background,
Dayton pointed out the spot where he had stabbed the girl. He then
pointed to the east, across a fence that separated the field from
the firing range, and stated that he had thrown the brassiere in
that direction. Detective Miller soon located the bra and found the
knife sheath a few steps to the northeast. Dayton directed them
farther north, where they found the knife near some bushes, lying
beneath the bottom strand of a barbed-wire fence.

On the way back to town, Dayton admitted to
Detective Miller that he had in fact had sexual intercourse with
Deniece Raymond. He added that the sex act had occurred the day
before in his car on a side road near the community of Fern Ridge.
He said they would also have had sex the day of the stabbing if he
hadn't attacked the girl first for her apparent lack of affection.
He insisted that the sexual incidents had been mutually agreed upon
by himself and the girl. Upon their arrival at municipal jail,
Dayton was lodged on a charge of first-degree assault and later
released on bail.

At the request of Lane County District
Attorney Robert K. Naslund, Dayton Leroy Rogers underwent his first
psychiatric examination on October 27, 1972. The examination was
performed by Dr. J. Alan Cook, a Eugene psychiatrist. Dayton,
neatly groomed and casually dressed, arrived at 1:30 P.M. He
appeared somewhat anxious and exhibited noticeable tension.

The examination consisted of an interview and
a series of standardized psychiatric tests including the Minnesota
Multiphasic Personality Inventory, the Sentence Completion Test,
and the Draw-a-Person Test. Overall, Dayton performed well on the
tests and appeared oriented in all "spheres of reference." However,
during the interview Dayton recanted his earlier statement to
Detective Miller in which he had admitted stabbing Deniece Raymond.
Instead he told Dr. Cook that it was his opinion that the girl had
stabbed herself and that she was under the influence of some type
of drug at the time of the incident.

At the conclusion of the examination, Dr.
Cook wrote his diagnostic impression:

There was no evidence during the interview
that his judgment was impaired and he seemed to have significant
levels of psychiatric insight. It is my opinion that the defendant
at this time does not have a mental disease or defect which would
form the basis for an adequate defense against the charges of
first-degree assault under Oregon Statutes. It is noted during the
psychiatric examination that the defendant consistently maintained
that he was in complete awareness of his mental faculties and
denied being under the influence of any drugs or alcohol which
would alter his mental status or state of consciousness.
Diagnostically, I feel the defendant falls into the classification
of depressive neurosis, probably superimposed on a longstanding
schizoid personality disorder. There is no suggestion at the
present time, nor at the time of the alleged crime, that either of
these emotional disorders would render the defendant incapable of
distinguishing between right and wrong, of being aware of the
criminality of an assaultive act, or diminish his degree to form
intent to commit such an act.

As would become his custom, Dayton, facing
hard jail time, plea-bargained the charge down to second-degree
assault, to which he pleaded guilty on February 13, 1973. As a
result, he received no prison time and was placed on four years'
probation.

Less than six months later, Dayton again
caught the attention of Lane County law enforcement authorities.
According to police reports, Dayton and his young wife had taken
two teenage females, both minors and listed as runaways, into their
home.

Dayton soon began drinking heavily, and in
states of intoxication began necking with the girls and requesting
sexual favors from them. His relationship with them intensified to
the point where one of the girls, in a seductive fashion, began to
separate him from his wife. Eventually, through their sexual
escapades, the girls caused Dayton's wife to leave him. With
nowhere else to go, Julie moved in with two men she knew. Drinking,
Dayton found out where she was staying and demanded that she return
home. When her roommates attempted to intervene, Dayton turned
violent and a fistfight ensued. Dayton prevailed and told his wife
and the two men that he would kill the three of them if he ever saw
them again. Despite the threats, Julie eventually returned home to
Dayton and their teenage houseguests, but only temporarily.

Dayton soon began entertaining violent
fantasies during his drinking binges and fused those fantasies with
his sexual activities. Then, on the evening of August 1, 1973,
while Julie was out, he lost the strand of control he had been
clinging to since the attack on Deniece Raymond. Without warning,
Dayton, drunk and out of control, attacked the two young girls with
a beer bottle, beating them repeatedly about their heads in a near
frenzy. In a panic after realizing what he had done, he ran out of
his house and sped away in his white 1967 Camaro. Although cut and
bleeding, fortunately neither girl was severely injured and they
were able to contact the police. Dayton was arrested a short
distance from his home after he lost control of his Camaro and
crashed into another vehicle. He was charged with one count each of
second-and third-degree assault in connection with the attack on
the girls, and the incident became the subject of case number
73-3262. As with the case involving the knife attack on Deniece
Raymond, prosecutors ordered a psychiatric examination for Dayton
and he was released on bail pending the outcome of the case.

Julie's fear of her husband, in the meantime,
had intensified. She had disposed of his gun while he was in jail,
and got rid of all the sharp knives in the house. When Dayton
realized what she had done, he flew into a rage. However, with the
latest case hanging over his head and holding no desire to return
to jail, he refrained from physically attacking her.

Employed by his uncle's painting company,
Dayton arranged for time off to meet with Dr. George C. D. Kjaer, a
psychiatrist, on September 6, September 30, and October 2, 1973.
Dressed in painter's clothes, Dayton presented himself promptly at
the psychiatrist's office at the appointed times. However,
following a battery of tests and in-depth interviews, Dayton, for
the first time in his life, was appropriately labeled a
sociopath.

Dr. Kjaer wrote in his diagnosis that Dayton
manifested pseudo sociopathic schizophrenia with antisocial
traits.

There is a strong possibility that the
evidence for schizophrenia (as previously suspected) has been in
every instance fake and that this man presents a case purely of
sociopathic personality of the antisocial variety. Because of his
youth and his conscious awareness toward his misconduct it is
possible that even in the latter diagnostic category he may be
amenable to psychotherapeutic counseling and training. It is my
opinion that the defendant is in need of treatment. Since the three
episodes of assault were also related at least superficially to
sexual activity, he should be also defined as a sexually dangerous
person. It is strongly recommended that Mr. Rogers receive
intensive therapy from an inpatient unit and that substantial proof
of his cure be demanded by the court prior to his release.

Although prosecutors petitioned the court to
revoke Dayton's probation and send him to prison, Lane County
Circuit Court Judge Helen Frye found Dayton not guilty by reason of
insanity and ordered him committed to Oregon State Hospital in
Salem. He was admitted to the hospital on March 6, 1974.







Chapter 9

Upon his arrival at Oregon State Hospital,
Dayton Leroy Rogers was perceived as being grandiose and very
self-centered. Unrealistic in his reasoning and planning of
day-to-day goals, he instead lived in an extended fantasy state,
restructuring his new surroundings, as well as the outside world,
to his own liking. He was placed in Ward 34, a maximum security
ward, where he spent much time keeping to himself.

He soon became aware, however, that
exhibiting such haughty behavior would only serve to prolong his
stay at the mental institution. As a result, he began "responding"
to group therapy and individual counseling and his self-importance
seemed to diminish. After demonstrating that he would not "act out"
with other patients, he was transferred to Ward 63, a medium
security ward, two weeks later. It hadn't taken him long to learn
how to work the system to his benefit.

Despite the fact that a female staff member
told Dayton that "we're skeptical of your ever leaving the
hospital" and that "you may kill someone" someday, Dayton was soon
entered into a sex offenders group and transferred to Ward 82, a
minimum security ward.

While in the sex offenders program, Dayton
became aware that his sexual daydreams were becoming more violent.
He began to categorize them as "fantasies" and "hallucinations."
When fantasizing, he was in control of his "here-and-now"
activities. However, when he hallucinated, he told his counselors,
he lost contact with reality, the "here-and-now," as he explained
it. He realized that when he began a course of action he felt
compelled to finish it, and that his actions became automatic. He
cited sex with his wife as an example and said that after marriage
he stopped having foreplay but instead entered a hallucinatory
state where sex became automatic.

Eventually, he said, his activities with his
wife included occasional bondage and teasing her. He fantasized
about raping women and hurting them physically while engaging in
intercourse with his wife. He also entertained such thoughts while
masturbating, one of his favorite pastimes, and fantasized about
tying women up. Occasionally he would feel threatened, when his
fantasies and hallucinations turned on him and he envisioned women
attacking him. He claimed that fantasizing about violent acts
against women caused him to become sexually aroused. He didn't
really understand it and had little control over such feelings, and
insisted that they occurred automatically. He achieved great
pleasure from the masturbation/violent fantasy episodes, and
explained that they were really better than actual sex with a woman
because he was in total control of the situation. He could govern
his own orgasm with greater preciseness, ensuring that his climax
did not precede the fantasy running its course.

Dayton's wife, Julie, meanwhile, moved out of
their Eugene house and fled to California to get away from her
disturbed husband. Wanting nothing further to do with Dayton, she
filed for divorce with the help of California Legal Aid. Dayton,
however, didn't accept the rejection easily.

With access to a telephone, he located
Julie's parents' telephone number in California. Suspecting that
Julie was living with them, he called. When he reached her, he told
her that he had become a doctor and that he was making really good
money. It was all a blatant lie, of course, and Julie recognized it
as such. What kind of fool did he take her for? Begging her to come
back to him, Dayton persisted and said that he was sorry for
everything and promised that he would never behave in such a manner
again. Julie, however, told him that it was too late, that she had
been through enough problems with him and she was filing for a
divorce.

"Why are you divorcing me?" asked Dayton.

"Well, look at you," said Julie. "Look at the
way you are. You're in a mental institution. You're telling me that
you are a doctor. I can't take it anymore." She hung up on him and
never heard from him again.

Meanwhile, all Dayton could think about was
getting out of the hospital. He was careful, though, not to show
his anxiousness to the hospital staff, and he worked hard to meet
the goals set by himself and his therapists. He followed to the
letter the list of do's and don't's given to him by hospital
staff.

Demonstrating that he could cope with work
and responsibility, Dayton obtained employment with a furniture
painting company in Salem and was allowed to leave the hospital
campus to perform his duties. He also befriended a local pastor and
began to regularly attend religious services. If he engaged in any
drinking or drug use while off hospital grounds, it never came to
the attention of the staff or doctors. As far as hospital officials
were concerned, he was a model patient. On November 18, 1974, Dr.
J. H. Treleaven, clinical director of the hospital's psychiatric
security section, decided that Dayton "appears to be recovered from
his mental illness to the degree that he is no longer a menace to
himself or others. He is no longer in need of hospital treatment.
Therefore, his release from the hospital is recommended."

Continuing to obey ward routines and making
no waves, Dayton was formally released on December 12, 1974. Back
on the streets, he was a free man again.

Feeling ostracized by his family, who had by
now moved to Eugene, Dayton chose to remain in Salem. He obtained a
job as a house painter and moved into an apartment with the
minister from the church he began attending while hospitalized. He
was still plagued by violent sexual fantasies, and he masturbated
voraciously at every opportunity as an attempt at release from his
troubled mind.

Three months later he met Sherry Miller, an
innocent, naive, gorgeous, but sexually inexperienced young woman
with a religious upbringing from nearby Canby. He was enthralled by
her clean-cut and loving family, and he especially liked Sherry's
father, Roy. He soon moved out of the apartment he shared with the
minister and rented an apartment of his own at 357 A Street in
Woodburn so that he could be nearer to Sherry and her family.
Despite his closeness with Sherry, Dayton's sexual urges weren't
satiated. He looked elsewhere, unknown to Sherry, and cavorted with
a number of women he knew only casually. Despite his sexual
escapades, he and Sherry were married on October 25, 1975. Sherry
and her family hoped that the marriage would bring a lifetime of
happiness for them, but unfortunately they were unable to see
behind the mask Dayton had learned to wear so cunningly.

Within only weeks after the wedding, however,
troubles arose. Union problems began at the painting company where
Dayton worked, and he soon found himself unemployed and dependent
upon Sherry and her family. His sexual relationship with his wife
was no longer satisfying to him, and he became even more sexually
involved with casual acquaintances he would pick up in the bars and
restaurants. Despite the abundance of sex available to him,
Dayton's urges were not being satisfied. He soon became despondent,
and he began drinking heavily again on a regular basis. He also
began smoking marijuana and using amphetamines, and began suffering
from severe headaches.

The extramarital sex, alcohol, and drugs soon
were no help at all to him, and Dayton became more depressed and
agitated than ever. In his mind-set the more depressed he became,
the more alienated from family and friends he felt. Instead of
reaching out for help or seeking therapy, he struck out at those
closest to him, primarily his wife.

Finally, on the evening of December 4, 1975,
questions about his nocturnal activities from his wife triggered
his explosive temper. He blew up at home and had a serious fight
with Sherry, and stormed out of the house. In his mind he was going
to drive to Eugene, but he never told Sherry where he was headed.
He just left. The next time his wife heard from him, he would be in
jail on a charge of rape and coercion involving an
eighteen-year-old Canby girl.
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Chapter 10

It was 1 A.M. on December 5, 1975, when
Dayton Leroy Rogers, driving through Salem, spotted the parked car
at the corner of Fairgrounds Boulevard and Portland Road. As he
passed by in his blue 1967 Chevrolet Malibu, he observed that the
car's lone occupant was an attractive young woman. He pulled off
the road and parked in front of her. When he approached her car, he
flashed her a wide smile in what would become a part of his usual
manner.

"Hi! I'm from Eugene," he said. "Where does
everyone go to have fun around here? I don't know my way around
town. There must be some local hangouts for young people like
us."

"There are some," she replied. "If you're
over twenty-one. I'm only eighteen, and I always get carded at the
door."

"That's a shame. I know what that can be
like."

The conversation continued, and introductions
were exchanged. Making small talk, Cindy Jones* explained that she
was alone and bored with nothing to do and nowhere to go early on
that Friday morning. She normally worked as a waitress, but was
currently unemployed and lived at home with her parents. She really
didn't know what she wanted to do, but she knew she wasn't ready to
go home. In her naivete, Cindy readily accepted Dayton's offer to
smoke marijuana, get some beer, and drive around for a while. The
youthful Dayton, wearing a mustache and his hair at collar length,
was good-looking and seemed trustworthy.

As they drove along in the darkness, smoking
a joint and sipping on beer, their conversation eventually turned
to dogs. Cindy told Dayton that she wanted to get an Irish setter
pup as a Christmas present for her parents, but she didn't have any
money since she was unemployed. Dayton caught on fast and told her
that he was selling puppies for $50 apiece but would give her one
for free if she would go with him to get it. They were being kept
at his aunt and uncle's home near Woodburn, he said. Even though it
was late, Cindy accepted, and Dayton drove her to an isolated
location in the Canby area. He parked on South Barlow Road, a
gravel road about one-third mile west of Knights Bridge Road. But
there weren't any houses nearby, no place where they could get a
dog for her parents. Cindy didn't know where he had taken her and
soon became suspicious of his intentions. Nonetheless, she sat
quietly as Dayton continued to drink and occasionally got out of
the car to stretch and urinate.

Some thirty minutes after they arrived at the
secluded location, Dayton, without warning, grabbed Cindy and
forced her between the bucket seats and into the backseat. Using
several strands of electrical wire he kept on the floor, he quickly
bound her wrists and ankles. Making threats of violence, he pulled
Cindy's pants down as far as he could. She was menstruating, but
that didn't stop him. He pulled the soiled tampon out of her vagina
and entered her forcefully. She cried out because of his largeness,
but was otherwise helpless to resist. He was fascinated by the
blood from her period.

After two such assaults, Cindy convinced
Dayton to untie her so she could urinate. After pulling her pants
up and top down, she got out of the car and walked a few yards from
the car. Instinct dictating her actions, she ran away from Dayton
and his car as fast as she could. To her surprise, Dayton never
went after her, and Cindy continued running. Although it seemed
like forever, she eventually reached a house on Barlow Road. She
pounded on the door, screaming and crying, until the resident
opened it. It was nearly five A.M.

At 5:11 A.M., Deputies Wayne C. Flint and
Hugh M. Swaney of the Clackamas County Sheriff's Department were
dispatched to the house on Barlow Road to investigate the alleged
first-degree rape. When Flint and Swaney arrived, they were
informed that an officer from the Canby Police Department was out
in the area attempting to locate the suspect's vehicle. Cindy
explained what had happened to her and showed the deputies the red
marks around her wrists and ankles where she had been tied up. She
said the sexual attacks occurred over a three-to four-hour
period.

A short time later, Officer Geiger of the
Canby P.D. returned with Rogers in the backseat of his patrol car.
He explained that he had found him sitting in the passenger seat of
his car, which was stuck in mud, about a quarter mile down the
road. Flint and Swaney walked Cindy Jones over to the patrol car,
where, peering in through the window, she identified Rogers as the
man who raped her. Afterward, Cindy was taken to Willamette Falls
Hospital in Oregon City for treatment.

Utilizing a standard rape kit, Dr. Brian
Murphy examined and collected pubic hair combings and vaginal swabs
for the sheriff's department. As he was finishing up, Cindy's
father arrived at the hospital and brought her fresh clothes. The
garments she was wearing during the attack were turned over to
sheriff's Detective Sergeant W. H. Burnum, who drove Cindy and her
father to his office in Oregon City, where he interviewed Cindy
alone and at length. The questions, he said, wouldn't be easy ones
to ask, but he had to ask them. She acknowledged that she
understood.

"You were the victim of a forcible rape this
morning?" asked Burnum.

"Right," Cindy answered.

"Do you know where this rape occurred?"

"Not the exact names of the roads. But it was
close to Canby, that much I can tell you."

"Who was the person who committed the
rape?"

"I'm not sure of his name, but it was the guy
driving the blue Malibu."

"And you agreed to go with him?"

"Just driving around at first, that's
all."

"Then what?"

"He got some beer at a store." Cindy
explained how they talked about the dogs and that Dayton had
offered to give her a pup.

"Can you describe his car?"

"Blue, medium blue Malibu, not sure what
year. White letter tires. It was a two-door, and the door handles
in front have blue fur on them. The seats are black and there is
brown carpeting in the back window and on the back arm rests. The
driver's seat is ripped up."

"When he stopped at the Barlow Road location,
did you make any comment about that?"

"I asked what we were doing there, and he
said he wanted to finish his beer and stretch out before going the
rest of the way to the house where his dogs were kept."

"How long were you there before he sexually
assaulted you?"

"About half an hour."

"Then what happened."

"He started getting aggressive." By then, she
said, they were in the backseat. "I told him to stop it, but he
didn't. He put my arms behind my back and tied up my wrists. I got
undone once, but he retied them tighter. I told him I could still
do physical damage even with my hands tied up, so he tied up my
feet and then he raped me."

"What did he tie you up with?"

"It was some kind of heavy wire. It was metal
wire with plastic coating over it—that's what it looked like—and it
was colored."

"Did he remove your clothing?"

"He didn't take them all the way off. He
pulled my top up to expose my breasts, and pulled my pants down to
my ankles."

"Were you wearing underpants?"

"Yes."

"What did he do with those?"

"He pulled them down with my pants."

"Are you having your menstrual period?"

"Yes. I've been on it for three days."

"Were you wearing a sanitary napkin?"

"A tampon."

"Did he remove this?"

"Yes."

"Then he made penetration?"

"Um-hum." She blushed slightly.

"Did he threaten you with any physical force
if you didn't submit to him?"

"Well, he said things. Like he might have a
gun or a knife." Although she hadn't seen any weapons, Cindy told
Burnum that she felt threatened by his statements about the gun and
the knife.

"How long did the intercourse continue?"

"I have no idea. I did not have a chance to
look at my watch."

"Was it a long time?"

"Yes."

"Was he kissing you while this was taking
place?"

"Yes."

"Your hands were tied behind your back?"

"Um-hum."

"Did he continue until he reached a
climax?"

"Yes."

"And how did you know this?"

"Because he told me."

"Then what did he do?"

"He got off me. I talked to him for a while,
and he agreed to undo my hands and feet, to let me sit normally for
a while. I asked him when he was going to take me back to my car,
and he told me I might not want to know. Then he said when he was
finished with me, after he had done it a second time. That was when
he attacked me the second time, but he didn't climax and finally
gave up."

"You hadn't pulled your clothes up after the
first time?"

"No."

"Were you laying in the seat or sitting
up?"

"Sitting up."

"With your pants down."

"Well, I was pulling them up, and that's when
he told me he wouldn't let me go until he had me a second time. He
pinned me on the seat."

"Did he take off his clothing?"

"Yes."

"Completely?"

"His pants."

"Did he take his underwear off?"

"Yes."

"The second time he continued to have
intercourse with you for some time, but never reached a climax. Is
that right?"

"Um-hum."

"What did he say?"

"Just that he was going to give up. He was
getting sore, or something. I asked if he would take me back to my
car and let me go, and he said he supposed he might as well. But as
he started to back up, he got his car stuck in the mud and changed
his mind. He said he wouldn't let me go, and that he was going to
kidnap me. He said he was going to do things to me, really rude,
mean things."

"Then you escaped from him?"

"I told him I needed a breath of fresh air
and that I needed to go to the bathroom, any excuse I could think
of to get out of that car. Finally he let me out to go to the
bathroom, and I took off running."

"He didn't chase you?"

"No, he didn't."

"Were you afraid of him?"

"Very."

"But the act was a forceful act, not a
fearful act?"

"It was forceful."

"Completely against your will?"

"Um-hum."

"Did you drink beer with him?"

"Yes, one beer."

"That was purchased in Salem by him?"

Cindy nodded yes.

"Was he using any drugs?" asked Burnum.

"Pot. He was smoking pot."

"Did you smoke pot with him?"

"Yes, I did. I took one hit off of a joint. I
told him I didn't smoke pot and he kept saying, 'Come on, it's
okay.' So I took one hit. He smoked two joints, I think."

"Have you had any prior sex in the past
seventy-two hours?"

"No."

Dayton, in the meantime, protested about
being detained and seemed surprised when he was informed that Cindy
Jones was alleging that he had raped her. He remained with Deputy
Swa-ney, who advised him of his rights. Swaney informed Dayton that
he was not under arrest at that time, but suggested that it would
be a good idea to tell his side of the story so that they could get
the matter straightened out. As Dayton answered Swaney's questions,
his Chevrolet Malibu was pulled out of the mud and towed to a
secure location. He signed a consent form so they could search his
vehicle.

Dayton told Swaney that he did not know Cindy
Jones prior to meeting her several hours earlier, at 9:30 P.M.
Thursday night, not 1:00 A.M. as Cindy had said. After agreeing to
go driving with him and getting inside his car, they drove to
Cascade Park in Salem, where they drank beer and "made out." Dayton
said that he kissed her, fondled her breasts, and rubbed his hand
up and down her legs and over her panties. He said that he did not
push his hands inside her panties at that time, and insisted that
what they had done was mutually agreeable. She had not resisted his
advances.

At one point they drove back to Cindy's car,
where she was to have met another man. But the man didn't show up,
and they decided to go driving again, ending up on Barlow Road near
Canby. Dayton was familiar with the area, he said, because he had
fished there several times before and it seemed like a good place
to go necking.

After making out for several minutes, Cindy
climbed into the backseat and Dayton followed her. He lowered his
pants and helped Cindy pull hers down, and then engaged in
intercourse until Dayton reached a climax. He moved back into the
front seat, where he rested for several minutes, then asked Cindy
if she wanted "to get it on again." According to Dayton's version,
Cindy asked him if he wanted her to remove all of her clothes the
second time, and he had said yes. Following suit, Cindy asked
Dayton to take off all of his clothes, and he removed everything
except his socks. After climbing into the backseat again, they
tried many different positions, some with Dayton on top and others
with Cindy sitting on him. In one instance, with Cindy on her
knees, he tried to mount her from behind.

"I was going to have it from the rear, but
couldn't reach a climax the second time," Dayton told Swaney. "So I
quit." He moved back into the front seat.

Cindy leaned forward through the opening
between the bucket seats and began teasing about having him charged
with rape and kidnapping. Her teasing nature soon turned more
serious, and she made the threats in an angry tone. She began
telling him how she had been in trouble before, having spent time
in a juvenile detention center. She said that men thought she was
cute, and as a result she had been raped several times before, she
said. She bragged about the size of her breasts, boasting that they
measured 36-D and helped make it easy for her to attract men.

After she demanded that he take her back to
her car, Dayton attempted to back his car out of where they had
been parked but somehow veered into a large muddy area, where it
became stuck. At Dayton's suggestion, Cindy took the steering wheel
while he tried to push, to no avail. Angrily, Cindy got out of the
car and said she would walk. The last time he saw her she was
headed east on Barlow Road. Throughout his entire statement Dayton
insisted that the sexual activity between himself and Cindy had
been mutual.

"She was as aggressive as I was," he
said.

During the search of his 1967 Malibu,
sheriff's deputies seized a plastic bag of "green vegetable
material" believed to be marijuana, two eighteen-inch strands of
electrical wire, one black and one red, one bundle of speaker wire
eighteen feet long, and a terry cloth rag. Following the search,
Dayton was released and allowed to take his car.

When Dayton returned home, he never told his
wife what had happened. When she eventually found out about the
incident, Dayton told her that he was being falsely accused, the
victim of mistaken identity. Being newly married, young, and naive,
Sherry wanted very much to believe him, and she did. But her hopes
were dashed on January 13, 1976, when Dayton was indicted by a
Clackamas County grand jury on a charge of first-degree rape. He
was allowed to remain free pending a May trial.

On Friday, February 20, 1976, pretty Anna
Buchanan,* nineteen, was walking along the right-hand side of
Highway 22 toward Salem. She had just left the Oregon State
Correctional Institution, where she had visited her inmate
boyfriend, and was headed to the Greyhound depot in Salem, where
she would catch a bus that would take her to Oregon City, forty
miles to the north, then another one to her home in the hamlet of
Beavercreek. With her mind preoccupied about getting home, she
might not have noticed the car when it drove past if it hadn't been
a bright yellow one. Since it stood out, she had looked up just as
it whizzed by. It was a 1970 Ford Mustang, and it was going in the
direction of Bend, some 160 miles to the southeast in central
Oregon. It was 3:30 P.M., overcast, and the landscape was shrouded
in a heavy mist. Anna was wet and tired, anxious to get home.

Before Anna realized what was happening, the
yellow Mustang's driver had turned it around and pulled up
alongside her.

"Hi! Wanna ride?" The driver flashed Anna a
wide smile.

Anna thought for a moment. Although she
wasn't hitchhiking, it was an opportunity to get out of the
inclement weather. And he seemed okay. Besides, he could get her to
the bus depot faster than she could walk there, giving her even
more time to get something to eat before her bus was scheduled to
leave.

"All right. Thanks," she said as she climbed
into the passenger seat.

"Have you ever been to Silver Falls State
Park?" he asked.

"No. Is it near here?"

"It's not far. I've got some pot to smoke,
and some beer. Wanna go up there with me?"

She thought his proposition over for a
moment. The prospect of getting high was enticing, and it soon won
out over getting something to eat.

"Sure. But I've only got a couple of hours
before my bus leaves."

"Oh, we'll be back long before then." He
wheeled the Mustang around again and drove a short distance before
turning onto Oregon 214. Soon they were in a remote area, but Anna
paid little notice to the heavy forest as she puffed on a joint he
had offered her. As she passed it back to her newfound friend, she
saw a sign that indicated the park was not far away.

As they drove into Silver Falls State Park
they made small talk, each more than a little spaced out from the
marijuana. There weren't very many people in the park, it being
still winter. Most people were just getting off work, and for those
who weren't, it was too cold and too late in the day for such an
outing. The two drove on and viewed all of the waterfalls,
including the largest for which the park was named, then turned
onto a gravel road that led deeper into the forest and to a part of
the park that was now all their own.

"I have to go to the bathroom," said the man,
holding a Budweiser. He got out of the car and went into some
bushes. After a couple of minutes he returned, sipping on the
beer.

"Let's listen to some music," he said. "Why
don't you get into the backseat and hand me the box of tapes? Stay
back there if you like. It's more comfortable."

After four more beers and three additional
joints, Anna told the man that it was getting late and that she had
to get back to the bus station. When she tried to get back into the
front seat, he stopped her, saying that he had to clear a place for
her to sit first. In the next instant he opened the glove box and
took out a knife. In her fear, all Anna could see was the
blade.

"You do what I say and I won't hurt you," he
said, emotionless. He told her to sit on her knees with her hands
behind her back. Anna didn't move. "I'm going to count to ten, and
if you don't do as I say, I'm going to hurt you." Anna, seeing the
blade and the evil in his eyes, didn't wait for him to commence
counting. She did as she was told.

Anna, on her knees, turned around and faced
the rear window, her hands crossed behind her. The man took a long
strand of wire and wrapped it around them at the wrists, tightly,
leaving only enough slack so as to not cut off her circulation. He
then instructed her to lie face down on the seat.

"Why did you tie me like that?" Anna asked,
crying.

"I'm going to fuck you," he replied. "I don't
want you to be able to hurt me." He then hog-tied her left foot to
her hands, leaving her right foot and leg free.

He took the knife and, holding it in his
right hand, cut Anna's shirt. After the cut was started, he put the
knife on the seat and ripped her shirt the rest of the way off. He
repeated the process with her pants and underpants. When she was
naked, he touched her breasts, then began squeezing them. He moved
downward, between her legs, and placed his middle finger inside her
vagina. Anna gasped, and her whole body stiffened as he pushed it
in deeper, as far as it would go, and rhythmically repeated the
process. When it grew tiresome for him, he moved on down to her
feet, kissing and biting them.

As he acted out his foot fetish, the man
mumbled other women's names. It was as if he were fantasizing that
Anna was someone else he knew, perhaps a family member. He was
really turned on by now, and his mumbling became even more strange.
He began talking about how he had slept with his mother and father
as a boy, and muttered things about a cousin who had a foot fetish
and had told him about kissing and biting women's feet. He told
Anna that he had done what he was doing to her to other women, and
that it really aroused him sexually. It was one of the few ways he
enjoyed sex, he said.

Suddenly a red pickup came out of nowhere and
roared down the road near where they were parked. The man was
jolted out of his fantasy state and was thrown into a near panic.
Had the pickup's driver seen them? Had he gotten a good look at his
car? Unnerved, the man moved to another location within the
confines of the park. After trying to convince himself that he was
safe from detection, he attempted to resume his activities.
However, it just wasn't the same. He was rattled, frightened that
he might have been seen. He untied Anna and threw the wire out of
the window toward the forest.

"I'm going to have to kill you," he told the
terrified teenager.

"Why? I won't tell. Just let me go."

"Shut up! I need time to think about how I'm
going to kill you."

He mumbled something about kidnapping her
instead, holding her for ransom. But Anna told him that her parents
didn't have any money.

"That's okay. The police will pay the
ransom," he said.

He handed Anna a white T-shirt and her orange
leather jacket, and allowed her to put them on. Then, without
saying anything, he drove back down Highway 22 to Interstate 5,
leaving Anna wondering where he was taking her. With a faraway look
in his eyes, he took the Woodburn exit and drove north on 99E
through the community of Canby, where he cut over to Highway 213
and headed south again, toward Molalla. It was dark when he turned
off onto a logging road that runs parallel to the Molalla River. He
brought the Mustang to a stop at a narrow turnaround just before
reaching a logging bridge that crossed the river.

"I can't let you go," he said calmly. "You
would go to the police."

"No, no, I wouldn't," Anna assured him,
cowering in the backseat. "You could let me out near my
grandmother's house in Oregon City. She's not at home, but I can
get inside. I can find something else to wear before going home.
You'll see; I won't tell."

"Get on your knees again," he commanded.
"I'll take you to your grandmother's house tied up, and if she's
not at home I'll leave you there."

He bound Anna again, just like before. But
this time, because he had thrown the wire out at Silver Falls State
Park, he used strips of cloth that he cut from her jeans. Satisfied
that she was securely tied, he ripped one of the ties from Anna's
blouse and went toward her neck with it.

"I have to kill you," he said as he wrapped
the ligature around his hands and moved closer to her. "I don't
have any choice."

As he wrapped the ligature around her neck
and began to pull, Anna struggled violently, so fiercely that one
of her hands broke free. Reacting instantly, she picked up one of
her shoes that was lying on the seat beside her and smashed it with
all of her might into the side of his head. Dazed and confused, the
man let go of the ligature and backed away. Strangely, he no longer
seemed threatening, but was now, instead, himself afraid. Anna
continued to thrash about until all of her bindings came loose, and
she continued to fight him, trying to get into the front seat. But
he kept pushing her back. Finally she sat still and started talking
about her grandmother's house again, hoping to take his mind off
killing her. Anna's talking and the sight of two cars crossing the
bridge nearby prompted the man to start the car and drive away. He
headed toward Oregon City.

It was 8 P.M. when he pulled up in front of
the grandmother's house. After making her give back the T-shirt she
was wearing, the man let Anna out of the car, wearing only her
orange leather jacket. When she was safely inside her grandmother's
house, Anna called the Clackamas County Sheriff's Department.

A report was taken by a road deputy that same
night, and Anna was taken to a local hospital, where she was
examined and released. Because it was a weekend, it would take
until the following Tuesday for the report of Anna's attack to
reach the detective division.







Chapter 11

Unfortunately, before Clackamas County
Sheriff's Detective Sergeant W. H. Burnum could interview Anna
Buchanan and put two and two together to come up with Dayton Leroy
Rogers as his prime suspect in Anna's case, Dayton, driving his
wife's yellow Mustang, was trolling Salem's streets again. It was
ironic that Dayton would add two more young victims to his growing
list while Burnum and Marion County Sheriff's Detective Jan
Cummings interviewed Anna on February 24, 1976.

By 3 P.M. Anna had finished relating her
terrifying ordeal to the two detectives, and they had only a few
more questions for her. When they walked out of the interview room
at the Marion County Sheriff's Office, located in the basement of
the county courthouse, Burnum and Cummings were alerted to the two
new sexual assaults. The reports, taken a couple of hours earlier,
hadn't even had time to filter down through the law enforcement
bureaucracy. If not for the astuteness of an inquisitive deputy who
recognized the similarities between the new reports and the one
Burnum and Cummings were investigating, not to mention the one
Burnum had already cleared involving the alleged rape of Cindy
Jones, it might have taken a couple of days to reach the
detectives. As it turned out, they heard about it almost
immediately and scheduled interviews with the two new victims for
midmorning the following day.

The girls showed up shortly past 11 A.M. and
were led to the austere interrogation room. Both seemed nervous and
were still visibly upset over their violent encounters with the man
in the yellow Mustang a day earlier. Linda Morris,* fifteen, and
Janine Phall,* sixteen, took seats next to each other, facing the
detectives. Shamefaced and embarrassed, they cast their eyes
downward and nervously played with their hands as they told what
happened.

"I went outside my house to start my car to
go to school," said Janine. "It was about 8:30 A.M. Linda called me
and told me that she had missed the bus and asked if she could have
a ride. But my car wouldn't start."

Janine explained that she called Linda back
and told her she would walk over to her house, located in the 4100
block of Pentiction Court Northeast in Salem. She arrived at
Linda's house fifteen minutes later, at 8:45 A.M. After deciding to
skip their first two classes of the day, they finally left Linda's
house at 10:30 A.M. and began walking to McNary High School. They
got as far as the Chemawa Indian School on Chemawa Road, near where
Chemawa Road crossed Interstate 5 and less than a mile from Linda's
home, when the yellow Mustang fast-back pulled alongside them from
behind.

"I hadn't seen him pass prior," said
Janine.

"He just came from nowhere. It was pouring
down rain. He asked if we needed a ride. We told him yes. After we
got into the car, we told him we wanted to go to McNary High. He
said he wanted to stop at Bob's Big Boy first 'cause he was hungry.
It was about eleven A.M. by then. He got us a hamburger, Coke, and
French fries. He was really a nice guy. We weren't afraid. By then
it was lunchtime, so we didn't have to be back at school for a
while."

"What happened next?" asked Burnum.

"He asked us if we liked to fish, and if we
wanted to go to Cascade Park to watch the people fish there," said
Janine. "We told him we had to get back to school. He said he would
get us back. We went to Cascade Park and watched other people fish,
then he went to a store and bought two six-packs of Budweiser. I
think the store was on 12th Street Southeast. He then went to a gas
station on 12th and we all went to the bathroom."

"Did you drink any beer with him?"

"He offered us some. I had two bottles during
the entire incident. I kept telling him I had to get back to
school. He told me it was too late, that school was out. I guess it
was about three P.M. by then. He asked if we had ever been to the
Wheatland Ferry that crossed the Willamette River. I had, but Linda
said she hadn't. He told her she couldn't miss it. He was still
being very nice.

"He drove over the bridge into West Salem and
stopped at a park about two miles out from West Salem," Janine
continued. "He got out and went to the bathroom. We still had no
reason to be afraid. He parked in the gravel near the Polk County
side of the Wheatland Ferry. I think he drank at least one six-pack
and most of the other. Linda and I were both sitting in the
backseat. It was about three-thirty by then, I guess, and I told
him I had to get home. He said he had to finish the one bottle
first.

"He finished the beer and put it back in the
carton, looked out the front window, and then he turned around and
said, 'Do as I say and you won't get hurt.' He told us to get on
our knees, face toward the back window, and to put our hands behind
our back. I told him I wouldn't do it. He said he had a knife and I
told him he couldn't have one because I hadn't seen it. He then
reached into the glove compartment and pulled out a knife about
four inches long, black with a brown wooden handle.

"Then we started crying and did what he said.
He kept asking why we were crying. He took some brown twine from
the glove compartment and tied me up first. He tied my hands
together behind my back, my feet together, and then tied my hands
to my feet. I was still kneeling. He pushed me over on the backseat
and tied Linda up between the front and back seats. I broke my
hands loose and he said, 'Come here and I will untie you.' But he
retied me with white string. He told us he wanted to make love to
us. He said his cousin had taught him how to do it and how he
wouldn't get caught."

Burnum and Cummings stared at each other,
each thinking the same thing. The scenario, the method of
operation, was identical to the attack on Anna Buchanan. Not only
that, both of these girls were blond, just like Cindy Jones and
Anna Buchanan. Despite their observations they remained quiet and
let Janine continue her story.

"He started the car and drove us back to this
park and said he was going to untie us and let us go. He untied us
both, but said he still wanted to make love. He said if we did as
he said we wouldn't be hurt. We were still in the backseat. Linda
was really crying and going crazy. I told him he could do anything
to me but to leave Linda alone. He took off my shoes and socks.
Linda was huddled in the corner, she was in bad shock. He told me
to remove my shirt. He had taken my pants down and told me to take
them off. He just slid his pants down. I was in the backseat and he
was lying between the bucket seats.

"He placed his, er, his penis inside of me.
It was erected. He was on top of me for about one minute. He said
that his cousin had told him not to come, because if he left his
sperm they could trace it. He said his cousin had gotten away with
it before. He then finished and said he would take us home. I asked
if I could go to the bathroom, and he said okay. I got my clothes
all back on. Linda got out, too. He wanted her to stay there, but
she wouldn't. He told Linda to leave her purse there, but she
refused. I had left my belt there and Linda went back to get it and
he grabbed her purse. She said 'Fuck you' and ran away. We ran off
to the Wheatland Ferry road. He called at us as we were running
away and asked if he could help us. We got his license number. We
went to a house near the ferry and called my dad."

"Is this the way you remember everything that
happened?" Burnum asked Linda.

"Yes, everything happened just that way,"
responded Linda. She explained that during the sex act on Janine,
the man demanded that she look out the side window.

"I didn't see any of it," continued Linda. "I
was in the backseat on the driver's side, and Janine was in the
middle. I didn't see any of the sex act. I heard Janine tell him it
hurt, and he said, 'Relax.' Janine was crying. He gave her her
clothes and shoes back."

Janine and Linda described the assailant as a
white male adult, five feet nine inches to five feet eleven inches
tall, about 160 pounds, early twenties. He had brown hair, brown
eyes, a "funny-shaped" nose, and a thin light-brown mustache. He
was wearing a brown leather jacket, white shirt, and brown pants.
The girls said he told them that he lived in East Salem, that his
name was Steve Davis, and that his parents lived in Mexico. He said
he was a salesman.

Each girl described "Steve's" car as a newer
yellow Mustang, fastback, with black interior and an automatic
shift. He had a blue Panasonic radio inside, and there was a box of
cassette tapes on the floor along with a gray-black lunch bucket.
They said the license plate number was KXY 646.

As a formality, Burnum would run the license
plate number through motor vehicles. But he didn't need to. He
already knew that the driver of the yellow Mustang was Dayton Leroy
Rogers, the same man who had attacked Cindy Jones and Anna
Buchanan. Only the car was different in this latest case.
Apparently Dayton was no longer driving the blue Malibu.

Although the girls had been picked up in
Marion County, Dayton had driven them just over the Yamhill County
line, near the Polk and Marion county boundaries, where the alleged
offenses occurred. As a result, Burnum and Cummings had to bring in
Yamhill County authorities when the arrest was made at Dayton's
home later that afternoon.

Dayton was eventually indicted on a charge of
first-degree rape in Clackamas County for the attack on Anna
Buchanan. He was also indicted in Yamhill County on one count each
of first-degree rape and coercion in connection with the attacks on
Janine Phall and Linda Morris. He pleaded not guilty by reason of
mental disease or defect. On May 14, 1976, he was acquitted of the
alleged rape of Anna Buchanan.

On June 25, 1976, Dayton's probation stemming
from the knife attack on Deniece Raymond in Lane County nearly four
years earlier was revoked. He received a five-year prison sentence
for violating the conditions of his probation.

On August 27, 1976, a jury acquitted Dayton
on the alleged rape charges against Janine Phall and Linda Morris,
but convicted him of the coercion charge. He received the maximum
sentence, five years in prison.

"This was in a less enlightened time," said
Yamhill County District Attorney John L. Collins, "when juries
often felt that if the woman or girl contributed to the rape in any
way, they would not convict him. In this case, I think it was
because they drank beer and smoked marijuana with him."

In an after-sentence report that was sent to
the state parole board on January 4, 1977, Collins urged that
Dayton not be released early, citing that he was extremely
dangerous.

"In my contact with criminal defendants,"
wrote Collins, "I have not dealt with another person I consider
more dangerous than Dayton Rogers.... If I could pick only a
half-dozen of the most dangerous people I've been involved with, he
would be on that list."

Likewise, following up Dayton's probation
revocation from Lane County, Darryl L. Larson, then a Lane County
deputy district attorney but now a Lane County district court
judge, wrote in an after-sentence report: "This man is an extreme
danger to the community, particularly young women. He is both
sexually and physically violent and, without question, is a murder
case looking for a place to happen."

Despite the two five-year sentences and the
urging of law enforcement officials to keep him behind bars, Dayton
Leroy Rogers was paroled from the Oregon State Correctional
Institution in January 1982. A year later, his parole supervision
was terminated and he was again a free man who could roam the
streets at will.

When Detective John Turner was finished
reading about Dayton's past, it just didn't seem reasonable to him,
from a lawman's point of view, that Dayton's nefarious activities
could have been dismissed so lightly by a system that was in place
to punish such abhorrent behavior. Turner felt that Dayton's was a
case in which the system had failed miserably. Sure, he had been
punished, but clearly the punishment had not fit the crimes.
Comparatively speaking, Dayton had only been slapped on the wrists
for all the pain and suffering he had caused others. But if Turner
had his way, that was all going to change. He was going to see to
it that Dayton Leroy Rogers never walked the streets a free man
again.


PART THREE

The Molalla Forest Killer












Chapter 12

Monday, August 31, 1987 was the eighth day of
the legal deer hunting season in Oregon, and forty-six-year-old
Everett Lee Banyard, a crossbow hunter, was determined to roust one
of the gentle creatures out of the dense Molalla forest before dark
that evening. Banyard left his home in the nearby town of Molalla
about 7 P.M. and headed east on Highway 211. He was going to a
secluded, somewhat mountainous and out-of-the-way area, part of a
90,000-acre timber farm owned by an East Coast forest industries
company, about ten miles south of Molalla. Although it wasn't far
away, getting there was not an effortless chore unless a person
knew where he was going. Banyard did. He had been there many times
over the years.

He turned right off of Highway 211 at the
Mathias Intersection, drove about one-quarter mile to Fryer Park
Road, turned left, and continued until Fryer Park intersected with
South Dickie Prairie Road. There Banyard turned right onto Dickie
Prairie Road and continued in a southeasterly direction, crossed
the Glen Avon Bridge over the Molalla River, and made a right turn
that put him onto the Molalla Forest Road, which followed the
winding course of the river and took him past recreation areas that
are popular with fishermen, swimmers, hunters, hikers, and other
outdoor types. After about 500 yards he came to a fork in the road,
where it swung to the left and right. The right portion became a
gravel road and was blocked off. Banyard stayed to the left and
continued for about three miles until he reached Molalla Forest
(MF) 75, an old logging road that took him deeper into the rugged
mountain forest of evergreens and deciduous trees.

He continued along the gravel-covered,
steep-graded road in a westerly direction, past a flat portion or
plateau surrounded by dense fern, brush, and Douglas fir. From
there the gravel road began another steep ascent for approximately
a quarter mile, at which point it swung to the left and continued
around the mountain in a somewhat southerly direction.

However, at the point where MF 75 swung to
the south, there was another road, a small dirt and partially
graveled logging spur road that wound around to the north. Banyard
took that road, which he followed for about 200 feet until he came
to yet another fork, or Y. Although one part of the road continued
straight at that point, it wasn't accessible by vehicle because it
was blocked by fallen trees and dense brush. The other part of the
road continued up a steep grade in a northwesterly direction for
about 300 yards, where it dead-ended at another landing or flat
area. Banyard turned his pickup around there, just before the Y in
the road, and used the extra "turnaround" space to park. He had
about an hour of daylight left.

Much of the area contained spent casings,
trash, and debris. It was obvious that the area was used by
shooters for plinking, hunters, teenage beer drinkers, and people
who inconsiderately dumped their trash there. But Banyard also knew
it to be a good area for hunting, a place that he returned to from
time to time.

Armed with his crossbow and a quiver full of
arrows, Banyard climbed out of his pickup and took a cursory look
around the area. He looked for signs of deer or other wildlife,
particularly droppings, hoof marks, or a path in and out of the
forest. He soon spotted a fern that had been smashed down and,
farther toward the forest, he saw what looked like a fresh path
that might have been a deer crossing. Curious and envisioning fresh
venison steaks, he readied his crossbow and walked in.

After only a few yards, he detected an
unpleasant odor. Being employed at a fertilizer plant, however, his
sinuses often gave him problems and made smelling difficult. As a
result, he was undaunted by the smell at first, when someone else
with normal sinuses might have been repulsed, and he proceeded on
into the forest. He soon decided that what he first thought had
been a deer crossing was actually a man-made disturbance, likely
made by teenagers who came up to drink beer or by someone who had
been there target shooting.

In a small clearing off to the right, only a
few yards before the forest sloped downward into a steep decline
that soon turned into a cliff, Banyard saw some more ferns, brown
and dry, that had been smashed down. From his vantage point it
looked like there was something lying beneath them, but he couldn't
quite make out whatever it was. As he approached the ferns to
investigate, the unpleasant odor grew stronger. He now believed
that someone had poached a deer before hunting season opened and
had hidden the guts from view with the ferns. But he couldn't have
been more wrong.

Using the toes of his boots, he gently pushed
back the dried ferns. Instead of uncovering deer guts, he stared in
horror at the exposed buttocks, thigh, and calf of a human body.
Reeling with fear and revulsion, Banyard quickly went back the way
he had come, jumped in his truck, and headed for home. Sick and
trembling, he called the Clackamas County Sheriff's Department and
reported his grim discovery.

Deputy Randy Oxford was the responding
officer. Being the road deputy nearest to Molalla, Oxford arrived
at Banyard's home a short time after receiving the dispatch. He
took a brief statement from Banyard, who was somewhat distraught,
after which Banyard agreed to lead him to the location where he
found the body in the Molalla forest. It was completely dark by the
time they arrived.

Using flashlights, Banyard and Oxford made
their way into the clearing, and Oxford, too, soon detected the
telltale odor of decaying flesh. After shining his light over the
area, he saw all he needed to see. There was indeed a dead human
being at the secluded location. Oxford returned to his car and
confirmed the dead body report to Sergeant Sam Metzger in the
detective division. Because of the remote location and the
unlikelihood that it could easily be found, Oxford was instructed
to meet other deputies and the medical examiner at a market on
Highway 211, just east of Molalla, then lead them to and secure the
crime scene for the night.

Later that evening, Sergeant Metzger reached
Detective Mike Machado by telephone at home and assigned the case
to him. Metzger informed Machado of the circumstances surrounding
the body's discovery and advised him not to respond until morning.
He instructed Machado to report in at the office by 8 A.M., at
which time they hoped they would have further details for him.

The next morning, Machado checked in at the
sheriff's office half an hour earlier than advised. He met with
Sergeant Metzger and Detective Jim Strovink, who was also assigned
to the case. Deputies John Gilliland and Jeff Lamarche were also
instructed to go to the site. Since they would be dealing with an
outdoor crime scene in a remote area, Machado also requested the
assistance of Detective Mark White, a tracker.

Clackamas County Medical Examiner George
Coleman, who had been to the site the previous evening, informed
Machado that the body was almost mummified and appeared leathery
and shiny. He didn't know the sex of the corpse, he said, but it
was nude. The body was in a prone position, with dead leaves and
debris around it. He said that a hand was visible, but it was
unusually positioned, as if the body had been tossed into the
ferns.

When they arrived at the crime scene an hour
and a half later, they were met by Reserve Deputy Dennis Ward, who
was guarding the logging road about 200 feet from where the body
was located. All of the officials parked their cars at that
location to avoid disturbing any potential evidence that might be
present both on and off the roadway, and the number of people
allowed to enter the crime scene was kept to a minimum for the same
reason. Ward had been guarding the location all night, and it
showed in his face.

Walking up the grass median of the dirt road,
Ward led Machado, Strovink, and White up to where the body was
located. From the road, Ward pointed out a visible portion of the
body. Detective White, the tracker, then took the lead and they
walked toward the corpse using a pathway that had been used the
night before by the responding officers. White moved slowly,
inspecting the plant life as they went in. When he approached the
body, he looked carefully at its covering.

"The damage that's been done to the ferns and
pieces of wood appears to be old damage," White told the others.
"The ferns covering the body appear to have been broken off, not
cut. The ends are jagged and rough."

The body was visible from the waist down,
nude, and there was no clothing in close proximity to it. The upper
torso pointed toward the southeast, and the legs pointed to the
northwest. The left leg was lying under the right leg and was
straight. The right leg was bent with the ankle lying on top of the
left leg near the left ankle area. There was a white plastic bottle
lying next to the left leg, its spout facing the ankle, and a rusty
can was nearby. Deputies Gilliland and Lamarche entered the area
and began photographing everything. The fact that the victim was
nude left no doubt that they were dealing with a homicide.

At 10:22 A.M., when they were finished with
the initial phase of the photography, George Coleman, the medical
examiner, entered the scene and began removing brush from the
victim's body. He pulled ferns off of the upper torso and head
areas, completely exposing the corpse. The victim's left arm was
extended straight out from the shoulder in a direct parallel line
with the body, and the right arm crossed under the torso with the
right hand lying down between the legs. There was significant
maggot activity in the groin area, and it was obvious that large
amounts of putrefactive liquid had oozed into the underlying brush
and soil.

The skull bone was exposed where the scalp
and curly, light brown, almost blond hair had slipped back during
the process of decomposition. It was noted that the victim's left
foot was missing, apparently severed just above the ankle, and was
not visible in the immediate area. The lawmen didn't know whether
the missing foot was the work of animals or the perpetrator.

Three minutes later, as Coleman continued
pulling ferns and brush from the area of the body, another body was
exposed. Coleman, suddenly taken aback by the discovery, stopped
what he was doing and called out to Machado. The second body, they
observed, was in a fetal position on its right side facing the
northeast. The left arm was extended and the hand was open, the
fingers extending straight out. Both feet were missing, apparently
sawed or cut off at ankle level. It was by now obvious that the
missing feet were not the work of animals. The body was also nude
and decomposed. Everyone cleared the area except Lamarche, who
remained to continue taking photos.

When Lamarche was finished, Machado and
Strovink started from the road's edge and began seizing evidence as
they worked toward the bodies. In addition to collecting evidence,
their objective was to clear a manageable area around the bodies
where they could work without fear of contaminating or otherwise
inadvertently destroying potential evidence that might be
present.

As they worked, they collected soil samples,
dead ferns that had covered the bodies, the white plastic bottle
and rusted can, and a piece of fiber cord, red in color. Machado
also found a glass bottle near the head of the first body, an empty
Bud Lite beer can near that victim's left hand, and a small clear
liquor bottle in the stand of ferns that overlooked both bodies. At
12:30 P.M., Strovink called out to Machado.

"Hey, Mike!" he said. "You'd better get over
here. I just found another one."

"Another what?"

"Another body!"

Machado noted that the third body was about
fifteen feet north of the first two corpses. It was resting against
a tree in a supine position, and the left arm was extended
vertically. Like the others, it was nude. Putrefactive odor was
strong, and Machado observed a gaping cut or incision that extended
from the area of the groin upward to the sternum. He could see the
vertebral column and the left iliac bone through the opening. He
saw maggots moving about, concentrated on and near the right side
of the head.

Realizing that he had a much more serious
situation on his hands than he'd initially thought, Machado ordered
everyone out of the forest and down the road to the parking area.
Machado decided that Gilliland, Lamarche, and Strovink would
process the roadway leading from the parking location to the body
location, seizing evidence, so that they would have access to the
body locations without disturbing any evidence. He also decided
that additional personnel would be needed and that it would be
necessary to set up a command post.

In order to maintain security and prevent
unauthorized police band listeners, particularly newspaper and
television reporters, from learning about the outdoor human cluster
dump, Machado left the area and contacted Captain James Grolbert by
telephone. Grolbert, in charge of the Clackamas County Sheriff's
Office Operations Division, agreed with Machado's suggestions and
assured the detective that he would begin activating additional
personnel and equipment immediately.

Machado arrived back at the crime scene at
2:30 P.M. Minutes later, Senior Deputy D.A. Dennis Miller arrived
accompanied by Deputy D.A. Andy Aubertine and D.A. Investigator Tom
Kusturin. Strovink provided them a brief review of the scene so
they would be aware of what the detectives were working with.
Afterward, Machado and Strovink discussed how they were going to
proceed, finally deciding that each scene would be processed the
same, if at all possible. Each scene was to be divided into
twenty-five-by-twenty-five-foot grid sections and labeled by
letter. Afterward, each scene would be processed in order of body
discovery, starting with additional photographs, a search of the
area, and measuring and photographing of evidence. Also, in lieu of
identification, each body was numerically labeled in the order
found.

At 5 P.M., Deputy Robin Swanson of the
sheriff's department canine unit arrived with her tracking dog, a
German shepherd named Colt. Colt and Swanson immediately began
searching in the vicinity of the bodies. Fifteen minutes later,
Colt found Body #4. It was approximately 40 feet north of Body #3,
resting in a supine position deep within brush and blackberry vines
and partially covered by a mound of dried dirt. The pelvis and
lower vertebral column was tilted somewhat vertically toward the
left, exposing a portion of the rib cage. There were no clothes on
or near the remains.

The corpse, unlike the others, was largely
skeletonized, an indication that it may have been there longer than
the others. The skull was almost completely devoid of flesh, except
for a small amount of leathery, dried, and desiccated tissue in the
left parietal-temporal region. Long, unattached reddish brown hair
remained around the skull. There was a small band of leathery skin
that passed around the lower lumbar vertebral region and,
similarly, around the left femur. The body was so decomposed that
Swanson could detect no putrefactive odor. The scene was carefully
processed just like the others, and no attempt to move the remains
was made.

At 6:35 P.M., Reserve Deputy Jim Brown,
assisting with the search for more bodies and the seizure of
evidence, called out to the others that he had found Body #5. It
was located about fifty yards west of Body #4 in a small triangular
open area in the woods, separated from the other bodies by the
road. Like the other four, Body #5 was nude.

Body #5 was actively decomposing but
partially mummified. It was in a prone position, its head facing
downward into a large growth of bracken fern. The right side of the
skull was skeletonized, but not to the extent that Body #4 was, a
further indication that Body #4 had been there perhaps a few days
longer. The hands were bound behind the back with a dark green,
one-inch-wide belt that could have been a dog collar, and there
were several circular and irregularly shaped defects in the lower
back and right buttocks. The right foot had been cut or sawed
off.

By the time the search was called off for the
first day at 7:20 P.M., there was considerable talk among
investigators and area residents alike that the Green River Killer
had moved south into Oregon from Washington state. After all, in
1985 Oregon authorities in Washington County had found the remains
of four young women near the Portland suburb of Tualatin, two of
which were identified as Denise Darcel Bush, twenty-three, and
Shirley Marie Sherill, eighteen, both Seattle-area prostitutes
whose deaths were attributed to the Green River Killer. The other
two Washington County victims, found close to the town of Tigard,
were not officially linked to the Green River Killer, but they had
not been officially ruled out, either.

Because the Molalla forest bodies had been
cluster dumped at an outdoor location like the many victims of the
Green River Killer—named after the river where the first several
victims, mostly young women and teenage girls, were found—Machado
duly notified the Green River Task Force in Seattle. He spoke with
Detective Dave Reichert and provided an opportunity for the Green
River Task Force to send a representative to Oregon so they could
watch the progress of the Molalla forest case more closely.

Although the search had concluded for the
day, security remained heavy. Reserve deputies were posted around
the clock at all points of entry, and additional guards were
stationed at the cordoned-off sites. Machado and Strovink also
remained at the scene overnight, but neither slept well. They
couldn't stop thinking about the atrocities that had been
committed, nor could they help wondering how many more bodies they
would find.







Chapter 13

By early the next day, a mobile radio command
post had been established in a van parked down the hill from the
body sites. Since Sheriff Bill Brooks and his investigators
anticipated that the search for more bodies and additional evidence
might take several days, the mobile command post served to link the
searchers and detectives to the Clackamas County Sheriff's Office
headquarters in Oregon City. A large, open-sided tent was also put
up to provide the searchers shelter from the scorching, late summer
heat as well as the intermittent drizzle that occurred from the
ever-changing atmospheric conditions for which Oregon is so well
known. As an added comfort, Chief Deputy Sheriff W. Risley Bradshaw
brought his personal motor home to the site and left it there for
those who were required to remain overnight.

As approximately seventy members of the
Clackamas County Sheriff's Department and Sheriff's Reserves
mobilized and headed to the crime scene to assist in the search,
numerous members from the Clackamas County Sheriff's Law
Enforcement Explorer Post No. 715, the Multnomah County Sheriff's
Search and Rescue Explorer Post No. 631, the Marion County
Sheriff's Office Explorers, and investigators from the district
attorney's and medical examiner's offices also arrived at the
forest site. Many would be involved in clearing away brush and
vines so that others could begin a hands and knees, inch-by-inch
search of the areas in grid patterns. Soil in and around the body
sites would also be collected and sifted through screens in a
procedure many lawmen refer to as "shake and bake" that would, they
hoped, yield useful evidence. Because the searchers were working
with small spoons and brushes, the operation could have been
mistaken by an uninformed outsider as an archaeological dig. The
explorers would do the actual searching in a wide area of the
hills, and in some cases use ropes for rappelling the cliffs.

Deputy Bob Davis was assigned to do the
gridding of the area, which comprised extensive measuring and the
setting up of compass readings. Davis also assisted John Gilliland,
who had been assigned to seize evidence, when it came time to
measure evidence discovered within the grid areas.

Meanwhile, Sheriff Bill Brooks and Lieutenant
Donald A. Vicars held a news conference and provided sketchy
details of the investigation to the public. They initially provided
little information, in part because they didn't yet know much about
the homicides themselves, and certain pertinent facts that they did
know were not released so that they could weed out the false
confessors that always crop up in cases like this. They played it
close to the vest and didn't reveal details that could only be
known to the police and the killer.

Nonetheless, the public disclosure that the
bodies had been found did prompt phone calls from people who hadn't
seen or heard from loved ones in a while. According to Deputy
Candace Dufur, the number of missing persons in Clackamas County
was small, so it would become necessary for the department to reach
out into other jurisdictions, such as the Portland Police Bureau
and the Multnomah County Sheriff's Department, to develop leads
that might help the Clackamas County detectives identify the dead.
One thing was fairly certain, though. It was highly unlikely that
any of the victims had come from Molalla, a small, country timber
town with a population just barely over 3,000 that only had a
couple of known missing persons on the books at that time.

At one point during the morning of the second
day, John Turner was pulled away from the Jenny Smith case for the
time being and sent to the Molalla forest. Because of the
complexity of the case, Dr. Larry Lewman, then the acting state
medical examiner but now the state medical examiner, and Dr. Karen
Gunson, a deputy state medical examiner, were requested to
accompany Turner to the crime scene. They met Machado at the Y
Drive-in in Molalla and, because Machado was headed out to make
some contacts, he briefed them as to what he had up in the forest.
Afterward Turner, Lewman, and Gunson went on up, signed in at the
command post, and walked farther up the hill to the crime
scene.

Gilliland met them, then took them over to
Body #1. As Lewman and Gunson bent over to examine the corpse,
Turner began looking around, all the while keeping an ear tuned to
Lewman's comments as the medical examiner spoke into a hand-held
tape recorder:

"The body is generally firm, leathery, and
mummified throughout. There is considerable active soft tissue
decomposition with putrefactive odor.

"The skull is lifted and appears to have
overall female characteristics with overall small size, small
supraorbital ridges, small muscle attachments, small mastoids, and
nonprominent inion. The hair has slipped from the skull and remains
about the head region. The mandible rests beneath the skull in its
normal position. Several teeth have fallen out postmortem. The
third molars are not erupted in either the mandible or maxilla.
Several loose teeth which have fallen out postmortem are placed in
a plastic bag labeled Number One. The cervical vertebral column is
intact. The location of the body is staked. The body is rotated to
the right. Most of the anterior chest and abdominal wall is intact
with the exception of the left chest area. The sternum/manubrium is
visible. Most of the soft tissue of the right side of the arm is
destroyed by insect activity. Maggots are noted in the groin area,
and putrefactive liquid is present in large amounts beneath and
around the body. No jewelry is noted on the hands. There are
multiple penetrating defects in the midline of the back and
subscapular regions bilaterally, most of these on the right. The
left foot has been severed and is not found adjacent to the body.
Bony edges feel cut or incised."

As Lewman and Gunson placed the remains in a
yellow body bag, labeled simply #1, the left foot was found nearby.
It was bagged separately.

Turner, still looking around, was lost in
deep thought. He had heard most of what Lewman had said, but he
would have to read the medical examiner's report later to absorb
all the details. His mind was elsewhere, jumping back and forth
between the Jenny Smith investigation and the Molalla forest case.
It wasn't until he looked to the right of Body #1 that he saw it, a
single item that suddenly jumped out at him and brought his mind
into clear focus. There it was, a miniature Smirnoff vodka bottle,
lying among the ferns and barely visible. The startling discovery
felt almost euphoric, more intense than an addict's rush. He turned
to Gilliland, who was standing nearby, and pointed out the
bottle.

"I want you to pick up every bottle like this
that you find," said Turner.

"Hell, they're all over the place," responded
Gilliland. "We've got them marked off on the grids at nearly every
site."

"Just make damn sure that none of them gets
left up here," said Turner, grinning slyly.

"Sonofabitch! You already know who it is,
don't you?" asked Gilliland.

"Yeah, I think so. Just make damn sure you
pick up all these bottles."

When Machado returned to the Molalla forest
later that afternoon, he and Turner took a walk along the dirt road
downhill from the crime scene to discuss the most recent
developments of the case and to bounce ideas off one another.
Turner told Machado how he had recently talked to the clerk at the
Woodburn liquor store, and how he had learned from her that Dayton
Leroy Rogers always bought his liquor, Smirnoff vodka, in miniature
bottles. Although it was only a gut feeling, Turner was adamant
that their suspect in the Molalla forest case was sitting in the
Clackamas County Jail for the murder of Jenny Smith. Machado knew
from prior experience about Turner's gut feelings. They almost
always paid off.

They were only about a quarter of a mile
south of the command post, still discussing the possibility of
Dayton's involvement in the Molalla forest case, when the pungent,
telltale odor of decomposition invaded their olfactory lobes.
Turner and Machado looked at each other, and without saying a word
they knew what they were about to discover.

They turned to their left and walked east off
the road, heading in the direction of the obvious odor that
emanated from an area that had not yet been searched. Minutes
later, they found the nude body about thirty feet off the road. It
had obviously been dumped from a trail that led to the edge of a
cliff in a heavily wooded area. Body #6 was skeletonized, and all
they saw was some of the victim's hair and some rib bones. The
torso and legs, including the feet, were not at that location,
prompting them to search further.

After going about another thirty feet, the
two detectives stopped to examine a dark area on the ground, about
the size of a human body. It didn't take them long to decide that
they'd found a decayed area where a body had been, where the
putrefactive ooze had been absorbed into the soil and was the
source of the odor they had detected. But where was the body now?
Was that the location where Body #6 had lain as it decomposed,
perhaps destroyed and moved by animals? Or was the location an
indication that a seventh body was out there somewhere?

As they continued their search, they came
across a piece of black cloth near the road's edge, between the
location of Body #6 and the decayed area. A little farther they
located an obvious animal trail, and they followed it. Machado and
Turner soon found Body #7, about fifty feet from the location of
Body #6 and the decayed area.

The body was mostly skeletonized and was not
intact. They could see evidence of animal chewing, as well as
insect holes over the leathery skin of the chest. Even though it
was in such a decomposed state, they could also make out stab
wounds in the chest, located left of the midline.

In the meantime, medical examiners Lewman and
Gunson examined Body #2. Like the first body, there was
mummification, active decomposition, and putrefactive odor. Also
like the first, Body #2 had female characteristics. Long, curly,
blondish brown hair lay on the ground surrounding the skull. The
teeth were intact except for the left central incisor, which had
fallen out and was found on the ground next to the skull. The teeth
struck Lewman as being extraordinarily straight.

Lewman noted a tattoo in the left flank
region, and he could make out the word "Bitch" among others. He
also noted a tattoo on the left shoulder. When he and Gunson turned
the body over to place it in a body bag, they found the severed
feet beneath it. Each had been sawed or cut through about three
inches above the distal tibia and fibula, and there were multiple
saw or cut marks in each tibia. Although there was no way to tell
for certain, Lewman had no reason to believe that either of the
victims were dead when the sawing or cutting of their feet
occurred. Whoever had performed this carnage had done so to inflict
intense physical pain upon his victims and had enjoyed watching
their blood flow freely. There was no doubt that he was one
sadistic sonofabitch.

Before the day was over, it was brought to
Turner's attention that the Sheriff's Department's search and
rescue explorers had found two shoelaces in separate locations.
Each had been looped and knotted at the ends, as if they had been
used for restraints. When Turner examined them, he saw immediately
that they were just like the ones found at the scene of Jenny
Smith's murder.

Detective Jim Strovink caught the assignment
to interview Everett Banyard about his discovery of Body #1, and to
determine whether or not he had anything else of significance to
offer the investigators.

"Why was it that you were in that area on
that particular date?" asked Strovink.

"Well, it's like I said before," responded
Banyard. "I was gonna do a little deer hunting that evening before
dark. That's when I parked in that area and discovered that
body."

"Have you hunted in that area in the
past?"

"Oh, yeah. Quite a few times. I've walked
through there probably hundreds of times over the years. My
daughters rode through there on horseback quite a bit, and it was
just kind of a main trail to the river from our house."

"Had you been there this summer at all?"

"Off and on—yeah." Banyard explained that he
thought he had smelled a slight odor on earlier trips to the
location, but concluded that somebody had likely dumped a dead dog
or garbage up there. He said that was a common practice among
residents.

"Did you ever notice anyone unusual in that
area?" asked Strovink.

"Well, there's quite a few people that come
in there. One time I pulled in and stopped at the bottom of the
road—before deer season opened—and was gonna walk up and scout
around. That would have been in late July or early August."

"What did you notice on this particular
occasion?" pushed Strovink.

"There was a small blue Datsun pickup. It
came slowly by the bottom there. The driver stopped just down the
road."

"Was the driver alone in the vehicle?"

"Yeah, he was alone."

"And it was a male subject?"

"Yeah, he was a male. He didn't look like a
great big guy, you know. That's about all I can say because he was
settin' down in the pickup when he went by."

"Would you recognize the driver of that
vehicle if you saw him again?"

"No, I couldn't even begin to give you a
description."

"What did he do?"

"He stopped, just down the road. I saw some
pigeons take off, and I thought he released some homing pigeons—I
didn't think nothing about it."

It was more likely, reasoned Strovink, that
the man in the blue Datsun had frightened a flock of birds when he
either walked in or tossed something into the brush.







Chapter 14

On Thursday, September 3, after news about
the discovery of the Molalla forest bodies broke publicly, John
Turner began coordinating the missing persons reports that began to
flow into the sheriff's office from various other agencies. He
didn't know it yet, but he and his colleagues would fill not less
than half a dozen three-ring binders, each more than three inches
thick, with reports concerning missing females from throughout the
Northwest. He would fill more than that with tip sheets about the
case, reports concerning suspicious odors in the Molalla forest
area, suspicious individuals, clothing discoveries, even calls from
prostitutes who wanted to help. All in all, Turner's case file
alone would grow to thirty-five such volumes that would hold
thousands of pages.

While Turner was fielding the calls, Mike
Machado returned to the forest site, where the search for more
bodies and additional evidence continued. Similarly, Dr. Lewman and
Dr. Gunson continued to examine the corpses and secure them in body
bags for eventual transport to the morgue in Portland. Machado was
observing the work of an entomologist who was collecting bugs from
the site, when he was called to the command post about a truck
driver, Mike Travis, who was waiting at the entrance of the logging
spur road. Travis, he was informed, had information about a girl he
had picked up a couple of months earlier.

Travis explained that he had been driving his
log truck at a location about four miles from the crime scene in
July, a few days after Independence Day. He said the girl he had
picked up had jumped out of a small blue Datsun pickup traveling in
front of him after—the girl had told him—the pickup's driver had
threatened to kill her. After he picked up the girl, who had been
injured from the jump, Travis said he saw the pickup again but the
driver had managed to elude him. Machado thanked Travis for his
help, then drove to the Molalla Police Department, where he
telephoned Turner. It was, by then, 4:30 P.M.

As Machado started to explain what he had
learned from Travis, Turner interrupted him. The incident rang a
bell, said Turner, and had done so before, while he was
investigating Jenny Smith's murder. He had already read the report,
taken by a road deputy, he said, and found it as he spoke. It
involved a woman by the name of Heather Brown, who had been picked
up on Union Avenue in Portland. Heather's address was on the
report, and the two detectives agreed to meet in Oregon City and
drive to her home together that evening.

During the drive to Portland, Machado told
Turner about a call he had received earlier from a man named Paul
Samarin concerning information about Dayton Rogers and the Molalla
forest case. Samarin had told Machado that he'd heard about the
bodies in the Molalla forest and that his wife had shown him a map
of the area that had appeared in the Statesmen Journal, a
Salem newspaper. When he looked at the map, Samarin said he
realized that he had been fishing in that same area with Dayton.
Samarin said that the location was Dayton's favorite spot. The
detectives considered it unusual that anyone would call in with
information that connected Dayton to the forest location when
Dayton's name hadn't been mentioned publicly yet in connection with
the case.

It was 7:30 P.M. when they arrived at 103
Northeast Sacramento Street in Portland. The house, situated on the
northeast corner of Sacramento Street and Rodney Avenue, was
boarded up. Although it looked like no one lived there, lights had
been left burning on the front and back porches. While Machado
knocked at the front door, Turned went to the back door. Neither,
however, got an answer.

Before leaving the city. Turner and Machado
enlisted the help of the Portland Police Bureau to find Heather
Brown. When they ran her rap sheet they learned that she was a
prostitute, as Turner had suspected when he first read the report
in July. They also obtained her mug shot, along with a promise that
the Portland Police Bureau would contact them if they located
Heather.

Now that they had Heather's mug shot, Turner
telephoned Mike Travis from Portland. He had a few questions he
wanted to ask him, and wanted to know if it was okay to drop in on
him even though it was getting late. Although he had been asleep,
Travis said he didn't mind. It was about 9:45 P.M. when Turner and
Machado arrived at Travis's apartment in Molalla.

"Yes, that's her," said Travis when he saw
Heather's photo. "That's the girl I picked up on the logging
road."

Turner then showed Travis a photo display of
six men, similar to the one he had been using in the Jenny Smith
case. Travis looked carefully at the display.

"No, I don't think it's any of them," he
said, adding that he hadn't obtained a very good look at the
driver. "I'm pretty sure that the driver of the pickup is not
there." However, he kept looking at photo number three in the upper
right-hand corner, the one of Dayton Leroy Rogers. But he kept
shaking his head. "No, I can't swear to it."

Turner took out some photos of Dayton's
pickup.

"That sure looks like his pickup. That's the
color of the pickup I saw. I can't swear on the license plate, but
it was a real nice pickup like this one. That's the color,
yeah."

Travis continued to stare at the photo
display of possible suspects, his gaze focused on photo number
three.

"I can tell you which ones it isn't," he
finally said. He pointed to photos one, two, four, and five, but
continued to stare at photo three. "I just can't swear to it."

It was 10:30 P.M. when Turner arrived back at
his office. He had planned to call it a day and go home, but his
phone began ringing as he walked into his cubicle. Lisa Daniels*
was on the other end of the line, and she told him she had some
information about a frightening experience she'd had with Dayton
Leroy Rogers. When Turner heard Rogers's name, he suddenly became
very interested and got his second wind. Sleep would have to
wait.

Although Dayton hadn't been named publicly as
a suspect in the Molalla forest murders, Lisa had heard of his
alleged involvement in Jenny Smith's murder and the extreme
violence associated with it, and had put two and two together. She
didn't remember the exact date, she said, but she had met Dayton in
1984 on Highway 99E in Woodburn. She was walking toward the town of
Hubbard about midafternoon one day when a pickup approached her
from behind. The driver pulled up next to her and his eyes moved up
and down her body. He drove a few feet ahead of her, then
stopped.

The driver rolled the window down and said,
"You're a beautiful woman." He asked her how she was, what she was
doing, where she was going, trying as hard as he could to engage
her in small talk. He finally offered her a ride in his pickup and,
unafraid, she accepted. Lisa described the pickup as a Nissan, a
newer model, brown with gold stripes on the sides.

"Are you sure about the color?" asked
Turner.

"Oh, yes. I'm positive."

Lisa described the interior as very clean,
with black leather seats. She said Dayton had music playing on the
stereo, rock and roll. He drove her to her apartment in Hubbard and
asked her what she was doing later that night. When told that she
had no plans, he asked her for a date. She asked him if he was
married, and he said, "No. It's just me and my cat up in the
trailer on the outskirts of Canby." He said that he had just gotten
off work at the Coast to Coast store in Woodburn. Lisa agreed to go
out with him, and he picked her up at her apartment about 7 P.M.
that night.

They left in the same brown pickup, said
Lisa, and Dayton was dressed "sharp." He was wearing brand-new
jeans, a checkered western-style cowboy shirt that buttoned up the
front, and "real fancy" shiny brown cowboy boots with sharp-pointed
toes. They stopped at the Woodburn liquor store, where Dayton
purchased vodka for mixed drinks.

"Do you recall the brand of vodka?" asked
Turner.

"No, but they were in tiny bottles."

"You mean the miniature type, like those
served on airlines?"

"Yeah, those kind. There were at least five,
maybe more, and he kept them in a sack. Then he stopped at Safeway
and bought orange juice."

After leaving Safeway, they headed south on
Interstate 5. Their destination was Eugene, a hundred-mile drive
from Hubbard. During the drive, Dayton kept placing his hand on her
leg, rubbing it. She was wearing slacks, and said that he did not
touch her sexually during the drive there. Lisa didn't drink
anything on the way to Eugene, but did so after they arrived. She
said Dayton took her to a restaurant for dinner, then to a bar for
drinks. He seemed to have a pocketful of money and took her to
places she considered "swanky."

It was late when they left Eugene. Lisa
couldn't recall the precise time, but remembered that before she
knew it they were on the outskirts of Molalla. She said they
eventually turned onto some logging roads, and she did remember
passing water but didn't know if it was a lake, river, or pond.

"As we were driving," said Lisa, "Dayton said
he wanted to tie my hands behind my back. At first I thought he was
joking. But as we continued driving, he placed his right arm over
the back of the passenger seat behind my back. Suddenly he grabbed
me with his right hand, forcing me against the passenger door. He
managed to grab my hands and get them behind my back while his left
hand was still on the steering wheel. I wasn't sure what he was
trying to do. He managed to get some rope from behind the seat and
was able to make knots with one hand. After he got me tied up, he
began saying that he was going to cut my boobs off. I didn't know
if he meant it or what."

Lisa explained that she was so frightened
that she got under the dashboard on the passenger side and sat on
the floorboard. She didn't know how to escape, so she just sat
there, terrified.

"He asked me what was the matter," she said.
"And I asked him if he was going to cut my boobs off. He then asked
me, 'What do you think?' He never said anything else about cutting
off my breasts."

They continued driving for a while, but
Dayton eventually stopped and untied her hands. He then drove a
little farther, then parked. There were other people in the area,
parked there like them. She wasn't sure where they were, but
believed they might have been at a county park. They definitely
were not parked along a street or busy roadway, she said. He forced
her to drink some more vodka, two small bottles, straight, and gave
her some kind of dope to smoke. He put the cigarette in her mouth.
She said she didn't know what kind of dope it was, but it
definitely was not marijuana. Lisa became nauseous, as much from
the drinking as from the dope, and began vomiting. Just before they
left, Dayton threw all of the vodka bottles and orange juice
container out of the pickup window, then dropped her off at her
apartment at approximately 3 A.M.

"I didn't file a report," she said, "because
I was freaked out and paranoid. I didn't know what he'd do if I
filed a report.

"I saw him a couple of times after that," she
continued. "I went into the Coast to Coast store a couple of times.
I still didn't know if he'd been playing a game with me or what. He
came over to me in the store and thanked me for going out with him.
He said he'd had the best time he'd ever had. I didn't know how to
respond. When I asked him about tying me up and the threats, he
denied ever doing it. He said he never remembered doing it."

Turner found Lisa's story interesting, to say
the least. Moreover, he was amazed that two calls had come in
during the same day tying Dayton Rogers to the Molalla forest,
especially since he hadn't yet named Dayton as a suspect publicly.
The only thing Lisa told him that hadn't fit was the color of
Dayton's truck, which she had said was brown. But then again, maybe
it did fit, reflected Turner. The incident with Lisa had occurred
in 1984, and Dayton's light-blue Nissan was a 1985 model.
Since Lisa hadn't been able to remember the date or even the month,
it was possible that her date with Dayton had occurred before the
1985 models went on sale in late 1984. Dayton had been driving a
different vehicle.
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Autopsies were conducted by Dr. Larry V.
Lewman and began late Friday afternoon, September 4, at the Oregon
State Medical Examiner's Office in Portland. Detectives Turner and
Machado were present, as was Detective Matt Haney, sent down to
Portland from the Green River Task Force in Seattle to make
comparisons between their case and Clackamas County's case and
determine, if possible, whether they were related.

Each corpse was photographed and fluoroscoped
prior to autopsy. Later, following the autopsies, the hands of each
corpse would be removed and sent to Lieutenant Colleen Aas of the
Oregon State Police Identification Bureau, Latent Print Division,
in Salem. Lieutenant Aas would review the hands and then begin
processing them for identifiable fingerprints that could, the
detectives hoped, identify the victims if their prints were on file
anywhere.

The autopsies revealed that Body #1 was a
Caucasian female, approximately five feet two inches tall, teens to
early twenties, reddish brown hair. Lewman noted that the victim
had previous surgery in the pelvic and hip regions and that the
distal tibia, where the left foot had previously been cut off, had
been incised or sawed through about eighty percent of its depth,
the remainder broken. Tool marks were clearly delineated, and he
was certain that they hadn't been caused by animal chewing. He also
found perforating defects in the posterior trunk, varying in size
from one-quarter to five-eighths inches, the shape of which were
generally round to elliptical. He characterized the defects as
probable stab wounds.

Body #2 was also a Caucasian female, likely
in her early twenties at time of death, about five feet six inches
tall, with long, somewhat curly brown to reddish brown hair. Lewman
observed a series of multiple incised wounds, possibly saw marks
but definitely some kind of tool marks, on the posterior lateral
surface of the left femur about two inches above the condyles, the
smooth surface area at the end of a bone comprising part of the
joint. Both feet had been cut or sawed off about six and a half
inches above the heels. Lewman noted and retrieved several minute
fragments of a green glasslike substance from the victim's hair,
which he deposited into an evidence container for the crime lab to
later examine.

The corpse was turned over, where Lewman
removed a patch of flesh displaying a tattoo from the left buttock
or flank region. The flesh was placed in water to enhance the
detail, and the word "Harley" was clearly visible, as was a Harley
Davidson motorcycle emblem. Under closer observation he could see
that the tattoo read: "Biker Harley Davidson Bitch." There was
another tattoo near the left posterior shoulder, an elaborate
drawing of a Pegasus or unicorn.

Lewman found two nearly vertical
one-half-inch long stab wounds within the area of the Harley
Davidson tattoo and found corresponding stab wounds in the
underlying tissue. He found another stab wound five inches to the
left, and two others left of the vertebral column.

Body #3 was either a Caucasian or a Caucasian
Mongoloid mix. Like the others, the victim was female. She had long
brown hair, and Lewman estimated her age to have been in the late
twenties to early thirties. She had previous surgery to her left
jaw and was about five feet six inches tall. In life, she would
have had a notable overbite.

Lewman noted that the victim had been
eviscerated, cut open from the pubic bone to the ster-num. The cut
was deep, reaching the underlying muscles and subcutaneous tissue.
The victim, if conscious when the cut was made, would have died
horribly. Lewman also pointed out that the nipple/areola of the
left breast was missing. In its place was an oval-shaped defect,
one and three-quarters inches in diameter, where it apparently had
been incised, cutting the nipple completely off. The pain, if done
while the victim was conscious, would have been unbearable.

The revelation hit John Turner like a
locomotive as he recalled his conversation the previous evening
with Lisa Daniels, in which she had said that Dayton Leroy Rogers
had threatened to cut off her breasts. What kind of sadistic
monster was Turner dealing with here? Was there nothing that Dayton
wouldn't do to his victims to achieve his sick form of sexual
gratification? Turner and his colleagues had no reason to believe
that the victims were unconscious when all the cutting and sawing
occurred. Instead, the evidence was beginning to indicate that they
were likely very much alive and conscious during their horrible
encounters with the killer. They likely went into shock and died
while being tortured.

As he watched Lewman work, Turner briefly
recalled to himself the hacksaw he seized from Dayton's shop, and
reflected on how the serrated edge of such a tool's blade would do
a very good job of puncturing and slicing through flesh and bone,
as had been done to victims #1 and #2. Unfortunately, no traces of
blood or tissue had been found on it. But that didn't mean that it
couldn't have been carefully cleaned after each use. Dayton was,
after all, a stickler for neatness.

Body #4 was another Caucasian female, late
twenties to early thirties, long curly brown hair, approximately
five feet four inches tall. Lewman did not observe any cutting
wounds in any of the long leg bones, but when he turned the remains
over he noted several vertically oriented perforations in the
lumbar region of the back, on both sides of the vertebral column.
Four of the wounds measured one-half inch in length, and a fifth
one was five-eighths of an inch long. He said the cause of death
could have been caused by the stab wounds to the posterior
trunk.

Body #5 was a Caucasian female, likely in her
early to mid-thirties, with an estimated height of between five
feet two inches to five feet four inches. The victim had generally
poor dentition, with an upper denture plate that was still in
place. Several teeth were missing prior to death, and the right
foot had been severed above the ankle. As with the severed feet of
bodies #1 and #2, tool marks were visible. Unlike the others,
however, the hands of victim #5 had been bound together with a
one-inch belt that looked like a dog collar, buckled over the
dorsum of the left hand. Lewman left the belt in place.

Clearly, all of the victims would had to have
been bound to facilitate the killer in his acts of torture and
dismemberment. But Turner thought it unusual that the killer had
left victim #5 bound like that, and not the others. Why hadn't he
taken the time to remove the bindings? Had he been frightened away
by something or someone intruding into his outdoor torture chamber?
Turner momentarily recalled the pigeons Everett Banyard had
reported seeing fly away suddenly, shortly after having seen a man
in a small blue Datsun pickup stop nearby. Had Dayton carried the
body, still bound, from his pickup to the woods, leaving the
restraint in place on the victim after being frightened by Banyard?
Turner decided that he might never know, especially since Banyard
had been unable to positively identify the man driving the pickup
and was uncertain about the exact date.

Lewman noted several circular to irregular
defects in the victim's back, as well as on the right buttock. The
perforations were one-quarter to five-sixteenths of an inch deep.
Similarly, there was a gaping one-half-inch horizontal defect in
the left posterior flank region and another gaping, ragged defect,
approximately four inches in length, nearby.

Autopsies on bodies #6 and #7 were somewhat
more difficult, primarily because the remains had been scattered.
As best as Lewman could determine, however, body #6 was an adult
female, possibly twenty to thirty-two years old. She had been about
five feet tall, had a somewhat stocky build, and had two top front
teeth that were rotated inward. One of those teeth, the one on the
top left, was chipped. Lewman figured the victim was of mixed
racial heritage, perhaps part American Indian or Asian and part
Caucasian. Lewman noted tool marks in the ankle region, evidence
that the killer had considered or had even tried to cut or saw her
feet off but had given up for some reason.

Body #7 was a Caucasian female, probably in
her thirties, about five feet eight inches tall and with dark brown
hair. Lewman didn't observe any saw or cut marks on either leg, but
the condyles of each had been completely chewed off by animals. The
victim's nasal bones were irregular, slightly deviated to the
right, which Lewman guessed might have been caused by an old nose
fracture. Like the others, he found several stab wounds to the
posterior trunk and guessed that had been the cause of death.

Lewman explained that four of the bodies had
been at the Molalla forest site for from one to three months. The
others had been there longer, but he couldn't say with any degree
of certainty just how much longer. He said the level of
decomposition could vary significantly if the bodies had been
exposed to varying amounts of sunlight and other elements.

Four of the bodies, he told the detectives,
had enough flesh remaining on the hands and could be fingerprinted.
He also explained that all of the victims had distinctive dental
work.

"If we have a clue on who we're dealing with,
I think we can readily rule people in or out."

During the autopsies, it was pointed out that
the Molalla forest victims were significantly different from the
Green River Killer's victims, and the Green River Killer could thus
be ruled out as the perpetrator. Taking that point one step
further, Turner interjected that Dayton Leroy Rogers could not be
the Green River Killer due to the fact that he was incarcerated at
the Oregon State Penitentiary at the time the first Green River
victims were believed killed.

To sum up, Lewman told the detectives that
all of the victims suffered multiple stab wounds to their lower
backs. However, because the bodies were so badly decomposed, he
said he couldn't determine conclusively the exact cause of death in
any of the victims. Instead, he would list on their "Jane Doe"
death certificates that they died as a result of "homicidal
violence of undetermined type." He explained that there was just no
way for him to positively determine whether the stab wounds had
been inflicted before or after death. He said the wounds appeared
to have been caused by a single-edged knife with a blade about
one-half to five-eighths of an inch across, and concurred that the
injuries of the Molalla forest victims were consistent with the
type of kitchen knife that Dayton Rogers had used to kill Jenny
Smith.







Chapter 16

On Saturday afternoon, September 5, a
Clackamas County Sheriff's Office desk officer contacted John
Turner at the Molalla forest site by radio and informed him that
Heather Brown had been located. Portland police officers had picked
her up on Union Avenue around 4:30 P.M. and were holding her in an
interview room at the downtown Justice Center. Turner and Machado
arrived at the Justice Center shortly before 7 P.M. and were
escorted to the thirteenth floor, where Heather was waiting for
them.

Turner reminded Heather that they were there
to follow up on the kidnapping report she had initiated on July 7,
in which she reported being taken to an area outside Molalla. In
light of the more recent and macabre discoveries in the same area,
Turner explained to her, it was important that she recall as much
detail about the incident as possible. Heather agreed to cooperate
fully.

"Was there anything strange or unusual about
the guy that picked you up?" asked Turner.

"No, not at first," said Heather. "He seemed
all right to me."

"Why did you want to get in the truck?"

"He offered me fifty dollars for a date. He
said he was going to Oregon City and wanted some company. He
stopped along the way and bought some juice at a 7-Eleven, then
stopped at a liquor store and bought these little bottles of
vodka."

"What kind of vodka?"

"Oh, they're tiny bottles. Smirnoff, I
think." She used her hands to indicate a very small bottle.

"Did he buy them in a carton?"

"Yeah."

"What did the two of you talk about while
driving?"

"He told me he was from Las Vegas, that he
was a gigolo. He said he liked to tie women up."

"Did he describe how he liked to tie women
up?"

"Not really. He said he liked to tie women up
and fuck their brains out, stuff like that. I knew he was crazy
from the way he was talking. He said he had this foot fetish. It
was just weird. He took his shoes off and said he liked to screw
around with his feet."

"He would have put his toes in your vagina?
Something like that?"

"I guess. Something like that." Heather lit
up a cigarette and inhaled deeply. "He wanted to screw around in,
or on, my feet. He wanted to screw my feet."

Heather explained that the man who picked her
up told her that he used to have an Oriental woman he "dated"
regularly, but that he hadn't seen her in quite a while and instead
had decided on Heather. While they were driving, she said she asked
him why they had to go so far away to carry out their date. He told
her that he liked the spot where they were going and that he had
taken a lot of girls up there.

"Did he say where, specifically, he had taken
them?" asked Turner.

"No. Just in the woods."

"Did he say where he had met these other
girls?"

"Well, I'm sure it was on Union."

"Did you drink any of the vodka on the way
out there?"

"Very little. And he got kind of angry 'cause
I wouldn't drink more. He kept saying, well, 'Drink some more,
drink some more,' and kept shoving it at me."

"How did he mix the vodka?"

"He bought the little plastic bottles of
orange juice. Then he'd take a little bit of orange juice out and
then he'd dump in the vodka. It looked like you were just drinking
the orange juice."

"The individual-type containers?"

"Yes, like single serving size."

"Did he talk to you about his home? Where he
lived? Did he say if he had children or if he was married?"

"He said he wasn't married and that he didn't
have any kids."

"I've got some photographs here that I want
you to take a look at. Now, the guy that was driving that truck
like you described may or may not be among them. Please look
carefully at each one of these and tell me if you recognize any of
them. Okay?"

Turner placed the throwdown of six
photographs on the table in front of Heather. Fourteen seconds
later, she pointed to photo number three.

"Okay. That looks like him."

"Do you have any doubt about it?"

"That's him! That nose, I remember that
nose."

She was pointing to the photo of Dayton Leroy
Rogers.

Clackamas County sheriff's deputies and the
search and rescue explorers continued their search for evidence in
the Molalla forest throughout the weekend. Their efforts paid off.
Before the weekend was over, searchers found a Regency-Sheffield
kitchen knife, identical to the one found at the scene of Jenny
Smith's murder. If Turner had held any doubts that Dayton Rogers
was the Molalla forest killer, the knife's discovery had quickly
erased them.

Although no additional bodies were found, the
searchers had bagged more than five hundred items of evidence from
the area, including nine miniature Smirnoff vodka bottles. They
also found four other alcohol bottles, several pairs of women's
pantyhose, some of which had been knotted and conceivably could
have been used as restraints or bondage devices, a pair of
"Garfield" panties, a bra and another pair of panties, a pair of
blue jeans, a Playboy bunny pendant, braided rope, wire, knotted
cloth, a leather dog collar, and several sections of knotted
shoelaces that had been looped at both ends like those found at the
scene of Jenny Smith's murder. They also found four plastic orange
juice bottles, the individual serving type, clustered in an area
where one of the victims had lain, as well as paper cartons or
cases that Smirnoff miniatures had come in.

One of those cartons was fairly new, still in
good condition, while the other one was old and weathered. Turner
was convinced now more than ever that Dayton was their man. The
evidence clearly pointed toward him. But the skeletonized remains
and the older, worn Smirnoff carton, troubled him. Not that such
evidence didn't point to Dayton, but that it indicated he had been
busy up in the Molalla forest a lot longer than they had first
suspected.

How long? No one could say. Were there other
bodies up there? Most likely. But the area was too vast and the
terrain too difficult to search aimlessly without finding another
body to point them in the right direction. No law enforcement
agency had the type of manpower, not to mention money, that would
be needed to search every square foot of a forest as immense as the
one outside Molalla. If additional bodies didn't turn up in the
areas they were searching, they would have no choice but to call
off the search unless or until someone unwittingly stumbled across
another body, like Everett Banyard had done.







Chapter 17

On Monday morning, September 7, after having
compared notes with missing persons detectives at the Portland
Police Bureau, Mike Machado decided that there was a good chance
that Body #2 was that of Lisa Marie Mock. The tattoos on the
victim's body seemed to match those describing Lisa in Portland's
missing person report. The report also indicated that Lisa had
talked to her grandmother shortly before she disappeared. Machado
located Lisa's grandmother in California and called her to see
what, if anything, he could learn that might shed some light on
Lisa's last known activities and possibly tie in with the Molalla
forest case.

Lisa's grandmother said that Lisa had called
her collect on July 22 at 7:42 P.M. and had talked to her for
twenty-eight minutes. Because Lisa had called collect, the
grandmother, after the family became concerned about Lisa's
well-being, later called the telephone number that appeared on the
bill and found that Lisa's call had come from a Portland automotive
garage. Lisa had told her grandmother that her husband was beating
up on her and that she planned to leave him. She was also on heroin
again and was planning to go to an abuse center as soon as she
could get away from her husband. When asked about identifying marks
or tattoos, Lisa's grandmother told Machado that Lisa had a
butterfly tattoo on the upper part of her left arm, and on her
lower back, near her buttocks, she had a tattoo that included the
word "bitch." She explained that at one time Lisa had been hanging
around with a gang of bikers—Hell's Angels, she thought. The
grandmother said that Lisa had another tattoo on one of her
shoulders, but she couldn't recall which shoulder. It was a tattoo
of a unicorn.

Machado subsequently contacted Lisa's father,
James Holden, who was also living in California, and explained to
him that the sheriff's office was placing Lisa at the top of their
priority list due to the tattoos that were described by him in his
initial contact with Portland detectives, as well as the
description provided by Lisa's grandmother. Machado said that
Lisa's tattoos matched those found on body #2 and the time of
Lisa's disappearance was consistent with the time the Molalla
victim was believed to have been killed.

Holden told Machado that he had last heard
from Lisa on July 22 or 23, when she called to say she was leaving
her husband because he was beating her and because he had hocked
her car, which had all of her clothes inside it.

"She said that all she had with her were some
shorts and a blouse," said Holden. "She asked me for a hundred and
fifty dollars. She was on something at the time, but I don't know
what it was. She wouldn't tell me. Lisa was really scattery."

Holden put Machado in touch with Lisa's
dentist in California, who agreed to send Lisa's dental charts to
Oregon immediately. When the dental charts arrived, Body #2 was
positively identified as Lisa Marie Mock, twenty-three.

Because no additional bodies were found in
the Molalla forest, the search for more victims was halted. Because
of the seriousness and enormity of the case, Sheriff Bill Brooks
assigned John Turner to head up the Molalla Forest Task Force, made
up of most of the detectives who were already involved in the case.
Sheriff Brooks directed that the task force's offices be kept
secret, separate from the day-to-day activities of the sheriff's
department, so that all involved could work with only minimal
interruptions. The plan was designed to keep the media out of their
hair. Captain Lloyd "Lonnie" Ryan, Lieutenant Donald Vicars, and
Deputy Candace Dufur would keep the media up to date with
information the task force deemed appropriate to release.

Deputies Dave Broomfield and Charles Bowen,
the department's crime analysts, moved their computer equipment
into place across the narrow office from Turner's desk. Once they
had it all set up, they would attempt to match up the thousands of
bits of seemingly unrelated information that they hoped would
produce some kind of pattern. On another side of the room,
detectives Strovink and Machado set up their work spaces where they
could easily confer with one another and compare notes without
having to leave their desks. Near their work spaces they added a
large bulletin board, where they could pin information and charts
within easy viewing distance. They placed a grid map in another
office across the hall, on which they plotted the locations of the
bodies and the evidence that was discovered. Nearby, support people
typed up the official reports from the detectives' handwritten
notes and answered the seemingly endless stream of telephone
calls.

Shortly after the task force offices were set
up, it was publicly announced that Dayton Leroy Rogers was the
chief suspect in the Molalla forest murders. Captain Ryan made it
clear that Dayton wasn't the only suspect being looked at
"to the exclusion of others," but that it appeared that Dayton was
their best suspect so far. The revelation, they hoped, would prompt
tips from concerned citizens and potential witnesses.

It wasn't long before the calls began pouring
in. Surprisingly, one of those calls was from Anna Buchanan, one of
Dayton's victims from twelve years earlier who was now working
Portland's streets as a prostitute. Anna's call was transferred to
Turner, and he agreed to meet with her when she explained the
nature of her call and former encounter with Dayton.

During their meeting, Anna told Turner that
she had only recently heard about Jenny Smith's murder. But she had
known Jenny, and remembered seeing her on the morning of August 7
near the intersection of Northeast Union Avenue and Wygant Street
in Portland. She saw Jenny cross the street and walk toward a
late-model, light-blue pickup. When Turner showed her a picture of
Dayton's pickup, Anna gasped.

"That's it!" she said.

"Would you be willing to testify to that?"
asked Turner.

"I sure would."

On Thursday, September 10, Detective Jim
Strovink met with prostitute Beth Crane,* twenty-three, at a
Southeast Portland apartment. Beth had called the task force
earlier, claiming she had some information about Dayton Leroy
Rogers that might interest the detectives. Beth had indicated that
in November 1986 she had a frightening experience with a man who
seemed to fit Dayton's description. She had met the man around
midnight in the Shilo Inn parking lot on Union Avenue. When she got
inside his truck, she negotiated a $50 price for straight sex. The
man, however, didn't want to go to her motel. He said he wanted to
go up into the woods, about a forty-five-minute drive from
Portland, where he took all of his dates.

"Can you describe the man's vehicle?" asked
Strovink.

"It was an '85 Nissan pickup, a light blue
one, almost a grayish blue. It seemed like the only color that
Nissan made for that year."

"How do you know it was an '85 Nissan
pickup?"

"Well, after I got inside the truck, I tried
to roll down the window. But the window wouldn't roll down. I got
nervous, so I tried to open the door and the doorknob, er, door
handle came off. I got real scared and nervous, so I started
talking, mainly about my car, which is an '84 Sentra. He told me
his pickup was an '85 and that it was a five-speed.

"Did he say anything to you about the window
or door not working?"

"No. He just had a kind of Cheshire cat grin
on his face, like it had all been planned to happen that way."

"Did this individual identify himself to you
by name?"

"Yes, he did. He said his name was Steve and
that he was from Reno. He asked me to come to Reno where he said
his sister worked as a call girl."

"What else did you talk about?"

"He told me how his sister had molested him
when he was a child, how she had tried to bite his penis off."
Somewhat embarrassed, Beth began to laugh. "He said she had done
other things to him, such as putting her finger into his
rectum."

"Did he offer you anything to drink?"

"Yeah. Some of those plain little bottles of
vodka. The miniature type."

Beth explained that she didn't drink any
because she doesn't touch liquor. But she knew it was vodka. She
could smell it when he mixed it with the orange juice.

"Do you remember the brand name of the orange
juice?"

"They're green-labeled, in plastic bottles.
The kind you get at convenience stores. They have the green,
peel-away top. I remember he poured some orange juice out, then
poured two or three of those little bottles of vodka into the
orange juice. Mixed it together."

"Where did he keep the vodka?"

"In the glove compartment."

"Did you notice anything else in the glove
compartment?"

"Yeah. Leather straps. The kind you can buy
in the adult sex paraphernalia stores. They were brown, about an
inch wide, and they fastened like a belt."

"Did he have you remove any clothing while
you were driving to the forest?"

"Yes. My shoes. He started talking about how
he had these fantasies, a foot fetish of some sort."

"Were you scared?"

"Yeah, I was scared, all right. As we were
driving, he reached under his seat and pulled out a gun. He didn't
point it at me, but he set it on the seat. He started talking about
how he hated people, especially women, because of what his sister
had done to him. I began to think that I had the Green River Killer
for my date. I was real scared."

"When you reached the forest, what
happened?"

"He started playing with my feet, then began
rubbing my feet and legs. The whole time he kept talking about how
he liked feet, especially the arches. He unzipped his pants, took
his penis out, and began rubbing it against my feet."

"Did he have you take off your clothes?"

"Yeah. I took my shirt and pants off, and I
asked him if I really had to take off all my clothes, and he said
yes. After I took my bra and underpants off, he told me to lay flat
on my stomach. I thought he was going to kill me, and I asked him
if that was in his plans. He told me to shut up. He made me place
my hands behind my back and grasp my fingers so that my wrists
would be closer together. He put the strap on around my wrists,
then put the ankle straps on. Then he took wire, I think it was a
coat hanger, and wrapped it between the two straps, so that both my
hands and feet were behind my back. An exit swan. You know how that
swan style is? You know, your feet and hands are back there?"

"Then what happened?"

"He started to bite on me, slightly, just a
nibble. He started on my upper back, on my shoulders. Then he
proceeded down my back, and as he got closer to my butt, he started
to really bite hard. He bit so hard that my butt began to bleed.
Then he proceeded down the back of my legs, and he kept telling me
what a high tolerance of pain I had. He said he couldn't believe
the amount of pain that I could take. He started to bite on my
feet, then he turned me over. He bit my breasts. He drew blood from
biting my nipples. He was really biting, like he was trying to take
'em off. He never even touched me in the area of my vagina."

"What else did he do to you?"

"He mainly concentrated on my breasts and on
my stomach. He bit the palms of my hands and the soles of my feet.
He bit my toes, too, so hard I thought he was going to bite them
off."

"Did the biting of your toes draw blood?"

"Yeah. I remember, uh, the next morning, I
couldn't even walk because my feet were so sore. And my hands, I
couldn't be touched."

"Did he masturbate at all?"

"During the course of the time that he was
biting me he was masturbating."

"Which hand did he use?"

"His left hand. I remember it was his left
hand because that's the arm his watch was on."

"Did he say he was going to kill you?"

"No. He just started telling me that he hated
women. And every time I asked him if he was going to kill me, he
just said, 'Shut up, bitch.' "

"How long did the biting last?"

"Three to four hours."

"What did he do with all of the empty
containers?"

"Threw them out. He didn't want to mess up
his truck interior, you know."

When it was all over, the man dragged Beth
out of the truck, naked and incoherent, over at least ten feet of
gravel. It was very cold outside, and she was crying. He removed
the bondage devices and took them with him, but tossed the wire
into the brush. He then threw Beth's clothes out of his pickup and
walked over to where she lay.

"He was probably about two feet from me. I
looked up at him, and it was like I wanted to just jump up, but I
had no strength. He just said 'I hope you die' and left."

Beth explained that she eventually flagged
down a truck driver, who drove her to a restaurant in Molalla where
she was able to clean herself up. He then drove her to her motel in
Portland because he felt sorry for her.

"What prompted you to tell this story?"
Strovink wanted to know.

"Because, when I remembered Molalla, I got to
thinking about all those girls, and then I thought about him. He's
been heavily on my mind 'cause when I first came back to Portland
from Seattle, he was the first person I saw when I hit the streets.
That was four or five months after he did all that to me. He was
sitting outside a tavern near Third Avenue and Burnside in downtown
Portland."

Strovink placed the photo montage of six men
in front of Beth and asked her if her assailant was among those
shown. It took her only two seconds to point out her attacker.

"Oh, my God! That's him—oh, my God, that is
him. I would never forget his face!" She pointed to the photo in
the number three position, the one of Dayton Leroy Rogers.

Beth's telephone call had been only a trickle
of the flood of telephone calls that followed, mostly from Portland
area hookers claiming to have been victimized by Dayton Leroy
Rogers. Nearly all of the girls had been bitten and cut by their
assailant, and nearly all claimed that their john mixed
screwdrivers using miniature bottles of Smirnoff vodka and
disposable plastic containers of orange juice. There was indeed a
pattern to the crimes, and before it was over the detectives would
talk to nearly fifty prostitutes and former prostitutes, twenty-six
of whom would come forward with information specific enough about
their encounters with Dayton Leroy Rogers that detectives could use
in court to positively link him to the Molalla forest victims.
Crime analyst Deputy Dave Broomfield received thousands of tips and
bits of information to put through his computer, and in order for
anyone to make any sense out of it all, Broomfield had to compile a
booklet of case similarities.

Broomfield's booklet clearly showed the
relationships and similarities of Dayton's method of operation
relative to the hookers he dated. He compiled a master chart which
showed forty-three different elements related to these encounters,
elements that included how the women were tied, number of times
dated, whether or not he wanted to see his victim screaming and in
pain, presence of weapons and type of weapons, how he injured them,
whether or not he masturbated or had intercourse with the victim,
and so on. Broomfield also compiled breakdowns that showed which
Denny's restaurant a particular girl was taken to, whether or not
she was taken to Molalla, other locations, what types of clothing
had been lost, and so on. The case similarities were astonishing
and provided the detectives with answers at a glance. About the
only question it didn't answer was why Dayton chose to let some
women live.







Chapter 18

The next day, Friday, September 11, Machado
went through a packet of missing person reports that had been sent
over from the Portland Police Bureau. There were several that could
have fit the general descriptions—which were scant at best—of the
Molalla forest victims, but only one stood out among them. The one
that caught his eye was that of a young woman, twenty-six-year-old
Maureen Ann Hodges, who had suffered a broken nose when much
younger. Machado immediately recalled what Dr. Lewman had said
about Body #7 having a nose slightly deviated to the right, likely
the result of an old injury. Machado contacted a member of
Maureen's family to obtain the name of her dentist. He wanted
Maureen's dental records as soon as possible.

In the meantime, Machado and Strovink went to
the Clackamas County Jail to try to interview Dayton. Because of
all the calls that were coming in about his dates with Portland
hookers, the detectives wanted to talk to him more than ever. They
had not previously talked to him about the Molalla forest case, and
so he had not had the opportunity to invoke his rights against
self-incrimination in that investigation. They really didn't expect
him to talk to them, but they had to be able to say that they at
least tried. The interview was set up in an office of the jail.

When Dayton was brought into the office, he
was carrying a manila file folder and a pad of paper. When he saw
the two detectives, even though he hadn't met them previously, he
stiffened and became solemn-faced. He stared hard at both of
them.

"Wait a minute," he said. "Are you guys
police?"

"I'm Detective Jim Strovink, and this is
Detective Mike Machado." Strovink smiled slightly and held out his
hand, but Dayton declined to take it.

"I don't want to talk to you," said Dayton
sternly.

"Is it that you don't want to talk to us, or
is it that your attorney doesn't want you to talk to us?" asked
Strovink.

"My attorney said not to, and I am following
his advice. I don't want to talk to you."

There wasn't any use in pursuing the matter
any further. Dayton had invoked his rights and there was nothing
Strovink and Machado could do about it. Under the law, they
couldn't question him unless he indicated on his own that he wanted
to talk to the police, legally referred to as "initiation after an
invocation." Since Dayton didn't want to talk and clear matters up,
the detectives resigned themselves that they would have to get the
answers the hard way by interviewing witnesses and generating new
leads. The high volume of telephone calls coming into the task
force office helped in that aspect immensely.

One such call from a Multnomah County
sheriff's deputy summoned Turner and Machado once again to the
Justice Center in Portland, where Multnomah County houses most of
its inmates. There were a number of prostitutes in custody there,
they were told, many of whom were talking about a man who called
himself Steve and claimed to be a professional gambler from Nevada.
The man typically offered $40 to $80 for a sexual scenario that
involved bondage, but sometimes offered as much as $150. According
to the girls, he always had his dates completely undress and then
bound their hands and feet at the wrists and ankles with rope, dog
collars, wire, nylon stockings, shoe laces, anything that would
hold their arms and feet securely in place while he tortured and
mutilated them for hours on end. Nearly all of the girls told
Turner and Machado that the fellow had a foot fetish and that he
found their arches sexually arousing. The dates always occurred
inside his pickup truck and included the mixing and drinking of
screwdrivers using vodka in miniature bottles and orange juice in
plastic disposable containers. All of the prostitutes said that the
man masturbated frantically during the lengthy encounters.

One prostitute told Turner and Machado that
the man was endowed with a very large penis. All of the hookers
echoed that he never had intercourse with them, but instead just
manipulated himself.

"You should see that guy," said one
prostitute. "That guy's huge, real huge. Thank God he never fucked
me!"

Another working girl told the two detectives
that she had been working on Union Avenue near Sumner Street when a
man in a Nissan pickup approached her at about 11:30 P.M. on July
11. He said he wanted a date, and she told him it would cost him
$40, to which he agreed. After getting into his truck, they drove
to a nearby Winchell's Donut shop and parked, where she asked him
for the money they had agreed upon.

"'You whore, I'm giving you nothing!'" she
quoted the man. "'I'm going to kill you. I'm going to kill all you
whores!' I said, 'Like hell you are.' I then opened the door and
jumped out. He pulled a gun from the waistband area of his body and
fired one shot. The next thing I remember was waking up in a
hospital bed."

Another hooker, Darla Johnson,* thirty-five,
recalled climbing into a light blue pickup near Union and Wygant, a
corner she had sometimes shared with Jenny Smith. It had been in
the winter, during January or February 1987, at about 1:30 in the
morning when the man approached her and asked her for a date.
Wearing a miniskirt and a thin top, Darla was cold and desperately
wanted to get out of the early morning chill. She agreed to go with
him for $50, and he handed her a $50 bill.

While they were driving to a wooded location
that Darla thought was on the way to Salem, the man asked her to
remove her shoes and pantyhose so that he could look at the arches
of her feet. He told her to put her feet up on the dashboard by the
glove compartment so that he could see them better. When she
complied, he reached over and began rubbing them. He began talking
about bondage, which frightened Darla. But they were already on the
highway and there was little she could do to get out of the
situation. Sensing her fear, he had told her not to be scared, that
he always tied his girls up when he took them into the forest.

After reaching their destination in the
woods, Darla was more frightened than ever. She did whatever the
man asked of her, and he soon had her in bondage. He pulled up her
miniskirt and began rubbing her back and buttocks. He then slipped
her panties down and entered her from behind, vaginally. He pulled
out at one point and masturbated to climax, ejaculating on her
back. He then began his biting routine, mainly on Darla's feet and
toes. Although he bit her hard several times, for some reason he
hadn't subjected her to the high level of pain that he had put many
of the other girls through.

Turner and Machado later reasoned that Dayton
hadn't tortured Darla too severely because he had ejaculated and
reached climax early on in their encounter, and Darla hadn't put up
as much resistance and had not shown as much fear as had some of
the others. The investigators reasoned by now, correctly, that
Dayton got off on the fear, that fear was the driving force behind
his sexual frenzies. It was beginning to seem that the girls who
withstood the pain and didn't react were the ones who made it out
of the forest alive.

"Do you know the names of any other girls
this guy has picked up?" asked Machado.

"No."

"What about Jenny Smith?"

"Oh, yeah. I remember a night that I saw him.
I wouldn't get in the truck with him, and he pulled around the
corner and Jenny was on the opposite side of the street. I assumed
he was going toward her, but I had already gotten in the car with
another john and I didn't see if he picked her up. That would have
been about four weeks ago." About the time Jenny was murdered,
reasoned Machado.

"Have you seen Jenny since then?"

"No."

"Are there any other girls you haven't seen
lately?"

"Yeah. Christine Adams. I haven't seen her
out on the street for more than two months. We were real close. She
was my best friend. I've been concerned because she used to come by
or stay with me at my place on Rodney Avenue, and her kids don't
know where she is, either. She's been missing for two or three
months now."

"Anybody else?"

"I knew Lisa."

"You mean Lisa Mock?"

"Yeah."

"Okay. What does Christine look like?"

"She's, uh, heavyset. She has long brown hair
down to her waist, almost. She's got blue eyes. She's Caucasian.
She's about as tall as me. I'm five-six."

"How much do you think she weighs?"

"She was pretty big. She probably weighs
about a hundred and seventy. Maybe a little more." Darla provided
the detectives with the names of Christine's family and where they
could be reached.

When Turner showed Darla a photo of Dayton's
truck, she froze, visibly upset.

"That's the truck, all right," she said.
"I'll never forget it as long as I live."

She also picked Dayton Rogers out of the
photo montage within two seconds. Tears welled up in her eyes as
she said, "That's him, that's him."

One by one, Portland's streetwalkers and
former hookers told their story to Turner and Machado, each nearly
identical. When he would first meet the girls, the man calling
himself Steve always began on a softer note, the first dates plain
and simple, almost always seeming harmless. But by the third date,
each of the girls who hadn't yet been harmed considered Steve a
"regular," and usually didn't object to bondage by the third date
because he hadn't hurt them previously. Slowly, it appeared, he had
built up their confidence and had gained their trust.

One prostitute, who had positively identified
Steve as Dayton Rogers, told Turner and Machado that on her third
and final date with Dayton he pushed her head into the seat of the
pickup and began punching her in the face. The more fear she
displayed, the more aggressive he became.

At one point, after he had her bound, Dayton
stabbed her in the left ankle. In tears, she told the detectives
that Dayton had said he was going to "take off my feet." However,
lights from a passing pickup frightened him and he untied her and
let her go. The hooker told the detectives that she knew Lisa Mock,
whom she had last seen in July. She said she also knew Maureen
Hodges, whom she described as a good friend and last saw on July 2,
and Christine Lotus Adams.

Next, a jailer brought in Lena Hastings,* a
twenty-one-year-old blond, blue-eyed hooker who looked like she was
strung out and in need of a fix. She sat down at the interview
table and began telling Turner and Machado how a man, whom she
promptly identified as Dayton Rogers, had picked her up in July or
August a year earlier in front of a convenience store near 82nd
Avenue and Flavel Street. Dayton's hair had been greasy and slicked
back, parted on one side. It hadn't looked natural, she said, but
Lena never realized then that he might have been trying to disguise
himself. It was about 10 A.M., a beautiful warm summer day when he
pulled up in his truck. Dayton, she said, offered her $80 to go
skinny-dipping with him at Wagon Wheel Park near Molalla. She was
sick and in need of a fix, so she accepted.

They began drinking. Lena, being sick,
thought that getting drunk might ease her pain. She didn't tell
Dayton that she was a heroin addict, and she never protested about
the long drive because he seemed very friendly at first.

"At one point he pulled over and asked me if
I wanted to watch him suck himself off," said Lena. "He said, 'Have
you ever seen a man suck himself off?' He didn't even want to have
sex with me, so I said, 'Well, shit, that oughta be a real trip to
see. I'll watch him do that for that kind of money.' He wanted to
see my feet and he wanted me to get off while he was sucking
himself off. This guy is a real weirdo."

She watched him fellate himself, then they
drove on. All the while Lena had made plans of her own. When they
stopped at the river to go skinny-dipping, she was going to run
back to the truck and steal his wallet. But they hadn't stopped.
They passed on by Wagon Wheel Park and soon turned onto a gravel
road.

"We just kept going and going and going," she
said. "There was a bunch of people by the river, and he just said
that the spot where he was taking me was farther on up the river. I
pointed out spots that I thought looked just fine, but he wouldn't
stop. He kept saying, 'Trust me, trust me. I go deer hunting up
here all the time. I know this really good spot.' All of a sudden
he took a right turn onto a real bumpy road, and the river was off
to the left. When I pointed it out to him, he whipped out a
machete. The biggest knife I ever saw. He held it to my throat and
said, 'Bitch. Shut up. You reach for that door and I'll cut your
fuckin' throat.' Here I am, drunk. You know, I woke up real
quick."

Lena explained that they drove to the top of
a mountain, away from everybody, and parked along a narrow dirt and
gravel road. They were surrounded by trees and tall bushes.

"He took the machete and cut my shirt off. I
could see he was a sadist, into torturing. He said, 'You told me
you liked a little pain, you know. We'll see how you like me. Maybe
you'll like me a lot.' He grabbed my tit and held the knife up to
it like he was going to cut it off. And then he would bite it,
drawing blood. I was in pain. I was scared to death. The whole time
he was doing this he had the machete between my legs and he told
me, 'One false move and it's going up inside of you.'!"

Turner and Machado looked sharply at each
other, but didn't say anything. Lena's story had brought forth a
chilling recollection of how Body #3 had been found, completely cut
open from the vagina to the sternum. They wondered if that
victim had tried to escape, only to have the machete rammed up
inside her.

"A little later on, he started punching me
between my legs as hard as he could," said Lena. "He tried to shove
his fist up my cunt, but he couldn't get it up there. It hurt like
a motherfucker. And then he started pulling on my clit, and
pinching on it between his thumb and finger. He cut my pubic hairs
off little by little, and cut some of my hair on my head. He wanted
me to scream and holler, but I wouldn't do it. I wouldn't give in
to what he wanted. He hit me in the face and gave me a black
eye.

"When he pinched my clit, he said, 'Does this
hurt? Do you like it? I thought you told me you liked it.' Then he
started slapping me and said, 'Do you like the sight of knives?
Smile for me, bitch.' I smiled for him, but I wasn't happy about
it. Finally I told him to just do whatever the fuck he wanted to
do.

"I was in so much pain," Lena continued, "I
finally decided that if this guy was going to kill me, I'd just
rather try and make a break for it than sit there and be tortured.
I reached for the doorknob, and he thrust the machete up toward my
vagina. It didn't go in, but it cut my leg. I heard a car coming up
the hill, so I jumped out and screamed at the top of my lungs. He
drove off real quick. Three guys in another truck stopped, and here
I am, naked and bleeding, and my clothes were all cut up. They gave
me a ride back to town."

"Did he do anything else to your feet?" asked
Machado.

"He tried to fuck 'em" said Lena, laughing.
"He was a real sicko. And the whole time that he did this, he had
the machete at my throat."

When Turner and Machado returned to the
Clackamas County Sheriff's Office headquarters in Oregon City, they
were promptly informed that the medical examiner's office had
reported that they had positively identified Body #7 as that of
Maureen Ann Hodges from dental charts provided by Hodges's
dentist.







Chapter 19

By Monday, September 14, Machado had made
considerable headway in narrowing down possible identifications of
the remaining Molalla forest victims using a list of missing
females he had obtained from Deputy Dave Broomfield. He focused on
the women who had been missing from the Portland metropolitan area
from January through August 1987, and ordered dental charts on all
of those who had records available. Because Christine Lotus Adams's
name surfaced as a missing person during the course of the Molalla
forest investigation and because she was a known prostitute,
obtaining her chart would become his top priority, for the time
being.

In the meantime, Turner and Machado met with
Irene James, Maureen Hodges's mother, to make the next-of-kin
notification and to cull as much background on Maureen as possible,
which they hoped would generate additional names and leads.

"I had not heard from Maureen, and neither
had any of her friends, since mid-July," said James. Maureen was a
heroin addict, she said, and had made several attempts to conquer
her addiction.

"I know now that she started on drugs when
she was in high school, at the age of about fourteen or fifteen,"
said James. "We didn't know at first it was heroin. We thought it
was pills or marijuana. I wasn't even aware of Maureen's drug
problem until she was twenty."

Despite having been a good student in
elementary school, Maureen dropped out of high school during her
freshman year. She took to the streets and worked on and off at
area nursing homes and motels as a housekeeper. After giving birth
to a child that she put up for adoption, Maureen became a
prostitute to support her drug habit.

"She talked about getting into drug treatment
all the time," said James. "When she was missing, I guess I had
this dream that she was off at a treatment center somewhere. I know
they keep that sort of thing confidential. That was my hope."

The last communication that James had with
Maureen was a letter that Maureen had left hanging on her front
door just before Thanksgiving, some ten months earlier. The note
read:

"I'm safe, and warm and alright. I'm starting
to get it together. I have good friends that are helping me, not
junkies. I'm not saying this just to make you feel better. It's for
real. I'll call you sometime soon. I do love you. Maureen.

p.s. A lot has happened, but I'm OK and now
out of trouble."

Seeing that Mrs. James was becoming upset
over the news of her daughter's death, Turner and Machado decided
it was best that they conclude their interview with her. She needed
the time alone to try to make some sense out of what had happened
to Maureen, and to grieve her loss. Before they left, however,
James told the detectives that there were only two people that she
was aware of who could provide additional information about
Maureen. One was Maureen's ex-husband, Albert Black,* and the other
was Tim Wilson, Maureen's last known boyfriend. She provided them
with telephone numbers and addresses.

At 1:40 P.M. that same day, Turner and
Machado met with Tim Wilson, Maureen's last known live-in
boyfriend, at his room at the Fairfield Hotel in downtown Portland.
Wilson told them how he and "Mo" had met at a bar, and how she had
moved in with him shortly afterward. He also explained about their
fight and how Mo had walked out, never to return.

In May, Maureen was raped on Union Avenue,
according to Wilson, but the rape had not been reported to the
police. Although having been raped had affected her adversely,
Maureen was a tough woman and she just brushed it off as one of the
risks of her profession.

On one occasion, Wilson said he jokingly
commented about Maureen's feet and how attractive they would be to
a foot fetishist. She had responded angrily and told him to knock
it off. Wilson said he never understood why she had reacted that
way, but he never talked about her feet to her again. Neither
Turner nor Machado had brought up the subject.

At 3:20 P.M., Turner and Machado met with
Mo's ex-husband, Albert Black, at a north Portland restaurant.
Black said that Mo was heavily into drugs and that she would do
just about anything to get them. When asked about possible men that
she had dated, particularly any that stood out as unusual, Black
said he remembered that Mo had talked about a guy who liked to take
girls up into the woods, tie them up, and do things to their feet.
Black didn't know the guy's name, but he did know that Mo was
terrified of him. Mo had told him that the guy liked to "screw" her
feet, and apparently was carrying out his foot fetish with a number
of girls. One of those girls, Tracie Baxter, had gotten her feet
carved up by this guy, said Black.

After locating Tracie Baxter, sixteen, Turner
and Machado had her brought in to the task force offices for
questioning. When she was told that Mo had been identified as one
of the Molalla forest victims, Tracie began to cry. She told Turner
and Machado how she had been taken up into the forest and how her
date had hog-tied her and cut her foot, after torturing her for
hours and threatening to kill her.

"Did he bite you severely?" asked Turner.

"He drew blood," she said. "He drew blood on
my tits and on my feet." She reflected about the incident for a
moment. "The strange part about it is, he only screwed me for maybe
a second. That's it. I mean, he was jacking off the rest of the
time, from seven o'clock at night until he dropped me off in
Portland at one o'clock in the morning."

"Did he talk about anyone else during this
ordeal?"

"He said he was raped once, when he was
younger. I figured that's why he did what he did to me. It was like
revenge."

"Did he mention who raped him when he was
younger?"

"Just a bunch of girls, that's all he
said."

When asked if there was anything unusual that
stood out about the man and his truck, Tracie recalled that she had
been intrigued by his key ring. It had some sort of swivel hook on
it, and she remembered watching it as it dangled back and forth
from the pickup's ignition.

Turner excused himself for a moment and left
the room. When he returned a few minutes later, he had three key
rings, each different and each holding several keys. One of the key
rings was his own, another was Detective Lynda Estes's, and the
third one he had obtained from the property room. When he laid them
out on the table in front of Tracie, he asked her if the key ring
she remembered seeing was among them. Without hesitation she picked
the third set, the one that held a black plastic swivel hook. The
key ring she chose belonged to Dayton Leroy Rogers. Likewise, when
she was shown the photo montage of possible suspects, Tracie picked
out Dayton's photo.

"That looks like the guy. Yeah. That's
him—the one with the sad-looking eyes and the funny-looking
nose!"

On Monday, September 21, Turner got the call
from the medical examiner's office. Body #5 had been positively
identified as Christine Lotus Adams, thirty-five. Shortly after the
identification was made public, Darla Johnson, the prostitute who
had initially informed Turner and Machado about Christine's
disappearance, contacted the task force.

"We were a team," said Darla. "No one
realizes what life is like out there on the street. You find
someone good, and you hold on to them. That was me and Christine.
We hung on to each other. We shared the same corner. Christine was
fun-loving and a little crazy at times. She was like all of us out
there. She worried about her weight and dreamed about meeting a
nice man and getting married someday. But they were just dreams. We
did what we did so we could survive. Neither of us had any skills
to get a good job. We worked the streets to pay the bills and to
get things for our kids."

Christine, said Darla, was born and raised in
Portland, the third child of five. She dropped out of high school
in the tenth grade at age sixteen, got married and pregnant, and
became a mother. She went through two more marriages and as many
children, and had an arrest record for prostitution offenses
despite having worked as a checker at a grocery store. She
sometimes used drugs, mostly cocaine, but was not a heroin addict.
She began prostituting herself when she was twenty so that she
could support her children.

"Every night we went out there we would be
afraid," said Darla. "Both of us have been raped and beaten by
johns. But it was all we knew, so we kept working the corner. It
wasn't unusual for one of us to take off for a while, so I figured
she was out of town. But then the months went by, and I never heard
from her. She never got in touch with her kids or with me, and then
I started to worry. When those bodies were found, I really started
to worry. I prepared myself for the fact that she could be dead,
but when I learned she was gone, I felt like someone had hit me in
the chest."

Over several days, Turner, Machado and
Detective Lynda Estes rounded up a number of prostitutes they had
interviewed to determine if they could retrace the routes they had
taken on their dates with Dayton Rogers. Each witness was driven
separately from the location where they were picked up by Dayton,
and each was asked to tell the detectives which roads to take and
where to turn. Several of the victims were able to direct the
investigators out toward Molalla Forest Road 75 and the Glen Avon
Bridge area, and several others came close to getting to the site
where the seven bodies were found. Two of the women directed the
detectives to the clearing or turnaround area on Molalla Forest
Road 75 where the first five bodies were discovered.

Lydia Clark,* thirty-three, one of those two
women, had initially contacted Detective Joe Goodall of the
Portland Police Bureau after she recognized Dayton Rogers's photo
in the Ore-gonian. She had known the man only as Steve until
she saw Dayton's picture, despite the fact that she had dated him a
number of times over a period of about three and a half years.

She had been hitchhiking the first time she'd
had any contact with Dayton. He had been driving a small white
foreign car that Lydia thought might have been a Honda. Dayton,
calling himself Steve, approached her and negotiated a $50 date. He
told her that he didn't want to stay around Portland because there
were too many police, but instead wanted to go to a rest stop along
the freeway, away from the city. Feeling uncomfortable about the
proposition, Lydia suggested they go to a hotel instead. But Dayton
had declined, and Lydia, feeling more uncomfortable, turned down
his date and returned the money.

A few weeks later he approached her again.
That time, he was driving a brown pickup truck. It had been
sometime in 1984, but Lydia could not be more specific about the
date.

He said he wanted to party with Lydia. He
wanted her to spend several hours with him, and he wanted to drink.
He brought with him several miniature bottles of alcohol that
included Smirnoff vodka, Baccardi Rum, and Jack Daniels. He kept
the booze in the glove compartment. Lydia decided to go with him,
which constituted their first date.

They drove to a senior citizens retirement
building in Portland's Eastmoreland area, just off McLoughlin
Boulevard. After driving into a dark area of the parking lot, he
told her that he liked bondage and liked to tie up women. Lydia was
adamant that she wasn't going to allow him to tie her up, but she
told him she would simulate bondage with him. Dayton agreed, and
Lydia got undressed. She held her hands behind her back and placed
her feet, crossed at the ankles, up next to her hands. Lying on her
stomach on the passenger side, she felt more at ease. Dayton
masturbated as he glared at her naked body.

There were other dates after that, all
similar to the first one. The first thing he always wanted her to
do was to take off her shoes. If her feet happened to be dirty,
Dayton would stop someplace so she could wash them. He eventually
began playing with her feet, then nibbling and biting them.

There wasn't any particular time of the day
or night when they went on their dates. Sometimes she would see
Dayton at noon, other times at 2 in the afternoon. It wasn't
unusual for him to show up at 8 in the evening, midnight, or 2 in
the morning. Sometimes she would see him cruising the streets as
late as 4 A.M. He didn't seem to have any preference regarding
time.

They began going out of town, parking at rest
stops along Interstate 5, usually twenty to thirty miles south of
Portland. Since he hadn't harmed her physically, more and more
trust was gradually built into the relationship. Eventually they
began going to a secluded area near Molalla. Lydia said she must
have gone there with him at least fifteen or sixteen times and
would have little trouble directing the detectives to the
location.

With Machado driving, Lydia directed the
detectives south on McLoughlin Boulevard to the intersection of
Highways 213 and 99E, where they turned south on 213. They
proceeded through Oregon City, continuing up to the top of the hill
that much of the city is built upon and on toward Molalla.

As they drove along, Turner asked if Dayton
had ever removed his clothes. She said, "Never." He wouldn't even
take off his shoes. He would just pull the front part of his pants
down, far enough to expose himself, and masturbate. They had never
engaged in sexual intercourse.

Eventually, as her trust in Dayton grew,
Lydia began allowing him to tie her up. Sometimes he would use
nylon stockings to bind her, other times wire and electrical tape.
He eventually began to use leather straps, at least six inches long
with buckles, to bind her hands and feet. Then he would tie the
straps on her hands to the straps on her feet, using a heavy piece
of wire that she believed was previously a coat hanger. The end
result was that she was forced into a position commonly known as
being hog-tied.

During each successive date, Dayton's actions
toward Lydia did not change significantly. If she complained about
the straps being too tight, he'd bite her feet harder than she
liked. But when she told him to back off he would, although she
could tell that he was annoyed at having to do so. It wasn't until
their final date that he became extraordinarily violent with
her.

It was in February or March 1987 when he
picked her up on 6th Avenue and Burnside Street in downtown
Portland for the last time. It was during the early morning hours,
and they drove out to the usual location near Molalla.

When he began tying her up, she complained
that the straps were too tight. Instead of loosening them, he made
them tighter. He began biting her, hard. The more she screamed and
begged him to stop, the more he seemed to enjoy it. He told her he
was going to cut her feet up, which he did.

Dayton made several incisions on the sole of
Lydia's left foot. She tried to see what he was using, but she was
not in a position where she could actually see the blade. She
thought it might have been a short box cutter.

She screamed at him and pleaded with him to
stop. She even told him she would give him his money back if only
he wouldn't cut her anymore. But he continued with the biting and
the cutting for approximately forty-five minutes. Finally, devoid
of all energy, Lydia went numb. She had reached the point where she
had just given up.

Three minutes after she had stopped
screaming, Dayton stopped torturing her. With evil anger in his
eyes, he gave Lydia a choice of being cut on her buttocks or on her
chest. She told him that if he was going to cut anything else,
she'd rather it be her buttocks, which he did cut. Afterward, he
undid her bindings and allowed her to dress. As they drove back
toward the city, Lydia asked Dayton why he had stopped, why he
hadn't killed her. He said he'd never killed anyone before and that
he had stopped because she had quit struggling.

It was after 5 A.M. when they had arrived
back in Portland. Lydia's feet hurt terribly and her stockings were
soaked with blood. She could barely walk and needed assistance to
get inside the hotel where she was staying. Dayton gave her a kiss
on the cheek, then left.

Did he always take her back to Portland after
their dates? Turner wanted to know.

Dayton normally dropped Lydia back at the
location where he had picked her up, she said. However, there were
several occasions when he dropped her off at Woodburn, near the
entrance to Interstate 5, and she would have to find her own way
back to Portland. It was usually late on the mornings when he did
that, around 5:30 or 6 A.M., and it had seemed that he was in a
hurry to get home or was worried about getting to work on time.

After driving through the city of Molalla,
Lydia directed Machado to keep heading south on Highway 213. They
went out past the Y Drive-in, where she instructed him to turn onto
Freyrer Park Road and then onto Dickie Prairie Road. She led them
to the intersection of the Glen Avon Bridge, at which point she
told them to turn west across the bridge and then again directed
them south on Molalla Forest Road. When they reached the
intersection of Molalla Forest Road 75, Lydia was overcome with
emotion.

"Bingo," she said. "I knew we wouldn't be
able to see the road until we were on top of it."

She directed them on up the hill, and told
them to stop where the road made a 180-degree hairpin turn. They
got out of the car and Lydia walked to the side of the road,
peering into the brush.

"This is the location where he always brought
me."

"Are you certain that this is the place?"
asked Turner.

"Yeah. This is it. I feel it with my guts.
This is it."

They were at the site where the Molalla
forest victims had been discovered.







Chapter 20

As Turner and Machado were conferring with
the medical examiner's office and confirming the identity of Body
#5, Detective Jim Strovink was making contact with
forty-two-year-old Mel Crouch,* who had called the task force and
left a message that he had information about Dayton Leroy Rogers.
When Strovink interviewed Crouch, he was informed that Dayton had
regularly visited Crouch's roommate, Tommy Parker,* when Crouch and
Parker had shared a house in north Portland. The purpose of
Dayton's visits, said Crouch, was to engage in a homosexual
relationship with Parker.

According to Crouch, Dayton had become
acquainted with Parker while attending a Seventh-Day Adventist
school together while both were still in their teens. They had
remained in contact with each other for years.

"When was the last time you saw Dayton?"
asked Strovink.

"This past winter—February or March of this
year," said Crouch. "Dayton has had a few sexual encounters with
Tommy through the years."

"Do you think Dayton's a bona fide
homosexual, then?"

"Oh, no. He's bisexual at most. I only
brought this up because, well, it could trigger a lot of anger if
he's fighting some kind of a trip, his sexual orientation, you
know."

"Did Tommy ever tell you anything unusual
about their sexual activity? Was Dayton into sa-domasochism or
anything like that?"

"I think Tommy did mention that Dayton was
rough at times, but not angrily rough. I can't recall the exact
words Tommy used, but there was some intimation that it was more
related to frustration or something like that."

"Mel, are you gay?"

"Yes."

"Okay. Then you would have obvious knowledge
or free conversation with Tommy, someone Tommy could freely confide
in."

"Yeah, I guess so. I've been there at the
house a couple of times when Tommy and Dayton went upstairs
together. Their encounter was pretty short—didn't last too long.
Not my type of relationship." Crouch laughed.

"I understand," said Strovink.

"Short and quick. But apparently they've been
doing it since they were kids."

Couch's mood turned somber, and it seemed to
Strovink that something else was on his mind. Finally he told
Strovink that the real reason he called the task force was not to
reveal Dayton's gay relationship with Tommy, but to tell him about
a black female prostitute who had been found dead, apparently
murdered, in a vacant lot near his and Tommy's house the morning
following one of Dayton's visits. He said he had a strange feeling
about Dayton and felt that Dayton might have been responsible for
the prostitute's death.

"The suspicion that Dayton might be involved
didn't come up until all of this Molalla business happened," said
Crouch.

"What month are we talking about?" asked
Strovink.

"February, I think. All I know is Dayton was
here in the evening hours before they found that young black
woman's body around the corner the next morning."

"Did you notice what type of vehicle Dayton
operated?"

"There was a little foreign pickup truck,
light in color, parked out in front of the house, and another car
nearby. I guess it was about nine o'clock in the evening. There was
some noise out front, too. Two guys talked to each other for a
little while, then the guy from the pickup went and sat with the
other guy in his car. I thought they were doing a drug deal or
something, and I was getting ready to call the police but they
moved on." He left Strovink with the impression that the guy in the
pickup might have been Dayton, although he had stopped short of
making a positive identification.

"Is that little pickup truck the one you
would associate with Dayton Rogers?" asked Strovink.

"In a way, yeah. See, Dayton came into the
house later. He stopped by and knocked on the door."

"This was after you saw the two guys out
front?"

"Yeah. It was about ten o'clock when he came
by. I let him in 'cause I knew he came by to see Tommy. But Tommy
was gone to a National Guard meeting. Dayton asked for a cup of
coffee, and I said, 'Sure. It's in the kitchen.' He sat down for a
few minutes and bullshitted about some machine or something and
then left. That's what he always did when Tommy wasn't home."

"Since you lived in a high vice area—near
Union—did you ever see Dayton soliciting prostitutes in the
neighborhood?"

"There was one afternoon, in late summer,
that I saw Dayton standing outside on Union. There were a couple of
girls, you know, doing their little trip. They kept walking, and
Dayton just sort of glared at them, if anything. But a lot of guys
do that."

"Is there anything else that you can think of
that would help me?" asked Strovink.

"No. It just seemed like Dayton and Tommy
were carrying on something that they'd been doing for years—sort of
an outlet, maybe. I think Dayton's got a lot of guilt going on
about his gay activities, and if he dislikes women underneath all
that, well, that could get pretty violent."

When Strovink related to Turner and Machado
what he'd learned, a whole new picture of Dayton Rogers began to
emerge. If he was in fact gay and had married only for convenience
and cover, then there could indeed be a lot of anger beneath his
family man facade. Had he been lashing out at women all of his
adult life simply because he could not come to terms with his own
sexuality? It certainly appeared that way to the investigators. Had
he actually murdered the black prostitute? It seemed a distinct
possibility. But would they be able to prove it?

On Tuesday, September 22, Strovink responded
to Lyon's Restaurant on Union Avenue in Portland, where he met with
Debra Solorio, twenty-five, a bartender at the restaurant's
cocktail lounge. Solorio had contacted the task force after seeing
Dayton's photo on a television news program and suggested that they
send someone out to talk to her. Having worked at the bar for five
years, she said she knew that Dayton had been coming in from
December 1984 through August 1987. She said she recognized him,
however, as an individual who went by the name of Steve.

Solorio said that Dayton came in once a week,
sometimes more often, and usually drank a golden Cadillac or a
screwdriver. He indicated that he was a gambler from Nevada, and he
often approached prostitutes when they came in for drinks.

She recalled at least one occasion when
Dayton told her that he couldn't understand why some women became
prostitutes for a living and that he didn't think women should sell
their bodies for money. She added, however, that despite his
apparent dislike of prostitutes, she often saw him talking with
hookers at the bar. Solorio said that Molalla victim Christine
Adams had been a regular customer and that she had seen her
soliciting customers in the bar. But she couldn't recall any
instances where she had seen Christine and Dayton together.

"He seemed to be an intelligent type," she
said. "He did magic tricks occasionally. I remember one in
particular where he transferred ashes from one hand to another
mysteriously."

His normal attire consisted of jeans or
corduroy slacks, a T-shirt under his dress shirt with the two top
buttons unfastened to form an open collar. She said that Dayton had
asked her out for a date on a few occasions, but she had always
turned him down.

"Do you happen to know what kind of vehicle
he drove?" asked Strovink.

"No, but he talked about having had an
accident in the Reno area and had purchased a new pickup
afterwards," she said. "He talked quite a bit about that type of
vehicle."

When Strovink returned to headquarters, he
ran a check with motor vehicles in Oregon and Nevada. The result of
the search turned up the fact that Dayton had owned a 1984 Datsun
pickup, brown in color. But it had been wrecked in California.
Shortly after the wreck, he purchased the blue 1985 Nissan
pickup.

When Strovink informed Turner of the new
information, Turner recalled the conversation he'd had with Lisa
Daniels, the young woman who in 1984 had gone to Eugene with Dayton
for dinner and drinks prior to being taken to the Molalla forest.
She had been correct in her description of the truck he had picked
her up in, after all. It had been a brown one. Both Lydia
Clark and Debra Solorio had confirmed that

Dayton had driven a brown pickup.

* * *

As one day followed another and gradually
faded into October, John Turner and his colleagues continued
putting in long days, often in excess of twelve hours, in their
efforts to build their cases against Dayton Rogers. District
Attorney James O'Leary was planning to try Dayton in two separate
trials: one for the murder of Jenny Smith and another for the
murders of the Molalla forest victims. Thus, Turner and his cohorts
had to garner evidence and identify potential witnesses appropriate
for each case. Unfortunately, not all of the witnesses and evidence
would be interchangeable, resulting in the need to set up and
maintain two separate case files.

When Tommy Parker learned that the task force
had interviewed Mel Crouch, his ex-roommate, and was looking for
him, he telephoned task force offices and set up a late-night
meeting with Strovink at the Alibi restaurant and bar on North
Interstate Avenue in Portland. When Strovink arrived, Parker was at
first uncooperative, angry that the cops were prying into his
private life over his homosexual relationship with Dayton Rogers.
Loud and obnoxious at first, Parker calmed down when Strovink
assured him that the task force was simply attempting to obtain
information pertaining to Rogers's background and that it wasn't an
effort to delve into Parker's private life.

Parker first became acquainted with Dayton in
1964, when the two of them were eleven years old. They were both
attending the same Seventh-Day Adventist academy when they had
their first homosexual encounter.

"Boys will be boys," said Parker.

Parker said his homosexual relationship with
Dayton persisted throughout the years and that they saw quite a lot
of each other between 1964 and 1969. Between 1969 and 1975,
however, the relationship cooled and became more or less a
hit-and-miss type of affair.

Parker described Dayton as a person with a
very high I.Q., which he believed to be around 145 on the
intelligence quotient scale. He said Dayton was a good businessman
with a good business sense, that he was a hardworking and
industrious person who possessed good mechanical skills. But he
also recognized that Dayton was a very secretive and shrewd
individual. An aura of mystery seemed to follow him.

When Dayton married Sherry, Parker told
Strovink that he was the best man at the wedding. He described
Sherry as a very beautiful woman, but she was also very religious
and bashful. It was Parker's understanding that if Sherry or any of
her family members became curious or concerned about Dayton's
extramarital activities, specifically his late hours or affairs
with other women, they were told by Dayton not to ask any
questions. It was also Parker's understanding that Dayton and
Sherry had an agreement about money, namely that Dayton had his own
from his earnings at the shop and that Sherry had her own from her
job at a Salem insurance agency.

The night before the wedding ceremony, Parker
and Dayton had a homosexual encounter. During this rendezvous,
Parker and Dayton had each taken a Polaroid photograph of each
other's erected penis. Parker said that Dayton had told him that he
later showed the photographs to Sherry, for reasons that Parker
said were unknown to him. He reasoned that maybe Dayton had been
turned on by showing her the kinky photos. Whatever Dayton's reason
had been, Parker said he was certain that Sherry was aware of the
homosexual relationship between Dayton and himself.

On one occasion, Parker went to the Oregon
State Correctional Institution in Salem to visit with Dayton when
Dayton was doing time there on a rape charge. During that visit,
Dayton had confided to Parker that he was having homosexual
relationships with some of the inmates. Parker described Dayton as
a very gentle man and a good lover who was not into kinky sex and
toys. Following Dayton's release from prison, he came to Portland
often to see Parker, at least four to five times a month. Dayton
frequently called him from a Denny's restaurant, just to let him
know he was in town.

Parker told Strovink that on one occasion
Dayton had told him that "I wish you would have kept the
relationship going. You would have prevented me from marrying my
first wife and prevented me from marrying women." Parker felt
certain that Dayton married Sherry as a cover to conceal his
homosexual appetite and to maintain a respectable family presence
to gain community acceptance.

On one occasion, one of Dayton's sisters told
Parker that "there is a darker side to that man," a reference to
Dayton and his personality.

Parker also knew of another sexually related
incident that had been described to him by Dayton. Dayton had told
him of a male relative who had inserted a needle into the head of
his own penis while Dayton watched. The self-inflicted act had left
Dayton shocked, and Dayton's recounting of it had left an indelible
memory in Parker's mind.

There was little doubt in Strovink's mind
that Dayton's sexual inadequacy stemmed from unusual or deviant
acts he had experienced during childhood. It was little wonder that
Dayton could find release only from violent sexual acts and murder.
He had needed help a long time ago but, sadly, hadn't gotten
it.







Chapter 21

As they studied Dayton's background, it
became increasingly clearer to Turner and the other task force
detectives that he fit many of the general characteristics of the
classic profile of a serial killer developed years earlier by
Special Agent John E. Douglas of the FBI's Behavioral Sciences Unit
at Quantico, Virginia. Douglas and several of his colleagues
defined serial murder as the killing "of separate victims with time
breaks between victims," with the breaks being as short as a few
hours but as long as days, weeks, or even months. The so-called
time breaks were referred to by Douglas as a "cooling off" period.
Dayton clearly qualified as a serial killer under Douglas's
definition.

Turner had realized early in the
investigation, even before interviewing any surviving witnesses,
that Dayton's crimes were also sexual in nature. It was obvious.
All of his victims were nude when found, and the multiple stabbings
and cuttings to the bodies also indicated that the murders were
sexual and committed during sadistic fantasy. Because of the length
of time that the bodies had lain in the woods and the fact that
they were so badly decomposed, the criminologists had not been able
to locate, much less collect, semen samples. It simply was no
longer there in any identifiable form. There was no doubt that he
suffered from symptoms known in law enforcement and psychology
circles as "episodic aggressive behavior."

Dayton's aberrant behavior, first and
foremost, was ritualistic, though not necessarily in the ceremonial
meaning of the term. Turner had found that Dayton's crimes, whether
he allowed his victims to live or whether he killed them, were
repeated in a definite observable pattern which thus formed the
ritual. The pattern rarely digressed from crime to crime, and it
seemed he was unable to alter it even to change or disguise his
modus operandi. He always chose prostitutes, easy victims of
opportunity, some of whom in all likelihood had even initiated
contact with him as he trolled the city streets. His ritual was
crystal clear: bondage, torture, sexual deviancy, mutilation, and
murder. His ritualistic behavior, simply put, provided the
framework in which his darkest fantasies could be carried out, and
in some dark way he was able to justify his actions to himself.

From what Turner had discerned from the
testimonials of the victims who had survived, Dayton's patterns
also clearly fit the various phases of the ritual of serial murder
that such killers go through. Dayton always started out in a
fantasy state that involved bondage, in which he imagined the
tremendous power he could possess over women who had been
incapacitated. Fantasizing about it turned him on, elevated his
mood, and became the springboard that hurled him into action. Then
he would begin trolling the high vice areas and wooing his
potential victims with the promise of money.

Once he had his victim baited and inside his
truck, he would demonstrate his power over her, which essentially
comprised the capturing phase of the ritual. Hours later, after he
reached the apex of his sexual frenzy, he would murder his victim
in the most horrifying way imaginable. Afterward he would take
souvenirs of his kill, apparently clothing and jewelry, to aid him
in reliving the episode again and again within the confines of his
tormented mind. It was conceivable that he had also planned to take
body parts as trophies, but since he left the sawed-off feet and
eviscerated remains at the crime scenes, Turner could only
speculate on that point. But eventually, after growing tired of
reliving what had already occurred and his bloodlust no longer
satisfied, Dayton's desire for a new victim and fresh blood became
uncontrollable and he would become depressed. It seemed that it was
always within days or sometimes merely hours before Dayton entered
the depression phase, during which the vicious cycle would begin
all over again. The thought processes and feelings were similar,
perhaps identical, to those that other sex criminals, such as
exhibitionists and rapists, experience, except that the
consequences of Dayton's, as well as other serial killers', actions
were unarguably much more severe.

The variances in Dayton's method of operation
were minute, if they could be observed at all. Unlike many serial
killers, he did not seem to place his victims' bodies into any
special or peculiar positions that would be indicative of the
"ceremonial" form of the ritual that some killers go through. He
merely dumped them in the Molalla forest, an area he had been
familiar with for a good many years and so had grown to be
comfortable with. Unlike some serial killers, it did not seem like
he wanted his victims to be found, though he made little attempt to
bury or otherwise cover their bodies. It was generally accepted
that he felt the elements of nature and the remoteness of his
dumping ground would prevent them from being found. He definitely
wasn't seeking publicity or recognition by committing the atrocious
acts, but rather was fulfilling some sort of primal need that the
normal mind has difficulty comprehending.

Turner detected that Dayton had no sense of
remorse, and conceded that it was possible that Dayton thought he
was doing mankind a service by ridding it of street whores. From
everything that Turner had so far learned about Dayton it seemed
possible, even likely, that he held a deep-seated hatred toward
women, perhaps even feeling that they could not be trusted. From
the interviews with witnesses, Dayton's blood seemed to boil when
he observed women openly prostituting themselves for money.

In other behavior patterns that the task
force detectives observed, Dayton obviously wore a mask of sanity,
as most serial killers do. He not only wanted to conceal his
homosexual activities and homicidal binges, but he wanted to feel
accepted, even respected in his community. His mask of sanity was
illustrated by the fact that he had a wife, a child, and was a
successful businessman. Although he had a prior criminal record,
Dayton managed to keep it under wraps from most people he knew and
with whom he associated. When all was said and done, it seemed as
if he had a split personality.

Dayton was also compulsive. His
compulsiveness manifested itself in his neatness and cleanliness.
Not only did he keep his own body clean, but he had kept his shop,
his truck, and his home meticulous. Everything clearly had its
place and was kept in its place.

In addition, Turner found, Dayton seemed to
have a chronic inability to tell the truth. His lying manifested
itself when he would encounter a former victim and, when asked by
the victim herself about what he had done, would lie and say he
didn't do it or would feign forgetfulness. He would also lie
regularly to his wife about working late at the shop when he would
in fact be out maiming, torturing, and killing women on any given
night. Turner viewed Dayton's lying to his wife as a form of
self-preservation. He couldn't be truthful because he knew she
would go to the police if she was aware of what he had really been
up to.

Dayton, Turner observed, seemed to possess
traits of both the organized and the disorganized
offender. In the final analysis, however, Dayton appeared more
organized than disorganized. Disorganized offenders seemed to
operate closer to their homes, within their safety or "comfort
zone," and normally were not concerned about the physical evidence
left at the crime scene. Dayton seemed to venture out from his
comfort zone—that is, he did not commit his crimes close to home.
But he did seem to stay within the confines of Union Avenue, 82nd
Street, and the Molalla forest, all of which, perhaps, could be
considered his comfort zone. He littered the crime scenes with
bondage devices, alcohol bottles, orange juice containers, and a
knife, as a disorganized killer would do.

While roaming free, he was a predator, and
even under lock and key he remained psychopathic, as most organized
serial killers are. He seemed to live by the credo that rules were
made to be broken, and had exhibited chronic aberrant behavior
patterns throughout much of his life. Dayton also seemed to plan
out his crimes and had assembled and carried with him all of the
items he would need to accomplish his grisly deeds, items such as
ropes, elastic cords, knives, straps, collars, and anything else
that would make his control over the victim and commission of the
crime easier to carry out. Yet another trait of the organized
serial killer that Dayton clearly held was that, despite having a
high I.Q., he often had low grades in school.

Also, the organized offender is more likely
to be successful in carrying out a more lengthy series of murders
than the disorganized type before getting caught because he has a
tendency to make fewer mistakes and he will not leave his victims'
bodies too close to his comfort zone. Dayton clearly possessed
traits of both a disorganized and an organized serial killer and so
it was difficult to classify him precisely as either. Dayton's
apparent mishmash of both types illustrated the complexity of such
killers.

Moreover, Dayton's history of serious
assault, deviate sexual behavior, and obvious hypersexuality, the
possibility that he was abused both sexually and physically as a
child, and his history of alcohol and drug abuse served to augment
his patterns of episodic aggressive behavior. There was no doubt in
Turner's mind that Dayton Leroy Rogers had been a serial killer in
the making for a long, long time. He was glad that Dayton was
behind bars, and he wanted to make certain that he remained so.

As Turner continued to build his cases
against Dayton, he contacted a number of people who knew the murder
suspect. Kenneth Wertz, a former employee of Dayton's, told Turner
about an occasion when he picked up burnable refuse from inside the
shop at Small Engine Repair Unlimited and asked Dayton if he wanted
him to dispose of it in the wood stove. Dayton took the trash from
him and told him he would rather do it himself, which Wertz
considered odd. On another occasion, Wertz said he found a woman's
high-heel shoe next to the wood stove. It was another oddity that
he couldn't get out of his mind after the Molalla forest killings
had come to light.

Once, when he and Dayton were discussing
family life, Wertz said that Dayton told him that he resented his
parents and indicated that religion had been forced on him as a
child. During a discussion about Dayton's wife and
eighteen-month-old son, Dayton made the comment to Wertz that
"having a family cuts down on your sex life." There was nothing
else that he considered unusual about Dayton or his habits and
lifestyle that he could think of.

Lynn B. Johnson, who worked as a tool
salesman and was a business acquaintance of Dayton's, explained to
Turner that he had frequently taken air and power tools to Dayton's
shop in Woodburn to be repaired. He said that Dayton had always
done excellent work and took only a few days at most to finish each
job. However, by April or May 1987, Johnson noticed that Dayton's
work began to slip. Dayton appeared exhausted during this period
and looked like he had been going without sleep for long periods.
He became months behind in the work that Johnson brought to him,
and eventually Johnson seldom saw him at his shop. Johnson didn't
know what had happened to Dayton, but he felt that something very
wrong was going on in his personal life.

In response to a message left at the task
force offices, Turner contacted Roberto Ancisco, forty-five, who
had worked as the floor manager of the Coast to Coast store in
Woodburn when Dayton still worked there at the store's small-engine
repair shop, prior to opening his own shop. Ancisco had worked with
Dayton for nearly two years, and although they had gotten off to a
bad start with each other, eventually the two became friends.

"What did you think about Dayton?" asked
Turner.

"I thought he was a nice guy," said Ancisco.
"I never imagined that he would do something like what's being
reported. Sometimes he was temperamental, sometimes he was a little
weird. Even though I always took it with a grain of salt, Dayton
sometimes talked about coming to Portland, going out with different
girls, stuff like that."

Ancisco explained that Dayton often came to
work early, sometimes an hour or so before anyone else. Sometimes
he would be carrying paper grocery bags, but Ancisco did not know
what was inside them.

"Sometimes I'd watch him and he would take a
sack, a brown sack, to and from the shop. I always suspected that
he was stealing tools. He would take stuff to and from the truck
really early in the morning and then he'd take off."

"Were they small bags or large ones? Heavy or
light?" asked Turner.

"It looked like they were light, because he
wasn't putting a lot of strength into holding them. He could fit
them underneath the seat of his truck. I just kept it under my hat,
because my boss always defended him."

"What do you mean? Defend him how?"

"Every time I'd complain about Dayton the
boss would say, 'Leave him alone. I'll take care of it.' You know,
that kind of shit."

It wasn't uncommon for Dayton to change
clothes, either, upon his arrival at work, and he frequently
carried a change of clean clothes in the back of his pickup.

"I'd sometimes ask him, 'Dayton, why do you
have clean clothes in the back of your truck?' He would say, 'Well,
I'm going to Portland after work.' And he would change into them in
our bathroom at the store. He would wash up, shave, put cologne on,
and take off like he was a different man."

"Did you ever see him throw away any
clothes?" asked Turner.

"No. He always kept the clothes, even the
dirty ones, there in his truck. He sometimes had a coat hanger or
two hanging on the hook inside the truck."

There were those damn coat hangers again. How
many times had people linked Dayton with coat hangers since Turner
began the investigation? Turner couldn't even begin to recount the
instances, but each time the hangers were mentioned, their
significance reached out and hit Turner like a bolt of
lightning.

There were instances, said Ancisco, when
Dayton would leave the store and head off to Portland during
business hours. Dayton made the trips when the hardware store's
owner was gone on business and as time went on, the runs to
Portland became more frequent.

"Dayton would come up to me about nine
o'clock in the morning to tell me had to go to Portland. When I'd
ask him what for, he always said he had to go to Black & Decker
or to Homelight Chainsaws, companies we did business with. I'd look
at my watch and say, 'Okay. What time you gonna be back?' He
usually said, 'I'll be back around one o'clock.' He always told me
that he was going to take his lunch, too, before coming back to
work. But then he wouldn't show up when he said he would."

"He wouldn't come back anytime?" Turner
pressed.

"Not until three or four o'clock in the
afternoon. And then I'd say, 'Dayton? Where the hell have you
been?' And he'd say that he got tied up in traffic. When he could
see that I didn't believe him and that I was mad, he'd say he was
over on Union. 'You should have seen the girls up there,' he'd say.
I'd say, 'What the hell were you doing over on Union when Black
& Decker was on the other side of the Willamette River?' He'd
just shrug it off and say that he had some business to take care of
over there."

"Did you ever see him throw anything away
after he returned from one of these trips?" Turner wanted to
know.

"No. He just carried those brown bags to and
from the shop and kept them underneath the seat of the truck."

On one occasion, said Ancisco, he and Dayton
were chatting at the store sometime in July 1985, when the subject
of their discussion eventually turned toward women. Ancisco, who
was divorced, said Dayton encouraged him to go out and "pick up
women." Dayton also talked about a young blond woman, the daughter
of one of Ancisco's friends. Dayton wanted Ancisco to introduce him
to the woman.

"'Why don't you introduce me to her?'"
Ancisco quoted Dayton as having asked. "'I'd sure like to go out
with her.' I said, 'Why don't you just leave her alone? You know
she's married and so are you.' He'd always shake his head, lick his
lips, and say, 'I'd sure like to go out with her.' "

"Was there anything else that struck you as
strange about Dayton?"

"One time he told me he picked up two girls
during one of his trips to Portland, and these girls supposedly
took him to their homes, where he said he'd had a wild time with
them," said Ancisco. "But I never believed him, to tell you the
truth. Talk is cheap, and he had a beautiful wife, a very nice
lady, and a brand-new son. I just never took it serious."

Occasionally, when they went out together to
a restaurant or a bar, Dayton frequently attempted to hustle the
waitresses.

"He'd tell them dirty jokes and make obscene
gestures at them. When I told him I didn't know how he could do
that to those girls, he just shrugged and said, 'Aw, they love it,
you know.' I'd shake my head and tell him he was crazy, and then
he'd just look at me and laugh that silly laugh of his and say,
'Bobby. You just don't know me.' "

"Did you ever notice him going through mood
swings?"

"Oh, yeah. At times he was a real nice guy.
Other times he'd lose his temper. There was one occasion when he
and I got into it over the way he treated a customer. He took a
hammer and he slapped it and pounded it on the bench like he wanted
to hit me with it. I said, 'Just cool off, Dayton. You don't treat
customers like that.' Then he'd back off. He seemed like he had two
sides to him. Sometimes it was like he wasn't even there, that his
mind was away, thinking about something else."

Ancisco explained that Dayton once asked him
if he'd ever had kinky sex or torture sex. Although it had shocked
him, Ancisco brushed off the remarks by thinking that Dayton must
have been joking or was crazy.

"He said, 'Have you ever had kinky sex?' And
I said, 'No. What do you mean by kinky sex?' He clarified it by
saying, 'Torture sex.' "

On one occasion when he went to lunch with
Dayton and rode in Dayton's truck, Ancisco said he pushed the
button on the glove compartment and a kitchen knife tumbled out.
When Ancisco picked it up, Dayton looked at him icily, then took
the knife out of his hand and placed it back inside the glove
compartment.

"He talked to me about violence and women,"
said Ancisco, clarifying that Dayton never mentioned anyone by name
that he'd been violent with. "I said, 'You know, Dayton. If
somebody ever hurt my daughters, I would find the man and I would
get even with him.' He'd just laugh and say, 'Sure, Bobby. If you
only knew things about me.' "

When they would discuss acts of violence they
had read about in the newspapers, things such as rape and murder,
Dayton always laughed about it. It seemed to Ancisco that Dayton
thought violence against women was a joke.

"I said, 'Dayton. To me it's not a joke,
because I've got two daughters, teenagers, and if anybody ever hurt
them I would take care of the guy who did it. I really would,
Dayton, because they are my flesh and blood.'

"I would not let anybody get away with
something like that," he continued. "That's why I called you,
Detective Turner. Because if he killed this Jennifer and those
girls up in the Molalla forest—well, no matter what they were,
they're still human beings and nobody has the right to ..."

Ancisco's voice trailed off, leaving the
sentence unfinished. But Turner knew what he meant.

"You look at it the same way I do," responded
Turner. "That's the only way I can look at it anymore—I just do my
job, and I could care less what kind of backgrounds these girls
had. They had the right to live, and somebody took that right,
along with their lives, away from them."

Turner learned from the Oregon Liquor Control
Commission that Hublein Corporation bottled Smirnoff vodka. He then
telephoned Thomas D'Zialo, product manager for Hublein, to inquire
about the Smirnoff miniatures, the fifty-milliliter containers used
by airlines. Turner read off the product code numbers from the
bottles that were found at the Molalla crime scene to D'Zialo, who,
after checking his company's records, determined that those bottles
had been filled in Hartford, Connecticut, on May 18, 1987. D'Zialo
further explained that Hublein's records showed that part of the
miniature bottle production from that day was shipped to the Oregon
Liquor Control Commission for distribution to Oregon liquor stores
about ten days later. Turner subsequently learned from an Oregon
Liquor Control Commission official that a shipment of Smirnoff
miniatures had been sent to the Woodburn liquor store on June 18th
and another on July 1.

The Smirnoff miniatures bearing the code
numbers in question were available for purchase prior to when the
Molalla victims began disappearing. They were in place on store
shelves, ready for sale, at the Woodburn liquor store at the times
when Dayton had made his purchases.

When Turner got off the phone, he was handed
a report from Elizabeth A. Carpenter, a criminologist with the
Oregon State Police Crime Laboratory. Carpenter's report showed
that the Regency-Sheffield knife found at the Molalla forest crime
scene contained a small bit of human tissue, roughly about the size
of a grain of rice. Although she indicated that it was of human
origin, she said she was unable to match the tissue fragment to any
blood type or other type of classification.

Turner also read a report from Special Agent
John L. Quill, an FBI fiber expert. The good news was that Quill
stated that two deteriorated sections of shoelaces found at the
Molalla forest crime scene had been tied with two half hitches at
each end and a granny knot in the middle. It was the same
combination of knots that had been found at the scene of Jenny
Smith's murder. The bad news was that granny knots and two half
hitches are knots commonly used by any number of the public at
large and require no special expertise to tie. With regard to
Turner's question of whether the knots had been tied by a right-or
left-handed person, Quill could not say.

On October 7, 1987, a Clackamas County grand
jury indicted Dayton Leroy Rogers on charges of aggravated murder
in connection with Jenny Smith's death. The indictment alleged that
Dayton murdered Jenny during the course of rape, kidnapping, sexual
abuse, and torture. It also alleged that Dayton murdered her to
cover up the other crimes. A conviction on any one of the theories
of aggravated murder could get Dayton a sentence of death or a life
prison term.

Dayton pleaded not guilty to the charges and
retained Oregon City attorney Arthur B. Knauss to defend him.
Surprisingly, Knauss revealed that Dayton would claim self-defense
in Jenny Smith's death. Many felt that, had the case not been so
tragic, such a defense would have been laughable, particularly with
all of the evidence that pointed to Dayton's guilt. Dayton was
continued held in the Clackamas County Jail without bail.

Because of the magnitude of the Jenny Smith
case and the Molalla forest murders, it came as no surprise to
anyone when Clackamas County District Attorney James O'Leary
announced that he had assigned his chief deputy, Andrejs "Andy"
Eglitis to prosecute both cases. Eglitis was known as a tough
prosecutor, highly intelligent, articulate, and respected, and he
had been in on both cases from the beginning. Even though he had
lost a couple of well-publicized cases over the years, his wins far
outnumbered his losses. If they were going to get Dayton Rogers the
death sentence, which O'Leary wanted, Eglitis was the right man for
the job.







Chapter 22

In the early part of October, the Molalla
Forest Task Force received a telephone tip that one of the
remaining unidentified forest victims could be Nondace "Noni" Kae
Cervantes, twenty-six, originally from Tempe, Arizona. When Turner
checked the National Crime Information Center's computer data banks
to see if she had a criminal record, he learned that she had been
arrested in Canby on July 6, 1979, on a misdemeanor charge of
public indecency, specifically indecent exposure. She had been
arrested again in 1984 in Portland on accusations of trespassing
and assault. Turner contacted the Canby Police Department, and they
agreed to dig out and send him the crime report on the public
indecency charge. The Portland Police Bureau agreed to do likewise
with its trespassing and assault report.

Meanwhile, Turner located one of Noni's
relatives who lived in Oregon. The relative said she hadn't seen
Noni for some time, at least for two or three months. She said she
thought she had last seen her in Portland on July 24, when Noni was
living at a downtown hotel. The hotel was described as a "shooting
gallery," and its primary residents consisted of former prisoners,
drug addicts, and prostitutes.

The relative told Turner that Noni was into
drugs, particularly cocaine, heroin, marijuana, and alcohol. She
was known to inject cocaine and heroin intravenously, but the
relative did not know if Noni worked as a prostitute. The relative
said that Noni had been seen by a psychiatrist when she was
younger.

"I think she just liked the rock groups and
that sort of thing," said the relative. "She was quite adolescent
in her likes, but we all loved her. She was always beautiful. Her
pictures don't do her justice at all. She could have been a
Harper's Bazaar model, she had such beautiful features. She
was a slender, tall girl."

Turner tracked down an acquaintance of
Noni's, who described the missing woman as wild. She said Noni was
a heavy drinker, and confirmed that she was heavily into drugs and
moved around a lot.

"Noni looked like something out of the
Goodwill box," said the acquaintance, who added that she hadn't
seen her for some time.

A couple of days later, Turner received the
crime report on Noni from the Canby Police Department. Officers
Dale Janzen and Robert Ek had been dispatched to the corner of 2nd
Avenue and Elm Street in Canby on July 6, 1979, after a shocked
citizen reported seeing a female exposer in front of what had
previously been a Baptist church.

When Janzen and Ek arrived, they had observed
a leg protruding from behind a tree in front of the former church.
As they approached, the two officers saw a naked woman lying on the
front lawn of the church. She was face up, massaging her left
breast with her left hand, and she was fondling her vagina,
masturbating, with her right hand. Her eyes were closed, and she
seemed to have been enjoying herself. She wasn't even aware that
the officers had arrived.

When she realized that she was being
observed, she sat up but made no attempt to cover her body. She
appeared very intoxicated, and the officers smelled a strong odor
of alcohol on her breath.

It was a busy intersection, and several cars
had passed by slowly to get a peek at the naked woman. Finally
Janzen and Ek managed to get her into their patrol car and found
her clothes lying in the bushes nearby. After being asked to do so,
she put her clothes back on. She began laughing.

"This is nothing to get upset about," she
said, still laughing. "I do this all the time in California."

"Why were you doing that?" asked Janzen.

"Because I haven't had a fuck in some time.
I'm horny as hell, and you guys came too soon. I didn't even reach
climax."

She added that the first time she ever made
love was inside a church she had broken into, and she felt that the
churchyard was a good place to masturbate.

"What is your name, miss?" asked Janzen.

"Linda Blair," she responded. "And I'm going
to throw up all over you!"

She had no identification on her. However,
after arriving at the police station, she finally told the two
officers that her name wasn't Linda. It was Nondace Kae Cervantes.
She told them that she was an actress and that she wanted to become
a porno queen. She couldn't understand why everyone was making such
a fuss about her masturbating on the church lawn. She said she had
committed no crime, was born nude, and that she did that sort of
thing all the time. She was living in Canby at the time, she
said.

Noni was convicted of indecent exposure in
Canby Municipal Court and placed on bench probation for one year.
Basically, all that meant was that she had to report in regularly
to a probation officer and stay out of trouble.

When Turner checked Noni's police record in
Arizona, he came up empty-handed. She had no arrest record with the
Tempe police, none with the Phoenix police, and none with the
Arizona Department of Public Safety (state police).

On Wednesday morning, October 14, Turner
received a call from Dr. Larry Lewman, acting state medical
examiner. Lewman told him that one of Noni's relatives from Arizona
had called him and was concerned that Noni might be one of the
Molalla forest victims. He said the relative mentioned that Noni
had had jaw surgery several years ago and that she might very well
be Body #3.

"I don't know how the relative heard about
the Molalla killings in Arizona," Lewman told Turner. "But she said
Noni had been missing and the height, weight, and so on fit pretty
well, particularly the surgery she'd had on her left jaw."

Turner promptly called Lieutenant Colleen Aas
at the Oregon State Police Identification Bureau. Aas was trying to
match the fingerprints of the Molalla forest victims to prints of
missing females, and Aas told Turner that she had obtained fairly
good prints from the hands of Body #3. After Turner filled her in
on the latest developments concerning Noni Cervantes, Aas agreed to
coordinate identification efforts with law enforcement authorities
which had Noni's fingerprints on file.

Later that same afternoon, Aas informed
Turner that she had made a match. Body #3 was in fact Noni
Cervantes, making Noni the first of the Molalla forest victims to
be identified through fingerprints.

As he reflected on the case, Turner recalled
that Noni was the victim that had been eviscerated and had likely
died so horribly. Not that the others hadn't; they, too, had died
slow and painful deaths. It was just that it was so hard to
visualize someone, even a maniac, inserting a knife blade, possibly
a machete, into a woman's vagina and then ripping her all the way
up the middle. He also considered it ironic that Noni had lived in
Canby, not too far from where Dayton Leroy Rogers had lived.







Chapter 23

At 9 A.M. on Monday, November 2, detectives
Turner, Machado, and Strovink, accompanied by Criminologist John
Gilliland, met Oregon State Police Criminologist Bob Thompson at
the Clackamas County Sheriff's Office property room, essentially a
large warehouse-type structure located adjacent to the county jail.
They were there to execute a second search warrant on Dayton Leroy
Rogers's light-blue Nissan pickup.

The reason for the second search warrant was
simple. The first time the truck was searched had been in
connection with Jenny Smith's murder. Since then the Molalla forest
bodies had been discovered, along with an abundance of evidence
that linked Dayton to those crimes as well. Since they were
essentially investigating two cases, the lawmen had to have a
second search warrant that stipulated what they were searching for
with regard to the second case. Everything was going to be done by
the numbers on this one. There could be no room for slipups.

First, they disassembled and removed the
bench seat from the pickup. Then they removed the left and right
door panels and took out the floor covering. Numerous blood samples
were collected and hair and fiber samples were obtained by vacuum
sweepings from the now-bare interior locations. What appeared to be
some kind of larvae husks were collected from a blood-soaked
portion of the underside of the floor mat. From the pickup's
exterior, they removed elastic cords and ropes that were strewn
about the bed, and soil samples were collected from the wheel
wells. The effort took most of the morning.

At 1 P.M., the yellow Mustang that Dayton's
wife formerly owned was brought to the sheriff's office by its new
owner, who had agreed to allow Turner to collect fiber and hair
samples from its interior. Because so much time had passed since
Dayton had used the vehicle, it was doubtful that anything useful
would be obtained. But since Turner had gone to the trouble of
tracing the car down, he figured he might as well collect potential
evidence from it. As suspected, though, he soon realized that the
effort had been futile.

At 1:10 P.M. Machado received a call from
Deputy Dave Broomfield, who informed him that Body #1 had been
positively identified as Reatha Marie Gyles, sixteen. The missing
person report that Reatha's mother had filed on July 29 had
surfaced in Broomfield's computer as a possible Molalla forest
victim, and a comparison of Reatha's dental charts to the teeth of
Body #1 had matched. There were other identifying factors as well,
such as the distinctive pelvic and hip surgery that Lewman had
noted during the autopsy on Body #1. Reatha, it turned out, had
gone through several such surgeries at Portland's Shriner's
Hospital while growing up, due to congenitally dislocated hips.

An hour later Turner and Machado drove to the
Gyles residence and delivered the bad news. For-tunately, the
pastor from the church that the Gyleses attended was there visiting
when the detectives arrived. Although the pastor's presence seemed
to be comforting to the family, it didn't make it any easier for
Turner and Machado to tell them that Reatha had been murdered.

The family revealed that they knew that
Reatha was a prostitute. They told the detectives that she normally
worked 82nd Avenue near Powell Boulevard. Except for a girl they
had heard of only by the name of Dee Dee, they didn't know the
names of any of the other girls Reatha had associated with on 82nd.
Dee Dee, they thought, was older than Reatha, about twenty-one, and
they thought that she hung out with Reatha at the Game Room, a
popular teen gathering spot on 82nd.

Family members identified a jewelry pendant
that Turner had brought along as Reatha's. It was two Playboy
bunnies facing each other, and she normally wore it on a gold
chain. They also identified a pair of underpants found at the
Molalla forest site that had "Thursday's Child" stitched into the
fabric. They also thought that a pair of jeans found at the site
had belonged to Reatha.

When Turner tracked down Reatha's boyfriend,
Leonard Todd Thornton, at a Washington State Job Corps center, he
confirmed much of what Reatha's family had told him and Machado.
Leonard said that he last saw Reatha alive on July 21, when he
dropped her off on 82nd Avenue so she could look for a customer. He
explained that he wasn't Reatha's pimp, that she didn't have one.
He said he didn't like the fact that Reatha worked as a prostitute,
but the money attracted him. Leonard identified the pair of blue
jeans and the metal Playboy bunny pendant found at the Molalla
site. He said he had given Reatha the pendant. When Turner
mentioned Reatha's acquaintance, Dee Dee, Leonard immediately
identified her as Cynthia Diane DeVore, another prostitute.

When Turner had crime analyst Broomfield run
Cynthia's name through his computer, nothing came up. There had
been no missing person reports filed on her, but she did have a
police record. She had been arrested twice in Multnomah County on
accusations of unauthorized use of a motor vehicle in December 1985
and again in June 1987. In the latter case, she had told police
that she had been hitchhiking and was picked up by a man who was
driving a stolen car, but the follow-up investigation indicated
that her involvement was more than what she had acknowledged. At
the time of Turner's inquiry, according to Portland Police Bureau
Detective David Simpson, Cynthia was wanted on a warrant for
failing to show up in court to answer to the charges. Turner listed
her as a possible Molalla forest victim, along with hundreds of
other missing women.

Much of December entailed more of the same
for the task force detectives, namely interviewing area hookers who
claimed to have had contacts with Dayton Leroy Rogers. They were
also called out to the Molalla forest area on several occasions to
investigate shoes and articles of clothing that had been discovered
by area residents, and to look into reports of strange and unusual
odors that some said smelled like decomposing flesh. However, they
failed to find the sources of the odors, and the shoes and clothing
had been dumped in the area quite some time ago. They were in fact
rotten, and there was nothing to indicate that they had any bearing
on the case. In short, the calls amounted to a wild goose chase,
but it had been necessary to check them out just the same.

It wasn't until December 28 that anything new
that was of particular significance surfaced. At 4:55 P.M. that day
Detective Strovink was contacted by a concerned citizen who also
happened to be a longtime friend of Dayton Leroy Rogers's family.
The caller identified himself as Clifford Shirley and offered what
Strovink considered vital information to the case.

Shirley told Strovink that he had received
information during the Christmas holiday that had been shared
between his wife, Sherry Shirley, and relatives of Dayton's. He
said that his wife had been told that Dayton had confessed to his
mother and a sister that he was responsible for the murders of
Jenny Smith and the Molalla forest killings. The information was
passed on to Turner, who followed up on it the next day.

At 9:45 the next morning, Turner and
Detective Lynda Estes responded to Clifford and Sherry Shirley's
place of business in Sherwood, Oregon, a small community southwest
of Portland. During the interview they were told that Dayton's
sister, Connie, had confided to a family friend that Dayton had
confessed to her and his mother about the murders. Connie, Clifford
said, had also questioned Dayton as to whether or not he was
involved in the Green River murders. Dayton had said that he
wasn't. However, when he was asked about two skulls that had been
found in the Tigard area, he had become evasive. Shirley could not
understand why Connie had not come forward with the information,
but felt that if Turner and Estes went to see her she would talk to
them.

Turner and Estes arrived at Connie's
apartment in Tualatin, a Portland suburb, at 11:05 A.M. When Turner
asked if he and Estes could talk to her about Dayton, Connie smiled
and said, "I like cops. I really do." She added that she
appreciated what they were trying to accomplish, but she did not
want to talk with them at that time.

"I'm sure you can appreciate the position I'm
in," she said. She told the detectives that she believed God had
put them there to do their job, but she just did not want to talk
to them.

They contacted other family members of
Dayton's, including his mother, but none of them would confirm
Clifford Shirley's report that Dayton had confessed the
murders.

On December 31, Estes contacted Clifford
Shirley by telephone. Before she could say why she was calling,
Clifford told her he was glad she had called. He said that he had
intended to call her or Turner anyway, to let them know that he and
his wife had visited with Connie and another of Dayton's relatives,
at which time Clifford had informed them that he had talked to the
police about Dayton's purported confessions.

Connie, in responding, had explained to
Clifford that she should not be saying anything at all about
Dayton's case on the advice of legal counsel, adding that she had
already said too much. She denied to the Shirleys that Dayton had
actually confessed the Molalla forest murders to her, but that it
was only in her own thoughts that she believed Dayton was guilty.
She did indicate that Dayton had confessed something to her,
but it was not the Molalla murders and she was not going to say
what it pertained to.

Before leaving for the evening, however,
Connie did reveal to the Shirleys that Dayton had called her on the
evening of the day that Turner and Estes had visited her. She said
she had told him that the detectives had been there, and it had
upset him that the police were still fishing for information.

As the new year of 1988 began, Turner had run
down additional information about Cynthia Diane DeVore, Dee Dee to
her street friends and johns. Among the things he learned was that
she was the daughter of an alcoholic mother and a father she never
knew. She practically grew up on the streets until state
authorities stepped in and removed her from her less than adequate
environment. Still, she seemed to have little or no idea where
life's road was taking her.

Gone were the beatings and the neglect, the
hunger and the fear of being left alone, once the state Children's
Services Division became involved and placed her in a series of
foster homes. Although saddened by the changes at first, she
eventually felt grateful that she no longer had to answer to her
mother for the things she had done "wrong," which, apparently, had
included merely being alive. When she was adopted out of a foster
home by a decent family at age eleven, Dee Dee's life suddenly took
on new hope. She made a lot of friends, her grades improved
markedly, and she even began dreaming about growing up and going to
college someday.

Slowly, however, her life began to turn again
for the worse. She began running with the wrong crowd and took to
the streets, hanging out at the video arcades on 82nd Avenue with
the other street kids and staying out late. She was soon
experimenting with drugs, first alcohol, then marijuana, and it
wasn't long before she advanced into the harder drugs and began
regularly using crank, a powerful methamphetamine. She eventually
became a "bag bitch" for her dealer, which helped to pay the costs
of her own drugs. Although her life had already begun to fall
apart, it wasn't until she dropped out of Cleveland High School
during her sophomore year that she truly headed down the dead-end
road of no return. As her dependence on drugs increased, she lost
much of her self-respect and began slipping farther and farther
into the abyss of death. Occasionally she would pull herself out of
the muck, and found herself in and out of a number of drug
rehabilitation centers, to no avail. Her adoptive parents, who had
initially been so optimistic about her future, soon felt hopeless.
When Dee Dee quit coming home, they nearly gave up on her. She was
lost, and there seemed to be no way back for her.

Although broad in the hips, Dee Dee, despite
her life-style, was still a good-looking girl with long, flowing
brown hair, blue eyes, long, thin arms, and a large bust. At five
feet seven inches tall and 120 pounds, she naturally attracted a
number of boys and young men, with whom she frequently slept
around. At nineteen she became pregnant and defiantly announced to
everyone that she was going to keep the child when it was born.
Still using crank, though less frequently, she had quit using the
needle during her pregnancy for the sake of her unborn child. But
she still had to survive and, preferring the streets to going home,
it wasn't unusual to see her walking the boulevards, her abdomen
bulging, propositioning potential johns with her pet pit bull at
her side, given to her as a birthday present by a boyfriend.

Dee Dee's most prized possession arrived with
the birth of her daughter, whom she'd had out of wedlock. She took
the baby with her nearly everywhere when she wasn't hooking.
Because of her life-style, however, a caseworker at the Children's
Services Division, after having been anonymously tipped off, began
taking steps to remove the child from Dee Dee's custody after it
was decided that she would be safer and better cared for in a
foster home. But Dee Dee wasn't about to make that task an easy one
for the caseworker. By then a full-blown methamphetamine freak, Dee
Dee had few possessions and moved from drug house to drug house
when she wasn't living out of some seedy motel room with some
equally sleazy man looking to make a quick buck from her
misery.

After Turner checked with all of his contacts
and informants, Tracie Baxter's name came up again in connection
with Dee Dee. When he contacted Tracie, he learned that she may
have been the last person to have seen Dee Dee alive on July
eleventh, between five and six o'clock in the evening. When she
last saw her, said Tracie, Dee Dee was trying to pick up a john on
82nd Avenue near Powell Boulevard.

It was ironic, reflected Turner as he talked
with Tracie, that only days earlier Tracie had pointed out Dayton
Leroy Rogers's light-blue pickup truck to Dee Dee while walking
with her on 82nd Avenue and Flavel. Tracie had even told her, just
as she was telling everyone that she knew, how the man in the
pickup had taken her into the forest, hog-tied her, cut her foot,
and threatened to kill her. Tracie had cautioned Dee Dee to avoid
the guy like the plague, insisting that he was dangerous. But just
as certain as Reatha, Lisa, Noni, Christine, and Maureen had
disappeared without a trace, so had Dee Dee.

Like the others, Turner learned, Dee Dee was
soon missed by her friends and family, and many openly wondered
what had happened to her. But because of her transient lifestyle
and addiction to drugs, no one bothered to report her missing.
Everyone assumed that she would turn up one day soon, they hoped
alive and well. But she hadn't. Instead Dee Dee had vanished, swept
away into the night just as mysteriously as the other girls had
been.

On January 15,1988, however, Dee Dee's
whereabouts were no longer a mystery. Using dental records at the
Oregon Health Sciences University Dental School, Cynthia Diane
DeVore was positively identified as Molalla forest Body #4.







Chapter 24

After failing at several repeated attempts to
get Dayton's wife, Sherry, to talk to him, Turner enlisted the aid
of his colleague, Lynda Estes, to get the job done. Sherry had
talked to Estes before, so she might be willing to do so again. His
reasoning for using Estes was simple. They were both women, and
Estes, though known as a relentless investigator, possesses a
captivating and sympathetic quality about her that gets people to
open up. Although they couldn't force Sherry Rogers to talk to them
or to testify against her husband, it was Turner's hope that she
would talk, if only to help clear up some minor details, such as
Dayton's frequency of staying out all night and whether or not he
ever used her car.

Estes reached Sherry at her father's home and
explained that she needed to talk to her about Dayton. Sherry was
reluctant to meet with her and said she really didn't want to talk
unless she absolutely had to. She added that she would not do
anything to protect Dayton, but she wanted to stay as far removed
from the situation as possible. Estes insisted that she understood
Sherry's feelings, but explained that it had come to her attention
that Sherry had seen a bag of jewelry on one occasion that didn't
belong to her and she needed to talk about it. Still, Sherry did
not want to discuss it.

Estes reiterated her understanding of
Sherry's feelings, but added that the task force had seven
homicides that they were investigating and that there might be
more, the implication being that there were probably more bodies
out there somewhere. Sherry acknowledged that she knew what Estes
had implied and, as luck would have it, she agreed to talk with
Estes and Deputy District Attorney Andy Eglitis. Sherry made
arrangements to meet them at the home of one of her friends in
Canby.

Appearing somewhat withdrawn and hesitant,
Sherry told Estes and Eglitis that she had found a bag containing
jewelry inside Dayton's pickup about two weeks prior to his August
7 arrest. The jewelry, she said, did not belong to her.

Earlier in the day, she said, a Sunday
afternoon in late July, she and Dayton had gone to Costco Wholesale
to make some purchases. Dayton bought supplies for his business,
while Sherry made some purchases for their home. She didn't recall
precisely what they had done after leaving Costco, but she said she
thought they had gone out to dinner. At any rate, it was dark when
they arrived home and both of them were tired. Dayton felt so tired
that he went directly into the house.

Under normal circumstances, Sherry said, she
had nothing to do with Dayton's truck. But on that occasion, she
said, she had loaded Dayton's business supplies from her car, a
Honda, into his pickup. However, suspecting for some time that
Dayton had been going out on her, she decided to take the
opportunity to snoop.

There were two paper bags on the floor inside
the pickup, she said. One contained machine parts. The other, which
she described as a very small brown paper bag, contained various
items of jewelry. Using a flashlight, she also looked inside the
glove compartment and found two small containers of liquor, both
full. Not being a drinker herself, she couldn't recall what kind of
liquor was in them.

While she was in the process of going through
the pickup, Dayton looked outside. She said it made her feel
somewhat sheepish, but she decided to take the small bag of jewelry
inside the mobile home with her. She went directly into the
bathroom, where she dumped the jewelry out onto the counter. There
were two silver chains that appeared to be broken, and a ring that
may have had a turquoise stone set in it. There was also a silver
cigarette lighter. There were other items as well, but they were
all wadded together and she said it was doubtful that she would be
able to identify any of it if she saw it again.

She had not had much time to examine the
jewelry because Dayton walked into the bathroom while she had it
out on the counter. As she returned the pieces to the bag, she
asked Dayton where he had obtained the jewelry. He told her that he
had found it in the trash, and left it at that. He took it away
from her, and she never saw it again.

"Do either of you smoke?" asked Estes.

"No, neither of us does."

"Have you ever noticed any of your pantyhose
missing?" Estes was thinking about all of the pairs of knotted
pantyhose found in the Molalla forest.

"I wouldn't know. I have a drawer full."

Sherry explained that when she got runs in
her stockings, she always threw them in a drawer so she could save
them to wear under slacks at a later time. She had so many pairs,
she said, it would be difficult to know if any were missing.

"When you would do the laundry, did you ever
notice anything suspicious, such as blood, on Dayton's
clothes?"

"No. Never."

"Did you ever own any dogs?"

"Yes. We owned a couple of dogs a few years
ago."

"Did they wear collars?"

"Yes. The last one came with a collar."

Sherry explained that they hadn't kept the
dogs very long. They just didn't fit in with their life-styles.
When asked if she knew what had become of any of the collars, she
said she didn't know.

"Do you know whether or not Dayton is a
drinker?" asked Estes.

Sherry said she thought there might have been
one time before they were married that she suspected him of
drinking. But she had never smelled alcohol on his breath and has
wondered about the reports of his drinking that she'd heard about
after his arrest.

As for being out late, Sherry said that
Dayton often would say that he was working at the shop or had been
with friends. When asked if she knew Tommy Parker, Dayton's gay
lover, she said that she did. She said she knew that Dayton visited
him, but she did not believe that it was frequently.

Sherry told Estes and Eglitis that Dayton had
never been violent with her. At the time she married him, she also
thought he was innocent of his past crimes. But, she admitted, she
had not known the whole story, either. She felt that communication
between them had been good until the past year, during which time
it had begun to deteriorate.

During the summer of 1987, she said, Dayton
had been going out a little more frequently, but Sherry could not
say precisely how often. She said she wouldn't be comfortable
saying whether it was one or two nights a week, or whatever. She
did say, however, that she had noticed that Dayton had been dead
tired for the two months prior to his arrest. She wasn't sure
why.

She said she never knew Dayton to use the
name Steve. They had gone to Reno, but always together. They
usually went there once a year.

In response to Estes's prompting, Sherry
reiterated during this conversation that she had never bled inside
Dayton's pickup, nor could she think of anyone who had. She
occasionally rode in the pickup, but it was seldom. She had never
noticed any cuts in the paneling, door liner, upholstery, or on the
seat. Basically, she said, they each used their own vehicle. If
they went someplace together, they usually went in her Honda.

When Dayton went out alone, he often wore
jeans or casual slacks with polo shirts or button-down shirts. He
had two pairs of western boots with pointed toes that he wore
often. One pair was seized during the execution of the search
warrant on their home, and she stated that she didn't know where he
kept the other pair.

"Did Dayton shower frequently?" asked
Estes.

"There were no unusual showers. Sometimes,
after work, when he came home hot and sweaty, he would shower. And
sometimes in the morning before he left for work."

"Did he ever do magic tricks for you?"

Sherry said that he did on occasion, but the
magic tricks never involved rope or the tying of knots. She never
noticed any wire or rope in Dayton's truck.

"Are you familiar with the Regency-Sheffield
brand kitchen knife?"

"No, I'm not."

To her knowledge, there were no knives
missing from their home, with the exception of the knives that had
been seized during the execution of the search warrant associated
with Jenny Smith's murder.

When asked whether she had ever gone fishing
with Dayton on the Molalla River, Sherry said that she had.
However, Dayton didn't go fishing frequently. When he did, it was
usually with someone other than herself. On the few occasions that
she had gone fishing with him, he had taken her to a location out
past Dickie Prairie, just off the Molalla Forest Road.

As Estes and Eglitis left the interview, each
suddenly realized just how big of a will-o'-the-wisp Dayton really
was. It was one thing to delude a street whore, but to mislead
one's own wife for years took a fair amount of skill and
manipulation. Not to mention cold-heartedness.

Turner and Estes re-interviewed several of
the Molalla forest victims' family members in an attempt to
determine what types of jewelry, if any, the victims might have
possessed at the time of their disappearance. It wasn't until they
reached Christine Adams's children, Floria, fourteen, and Tamera,
twelve, that they felt they had a link between one of the victim's
jewelry and that which had been in the bag inside Dayton's truck.
Both of the girls, observed the detectives, were still in a lot of
pain over the loss of their mother.

"Floria, do you know if your mother carried a
cigarette lighter?" asked Estes as gently as she knew how.

"Yes," said the girl. "It was a long silver
lighter with a unicorn on it. It had some turquoise on it,
too."

"What about other jewelry?" asked Estes.

"Mom wore rings." However, Floria was unable
to describe them, except to say that one may have had a
diamond.

When asked whether Christine wore earrings,
Floria said she believed her mother would have worn gold ones. She
was allergic to the other types of metals and could only wear gold.
She pointed out a dangly type earring in one of the photos Turner
had spread out on the table, but said she couldn't be sure if that
one was her mother's.

At one point Floria told Turner and Estes
that her mother usually wore faded blue jeans or black slacks. She
also had a pair of pink and white tennis shoes. When Turner asked
whether or not her mother ever wore clothing with decorative studs
or rhinestones, Floria said that she had. Her mother, she said, had
a pair of jeans with star-shaped studs, or grommets, that ran down
the side of the pants. When Turner pulled out a photograph of some
of the contents of Dayton's wood stove, Floria pointed out
star-shaped studs and said they were much like the ones she'd seen
on her mother's pants.

When Turner showed Floria and Tamera photos
of the jewelry they had discovered and believed to be related to
the case, the two girls pointed out a wedding set. They said their
mother had worn a wedding set with a diamond similar to the one in
the photograph. They stopped short of positively identifying the
ring as Christine's, although Floria was certain about the
star-shaped studs.







Chapter 25

There was a long line of people waiting to
get inside the courtroom presided by Clackamas County Circuit Court
Judge Patrick D. Gilroy on Thursday, February 4, 1988, well before
the 9 A.M. scheduled start of Dayton Leroy Rogers's trial for the
murder of Jenny Smith. Some of Dayton's relatives were there, as
were several members of Jenny Smith's family. But mostly there were
the curious, those who knew neither the suspect nor the victim but
merely wanted to experience the drama of one of the state's most
lurid murder trials.

There was a steady murmur as the spectators
filed in and took their seats. Moments later a sudden hushed
silence fell over the courtroom as Dayton was brought in through a
side door leading from a holding room. He walked slowly, as much
from the pace of the two armed deputies who walked on each side of
him as from the leg brace he wore to keep him from running should
he decide to bolt. He was seated next to his lawyer on the left
side of the courtroom, facing the judge's bench. He appeared calm,
stoic almost, as he stared at the yellow legal pad in front of him,
as if he were there to attend an informative lecture rather than to
fight for his life.

Following a number of legal formalities,
Deputy District Attorney Andrejs I. Eglitis addressed the jury with
his opening statements. He was dressed in a dark pinstripe suit,
and his lack of sleep from the late nights he had spent preparing
for the case was evident from the dark bags beneath his eyes, eyes
which would only grow more tired with each successive day.
Nonetheless, he faced the jury of five women and seven men and told
them that Dayton Rogers had murdered Jenny Smith by design,
following a pattern that he'd established with countless other
prostitutes. In a voice that was sometimes angry, sometimes soft,
but always to the point, Eglitis called Dayton a vicious predator
who killed for a sexual thrill.

"You'll find that the reason he went to
Portland was to satisfy what you will find to be his bizarre sexual
appetite," said Eglitis. "You'll find that his sexual appetite
included bondage, masturbation, and intent to inflict intense
physical pain."

Dayton's attorney, Arthur Knauss, countered
during his opening remarks by telling the jurors that they would
not like his client, but insisted that they were there to decide
whether what Dayton had done was tantamount to a criminal act.
Dayton had killed Jenny Smith all right, said Knauss. Nobody was
denying that fact. But he killed her by accident while defending
himself. They were not there in the courtroom, he stressed, to
judge Dayton's sexual mores.

Knauss maintained that Jenny had spotted more
than $200 in Dayton's wallet when they stopped at a convenience
store to buy orange juice, at which time she had made the decision
to rob the defendant at knife point at the appropriate moment. She
waited until later, until they had arrived at the GMAC parking lot,
had drunk some of the crudely mixed screwdrivers, and Dayton had
left the truck to urinate. At that time, contended Knauss, Jenny
pulled a knife from the glove compartment of Dayton's truck and
brought it up next to his throat, demanding his wallet. Dayton,
however, refused to hand over his wallet and a struggle followed,
which essentially turned into a wrestling match for the knife.
During the struggle Jenny Smith had been stabbed several times,
killed in the process purely by accident.

There it was, the preposterous claim of
self-defense. Eglitis had known that it was coming, and he had
prepared himself to accept that such a defense would be presented.
He couldn't believe it, but he accepted it. He knew he would
convince the jury otherwise. The evidence would show them the
truth.

One by one, the victims who had survived
Dayton's sadistic cruelty would tell the jurors exactly what they
had told the detectives: how they'd been bound and tortured for
hours on end. Other witnesses, including Michael Fielding, would
describe how they had heard Jenny Smith scream in intense pain for
at least two minutes before James Dahlke and Kurt Thielke found her
blood-covered naked body. And of course Richard Bergio would
testify how he chased Dayton Rogers's pickup in his own vehicle at
high speeds until he could get close enough to write down the
license plate number.

Would the jurors accept that an innocent man
would flee the scene of a death he had caused by defending his own
life? Eglitis didn't think so.

At one point, Eglitis had portions of
Dayton's pickup brought into the courtroom as exhibits.
Criminologists and detectives pointed out the evidence, mostly
blood, cut and slash marks, and fingerprints that had been found on
the pickup's door panels, door sill trays, seat frames, floor mats,
floor coverings, seat bolts, and the actual seat and frame. Some of
the fingerprints were Jenny's, and many of the bloodstains were
believed to have come from Jenny, Dayton, and others.

Dayton himself brazenly took the witness
stand, a maneuver that is seldom used in aggravated murder cases
because it affords the prosecution a chance to cross-examine the
witness, often drawing out testimony damaging to the defense in the
process.

In Dayton's version of the events of the
morning of August 7, he told the jurors how he had paid Jenny Smith
$40 for a sexual encounter that involved bondage. He explained that
when he got out of the truck to urinate, after having bound Jenny's
hands and feet with shoelaces, she slipped out of her bindings and
took a knife from the glove box.

"She attacked me when I got back inside the
truck," said Dayton.

Still nude, Jenny held the knife to his
throat and ordered him to give her his wallet, he said.

"Do it or die," he said Jenny told him.

He refused and fought back. Fearing for his
life, he said, he knocked her arm away and wrestled her for the
knife, which he eventually wrenched from her hands.

"I got ahold of it and used the knife on her.
I was just going back and forth in virtually any direction I
could," said Dayton. It was his explanation as to how Jenny had
received so many cuts. She eventually jumped from the truck, he
said, and he chased her across the parking lot. He eventually
grabbed her, and she fell to the pavement. That, he claimed, was
when he tripped over her.

"Both of our feet entangled," he said. "She
went down backward, and I fell down on top of her. On the way down,
that's when I stabbed her in the upper area here." He indicated the
right side of his chest, near the shoulder.

Eglitis showed the jurors the photographs of
Jenny's body, the ones that depicted the wounds that Dayton had
inflicted while supposedly defending himself. Dr. Karen Gunson,
deputy state medical examiner, explained each and every wound,
including the one that pierced Jenny's liver and severed one of her
major arteries. She also explained the torture wounds to Jenny's
breasts, and the defensive wounds Jenny received while attempting
to fight off her assailant.

Although it was stated in courtroom testimony
that Dayton was left-handed, the issue of whether he received the
wounds to his right hand from a hack saw, as he had said, or
whether they were incurred during his struggle with Jenny Smith,
was never fully cleared up.

Many people close to the case believed he was
ambidextrous, although it was never shown in court, and thought it
more likely that he had cut himself as he slashed at Jenny with the
knife in his left hand while trying to hold or subdue her with his
right hand.

"I know you find my client's contacts with
prostitutes vile and disgusting," said Knauss in his closing
arguments. "You have no sympathy for my client. I know you don't
like Mr. Rogers, and you don't like what he's done to these girls.
He's not here for a popularity contest. If he was going to go out
on one of his usual dates and torture and sexually abuse a woman,
where would he go? Would he go to one of the few establishments in
Clackamas County that's open at one or two in the morning?"

"He's raised self-defense in this case,"
argued Eglitis when it became his turn to summarize his side of the
case. "Self-defense against what? A naked, bleeding woman? The
defendant's claim of robbery is hogwash. Jenny Smith was naked. If
a prostitute is going to rob a customer, a john, she knows she's
got to get away. What is she supposed to have said? 'Mr. Rogers,
take the knife for a minute so I can get my clothes back on and get
away?'

"Jenny's screams were screams of intense
pain," continued Eglitis. "Pain so intense that through the closed
windows of a truck, Michael Fielding could hear that pain from his
apartment. It got him out of bed! Now, somehow Miss Smith frees
herself from her bonds and wants to escape. She's out of the truck,
and she's running for her life." Eglitis wanted to know how a man
chasing a naked woman, wounded and bleeding, can claim
self-defense.

"The intent of the defendant in this case is
of crucial importance," continued Eglitis. "It is absolutely clear
in this case. The intent, in the presence of a subdued, naked
female, was to inflict intense physical pain. He does it by
bondage, and he does it by dominance. Is there any doubt that a
woman who is struggling, screaming, exhibiting intense pain does
not excite him? He committed the ultimate act of dominance that he
so craves. He not only bound and tortured Jenny Smith, but he
killed her as well."

By the end of the nearly two-week innocence
or guilt phase of the trial, the jury couldn't buy the premise that
Dayton had killed Jenny Smith in self-defense. On February 20,
after thirteen hours of deliberation, they convicted him of
aggravated murder. The verdict thrust the case into the penalty
phase.

For the next two weeks the same jury
considered arguments for and against imposing a death penalty. They
heard additional testimony, particularly about Dayton's past crimes
and his childhood. Under Oregon law, the jurors had to answer three
questions in deciding his fate: Was the murder deliberate? Was it
an unreasonable response to any provocation from the victim? And
would Dayton pose a continuing threat to society? Judge Gilroy
instructed the jurors that they could not consider whether escape
by or parole of the defendant was possible when making their
decision, and that a unanimous vote was required for the imposition
of a death sentence.

"No one wants Dayton Leroy Rogers released,"
Knauss had said only minutes before the jury left the courtroom to
decide his client's fate. "I don't want him released. You don't
want him released. I question whether Mr. Rogers even wants himself
released. What is needed is permanent isolation of this man. In his
fantasyland, he's become the sexual monster you've heard about from
these girls. He's developed and nurtured these feelings into a
ritual. It's a pattern you can't ignore. He's a sick man.

"But do we kill him? Do we have a death
sentence for people who are as sick and depraved as this?"
continued Knauss. "Look at the evidence. After the killing of Miss
Smith, he goes back to work and thinks about going out to a coffee
shop. The state has proven beyond a reasonable doubt that he's a
sick man." But, argued Knauss, he doesn't deserve a death
sentence.

Four hours later, the twelve jurors returned
and announced that they had unanimously voted that the murder of
Jenny Smith was deliberate. They also unanimously voted that
Jenny's murder was an unreasonable response to any provocation from
the victim. However, after one juror adamantly opposed the death
penalty, all twelve agreed that Rogers would not pose a continuing
threat to society because he would be imprisoned for life. Judge
Gilroy immediately sentenced Dayton to life in prison.

Detective John Turner and his colleagues were
devastated by the sentence. The jurors apparently thought that a
life sentence meant that Dayton would never be released, but they
had been wrong. Under a life sentence he would be eligible for
parole someday, even if it was twenty or thirty years down the
road. They had inadvertently given Dayton Leroy Rogers yet another
chance to escape his just punishment, another chance to slip
through the cracks of the system.

But with the Molalla forest case looming in
the future, the prosecution had another chance to get a death
sentence for Dayton. It was the good guys' ace in the hole, and
they would play it. For the next two months, Turner and his
colleagues worked closely with the D.A.'s office and presented the
worst serial murder case in Oregon's history to a grand jury. On
May 4, 1988, Dayton was indicted on several charges of aggravated
murder under various theories of law for the deaths of Reatha
Gyles, Lisa Mock, Noni Cervantes, Cynthia DeVore, Christine Adams,
and Maureen Hodges. He was not charged in the death of the
unidentified victim, although the investigators were certain that
he had murdered her, too. As before, Dayton pleaded innocent. This
time around Christopher E. Burris, not Arthur Knauss, was hired to
represent him.

Turner and his fellow detectives spent the
next eight months rounding up additional witnesses to interview, as
well as re-interviewing many of the others. They carefully went
over the evidence, and they put their case books in order. By the
time the trial began, they knew the case frontward and
backward.

Jury selection, which began on February 6,
1989, took nearly two months to complete. Ironically, considering
the types of crimes Dayton was being charged with committing, an
all-woman panel of twelve was seated, with an additional female as
an alternate.

When the trial finally opened on March 30,
1989, this time in the courtroom of Clackamas County Circuit Judge
Raymond R. Bagley Jr., Eglitis outlined his case for the jurors,
contending that a knife identical to the one that was used to kill
Jenny Smith was found near the Molalla forest victims' bodies. He
described the torture, the grisly details of victims having their
feet sawed or cut from their bodies, and how one, Noni Cervantes,
had been eviscerated. By the time Eglitis was finished with his
presentation of what the jury would be considering, there was
little left for the imagination.

For the next five weeks, the jury heard
horrifying testimony from Tracie Baxter, Heather Brown, Deniece
Raymond, Cindy Jones, Anna Buchanan, Lydia Clark, Linda Morris,
Janine Phall, Lisa Daniels, Beth Crane, Darla Johnson, Lena
Hastings, and many others, all women whom Dayton Leroy Rogers had
violated and tortured at one time or another. Each explained in
graphic detail, often tearfully, the atrocities that Dayton had
committed against them.

One former prostitute testified about her
fifth and final date with Dayton, an encounter that lasted in
excess of six hours after he picked her up on Southeast 82nd Avenue
and drove her to the Molalla forest.

"He got out of the truck," she testified,
"and went over to the side where you could see over the forest. He
said how beautiful it was. I went back to the truck and started to
get undressed. He came up behind me and started to put the bondage
devices on. When I told him they were too tight, that they were
cutting into my wrists, he said that's what he wanted to do.

"He started biting on my breasts," she
continued. "He was biting and tearing. I told him to please stop.
'That's too rough! This isn't right!' I cried and I begged for him
to stop. And the more I pleaded and begged, the worse the abuse
got. When I screamed too loudly, he became concerned and put
something up against my neck, which I assumed was a knife. He told
me to be quiet, or else I'd really have something to cry about. I
didn't say anything, and I tried to stifle the sobs as much as I
could."

"Did you say anything to the defendant?"
asked Eglitis.

"No."

"What were you doing then?"

"Just existing."

Roy Miller also testified, telling the jurors
how he helped Dayton establish his business and then closed it down
after Dayton's arrest. He told of how he found all of the
suspicious items in the wood stove inside Dayton's shop. He burst
into tears twice during his testimony and diverted his eyes away
from Dayton most of the time he was on the witness stand.

In tears and in tones that were barely
audible, Floria Adams, the fifteen-year-old daughter of victim
Christine Adams, testified that decorative studs, star-shaped
grommets that were found in Dayton's wood stove, came from her
mother's pants. Sobbing, she told the jurors that she recognized
the studs.

Bob Thompson, the Oregon State Police
criminologist who worked closely on the case, explained how he
found the pieces of colored glass in Lisa Mock's hair and how,
although he hadn't been able to determine their source, they were
similar to the glass parts found inside Dayton's wood stove. He
also testified that hairs found inside Dayton's pickup were
macroscopically and microscopically similar to head hairs he
compared from the remains of Lisa Mock, Noni Cervantes, and Cynthia
DeVore.

"This man—" said Eglitis in his closing
argument, pointing at Dayton, "this man is obsessed, totally
consumed in a sexual way with a woman's feet and dominance. What is
the ultimate act of dominance? It is to remove that foot. We submit
that is what happened in the Molalla forest."

Eglitis also reminded the jurors about all of
the orange juice containers and miniature liquor bottles found at
the Molalla forest crime scene, insisting that they made up a part
of his "signature."

"If there is a signature to a crime, under
those circumstances you can look at the signature," said Eglitis,
"and see the identity of the killer. This evidence is the mark of
Zorro. It's the signature. The defendant, ladies of the jury, not
only committed these murders, but he might as well have written his
name on the victims' corpses."

As in the Jenny Smith case, there had been
little doubt at the trial's outset that Dayton would be convicted
of the Molalla forest murders, which is precisely what happened on
May 4. After barely six hours of deliberation, the jury found
Dayton guilty of aggravated murder on all counts. For the first
time in public, Dayton, dressed in a conservative dark-blue suit,
displayed emotion by covering his head with his hands. Shaking his
head, he could be heard saying "No" repeatedly.

Only the question of his sentence remained.
Much of the testimony the jury would hear to decide his fate
centered on Dayton's character, his worthiness to remain alive, and
psychological arguments about his past violence.

James B. Hupy, a vocational instructor at the
Oregon State Correctional Institution, explained how he had taught
Dayton the skills he needed to become a mechanic when Dayton was in
prison for the 1976 attack on Linda Morris and Janine Phall, the
two Keizer, Oregon, high school girls he had picked up when the
girls skipped school. Dayton learned fast, said Hupy. In barely two
years he went from being a person with little or no mechanical
skills to someone with high skills. Hupy said he selected Dayton to
be his apprentice a few months before Dayton was due to be released
from prison.

James E. Miller, another vocational
instructor at the prison, testified that he knew Dayton before he
was arrested for the 1976 offenses. The two of them, he said,
played table tennis together at Seventh-Day Adventist social
gatherings. Miller explained that he was surprised when he ran into
Dayton in prison, but despite his offenses, he was determined to
help him. In fact, Dayton helped organize Adventist church services
at the prison, which attracted about a dozen inmates. Dayton always
played guitar at the services and seemed sincere in his religious
convictions.

When the psychological testimony was
presented, psychologist James R. Adams explained that Dayton
committed violent acts only under particular circumstances, such as
when he was intoxicated and sexually aroused in a scenario that
included bondage and foot fetishism. For him to become violent he
also must possess a feeling that he had been cheated, either
emotionally or sexually, and he must always have a helpless woman
as his victim. He also needed to maintain a reasonable certainty
that he wouldn't be caught for his crimes, and his victim must be
someone he can dehumanize, such as a prostitute. Adams's contention
was that Dayton needed all of these factors present for him to
become violent. In prison, said Adams, those factors would not be
available to him, and he would not be a threat to men.

On the other hand, said John B. Cochran,
senior forensic psychologist at the Oregon State Hospital, Dayton
would in fact pose a continuing threat even in prison. Cochran
detailed Dayton's ongoing homosexual relationship with Tommy Parker
and contended that, without availability of women as victims, it
would only be a matter of time before he began selecting male
victims.

Cochran, who has studied many serial killers
over the course of his career and has served as a consultant to the
Green River Task Force, explained that the very act of murder can
be very pleasurable for sexually sadistic serial killers such as
Dayton.

"If you compare it with normal, everyday
sexual experiences," he said, "there just is no comparison."

Cochran elaborated by explaining that most
serial killers fantasize about murder so frequently that killing
becomes second nature to them. Some even develop a sexual bond to
the murder weapon they use.

In arguing that Dayton's life be spared,
Christopher Burris said that his client was a sick man who should
be locked away forever, not put to death. He cited Dayton's good
prison record, that he was a model prisoner who helped establish
church services and had experienced no conflicts with other
inmates. Burris suggested that the murders and other crimes Dayton
committed were not carried out in a deliberate state of mind.

Eglitis, on the other hand, characterized
Dayton as a walking time bomb. He said it was only a matter of time
before he began his pattern of deceit all over again. He described
Dayton as clever, one who was capable not only of luring and then
deceiving his victims but of deceiving and manipulating the
psychologists who had examined him. He had done it time and time
again and would continue in the same pattern if given the
opportunity.

"He can in every respect," said Eglitis,
addressing the jury in his bid for the death penalty, "including
his appearance, walk among you without giving any indication of the
horrors that are within him. Dayton Leroy Rogers is a walking time
bomb. He is an act of criminal violence looking for a place to
happen. He's capable of fooling psychologists. He's capable of
fooling psychiatrists. I hope to God he's not capable of fooling
you."

On Wednesday, June 7, 1989, after more than
seventeen hours of grueling deliberation, the jury voted
unanimously that Dayton had murdered his victims deliberately and
without reasonable, if any, provocation, and that he would be a
continuing threat to society whether behind prison walls or on the
outside. Judge Bagley sentenced Dayton Leroy Rogers to death by
lethal injection.

"It was righteous justice," said Turner,
solemn-faced but obviously pleased after hearing the verdict and
sentence. "Righteous in the sense that an all-female jury convicted
him and decided his fate."

Although John Turner, his colleagues, and
Andy Eglitis couldn't have been happier with the outcome, they knew
that the bizarre case of Dayton Leroy Rogers was not over. It would
never be over in their lifetimes, even if Dayton's appointment with
the executioner's needle was, in fact, ever carried out. Dayton had
left behind too many deaths, too many scars, too many shattered
lives, not only among his own family but, especially, among the
families of his countless victims, whether dead or alive, for his
rampage to be quickly forgotten.







Epilogue

Aside from testifying at his first trial,
Dayton Leroy Rogers has not spoken to authorities since invoking
his rights against self-incrimination shortly after his arrest for
the murder of Jenny Smith, and again when Detectives Machado and
Strovink tried to question him about the Molalla forest murders. He
has shown no remorse for his crimes. His convictions have been
upheld by the Oregon Supreme Court, but his sentence of death, as
have virtually all of Oregon's death sentences, has been sent back
to Clackamas County Circuit Court for retrial of the sentencing
phase only, due to the fact that jurors did not take into
account possible mitigating circumstances in his background when
deciding his fate. If he is resentenced to death, he will die by
lethal injection. Otherwise, he will be sentenced to life in prison
with no possibility of parole, an option now available due
to the enactment of recent legislation. For now, Dayton sits in a
single cell on Death Row at Oregon State Penitentiary. He is
allowed twenty minutes out of every twenty-four hours to shower,
shave, and exercise.

Sherry Rogers, who did not testify at either
of the trials, divorced Dayton shortly after his indictment for the
Molalla forest murders. She lives a quiet life somewhere in Oregon
with her and Dayton's young son.

Detective Mike Machado was promoted to
sergeant and moved out of the detectives division. He is now doing
administrative work.

Detectives John Turner and Lynda Estes, who
are now partners, continue working homicide investigations, as does
Detective Jim Strovink. Turner has been named as a National Police
Officer of the Month by True Detective magazine in 1992
because of the outstanding job he did investigating the Jenny Smith
and Molalla forest murders, among many others, over the past
several years.

Many of Dayton Leroy Rogers's surviving
victims have started new lives, working to overcome drug habits and
become productive citizens. A few have died as a direct result of
their lifestyles, and others are still working the streets.

Ortis and Jasperelle Rogers, Dayton's father
and mother, live quietly and alone, far removed from big city
wickedness in a remote area of Oregon and are likely still awaiting
Armageddon.

Molalla Victim #6 is still unidentified, and
there are no new leads to her identity.

One burning question remains in the case of
Dayton Leroy Rogers: How many other bodies, victims of Dayton's
bloodlust, are still lying in Oregon's forests awaiting discovery?
Unfortunately, unless Dayton decides to talk, that question may
never be answered.
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The known victims of Dayton Leroy Rogers include (clockwise):
Cynthia “Dee Dee” Diane DeVore at ages 13 and 20; Maureen
Ann Hodges, 26; Reatha Marie Gyles, 16.
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(Clockwise): Nondace “Noni " Kae Cervantes, 26; Christine Lotus

Adams, 35; Jennifer Lisa Smith; Lisa Marie Mock, 23
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Rogers murdered his last vietim, Jenny Smith, in this parking lot,
which was in plain view of custorrers dining in nearby Denny’s.
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These shoelaces were used asa Jenny Smith’s clothing, left at
restraint 1o bind Jenny Smith.  the scene of the crime

Shoelaces tied in a similar
fashion were found at the
Molalls Forest gravesite.
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as found at the Molalla
nith’s

Forest gravesite. It is identical to the one used in Jenny

A ting, bones, and @ miniature
orange juice container were found
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CLACKARAS COUNTY

Dayton Leroy Rogers after his arrest for the brutal rape and
murders of at least 8 women in Portland, Oregon.

ABOVE: No one suspected
that the mild-mannered
businessman who ran this
repair shop was the most
vicious serial killer in
Oregon's history

LEFT: Rogers often used
this truck to bring his
victims to their final
resting place in the
Molalla Forest
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Sheriff Bill Brooks. Detective John Turner,
Clackamas County, Oregon. Clackamas County
Sheriff's Office.

Detectives of the Molalla Forest Task Force (left 1o right): Jim
Strovink, Mike Machado, and John Turner. ENTERPRISE COURIER
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