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For thirty-one years, a monster terrorized the residents of Wichita, Kansas. A bloodthirsty serial
killer, self-named "BTK"—for "bind them, torture them, kill them"—he slaughtered men, women,
and children alike, eluding the police for decades while bragging of his grisly exploits to the
media. The nation was shocked when the fiend who was finally apprehended turned out to be
Dennis Rader—a friendly neighbor . . . a devoted husband . . . a helpful Boy Scout dad . . . the
respected president of his church.Written by four award-winning crime reporters who covered
the story for more than twenty years, Bind, Torture, Kill is the most intimate and complete
account of the BTK nightmare told by the people who were there from the beginning. With newly
released documents, evidence, and information—and with the full cooperation, for the very first
time, of the Wichita Police Department’s BTK Task Force—the authors have put all the pieces of
the grisly puzzle into place, thanks to their unparalleled access to the families of the killer and his
victims.
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Bind, Torture, KillThe inside Story ofthe Serial Killer Next DoorRoy Wenzl, Tim Potter, L. Kelly,
and Hurst LavianaContentsA few words about the dialogueIntroduction1. The Oteros (January
15, 1974)2. All Tied Up (January 15, 1974)3. Fear and Possibilities (January–April 1974)4.
Kathryn Bright (April 4, 1974)5. Lessons to Learn (April–July 1974)6. The Monster as Muse
(October 1974)7. A Scoop (December 1974–March 1977)8. Toys for the Kids (March 17,
1977)9. A Vigorous Debate (March 1977)10. A Turning Point (Autumn 1977)11. Nancy Fox
(December 8, 1977)12. “You Will Find a Homicide” (December 9, 1977)13. Big News (February
10, 1978)14. Fear and Frustration (1978)15. Getting Focused (1978)16. Ambush and Alibis
(1979)17. The Installer18. Police Stories (1980 to 1982)19. The Ghostbusters (1984)20. Marine
Hedge (April 26–27, 1985)21. Vicki Wegerle (September 16, 1986)22. Prime Suspect
(September 1986)23. Failures and Friendships (1987 to 1988)24. The Rescuer (1988 to
1990)25. Dolores Davis (January 18, 1991)26. Out in the Country (January 19, 1991)27. Bones
(1991)28. Little Hitler (May 1991)29. Heading Homicide (1992)30. A Year of Changes (1993)31.
BTK as Antiquity (1994 to 1997)32. Covering Crime (1996 to 1999)33. The Joy of Work, Part 1
(2000)34. The Joy of Work, Part 2 (December 2000–2003)35. An Anniversary Story (January 12–
March 19, 2004)36. The Monster Returns (March 22–25, 2004)37. The Swab-a-thon (March–
April 2004)38. “The BTK Story” (May–June 2004)39. Sidetracked (July 2004)40. Landwehr
Takes the Offensive (July–August 2004)41. P. J. Wyatt (August–November 2004)42. Valadez
(December 1, 2004)43. The First Breaks (December 2004–January 2005)44. The Big Break
(February 2005)45. The Stalker Is Stalked (February 24, 2005)46. “Hello, Mr.
Landwehr” (February 25, 2005)47. The Interview (February 25, 2005)48. “BTK Is
Arrested” (February 26, 2005)49. Guilty Times Ten (June 27, 2005)50. Demons Within Me (July
2, 2005)51. Auction Bizarro (July 11, 2005)52. The Monster Is Banished (August 17–19,
2005)EpilogueAcknowledgmentsSearchable TermsAbout the AuthorCopyrightAbout the
PublisherA few words about the dialogue:We have reconstructed many conversations through
the recollections of those involved, quotes in news coverage, and our own notes. To the best of
our knowledge, remarks presented within quotation marks reflect what was said at the time.In
cases where dialogue could not be reconstructed but the essence was available, we did not use
quotation marks; we used phrasing to indicate that these words are substantially similar to what
was said—or in the case of BTK talking to his victims, the conversations as he recalled
them.Italicized phrases reflect participants’ recollections of their thoughts.IntroductionThe
Wichita Eagle has covered the BTK serial killer since he first struck in January 1974. From 2004
to 2006 alone, the Eagle published roughly eight hundred pieces about BTK’s reemergence, the
intensive investigation, the resolution, and how the case affected our community. The paper
spent thousands of dollars on transcripts of court proceedings, then posted them online for
everyone to read. The newspaper’s expansive and in-depth coverage earned us awards and
accolades. Some might think that there’d be little new to say—especially considering the 24/7



attention BTK got from cable news shows.But we’ve got the inside scoop. It’s not only that we
know more about the BTK story than anyone else, we’ve lived it—in my case, grown up with it.
We have drawn on the Eagle’s thirty-two-year archive—including original reporters’ notes,
internal memos, and photographs.Over the course of three decades, BTK, the Wichita Eagle,
and the Wichita police developed complicated relationships. It was through the Eagle that BTK
sent his first message in 1974. It was to the Eagle a few years later that the Wichita police chief
desperately turned for help in trapping the killer. It was in a macabre letter to the Eagle—
delivered to the police by reporter Hurst Laviana—that the killer announced his reemergence in
2004. And it was through the Eagle’s classifieds that the head of the investigation tricked BTK
into making a mistake that led to his capture in 2005.And when BTK—family man and church
president Dennis Rader—was finally in his prison cell, it was to us, for this book, that Police Lt.
Ken Landwehr and his key investigators told their side of the story in intimate detail.Landwehr
and the detectives were unhappy with the rampant errors in other books about this case; they
knew we cared about this chapter of our community’s history just as much as they did, and they
trusted us to get the facts right. Laviana has covered crime in Wichita for more than twenty years.
Tim Potter has been nicknamed “Columbo” by the cops for his habit of calling back to double-
check facts in his notes. Roy Wenzl has two brothers in law enforcement. My father was a
Wichita homicide detective.But this is not a “just the facts, ma’am” recitation of the case. The
people who stopped BTK are real cops—and real characters. They’ve lowered their shields to let
us take you along with them on stakeouts and shoot-outs and into their homes and hearts. In the
past, talking to us for newspaper stories, they’ve been guarded. Landwehr’s public face has
always been stoic. He has never sought publicity, never played games, never answered
questions about himself. He is witty in person, but not easy to know.Starting work with him on
this book, Wenzl told Landwehr that we wanted to portray him accurately, not as “a plaster saint,
all sweetness and success…. I want to know your flaws. I want to ask your wife about your
flaws.”Wenzl, who had covered cops for years, could not imagine any police supervisor saying
yes to this. It required daring.Landwehr shrugged, pulled out his cell phone, and dialed Cindy
Landwehr.“Hey,” he said. “Do ya wanna talk to these guys?”Then Landwehr looked at
Wenzl.“Once you get her started about that, she might not ever stop.”The portraits of Rader and
Landwehr that we have been able to draw for this book are mirror images—both men are native
sons of the heartland of America, products of churchgoing middle-class families, Boy Scouts
who grew up to marry and have children of their own. Yet one became a sexual deviant who
killed for his personal pleasure while the other became a cop who dedicated himself to
protecting the lives of others. The choices they made destined Rader and Landwehr to become
opponents in a deadly game of cat and mouse.In writing this book, we had a choice to make as
well. Others have focused on portraying the evil; we wanted to give equal time to the people who
stopped it.L. KELLY1January 15, 1974, 8:20 AMThe OterosHer name was Josie Otero. She was
eleven years old and wore glasses and wrote poetry and drew pictures and worried about her
looks. She had started wearing a bra and growing her hair out; it fell so thick around her head



and throat that the man with the gun would soon have a hard time tying the cloth to keep the gag
stuffed in her mouth.As Josie woke up that morning, the man with the gun crept to her back door
and saw something that made him sweat: a paw print in the snowy backyard. He had not
expected a dog.He whistled softly; no dog. Still, he pulled a Colt Woodsman. 22 from his
waistband and slunk to the garage wall to think.In the house, Josie had pulled on a blue T-shirt
and walked from her room to the kitchen. It was a short walk; it was a small house. Her mom,
Julie, was in the kitchen, wearing her blue housecoat. She had set the table, putting out cereal
and milk for breakfast and tins of potted meat for school-lunch sandwiches. Joe, Josie’s dad,
was eating canned pears.At five feet four, Josie was already an inch taller than her mom and as
tall as her dad. But she worried the worries of a child.“You don’t love me as much as you love the
rest of them,” she had blurted one day to her brother Charlie. At fifteen he was the oldest of the
five Otero kids.“That’s not true,” he said. “I love you as much as I love any of them.”She felt better;
she loved them all, Mom and Dad and Charlie, and Joey, who was nine, and Danny, fourteen,
and Carmen, thirteen. She loved the way Joey studied his brothers and tried to be tough like
them. He was so cute; the girls at Adams Elementary School adored his brown eyes. This
morning he had dressed to draw attention: a long-sleeved shirt pulled over a yellow T-shirt and
white undershirt, and purplish trousers with white pockets and white stripes down the back.It
was Tuesday. They would play with the dog, help Mom pack lunches, then Dad would drive Josie
and Joey to school as he had done already for Charlie, Danny, and Carmen. Mom had laid their
coats on a chair.Outside, the man hesitated.In the pockets of his parka he carried rope, venetian
blind cord, gags, white adhesive tape, a knife, and plastic bags.The Oteros had lived in
Camden, New Jersey, and then the Panama Canal Zone for seven years, and then their native
Puerto Rico with relatives for a few months. They had bought their house in Wichita only ten
weeks earlier and were still getting their bearings. Wichita was a big airplane manufacturing
center, and this spelled opportunity for Joe. He had retired as a technical sergeant after twenty
years in the U.S. Air Force and now worked on airplanes and taught flying at Cook Field, a few
miles outside Wichita, the Air Capital of the World. Boeing, Cessna, Beech, and Learjet all had
big factories there; the city that once sent sixteen-hundred B-29 Superfortress bombers to war
now supplied airlines and movie stars with jets. Julie had taken a job at Coleman, the camping
equipment factory, but was laid off a few weeks later in a downsizing.Charlie, Danny, Joey,
Carmen, Josie, Julie, and Joe Otero.They now lived among the 260,000 people of Wichita,
many of whom were ex-farm kids who cherished the trust they felt for their neighbors and left
their doors unlocked. The airplane manufacturers had come to Wichita decades earlier in part
because they were able to hire young people who had grown up on neighboring farms, learning
how to fix tractor engines and carburetors from early childhood, and these workers and their
families had brought their farm sensibilities with them to the city. People still left the keys in their
cars at night and took casseroles to sick neighbors. This was a culture the Oteros liked, but Joe
and Julie had more of a New York attitude about safety. Joe had acquired the dog, Lucky, who
hated strangers. Joe had street smarts, and at age thirty-eight he was still wiry and strong. He’d



been a champion boxer in Spanish Harlem. Julie, thirty-four, practiced judo and taught it to the
children.Joe was streetwise but playful. At work among Anglo strangers, he made people laugh
by mocking his own Puerto Rican accent. He made shopping fun, once dragging the kids around
a store on a sled as they laughed. When Joe signed the mortgage for the house (six rooms and
an unfinished basement), he joked to the broker, “I hope I’m still alive when this lien is paid
off.”Two months later the Oteros were still unpacking boxes.One night Joe and Charlie had
watched the movie In Cold Blood, the story of two losers who in 1959 murdered four members of
the Clutter family in Holcomb, Kansas.How could anybody do that? Charlie asked.“Be glad
nothing like that has ever happened to you,” Joe said.Dennis Rader had seen the woman and
the girl one day while driving his wife to work at the Veterans Administration; his wife didn’t like
driving in snow. On Edgemoor Drive, he saw two dark-skinned females in a station wagon
backing onto Murdock Avenue.After that, he stalked them for weeks and took notes. He followed
Julie several times as she drove Josie and Joey to school. He knew that they left about 8:45 and
that it took Julie seven minutes to get back home. He knew the husband left for work around
8:00 AM. He did not want to confront the husband, so he timed his own arrival for about 8:20.
The husband would be gone. The boy would be there, but he was incidental to the plan. He
would kill the boy, but he did not want him. He wanted the girl.He did not know that the Oteros
were down to one car.Joe had wrecked the other one a few days before, breaking some ribs. To
get Carmen, Danny, and Charlie to school before 8:00, Joe had taken the station wagon that
Julie usually drove. Charlie had started to close the garage door, but Joe told him to leave it up
because he would come back. With his injury, Joe wasn’t able to work.It was twenty degrees
outside, and snow lay frozen on the hard ground.Rader was twenty-eight; he had dark hair and
green eyes that had lately spent a lot of time looking deep into the dark. He liked to look at
pornography; he liked to daydream. He had nicknamed his penis Sparky. He fancied himself a
secret agent, an assassin, a shadow.Rader had risen in the dark this morning, packed his coat
pockets, parked several blocks from the target house, then walked. The house sat on the
northwest corner of Murdock Avenue and Edgemoor Drive in east Wichita. He had arrived as the
dim light of dawn obscured the comet Kohoutek that for weeks had hung like a ghost above the
southern horizon.Dennis Rader, while he was in the air force in the 1960s.He thought of the girl
with long, dark hair and glasses. She looked like she was made for SBT, his abbreviation for
“Sparky Big Time.”But now, in the backyard, he hesitated.Where was the dog?Over the next
thirty-one years, Rader would write many words about this day, some lies, some true:He
selected the family because Hispanic women turned him on.He fantasized about sex, trained
himself how to kill. He tied nooses, and hanged dogs and cats in barns. As a teen and then later
in the air force, he peered through blinds to watch women undress. He broke into homes to steal
panties.He stalked women as they shopped alone in grocery stores. He planned to hide in the
backseat of their cars and kidnap them at gunpoint. He would take them to places where he and
Sparky could play: bind, torture, kill.He had always chickened out.But not this time.He crept from
the garage to the back door.He reached out to open it.Locked.He pulled a hunting knife and



severed the telephone line, which was tacked to the white clapboard wall.He suddenly heard the
back door opening. He pulled his gun and found himself staring into the face of the little boy. And
finally he saw the dog, standing beside the boy. The dog began to bark.Quickly now, as the
sweat began to flow, Rader hustled the child into the kitchen—and came face-to-face with
another surprise. The man was home.The dog barked and barked.Rader towered seven inches
over the smaller man, but he felt quaking fear now. He pointed his gun.This is a stickup, he
said.The girl began to cry.Don’t be alarmed, he told them.Across town several miles to the west
lived a college kid who had no clue how the events of this day would shape his life.He was
something of a character, or so his mother thought. He could never sit still; he always had to be
doing something with his hands. He was a smart aleck. As a little boy playing cops and robbers,
he always played the cop. When the other boys pressed him to be the bad guy, he walked
away.He seemed the straight arrow, but he was not. He got into fights, like a lot of other boys
growing up on the rough blue-collar west side of Wichita, but learned to avoid them. He won
debate championships in high school but hid his partying from his mother. He played the beagle
Snoopy in a high school production of You’re a Good Man, Charlie Brown. He made Eagle Scout
in 1971, the year before he graduated, but drank to excess on Fridays. He liked school. He liked
mysteries, especially the stories about Sherlock Holmes.Kenny Landwehr was still a teenager,
not yet a deeply reflective soul, but he knew why he liked those stories: Holmes solved murders,
the hardest crime to solve because the best possible witness was dead.Kenny Landwehr, Eagle
Scout.2January 15, 1974, 3:30 PMAll Tied UpThe afternoon paper landed on Wichita’s porches
between 3:00 and 4:00 PM, with the headline TAPE ERASED, JUDGE TOLD on the front page.
Judge John Sirica in Washington, D.C., was furious about an eighteen-minute gap in a recording
of one of President Nixon’s private conversations about the Watergate burglary. That was the
national news at the moment Carmen and Danny Otero arrived home, walking up Murdock
Avenue from Robinson Junior High.They saw several odd things: the station wagon was gone,
the garage door up. The back door was locked. Lucky was staring at them from the backyard.
That got their attention, because their parents never left him out—he barked at strangers. When
they got the front door open, they found their mother’s purse on the living room floor, its contents
scattered.They saw Josie’s little white purse in the kitchen and their father’s wallet with its cards
and papers strewn across the stove top. Potted meat containers and a package of bread, still
open, sat on the table.Danny and Carmen ran for their parents’ room. There they found them,
their hands tied behind their backs, their bodies stiff and cold.Charlie at that moment was
walking home along Edgemoor, still keyed up from final-exam day at Southeast High. On the
street, he picked up a religious pamphlet off the sidewalk.“You need God for your life,” it said. He
dropped it. Mom had taught them about God.When Charlie saw Lucky standing outside, when
he saw the garage door up, he decided he would tease his mom for being forgetful. Then he
walked inside and heard Danny and Carmen yelling from his parents’ room.What he saw there
sent him running for the kitchen, where he grabbed a knife. “Whoever is in this house, you’re
dead!” he yelled. No one answered.He picked up a yardstick and whacked it around until it



shattered.The phone was dead. Charlie ran outside and banged on a neighbor’s door.Officers
Robert Bulla and Jim Lindeburg reached 803 North Edgemoor at 3:42 PM. A teenage boy ran to
them, looking wild and unstrung. He said his name was Charlie. He told the officers what they
would find in the house.Stay outside, they told Charlie and the two children with him. Bulla and
Lindeburg walked in, saw the purse, walked deeper inside the house, and pushed on the door to
the master bedroom. A man lay tied up on the floor; a woman lay on the bed, bare legs bent and
hanging over the edge, her faced streaked with dried blood from her nose. The rope around her
neck had been cut. The cops learned later that Carmen had nipped at it with toenail clippers,
trying frantically to revive her mother.Bulla felt for pulses, then radioed dispatchers: two possible
homicide victims.Lindeburg and Bulla walked out of the house to the children, who looked
frantic. There are two more children, the teens said. They have not come home yet. We can’t let
them see this. The family station wagon was missing, they said: a brown 1966 Oldsmobile Vista
Cruiser. The officers made a note.More officers arrived, then detectives.Officers questioned the
children.“You think your father could have done this?”Charlie kept telling the cops to stop Josie
and Joey from coming home.Officers told the children to move away from the house. Detective
Ray Floyd pulled Charlie aside.They had found the two kids in the house, Floyd told him.They
were dead.The phone on Jack Bruce’s desk rang minutes later.“We’ve got four dead people in a
house on Edgemoor,” the emergency dispatcher said.“What?”“Four dead people. On
Edgemoor.”“What do you mean, four dead people?”“They’re dead, and all four are all tied
up.”Bruce, a tall commander with a confident manner, was a lieutenant colonel supervising vice
and homicide detectives. He heard other phones ring on other desks now, and he watched
detectives bolt out the door. Within minutes, Bruce was talking on two phones at once, trying to
keep people from bumping into each other. He made assignments, sent lab people, coordinated
shifts. The entire police department mobilized.Sgt. Joe Thomas arrived minutes after the first call
and secured the scene, which meant keeping people from messing up evidence before
detectives took charge. Thomas took a quick tour, looking into each room just long enough to
get angry. Within minutes, the place filled: detectives, lab people, police brass. Like Thomas,
they were shaken by what they saw.Danny and Carmen Otero enter the roped-off crime scene to
talk to police.Detective Gary Caldwell walked down into the dark basement. He did not have a
flashlight. Caldwell felt his way, turned a corner, groped for a switch, and brushed against
something hanging from the ceiling.He found the switch and saw a dead girl, nearly naked,
hanging by a rough hemp noose from a sewer pipe. Her dark hair was draped across one cheek,
and her tongue protruded past a gag.Maj. Bill Cornwell ran the homicide unit; he took over. He
and Bernie Drowatzky, a craggy-faced veteran detective, noticed that whoever had done this
had used a variety of knots to tie wrists, ankles, and throats. They suspected the killer had run
out of cord: some of the victims’ wrists had been taped.The boy had died beside his bunk bed. In
the boy’s room, Cornwell saw something that stayed with him for life: chair imprints on the carpet.
They looked fresh. Cornwell thought he knew what that meant: the killer, after he tied the boy’s
wrists, after he pulled two T-shirts and a plastic bag over the boy’s head, after he pulled the



clothesline tight around the boy’s neck, had placed a chair beside the child so he could watch
him suffocate.There were so many ligature marks on the throats of the other Oteros it looked as
though the killer had strangled them more than once, letting them have some air, then finishing
them.Keith Sanborn, the crew-cut district attorney for Sedgwick County, took a grim house tour.
The detectives told him they had found dried fluid on the girl’s naked thigh, and spots of the
same stuff on the floor. Looks like he masturbated on her, they said.Cornwell’s boss, Lt. Col.
Bruce, went in after the bodies were taken away that night, walking past reporters and
photographers stamping outside in the cold. They had shot pictures of the surviving children
being hustled under the crime scene tape; they had filmed bodies being removed. This will
shake up the city, Bruce thought.“Get some rest,” Bruce told his detectives. “Get a night’s sleep
so you can come back.” No one listened.Caldwell and Drowatzky volunteered to stay in the
house all night. If the killer came back, they would greet him. Caldwell called his wife and told
her; she got upset. Then he and Drowatzky settled in. Sometimes they peeked out the windows;
all they saw were photographers and a parade of gawkers.Back at his office, Cornwell pondered
conflicting reports. A neighbor said he had seen a tall white man with a slender build wearing a
dark coat outside the Otero house at about 8:45 AM. Other witnesses described a much shorter
man—perhaps just five feet two. They said he had bushy black hair and a dark complexion.
Police Chief Floyd Hannon told reporters the suspect might be Middle Eastern. But in the sketch
artist’s composite drawing, the man looked Hispanic. In fact, the man looked a lot like Joe Otero
with a thin mustache. Someone else said he had seen a dark-haired man driving the Oteros’
station wagon at about 10:30 that morning.A detective had found the Oteros’ car parked at the
Dillons grocery store at Central and Oliver, a half mile away. The position of the seat showed that
the driver might be short.Cornwell stayed in his office all night, taking calls, pitching ideas, taking
catnaps in a chair. He and other detectives did not go home for three days; they had sandwiches
brought in. For ten days, seventy-five officers and detectives worked eighteen hours a day.The
killer had tied a dizzying variety of knots: clove hitches, half hitches, slipknots, square knots,
overhand knots, blood knots. There were so many knots that one detective photocopied the
names, drawings, and descriptions of knots from an encyclopedia published by the Naval
Institute Press. Maybe the killer was a sailor, Bruce thought.Detectives studied the autopsy
reports. The coroner found bruising on Julie’s face; she had been beaten before she died. There
were deep indentations around Joe’s wrists; he had fought to break his bonds. There were
ligature marks and broken capillaries on Joey’s neck and face; he had died of strangulation and
suffocation.The autopsy showed that Josie had weighed only 115 pounds and that she had died
in a hangman’s noose with her hands tied behind her back. She was bound at the ankles and
knees with cord that snaked up to her waist. The killer had cut her bra in the front and pulled her
cotton panties down to her ankles.The lab people had scraped dried fluid from her thigh. When
they put the scrapings under a microscope, they saw sperm.At the end of the first week, sleep-
deprived detectives began to run out of energy and ideas.They tried one nutty idea: Caldwell
and Drowatzky stayed all night in the house again, this time with a psychic. She claimed that she



had once helped solve a crime by leading police to a body in a trunk. The two cops sat in silence
as the psychic scribbled her impressions. Nothing came of it.There had been one major foul-up.
Someone lost most of the autopsy photos and several crime scene photos. The chief blew his
stack.Still, there was a pile of photographs to study. Among them was a curiosity—a picture of
an ice tray in the kitchen with ice still in it. The killer had struck before 9:00 AM and turned up the
heat before leaving the house. Witnesses saw the Oteros’ Vista Cruiser on the street at about
10:30 AM. The crime scene photographer arrived six hours later. And the photo showed ice. It
didn’t take a Sherlock Holmes to figure this out: Someone from the police who had surveyed the
dead then opened the Oteros’ freezer and made himself something to drink.Chief Hannon held
press conferences at least twice a day, disclosing specifics, speculating about motives and
suspects. The morning Wichita Eagle and afternoon Beacon covered every development.
Readers learned that Josie and Joey were model students; that Joe and Julie Otero had taken
out a $16,850 mortgage on their “junior ranch” home, that the killings indicated “some kind of
fetish.” The coverage included a forensics photo of a knotted cord that the killer had used, front-
page diagrams by newspaper cartoonist Jerry Bittle showing where in the home the bodies were
found, and a sketch of Josie hanging from the pipe.None of this made a lasting impression on
Kenny Landwehr, the west-side kid. The Otero murders occurred on the east side. Wichita in
1974 was a socially divided city, the boundary clearly drawn by the Arkansas and Little Arkansas
rivers that converge downtown. These were broad stereotypes, but the west side was more blue-
collar, the east side more elite. Landwehr’s parents, Lee and Irene, read about the killings with
dismay, but their son paid scant attention, even though he’d daydreamed about joining the
FBI.The inspiration for this was Irene’s brother, Ernie Halsig, an FBI agent. “If you apply to the
FBI, they’ll want you to have some accounting,” Uncle Ernie said. So Landwehr, majoring in
history at Wichita State University, added accounting to his schedule.To make a little money, he
worked as a salesman at Beuttel’s Clothing Company in Wichita’s industrial north end.He did not
feel strongly about the FBI. He had other preoccupations: girls, golf, beer—sometimes a lot of
beer. He played pool and foosball at a west-side lounge called the Old English Pub.He didn’t
dwell on the Otero murders; the Pub seemed dangerous enough. There was this guy who hung
out there…Bell…James Eddy Bell. He was an asshole, a big and ugly bully. In the Pub,
Landwehr gave Bell plenty of space and spoke politely around him.That was hard. Landwehr
had a smart mouth.3January–April 1974Fear and PossibilitiesThe Oteros were buried in Puerto
Rico. The surviving children left Wichita for good; they found a home with a family in
Albuquerque.Charlie Otero’s future would include depression, anger, a rift with his siblings, and
prison time for domestic assault. He would forsake God, as he believed God had forsaken his
family. He had no answers for the questions that troubled him:Why had someone attacked his
family?How did he get past the dog? How could he talk a boxer like Dad into putting his fists
behind his back?There must have been more than one killer, Charlie thought.Charlie wanted to
kill them all.Police started with four possibilities:1. Was the killer somebody within the family?
They quickly ruled out that idea.2. Was there a drug connection? In the air force, Joseph Otero



had served in Latin America. After his discharge, Joe took a job that gave him access to private
airplanes. This intrigued detectives. Maybe a big overseas drug deal had gone sour, and Joe lost
his life and family in a revenge killing.Cornwell and Hannon flew to Panama and Puerto Rico to
chase this idea. Bruce was dubious—the cops had not found so much as a single aspirin in the
house, let alone illegal drugs.3. Was someone out to get Julie? She had worked at Coleman. Did
she have a jealous boyfriend there? Her former supervisor had been shot and wounded just
days before she died. Was there a connection?4. Was the killer a thief who killed to cover his
tracks? Detectives looked at known burglars, though the only things missing were Joe’s watch,
Joey’s radio, and a set of keys.Four ideas, four wild goose chases.Dennis Rader had spent two
hours with the Oteros, then he had slid into their Vista Cruiser and driven to the Dillons grocery
store. He just made it—the Oteros had run the tank nearly dry. On the way, he kept the hood of
his parka up to hide his face. Before he got out, he adjusted the seat forward to disguise his
height. He walked to his own car, a white 1962 Impala coupe. There he took an inventory of
everything he had brought that morning, then realized, with a sick feeling, that he had left his
knife at the Otero house.He drove back to the house on North Edgemoor, pulled into the garage,
walked to the back door, and picked up the knife. Then he drove home, his head pounding. He
took two Tylenol, then drove to some woods he’d played in as a boy, along the Little Arkansas
River north of Wichita. There he burned sketches he had made during the planning, along with
things he had used to kill the family. He hurried. His wife would be getting off work, and he
wanted to be home.After the murders, Wichitans who had never locked their doors did so. Some
bought guns and alarm systems. Kids like Steve and Rebecca Macy came home from high
school every day with a new routine: Rebecca would sit in the car. Steve would carry a baseball
bat into the house and check every room and closet—and the phone—before letting his sister
in.Younger children like Tim Relph, a seventh grader, lived with fear for years, wondering
whether their families might be attacked. The route his parents drove to get him and his siblings
to school took them along the same streets the Oteros used.Homicide captain Charlie Stewart
began to sleep near his front door.Lindy Kelly, a former homicide detective, was so angry about
what he’d heard from his best friend, Sgt. Joe Thomas, that he violated his rule about never
scaring his children with stories about work. He told his thirteen-year-old daughter, Laura, about
the chair imprints in the carpet. The guy had sat and watched the little boy struggle, Kelly
said.Thomas began a routine that would last the rest of his life. Every morning when he picked
up the Eagle, he carried a doorstop, a heavy metal bar that would come in handy for beating the
Oteros’ killer to pieces if he decided one day to pay him a visit.Rader slipped back into the
comforts of home. He had been married nearly three years and still opened doors for his wife,
helped her put on her coat. They attended church with their parents; he helped with the youth
group. But he made the rules and liked things neat, orderly, and on time. She complied.He liked
to study crime novels, detective magazines, and pornography. He liked to masturbate while
playing with handcuffs. In their snug home—only 960 square feet—he hid small trophies. On his
wrist he wore Joe Otero’s watch. It ran well and got him to school on time. Wichita State



University had started spring classes, and he had chosen a major—administration of justice—
that let him study police officers closely and learn more about his new pursuit. He enjoyed the
irony.He began to write about what he had done; he told his wife he had a lot of typing to do for
school. He wrote that Joe Otero had thought in the first moments that his intrusion was a
practical joke. He wrote what Josie had said just before he hanged her. He wrote it all down,
finished it on February 3, 1974, and filed it in a binder so he could read it whenever he pleased.
He signed the document “B.T.K.” Bind, torture, kill.He knew he had done things that could have
got him caught: he had left his knife behind. He had let himself be seen. He had not anticipated
the dog. He had assumed the father had left. He had walked into a place with too many
people.He decided to do better next time. And there must be a next time.He had enjoyed his
time with the girl.4April 4, 1974Kathryn BrightThe safe thing would be to never kill again,
especially after the way he’d botched so many details of the Otero murders. But Rader had
Factor X, as he called it, or the Monster Within, his other name for whatever impelled him. He
was inventing new abbreviations and names now: BTK for who he now was, Sparky for his penis,
trolling for what he did, which was hunt women. He called his female targets projects—PJs for
short. In his writings, he called Josie Otero “Little Mex.”Rader went trolling again a few weeks
after he killed the Oteros—after he came down from the high the murders gave him.He was
trolling every day now, spying on women, following them to work and back home, writing notes
on each. He had to keep track—he spied on multiple projects, breaking off if one did not look
safe. He peeped in windows, walked alleys, and hunted females living alone.Kathy Bright’s high
school yearbook photo.In the spring of 1974 he settled on a woman he called Project Lights
Out.Kathryn Bright had lived in the little house at 3217 East Thirteenth Street for only a year. She
was twenty-one. One semester at the University of Kansas in Lawrence had left her missing her
family, so she had come home and worked at Coleman, where Julie Otero had worked for about
a month.By family she meant cousins too: counting the five Bright kids, there were eighteen.
They were all tight; they often went to see their grandparents on a farm outside Valley Center.
They would hook a cart to a donkey named Candy and ride for hours. When Kathryn was six, a
newspaper photographer shot their picture. Kathryn stood smiling in the middle. “Youngsters
Find Donkey Pal,” the headline said.At nine she learned the ukulele and played with a kids’ group
dressed in Hawaiian outfits.Sometimes the Bright kids would go to a cousin’s farm in nearby
Butler County, make mud pies, and drive a car around a cow pasture, their legs too short to
reach the brake pedal. They’d stick it in first gear, hope for the best, and laugh.In church Kathryn
sang in a trio with a sister and a cousin. They liked the hymn “In the Garden.”And He walks with
me,And He talks with me,And He tells me I am his own,And the joy we share as we tarry
there,None other has ever known.Rader saw her one day while on his way to take his wife to
lunch. A pretty good figure, as he said later. Other things caught his eye: long blond hair, a jeans
jacket, an old beaded purse. The first time he saw her, she was collecting her mail.He treated his
wife to lunch that day, but as they ate, he daydreamed. He went back and spied on the woman
for weeks. This might work, he decided; she looked like a college girl, living alone, no man



around, no children, no dog.Rader squeezed rubber balls to strengthen his hands. It had freaked
him out how long it had taken to strangle the Oteros; his hands had gone numb. He wanted to be
ready this time.He made a plan. In normal life, he was a Wichita State University student; he
would carry books to her door and tell her he needed a quiet place to study. Then he would force
his way in.Before he knocked, he pulled on his rubber gloves.His plan went to pieces
immediately.No one answered his knock.On impulse, he smashed through the glass of the back
door, and then panicked a little. He realized she might come home, see the glass, and run. He
cleaned it up as best he could, hid in a bedroom, and pulled out his Colt. 22 to take the safety off.
And—bang!—the gun went off. That scared him; he thought she might smell the gunpowder
when she arrived. As his heart pounded, the front door opened. He heard her talking to
someone.It was a man. Rader began to sweat again.He could hear them laughing. He had no
place to run. But he had the .22, and a .357 Magnum in a shoulder holster, so he stepped toward
them.Hold it right there, he said.Kevin Bright.I’m wanted in California, Rader told them. They’ve
got wanted posters out on me. I need a car. I need money. I just need to get to New York. I need
to tie you up. But I don’t want to hurt you.That’s when Rader realized he’d made another
mistake.He had brought no rope; he had assumed she would be alone, easy to control. He had
planned to tie her with panty hose or whatever she had, so that when the cops found her body
they would see a method different from the Otero murders. But now here he stood, Mr. Bind,
Torture, and Kill, with nothing to bind them.He marched them to a bedroom, went through her
dressers, found bandannas, belts, nylons, T-shirts.Rader would learn later the man’s name was
Kevin. Tie her hands, he told Kevin. Kevin did so. He walked them to the bedroom by the front
door and told Kevin to lie down. He tied his hands together and tied his feet to a bedpost.So far,
so good.Do you have any money? he asked.Kevin gave up three dollars from his right front shirt
pocket. He had eight more in his wallet, but he didn’t tell the robber about that.Rader marched
the girl back to the other bedroom. He sat her in a chair, tied her to it with nylon stockings, and
bound her ankles. Rummaging through the house, he found another ten dollars. He called out
that he had found the money. He wanted them to think that this was just a robbery, that they
would survive if they behaved. Calm them, he thought. He got them to tell him where to find their
car keys. He would need transportation after he finished.Time for a little music. He turned on her
stereo, turned up the volume. He knew now, from Project Little Mex, that there would be
strangling sounds, so he wanted to kill them in separate bedrooms. He did not want one of them
to hear gagging noises and start thrashing. He decided to kill the man first, to put down the
bigger threat. He had done the same in January. He looped a nylon around Kevin’s throat, and
began to pull.And that’s when Project Lights Out fell apart. Kevin broke his leg bindings, jumped
up, and charged, his hands still tied behind him.Rader pulled his .22 and shot Kevin in the head.
He fell, and blood poured onto the floor. Rader stood amazed.He ran to the next room. The girl
was struggling and screaming. “What have you done to my brother?”So that’s who the guy
was.It’s all right, Rader told her. He was trying to fight, so I had to shoot him, but I think he’ll be all
right. When I get out of here, I’ll call the police and tell them to come untie both of you.She kept



struggling. Rader ran to the other bedroom and kicked Kevin to make sure he was dead. He
wasn’t. Kevin leaped up, charged again, broke the bindings on his wrists, and grabbed at the
gun. For a few moments, Rader thought he would die right there: Kevin got his hand on the
trigger and tried to pull it. They fought, grunting and straining, until Rader broke free and shot
Kevin in the face, dropping him again.Rader ran back to the woman. She was thrashing like a
snared bird. He picked up a piece of cloth, looped it around her throat, and began to pull. She
broke free from the chair. He wished he had brought his own rope.He felt terrified now. He
punched her in the face, on the head, on the shoulders. She tried to fight, tried to get
away.Someone probably heard those shots, he thought.He pulled a knife; she fought like a wild
animal. Like a hellcat, he’d say later. He stabbed her in the back, once, twice, again, then spun
her around and stabbed her in the gut, and still she fought. God, he thought, how much stabbing
does it take? In the detective magazines they said to go up for the kidneys and lungs. He
stabbed as they lunged around the room, smearing her blood on the walls. At last she went
down.The chair in which Rader tied Kathy Bright with panty hose. She was stabbed eleven
times. Note the bloody smears on the wall, at left.And he heard a sound…from the next
room.Shit! he thought.Rader ran to where he had left the brother. The brother was gone.He ran
to the front door; it was open.I’m dead meat, he thought. He stepped out, blood covering his
hands and clothes, soaking into his suede shoes.He saw the brother running up the street.The
game is up, Rader thought. I’m done for.He ran back to the woman.She lay groaning, blood
coming out of eleven wounds. Should he shoot her? What difference did it make now? The
brother was alive and loose and could identify him. Get out of here.5April–July 1974Lessons to
LearnKevin Bright ran to two neighbors, William Williams and Edward Bell. He told them the man
who had shot him was still at his sister’s house. “He’s in there now, doing a number on my sister,”
Bright said. “Please help me.”They called police, then drove Bright to Wesley Medical Center. It
was 2:05 PM. Dispatchers radioed “residence robbery in progress.” Officer Dennis Landon went
to the back door. No one answered his knock. Officer Raymond Fletcher went in the front,
his .357 drawn. They found a woman bleeding on the living room floor, a phone in her hand. She
had crawled out of the bedroom. Her skin felt clammy. Her breathing was shallow, her face
gray.“Hang on,” Fletcher told her. “We’ve got help on the way.”Landon turned her over.“What
happened?” he asked.She pulled up her blouse. Landon saw knife wounds, at least three.“Do
you know who did this?”She shook her head no.“What is your name?”“Kathryn Bright.” Her voice
was weak.“How old are you?”“Twenty-one.”They pressed cloth from the kitchen against her
wounds and elevated her legs to get what blood she had to her head. Landon saw nylon
stockings tied to her wrists. There was a blue scarf and a cord tied around her throat. Her right
hand clutched a white rag, and her ankles were bound with a nylon stocking.“I can’t breathe,”
she told Landon. “Please untie my ankles.” Landon pulled a pocket knife and cut the nylon. She
was covered in blood: face, hair, hands, stomach. She was bleeding from her left nostril and her
face was badly bruised. She was losing consciousness.They told her an ambulance was on the
way, and that she would be all right. But then her face began to turn blue.She grabbed Fletcher’s



arm.“I can’t breathe,” she said.“Help me.”BTK’s strangling cord was still tied around Kevin’s
throat when he arrived at Wesley. Kathryn arrived in an ambulance minutes later. Officer Ronald
Davenport watched as the medical people turned her over to look at her back. More stab
wounds.“Help me,” she said.She was too weak to say more. Davenport and other officers asked
Kevin what had happened. He tried to talk, but choked up blood. The bullet that hit his upper jaw
had knocked out two teeth; officers later found them in his sister’s house. He had powder burns
on his face. The other bullet had grazed his forehead. Doctors sent him to intensive care.Kathryn
died four hours later.Kevin told police later that he lived in Valley Center but had stayed at his
sister’s house the night before because it had snowed, and he had not wanted to drive home.For
a small guy, Kevin had put up a big fight. Kevin was nineteen, stood only five feet six, and
weighed only 115 pounds, the same as Josie Otero. He’d taken two shots to the head, yet had
fought gallantly. Kevin said the killer was much bigger: five feet eleven, about 180 pounds,
maybe twenty-eight years old, light complexion, a mustache, dark hair. He wore a black and
yellow stocking cap—the colors of Wichita State University—gloves, a windbreaker, and an
army coat with fur around the hood. There had been a silver wristwatch on his left arm, an
expansion band on the watch.“And he sweated a lot,” Kevin told them.The cops worked hard on
the case but got nowhere. And with Kevin giving conflicting answers at times, they weren’t sure
his description of the attacker was all that solid.It occurred to some of them that Kathryn Bright’s
murder was related to the Oteros’. Kathy and Kevin had worked at Coleman—as had Julie
Otero.But other cops said no. They still believed there was a Latin American drug connection
with the Oteros. And there were differences—the Oteros had been strangled and suffocated; the
Brights had been strangled, shot, and stabbed.Rader ran several blocks to his car in his
bloodstained shoes. He drove to his parents’ house; they lived near him. In their shed, in an old
wooden box filled with sawdust, he hid his weapons. He stripped off his clothes and the bloody
shoes, putting them in the chicken coop; he would burn them later. He cleaned up, went home to
his wife, and pretended that nothing unusual had happened.He was sure he would be arrested.
But a day passed, then another. He watched television and read the paper. The cops had not
figured it out.He began to write a long document, “An April Death,” he called it; seven pages,
single-spaced.He clipped Kathryn’s picture out of the newspaper. He wondered if he might be
too smart to be caught. That gave him another idea.Why not have some fun with the
newspaper? Why not flaunt himself a bit?On the evening of July 7, 1974, six months after the
Otero murders, four people in their early twenties were killed after a dispute over $27.50. Three
of the victims died in a duplex at 1117 Dayton Street on the west side of Wichita. The killer and
his accomplice drove the fourth victim, a twenty-one-year-old named Beth Kuschnereit, to a rural
spot in neighboring Butler County.The man with the .38 was James Eddy Bell, the big guy with
the menacing temper who worried Kenny Landwehr and the other beer drinkers at the Old
English Pub.Kuschnereit pleaded with Bell. He gave her two minutes to pray, then he shot her in
the face. As he put it later, he “blew her head off.”Bell and his accomplice were picked up, tried,
and convicted.It was the second quadruple homicide that year, and it shook up everybody in



town. Only seventeen people had been murdered in Wichita the year before, and the cops
solved all seventeen.Landwehr was more disturbed about the Dayton Street killings than he had
been about the Oteros. He had known the Dayton Street people, and when he walked to the
Pub, which was frequently, his route took him past the duplex where three of them had died. He
was still thinking about trying for the FBI after college, but now it didn’t seem as important. The
FBI didn’t have a homicide unit.6October 1974The Monster as MuseSeveral months after the
Otero murders, three talkative men in jail began to imply that they knew details about the crimes.
Detectives quickly realized they were blowing smoke, but not before the story got into the
Eagle.That story upset the one man who knew the truth. And he wanted credit.A few days after
the story appeared, Eagle columnist Don Granger got a phone call.“Listen and listen good,” a
harsh voice said. “I’m only gonna say this once.” The man sounded Midwestern, his tone hard
and aggressive, as though he liked giving orders. “There is a letter about the Otero case in a
book in the public library,” he said. He told Granger which book, then hung up.Granger knew why
the call came to him. Months earlier, the Eagle had offered five thousand dollars to anyone
providing useful information about the Otero case. Granger had volunteered to take the
calls.This caller had not asked for a reward, though.The Eagle had made an arrangement with
the cops that reflected what editors thought was best for the community at the time: it would set
up a “Secret Witness” program to solicit and pass along information it received about the Oteros’
killer. Abiding by that agreement, Granger called the cops right after he took that strange call.
Years later, some reporters and editors would grouse about this, saying Granger should have
found the letter first and copied it for the newspaper, but in the 1970s the Eagle’s management
thought helping the cops catch the killer was more important than getting a scoop—or
challenging the investigative tactics.Bernie Drowatzky found the letter right where the caller had
told Granger it would be, inside the book Applied Engineering Mechanics. Drowatzky took the
letter to Chief Hannon. The letter contained so many misspellings that some cops thought the
writer had a disability or was disguising his writing voice.I write this letter to you for the sake of
the tax payer as well as your time. Those three dude you have in custody are just talking to get
publicity for the Otero murders. They know nothing at all. I did it by myself and with no oneshelp.
There has been no talk either.Let’s put it straight…..Bind, Torture, KillThe inside Story ofthe
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our knowledge, remarks presented within quotation marks reflect what was said at the time.In
cases where dialogue could not be reconstructed but the essence was available, we did not use
quotation marks; we used phrasing to indicate that these words are substantially similar to what
was said—or in the case of BTK talking to his victims, the conversations as he recalled
them.Italicized phrases reflect participants’ recollections of their thoughts.A few words about the
dialogue:We have reconstructed many conversations through the recollections of those
involved, quotes in news coverage, and our own notes. To the best of our knowledge, remarks
presented within quotation marks reflect what was said at the time.In cases where dialogue
could not be reconstructed but the essence was available, we did not use quotation marks; we
used phrasing to indicate that these words are substantially similar to what was said—or in the
case of BTK talking to his victims, the conversations as he recalled them.Italicized phrases
reflect participants’ recollections of their thoughts.IntroductionThe Wichita Eagle has covered
the BTK serial killer since he first struck in January 1974. From 2004 to 2006 alone, the Eagle
published roughly eight hundred pieces about BTK’s reemergence, the intensive investigation,
the resolution, and how the case affected our community. The paper spent thousands of dollars
on transcripts of court proceedings, then posted them online for everyone to read. The
newspaper’s expansive and in-depth coverage earned us awards and accolades. Some might
think that there’d be little new to say—especially considering the 24/7 attention BTK got from
cable news shows.But we’ve got the inside scoop. It’s not only that we know more about the BTK
story than anyone else, we’ve lived it—in my case, grown up with it. We have drawn on the
Eagle’s thirty-two-year archive—including original reporters’ notes, internal memos, and
photographs.Over the course of three decades, BTK, the Wichita Eagle, and the Wichita police
developed complicated relationships. It was through the Eagle that BTK sent his first message in
1974. It was to the Eagle a few years later that the Wichita police chief desperately turned for
help in trapping the killer. It was in a macabre letter to the Eagle—delivered to the police by
reporter Hurst Laviana—that the killer announced his reemergence in 2004. And it was through
the Eagle’s classifieds that the head of the investigation tricked BTK into making a mistake that
led to his capture in 2005.And when BTK—family man and church president Dennis Rader—
was finally in his prison cell, it was to us, for this book, that Police Lt. Ken Landwehr and his key
investigators told their side of the story in intimate detail.Landwehr and the detectives were
unhappy with the rampant errors in other books about this case; they knew we cared about this
chapter of our community’s history just as much as they did, and they trusted us to get the facts
right. Laviana has covered crime in Wichita for more than twenty years. Tim Potter has been
nicknamed “Columbo” by the cops for his habit of calling back to double-check facts in his notes.
Roy Wenzl has two brothers in law enforcement. My father was a Wichita homicide detective.But
this is not a “just the facts, ma’am” recitation of the case. The people who stopped BTK are real
cops—and real characters. They’ve lowered their shields to let us take you along with them on
stakeouts and shoot-outs and into their homes and hearts. In the past, talking to us for
newspaper stories, they’ve been guarded. Landwehr’s public face has always been stoic. He has



never sought publicity, never played games, never answered questions about himself. He is witty
in person, but not easy to know.Starting work with him on this book, Wenzl told Landwehr that
we wanted to portray him accurately, not as “a plaster saint, all sweetness and success…. I want
to know your flaws. I want to ask your wife about your flaws.”Wenzl, who had covered cops for
years, could not imagine any police supervisor saying yes to this. It required daring.Landwehr
shrugged, pulled out his cell phone, and dialed Cindy Landwehr.“Hey,” he said. “Do ya wanna
talk to these guys?”Then Landwehr looked at Wenzl.“Once you get her started about that, she
might not ever stop.”The portraits of Rader and Landwehr that we have been able to draw for this
book are mirror images—both men are native sons of the heartland of America, products of
churchgoing middle-class families, Boy Scouts who grew up to marry and have children of their
own. Yet one became a sexual deviant who killed for his personal pleasure while the other
became a cop who dedicated himself to protecting the lives of others. The choices they made
destined Rader and Landwehr to become opponents in a deadly game of cat and mouse.In
writing this book, we had a choice to make as well. Others have focused on portraying the evil;
we wanted to give equal time to the people who stopped it.L. KELLYIntroductionThe Wichita
Eagle has covered the BTK serial killer since he first struck in January 1974. From 2004 to 2006
alone, the Eagle published roughly eight hundred pieces about BTK’s reemergence, the
intensive investigation, the resolution, and how the case affected our community. The paper
spent thousands of dollars on transcripts of court proceedings, then posted them online for
everyone to read. The newspaper’s expansive and in-depth coverage earned us awards and
accolades. Some might think that there’d be little new to say—especially considering the 24/7
attention BTK got from cable news shows.But we’ve got the inside scoop. It’s not only that we
know more about the BTK story than anyone else, we’ve lived it—in my case, grown up with it.
We have drawn on the Eagle’s thirty-two-year archive—including original reporters’ notes,
internal memos, and photographs.Over the course of three decades, BTK, the Wichita Eagle,
and the Wichita police developed complicated relationships. It was through the Eagle that BTK
sent his first message in 1974. It was to the Eagle a few years later that the Wichita police chief
desperately turned for help in trapping the killer. It was in a macabre letter to the Eagle—
delivered to the police by reporter Hurst Laviana—that the killer announced his reemergence in
2004. And it was through the Eagle’s classifieds that the head of the investigation tricked BTK
into making a mistake that led to his capture in 2005.And when BTK—family man and church
president Dennis Rader—was finally in his prison cell, it was to us, for this book, that Police Lt.
Ken Landwehr and his key investigators told their side of the story in intimate detail.Landwehr
and the detectives were unhappy with the rampant errors in other books about this case; they
knew we cared about this chapter of our community’s history just as much as they did, and they
trusted us to get the facts right. Laviana has covered crime in Wichita for more than twenty years.
Tim Potter has been nicknamed “Columbo” by the cops for his habit of calling back to double-
check facts in his notes. Roy Wenzl has two brothers in law enforcement. My father was a
Wichita homicide detective.But this is not a “just the facts, ma’am” recitation of the case. The



people who stopped BTK are real cops—and real characters. They’ve lowered their shields to let
us take you along with them on stakeouts and shoot-outs and into their homes and hearts. In the
past, talking to us for newspaper stories, they’ve been guarded. Landwehr’s public face has
always been stoic. He has never sought publicity, never played games, never answered
questions about himself. He is witty in person, but not easy to know.Starting work with him on
this book, Wenzl told Landwehr that we wanted to portray him accurately, not as “a plaster saint,
all sweetness and success…. I want to know your flaws. I want to ask your wife about your
flaws.”Wenzl, who had covered cops for years, could not imagine any police supervisor saying
yes to this. It required daring.Landwehr shrugged, pulled out his cell phone, and dialed Cindy
Landwehr.“Hey,” he said. “Do ya wanna talk to these guys?”Then Landwehr looked at
Wenzl.“Once you get her started about that, she might not ever stop.”The portraits of Rader and
Landwehr that we have been able to draw for this book are mirror images—both men are native
sons of the heartland of America, products of churchgoing middle-class families, Boy Scouts
who grew up to marry and have children of their own. Yet one became a sexual deviant who
killed for his personal pleasure while the other became a cop who dedicated himself to
protecting the lives of others. The choices they made destined Rader and Landwehr to become
opponents in a deadly game of cat and mouse.In writing this book, we had a choice to make as
well. Others have focused on portraying the evil; we wanted to give equal time to the people who
stopped it.L. KELLY1January 15, 1974, 8:20 AMThe OterosHer name was Josie Otero. She was
eleven years old and wore glasses and wrote poetry and drew pictures and worried about her
looks. She had started wearing a bra and growing her hair out; it fell so thick around her head
and throat that the man with the gun would soon have a hard time tying the cloth to keep the gag
stuffed in her mouth.As Josie woke up that morning, the man with the gun crept to her back door
and saw something that made him sweat: a paw print in the snowy backyard. He had not
expected a dog.He whistled softly; no dog. Still, he pulled a Colt Woodsman. 22 from his
waistband and slunk to the garage wall to think.In the house, Josie had pulled on a blue T-shirt
and walked from her room to the kitchen. It was a short walk; it was a small house. Her mom,
Julie, was in the kitchen, wearing her blue housecoat. She had set the table, putting out cereal
and milk for breakfast and tins of potted meat for school-lunch sandwiches. Joe, Josie’s dad,
was eating canned pears.At five feet four, Josie was already an inch taller than her mom and as
tall as her dad. But she worried the worries of a child.“You don’t love me as much as you love the
rest of them,” she had blurted one day to her brother Charlie. At fifteen he was the oldest of the
five Otero kids.“That’s not true,” he said. “I love you as much as I love any of them.”She felt better;
she loved them all, Mom and Dad and Charlie, and Joey, who was nine, and Danny, fourteen,
and Carmen, thirteen. She loved the way Joey studied his brothers and tried to be tough like
them. He was so cute; the girls at Adams Elementary School adored his brown eyes. This
morning he had dressed to draw attention: a long-sleeved shirt pulled over a yellow T-shirt and
white undershirt, and purplish trousers with white pockets and white stripes down the back.It
was Tuesday. They would play with the dog, help Mom pack lunches, then Dad would drive Josie



and Joey to school as he had done already for Charlie, Danny, and Carmen. Mom had laid their
coats on a chair.Outside, the man hesitated.In the pockets of his parka he carried rope, venetian
blind cord, gags, white adhesive tape, a knife, and plastic bags.The Oteros had lived in
Camden, New Jersey, and then the Panama Canal Zone for seven years, and then their native
Puerto Rico with relatives for a few months. They had bought their house in Wichita only ten
weeks earlier and were still getting their bearings. Wichita was a big airplane manufacturing
center, and this spelled opportunity for Joe. He had retired as a technical sergeant after twenty
years in the U.S. Air Force and now worked on airplanes and taught flying at Cook Field, a few
miles outside Wichita, the Air Capital of the World. Boeing, Cessna, Beech, and Learjet all had
big factories there; the city that once sent sixteen-hundred B-29 Superfortress bombers to war
now supplied airlines and movie stars with jets. Julie had taken a job at Coleman, the camping
equipment factory, but was laid off a few weeks later in a downsizing.Charlie, Danny, Joey,
Carmen, Josie, Julie, and Joe Otero.They now lived among the 260,000 people of Wichita,
many of whom were ex-farm kids who cherished the trust they felt for their neighbors and left
their doors unlocked. The airplane manufacturers had come to Wichita decades earlier in part
because they were able to hire young people who had grown up on neighboring farms, learning
how to fix tractor engines and carburetors from early childhood, and these workers and their
families had brought their farm sensibilities with them to the city. People still left the keys in their
cars at night and took casseroles to sick neighbors. This was a culture the Oteros liked, but Joe
and Julie had more of a New York attitude about safety. Joe had acquired the dog, Lucky, who
hated strangers. Joe had street smarts, and at age thirty-eight he was still wiry and strong. He’d
been a champion boxer in Spanish Harlem. Julie, thirty-four, practiced judo and taught it to the
children.Joe was streetwise but playful. At work among Anglo strangers, he made people laugh
by mocking his own Puerto Rican accent. He made shopping fun, once dragging the kids around
a store on a sled as they laughed. When Joe signed the mortgage for the house (six rooms and
an unfinished basement), he joked to the broker, “I hope I’m still alive when this lien is paid
off.”Two months later the Oteros were still unpacking boxes.One night Joe and Charlie had
watched the movie In Cold Blood, the story of two losers who in 1959 murdered four members of
the Clutter family in Holcomb, Kansas.How could anybody do that? Charlie asked.“Be glad
nothing like that has ever happened to you,” Joe said.Dennis Rader had seen the woman and
the girl one day while driving his wife to work at the Veterans Administration; his wife didn’t like
driving in snow. On Edgemoor Drive, he saw two dark-skinned females in a station wagon
backing onto Murdock Avenue.After that, he stalked them for weeks and took notes. He followed
Julie several times as she drove Josie and Joey to school. He knew that they left about 8:45 and
that it took Julie seven minutes to get back home. He knew the husband left for work around
8:00 AM. He did not want to confront the husband, so he timed his own arrival for about 8:20.
The husband would be gone. The boy would be there, but he was incidental to the plan. He
would kill the boy, but he did not want him. He wanted the girl.He did not know that the Oteros
were down to one car.Joe had wrecked the other one a few days before, breaking some ribs. To



get Carmen, Danny, and Charlie to school before 8:00, Joe had taken the station wagon that
Julie usually drove. Charlie had started to close the garage door, but Joe told him to leave it up
because he would come back. With his injury, Joe wasn’t able to work.It was twenty degrees
outside, and snow lay frozen on the hard ground.Rader was twenty-eight; he had dark hair and
green eyes that had lately spent a lot of time looking deep into the dark. He liked to look at
pornography; he liked to daydream. He had nicknamed his penis Sparky. He fancied himself a
secret agent, an assassin, a shadow.Rader had risen in the dark this morning, packed his coat
pockets, parked several blocks from the target house, then walked. The house sat on the
northwest corner of Murdock Avenue and Edgemoor Drive in east Wichita. He had arrived as the
dim light of dawn obscured the comet Kohoutek that for weeks had hung like a ghost above the
southern horizon.Dennis Rader, while he was in the air force in the 1960s.He thought of the girl
with long, dark hair and glasses. She looked like she was made for SBT, his abbreviation for
“Sparky Big Time.”But now, in the backyard, he hesitated.Where was the dog?Over the next
thirty-one years, Rader would write many words about this day, some lies, some true:He
selected the family because Hispanic women turned him on.He fantasized about sex, trained
himself how to kill. He tied nooses, and hanged dogs and cats in barns. As a teen and then later
in the air force, he peered through blinds to watch women undress. He broke into homes to steal
panties.He stalked women as they shopped alone in grocery stores. He planned to hide in the
backseat of their cars and kidnap them at gunpoint. He would take them to places where he and
Sparky could play: bind, torture, kill.He had always chickened out.But not this time.He crept from
the garage to the back door.He reached out to open it.Locked.He pulled a hunting knife and
severed the telephone line, which was tacked to the white clapboard wall.He suddenly heard the
back door opening. He pulled his gun and found himself staring into the face of the little boy. And
finally he saw the dog, standing beside the boy. The dog began to bark.Quickly now, as the
sweat began to flow, Rader hustled the child into the kitchen—and came face-to-face with
another surprise. The man was home.The dog barked and barked.Rader towered seven inches
over the smaller man, but he felt quaking fear now. He pointed his gun.This is a stickup, he
said.The girl began to cry.Don’t be alarmed, he told them.Across town several miles to the west
lived a college kid who had no clue how the events of this day would shape his life.He was
something of a character, or so his mother thought. He could never sit still; he always had to be
doing something with his hands. He was a smart aleck. As a little boy playing cops and robbers,
he always played the cop. When the other boys pressed him to be the bad guy, he walked
away.He seemed the straight arrow, but he was not. He got into fights, like a lot of other boys
growing up on the rough blue-collar west side of Wichita, but learned to avoid them. He won
debate championships in high school but hid his partying from his mother. He played the beagle
Snoopy in a high school production of You’re a Good Man, Charlie Brown. He made Eagle Scout
in 1971, the year before he graduated, but drank to excess on Fridays. He liked school. He liked
mysteries, especially the stories about Sherlock Holmes.Kenny Landwehr was still a teenager,
not yet a deeply reflective soul, but he knew why he liked those stories: Holmes solved murders,



the hardest crime to solve because the best possible witness was dead.Kenny Landwehr, Eagle
Scout.1January 15, 1974, 8:20 AMThe OterosHer name was Josie Otero. She was eleven years
old and wore glasses and wrote poetry and drew pictures and worried about her looks. She had
started wearing a bra and growing her hair out; it fell so thick around her head and throat that the
man with the gun would soon have a hard time tying the cloth to keep the gag stuffed in her
mouth.As Josie woke up that morning, the man with the gun crept to her back door and saw
something that made him sweat: a paw print in the snowy backyard. He had not expected a
dog.He whistled softly; no dog. Still, he pulled a Colt Woodsman. 22 from his waistband and
slunk to the garage wall to think.In the house, Josie had pulled on a blue T-shirt and walked from
her room to the kitchen. It was a short walk; it was a small house. Her mom, Julie, was in the
kitchen, wearing her blue housecoat. She had set the table, putting out cereal and milk for
breakfast and tins of potted meat for school-lunch sandwiches. Joe, Josie’s dad, was eating
canned pears.At five feet four, Josie was already an inch taller than her mom and as tall as her
dad. But she worried the worries of a child.“You don’t love me as much as you love the rest of
them,” she had blurted one day to her brother Charlie. At fifteen he was the oldest of the five
Otero kids.“That’s not true,” he said. “I love you as much as I love any of them.”She felt better;
she loved them all, Mom and Dad and Charlie, and Joey, who was nine, and Danny, fourteen,
and Carmen, thirteen. She loved the way Joey studied his brothers and tried to be tough like
them. He was so cute; the girls at Adams Elementary School adored his brown eyes. This
morning he had dressed to draw attention: a long-sleeved shirt pulled over a yellow T-shirt and
white undershirt, and purplish trousers with white pockets and white stripes down the back.It
was Tuesday. They would play with the dog, help Mom pack lunches, then Dad would drive Josie
and Joey to school as he had done already for Charlie, Danny, and Carmen. Mom had laid their
coats on a chair.Outside, the man hesitated.In the pockets of his parka he carried rope, venetian
blind cord, gags, white adhesive tape, a knife, and plastic bags.The Oteros had lived in
Camden, New Jersey, and then the Panama Canal Zone for seven years, and then their native
Puerto Rico with relatives for a few months. They had bought their house in Wichita only ten
weeks earlier and were still getting their bearings. Wichita was a big airplane manufacturing
center, and this spelled opportunity for Joe. He had retired as a technical sergeant after twenty
years in the U.S. Air Force and now worked on airplanes and taught flying at Cook Field, a few
miles outside Wichita, the Air Capital of the World. Boeing, Cessna, Beech, and Learjet all had
big factories there; the city that once sent sixteen-hundred B-29 Superfortress bombers to war
now supplied airlines and movie stars with jets. Julie had taken a job at Coleman, the camping
equipment factory, but was laid off a few weeks later in a downsizing.Charlie, Danny, Joey,
Carmen, Josie, Julie, and Joe Otero.They now lived among the 260,000 people of Wichita,
many of whom were ex-farm kids who cherished the trust they felt for their neighbors and left
their doors unlocked. The airplane manufacturers had come to Wichita decades earlier in part
because they were able to hire young people who had grown up on neighboring farms, learning
how to fix tractor engines and carburetors from early childhood, and these workers and their



families had brought their farm sensibilities with them to the city. People still left the keys in their
cars at night and took casseroles to sick neighbors. This was a culture the Oteros liked, but Joe
and Julie had more of a New York attitude about safety. Joe had acquired the dog, Lucky, who
hated strangers. Joe had street smarts, and at age thirty-eight he was still wiry and strong. He’d
been a champion boxer in Spanish Harlem. Julie, thirty-four, practiced judo and taught it to the
children.Joe was streetwise but playful. At work among Anglo strangers, he made people laugh
by mocking his own Puerto Rican accent. He made shopping fun, once dragging the kids around
a store on a sled as they laughed. When Joe signed the mortgage for the house (six rooms and
an unfinished basement), he joked to the broker, “I hope I’m still alive when this lien is paid
off.”Two months later the Oteros were still unpacking boxes.One night Joe and Charlie had
watched the movie In Cold Blood, the story of two losers who in 1959 murdered four members of
the Clutter family in Holcomb, Kansas.How could anybody do that? Charlie asked.“Be glad
nothing like that has ever happened to you,” Joe said.Dennis Rader had seen the woman and
the girl one day while driving his wife to work at the Veterans Administration; his wife didn’t like
driving in snow. On Edgemoor Drive, he saw two dark-skinned females in a station wagon
backing onto Murdock Avenue.After that, he stalked them for weeks and took notes. He followed
Julie several times as she drove Josie and Joey to school. He knew that they left about 8:45 and
that it took Julie seven minutes to get back home. He knew the husband left for work around
8:00 AM. He did not want to confront the husband, so he timed his own arrival for about 8:20.
The husband would be gone. The boy would be there, but he was incidental to the plan. He
would kill the boy, but he did not want him. He wanted the girl.He did not know that the Oteros
were down to one car.Joe had wrecked the other one a few days before, breaking some ribs. To
get Carmen, Danny, and Charlie to school before 8:00, Joe had taken the station wagon that
Julie usually drove. Charlie had started to close the garage door, but Joe told him to leave it up
because he would come back. With his injury, Joe wasn’t able to work.It was twenty degrees
outside, and snow lay frozen on the hard ground.Rader was twenty-eight; he had dark hair and
green eyes that had lately spent a lot of time looking deep into the dark. He liked to look at
pornography; he liked to daydream. He had nicknamed his penis Sparky. He fancied himself a
secret agent, an assassin, a shadow.Rader had risen in the dark this morning, packed his coat
pockets, parked several blocks from the target house, then walked. The house sat on the
northwest corner of Murdock Avenue and Edgemoor Drive in east Wichita. He had arrived as the
dim light of dawn obscured the comet Kohoutek that for weeks had hung like a ghost above the
southern horizon.Dennis Rader, while he was in the air force in the 1960s.He thought of the girl
with long, dark hair and glasses. She looked like she was made for SBT, his abbreviation for
“Sparky Big Time.”But now, in the backyard, he hesitated.Where was the dog?Over the next
thirty-one years, Rader would write many words about this day, some lies, some true:He
selected the family because Hispanic women turned him on.He fantasized about sex, trained
himself how to kill. He tied nooses, and hanged dogs and cats in barns. As a teen and then later
in the air force, he peered through blinds to watch women undress. He broke into homes to steal



panties.He stalked women as they shopped alone in grocery stores. He planned to hide in the
backseat of their cars and kidnap them at gunpoint. He would take them to places where he and
Sparky could play: bind, torture, kill.He had always chickened out.But not this time.He crept from
the garage to the back door.He reached out to open it.Locked.He pulled a hunting knife and
severed the telephone line, which was tacked to the white clapboard wall.He suddenly heard the
back door opening. He pulled his gun and found himself staring into the face of the little boy. And
finally he saw the dog, standing beside the boy. The dog began to bark.Quickly now, as the
sweat began to flow, Rader hustled the child into the kitchen—and came face-to-face with
another surprise. The man was home.The dog barked and barked.Rader towered seven inches
over the smaller man, but he felt quaking fear now. He pointed his gun.This is a stickup, he
said.The girl began to cry.Don’t be alarmed, he told them.Across town several miles to the west
lived a college kid who had no clue how the events of this day would shape his life.He was
something of a character, or so his mother thought. He could never sit still; he always had to be
doing something with his hands. He was a smart aleck. As a little boy playing cops and robbers,
he always played the cop. When the other boys pressed him to be the bad guy, he walked
away.He seemed the straight arrow, but he was not. He got into fights, like a lot of other boys
growing up on the rough blue-collar west side of Wichita, but learned to avoid them. He won
debate championships in high school but hid his partying from his mother. He played the beagle
Snoopy in a high school production of You’re a Good Man, Charlie Brown. He made Eagle Scout
in 1971, the year before he graduated, but drank to excess on Fridays. He liked school. He liked
mysteries, especially the stories about Sherlock Holmes.Kenny Landwehr was still a teenager,
not yet a deeply reflective soul, but he knew why he liked those stories: Holmes solved murders,
the hardest crime to solve because the best possible witness was dead.Kenny Landwehr, Eagle
Scout.2January 15, 1974, 3:30 PMAll Tied UpThe afternoon paper landed on Wichita’s porches
between 3:00 and 4:00 PM, with the headline TAPE ERASED, JUDGE TOLD on the front page.
Judge John Sirica in Washington, D.C., was furious about an eighteen-minute gap in a recording
of one of President Nixon’s private conversations about the Watergate burglary. That was the
national news at the moment Carmen and Danny Otero arrived home, walking up Murdock
Avenue from Robinson Junior High.They saw several odd things: the station wagon was gone,
the garage door up. The back door was locked. Lucky was staring at them from the backyard.
That got their attention, because their parents never left him out—he barked at strangers. When
they got the front door open, they found their mother’s purse on the living room floor, its contents
scattered.They saw Josie’s little white purse in the kitchen and their father’s wallet with its cards
and papers strewn across the stove top. Potted meat containers and a package of bread, still
open, sat on the table.Danny and Carmen ran for their parents’ room. There they found them,
their hands tied behind their backs, their bodies stiff and cold.Charlie at that moment was
walking home along Edgemoor, still keyed up from final-exam day at Southeast High. On the
street, he picked up a religious pamphlet off the sidewalk.“You need God for your life,” it said. He
dropped it. Mom had taught them about God.When Charlie saw Lucky standing outside, when



he saw the garage door up, he decided he would tease his mom for being forgetful. Then he
walked inside and heard Danny and Carmen yelling from his parents’ room.What he saw there
sent him running for the kitchen, where he grabbed a knife. “Whoever is in this house, you’re
dead!” he yelled. No one answered.He picked up a yardstick and whacked it around until it
shattered.The phone was dead. Charlie ran outside and banged on a neighbor’s door.Officers
Robert Bulla and Jim Lindeburg reached 803 North Edgemoor at 3:42 PM. A teenage boy ran to
them, looking wild and unstrung. He said his name was Charlie. He told the officers what they
would find in the house.Stay outside, they told Charlie and the two children with him. Bulla and
Lindeburg walked in, saw the purse, walked deeper inside the house, and pushed on the door to
the master bedroom. A man lay tied up on the floor; a woman lay on the bed, bare legs bent and
hanging over the edge, her faced streaked with dried blood from her nose. The rope around her
neck had been cut. The cops learned later that Carmen had nipped at it with toenail clippers,
trying frantically to revive her mother.Bulla felt for pulses, then radioed dispatchers: two possible
homicide victims.Lindeburg and Bulla walked out of the house to the children, who looked
frantic. There are two more children, the teens said. They have not come home yet. We can’t let
them see this. The family station wagon was missing, they said: a brown 1966 Oldsmobile Vista
Cruiser. The officers made a note.More officers arrived, then detectives.Officers questioned the
children.“You think your father could have done this?”Charlie kept telling the cops to stop Josie
and Joey from coming home.Officers told the children to move away from the house. Detective
Ray Floyd pulled Charlie aside.They had found the two kids in the house, Floyd told him.They
were dead.The phone on Jack Bruce’s desk rang minutes later.“We’ve got four dead people in a
house on Edgemoor,” the emergency dispatcher said.“What?”“Four dead people. On
Edgemoor.”“What do you mean, four dead people?”“They’re dead, and all four are all tied
up.”Bruce, a tall commander with a confident manner, was a lieutenant colonel supervising vice
and homicide detectives. He heard other phones ring on other desks now, and he watched
detectives bolt out the door. Within minutes, Bruce was talking on two phones at once, trying to
keep people from bumping into each other. He made assignments, sent lab people, coordinated
shifts. The entire police department mobilized.Sgt. Joe Thomas arrived minutes after the first call
and secured the scene, which meant keeping people from messing up evidence before
detectives took charge. Thomas took a quick tour, looking into each room just long enough to
get angry. Within minutes, the place filled: detectives, lab people, police brass. Like Thomas,
they were shaken by what they saw.Danny and Carmen Otero enter the roped-off crime scene to
talk to police.Detective Gary Caldwell walked down into the dark basement. He did not have a
flashlight. Caldwell felt his way, turned a corner, groped for a switch, and brushed against
something hanging from the ceiling.He found the switch and saw a dead girl, nearly naked,
hanging by a rough hemp noose from a sewer pipe. Her dark hair was draped across one cheek,
and her tongue protruded past a gag.Maj. Bill Cornwell ran the homicide unit; he took over. He
and Bernie Drowatzky, a craggy-faced veteran detective, noticed that whoever had done this
had used a variety of knots to tie wrists, ankles, and throats. They suspected the killer had run



out of cord: some of the victims’ wrists had been taped.The boy had died beside his bunk bed. In
the boy’s room, Cornwell saw something that stayed with him for life: chair imprints on the carpet.
They looked fresh. Cornwell thought he knew what that meant: the killer, after he tied the boy’s
wrists, after he pulled two T-shirts and a plastic bag over the boy’s head, after he pulled the
clothesline tight around the boy’s neck, had placed a chair beside the child so he could watch
him suffocate.There were so many ligature marks on the throats of the other Oteros it looked as
though the killer had strangled them more than once, letting them have some air, then finishing
them.Keith Sanborn, the crew-cut district attorney for Sedgwick County, took a grim house tour.
The detectives told him they had found dried fluid on the girl’s naked thigh, and spots of the
same stuff on the floor. Looks like he masturbated on her, they said.Cornwell’s boss, Lt. Col.
Bruce, went in after the bodies were taken away that night, walking past reporters and
photographers stamping outside in the cold. They had shot pictures of the surviving children
being hustled under the crime scene tape; they had filmed bodies being removed. This will
shake up the city, Bruce thought.“Get some rest,” Bruce told his detectives. “Get a night’s sleep
so you can come back.” No one listened.Caldwell and Drowatzky volunteered to stay in the
house all night. If the killer came back, they would greet him. Caldwell called his wife and told
her; she got upset. Then he and Drowatzky settled in. Sometimes they peeked out the windows;
all they saw were photographers and a parade of gawkers.Back at his office, Cornwell pondered
conflicting reports. A neighbor said he had seen a tall white man with a slender build wearing a
dark coat outside the Otero house at about 8:45 AM. Other witnesses described a much shorter
man—perhaps just five feet two. They said he had bushy black hair and a dark complexion.
Police Chief Floyd Hannon told reporters the suspect might be Middle Eastern. But in the sketch
artist’s composite drawing, the man looked Hispanic. In fact, the man looked a lot like Joe Otero
with a thin mustache. Someone else said he had seen a dark-haired man driving the Oteros’
station wagon at about 10:30 that morning.A detective had found the Oteros’ car parked at the
Dillons grocery store at Central and Oliver, a half mile away. The position of the seat showed that
the driver might be short.Cornwell stayed in his office all night, taking calls, pitching ideas, taking
catnaps in a chair. He and other detectives did not go home for three days; they had sandwiches
brought in. For ten days, seventy-five officers and detectives worked eighteen hours a day.The
killer had tied a dizzying variety of knots: clove hitches, half hitches, slipknots, square knots,
overhand knots, blood knots. There were so many knots that one detective photocopied the
names, drawings, and descriptions of knots from an encyclopedia published by the Naval
Institute Press. Maybe the killer was a sailor, Bruce thought.Detectives studied the autopsy
reports. The coroner found bruising on Julie’s face; she had been beaten before she died. There
were deep indentations around Joe’s wrists; he had fought to break his bonds. There were
ligature marks and broken capillaries on Joey’s neck and face; he had died of strangulation and
suffocation.The autopsy showed that Josie had weighed only 115 pounds and that she had died
in a hangman’s noose with her hands tied behind her back. She was bound at the ankles and
knees with cord that snaked up to her waist. The killer had cut her bra in the front and pulled her



cotton panties down to her ankles.The lab people had scraped dried fluid from her thigh. When
they put the scrapings under a microscope, they saw sperm.At the end of the first week, sleep-
deprived detectives began to run out of energy and ideas.They tried one nutty idea: Caldwell
and Drowatzky stayed all night in the house again, this time with a psychic. She claimed that she
had once helped solve a crime by leading police to a body in a trunk. The two cops sat in silence
as the psychic scribbled her impressions. Nothing came of it.There had been one major foul-up.
Someone lost most of the autopsy photos and several crime scene photos. The chief blew his
stack.Still, there was a pile of photographs to study. Among them was a curiosity—a picture of
an ice tray in the kitchen with ice still in it. The killer had struck before 9:00 AM and turned up the
heat before leaving the house. Witnesses saw the Oteros’ Vista Cruiser on the street at about
10:30 AM. The crime scene photographer arrived six hours later. And the photo showed ice. It
didn’t take a Sherlock Holmes to figure this out: Someone from the police who had surveyed the
dead then opened the Oteros’ freezer and made himself something to drink.Chief Hannon held
press conferences at least twice a day, disclosing specifics, speculating about motives and
suspects. The morning Wichita Eagle and afternoon Beacon covered every development.
Readers learned that Josie and Joey were model students; that Joe and Julie Otero had taken
out a $16,850 mortgage on their “junior ranch” home, that the killings indicated “some kind of
fetish.” The coverage included a forensics photo of a knotted cord that the killer had used, front-
page diagrams by newspaper cartoonist Jerry Bittle showing where in the home the bodies were
found, and a sketch of Josie hanging from the pipe.None of this made a lasting impression on
Kenny Landwehr, the west-side kid. The Otero murders occurred on the east side. Wichita in
1974 was a socially divided city, the boundary clearly drawn by the Arkansas and Little Arkansas
rivers that converge downtown. These were broad stereotypes, but the west side was more blue-
collar, the east side more elite. Landwehr’s parents, Lee and Irene, read about the killings with
dismay, but their son paid scant attention, even though he’d daydreamed about joining the
FBI.The inspiration for this was Irene’s brother, Ernie Halsig, an FBI agent. “If you apply to the
FBI, they’ll want you to have some accounting,” Uncle Ernie said. So Landwehr, majoring in
history at Wichita State University, added accounting to his schedule.To make a little money, he
worked as a salesman at Beuttel’s Clothing Company in Wichita’s industrial north end.He did not
feel strongly about the FBI. He had other preoccupations: girls, golf, beer—sometimes a lot of
beer. He played pool and foosball at a west-side lounge called the Old English Pub.He didn’t
dwell on the Otero murders; the Pub seemed dangerous enough. There was this guy who hung
out there…Bell…James Eddy Bell. He was an asshole, a big and ugly bully. In the Pub,
Landwehr gave Bell plenty of space and spoke politely around him.That was hard. Landwehr
had a smart mouth.2January 15, 1974, 3:30 PMAll Tied UpThe afternoon paper landed on
Wichita’s porches between 3:00 and 4:00 PM, with the headline TAPE ERASED, JUDGE TOLD
on the front page. Judge John Sirica in Washington, D.C., was furious about an eighteen-minute
gap in a recording of one of President Nixon’s private conversations about the Watergate
burglary. That was the national news at the moment Carmen and Danny Otero arrived home,



walking up Murdock Avenue from Robinson Junior High.They saw several odd things: the station
wagon was gone, the garage door up. The back door was locked. Lucky was staring at them
from the backyard. That got their attention, because their parents never left him out—he barked
at strangers. When they got the front door open, they found their mother’s purse on the living
room floor, its contents scattered.They saw Josie’s little white purse in the kitchen and their
father’s wallet with its cards and papers strewn across the stove top. Potted meat containers and
a package of bread, still open, sat on the table.Danny and Carmen ran for their parents’ room.
There they found them, their hands tied behind their backs, their bodies stiff and cold.Charlie at
that moment was walking home along Edgemoor, still keyed up from final-exam day at
Southeast High. On the street, he picked up a religious pamphlet off the sidewalk.“You need God
for your life,” it said. He dropped it. Mom had taught them about God.When Charlie saw Lucky
standing outside, when he saw the garage door up, he decided he would tease his mom for
being forgetful. Then he walked inside and heard Danny and Carmen yelling from his parents’
room.What he saw there sent him running for the kitchen, where he grabbed a knife. “Whoever is
in this house, you’re dead!” he yelled. No one answered.He picked up a yardstick and whacked it
around until it shattered.The phone was dead. Charlie ran outside and banged on a neighbor’s
door.Officers Robert Bulla and Jim Lindeburg reached 803 North Edgemoor at 3:42 PM. A
teenage boy ran to them, looking wild and unstrung. He said his name was Charlie. He told the
officers what they would find in the house.Stay outside, they told Charlie and the two children
with him. Bulla and Lindeburg walked in, saw the purse, walked deeper inside the house, and
pushed on the door to the master bedroom. A man lay tied up on the floor; a woman lay on the
bed, bare legs bent and hanging over the edge, her faced streaked with dried blood from her
nose. The rope around her neck had been cut. The cops learned later that Carmen had nipped
at it with toenail clippers, trying frantically to revive her mother.Bulla felt for pulses, then radioed
dispatchers: two possible homicide victims.Lindeburg and Bulla walked out of the house to the
children, who looked frantic. There are two more children, the teens said. They have not come
home yet. We can’t let them see this. The family station wagon was missing, they said: a brown
1966 Oldsmobile Vista Cruiser. The officers made a note.More officers arrived, then
detectives.Officers questioned the children.“You think your father could have done this?”Charlie
kept telling the cops to stop Josie and Joey from coming home.Officers told the children to move
away from the house. Detective Ray Floyd pulled Charlie aside.They had found the two kids in
the house, Floyd told him.They were dead.The phone on Jack Bruce’s desk rang minutes
later.“We’ve got four dead people in a house on Edgemoor,” the emergency dispatcher
said.“What?”“Four dead people. On Edgemoor.”“What do you mean, four dead people?”“They’re
dead, and all four are all tied up.”Bruce, a tall commander with a confident manner, was a
lieutenant colonel supervising vice and homicide detectives. He heard other phones ring on
other desks now, and he watched detectives bolt out the door. Within minutes, Bruce was talking
on two phones at once, trying to keep people from bumping into each other. He made
assignments, sent lab people, coordinated shifts. The entire police department mobilized.Sgt.



Joe Thomas arrived minutes after the first call and secured the scene, which meant keeping
people from messing up evidence before detectives took charge. Thomas took a quick tour,
looking into each room just long enough to get angry. Within minutes, the place filled: detectives,
lab people, police brass. Like Thomas, they were shaken by what they saw.Danny and Carmen
Otero enter the roped-off crime scene to talk to police.Detective Gary Caldwell walked down into
the dark basement. He did not have a flashlight. Caldwell felt his way, turned a corner, groped for
a switch, and brushed against something hanging from the ceiling.He found the switch and saw
a dead girl, nearly naked, hanging by a rough hemp noose from a sewer pipe. Her dark hair was
draped across one cheek, and her tongue protruded past a gag.Maj. Bill Cornwell ran the
homicide unit; he took over. He and Bernie Drowatzky, a craggy-faced veteran detective, noticed
that whoever had done this had used a variety of knots to tie wrists, ankles, and throats. They
suspected the killer had run out of cord: some of the victims’ wrists had been taped.The boy had
died beside his bunk bed. In the boy’s room, Cornwell saw something that stayed with him for
life: chair imprints on the carpet. They looked fresh. Cornwell thought he knew what that meant:
the killer, after he tied the boy’s wrists, after he pulled two T-shirts and a plastic bag over the
boy’s head, after he pulled the clothesline tight around the boy’s neck, had placed a chair beside
the child so he could watch him suffocate.There were so many ligature marks on the throats of
the other Oteros it looked as though the killer had strangled them more than once, letting them
have some air, then finishing them.Keith Sanborn, the crew-cut district attorney for Sedgwick
County, took a grim house tour. The detectives told him they had found dried fluid on the girl’s
naked thigh, and spots of the same stuff on the floor. Looks like he masturbated on her, they
said.Cornwell’s boss, Lt. Col. Bruce, went in after the bodies were taken away that night, walking
past reporters and photographers stamping outside in the cold. They had shot pictures of the
surviving children being hustled under the crime scene tape; they had filmed bodies being
removed. This will shake up the city, Bruce thought.“Get some rest,” Bruce told his detectives.
“Get a night’s sleep so you can come back.” No one listened.Caldwell and Drowatzky
volunteered to stay in the house all night. If the killer came back, they would greet him. Caldwell
called his wife and told her; she got upset. Then he and Drowatzky settled in. Sometimes they
peeked out the windows; all they saw were photographers and a parade of gawkers.Back at his
office, Cornwell pondered conflicting reports. A neighbor said he had seen a tall white man with
a slender build wearing a dark coat outside the Otero house at about 8:45 AM. Other witnesses
described a much shorter man—perhaps just five feet two. They said he had bushy black hair
and a dark complexion. Police Chief Floyd Hannon told reporters the suspect might be Middle
Eastern. But in the sketch artist’s composite drawing, the man looked Hispanic. In fact, the man
looked a lot like Joe Otero with a thin mustache. Someone else said he had seen a dark-haired
man driving the Oteros’ station wagon at about 10:30 that morning.A detective had found the
Oteros’ car parked at the Dillons grocery store at Central and Oliver, a half mile away. The
position of the seat showed that the driver might be short.Cornwell stayed in his office all night,
taking calls, pitching ideas, taking catnaps in a chair. He and other detectives did not go home



for three days; they had sandwiches brought in. For ten days, seventy-five officers and
detectives worked eighteen hours a day.The killer had tied a dizzying variety of knots: clove
hitches, half hitches, slipknots, square knots, overhand knots, blood knots. There were so many
knots that one detective photocopied the names, drawings, and descriptions of knots from an
encyclopedia published by the Naval Institute Press. Maybe the killer was a sailor, Bruce
thought.Detectives studied the autopsy reports. The coroner found bruising on Julie’s face; she
had been beaten before she died. There were deep indentations around Joe’s wrists; he had
fought to break his bonds. There were ligature marks and broken capillaries on Joey’s neck and
face; he had died of strangulation and suffocation.The autopsy showed that Josie had weighed
only 115 pounds and that she had died in a hangman’s noose with her hands tied behind her
back. She was bound at the ankles and knees with cord that snaked up to her waist. The killer
had cut her bra in the front and pulled her cotton panties down to her ankles.The lab people had
scraped dried fluid from her thigh. When they put the scrapings under a microscope, they saw
sperm.At the end of the first week, sleep-deprived detectives began to run out of energy and
ideas.They tried one nutty idea: Caldwell and Drowatzky stayed all night in the house again, this
time with a psychic. She claimed that she had once helped solve a crime by leading police to a
body in a trunk. The two cops sat in silence as the psychic scribbled her impressions. Nothing
came of it.There had been one major foul-up. Someone lost most of the autopsy photos and
several crime scene photos. The chief blew his stack.Still, there was a pile of photographs to
study. Among them was a curiosity—a picture of an ice tray in the kitchen with ice still in it. The
killer had struck before 9:00 AM and turned up the heat before leaving the house. Witnesses
saw the Oteros’ Vista Cruiser on the street at about 10:30 AM. The crime scene photographer
arrived six hours later. And the photo showed ice. It didn’t take a Sherlock Holmes to figure this
out: Someone from the police who had surveyed the dead then opened the Oteros’ freezer and
made himself something to drink.Chief Hannon held press conferences at least twice a day,
disclosing specifics, speculating about motives and suspects. The morning Wichita Eagle and
afternoon Beacon covered every development. Readers learned that Josie and Joey were
model students; that Joe and Julie Otero had taken out a $16,850 mortgage on their “junior
ranch” home, that the killings indicated “some kind of fetish.” The coverage included a forensics
photo of a knotted cord that the killer had used, front-page diagrams by newspaper cartoonist
Jerry Bittle showing where in the home the bodies were found, and a sketch of Josie hanging
from the pipe.None of this made a lasting impression on Kenny Landwehr, the west-side kid. The
Otero murders occurred on the east side. Wichita in 1974 was a socially divided city, the
boundary clearly drawn by the Arkansas and Little Arkansas rivers that converge downtown.
These were broad stereotypes, but the west side was more blue-collar, the east side more elite.
Landwehr’s parents, Lee and Irene, read about the killings with dismay, but their son paid scant
attention, even though he’d daydreamed about joining the FBI.The inspiration for this was Irene’s
brother, Ernie Halsig, an FBI agent. “If you apply to the FBI, they’ll want you to have some
accounting,” Uncle Ernie said. So Landwehr, majoring in history at Wichita State University,



added accounting to his schedule.To make a little money, he worked as a salesman at Beuttel’s
Clothing Company in Wichita’s industrial north end.He did not feel strongly about the FBI. He
had other preoccupations: girls, golf, beer—sometimes a lot of beer. He played pool and foosball
at a west-side lounge called the Old English Pub.He didn’t dwell on the Otero murders; the Pub
seemed dangerous enough. There was this guy who hung out there…Bell…James Eddy Bell.
He was an asshole, a big and ugly bully. In the Pub, Landwehr gave Bell plenty of space and
spoke politely around him.That was hard. Landwehr had a smart mouth.3January–April
1974Fear and PossibilitiesThe Oteros were buried in Puerto Rico. The surviving children left
Wichita for good; they found a home with a family in Albuquerque.Charlie Otero’s future would
include depression, anger, a rift with his siblings, and prison time for domestic assault. He would
forsake God, as he believed God had forsaken his family. He had no answers for the questions
that troubled him:Why had someone attacked his family?How did he get past the dog? How
could he talk a boxer like Dad into putting his fists behind his back?There must have been more
than one killer, Charlie thought.Charlie wanted to kill them all.Police started with four
possibilities:1. Was the killer somebody within the family? They quickly ruled out that idea.2.
Was there a drug connection? In the air force, Joseph Otero had served in Latin America. After
his discharge, Joe took a job that gave him access to private airplanes. This intrigued detectives.
Maybe a big overseas drug deal had gone sour, and Joe lost his life and family in a revenge
killing.Cornwell and Hannon flew to Panama and Puerto Rico to chase this idea. Bruce was
dubious—the cops had not found so much as a single aspirin in the house, let alone illegal
drugs.3. Was someone out to get Julie? She had worked at Coleman. Did she have a jealous
boyfriend there? Her former supervisor had been shot and wounded just days before she died.
Was there a connection?4. Was the killer a thief who killed to cover his tracks? Detectives
looked at known burglars, though the only things missing were Joe’s watch, Joey’s radio, and a
set of keys.Four ideas, four wild goose chases.Dennis Rader had spent two hours with the
Oteros, then he had slid into their Vista Cruiser and driven to the Dillons grocery store. He just
made it—the Oteros had run the tank nearly dry. On the way, he kept the hood of his parka up to
hide his face. Before he got out, he adjusted the seat forward to disguise his height. He walked
to his own car, a white 1962 Impala coupe. There he took an inventory of everything he had
brought that morning, then realized, with a sick feeling, that he had left his knife at the Otero
house.He drove back to the house on North Edgemoor, pulled into the garage, walked to the
back door, and picked up the knife. Then he drove home, his head pounding. He took two
Tylenol, then drove to some woods he’d played in as a boy, along the Little Arkansas River north
of Wichita. There he burned sketches he had made during the planning, along with things he
had used to kill the family. He hurried. His wife would be getting off work, and he wanted to be
home.After the murders, Wichitans who had never locked their doors did so. Some bought guns
and alarm systems. Kids like Steve and Rebecca Macy came home from high school every day
with a new routine: Rebecca would sit in the car. Steve would carry a baseball bat into the house
and check every room and closet—and the phone—before letting his sister in.Younger children



like Tim Relph, a seventh grader, lived with fear for years, wondering whether their families might
be attacked. The route his parents drove to get him and his siblings to school took them along
the same streets the Oteros used.Homicide captain Charlie Stewart began to sleep near his
front door.Lindy Kelly, a former homicide detective, was so angry about what he’d heard from his
best friend, Sgt. Joe Thomas, that he violated his rule about never scaring his children with
stories about work. He told his thirteen-year-old daughter, Laura, about the chair imprints in the
carpet. The guy had sat and watched the little boy struggle, Kelly said.Thomas began a routine
that would last the rest of his life. Every morning when he picked up the Eagle, he carried a
doorstop, a heavy metal bar that would come in handy for beating the Oteros’ killer to pieces if
he decided one day to pay him a visit.Rader slipped back into the comforts of home. He had
been married nearly three years and still opened doors for his wife, helped her put on her coat.
They attended church with their parents; he helped with the youth group. But he made the rules
and liked things neat, orderly, and on time. She complied.He liked to study crime novels,
detective magazines, and pornography. He liked to masturbate while playing with handcuffs. In
their snug home—only 960 square feet—he hid small trophies. On his wrist he wore Joe Otero’s
watch. It ran well and got him to school on time. Wichita State University had started spring
classes, and he had chosen a major—administration of justice—that let him study police officers
closely and learn more about his new pursuit. He enjoyed the irony.He began to write about what
he had done; he told his wife he had a lot of typing to do for school. He wrote that Joe Otero had
thought in the first moments that his intrusion was a practical joke. He wrote what Josie had said
just before he hanged her. He wrote it all down, finished it on February 3, 1974, and filed it in a
binder so he could read it whenever he pleased. He signed the document “B.T.K.” Bind, torture,
kill.He knew he had done things that could have got him caught: he had left his knife behind. He
had let himself be seen. He had not anticipated the dog. He had assumed the father had left. He
had walked into a place with too many people.He decided to do better next time. And there must
be a next time.He had enjoyed his time with the girl.3January–April 1974Fear and
PossibilitiesThe Oteros were buried in Puerto Rico. The surviving children left Wichita for good;
they found a home with a family in Albuquerque.Charlie Otero’s future would include depression,
anger, a rift with his siblings, and prison time for domestic assault. He would forsake God, as he
believed God had forsaken his family. He had no answers for the questions that troubled
him:Why had someone attacked his family?How did he get past the dog? How could he talk a
boxer like Dad into putting his fists behind his back?There must have been more than one killer,
Charlie thought.Charlie wanted to kill them all.Police started with four possibilities:1. Was the
killer somebody within the family? They quickly ruled out that idea.2. Was there a drug
connection? In the air force, Joseph Otero had served in Latin America. After his discharge, Joe
took a job that gave him access to private airplanes. This intrigued detectives. Maybe a big
overseas drug deal had gone sour, and Joe lost his life and family in a revenge killing.Cornwell
and Hannon flew to Panama and Puerto Rico to chase this idea. Bruce was dubious—the cops
had not found so much as a single aspirin in the house, let alone illegal drugs.3. Was someone



out to get Julie? She had worked at Coleman. Did she have a jealous boyfriend there? Her
former supervisor had been shot and wounded just days before she died. Was there a
connection?4. Was the killer a thief who killed to cover his tracks? Detectives looked at known
burglars, though the only things missing were Joe’s watch, Joey’s radio, and a set of keys.Four
ideas, four wild goose chases.1. Was the killer somebody within the family? They quickly ruled
out that idea.2. Was there a drug connection? In the air force, Joseph Otero had served in Latin
America. After his discharge, Joe took a job that gave him access to private airplanes. This
intrigued detectives. Maybe a big overseas drug deal had gone sour, and Joe lost his life and
family in a revenge killing.Cornwell and Hannon flew to Panama and Puerto Rico to chase this
idea. Bruce was dubious—the cops had not found so much as a single aspirin in the house, let
alone illegal drugs.3. Was someone out to get Julie? She had worked at Coleman. Did she have
a jealous boyfriend there? Her former supervisor had been shot and wounded just days before
she died. Was there a connection?4. Was the killer a thief who killed to cover his tracks?
Detectives looked at known burglars, though the only things missing were Joe’s watch, Joey’s
radio, and a set of keys.Four ideas, four wild goose chases.Dennis Rader had spent two hours
with the Oteros, then he had slid into their Vista Cruiser and driven to the Dillons grocery store.
He just made it—the Oteros had run the tank nearly dry. On the way, he kept the hood of his
parka up to hide his face. Before he got out, he adjusted the seat forward to disguise his height.
He walked to his own car, a white 1962 Impala coupe. There he took an inventory of everything
he had brought that morning, then realized, with a sick feeling, that he had left his knife at the
Otero house.He drove back to the house on North Edgemoor, pulled into the garage, walked to
the back door, and picked up the knife. Then he drove home, his head pounding. He took two
Tylenol, then drove to some woods he’d played in as a boy, along the Little Arkansas River north
of Wichita. There he burned sketches he had made during the planning, along with things he
had used to kill the family. He hurried. His wife would be getting off work, and he wanted to be
home.After the murders, Wichitans who had never locked their doors did so. Some bought guns
and alarm systems. Kids like Steve and Rebecca Macy came home from high school every day
with a new routine: Rebecca would sit in the car. Steve would carry a baseball bat into the house
and check every room and closet—and the phone—before letting his sister in.Younger children
like Tim Relph, a seventh grader, lived with fear for years, wondering whether their families might
be attacked. The route his parents drove to get him and his siblings to school took them along
the same streets the Oteros used.Homicide captain Charlie Stewart began to sleep near his
front door.Lindy Kelly, a former homicide detective, was so angry about what he’d heard from his
best friend, Sgt. Joe Thomas, that he violated his rule about never scaring his children with
stories about work. He told his thirteen-year-old daughter, Laura, about the chair imprints in the
carpet. The guy had sat and watched the little boy struggle, Kelly said.Thomas began a routine
that would last the rest of his life. Every morning when he picked up the Eagle, he carried a
doorstop, a heavy metal bar that would come in handy for beating the Oteros’ killer to pieces if
he decided one day to pay him a visit.Rader slipped back into the comforts of home. He had



been married nearly three years and still opened doors for his wife, helped her put on her coat.
They attended church with their parents; he helped with the youth group. But he made the rules
and liked things neat, orderly, and on time. She complied.He liked to study crime novels,
detective magazines, and pornography. He liked to masturbate while playing with handcuffs. In
their snug home—only 960 square feet—he hid small trophies. On his wrist he wore Joe Otero’s
watch. It ran well and got him to school on time. Wichita State University had started spring
classes, and he had chosen a major—administration of justice—that let him study police officers
closely and learn more about his new pursuit. He enjoyed the irony.He began to write about what
he had done; he told his wife he had a lot of typing to do for school. He wrote that Joe Otero had
thought in the first moments that his intrusion was a practical joke. He wrote what Josie had said
just before he hanged her. He wrote it all down, finished it on February 3, 1974, and filed it in a
binder so he could read it whenever he pleased. He signed the document “B.T.K.” Bind, torture,
kill.He knew he had done things that could have got him caught: he had left his knife behind. He
had let himself be seen. He had not anticipated the dog. He had assumed the father had left. He
had walked into a place with too many people.He decided to do better next time. And there must
be a next time.He had enjoyed his time with the girl.4April 4, 1974Kathryn BrightThe safe thing
would be to never kill again, especially after the way he’d botched so many details of the Otero
murders. But Rader had Factor X, as he called it, or the Monster Within, his other name for
whatever impelled him. He was inventing new abbreviations and names now: BTK for who he
now was, Sparky for his penis, trolling for what he did, which was hunt women. He called his
female targets projects—PJs for short. In his writings, he called Josie Otero “Little Mex.”Rader
went trolling again a few weeks after he killed the Oteros—after he came down from the high the
murders gave him.He was trolling every day now, spying on women, following them to work and
back home, writing notes on each. He had to keep track—he spied on multiple projects,
breaking off if one did not look safe. He peeped in windows, walked alleys, and hunted females
living alone.Kathy Bright’s high school yearbook photo.In the spring of 1974 he settled on a
woman he called Project Lights Out.Kathryn Bright had lived in the little house at 3217 East
Thirteenth Street for only a year. She was twenty-one. One semester at the University of Kansas
in Lawrence had left her missing her family, so she had come home and worked at Coleman,
where Julie Otero had worked for about a month.By family she meant cousins too: counting the
five Bright kids, there were eighteen. They were all tight; they often went to see their
grandparents on a farm outside Valley Center. They would hook a cart to a donkey named
Candy and ride for hours. When Kathryn was six, a newspaper photographer shot their picture.
Kathryn stood smiling in the middle. “Youngsters Find Donkey Pal,” the headline said.At nine she
learned the ukulele and played with a kids’ group dressed in Hawaiian outfits.Sometimes the
Bright kids would go to a cousin’s farm in nearby Butler County, make mud pies, and drive a car
around a cow pasture, their legs too short to reach the brake pedal. They’d stick it in first gear,
hope for the best, and laugh.In church Kathryn sang in a trio with a sister and a cousin. They
liked the hymn “In the Garden.”And He walks with me,And He talks with me,And He tells me I am



his own,And the joy we share as we tarry there,None other has ever known.Rader saw her one
day while on his way to take his wife to lunch. A pretty good figure, as he said later. Other things
caught his eye: long blond hair, a jeans jacket, an old beaded purse. The first time he saw her,
she was collecting her mail.He treated his wife to lunch that day, but as they ate, he
daydreamed. He went back and spied on the woman for weeks. This might work, he decided;
she looked like a college girl, living alone, no man around, no children, no dog.Rader squeezed
rubber balls to strengthen his hands. It had freaked him out how long it had taken to strangle the
Oteros; his hands had gone numb. He wanted to be ready this time.He made a plan. In normal
life, he was a Wichita State University student; he would carry books to her door and tell her he
needed a quiet place to study. Then he would force his way in.Before he knocked, he pulled on
his rubber gloves.His plan went to pieces immediately.No one answered his knock.On impulse,
he smashed through the glass of the back door, and then panicked a little. He realized she might
come home, see the glass, and run. He cleaned it up as best he could, hid in a bedroom, and
pulled out his Colt. 22 to take the safety off. And—bang!—the gun went off. That scared him; he
thought she might smell the gunpowder when she arrived. As his heart pounded, the front door
opened. He heard her talking to someone.It was a man. Rader began to sweat again.He could
hear them laughing. He had no place to run. But he had the .22, and a .357 Magnum in a
shoulder holster, so he stepped toward them.Hold it right there, he said.Kevin Bright.I’m wanted
in California, Rader told them. They’ve got wanted posters out on me. I need a car. I need money.
I just need to get to New York. I need to tie you up. But I don’t want to hurt you.That’s when Rader
realized he’d made another mistake.He had brought no rope; he had assumed she would be
alone, easy to control. He had planned to tie her with panty hose or whatever she had, so that
when the cops found her body they would see a method different from the Otero murders. But
now here he stood, Mr. Bind, Torture, and Kill, with nothing to bind them.He marched them to a
bedroom, went through her dressers, found bandannas, belts, nylons, T-shirts.Rader would
learn later the man’s name was Kevin. Tie her hands, he told Kevin. Kevin did so. He walked
them to the bedroom by the front door and told Kevin to lie down. He tied his hands together and
tied his feet to a bedpost.So far, so good.Do you have any money? he asked.Kevin gave up
three dollars from his right front shirt pocket. He had eight more in his wallet, but he didn’t tell the
robber about that.Rader marched the girl back to the other bedroom. He sat her in a chair, tied
her to it with nylon stockings, and bound her ankles. Rummaging through the house, he found
another ten dollars. He called out that he had found the money. He wanted them to think that this
was just a robbery, that they would survive if they behaved. Calm them, he thought. He got them
to tell him where to find their car keys. He would need transportation after he finished.Time for a
little music. He turned on her stereo, turned up the volume. He knew now, from Project Little
Mex, that there would be strangling sounds, so he wanted to kill them in separate bedrooms. He
did not want one of them to hear gagging noises and start thrashing. He decided to kill the man
first, to put down the bigger threat. He had done the same in January. He looped a nylon around
Kevin’s throat, and began to pull.And that’s when Project Lights Out fell apart. Kevin broke his



leg bindings, jumped up, and charged, his hands still tied behind him.Rader pulled his .22 and
shot Kevin in the head. He fell, and blood poured onto the floor. Rader stood amazed.He ran to
the next room. The girl was struggling and screaming. “What have you done to my brother?”So
that’s who the guy was.It’s all right, Rader told her. He was trying to fight, so I had to shoot him,
but I think he’ll be all right. When I get out of here, I’ll call the police and tell them to come untie
both of you.She kept struggling. Rader ran to the other bedroom and kicked Kevin to make sure
he was dead. He wasn’t. Kevin leaped up, charged again, broke the bindings on his wrists, and
grabbed at the gun. For a few moments, Rader thought he would die right there: Kevin got his
hand on the trigger and tried to pull it. They fought, grunting and straining, until Rader broke free
and shot Kevin in the face, dropping him again.Rader ran back to the woman. She was thrashing
like a snared bird. He picked up a piece of cloth, looped it around her throat, and began to pull.
She broke free from the chair. He wished he had brought his own rope.He felt terrified now. He
punched her in the face, on the head, on the shoulders. She tried to fight, tried to get
away.Someone probably heard those shots, he thought.He pulled a knife; she fought like a wild
animal. Like a hellcat, he’d say later. He stabbed her in the back, once, twice, again, then spun
her around and stabbed her in the gut, and still she fought. God, he thought, how much stabbing
does it take? In the detective magazines they said to go up for the kidneys and lungs. He
stabbed as they lunged around the room, smearing her blood on the walls. At last she went
down.The chair in which Rader tied Kathy Bright with panty hose. She was stabbed eleven
times. Note the bloody smears on the wall, at left.And he heard a sound…from the next
room.Shit! he thought.Rader ran to where he had left the brother. The brother was gone.He ran
to the front door; it was open.I’m dead meat, he thought. He stepped out, blood covering his
hands and clothes, soaking into his suede shoes.He saw the brother running up the street.The
game is up, Rader thought. I’m done for.He ran back to the woman.She lay groaning, blood
coming out of eleven wounds. Should he shoot her? What difference did it make now? The
brother was alive and loose and could identify him. Get out of here.4April 4, 1974Kathryn
BrightThe safe thing would be to never kill again, especially after the way he’d botched so many
details of the Otero murders. But Rader had Factor X, as he called it, or the Monster Within, his
other name for whatever impelled him. He was inventing new abbreviations and names now:
BTK for who he now was, Sparky for his penis, trolling for what he did, which was hunt women.
He called his female targets projects—PJs for short. In his writings, he called Josie Otero “Little
Mex.”Rader went trolling again a few weeks after he killed the Oteros—after he came down from
the high the murders gave him.He was trolling every day now, spying on women, following them
to work and back home, writing notes on each. He had to keep track—he spied on multiple
projects, breaking off if one did not look safe. He peeped in windows, walked alleys, and hunted
females living alone.Kathy Bright’s high school yearbook photo.In the spring of 1974 he settled
on a woman he called Project Lights Out.Kathryn Bright had lived in the little house at 3217 East
Thirteenth Street for only a year. She was twenty-one. One semester at the University of Kansas
in Lawrence had left her missing her family, so she had come home and worked at Coleman,



where Julie Otero had worked for about a month.By family she meant cousins too: counting the
five Bright kids, there were eighteen. They were all tight; they often went to see their
grandparents on a farm outside Valley Center. They would hook a cart to a donkey named
Candy and ride for hours. When Kathryn was six, a newspaper photographer shot their picture.
Kathryn stood smiling in the middle. “Youngsters Find Donkey Pal,” the headline said.At nine she
learned the ukulele and played with a kids’ group dressed in Hawaiian outfits.Sometimes the
Bright kids would go to a cousin’s farm in nearby Butler County, make mud pies, and drive a car
around a cow pasture, their legs too short to reach the brake pedal. They’d stick it in first gear,
hope for the best, and laugh.In church Kathryn sang in a trio with a sister and a cousin. They
liked the hymn “In the Garden.”And He walks with me,And He talks with me,And He tells me I am
his own,And the joy we share as we tarry there,None other has ever known.And He walks with
me,And He talks with me,And He tells me I am his own,And the joy we share as we tarry
there,None other has ever known.Rader saw her one day while on his way to take his wife to
lunch. A pretty good figure, as he said later. Other things caught his eye: long blond hair, a jeans
jacket, an old beaded purse. The first time he saw her, she was collecting her mail.He treated his
wife to lunch that day, but as they ate, he daydreamed. He went back and spied on the woman
for weeks. This might work, he decided; she looked like a college girl, living alone, no man
around, no children, no dog.Rader squeezed rubber balls to strengthen his hands. It had freaked
him out how long it had taken to strangle the Oteros; his hands had gone numb. He wanted to be
ready this time.He made a plan. In normal life, he was a Wichita State University student; he
would carry books to her door and tell her he needed a quiet place to study. Then he would force
his way in.Before he knocked, he pulled on his rubber gloves.His plan went to pieces
immediately.No one answered his knock.On impulse, he smashed through the glass of the back
door, and then panicked a little. He realized she might come home, see the glass, and run. He
cleaned it up as best he could, hid in a bedroom, and pulled out his Colt. 22 to take the safety off.
And—bang!—the gun went off. That scared him; he thought she might smell the gunpowder
when she arrived. As his heart pounded, the front door opened. He heard her talking to
someone.It was a man. Rader began to sweat again.He could hear them laughing. He had no
place to run. But he had the .22, and a .357 Magnum in a shoulder holster, so he stepped toward
them.Hold it right there, he said.Kevin Bright.I’m wanted in California, Rader told them. They’ve
got wanted posters out on me. I need a car. I need money. I just need to get to New York. I need
to tie you up. But I don’t want to hurt you.That’s when Rader realized he’d made another
mistake.He had brought no rope; he had assumed she would be alone, easy to control. He had
planned to tie her with panty hose or whatever she had, so that when the cops found her body
they would see a method different from the Otero murders. But now here he stood, Mr. Bind,
Torture, and Kill, with nothing to bind them.He marched them to a bedroom, went through her
dressers, found bandannas, belts, nylons, T-shirts.Rader would learn later the man’s name was
Kevin. Tie her hands, he told Kevin. Kevin did so. He walked them to the bedroom by the front
door and told Kevin to lie down. He tied his hands together and tied his feet to a bedpost.So far,



so good.Do you have any money? he asked.Kevin gave up three dollars from his right front shirt
pocket. He had eight more in his wallet, but he didn’t tell the robber about that.Rader marched
the girl back to the other bedroom. He sat her in a chair, tied her to it with nylon stockings, and
bound her ankles. Rummaging through the house, he found another ten dollars. He called out
that he had found the money. He wanted them to think that this was just a robbery, that they
would survive if they behaved. Calm them, he thought. He got them to tell him where to find their
car keys. He would need transportation after he finished.Time for a little music. He turned on her
stereo, turned up the volume. He knew now, from Project Little Mex, that there would be
strangling sounds, so he wanted to kill them in separate bedrooms. He did not want one of them
to hear gagging noises and start thrashing. He decided to kill the man first, to put down the
bigger threat. He had done the same in January. He looped a nylon around Kevin’s throat, and
began to pull.And that’s when Project Lights Out fell apart. Kevin broke his leg bindings, jumped
up, and charged, his hands still tied behind him.Rader pulled his .22 and shot Kevin in the head.
He fell, and blood poured onto the floor. Rader stood amazed.He ran to the next room. The girl
was struggling and screaming. “What have you done to my brother?”So that’s who the guy
was.It’s all right, Rader told her. He was trying to fight, so I had to shoot him, but I think he’ll be all
right. When I get out of here, I’ll call the police and tell them to come untie both of you.She kept
struggling. Rader ran to the other bedroom and kicked Kevin to make sure he was dead. He
wasn’t. Kevin leaped up, charged again, broke the bindings on his wrists, and grabbed at the
gun. For a few moments, Rader thought he would die right there: Kevin got his hand on the
trigger and tried to pull it. They fought, grunting and straining, until Rader broke free and shot
Kevin in the face, dropping him again.Rader ran back to the woman. She was thrashing like a
snared bird. He picked up a piece of cloth, looped it around her throat, and began to pull. She
broke free from the chair. He wished he had brought his own rope.He felt terrified now. He
punched her in the face, on the head, on the shoulders. She tried to fight, tried to get
away.Someone probably heard those shots, he thought.He pulled a knife; she fought like a wild
animal. Like a hellcat, he’d say later. He stabbed her in the back, once, twice, again, then spun
her around and stabbed her in the gut, and still she fought. God, he thought, how much stabbing
does it take? In the detective magazines they said to go up for the kidneys and lungs. He
stabbed as they lunged around the room, smearing her blood on the walls. At last she went
down.The chair in which Rader tied Kathy Bright with panty hose. She was stabbed eleven
times. Note the bloody smears on the wall, at left.And he heard a sound…from the next
room.Shit! he thought.Rader ran to where he had left the brother. The brother was gone.He ran
to the front door; it was open.I’m dead meat, he thought. He stepped out, blood covering his
hands and clothes, soaking into his suede shoes.He saw the brother running up the street.The
game is up, Rader thought. I’m done for.He ran back to the woman.She lay groaning, blood
coming out of eleven wounds. Should he shoot her? What difference did it make now? The
brother was alive and loose and could identify him. Get out of here.5April–July 1974Lessons to
LearnKevin Bright ran to two neighbors, William Williams and Edward Bell. He told them the man



who had shot him was still at his sister’s house. “He’s in there now, doing a number on my sister,”
Bright said. “Please help me.”They called police, then drove Bright to Wesley Medical Center. It
was 2:05 PM. Dispatchers radioed “residence robbery in progress.” Officer Dennis Landon went
to the back door. No one answered his knock. Officer Raymond Fletcher went in the front,
his .357 drawn. They found a woman bleeding on the living room floor, a phone in her hand. She
had crawled out of the bedroom. Her skin felt clammy. Her breathing was shallow, her face
gray.“Hang on,” Fletcher told her. “We’ve got help on the way.”Landon turned her over.“What
happened?” he asked.She pulled up her blouse. Landon saw knife wounds, at least three.“Do
you know who did this?”She shook her head no.“What is your name?”“Kathryn Bright.” Her voice
was weak.“How old are you?”“Twenty-one.”They pressed cloth from the kitchen against her
wounds and elevated her legs to get what blood she had to her head. Landon saw nylon
stockings tied to her wrists. There was a blue scarf and a cord tied around her throat. Her right
hand clutched a white rag, and her ankles were bound with a nylon stocking.“I can’t breathe,”
she told Landon. “Please untie my ankles.” Landon pulled a pocket knife and cut the nylon. She
was covered in blood: face, hair, hands, stomach. She was bleeding from her left nostril and her
face was badly bruised. She was losing consciousness.They told her an ambulance was on the
way, and that she would be all right. But then her face began to turn blue.She grabbed Fletcher’s
arm.“I can’t breathe,” she said.“Help me.”BTK’s strangling cord was still tied around Kevin’s
throat when he arrived at Wesley. Kathryn arrived in an ambulance minutes later. Officer Ronald
Davenport watched as the medical people turned her over to look at her back. More stab
wounds.“Help me,” she said.She was too weak to say more. Davenport and other officers asked
Kevin what had happened. He tried to talk, but choked up blood. The bullet that hit his upper jaw
had knocked out two teeth; officers later found them in his sister’s house. He had powder burns
on his face. The other bullet had grazed his forehead. Doctors sent him to intensive care.Kathryn
died four hours later.Kevin told police later that he lived in Valley Center but had stayed at his
sister’s house the night before because it had snowed, and he had not wanted to drive home.For
a small guy, Kevin had put up a big fight. Kevin was nineteen, stood only five feet six, and
weighed only 115 pounds, the same as Josie Otero. He’d taken two shots to the head, yet had
fought gallantly. Kevin said the killer was much bigger: five feet eleven, about 180 pounds,
maybe twenty-eight years old, light complexion, a mustache, dark hair. He wore a black and
yellow stocking cap—the colors of Wichita State University—gloves, a windbreaker, and an
army coat with fur around the hood. There had been a silver wristwatch on his left arm, an
expansion band on the watch.“And he sweated a lot,” Kevin told them.The cops worked hard on
the case but got nowhere. And with Kevin giving conflicting answers at times, they weren’t sure
his description of the attacker was all that solid.It occurred to some of them that Kathryn Bright’s
murder was related to the Oteros’. Kathy and Kevin had worked at Coleman—as had Julie
Otero.But other cops said no. They still believed there was a Latin American drug connection
with the Oteros. And there were differences—the Oteros had been strangled and suffocated; the
Brights had been strangled, shot, and stabbed.Rader ran several blocks to his car in his



bloodstained shoes. He drove to his parents’ house; they lived near him. In their shed, in an old
wooden box filled with sawdust, he hid his weapons. He stripped off his clothes and the bloody
shoes, putting them in the chicken coop; he would burn them later. He cleaned up, went home to
his wife, and pretended that nothing unusual had happened.He was sure he would be arrested.
But a day passed, then another. He watched television and read the paper. The cops had not
figured it out.He began to write a long document, “An April Death,” he called it; seven pages,
single-spaced.He clipped Kathryn’s picture out of the newspaper. He wondered if he might be
too smart to be caught. That gave him another idea.Why not have some fun with the
newspaper? Why not flaunt himself a bit?On the evening of July 7, 1974, six months after the
Otero murders, four people in their early twenties were killed after a dispute over $27.50. Three
of the victims died in a duplex at 1117 Dayton Street on the west side of Wichita. The killer and
his accomplice drove the fourth victim, a twenty-one-year-old named Beth Kuschnereit, to a rural
spot in neighboring Butler County.The man with the .38 was James Eddy Bell, the big guy with
the menacing temper who worried Kenny Landwehr and the other beer drinkers at the Old
English Pub.Kuschnereit pleaded with Bell. He gave her two minutes to pray, then he shot her in
the face. As he put it later, he “blew her head off.”Bell and his accomplice were picked up, tried,
and convicted.It was the second quadruple homicide that year, and it shook up everybody in
town. Only seventeen people had been murdered in Wichita the year before, and the cops
solved all seventeen.Landwehr was more disturbed about the Dayton Street killings than he had
been about the Oteros. He had known the Dayton Street people, and when he walked to the
Pub, which was frequently, his route took him past the duplex where three of them had died. He
was still thinking about trying for the FBI after college, but now it didn’t seem as important. The
FBI didn’t have a homicide unit.5April–July 1974Lessons to LearnKevin Bright ran to two
neighbors, William Williams and Edward Bell. He told them the man who had shot him was still
at his sister’s house. “He’s in there now, doing a number on my sister,” Bright said. “Please help
me.”They called police, then drove Bright to Wesley Medical Center. It was 2:05 PM. Dispatchers
radioed “residence robbery in progress.” Officer Dennis Landon went to the back door. No one
answered his knock. Officer Raymond Fletcher went in the front, his .357 drawn. They found a
woman bleeding on the living room floor, a phone in her hand. She had crawled out of the
bedroom. Her skin felt clammy. Her breathing was shallow, her face gray.“Hang on,” Fletcher told
her. “We’ve got help on the way.”Landon turned her over.“What happened?” he asked.She pulled
up her blouse. Landon saw knife wounds, at least three.“Do you know who did this?”She shook
her head no.“What is your name?”“Kathryn Bright.” Her voice was weak.“How old are
you?”“Twenty-one.”They pressed cloth from the kitchen against her wounds and elevated her
legs to get what blood she had to her head. Landon saw nylon stockings tied to her wrists. There
was a blue scarf and a cord tied around her throat. Her right hand clutched a white rag, and her
ankles were bound with a nylon stocking.“I can’t breathe,” she told Landon. “Please untie my
ankles.” Landon pulled a pocket knife and cut the nylon. She was covered in blood: face, hair,
hands, stomach. She was bleeding from her left nostril and her face was badly bruised. She was



losing consciousness.They told her an ambulance was on the way, and that she would be all
right. But then her face began to turn blue.She grabbed Fletcher’s arm.“I can’t breathe,” she
said.“Help me.”BTK’s strangling cord was still tied around Kevin’s throat when he arrived at
Wesley. Kathryn arrived in an ambulance minutes later. Officer Ronald Davenport watched as
the medical people turned her over to look at her back. More stab wounds.“Help me,” she
said.She was too weak to say more. Davenport and other officers asked Kevin what had
happened. He tried to talk, but choked up blood. The bullet that hit his upper jaw had knocked
out two teeth; officers later found them in his sister’s house. He had powder burns on his face.
The other bullet had grazed his forehead. Doctors sent him to intensive care.Kathryn died four
hours later.Kevin told police later that he lived in Valley Center but had stayed at his sister’s
house the night before because it had snowed, and he had not wanted to drive home.For a small
guy, Kevin had put up a big fight. Kevin was nineteen, stood only five feet six, and weighed only
115 pounds, the same as Josie Otero. He’d taken two shots to the head, yet had fought gallantly.
Kevin said the killer was much bigger: five feet eleven, about 180 pounds, maybe twenty-eight
years old, light complexion, a mustache, dark hair. He wore a black and yellow stocking cap—
the colors of Wichita State University—gloves, a windbreaker, and an army coat with fur around
the hood. There had been a silver wristwatch on his left arm, an expansion band on the
watch.“And he sweated a lot,” Kevin told them.The cops worked hard on the case but got
nowhere. And with Kevin giving conflicting answers at times, they weren’t sure his description of
the attacker was all that solid.It occurred to some of them that Kathryn Bright’s murder was
related to the Oteros’. Kathy and Kevin had worked at Coleman—as had Julie Otero.But other
cops said no. They still believed there was a Latin American drug connection with the Oteros.
And there were differences—the Oteros had been strangled and suffocated; the Brights had
been strangled, shot, and stabbed.Rader ran several blocks to his car in his bloodstained shoes.
He drove to his parents’ house; they lived near him. In their shed, in an old wooden box filled with
sawdust, he hid his weapons. He stripped off his clothes and the bloody shoes, putting them in
the chicken coop; he would burn them later. He cleaned up, went home to his wife, and
pretended that nothing unusual had happened.He was sure he would be arrested. But a day
passed, then another. He watched television and read the paper. The cops had not figured it
out.He began to write a long document, “An April Death,” he called it; seven pages, single-
spaced.He clipped Kathryn’s picture out of the newspaper. He wondered if he might be too
smart to be caught. That gave him another idea.Why not have some fun with the newspaper?
Why not flaunt himself a bit?On the evening of July 7, 1974, six months after the Otero murders,
four people in their early twenties were killed after a dispute over $27.50. Three of the victims
died in a duplex at 1117 Dayton Street on the west side of Wichita. The killer and his accomplice
drove the fourth victim, a twenty-one-year-old named Beth Kuschnereit, to a rural spot in
neighboring Butler County.The man with the .38 was James Eddy Bell, the big guy with the
menacing temper who worried Kenny Landwehr and the other beer drinkers at the Old English
Pub.Kuschnereit pleaded with Bell. He gave her two minutes to pray, then he shot her in the face.



As he put it later, he “blew her head off.”Bell and his accomplice were picked up, tried, and
convicted.It was the second quadruple homicide that year, and it shook up everybody in town.
Only seventeen people had been murdered in Wichita the year before, and the cops solved all
seventeen.Landwehr was more disturbed about the Dayton Street killings than he had been
about the Oteros. He had known the Dayton Street people, and when he walked to the Pub,
which was frequently, his route took him past the duplex where three of them had died. He was
still thinking about trying for the FBI after college, but now it didn’t seem as important. The FBI
didn’t have a homicide unit.6October 1974The Monster as MuseSeveral months after the Otero
murders, three talkative men in jail began to imply that they knew details about the crimes.
Detectives quickly realized they were blowing smoke, but not before the story got into the
Eagle.That story upset the one man who knew the truth. And he wanted credit.A few days after
the story appeared, Eagle columnist Don Granger got a phone call.“Listen and listen good,” a
harsh voice said. “I’m only gonna say this once.” The man sounded Midwestern, his tone hard
and aggressive, as though he liked giving orders. “There is a letter about the Otero case in a
book in the public library,” he said. He told Granger which book, then hung up.Granger knew why
the call came to him. Months earlier, the Eagle had offered five thousand dollars to anyone
providing useful information about the Otero case. Granger had volunteered to take the
calls.This caller had not asked for a reward, though.The Eagle had made an arrangement with
the cops that reflected what editors thought was best for the community at the time: it would set
up a “Secret Witness” program to solicit and pass along information it received about the Oteros’
killer. Abiding by that agreement, Granger called the cops right after he took that strange call.
Years later, some reporters and editors would grouse about this, saying Granger should have
found the letter first and copied it for the newspaper, but in the 1970s the Eagle’s management
thought helping the cops catch the killer was more important than getting a scoop—or
challenging the investigative tactics.Bernie Drowatzky found the letter right where the caller had
told Granger it would be, inside the book Applied Engineering Mechanics. Drowatzky took the
letter to Chief Hannon. The letter contained so many misspellings that some cops thought the
writer had a disability or was disguising his writing voice.I write this letter to you for the sake of
the tax payer as well as your time. Those three dude you have in custody are just talking to get
publicity for the Otero murders. They know nothing at all. I did it by myself and with no oneshelp.
There has been no talk either.Let’s put it straight…..6October 1974The Monster as MuseSeveral
months after the Otero murders, three talkative men in jail began to imply that they knew details
about the crimes. Detectives quickly realized they were blowing smoke, but not before the story
got into the Eagle.That story upset the one man who knew the truth. And he wanted credit.A few
days after the story appeared, Eagle columnist Don Granger got a phone call.“Listen and listen
good,” a harsh voice said. “I’m only gonna say this once.” The man sounded Midwestern, his
tone hard and aggressive, as though he liked giving orders. “There is a letter about the Otero
case in a book in the public library,” he said. He told Granger which book, then hung up.Granger
knew why the call came to him. Months earlier, the Eagle had offered five thousand dollars to



anyone providing useful information about the Otero case. Granger had volunteered to take the
calls.This caller had not asked for a reward, though.The Eagle had made an arrangement with
the cops that reflected what editors thought was best for the community at the time: it would set
up a “Secret Witness” program to solicit and pass along information it received about the Oteros’
killer. Abiding by that agreement, Granger called the cops right after he took that strange call.
Years later, some reporters and editors would grouse about this, saying Granger should have
found the letter first and copied it for the newspaper, but in the 1970s the Eagle’s management
thought helping the cops catch the killer was more important than getting a scoop—or
challenging the investigative tactics.Bernie Drowatzky found the letter right where the caller had
told Granger it would be, inside the book Applied Engineering Mechanics. Drowatzky took the
letter to Chief Hannon. The letter contained so many misspellings that some cops thought the
writer had a disability or was disguising his writing voice.I write this letter to you for the sake of
the tax payer as well as your time. Those three dude you have in custody are just talking to get
publicity for the Otero murders. They know nothing at all. I did it by myself and with no oneshelp.
There has been no talk either.Let’s put it straight…..
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California Dreaming, “Each Person is Responsible For Only His Own Actions. I read an article on
the Web yesterday that was taken directly from transcripts of Anderson Cooper's show on CNN.
In those transcripts, Mr. Cooper was interviewing a very good friend of Dennis Rader, a man who
remains a good friend -- and still contacts Mr. Rader often in prison -- even though that friend
must realize what a beast that Mr. Rader really was. No matter which direction that Mr. Cooper
spun the interview (he was surely trying to "lead the witness," to no avail, and this would be a
very bad representation of some people in the media) he couldn't get this friend to say anything
bad about Mr. Rader. Mr. Cooper was dumbfounded. And to be honest, I guess that I was
too.As you already know, even though people aren't born with a "life manual" -- they rather learn
how to behave mostly through, paradoxically, the bad behavior of others -- it is almost always the
case that people will automatically separate themselves from others who are deemed
"undesirable." Why? Well, in America at least, it is "guilt by association." I'll bet that the friend
above probably is treated pretty poorly now by many others that he's known for many years,
simply because he won't throw Mr. Rader under the bus. No, I don't need to bet. I can
guarantee it strictly from standard human behavior.And these are some of the things that you
might think about while reading "Bind, Torture, Kill." Like I've always said, I judge a book or a
movie -- any piece of art really -- on what it makes me think about while enjoying it. (The
converse might also be true, in the sense that if I don't enjoy some art, I think almost nothing at
all except for "Is that paint dry yet?") And while this book has many Kindle errors, such as not
being able to display m-dashes at least throughout the entire length, it really is a thought-
provoking read. You really get a fly-on-the-wall feel for the work that the police do over time to
catch killers such as BTK, and you also get a great feel for how law enforcement and media can
work together at times to catch a criminal. And more importantly, this book answers the
questions that I feel that a really good true-crime read must answer: 1. What was the motivation
of the criminal? 2. How did the police catch that criminal? 3. What was going on historically
during the crimes?And there's something else you might think about here while reading. People
always like to think that they're great judges of character. The people that went to church with
Mr. Rader? They were surely dumbfounded, just like Mr. Cooper above, and most of them
afterwards said, "Dennis is such a nice guy! This isn't possible!" The church's pastor even
changed his Sunday sermon right after Mr. Rader's arrest, and I read some of that online as well,
material that was outside of this book. In that sermon, the pastor doesn't even preach, but rather
just asks questions himself, questions he surely couldn't answer. Questions that maybe even
God couldn't answer. "Why us?" "Why can't we see evil when it's right in front of us?" Etc.
etc.Well, I think that the two ideas above -- disassociating oneself from "undesirables" and
overconfidence in reading character -- go hand in hand really. Since people have this
overconfidence they get angry when someone around them is not who he seems. And these
overconfident people really just get mad at themselves for feeling betrayed.But I would



recommend reading this book, and not just because it gives a terrific inside look at law
enforcement and the media. It might remind you that you are responsible for only your own
actions, which you have to admit, is really quite a relief. And like anybody, that goes for Dennis
Rader, too.  Let him think about his own actions while he sits in an 80 square foot cell.”

T. VanPool, “Outstanding and Informative. I moved to Missouri about the same time that BKT
resurfaced and was captured in my neighboring state of Kansas. I quickly realized that I had
missed something of deep cultural importance to this area. Neighbors and the news talked
about BTK almost in shorthand, assuming that everyone knew the history and details of the
story. Obviously, I didn't. I picked some of it up, but simply didn't have the time to really learn
much about it. I finally got around to filling in my knowledge through reading this book.It is
EXCELLENT!!! It takes the reader from BTK's initial preparations for beginning his murder spree
through his incarceration for 10 consecutive life sentences. The book is well-written and the
Kindle edition is absolutely perfect as far as I could tell. The images were sharp and the text
didn't have any formatting problems. The book is set up as a parallel narrative tracing the life and
crimes of BTK and the efforts of law enforcement to catch him. The detail in the book is
incredible. This is in part because of the extensive notes that both BTK and the police kept, but it
also reflects the care of the authors to write a definitive history on the subject. Despite the detail,
the story moved at a pleasant pace. It never became bogged down with excessive discussions
of trivial issues. It also never left me confused or feeling that I was only getting part of the
story.Through I learned appreciate how evil BTK is, I found I was more fascinated with the law
enforcement's stubborn determination that led to his capture. The book includes details that help
provide a complete narrative but it is not excessively gruesome. Adequate detail is given of each
murder to understand what happened, but without being sensational and off-putting. Perhaps
most impressive, the book allowed me to form a meaningful connection with the characters. The
officers and BTK are presented as real humans, each with his (or her, although nearly all of the
individuals discussed were male) own foibles and strengths. The book presented the real human
toll of BTK, not just in the lives he took but also in terms of the impacts on loved ones and the
heavy weight carried by the officers' and their families. Perhaps the feature I like the most about
the book is the evenhanded discussion of the relationship between the BTK task force and the
press. Given that this book is written by journalists who were actively involved in reporting the
BTK investigation, the temptation must have been very high to "shade the narrative" to portray
themselves and their colleagues favorably or to get back at others for perceived slights. I
detected NONE of that. Instead, the cops' very real frustration with the media is discussed in a
very evenhanded manner, even when it is critical of the authors and their organizations.As
interesting as BTK is, the officers responsible for his capture are the true stars of this book. I
picked up the book expecting it to be a relatively two-dimensional narrative of the life and times
of BTK, but I quickly appreciated learning so much about the officers. I hadn't planned on that, or
on enjoying the book so much. Simply put, this is an exceptional book and well worth your time



and money.”

Ongo Gablogian, “Exceptionally written and quite captivating. I read this book very quickly and
loved it, even though I knew how it ended :) The perspective from which this is written, from that
of the police and press who were involved over the thirty-plus year BTK case, works really well.
Like any serial killer, Rader is just a man, not a slimey hunchback, and the detectives were quite
annoyed when they found out he was actually a bit of a "dork", and "stupid". Rader fancied
himself as a bit of a genius, but the reality is that if you kill all witnesses and don`t leave
fingerprints the chances are you would be hard to find in the 1970s. Especially if you have no
criminal record, hold down a decent job, have a family. Rader didn`t fit the stereotype of a killer,
but then even the concept of serial killers and signature killers (the binding, torturing and killing
part) was not a widely recognised one. The banality of evil idea shines through...nothing was
exceptional about Rader. Which is what makes the police work involved very interesting to
follow. The writers did a fine job or replicating the drama and terror of the case, largely because
they were involved.  An excellent read.”

angharad mair, “like myself, is very into true crime. I bought this as a Christmas present for my
sister, who, like myself, is very into true crime. She finds Dennis Rader rather scary though, so
she avoids purchasing books that tell his story. Despite that, I'm very glad I made the decision to
buy it because she's told me that despite her intense dislike for the killer, the book is rather
interesting, so I think it was a gift well done!”

Leigh, “Great but flawed. First off, it's the story of the hunt for BTK, so at worst you know it is
going to be an interesting read.There are quite a few times that information and stories are
regurgitated which can be annoying. Also, I can not decide whether the writing is brilliant or
awful, it is very matter of fact, "this happened, then this happened, then X said.." It is very much
a work of nonfiction that doesn't attempt to stray into the realm of fiction as so many others do.
Overall I really enjoyed it and would suggest it to others.”

The book by Andrew B. Abel has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 1,148 people have provided feedback.

A few words about the dialogue: Introduction 1: January 15, 1974, 8:20 AM 2: January 15, 1974,
3:30 PM 3: January–April 1974 4: April 4, 1974 5: April–July 1974 6: October 1974 7: December
1974–March 1977 8: March 17, 1977 9: March 1977 10: Autumn 1977 11: December 8, 1977 12:
December 9, 1977 13: February 10, 1978 17: The Installer 18: 1980 to 1982 20: April 26–27,
1985 21: September 16, 1986 22: September 1986 23: 1987 to 1988 24: 1988 to 1990 25:
January 18, 1991 26: January 19, 1991 28: May 1991 31: 1994 to 1997 32: 1996 to 1999 34:
December 2000–2003 35: January 12–March 19, 2004 36: March 22–25, 2004 37: March–April
2004 38: May–June 2004 39: July 2004 40: July–August 2004 41: August–November 2004 42:
December 1, 2004 43: December 2004–January 2005 44: February 2005 45: February 24, 2005



46: February 25, 2005 47: February 25, 2005 48: February 26, 2005 49: June 27, 2005 50: July
2, 2005 51: July 11, 2005 52: August 17–19, 2005 Epilogue Acknowledgments Searchable
Terms About the Author Copyright About the Publisher



Language: English
Plastic Comb: 56 pages
Item Weight: 2.2 pounds
Dimensions: 8.3 x 0.8 x 10 inches
File size: 1361 KB
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Sticky notes: On Kindle Scribe
Print length: 356 pages
Paperback: 456 pages
Lexile measure: NP0L
Mass Market Paperback: 456 pages
Hardcover: 672 pages
Product Bundle: 551 pages

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/d

