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B l o o d  H a r v e s t

h is  is  D etec tiv e S ec ond  C la s s  M ic h a el O ’H a re …  T h is  is  a  test. C a n
ev erybod y h ea r th a t?  G oo d . T h is  is  D etec tiv e S ec ond  C la s s  M ic h a el
O ’H a re. I a m  in Interroga tion R oom  B of th e D etec tiv e S qua d , M id tow n
S outh  Polic e Prec inc t, New  York , New  York . Present a re D etec tiv e
G uilford , a ls o of M id tow n Prec inc t, D etec tiv es M ic h a el Buc h o ld er a nd
Jo h n Koenig of th e 168th  S uffolk  C ounty D etec tiv e S qua d , As s is ta nt
Bronx D is tric t Attorney, La ura  H a rte, M r. R obert J. Elia s , a nd  h is
a ttorney, Anth ony Atta na s io. T h e d a te is  July 5, 2002; th e tim e is
09:35 h ours .

D id  I pronounc e everybod y’s  na m e c orrec tly?  O k a y, let’s  get
sta rted .

F or th e rec ord , M r. Elia s : th e sta tem ent you’re a bout to giv e is
m a d e of your ow n free w ill, w ith out c oerc ion of a ny s ort on th e pa rt by
m em bers of th e polic e d epa rtm ent or th e D istric t Attorney’s  offic e?

T h a t’s rig h t.

And  you a re m a k ing th is  sta tem ent w ith  th e a pprov a l of a nd  w ith
a d v ic e from  your a ttorney, Anth ony Atta na s io; a nd  you h a v e been fully
inform ed  of your righ ts ?

C a n we just g et on w ith  th is?

W ill you plea se a ns w er in th e a ffirm a tiv e for th e rec ord ?
Yes, th en.

O k a y, it’s  your s h ow , M r. Elia s .
I g uess I sh ould  beg in w h en I sta rted  work ing  for th e sc h ool, h uh ?

Lik e I s a id , it’s  your s h ow .
S h it!

T a k e a s  long a s  you w a nt. W e’ve got noth ing but tim e h ere.
N oth ing  but tim e; I g uess th a t’s w h a t I th oug h t I h a d . I g uess

everybod y th ink s th ey’ve g ot a ll th e tim e in th e world ; tim e to p la n,
tim e to build  a  life; tim e to rea p  th e rew a rd s of h a rd  work . T h en one

T
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d a y it a ll blows up  in your fa c e a nd  you find  yourself p ra ying  for just a
m om ent –  a  few sec ond s w h ere your life stop s sp inning  out of c ontrol.
You’re not look ing  for a nyth ing  lik e h a p p iness th en; you’re look ing  for
a bsolute stillness –  no feeling , no p a in, no joy. You w ish  th ere w a s a
va lve in th e sid e of your nec k  you c ould  turn to sh ut everyth ing  off. I
w a s estra ng ed  from  m y w ife, C a rol, m y c a reer w a s d own th e toilet;
a bout a ll th a t w a s left for m e w a s p utting  in th e tim e. W h a t’d  I h a ve
left –  a noth er forty yea rs? A noth er forty yea rs of feeling  lik e m y c h est
h a d  been k ic k ed  in, lik e m y ba lls h a d  been c ut off. R ea lly som eth ing  to
look  forw a rd  to, h uh ?

M r. Elia s , if you c ould  just m ov e a long, plea se.
S ure, I’m  sorry; it’s just h a rd  to stop  feeling  sorry for m yself w h en

th a t’s p retty m uc h  a ll I’ve been d oing  for th e la st yea r a nd  a  h a lf.

O k a y, d own to fa c ts. You a ll k now h ow I w a s ra ilroa d ed  out of m y
old  job. It’s no sec ret, it w a s th e top  T V  story on every m etrop olita n
a rea  newsc a st for two week s or m ore; R esp ec ted  elem enta ry sc h ool
tea c h er is a c c used  of luring  h is stud ents to h is h om e for sex. Luring
stud ents for sex! I d id n’t even k now th e stud ents w h o a c c used  m e, but
it d id n’t m a tter. From  th e m inute th e story first h it th e front p a g es, a nd
w a s a ired  on th e first newsc a st, I w a s toa st. M y tea c h ing  c a reer w a s
over; w h a tever c h a nc e I m ig h t h a ve h a d  of p utting  m y m a rria g e ba c k
tog eth er w a s g one.

It d id n’t m a tter th a t I w a s c om p letely innoc ent, th a t th e p a rents
w h o a c c used  m e were c a ug h t up  in a  h ysteric a l feed ing  frenzy. It
d id n’t m a tter th a t I w a s c om p letely exonera ted . I’d  been ta inted  w ith
th e susp ic ion of c h ild  m olesta tion. M y w ife would n’t ta k e m y c a lls. M y
so-c a lled  friend s a nd  neig h bors would  c ross th e street just so th ey
would n’t h a ve to fa c e m e. I w a s fired  from  m y job a t th e elem enta ry
sc h ool a nd  m y a p p lic a tions for oth er tea c h ing  p ositions were never
a nswered . I w a s being  h ung  out to d ry for som eth ing  I’d  never d one,
a nd  I w a s p issed . But m ore th a n th a t, I w a s d isg usted  w ith  a  soc iety
th a t w a s p erfec tly w illing  to d estroy a  m a n’s life on th e ba sis of
a c c usa tions a lone, even a fter th ey’d  been p roven fa lse. It w a s th e
S a lem  w itc h  tria ls a ll over a g a in a nd  it w a s m y turn a t th e sta k e.

S o th ere I w a s, a lone, jobless, unem p loya ble in m y field , a nd  th e
m oney w a s running  out. I w a s a bout rea d y to ta k e a  job c ook ing
burg ers a t M ic k ey D ’s or W end y’s w h en I c a m e a c ross a  c la ssified  a d
tuc k ed  a w a y in th e ba c k  p a g es of th e New  York  Pos t:
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Pub lis h ed W riters  W anted; W o rk at H o m e
If you a re a  p ublish ed  writer a nd  would  lik e to bec om e a n
instruc tor w ith  a  na tiona lly renowned  h om e-stud y fa c ility,

p lea se send  your resum e a nd  c red entia ls to:
S tuyvesa nt W riter’s Institute • PO Box 119 • Ing ra h m , N Y 12 02 0

I’d  written a  few d ozen a rtic les for ed uc a tion-rela ted  p ublic a tions,
even g otten a  c oup le of fic tion stories p ublish ed  in m a g a zines before
th e sc a nd a l. N ot exa c tly world -c la ss c red entia ls, but I fig ured  th a t not
too m a ny H em ing w a ys were a p p lying  for tea c h ing  jobs in
c orresp ond enc e sc h ools. Even th en, I a ssum ed  th ey’d  rejec t m y
a p p lic a tion lik e everyone else a s soon a s th ey sa w m y na m e a nd  m a d e
th e c onnec tion. But I d ec id ed  to g ive it a  sh ot a nyw a y. A t th a t p oint,
m y self-resp ec t w a s a lrea d y g one. I h a d  noth ing  left to lose.

ith er th e sc h ool h a d  never rea d  th e newsp a p ers or Ing ra h m , N ew York
w a s just too fa r out of th e loop  to h a ve p a id  too m uc h  a ttention to th e
story, but I g ot a c c ep ted . A fter a  two-week  tra ining  p rog ra m , I w a s a
full-fled g ed  instruc tor for th e S tuyvesa nt W riter’s Institute, rec eiving
a ssig nm ents from  stud ents a ll over th e c ountry a t m y N ew York
a p a rtm ent, c orrec ting  th em , a nd  returning  th em  to th e sc h ool w h ic h
forw a rd ed  th em  on to th e stud ents. I w a s p a id  by th e a ssig nm ent so m y
sa la ry w a s p retty m uc h  up  to m e. W ork ing  a t h om e, I c ould  sp end  a ll
d a y in m y robe a nd  p a ja m a s, d rink ing  c offee a nd  sm ok ing  c ig a rettes,
w h ic h  fit rig h t in w ith  m y p lum m eting  self-esteem . A nd  I d id n’t h a ve to
fa c e th e p ossibility of being  fa lsely a c c used  of being  a  p ervert by m y
stud ents. I w a sn’t g etting  ric h , but I w a sn’t g etting  sc rewed  eith er.

M y p h one c onta c t a t th e sc h ool w a s Ellen R a nk in, th e d irec tor of
stud ent servic es. M ost of m y stud ents were beg inners. A  few h a d  rea l
ta lent, but m ost were strug g ling  w ith  th e ba sic s of sp elling , g ra m m a r,
a nd  p unc tua tion. I w a s to c orrec t th eir work , send  a n enc oura g ing
letter, a nd  h op e th ey g ot better a s tim e went by. S urp rising ly, a  lot of
th em  d id . I g ot to th ink ing  m a ybe I w a s a  better tea c h er th a n I th oug h t
I w a s.

Any c h a nc e we c a n get to th e point h ere, M r. Elia s ?
I w a s just g etting  th ere. Just w h en I th oug h t I w a s g etting  into a

g roove, a  funny th ing  sta rted  to h a p p en. I found  out th a t a  few of m y
stud ents were ta k ing  m e into th eir c onfid enc e. A long  w ith  th eir
a ssig nm ents, I rec eived  notes telling  m e a bout th eir lives. T h ey’d  bitc h
a bout th eir jobs, th eir sp ouses, th e ted ium  of th eir lives. I’d  c orrec t

E



B l o o d  H a r v e s t                                                                                               D olp h  LeM oult

T h e Pup p et Press                           w ww .p up p etp ress.c om                                                 6

th eir c om p la ints for sp elling , synta x, a nd  g ra m m er, a nd  c ontent m yself
w ith  th e fa c t th a t th ere were still p eop le out th ere m ore m isera ble th a n
I. T h a t is, until I g ot S ue Bird ’s first a ssig nm ent in th e m a il.

I rem em ber c a lling  Ellen R a nk in a s soon a s I’d  rea d  it. “It’s a
fic tion a ssig nm ent, rig h t?” sh e a sk ed .

“S h e’s ta lk ing  a bout k illing  h erself, for c h rissa k e.”

“T h ere a re no rules p reventing  a  stud ent from  m a k ing  up  a  story
a bout suic id e,”  sh e p ointed  out.

“Listen to th is:

It a ll seem s  s o h opeles s . I c a n sta y h ere a nd  be
bea ten every c ouple of d a ys  in one of m y h us ba nd ’s
d runk en ra ges, or I c a n ta k e th e c h ild ren a nd  lea v e. I
k now  h e’d  find  m e, th ough ; h e w a rned  m e th a t h e’d  k ill
th e ba bies a nd  m e if I ever left h im . S o th ere’s no w a y out
for m e. Every m orning, I w a k e up to fa c e a noth er d a y. T h e
th ough t of end ing it a ll bec om es  m ore a ttra c tiv e. Joe’s
pis tol is  a lw a ys  in h is  nigh ts ta nd  d ra w er, fully lo a d ed . I
c a n’t im a gine th a t th ere w ould  be m ore th a n a  fleeting
insta nt of pa in.

D oes th a t sound  lik e fic tion to you?”

“How’s th e synta x a nd  p unc tua tion?”

“C h rist! G et serious, w ill you?”

“Bob, if I p a nic k ed  every tim e one of th e stud ents wrote som eth ing
biza rre, I would n’t la st very long  in th is business,”  sh e sa id  wea rily. “If
you w a nt to send  m e h er fold er, I’ll rea ssig n h er to a noth er instruc tor.
Oth erw ise, you’ve g ot to m a inta in som e objec tivity h ere, a nd  trea t th is
lik e a ny oth er a ssig nm ent.”

“Jeezus, it sc a res th e sh it out of m e.”
“S o c orrec t it w ith out c om m ent, a nd  w a it for h er next a ssig nm ent.

If it’s a bout som eth ing  else a ltog eth er, you’ll k now you’ve worried
a bout noth ing .”

“A nd  if th ere isn’t a ny next a ssig nm ent”

“W e’ll ta lk  a bout it th en.”

S ue Bird ’s next a ssig nm ent c a m e a  m onth  la ter. R a th er th a n being
a bout suic id e, it w a s a bout m e:

“I rec og nized  your na m e from  th e p a m p h let th e sc h ool sent m e,
M r. Elia s,”  h er a c c om p a nying  letter sta ted .
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I just w a nt to tell you th a t I follow ed  your c a se c lo sely
w h en it w a s  in th e pa pers a nd  on telev is ion, a nd  th a t I
a lw a ys  believed  you were innoc ent of th e c h a rges a ga ins t
you. S eeing you on T V , I k new  you were a  k ind ,
c om pa s s iona te m a n, a nd  th a t you c ould  never be c a pa ble of
exploiting c h ild ren. I’ve d a red  to enc lo se a  pic ture of m yself
th a t w a s  ta k en tw o yea rs  a go d uring a  h a ppier tim e in m y
life. Plea se let m e k now  if I’v e overstepped  m y lim its . Best,
S ue.
W h a t I sh ould  h a ve d one w a s c a ll Ellen R a nk in a nd  h a ve S ue Bird

d ism issed  a s m y stud ent rig h t th en. But I d id n’t. T h e p ic ture sh e’d
enc losed  w a s a  sna p sh ot of a  d rop -d ea d  g org eous blond e w ith  sk y-blue
eyes a nd  a  sm ile th a t would n’t quit. S ure, it m ig h t h a ve been a
p h otog ra p h  of som eone else, but rig h t th en it d id n’t seem  to m a tter.
H ere w a s a  young  wom a n w h o believed  I w a s innoc ent. S h e believed  I
w a s k ind  a nd  c om p a ssiona te. T h ose were th e only friend ly word s I’d
h ea rd  in a  long  tim e. If sh e w a s rea lly a s bea utiful a s th e sna p sh ot
sug g ested , a ll th e better. But w h oever sh e w a s, a nd  w h a tever sh e w a s,
I w a s not a bout to let h er g o.

I g uess w h a t followed  w a s a  k ind  of M a y-D ec em ber rela tionsh ip  by
m a il. D on’t g et m e wrong ; I w a s only forty a nd  th a t’s not exa c tly
a nc ient. S h e w a s twenty-th ree, living  in a  tra iler p a rk  outsid e of
C inc inna ti, Oh io w ith  a n a lc oh olic  h usba nd  a nd  two c h ild ren, a  g irl
a nd  a  boy, a g es eig h t a nd  six. C h rist, sh e h a d  h er first ba by w h en sh e
w a s fifteen! It w a s a s im p roba ble a nd  irra tiona l a  situa tion a s I c ould
ever h a ve g otten m yself into, but it seem ed  to be just w h a t I need ed  a t
th a t p oint in m y life. S ue w a s a n untutored  c h ild , c om p letely op en,
c om p letely vulnera ble. S h e told  m e everyth ing  a bout h er life a nd  I
resp ond ed  by g iving  h er c a ring  a d vic e. If it weren’t for th e fa c t th a t I
w a s obsessed  w ith  h er, you’d  th ink  I w a s h er fa th er, h er best friend , or
h er c onfessor. It w a s a n od d , yet stra ng ely exh ila ra ting  p la c e to be.

A fter a w h ile I sta rted  send ing  p ersona l letters to h er a t a  p ost
offic e box in Oh io, ra th er th a n funneling  m y m a il th roug h  th e Institute
a s I d id  w ith  a ll oth er sc h ool-rela ted  c orresp ond enc e. I w a s still h er
m entor, c orrec ting  th e work  sh e sent to th e sc h ool. But in our p riva te
letters I’d  sta rted  a d vising  h er on h ow to d ea l w ith  h er unh a p p y
m a rria g e a nd  c h ild ren. By th en our c om m unic a tion w a s bec om ing
op enly p a ssiona te. W e wrote a bout w a nting  ea c h  oth er, a bout our
c a rna l need s a nd  fa nta sies. S ue a d m itted  to h a ving  been sexua lly
a bused  a s a  c h ild , a  p a ttern sh e h a d  rep ea ted  w ith out w a nting  to by
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m a rrying  h er a busive h usba nd . I a ssured  h er th a t g iven th e c h a nc e I
would  trea t h er bod y w ith  resp ec t a nd  reverenc e. I would  sp end  every
m om ent of our lovem a k ing  a s if I were p a rtic ip a ting  in a  relig ious
ritua l: every k iss would  be a  g enuflec tion, every touc h  a  p ra yer, every
m om ent w h en our na k ed  bod ies united  would  be a  bened ic tion too
p rec ious to be im a g ined .

It w a s bec om ing  c lea r we would  h a ve to m eet.

S inc e sh e h a d  no m oney a nd  no w a y of lea ving  h er c h ild ren, th e
only log ic a l th ing  w a s for m e to g o to Oh io. T h e p la n w a s to m eet on a
week d a y w h en h er h usba nd  work ed  th e nig h t sh ift a t th e Proc tor &
G a m ble p la nt in H a m ilton, not fa r from  h er h om e. S h e would  lea ve h er
c h ild ren w ith  a  friend  sh e trusted  a nd  m eet m e a t a  nea rby roa d h ouse
w h ere we would  p la n th e next few d a ys. I m a d e som e la st-m inute
a rra ng em ents, left m y d og  w ith  th e loc a l d og  sitter, a nd  h op p ed  a
p la ne to C inc inna ti w ith  m y h ea rt p ound ing  th roug h  m y c h est.

h e p la c e w a s c a lled  “T h e W a ffle S h a c k ,”  set ba c k  on a  d a rk ened
h ig h w a y a bout ten m iles outsid e th e c ity. Even w ith  no breeze, th e
sic k -sweet sm ell of fa t rend ering  in th e Proc tor &  G a m ble p la nt a  h a lf-
m ile a w a y flood ed  th e a rea . Between th a t, a nd  th e p ersistent
nervousness in m y g ut, I d id n’t feel m uc h  lik e ea ting .

“Just c offee,”  I told  th e p a p er-th in w a itress.

“How a bout som e p ie? Ba na na  c rea m ’s rea l g ood ”

“N o th a nk s. D oes it a lw a ys sm ell lik e th a t a round  h ere?”

“Lik e w h a t?”

“You tell m e.”

“Oh , th e p la nt. You g et used  to it.”  S h e sh rug g ed  a nd  w a lk ed
a w a y.

I g la nc ed  a t m y w a tc h : a lm ost 10:30 P.M . W ith  th e exc ep tion of
one oth er m a n sea ted  a t th e c ounter, ta ll a nd  beefy a nd  d ressed  in
d irty c overa lls, w ith  long , g rea sy bla c k  h a ir th a t h ung  lim p ly benea th  a
tig h tly fitting  ba seba ll c a p , I w a s th e only c ustom er in th e roa d h ouse.
S ue w a sn’t sup p osed  to be th ere until eleven, so I settled  in w ith  a
c op y of th e New  York  T im es  I’d  p urc h a sed  a t th e a irp ort.

“You Elia s?”

“Exc use m e?”

“You’re R obert Elia s, R ig h t?”  T h e m a n in th e g rea sy c overa lls
ea sed  into th e booth  a c ross from  m e.

“D o I k now you?”

T



B l o o d  H a r v e s t                                                                                               D olp h  LeM oult

T h e Pup p et Press                           w ww .p up p etp ress.c om                                                 9

“N o, but I k now w h o you a re.”  He took  a  fold ed  sh eet of p a p er
from  h is ja c k et p oc k et a nd  slid  it a c ross th e ta ble. W ith out rea d ing  its
c ontents, I c ould  see it w a s a  letter from  m e to S ue. “W h ere d id  you
g et th is?”  I a sk ed , nervously.

“It d on’t m a tter w h ere I g ot it,”  h e sna rled . “Only th ing  th a t
m a tters is, I g ot it a nd  now I g ot you.”

“W ould  you m ind  telling  m e w h o you a re?”

“I th ink  you k now w h o I a m , sc um ba g , but just so th ere a in’t a ny
m ista k e, I’m  Joe Bird . T h a t na m e m ea n a nyth ing  to you?”

M y h ea rt w a s p ound ing  th roug h  m y c h est. “W h ere’s S ue, h a ve you
h urt h er?”  I a sk ed  h im .

“W h a t I d o w ith  m y w ife a in’t none of your g od d a m  business,”  h e
sh ot ba c k .

“If sh e’s h urt in a ny w a y, I’ll see to it th a t th e p olic e a re notified ,”
I w a rned  h im , w ith out th e slig h test id ea  h ow I m ig h t be a ble to find
th a t out.

Joe Bird  eyed  m e w ith out a nswering ; h is na rrow, c ruel eyes
a p p ra ising  m e a c ross th e ta ble. I w a s everyth ing  h e d esp ised , I
th oug h t, a n ed uc a ted , erud ite N ew York er w h o’d  m a na g ed  to c onvinc e
h is w ife th a t th ere w a s m ore to life th a n living  in a  squa lid  tra iler p a rk
w ith  a  rep ulsive d runk , k eep ing  h ouse for h im , bea ring  h is c h ild ren,
a nd  ta k ing  h is bea ting s. In h is own brutish  w a y I sup p ose h e h a d  a
rig h t to h a te m e, but I d id n’t feel a t a ll g uilty. If a nyth ing , I felt a ng er
a t being  exp osed  a nd  fea r over h ow h e p la nned  to reta lia te.

“W h a t k ind  of na m e is “Elia s?” Is th a t som e k ind a  Jew na m e?”  h e
a sk ed .

“T h a t’s none of your business,”  I rep lied , trying  to c ontrol th e
trem or in m y voic e.

“W ell, you listen h ere, M r. E-lia s …  He sp it out th e sylla bles a s if
h e’d  ta sted  a  ba d  c la m . “T h is is th e one a nd  only tim e I’m  g onna  tell
you th is. If I ever see a noth er letter from  you, or h ea r your na m e, or
even susp ec t th a t S ue’s th ink ing  a bout you, I’ll bea t h er so ba d , no
m a n in h is rig h t m ind ’ll ever w a nt a nyth ing  to d o w ith  h er a g a in. A nd
w h en I’m  finish ed  w ith  h er, I’ll c om e a fter you, a nd  I’ll k ill you. You
g ot th a t?”

I’m  not p roud  of w h a t I d id . I sup p ose a  bra ver m a n m ig h t h a ve
stood  up  to h im , but I’ve never c onsid ered  m yself a  bra ve m a n. T h ere I
w a s, in th e m id d le of a  stra ng e town a t nig h t, fa c ing  a  m a n w h o
outweig h ed  m e by m a ybe fifty p ound s a nd  h a d  just th rea tened  to k ill
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m e. Besid es, th ere w a s noth ing  I c ould  d o to h elp  S ue a t th a t m om ent.
Even if I’d  d ec id ed  to d o th a t, I h a d  no id ea  w h ere or h ow to find  h er.
T h e only a d d ress I h a d  w a s a  p ost offic e box. T h e sm ell of rend ering
fa t filled  m y nostrils a nd  I c h ok ed  it ba c k . It w a s th e sm ell of m y own
inborn c ow a rd ic e. T h e sm ell of g ut wrenc h ing  fea r.

I c a ug h t th e next a va ila ble flig h t ba c k  to N ew York , feeling
p owerless a nd  d isg usted  w ith  m yself. M y m ind  reeled  w ith  lost
op p ortunities, squa nd ered  p ossibilities for th e future. If S ue w a s
som eh ow a ble to c onta c t m e, or even w a nted  to a fter th is, I’d  m a k e
c erta in th ere would  be no slip -up s. T h ere would n’t be a ny a ttem p ts to
m eet a t out-of-th e w a y p la c es, or to sp end  a  few d a ys tog eth er
exa m ining  our feeling s. It h a d  g one w a y beyond  th a t; Joe Bird  h a d
m a d e th a t p erfec tly c lea r. If I ever g ot a noth er c h a nc e, I would  see to
it th a t sh e w a s ta k en a w a y from  h im  forever.

But th ere were no m ore letters. N ot even a ny writing  a ssig nm ents.
Frustra ted , I d ec id ed  to p h one Ellen R a nk in a t th e Institute:

I a sk ed  a  few inc onsequentia l questions a bout billing  p roc ed ures,
th en, a lm ost a s a n a fterth oug h t; “I’m  g oing  over m y files, a nd  I see
w h ere S ue Bird  h a sn’t sent h er la st two a ssig nm ents. I w a s just
wond ering  if you’d  h ea rd  a nyth ing .”

“S ue Bird  …  w a sn’t sh e th e one w h o g ot suic id a l?”

“Yea h . It turned  out sh e’s just a  better writer th a n I g a ve h er c red it
for.”

“Just a  m inute …  ”  Ellen p ulled  S ue’s file up  on h er c om p uter. “S h e
h a sn’t d rop p ed  out of th e c ourse. W h y d on’t you send  a  letter a sk ing
h er w h a t’s up ?”

“I’d  just a s soon not d o th a t. D o you sup p ose you c ould  c h ec k  it
out?”

“I g uess so. But if you d on’t h ea r from  h er, d on’t ta k e it p ersona lly.
S om etim es stud ents sta rt off th e c ourse a ll filled  w ith  enth usia sm  a nd
it just wea rs off a fter a w h ile.”

D on’t ta k e it pers ona lly! If Ellen h a d  a ny id ea  w h ere I w a s c om ing
from , sh e’d  h a ve rea lized  h ow im p ossible th a t w a s. Every d a y I p ic k ed
up  m y m a il w ith  m y h ea rt in m y th roa t from  a ntic ip a tion, h op ing  I’d
see th e fa m ilia r C inc inna ti p ostm a rk  on one of th e envelop es. But it
w a s never th ere. I w a s beg inning  to g ive up  h op e of ever h ea ring  from
h er a g a in w h en m y telep h one ra ng  one a fternoon:

“Bob, th is is S ue,” a  sm a ll voic e w h isp ered .
“S ue? W h ere a re you?”
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“I’m  a t a  p h one booth , but I c a n’t ta lk  now. W ill you be in la ter
tonig h t?”

“Of c ourse, w h a t tim e?”

“I’ll try to c a ll a t eleven or eleven-th irty. He sh ould  be p a ssed  out
by th en.”

“I th oug h t I’d  never h ea r from  you a g a in.”

“G otta  g o. I’ll ta lk  to you la ter.”

T h e follow ing  h ours were a g onizing . W a iting  for h er c a ll, every
m inute seem ed  lik e a n h our, every h our a n eternity. It w a s a lm ost
twelve w h en m y p h one fina lly ra ng .

“How a re you?”  I a sk ed  w h en I h ea rd  h er voic e.

“I’ll be ok a y.”

“I w a s a t th e roa d h ouse, Joe w a s th ere too. I sh ould  h a ve stood  up
to h im , but I th oug h t …  ”

“It’s ok a y,”  sh e brok e in. “I’m  g la d  you d id n’t. He p roba bly
would ’ve k illed  you rig h t th ere, th en c om e ba c k  a nd  d one th e sa m e to
m e a nd  th e k id s.”

“You’ve g ot to lea ve h im ,”  I blurted .

“T h a t’s w h y I’m  c a lling . W e’re lea ving  tonig h t, for g ood ,”  sh e sa id
in a  h oa rse w h isp er.

“A re you rea lly g oing  to d o th a t?”

“I h a ve to. He’ll k ill us a ll if I d on’t”

I’d  h ea rd  it before. S h e’d  th rea tened  to lea ve Joe in severa l of h er
letters, a nd  I’d  enc oura g ed  h er, but w h en p ush  c a m e to sh ove, sh e
a lw a ys ba c k ed  d own. S till, som eth ing  told  m e sh e m ea nt it th is tim e.

“W h ere w ill you g o?”  I a sk ed .

“I h a ve a  sister w h o lives not fa r from  you, on Long  Isla nd . T h e
k id s w ill be sa fe th ere.”

“D oes sh e k now you’re c om ing ?”

“I sp ok e to h er yesterd a y. S h e’s h a p p y I’m  lea ving  h im .”

“W h en w ill you be h ere? D o you need  a ny m oney?”  T h oug h ts were
ra c ing  th roug h  m y h ea d . If sh e were c om ing  to N ew York , we c ould  be
tog eth er. M a ybe, a fter everyth ing  blew over a nd  Joe w a s out of th e
p ic ture for g ood , we c ould  be m a rried . H ell, I w a s forty a nd  th a t w a s
p retty old  to be ra ising  two sm a ll c h ild ren, but I c ould  m a na g e it.
C a rol a nd  I never h a d  a ny k id s; m a ybe th a t w a s p a rt of our p roblem .
N ow I w a s g etting  a  sec ond  c h a nc e, a nd  even if I w a sn’t a nyw h ere nea r
rea d y to be a  fa th er, I h a d  th e rest of m y life to lea rn.
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“I’ve g ot enoug h  for th e p la ne fa re,”  sh e inform ed  m e. “M y sister
w ill p ic k  m e up  a t th e a irp ort a nd  ta k e m e ba c k  to h er p la c e in th e
m orning .”

“Let m e m eet you. I w a nt to be th ere w h en you a rrive,”  I p lea d ed .

“Plea se, Bob, let’s not ta k e a ny c h a nc es a t th is p oint. I’ll p h one
you onc e we’re a ll sa fe a t m y sister’s.”

“Jeez, I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“I’m  rea lly h a p p y you’re d oing  th is.”

“S o a m  I.”  S h e h ung  up .

By noon th e follow ing  d a y, I w a s a  c om p lete wrec k . By d innertim e,
I w a s ta lk ing  to m yself. T h ere were a  d ozen th ing s th a t m ig h t g o
wrong : T ied  to h im  by fea r a nd  th e a berra nt p syc h osis of a buse, S ue
would  be una ble to tea r h erself a nd  h er c h ild ren a w a y. Joe would
a w a k en from  h is d runk en slum ber before th ey’d  h a d  a  c h a nc e to
esc a p e a nd  bea t th em  a lm ost to d ea th  for th e a ttem p t. Or h e’d  follow
th em  to th e a irp ort a nd  d ra g  th em  off before th ey’d  h a d  a  c h a nc e to
boa rd  th eir p la ne. I envisioned  h is c ruel eyes g la ring , h is m outh
tw isted  in ra g e. I sa w h is beefy fists tea ring  into th e d elic a te sk in of
S ue’s fa c e, h er eyes swollen a nd  d isc olored . But th ere w a s noth ing  I
c ould  d o. I w a s a s p owerless a s I h a d  ever been. A ll I c ould  m a na g e
w a s to sit by th e telep h one a nd  w a it for h er c a ll.

t c a m e a t 11:4 2  th a t nig h t.

“A re you ok a y?” I a sk ed , una ble to h id e th e a nxiety in m y voic e.
“W e a re now.”  S h e brea th ed  a  sig h  of relief.

“Everyth ing  went off a ll rig h t? Joe never sa w you lea ve?”

“A s fa r a s I k now, h e’s still sleep ing  it off.”

“W ill h e k now w h ere to look  for you w h en h e w a k es up ?”  T h e w ild
sp ec ula tions of m y p a st few h ours h a d  left m e w ith  a  m illion
una nswered  questions. “D oes h e k now you’d  g o to your sister’s? C a n
you g et a  restra ining  ord er p reventing  h im  from  lea ving  O h io?”

“S low d own, Bob.”  Of th e two of us, sh e w a s by fa r th e m ost in
c ontrol. “Everyth ing ’s ta k en c a re of. W e’re sa fe h ere for th e tim e
being . W h y d on’t you g et som e sleep  a nd  c om e out to see us tom orrow
m orning ?”

“You k now I c a n’t sleep , S ue.”

“I g uess I won’t be a ble to eith er,”  sh e a d m itted .

I
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“S o I’ll c om e out th ere now. C h rist, I’ve d one noth ing  but p a c e th e
floor sinc e you c a lled  la st nig h t. D on’t a sk  m e to w a it a ny long er.”

T h ere w a s a  p a use, a nd  th e sound  of m uffled  c onversa tion. “D o
you k now w h ere Ea st H a m p ton is?”  sh e a sk ed  fina lly.

“S ure, I’ve been th ere d ozens of tim es.”

“D une R oa d ?”

“Just g ive m e th e num ber. I c a n be th ere in a n h our.”

“T wo-sixteen,”  sh e rela yed  th e inform a tion. “T h ey’ll a ll be a sleep
by th e tim e you g et h ere, but we’ll be in th e g uest c otta g e beh ind  th e
m a in h ouse. Just p ull in ba c k  a nd  k noc k  on th e d oor.”

“A n h our.”

“S ee you th en.”

“I c a n’t w a it.”

“M e neith er.”

I d on’t even rem em ber th e d rive to Ea st H a m p ton. H ig h w a ys,
tra ffic , streetlig h ts, even d irec tiona l roa d  sig ns blurred  into a
p h a nta sm  of unrea lity: I w a s a c tua lly g oing  to m eet h er. W e were
a c tua lly g oing  to be tog eth er for th e first tim e! I p ra c tic ed  w h a t I’d  sa y
to h er w h en we m et: “A re you d isa p p ointed ?” N o, I d id n’t w a nt to even
sug g est th a t; I w a s still a  g ood -look ing  g uy. M a ybe I’d  just sta re into
h er eyes, d rink ing  in h er loveliness. “You’re even m ore bea utiful th a n
your p ic ture,”  I’d  sa y; “m ore bea utiful th a n I’d  ever im a g ined .” I k new
th a t w h a tever I sa id , a nd  h owever sh e a nswered , it would n’t be
a d equa te. N oth ing  in our voc a bula ries c ould  m a tc h  th e sh eer
m a g nific enc e of th a t m om ent. T h ere we would  be: two unh a p p y p eop le
w h o’d  found  one a noth er th roug h  th e unlik eliest of c irc um sta nc es, a nd
w h o’d  overc om e everyth ing  to be tog eth er.

T h e h ouse w a s d irec tly on th e E a st H a m p ton bea c h , a s were m ost
h ouses in th a t neig h borh ood . It w a s unlit, but th a t w a s no surp rise.
S ue sa id  everyone would  h a ve g one to bed . I turned  into th e d rivew a y
a nd  c irc led  a round  to th e ba c k  w h ere a  d im  lig h t sh one from  th e
w ind ows of a  sm a ll g uest c otta g e. Everyth ing  w a s eerily quiet. Even
th e c ra sh ing  surf a  less th a n a  h und red  feet a w a y seem ed  to h a ve
fa llen silent a s I p a rk ed  th e c a r a nd  m a d e m y w a y to th e front d oor.

“It’s m e, Bob,” I a nnounc ed  in a  th roa ty ra sp  w h en nobod y
a nswered  m y first tenta tive k noc k .

I k noc k ed  h a rd er, th ink ing  sh e m ig h t h a ve fa llen a sleep  a fter h er
strenuous flig h t to freed om . “It’s m e, Bob Elia s.”
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T h e d oor c rea k ed  op en a  c ra c k  und er th e forc e of m y p ersistent
k noc k ing , a nd  I p ush ed  it inw a rd  …

h  sh it. I d on’t k now w h eth er I c a n d o th is a g a in.
Just ta k e your tim e, M r. Elia s .
I w a sn’t p rep a red  for w h a t I sa w th en. N obod y would ’ve been

p rep a red  for it. It w a s lik e a  c h a rnel h ouse in th ere. T h ere w a s blood
a ll over th e p la c e. W h en I g ot over th e initia l sh oc k , I c ould  m a k e out
th ree bod ies: th e two k id s on th e floor lying  not fa r a p a rt. It look ed
lik e th eir th roa ts h a d  been c ut. A nd  S ue w a s sp ra wled  on a  sm a ll sofa .
I c a n’t d esc ribe w h a t h a d  been d one to h er. It look ed  lik e som eone h a d
run h er h ea d  th roug h  a  wood  c h ip p er…

W ould  you lik e a  d rink  of w a ter?
N o, just g ive m e a  m inute h ere.

T a k e a s  m uc h  tim e a s  you need .
O k a y, let m e g et th is over w ith . I g uess th e first th ing  I d id  w a s

c h ec k  to see if th ey were still a live. I c h ec k ed  S ue’s p ulse first, but
th ere w a s none. S a m e w ith  th e c h ild ren. I rea lly d id n’t exp ec t a nyone
c ould  h a ve p ossibly survived  th a t blood ba th , but I g uess it w a s
instinc tive. I c ould n’t even look  a t S ue. T h e only m em ory I h a d  of h er
w a s th a t sna p sh ot sh e’d  sent a nd  I w a nted  to rem em ber h er th a t w a y. I
d id n’t w a nt m y la st vision of h er fa c e to be th a t c rush ed , blood ied
visa g e sta ring  up  from  th e sofa . I c ould n’t h a ve lived  w ith  th a t.

Joe h a d  g otten to th em . S om eh ow, h e’d  outw itted  S ue a nd  followed
h er to th is p la c e a nd  extra c ted  h is a wful veng ea nc e, just a s h e’d
w a rned  m e h e would  th a t nig h t in th e roa d h ouse. I would  be next. I
k new th a t. H e w a s p roba bly w a tc h ing  m e a t th a t very m om ent,
sa voring  m y h orror a nd  a g ony. He would  c om e a t m e w h en it suited  h is
p urp oses, but I k new it would  be soon. S ta nd ing  th ere in th e m id d le of
a ll th a t c a rna g e, in th e m id d le of m y lost d rea m s, I h a d  no g ood
rea son to exp ec t I would  ever lea ve th ere a live.

I d on’t rem em ber running . A  better m a n m ig h t h a ve run to th e m a in
h ouse for h elp , or c a lled  911 from  th e c otta g e telep h one. But, lik e I
sa id , I’ve never th oug h t of m yself a s a  h ero. M y first c onsc ious
m em ory is of d riving  a c ross th e T riboroug h  Brid g e. T h a t w a s w h en it
h it m e: I w a s still a live! However I’d  m a na g ed  it, I’d  been a ble to
esc a p e from  th e c otta g e. I rem em ber sh a k ing  so unc ontrolla bly th a t I
h a d  to p ull th e c a r over a nd  stop . Inc red ibly, th ere w a s a n em erg enc y
p a y p h one only a  few feet a w a y. Feeling  a sh a m ed  th a t I h a d n’t d one it
before, I d ia led  911 a nd  rep orted  w h a t I’d  found .

O
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T rue to form , I d id n’t g ive m y na m e w ith  th e rep ort. I ra tiona lized
th a t it c ould n’t h a ve served  a ny useful p urp ose a nd , in sp ite of m y
g rief, I k new I’d  lose m y job a t th e sc h ool if m y rela tionsh ip  w ith  S ue
ever g ot out. I d rove h om e in a  d a ze of g loom  a nd  self-rec rim ina tion.
N one of th is would  h a ve h a p p ened  if I h a d n’t enc oura g ed  h er to lea ve
h er h usba nd . S h e a nd  th e k id s m ig h t not h a ve h a d  a  very h a p p y life
before I entered  th e p ic ture, but a t lea st th ey h a d  a  life. I w a s
resp onsible for th eir bruta l m urd ers, a nd  I k new I c ould  never live w ith
m yself if I d id n’t c om e c lea n to th e p olic e sooner or la ter. A ll I h a d  to
d o w a s sc rew up  th e c oura g e.

A fter a  sleep less nig h t, I felt I h a d  no c h oic e but to turn m yself in.
A t lea st I c ould  p oint th e p olic e in Joe’s d irec tion, p rovid e a
d esc rip tion, g ive th em  w h a t little I k new a bout h im  th a t m ig h t h elp  in
h is c a p ture. I w a s sta nd ing  by th e telep h one, rea d y to d ia l, w h en a  T V
news fla sh  stop p ed  m e d ea d  in m y tra c k s:

S uffolk  C ounty polic e h a v e reported  find ing th ree
m urd ered  bod ies  in th e ups c a le v illa ge of Ea s t H a m pton
on ea stern Long Is la nd . T h e v ic tim s  h a v e been id entified
a s  eigh t-yea r-old  S us a n T h urm ond , h er broth er Joseph ,
fiv e yea rs  of a ge, a nd  th eir na nny, twenty-eigh t-yea r-old
Anna  S ta pleton. S us a n a nd  Joseph  T h urm ond  a re th e
c h ild ren of th e la te billiona ire fina nc ier, Ja y T h urm ond ,
a nd  h is  w ife D enise T h urm ond , both  of w h om  d ied  in a n
a irpla ne c ra s h  in 1998.

T h urm ond ? It w a sn’t p roc essing . T h e bod ies I’d  d isc overed  were
th ose of S ue Bird  a nd  h er two c h ild ren S h a wn a nd  Joe Jr. I sta red
bla nk ly a t th e T V  sc reen a s th e story unfold ed  w ith  file foota g e of th e
la te fina nc ier a nd  h is w ife. T h ey h a d  been on va c a tion in S outh
A m eric a  w h en th eir p riva te jet c ra sh ed  in th e C h ilea n A nd es. T h e
c h ild ren bec a m e sole h eirs to h is esta te, estim a ted  to be roug h ly
fifteen billion d olla rs. Fifteen billion d olla rs? S ue Bird  a nd  h er c h ild ren
lived  in a  tra iler p a rk  in Oh io. T h ey ba rely h a d  th e m oney for p la ne
fa re to N ew York !

By th a t a fternoon, th e story w a s front p a g e in every N ew York
newsp a p er. S p ot news broa d c a sts interrup ted  sc h ed uled  T V
p rog ra m m ing  to rep ort new d evelop m ents in th e investig a tion. A
p ic ture w a s beg inning  to d evelop , a nd  it w a s a bout a s fa r a w a y from
w h a t I h a d  believed  to be true a s a  p ic ture c ould  g et. I boug h t every
newsp a p er I c ould  find  a nd  rea d  every word  th a t w a s p rinted  but it
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w a sn’t until th e next d a y w h en I sa w a n a c c ount in th e ta bloid , T h e
Na tiona l Enquirer, th a t th e truth  h it m e lik e a  ton of bric k s:

“A lth oug h  S uffolk  C ounty p olic e h a ve d ec lined
c om m ent, relia ble sourc es c lose to th e investig a tion
rep ort th a t a n a lleg ed  p ed op h ile is susp ec ted  in th e g risly
sla ying s. Letters of a n exp lic it sexua l na ture h a ve been
found  in th e bed room  of th e sla in little g irl, one of w h ic h
h a s been obta ined  exc lusively by th e Na tiona l Enquirer. It
rea d s in p a rt a s follows:

“‘D ea rest S ue: Know  th is , th a t a  c h ild ’s  bo d y is  a
s a c red  th ing, a nd  to v iola te it in a ny w a y is  a n
unforgiv a ble s in. I w ill trea t your bod y a s  th e tem ple it is .
I w ill a noint it w ith  h oly c h ris m , a nd  touc h  your young
brea sts, your w a rm , h id d en sex, w ith  reverenc e. O h  m y
ba by girl; h ow  I long to feel your na k ed  s k in next to m ine.
S om ed a y, w h en we a re a t la s t togeth er, I w ill m a k e lov e
to you in w a ys  you c a n never h a v e im a gined  pos s ible …  ‘”

 sa t stunned , rea lly not c om p reh end ing  a nyth ing  a t th a t p oint. T h e
letter w a s m ine, word  for word . I’d  written it to S ue a fter sh e d ivulg ed
h er c h ild h ood  sexua l a buse a t th e h a nd s of a n unc le. M y letter h a d
g one on to d esc ribe th e w a ys I would  d elig h t h er w ith  m y lovem a k ing
—  noth ing  a nyone would  write to a n eig h t-yea r-old  g irl. But th ere it
w a s. S om eh ow th e p olic e h a d  g otten h old  of it, a nd  som eh ow th ey’d
a c c ep ted  th e a bsurd  im p roba bility th a t a n eig h t-yea r-old  c h ild  w a s
rec eiving  love letters from  a  p ed op h ile a nd  h id ing  th em  in h er
bed room . It would  h a ve been la ug h a ble if it h a d n’t been so terrifying .
How h a d  th a t letter g otten to a  c h ild ’s bed room  in Ea st H a m p ton, Long
Isla nd ? W h o w a s setting  m e up , a nd  w h y?

W h oever it w a s m ust h a ve k nown th a t I’d  onc e been a c c used  of
sexua l im p rop riety w ith  a  m inor. It d id n’t m a tter th a t I’d  been p roven
innoc ent. Onc e you’re sa d d led  w ith  som eth ing  lik e th a t it sta ys w ith
you for life. C ould  it h a ve been one of th e p a rents w h o’d  a c c used  m e,
a nd  h a d  a  g rud g e bec a use I’d  been c lea red  of th e c h a rg es? C ould  it
h a ve been som eone on th e sc h ool boa rd ? A  d isg runtled  fellow tea c h er
w h o felt I’d  been unjustly exonera ted ? W h oever, it w a s a  p syc h o a nd  I
h a d  no intention of sitting  still w h ile h e sta lk ed  m e. T a k ing  only a  few
th ing s w ith  m e, I left m y a p a rtm ent a nd  c h ec k ed  into a  S R O h otel on
th e W est S id e und er a n a ssum ed  na m e.

I
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I d ec id ed  to c a ll Ellen R a nk in a t th e sc h ool. “C a n you bring  m e up
to sp eed  on m y stud ent, S ue Bird ?”  I a sk ed , trying  to sound  rela xed .     

T h ere w a s a  fum bling  a t th e oth er end . “S ue Bird  …  we h a ven’t
h ea rd  from  h er sinc e your p h one c a ll.”

“W h ic h  p h one c a ll is th a t?”

“On July 19, you c a lled  a nd  a sk ed  to h a ve h er a ssig ned  to a noth er
instruc tor.”

M y m ind  ra c ed  ba c k w a rd . “I th ink  I c a lled  bec a use I w a s
c onc erned  a bout a n a p p a rent suic id e note. I d id n’t a sk  to h a ve h er
rea ssig ned .”

“W ell sh e w a s. N ot th a t it m a d e a ny d ifferenc e. T h e sc h ool never
rec eived  a noth er a ssig nm ent from  h er.”

I took  a  d eep  brea th . “Look , I d on’t k now w h a t th e h ell is g oing  on
h ere, but I’ve been c orrec ting  h er a ssig nm ents for m onth s now. M a ybe
you’re look ing  und er th e wrong  na m e.”

“S ue Bird ,”  Ellen sa id  stiffly. “Her la st c orresp ond enc e w ith  th is
sc h ool w a s on M a y 6 , 2 001. A fter th a t sh e d rop p ed  off our ra d a r
sc reen.”

“D o m e a  fa vor a nd  c h ec k  it out furth er, ok a y?”  I p lea d ed . “M a ybe
it’s a  c om p uter g litc h . M a ybe som ebod y just m isfiled  h er p a p ers.”

“T h a t’s not lik ely, but I’ll see w h a t I c a n d o.”

“T h a nk s. I’ll c a ll ba c k  tom orrow.”

By th en it w a s too la te. W h en I p h oned  th e follow ing  d a y, Ellen’s
tone w a s ic ily d ista nt. “T h e p olic e were h ere a sk ing  a bout you,”  sh e
inform ed  m e before I h a d  a  c h a nc e to sp ea k .

“W h y were th e p olic e th ere?”

“Your fing erp rints were a ll over th a t Ea st H a m p ton c otta g e w h ere
th ose c h ild ren were m urd ered . A p p a rently, th ey were on rec ord  from  a n
ea rlier c rim e you c om m itted .”

“I never c om m itted  a ny c rim e. I w a s never even c h a rg ed  w ith
a nyth ing ,”  I p rotested  feebly.

“If I were you, I’d  g ive m yself up  before a nyth ing  else h a p p ened  to
m e.”

“W ell, you’re not m e!” I exp lod ed . “A nd  w h a t a bout S ue Bird ?”
“I c a n’t ta lk  to you a ny m ore a nd  I’m  oblig ed  to rep ort th is c a ll to

th e p olic e.”  T h e p h one went d ea d .

T h a t’s  it?
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a sic a lly, th a t’s it. I g uess if th e story end ed  th ere, it would  h a ve been
only a  m a tter of tim e until th e p olic e c a ug h t up  w ith  m e. Outsid e of
m y fing erp rints, I’d  tra iled  blood y footp rints a ll th e w a y to m y c a r, a nd
ba c k  to th e h otel. T h ey h a d  a  h a lf-d ozen letters lik e th a t one in th e
Enquirer, ea c h  m ore inc rim ina ting  th a n th e la st. It’s a m a zing  h ow
c leverly I w a s set up , h ow every nua nc e in S ue Bird ’s letters w a s
d esig ned  to d ig  m e d eep er a nd  d eep er into a  h ole. S h e’d  c onfid ed  h er
c h ild h ood  sexua l a buse to m e, a nd  m y h ea rt h a d  g one out to h er.
C oup led  w ith  m y obsession, m y p a ssiona te resp onse c ould  be ea sily
m isrea d  a s th e work  of a  sexua l p red a tor a nd  th a t’s w h a t you g uys
w a nted  to rea d .

T h ere w a s no S ue Bird . T h ere w a s no rec ord  th a t sh e ever existed ,
no rec ord  of a  h usba nd  na m ed  Joe w h o’d  work ed  th e nig h t sh ift a t th e
Proc tor &  G a m ble p la nt, no rec ord  of a ny c h ild ren. S h e’d  va nish ed  just
a s sh e’d  a p p ea red : a  vision in m y m ind , som eone to ta k e th e a c h e of
unfa irness out of m y life. It took  a  w h ile for m e to be c onvinc ed  I’d
been h a d , but w h en th e rea lity c a m e c ra sh ing  in, I fig ured  th ere w a sn’t
m uc h  p oint in living . A  quic k , sure bullet in th e bra in would  be a  lot
better th a n w h a t I w a s look ing  forw a rd  to.

G oo d  th ing you d id n’t h a v e a  gun.
S om etim es I wond er a bout th a t.

O k a y, a s  fa r a s  th is  ses s ion goes, we’re a bout d one. Is  th ere
a nyth ing you w a nt to a d d , AD A H a rte?

O nly th a t you’ll rec eiv e a  w ritten tra ns c ript of th is  interv iew  in a
d a y or tw o, M r. Elia s . If you see a nyth ing th ere th a t’s  inc ons is tent w ith
th e testim ony you’ll be giv ing on th e sta nd , I’ll w a nt you to c a ll m y
offic e a nd  tell m e a bout it.

Is th is th ing  off now?

Yes s ir, it is .
T h en w ill you fill m e in on som eth ing , just for m y own ed ific a tion?

If I c a n.
W h a t p ut you onto Ellen R a nk in in th e first p la c e?

T h a t’s  ea s y. W e ra n a  ba c k ground  c h ec k  on everyone w h o w a s
questioned  in th e inv estiga tion. Ellen R a nk in c a m e up a s  h a v ing been
is s ued  a  benc h  w a rra nt in M a nh a tta n ba c k  in th e eigh ties . T h e v ic e
c ops  ra id ed  one of th ose priv a te sex a nd  d rug c lubs  th a t were popula r
ba c k  th en, a  pla c e c a lled  “C loud  nine” on th e upper ea s t s id e.
Ev erybod y th ere w a s  busted , inc lud ing Ellen R a nk in a nd  h er boyfriend ,
C lyd e F erra nti, a  New  York  C ity tra ns it c op a t th e tim e. But w h a t

B



B l o o d  H a r v e s t                                                                                               D olp h  LeM oult

T h e Pup p et Press                           w ww .p up p etp ress.c om                                                 19

c a ugh t our a ttention w a s  th a t one of th e oth er people c a ugh t in th a t
ra id  w a s  R ebec c a  T h urm ond , w ife of th e fina nc ier, Ja y T h urm ond .

 W ell, I gues s  Ja y d id n’t lik e th e id ea  of h is  w ife s c rew ing a nd
s m ok ing d ope w ith  a  bunc h  of stra ngers, s o h e d ropped  h er lik e a  ba d
inv estm ent, but h e never went to th e trouble of v oid ing h is  first w ill,
w h ic h  left h er everyth ing. W h en h e rem a rried , I gues s  h e’d  a s s um ed
th a t a  sec ond  w ill lea v ing h is  esta te to h is  new  w ife w ould  s uperc ed e
th e old  one, a nd  h e w a s  righ t. T h a t is , until th ey were both  k illed  in a n
a ir c ra s h ; th en everyth ing reverted  to th eir tw o c h ild ren.

But gues s  w h a t?  If in th e unlik ely c irc um sta nc e th a t both  c h ild ren
were to d ie, R ebec c a  still stoo d  to inh erit th e w h ole k it a nd  c a boo d le
from  th e ea rlier w ill. O nc e we found  th a t out, link ing R ebec c a  to Ellen
R a nk in w a s  a  s h ort inv estiga tiv e c h ip s h ot. T h ey’d  never lost touc h .
T h e tw o of th em  pla nned  th e w h ole th ing from  th e beginning w ith
C lyd e F erra nti, w h o by th en w a s  a  sec urity gua rd  in c h a rge of
protec ting, you gues sed  it: th e T h urm ond  k id s . By th e w a y, F erra nti’s
th e guy you pic k ed  out of th e ph oto a rra y a s  being Joe Bird , th a t
s upposed  h us ba nd  you m et in O h io.

I g uess you m ust th ink  I’m  p retty stup id .

No, a nybod y w ould ’v e fa llen for it. Your only m is ta k e w a s  not
rec ognizing w h y th e s c h ool h ired  you a s  a n instruc tor in th e first
pla c e. Let’s fa c e it, a s  unfa ir a s  it m igh t seem , no reputa ble s c h ool is
going to h ire s om eone w h o’s  even been sus pec ted  of sexua l
im propriety tow a rd  h is  stud ents . T h a t s h ould  h a v e tipped  you off righ t
th ere.

W h en you’re in m y p osition, you d on’t a sk  a  lot of questions. I w a s
g ra teful to be work ing .

And  Ellen R a nk in w a s  gra teful you c a m e a long. T h e fa c t is  you
were perfec t for th eir s c h em e. T h ey k new  th a t w ith  your ba c k ground ,
th e letters w ould  be a lm ost a s  goo d  a s  a  c onfes s ion of guilt. T h ey
k new  you’d  pa nic  w h en F erra nti c onfronted  you in O h io. T h ey k new
you’d  believe S ue Bird  w a s  c om ing to you bec a use th a t w a s  w h a t you
w a nted  to believe. Lik e you s a id , d es pera te people d on’t a s k  a  lot of
sea rc h ing questions .

S o w h a t h a p p ens now?

I d unno a bout you, but I’m  going h om e a nd  get s om e s leep. It’s
been a  long d a y.

T h a t’s th e end  of it?”
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U nles s  a nybod y h a s  m ore questions . Noth ing?  O k a y, M r. Elia s .
W e’ll see you in c ourt.

I’m  free to g o?

F ree a s  a  bird .
U ntil th e next tim e th ere’s a  sex c rim e, you m ea n.

I c a n’t prom ise th ey w on’t ta k e a  h a rd  look  a t you. T h a t’s  th e
w orld , M r. Elia s . S om etim es it just s uc k s . Know  w h a t I m ea n?

T h e  e n d

For m ore fic tion by th is a uth or, g o to www.p up p etp ress.c om .


