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PUBLISHER'S NOTE

For legal reasons, some of the names in this book have been changed.

This book is dedicated to my parents:

Sophie Hansen Stackhouse and

the late Chester R. Stackhouse ...

for their unfailing love and support,

and because they always believed.. . «
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And tortures him now more, the more he sees Of pleasure not for him
ordained: then soon Fierce hate he recollects, and all his thoughts Of
mischief, gratulating, thus excites: "Thoughts, whither have ye led me? with
what sweet Compulsion thus transported to forget What hither brought us?
hate, not love, nor hope Of Paradise for Hell, hope here to taste Of pleasure,
but all pleasure to destroy, Save what is in destroying; other joy

To me is lost...."

Paradise Lost: Book IX (Lines 469-79)



Preface

This book began a half dozen years ago as an entirely different work.

It was to have been a crime reporter's chronicling of a series of
inexplicable murders of beautiful young women. By its very nature, it was
to have been detached, the result of extensive research. My life, certainly,
would be no part of it. It has evolved instead into an intensely personal
book, the story of a unique friendship that has somehow transcended the
facts that my research produced. As the years passed, I learned that the
stranger at the very vortex of an ever-spreading police probe was not a
stranger at all; he was my friend.

To write a book about an anonymous murder suspect is one thing. To
write such a book about someone you have known and cared for for ten
years is quite another. And yet, that is exactly what has happened. My
contract to write this book was signed many months before Ted Bundy
became the prime suspect in more than a dozen homicide cases. My book
would not be about a faceless name hi a newspaper, about one unknown out
of the over one million people who live in the Seattle area; it would be
about my friend, Ted Bundy.

We might never have met at all. Logically, statistically,
demographically, the chance that Ted Bundy and I should meet and become
fast friends is almost too obscure to contemplate. We have lived in the same
states at the same timenot once but many times-but the fifteen years
between our ages precluded our meeting for many years.

When we did meet in 1971, I was a plumpish mother of four, almost
forty, nearing divorce. Ted was twenty-four, a brilliant, handsome senior in
psychology at the University of Washington. Chanfce made us partners on
the crisis lines at Seattle's Crisis Clinic on the Tuesday night late shift.
Rapport, an almost instant rapport, made us friends.

I was a volunteer on the phones, and Ted earned two dollars an hour as a
work-study student. He looked forward to XIV



PREFACE

law school, and I hoped that my fledgling career as a freelance writer
might grow into something that would provide a fulltime income for my
family. Although I had a bachelor's degree in creative writing from the
University of Washington, I had done little writing until 1968 when I'd
become the Northwest correspondent for True Detective Magazine and her
sister publications, all specializing in fact-detective stories.

My beat was major crime stories in a territory extending from Eugene,
Oregon to the Canadian border.

It proved to be a field for which I was well suited. I'd been a Seattle
policewoman in the 1950s and the combination of my interest in law
enforcement and my education in writing worked. I had minored in
abnormal psychology at the University and had gone on to obtain an
associate degree in police science to enable me to write with some expertise
about the advances in scientific criminal investigation. By 1980,1 would
have covered more than 800 cases, principally homicides, all up and down
the Northwestern coast, gaining the trust of hundreds of homicide
detectives-one of whom would give me the somewhat unsettling accolade,

"Ann, you're just like one of the boys."

I'm sure that our mutual interest in the law drew Ted and me together,
gave us some common ground for discussion--just as our interest in
abnormal psychology did. But there has always seemed to be something
more, something almost ephemeral. Ted himself referred to it once in a
letter mailed from a jail cell, one of the many cells he would occupy.

"You've called it Karma. It may be. Yet whatever supernatural force
guides our destinies, it has brought us together in some mind-expanding
situations. I must believe this invisible hand will pour more chilled Chablis
for us in less treacherous, more tranquil times to come. Love, ted."

The letter was dated March 6, 1976, and we were never to come face to
face again outside prison walls or a tightly secured courtroom. But a curious
bond remains.

And so Ted Bundy was my friend, through all the good times and the
bad tunes. I stuck by him for-many years, hoping that none of the innuendo
was true. There are few who will understand my decision. I'm sure that it



will anger many. And, with it all, Ted Bundy's story must be told, and it
must be told in its entirety if any good can evolve from the terrible years:
1974-1980.

I have labored for a long time with my ambivalence about PREFACE

XV

Ted. As a professional writer, I have been handed the story of a lifetime,
a story any author prays for. Prohably there is no other writer so privy to
every facet of Ted's story. I did not seek it out, and there have been many,
many, long nights when I wished devoutly that things might have been
different -that I was writing about a complete stranger whose hopes and
dreams were no part of my own. I have wanted to go back to 1971, to erase
all that has happened, to be able to think of Ted as the open, smiling young
man [ knew then.

Ted knows I am writing this book. He has always known, and he has
continued to write to me, to call me. I suspect that he knows I will try to
show the whole man.

Ted has been described as the perfect son, the perfect student, the Boy
Scout grown to adulthood, a genius, as handsome as a movie idol, a bright
light in the future of the Republican Party, a sensitive psychiatric social
worker, a budding lawyer, a trusted friend, a young man for whom the
future could surely hold only success. He is all of these things, and none of
them. Ted Bundy fits no pattern at all; you could not look at his record and
say: "See, it was inevitable that he would turn out like this." In fact, it was
incomprehensible.

ANN RULE

January 29,1980
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University of Michigan campus, and he could have stayed there. There'd
been enough money left from the stash he'd hidden in jail to pay for a
twelve-dollar room at the YMCA but Michigan nights in January can be
unrelentingly icy, and he didn't have warm clothing.

He'd been to Florida before. Back in the days when he was an energetic
young worker for the Republican Party he'd received a trip to the 1968

convention in Miami as part of his reward. But, as he pored over college
catalogues in the University of Michigan Library, he wasn't thinking of
Miami.

He looked at the University of Florida in Gainesville and dismissed it
summarily. There was no water around Gainesville, and, as he would say
later, "It didn't look right on the map--superstition, I guess."

Tallahassee, on the other hand, "looked great." He had lived the better
part of his life on Washington's Puget Sound and he craved the sight and
smell of water: Tallahassee was on the Ochlockonee River which led to the
Apalachee Bay and the vastness of the Gulf of Mexico.

He knew he couldn't go home again, ever, but the Florida Indian names
reminded him a little of the cities and rivers of Washington with their
Northwestern tribal names.

Tallahassee it would be.

He had traveled comfortably up until New Year's Day. The first night
out was a little hard, but walking free was enough in itself. When he'd
stolen the "beater" off the streets in Glenwood Springs, he'd known it might
not be up to making the snow-clogged pass into Aspen, but he'd had little
choice. It had burned out thirty miles from Vail-forty miles from Aspen-but
a good Samaritan had helped him push the car off the road, and given him a
ride back to Vail.

From there, there was the bus ride to Denver, a cab to the airport, and a
plane to Chicago, even before they'd discovered he was gone. He hadn't
been on a train since he was a child and he'd enjoyed the Amtrak journey to
Ann Arbor, having his first drinks in two years in the club car as he thought
of his captors searching the snowbanks further and further behind him.



In Ann Arbor, he'd counted his money and realized that he would have
to conserve it. He'd been straight since leaving Colorado, but he decided
one more car theft didn't matter. He left this one in the middle of a black
ghetto in Atlanta with the keys in it. Nobody could ever tie it to Ted Bundy-
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not even the FBI (an organization that he privately considered vastly
overrated,) who had just placed him on their Ten-Most-Wanted List.

The Trailways bus had delivered him right into the center of downtown
Tallahassee. He'd had a bit of a scare as he got off the bus. He thought he'd
seen a man he'd known in prison in Utah, but the man had looked right
through him, and he realized he was slightly paranoid. Besides, he didn't
have enough money to travel any further and still afford a room to rent.

He loved Tallahassee. It was perfect, dead, quiet-a hick town on Sunday
morning. He walked out onto Duval Street, and it was glorious. Warm.

The air smelled good and it seemed right that it was the fresh dawn of a
new day. Like a homing pigeon, he headed for the Florida State University
campus. It wasn't that hard to find. Duval cut across College and he turned
right. He could see the old and new capitol buildings ahead, and, beyond
that, the campus itself.

The parking strips were planted with dogwood trees-reminiscent of
home-but the rest of the vegetation was strange, unlike that in the places
from which he'd come. Live oak, water oak, slash pine, date palms, and
towering sweet gums. The whole city seemed to be sheltered by trees.

The sweet gum branches were stark and bare in January, making the
vista a bit like a northern winter's, but the temperature was nearing 70

already. The very strangeness of the landscape made him feel safer, as if
all the bad times were behind him, so far away that everything in the
previous four years could be forgotten, forgotten so completely that it
would be as if it had never happened at all. He was good at that; there was a
place he could go to in his mind where he truly could forget. Not erase;
forget.

As he neared the Florida State campus proper, his euphoria lessened;
perhaps he'd made a mistake. He'd expected a much bigger operation in
which to lose himself, and a proliferation of For Rent signs. There seemed
to be very few rentals, and he knew the classifieds wouldn't help him much;
he wouldn't be able to tell which addresses were near the university.



