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SHE WAS STILL ALIVE

Detective Lane Youmans picked up the receiver and heard Patrol Sergeant Keith Fouts on the other end of the line. A woman had been savagely assaulted at a milking parlor on a dairy farm in the small town of Oakville, on the southeastern side of Grays Harbor County. The victim was thirty-one-year-old Frankie Cochran. She was still alive, but just barely, having been struck in the head numerous times with a hammer.

The suspect, thirty-six-year-old David Gerard, had attacked his ex-girlfriend Frankie Cochran as she worked there, milking cows. Gerard had beat her savagely with the claw hammer on the head and left her for dead. Beat her so hard, in fact, that it had caved in a portion of her skull. Frankie had lain on the cold, wet concrete floor of the milking shed for two hours before the dairy owner found her lying there. He immediately called 911 and Deputy Fouts arrived to find Frankie lying in her own blood, frozen water and cow excrement. Incredibly, it was the combination of icy water and cow excrement that had kept her from bleeding to death. These unlikely elements had acted as a kind of compress on her severe wounds. Even more incredibly, after two hours of being immobile, and near death, Frankie had opened her eyes and informed Deputy Fouts, “David Gerard did this to me!”

Describing the crime scene later on, Lane Youmans said, “There was a rage—an explosion of violence. I had seen this before, at another crime scene, at another time. I stood there silently in the cold, and the crap, and the crying cows, and stared down at the ramp leading into the milking parlor. Suddenly it hit me—an epiphany, just like you see in the movies. David Gerard. David Gerard! I knew that name. I knew it from another very violent scene, where four people had died!”
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You have robbed me of my life as I knew it. A life sentence is what you deserve, for that is the inhumane and vicious sentence that you have inflicted on me.

—Frankie Cochran to David Gerard

 


 


 


In all the murders I’ve investigated, there were only two that stuck out for their level of violence. They were the murders of the two women on the Weyco Haul Road. The image of the two women stayed with me, lying on the gravel road, faces covered with their own blood.

—Detective Lane Youmans

 


 


 


Mr. Gerard is like a serial suspect. Is Gerard responsible for every unsolved crime he’s a suspect in? Probably not. But I can’t put it past him.

—County Prosecutor Steward Menefee

 


 


 


He alone is dead who has been forgotten.

—Anonymous
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HAMMER BLOWS

Grays Harbor County, Washington

 



On March 17, 1999, Grays Harbor County Sheriff’s Office (GHSO) detective Lane Youmans was at home watching television. By 1999, Lane had been with GHSO for twenty-two years. Starting as a deputy patrolling the county’s roads, he eventually worked his way up to the detective division within GHSO and had seen just about everything in his time at GHSO, from petty crimes to violent murder. In a county of nineteen hundred square miles, Lane’s job took him from the suburbs of the city of Aberdeen to the wilds deep within the forest. Some of the back roads were little more than dirt trails winding down through blackberry thickets, alders and Sitka spruces. In this area it was little wonder why Washington had the nickname of the Evergreen State.

By 1999, Aberdeen was mainly famous for one of its former citizens, Kurt Cobain. Cobain had gone on to international fame in the band Nirvana, with his iconic lyrics and tormented persona. Kurt had both loved and hated the area, and it was as much a part of who he was as the fog and forests of Grays Harbor. Cobain would travel upon the world stage, from New York to London to Tokyo, but there was always a bit of Aberdeen that stayed within him, from his days down along the Wishkah River.

The evening of March 17 was winding down and Lane was thinking of going to bed, when the telephone suddenly rang. He picked up the receiver and heard Patrol Sergeant Keith Fouts’s voice on the other end of the line. Fouts said that a woman had been savagely assaulted at a milking parlor on a dairy farm in the small town of Oakville, on the southeastern side of Grays Harbor County. The victim was thirty-one-year-old Frankie Cochran. Frankie was still alive, but just barely, having been struck in the head numerous times with a hammer. She was in the process of being airlifted to Harborview Medical Center in Seattle in hopes that she could be saved. Harborview was a Level 1 trauma center and had the best hospital in the region for someone suffering from a massive head injury.

Even though the prognosis did not look good for the young woman, Sergeant Fouts told Lane that Frankie had been able to identify her attacker before slipping into a semicomatose state. Units were now out looking for the individual who, she said, had beat her with the hammer. Then Fouts asked Lane to come out to the crime scene and process it.

Lane put on his cotton jumpsuit, shoulder holster, department baseball cap, and kissed his wife good-bye. He knew that he was in for a long night of crime scene processing. Climbing into his vehicle, Lane started driving east from his home in Hoquiam toward the crime scene, about twenty-five miles away. He didn’t go very far, however, before he received a message that a suspect had been detained in downtown Aberdeen. The suspect was a man named David Gerard, and he had just been arrested at a 7-Eleven mini-mart on B Street. It was the same David Gerard who Frankie Cochran had indicated was the person who had attacked her.

Lane drove to the 7-Eleven and spotted a burly young man sitting in the backseat of Sergeant Fouts’s patrol car. A tow truck was called to the scene to hook up Gerard’s vehicle, which was in the 7-Eleven parking lot, and then haul it to a police compound. Once it was there, it could be thoroughly searched later. Lane knew from experience that it was a good idea to impound a suspect’s vehicle early on in the process to determine if it had been at a crime scene or not. In this case the vehicle was a four-door red-colored Ford Escort.

When Lane got out of his vehicle at the 7-Eleven, Sergeant Fouts told him that the suspect, thirty-six-year-old David Gerard, had apparently attacked his ex-girlfriend Frankie Cochran with a claw hammer as she worked milking cows. Allegedly, Gerard had beat her savagely with the claw hammer on the head and left her for dead. Beat her so hard, in fact, that it had caved in a portion of her skull. Frankie had lain on the cold, wet concrete floor of the milking shed for two hours before dairy owner Eugene Clark found her lying there. Clark immediately called 911, and Fouts went out to the dairy to find Frankie lying in her own blood, frozen water and cow excrement. Incredibly, it was the combination of icy water and cow excrement that had kept her from bleeding to death. These unlikely elements had acted as a kind of compress on her severe wounds. Even more incredibly, after two hours of being immobile, and near death, Frankie had opened her eyes and informed Deputy Fouts, “David Gerard did this to me!”

An all points bulletin (APB) had been put out for the arrest of David Gerard at that juncture, and within a short time frame, an Aberdeen police officer spotted Gerard’s vehicle in Aberdeen. Gerard was driving around aimlessly on the backstreets of north Aberdeen until he pulled into a 7-Eleven store, where he was immediately arrested.

As Sergeant Fouts transported Gerard to the GHSO main office in Montesano, Lane stayed at the 7-Eleven store and photographed the exterior of the Ford Escort. When the tow truck arrived, Lane followed it and the Ford Escort to the Aberdeen auto yard on the south side of town. He waited until the operator unhitched the vehicle, and once the Escort was parked at the lot, Lane placed official DO NOT TOUCH stickers on the doors and windshield. Lane also contacted Detective Matt Organ and Detective Ed McGowan, of the GHSO, since they were just then heading to the sheriff’s office building to question David Gerard. Both Organ and McGowan were good detectives with a lot of years of experience in law enforcement. They’d both seen their share of murder and mayhem in Grays Harbor County.

After securing the Ford Escort at the auto yard, Lane drove to the sheriff’s office in Montesano as well. Detectives Organ and McGowan were already in the process of interviewing David Gerard, and Detective Organ stepped outside of the interview room for a moment, telling Lane that Gerard denied assaulting Frankie Cochran with a hammer. In fact, Gerard was now saying that he’d spent the day driving around the Loop, which was the nickname for Highway 101, which made a large loop around the Olympic Peninsula. Lane knew that driving the entire Loop could take up to six hours, a good alibi for Gerard if it held up.

Detective Organ briefed Lane about all the details he was able to get out of Gerard so far, and then Lane took off for the crime scene in Oakville, which was being protected by Deputy Dan Wells. While on the way to Oakville, Lane suddenly remembered having heard on the evening news that Highway 101 had been blocked by a landslide, north of the town of Shelton, for the previous two weeks. David Gerard had to be lying about driving the entire Loop if it was still blocked. It would have been impossible to have done so with that landslide lying across the road. There were absolutely no roads that crossed the peninsula through Olympic National Park from one side to the other. It might have been possible to take a side road around the slide area, but Gerard insisted that he had never left Highway 101 the whole time.

Lane hurriedly picked up his cell phone and called Matt Organ about this important detail and asked Organ to contact the state highway patrol to confirm that Highway 101 had been blocked when Gerard claimed to have driven the Loop. Lane recalled later, “I thought, if it was blocked, that blew Gerard’s alibi clear out of the water!” Then Lane’s next thought was “It didn’t look good for the victim. This could soon be turning from an assault investigation into a murder investigation.”

Lane reached Clark’s Dairy at around 11:00 P.M. and Deputy Wells was still protecting the crime scene. The sky was cloudy, and the temperature was in the 40s. Lane put on his rubber boots, grabbed his camera and shoved several extra rolls of film into his jacket pocket. He also grabbed a handful of rubber gloves and put them into a pocket on the back of his jumpsuit.

Deputy Wells escorted Lane to the milking parlor, where the assault had occurred. There were no cows in the milking parlor now, but Lane could hear them mooing in a holding pen nearby. Lane later noted, “Most of the seventy cows had not been milked, and they were not happy.”

On one side of the parlor was a sliding wooden door, and past the door was a concrete ramp leading down into a holding pen, which was now empty. On the floor Lane spotted a large streak of blood running down the manure-covered ramp. Some blood was spattered on a wall of the milking parlor a few inches above the floor, and at the base of the ramp were several blood-soaked towels. There were also a pair of rubber boots partially covered with manure sitting upright, side by side.

Amongst the blood and cow manure, about midway down the ramp, Lane spotted something glittering in the beam of his flashlight. He picked it up to examine the object, and noted that it was an earring in the shape of a heart, which appeared to be gold in color. On one side of the ramp there was a handrail, and on the other side he found a clear vinyl apron that had blood smeared on it. There were also medical wrappers and debris scattered on the floor near the apron, tossed there by medical personnel who had arrived on scene to try and save Frankie’s life.

Lane photographed the scene from various angles, trying to avoid stepping in important areas, and also trying to keep from sliding in the slippery manure. He then stepped back into a holding pen, cow manure up to the ankles of his rubber boots, to look over the whole scene. The night air was cold enough that he could see his breath, and the cows were mooing louder and louder, obviously distressed at not having been milked.

The one overall thing that Lane noticed from the scene was that there had been a great deal of violence connected to this ex-couple. As he said later, “There was a rage—an explosion of violence. I had seen this before, at another crime scene, at another time. I stood there silently in the cold, and the crap, and the crying cows, and stared down at the ramp leading into the milking parlor. Suddenly it hit me—an epiphany, just like you see in the movies. David Gerard. David Gerard! I knew that name. I knew it from another very violent scene where four people had died!”
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BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH

Whether David Gerard was linked to other crimes, at the moment the paramount thing for Lane Youmans and the other detectives was to process the Frankie Cochran crime scene. After thoroughly photographing the milking parlor and collecting evidence, Lane let Eugene Clark back in to milk the cows. Lane then loaded evidence into his green Jeep Cherokee, took off his rubber boots and turned on the heater to warm up after such a long cold spell in the milking shed.

Lane headed back to the sheriff’s office in Montesano, where he placed the evidence bags, which contained milking boots, apron, bloody towels, earring and blood samples, in the old jail exercise room so that the blood and manure could dry. After that was done, he contacted Detective Matt Organ. By this point Lane discovered that Organ had arrested Gerard for first-degree assault, which was the same category as attempted murder in Washington State. Lane asked Organ what Gerard had said when confronted with the fact that the Loop had been closed by a landslide for the past two weeks. Organ chuckled and replied, “He said, ‘Well, that’s the way I went.’” Organ then added that Gerard offered as an alibi that he had called a friend named Polly Miller from the town of Forks, midway along the Loop. Of course, it was an impossibility that he had driven the entire Loop because of the landslide.

The detectives contacted Polly Miller and she told them, “It was so weird. Out of the blue, David Gerard called me and announced that he was in Forks. It didn’t make any sense. He was always driving to different places, but he had never called me like that before!”

Lane and the others assumed that Gerard had telephoned Miller after assaulting Frankie Cochran, trying to set up an alibi. But even calling from Forks did not explain how he could have completed the whole Loop. He had to be lying.

The next step for the detectives was to check Frankie’s condition at the hospital, and things did not look good in that regard. Frankie had been airlifted 110 miles to Harborview Medical Center in an attempt to save her life. When Lane called Harborview, he found out that Frankie was in the head trauma unit and was booked in under an alias. This had been done, as in many domestic violence situations, in case the “loved one” decided to drop in and finish what he had started. Harborview was a huge facility, sprawling out over an entire city block, with fourteen floors. Because of the alias, someone would literally have to go from floor to floor, trying to find the person they were looking for if they didn’t know the alias the person was listed under.

Lane phoned Harborview and identified himself as a Grays Harbor County detective to the intake nurse. Only after the intake nurse was convinced that Lane was, in fact, a GHSO detective, he was given Frankie’s assumed name and where in the hospital she was located.

Lane Youmans and GHSO sergeant Dave Pimentel, who was in charge of GHSO’s Investigation Division, drove to Seattle and parked in the law enforcement parking lot at Harborview. Lane grabbed his camera and notebook, and they headed for the head trauma unit. Once there, they presented their credentials to the nurse, and Lane asked one of the nurses about Frankie’s condition. The nurse told him that Frankie was in very serious condition after having undergone surgery. The repeated hammer blows to the right side of her skull had broken loose a fist-sized piece of skull. During surgery the doctors removed that piece of skull and saved it for later replacement. They then covered the hole with Frankie’s own scalp and stapled it closed.

The doctors also repaired Frankie’s right forearm and put a metal brace on her fractured jaw. A half-inch stab wound on the right side of her neck was stitched up as well. Sergeant Pimentel continued talking to the nurses about Frankie’s condition, while Lane went into Frankie’s room. She was in and out of consciousness, her head and jaw heavily bandaged, as well as her arm. Lane photographed Frankie lying in her hospital bed, and he lifted up the bedsheet to check for other bruises and injuries. Lane said later, “I suddenly felt uncomfortable doing this. I was used to photographing dead bodies, and looking under sheets or clothing for wounds. This had always been no big deal—just part of the job. But here I was, dealing with a live victim, and I felt that I was somehow violating her privacy. I had photographed hundreds of live victims before as well, but I had always asked permission first. Frankie was a borderline case. Not dead, but not much alive.”

As Lane was photographing her, Frankie woke up. Her eyes were partially open, and her right eye was blood-red. Sergeant Pimentel came into the room, and Lane leaned close to Frankie, asking, “Who did this to you?” Frankie replied, “David.” Lane then asked, “What is his last name?” Frankie said, “Gerard.”

Lane asked Frankie what David Gerard had hit her with, and she replied, “A hammer.” All of this reinforced what Frankie had told Sergeant Fouts earlier. Both Lane and Pimentel wanted this on the record, just in case Frankie didn’t make it. And from the looks of her and the doctors’ reports, it wasn’t a sure thing that she was going to survive.

It was obvious to Lane that Frankie was in a lot of pain, and heavily medicated. He decided they had put her through enough already, and they’d gotten a firsthand witness statement about her attacker and the weapon he had used. As Lane noted later, “It was really touch and go for her. If things turned sour later, we could speak for her, to be her voice and testify in court when David Gerard went to trial. As things stood, she might not only never make it to trial, she might not be alive.”

 


 



Lane Youmans knew that in Washington State, David Gerard could be brought to trial within sixty days, unless the defense lawyer asked for more time. Because of that, the prosecution would have to be ready, just in case, and everything that Lane and the other detectives gathered now would be vitally important. They would have to get medical records describing Frankie’s injuries, search Gerard’s vehicle and apartment in Aberdeen, find the hammer he had used to attack Frankie and the clothes he had been wearing when he attacked her.

When Gerard had been picked up, he was wearing clean, bloodstain-free clothing, so he must have dumped his bloodied clothing elsewhere. They also had to find out about Gerard’s background and his relationship to Frankie Cochran. Had there been previous verbal threats by him against her? Or physical violence as well?

The detectives obtained search warrants for Gerard’s car and apartment. Sergeant Rod Johnson, Detective Gary Parfitt and Detective Ed McGowan searched his apartment, while Lane and Detective Doug Smythe examined the vehicle. The interior of the vehicle was somewhat dirty, and the passenger seat and backseat were cluttered with clothing and other items. A pair of women’s leather slippers were found on the floor on the front passenger side. A woman’s watch and makeup were found in the glove compartment.

Lane noticed several possible small blood spots located on the center console of the vehicle and in the middle of the dashboard. Beneath the driver’s seat was a partially empty jar of Vaseline. In the trunk Lane discovered a black plastic bag containing men’s clothing. One of the pairs of jeans in the bag had possible bloodstains on the pants legs. The stain was already set, as if the jeans had been washed. In the trunk Lane also found a bottle of bleach and an enlarged photo of a woman, who was not Frankie. There were two young boys with the woman in the photograph. Lane wasn’t sure how this woman and the boys were connected to all of this, but he saved the photo, anyway. And there was something about the photograph that stuck in his mind.

The clothing in the back area of the car consisted of men’s plaid shirts and sweatpants. Since they were dark in color, it was hard to tell by mere observation if there were bloodstains on them or not. None of the clothing smelled of manure, and there was no hammer anywhere in the vehicle. Lane seized the various items of clothing, then swabbed the possible bloodstains on the center console and dashboard. He also collected the women’s items found in the car, since they might have belonged to Frankie. Lane wasn’t sure how the enlarged photograph of the woman and two boys fit into all of this, but there was something about it that rang a bell in the back of his head. Something bad had happened to those individuals. But what was it that had occurred?

Lane filled out a search warrant with the items he had seized and left a copy of it on the dashboard of the car. Then he took some more photographs of the car from many different angles. Lane didn’t mind taking lots of photos. He knew that even just one photo might lead to a key piece of evidence or be a solid documentation of some aspect of the case.

Lane took the evidence from Gerard’s Ford Escort to the sheriff’s office in Montesano; by then, Sergeant Johnson and Detective Gary Parfitt had completed their search of Gerard’s apartment and had come up empty. No hammer or bloody clothing was found there. All the detectives knew that Gerard had had about two and a half hours after attacking Frankie Cochran to drive away, wash up and change his clothing, disposing of any bloodstained items. And with a large county full of creeks, ponds and rivers, there were any number of places Gerard could have jettisoned the incriminating items. The detectives also surmised that Gerard had tried implementing an alibi when he phoned Polly Miller from Forks. But Gerard hadn’t known about the landslide near Shelton, so his alibi had been foiled.

Lane Youmans and Detective Smythe went back to Clark’s Dairy, because Lane wanted to take more photographs of the crime scene in the daylight. Lane also wanted Smythe to take a look at the bloodstains on the wall of the milking parlor. Since Smythe had been to “blood spatter school,” he was the GHSO’s expert when it came to reading and documenting bloodstain patterns. Smythe knew about how blood patterns differed depending on what caused the injuries, the force of the blow and angles at which the wound had been inflicted. Blood patterns and blood pools told their own stories, even when a victim was no longer there to explain what had occurred.

About the same time Detectives Dave Pimentel and Tony Catlow arrived at the dairy and began searching the brush alongside a road leading to the dairy. They were looking for the hammer used in the attack and any other kind of incriminating evidence. Even though they searched for hours, they located nothing of interest.

In the milking shed Detective Smythe discovered a number of medium-velocity blood spots around the doorway, leading to the milking parlor, that were consistent with hammer blows to a human head. His expert opinion confirmed what Lane had already surmised about the crime scene. Indications pointed to where the victim had stood and where the attacker had performed his assault.

 


 



After they left Clark’s Dairy, the detectives began looking into the relationship between David Gerard and Frankie Cochran. David and Frankie had shared an apartment in Aberdeen, but recently they had a falling-out. They had both worked at Clark’s Dairy, she as a milker and he as a handyman. A week before the hammer assault, the detectives learned, Frankie and David had both arrived to work at the dairy in Gerard’s Ford Escort. While they were sitting in the car, parked by the milking parlor before the workday had begun, they had gotten into an argument. David, who was paranoid and very jealous about Frankie, accused her of having an affair with Eugene Clark. Frankie told him that was ridiculous, and she was tired of his accusations and irrational jealousy. She then told him they were through.

Without any warning, David grabbed Frankie and pulled her out the driver’s-side door of the car. He grabbed her so violently and unexpectedly that her slippers fell off onto the passenger-side floor mat. As soon as she was pulled out the door, Frankie knew he was going to hit her. She struck first. She was holding a travel mug full of hot coffee, and before David was able to land a punch, she threw the coffee in his face and upper body. Then she stiffened, waiting for the blow to fall.

In total surprise to Frankie, David didn’t swing at her or say anything. Instead, he slowly and methodically walked to a nearby toolshed and reemerged from it, holding a claw hammer. Frankie said later, “He had a wild look in his eyes, like he was demented.”

David held the hammer up over his head and slowly walked toward her. When he was only a few feet from her, Frankie stood her ground and spat out, “Go ahead, if you’re man enough!”

Against all expectations Gerard stopped in his tracks, lowered the hammer to his side and quietly walked back into the toolshed. He put the hammer back on a nail on the wall, walked by Frankie without a word, got into his car and left. Eugene Clark, who had witnessed the whole thing from a distance, called 911 and reported the incident.

Incredibly, David Gerard was by then making a 911 call of his own. He drove to Oakville and phoned the sheriff’s office, reporting that he’d just been assaulted by his girlfriend, Frankie Cochran. A deputy responded to this call and met David Gerard at a convenience store in the area. He showed the deputy the coffee burn marks on his chest and his lip, which was still bleeding. The blood had run down onto his shirt and pants. Lane noted later, “It was obvious to the deputy that Gerard was trying to make himself look more like a victim, since he had made no attempt to wipe blood from his chin. And it appeared that he had chewed on the inside of his lip to make it bleed.” Nonetheless, the deputy took photographs of Gerard’s “injuries.”

Meanwhile, another deputy contacted Frankie Cochran, who was still crying about the incident. The deputy took photographs of the coffee stains on her blouse and where coffee had sloshed when she threw the mug’s contents onto Gerard. Once all the facts were in, it was David Gerard who was arrested in violation of the Washington State domestic violence act, and not Frankie. Gerard was booked into the county jail, and he appeared before a district court judge the next day. After that process was completed, Judge Thomas Copeland issued a No-Contact Order (NOCON) upon Gerard, which meant he could not be in the same vicinity as Frankie Cochran. Then Judge Copeland set a trial date, and Gerard promised to appear.

After David Gerard was released from jail, he was contacted by Eugene Clark and told that he was fired. Seething with resentment for not only losing his girlfriend, but his job as well, Gerard was in an angry and violent mood that next week. Frankie moved out of the apartment, which she had shared with Gerard, to a relative’s residence twenty miles away, in the town of Elma. Even though she was now away from Gerard, she had the uneasy feeling that he was stalking her. Worried and on the alert, she had her uncle drive her to work for her protection.

On the day she was assaulted, Frankie was asked by Eugene Clark if she could work a double shift. His cows needed to be milked twice daily, and the milker who generally worked the evening shift couldn’t make it that day. Frankie normally only worked the morning shift, and she quit the morning milking on March 17 at about 1:00 P.M. Frankie, however, said that she could work that evening as well, and a friend of her uncle’s, named Tom Scott, drove her back to Clark’s Dairy for the evening shift.

On the way there, Scott stopped his vehicle at the Del Cris convenience store in the town of Elma. After purchasing a few items, Scott drove Frankie to Clark’s Dairy and let her off there for the evening milking shift. Then Scott left.

What was interesting to Lane and the other detectives was that a surveillance camera at the Del Cris market showed David Gerard entering the store at approximately 5:45 P.M., right around the same time that Tom Scott and Frankie Cochran were there. Gerard was wearing a white T-shirt and a pair of dark sweatpants. The clothes he was wearing then were different from the ones he was wearing when arrested at the 7-Eleven store in Aberdeen a few hours later, after the attack. Gerard purchased a soda at the store and then left. The detectives surmised that he went from there to Clark’s Dairy to try and kill Frankie with the hammer.

One of the interesting sidelights of all of this was that David Gerard phoned Frankie’s uncle at around 7:30 P.M., allegedly looking for Frankie. By that time he had probably already assaulted Frankie with the hammer and was trying to set up an alibi that he didn’t know where she was. Just like his “driving the Loop” alibi, which had been scuttled by the landslide, this alibi was ruined by the fact that Gerard had been caught on videotape at the Del Cris market. He didn’t have to phone Frankie’s uncle to know where she was. He had just seen her at the market.

 


 



As Lane went through the collected evidence, he was looking for items of particular interest that he could send on to the state lab. It was already obvious that the clothes that Gerard had worn to the milking parlor, where he assaulted Frankie, had been thrown away, perhaps never to be found. Lane went through a red nylon wallet Gerard had carried in his pants pocket and it was stuffed with paperwork. Amongst all the papers Lane found a small photo of Frankie and her three children. These were children by two previous marriages.

Lane also found a small photo of a woman named Patty Rodriguez and her two sons. Next to it was a small newspaper article, which Lane carefully unfolded and read. It was about Patty Rodriguez’s funeral service in 1995. This set off immediate alarm bells in Lane’s head. He had already seized an enlarged photograph from the trunk of Gerards’ car, and that photo depicted Patty Rodriguez and her two boys. These individuals had all died in a house fire in 1995, and Lane knew all about the case, having been part of an investigation on it at the time. It had been ruled an accidental fire, but even then, he’d had his doubts. The one interesting thing occurring to Lane now was that David Gerard had been Patty’s live-in boyfriend in 1995. In fact, she had just broken up with him before she, her sons and her mother had all died in that fire. And Lane and Detective Parfitt had questioned David Gerard in relation to that 1995 fire. Although Gerard had acted strangely after the fire, Lane and Parfitt had chalked that up to grief on Gerard’s part at the time.

 


 



Lane realized that in order to have the blood samples already seized from Gerard’s vehicle analyzed, he had to get blood samples from David Gerard and Frankie as well. Frankie by now had been moved to Providence Centralia Hospital, closer to Grays Harbor County. Lane went to see her there, and the nurse drew a sample of Frankie’s blood and put it into a tube. Once again, Lane spoke with Frankie about the assault. Not only was she still alive, but some of her memory had returned as well. Frankie told Lane about moving fourteen cows into the milking parlor on the day she was assaulted, and she was getting them hooked up to the milking machine. Suddenly the sliding door opened, she turned around and just caught a glimpse of David Gerard standing behind her with a hammer held over his head. Gerard didn’t say a word. He brought the hammer down toward her head with a savage blow, and Frankie managed to raise her arm upward. The hammer blow shattered her forearm. Before she could react again, Gerard swung the hammer and hit her on the right side of the head. Frankie collapsed to the floor, and recalled being struck in the head at least three more times. Then, as if to finish the job, Gerard either pulled out a knife and stabbed her in the neck with it, or used the claws on the hammer to stab her neck. Assuming she was now dead or soon would be, Gerard left the milking parlor without saying a word.

From that point on, Frankie slipped in and out of consciousness. She did so for nearly two hours. One thing she recalled was telling herself she was not going to die on that filthy, bloody milking floor. Her memory was, of course, fragmented, and she was receiving a lot of morphine in the hospital. Frankie needed it. She had excruciating pain from head to foot, and at times it felt as if she were being stretched on the rack. The morphine had its side effects, however. Frankie was haunted by frightening morphine-enhanced dreams—dreams in which she was still in grave danger.

Frankie told Lane of having several nightmares of David Gerard coming through her hospital room window to finish the job. In the dreams he would sneak in, unseen by the staff, and once again have a hammer in his hand. This time he was intent on finishing the job he had begun in the milking parlor. Lane reassured her that Gerard was in jail now and he wasn’t getting out. Lane Youmans also said that he would do everything possible to put David Gerard away for a long, long time.
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A STIFF SENTENCE

Lane Youmans obtained a search warrant to seize a blood sample from David Gerard. This was signed by Judge Stephen Brown, and with the order in hand, Lane had Gerard brought to the nurses’ station at the county jail. Gerard’s attorney had already been notified about this, and Lane assured the attorney that he would not ask Gerard any questions while drawing the blood. Lane phoned the Montesano Fire Department (MFD) and had a medic come to the jail for the blood draw. Lane introduced himself to Gerard and the medic, and had the medic draw two blood tubes of Gerard’s blood. The medic tied a rubber strap around Gerard’s upper arm and stuck him with a needle. Gerard winced, and Lane thought, Now that’s something! He’s afraid of a needle, but he can try and beat his girlfriend to death with a hammer! He’s afraid to look at even a little bit of his own blood. But it didn’t bother him a bit to spatter Frankie’s blood all over the walls and floor of the milking parlor.

After the medic had filled the two tubes with Gerard’s blood, he handed them to Lane, who wrote Gerard’s name on each and the date as well. Then Lane placed each tube into a separate envelope, marking one as 64-A and the other as 64-B. After that, the envelopes were placed into a refrigerator in the evidence room. Gerard was given a copy of the search warrant and was returned to his cell.

Lane often went over to Centralia to check on Frankie. He learned from the medical personnel there that she was never expected to walk again. Lane asked if Frankie had any feeling in her legs, and was informed that she did, but still the prognosis was not encouraging. Nonetheless, Lane told the male nurse if Frankie had some feeling in her legs, she shouldn’t be written off as having to spend the rest of her life in a wheelchair. Lane later noted, “What none of us knew at the time was how much of a fighter Frankie was. She was determined not to let David win.”

Fighter or not, it took all of Frankie’s strength and determination to fight through her pain and the incredible damage that had been done. Each day was a torment, not only physically, but mentally as well. And it was never a straight shot on the road to recovery. Every small gain was often counteracted by a sliding back toward disability. Each small step forward was measured in inches, not yards. She had a hard time getting meds that would ease her pain. One medication after another was tried, but all seemed to have very little effect or, on the flip side, put her into a stupor. One agonizing day followed another in a seemingly endless array of tests, treatments and pills.

Lane was also there to gather more background information about the relationship between Frankie and David. Lane knew that the assault case would one day go to trial, and he wanted as much down on paper as possible against Gerard. In one report Lane stated, “I interviewed Frankie Cochran at her residence in Centralia. Frankie told me that she and David Gerard had been together for about a year and had met at the Red Barn Restaurant in Grand Mound. They moved in together, initially at a sister-in-law’s residence, and then a short time later to a mobile home park in Mossyrock. Frankie described Gerard as being very possessive and she had to be with him twenty-four hours a day when he wasn’t working. He kept asking her to marry him, and even bought her a ring.

“Frankie said that Gerard drank rum and Cokes and would get belligerent with her when he drank. She described him as a big liar. When he got diabetes, he told the doctor that he gave himself insulin shots. She said it was a lie. She was the one who gave him the shots. Every time someone phoned their residence, he would want to know who was calling. He was very jealous. While Gerard was not necessarily physically abusive, she stated he was sexually abusive, demanding sex from her twice a day, every day. Whenever she didn’t want to have sex, he accused her of cheating on him. He told her that she loved her cats more than him. Frankie said that eventually she felt like a whore who was only there to satisfy him.

“I asked Frankie about other girlfriends that Gerard had mentioned. She recalled a woman named Tracy, who had two of Gerard’s kids. Gerard hated her for taking the two kids away.”

(Lane never saw any documents that David Gerard ever had children. He wondered if this was just one more of Gerard’s “big lies” that Frankie had spoken about.)

“Frankie told me that Gerard never did drugs. He never went to church, was not into pornography, books or movies. He liked to hunt, but he never had a hunting license, and worried that he would get caught.”
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The charges against David Gerard were in two categories. Count I was an “attempt to commit murder in the first degree.” It included that “David Gerard did on March 17, 1999, with premeditation, attempted to cause the death of Frankie Cochran by assaulting her with a weapon or instrument, likely to produce death.” Count II was assault in the first degree. This stated that David Gerard at minimum attempted to inflict great bodily harm upon Frankie Cochran. At that time Gerard was noted to be 220 pounds and was five feet eleven inches tall. His hair was blond and his eyes were blue.

Gerard seemed intent on pleading not guilty and fighting the matter out, all the way through a jury trial. He seemed to be just as stubborn in this as he had been on insisting that he had driven the entire Loop of the day that Frankie Cochran had been assaulted with a hammer. Lane noted, “Gerard would dig in his heels and defend his position, no matter how ridiculous it looked to others. He wasn’t very bright, but he was persistent.” And all indications were that Gerard was going to duke this out in court, as various documents went into the court system from his lawyer.

The months went by as Lane and the other detectives gathered more and more information on David Gerard. Then Lane spoke with Gerard’s defense attorney again. He told the lawyer, “How do you think it’s going to look for your client when Frankie is wheeled into a courtroom with her head bandaged, and she raises a cast-covered arm to point at the man who did this to her?” This image must have been driven home, because several weeks later, Lane was informed that David Gerard was going to plead guilty to attempted murder.

On April 30, 1999, all parties sat down with Judge Mark McCauley and discussed the matter. David Gerard filled out an official form that he was freely and voluntarily going into the agreement, and that no one had coerced him to do so. He also agreed that no one had made any promises to him about sentencing at this point. On the form Gerard wrote: On March 17, 1999, in Grays Harbor County, Washington, with premeditated intent, I took a substantial step toward the commission of the crime of murder in the first degree by striking Frankie Cochran in the head with a hammer. Since Gerard often said he had trouble writing, he may have been walked through this particular wording by the others present. The document was signed by David Gerard, County Prosecutor Steward Menefee, defense attorney Brett Ballew and Judge McCauley. The next step before sentencing was going to be much more legally time-consuming and detailed.

Both the defense and prosecution sent briefs to Judge McCauley before the actual sentencing date. County Prosecutor Menefee sent the judge a list of people he intended to call as witnesses in that phase. The list included thirty names and covered key people in law enforcement, such as Detectives Lane Youmans and Dave Pimentel. It also included citizens, such as Polly Miller and Eugene Clark, and crime techs from the Washington State Laboratory, and doctors from Harborview Medical Center.

By presenting mitigating circumstances, Gerard’s defense attorney was, of course, trying to minimize the years David would serve in prison. In one document the defense attorney wrote to Judge McCauley that David only finished eighth grade and never got his GED. The document claimed that Gerard had a very difficult time reading and comprehending material. Ballew listed Gerard’s employment record as being a farmhand and farmyard truck driver.

Then the document noted that the defense had spent time with Gerard in his jail cell and had shown him police reports about what he had done to Frankie Cochran. The defense attorney wrote, Whenever I read to Mr. Gerard the portions of reports which referred to injuries sustained by Frankie Cochran, Mr. Gerard wept and sobbed. I believe this to be showing sincere remorse.

It was added that after viewing the police reports, David Gerard decided to plead guilty. In the words of the defense, Gerard did so because he did not want to put Ms. Cochran through the ordeal of a jury trial. In his bid for leniency it was asked that Judge McCauley impose a standard range sentence, plus twenty-four months that included the deadly weapon enhancement.

Steward Menefee, for his part, was having none of this leniency business. The day after the defense sent this document to Judge McCauley, Menefee sent a document of his own. The document began with a retelling of the incident of March 13, 1999, when Gerard had physically pulled Frankie Cochran out of his car and she had thrown a cup of coffee on him. After she had done that, Gerard, of course, had gone to a toolshed and grabbed a hammer, threatening to beat her in the head with it. That is exactly what occurred at Clark’s Dairy on March 17.

Menefee also noted that Gerard’s alibi of driving around the Loop didn’t hold any water because of the road closure on Highway 101. And Menefee added that Gerard was caught on videotape at the Del Cris Grocery & Deli in Elma, at the exact time he was supposedly driving around the Loop. Menefee stressed all the physical and emotional damage David Gerard had inflicted upon Frankie Cochran. Menefee noted that even at this point in time Frankie’s condition was judged to be “fragile.” If the swelling in her brain got worse, she might not survive another surgery. Addressing Gerard’s supposed feelings of remorse, Menefee wrote, The brutal nature of the crime, in combination with the seriousness of the attack, warrants that David Gerard should receive the harshest possible sentence allowed by the law.

 


 



Along with the documents sent to Judge McCauley by the defense and prosecution, there were also letters sent to him from Frankie Cochran’s family members. These letters were hopeful that Judge McCauley would give Gerard a stiff sentence for the brutal, and nearly fatal, attack upon Frankie. One letter was from the Physical Medicine and Rehabilitation Program of Centralia, Washington. The letter stated: Ms. Cochran is severely brain injured from a beating she received on March 17, 1999. She will have severe permanent impairment in her ability to think and function physically. It was signed by Dr. Greg Carter.

Another letter came in from Debbie Winkler, Frankie’s aunt. She said she had been visiting Tucson, Arizona, when she learned about the assault upon her niece. Winkler took a flight to Seattle the next day. Winkler said that she suffered from depression, and now she carried a double load, trying to be with Frankie every day, and keeping her spirits up.

Winkler wrote, Frankie says quite often, that she can’t keep going on like this. She has pain every second of the day. She fears that David Gerard will send a friend to finish her off. She is having a hard time in dealing with how she looks and with all of the injuries. With me trying to constantly help her, I have been draining myself.

Winkler said that between the time Gerard had pulled Frankie out of the car, a week before, and the hammer attack, he had stalked Frankie. Gerard had even come around Winkler’s residence, where Frankie was staying that week. During that period of time, Winkler said, her neighbor had been scared to death by Gerard’s activities. The neighbor had seen him go to Winkler’s door, and Gerard had pounded so hard on it, the neighbor thought he would break it down.

Winkler hoped that Judge McCauley would give David Gerard the severest sentence possible for his attempt to kill Frankie, as she termed it. She wrote, In doing what he did, he took away her livelihood and made her an invalid with psychological problems for the rest of her life.

Frankie’s grandparents agreed with that assessment. They wrote the judge that David Gerard had totally destroyed Frankie’s life. It is a miracle that Frankie is still alive with the injuries that she received. As a matter of fact, we understand that she could still die, since her condition is so fragile. The grandparents listed all of Frankie’s injuries and the therapy she continued to receive. Then they wrote, Please, Judge. Give this girl a break and put that man away for good.

The letter from Frankie’s parents was just as adamant in their hopes that Judge McCauley would give Gerard the most stringent sentence possible. They started out by writing, We did not realize the impact of this incident until writing this letter. All the strength that we thought we were portraying was nothing but a false front. Just being there was not facing the long term consequences of the terrible act that David Gerard inflicted on our daughter.

Frankie’s parents stated that for years to come she would have “demons” to contend with, and at present she was very confused. As she stared off into space, they often wondered where her mind was. Frankie’s parents, Gary and MaryLou, began listing the long set of burdens that Frankie was enduring then, and things she would have to endure in the future. These included short-term memory loss, long-term memory loss, constant fear of being attacked again, frustrating confusion about what had occurred and terrible nightmares.

The list went on to detail about a spinal fluid leak that was causing dangerous levels of fluid to enter her brain. The blows from the hammer had not only crushed her skull, but had sent dangerous pieces of bone into her brain, which caused problems. There was a constant concern about infections to her brain.

Anytime Frankie moved from her bed, she had to wear a football-type helmet. It was not only a nuisance, but it gave her shots of pain. The prospect that she would at some point have to have the bone fragment reinserted into her skull by surgery made Frankie terribly frightened. They also noted that when Gerard stabbed her in the neck, it caused damage to the arteries in the brain.

Dealing with Frankie’s paralysis, her parents noted that her entire left side was paralyzed. This impaired the muscles in her face to function properly, and it would eventually lead to a sagging aspect in that part of her face. They said Frankie had always been prideful of her looks and appearance, and it would be one more blow to her psychological condition. There were doubts that Frankie would ever be able to use her left arm again.

Frankie’s right hand, which she had tried to use to protect her head, was still broken and not healing well. This would require more surgery. The left quadrant of both of her eyes had suffered damage, and they would never be the same as before the attack. Her eye sockets and eyebrow area had suffered extensive damage. Although those injuries were repaired, her parents noted: Someday she will have to look at herself in a mirror again. That day will be very tragic for her.

There were still problems in her neck area where she had been stabbed by Gerard. These problems required more surgery in the future. Frankie’s lungs had been compromised, and she had to be constantly monitored in this area, to prevent serious problems from the fluid building up there.

And there was the matter of pain. It was a constant, and it promised to be a factor for the rest of her life. The idleness of her being in bed most of the time was going to cause problems for her muscles in the future as well. And her bladder did not properly function. Frankie was having to use a Foley catheter. In the future a tube might have to be inserted into her bladder.

In closing, asking for a severe sentence, Gary and MaryLou wrote, Frankie will forever be a prisoner to a wheelchair, and her freedom will be restricted to a piece of metal and wheels. Her physical handicap is extensive, but her emotional state will have to be dealt with constantly.

Perhaps the most graphic and impassioned letter of all came from Frankie herself. Since she could not write the letter, because of her injuries, the letter had to be dictated to her mother, who wrote it instead. It began by asking David Gerard: Why? Why had he done this terrible thing to her? She said that any reason she tried to come up with, she could not find any justification in that reasoning. So then she began telling him how she felt.

Frankie explained that pain and confusion were only the beginning. She said that a pastor who regularly came to visit her told her that she had to get over her hatred of David. That it was consuming her. And then she stated, God is the only one who knows how long it will take to heal my heart and mind.

That being said, her feelings toward David were extremely hateful: You have robbed me of my life as I knew it. Even simple things, such as taking a walk on the beach, or taking my children on an outing are forever out of reach. Both my children and my family have suffered greatly because of your thoughtless deed.

She was particularly angry at how the assault had affected her children. Keith, who was ten, had never come to see her after the attack because it was so traumatic to witness her condition. Billy, who was thirteen, cries at the drop of a hat, and walks around, very confused about life. Frankie declared that Amber, at fifteen, should have been thinking about what kind of car she was going to get, school dances and all the things that teenage girls were interested in. Yet, not unlike Billy, seeing counselors and psychiatrists were now a constant part of her life.

Frankie listed her parents, aunts, uncles and grandparents as people who suffered because of his act. They worried about her constantly and wondered how they were going to take care of her in the years to come. She said she could no longer walk, and David didn’t deserve to. She was constantly in pain—as he deserved to be. Her mind didn’t function the way it used to, and she wished his mind were equally inhibited.

Frankie related, I should end the letter with, ‘“May God have mercy on your soul.” But I won’t, as I really don’t feel that you deserve any. A life sentence is what I think you deserve, for that is the inhumane and vicious sentence that you inflicted on me with every blow of the hammer.
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On July 19, David Gerard appeared before superior court judge Mark McCauley for sentencing, and Judge McCauley handed down a very stringent thirty-seven-year sentence. As Lane noted, “Everyone was surprised. I couldn’t wait to tell Frankie.” This thirty-seven-year sentence was as harsh as it could be. Most court observers and detectives thought that Gerard would receive fifteen to twenty years at most. But Judge McCauley obviously took into account the brutality of the attack and how it had changed Frankie Cochran’s life forever. She was never going to be free of pain, to some degree. More than just live, she was going to have to endure.

Judge McCauley did not detail at length why he had handed down such a harsh sentence, except to say, “As a result of the defendant’s assault of the victim, the victim has endured and continues to endure severe pain and suffering, partial and possibly permanent paralysis, probable long-term disability and multiple future surgical procedures to attempt to repair the damage done by the defendant’s assault. For that reason the court’s findings justify a sentence which exceeds the standard range sentence of two hundred forty-nine months.” In essence, David Gerard was getting 444 months of prison time.

In addition to having to serve thirty-seven years in prison, Gerard was ordered to pay $500 for a victim’s assessment fee, $100 for a criminal filing fee, $400 for a court-appointed attorney and $100 for a crime lab fee. Gerard was also never to contact Frankie Cochran, her family or friends for the “rest of his natural life.”

Lane Youmans had other ideas in mind, as well, after the sentence was handed down. Now that David Gerard wasn’t going anywhere for a long, long time, Lane began to work on his theory that Gerard was not only responsible for the attempted murder of Frankie Cochran, but the deaths of Patty Rodriguez, her mother and Patty’s two sons in a house fire. And Lane also began to wonder if Gerard was guilty of a brutal murder of a woman named Elaine “Brooke” McCollum on the nearby Weyco Haul Road in 1991, and the murder of Carol Leighton in 1996 on that same logging road.
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