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Prologue

The two men got out of the Jeep in the quiet woods of Maine. It was a hot summer day in 1996, and they had been driving for nearly two hours.

The passenger had slept for most of the ride, slacking on his presumed duty as navigator. He wasn’t sure exactly how they’d gotten to this place, even though the location was marked on the map by an X with a circle around it. He remembered passing the New Hampshire State Police barracks in Epping before dozing off, and he hadn’t woken up until the driver shook him, telling him they were finally in Waterboro. He saw a tiny, ancient graveyard and a trailer park pass outside his window before the Jeep made a turn off the main road onto the dirt path. A street  sign—for what could only very generously be called a street—said they were on McLucas Road.

The unpaved road soon came to a fork. The Jeep had idled for a moment in neutral as the driver assessed which path to take. The road to the left looked smoother, more traveled upon. He put the Jeep in gear and drove the other way. The wheels slammed into rocks large enough to toss the vehicle’s occupants in their seats. It seemed this road was traversed almost exclusively by hikers.

After the odometer ticked off a tenth of a mile from the fork, the driver stopped. He wrote “.1” on the map next to the X. “This is a good spot,” he said.

They could see a large brown fire tower in the distance. They couldn’t know for sure, but it didn’t look like the warden was in the tower, searching the forested horizon for columns of smoke from careless campers or lightning strikes from summer thunderstorms. When the driver cut the motor, the quiet of the woods enveloped them. Other than the rustle of leaves and the calls of small birds, the forest was silent. They were alone.

The driver went around to the back and swung open the hatch. The passenger got out and leaned against the Jeep’s door, jumping a little when his companion slammed the hatch closed with a report that echoed throughout the woods.

“Let’s go this way,” the driver said, clearly in charge. The pair trekked off to the right of the path for about fifty feet. There was a bit of a clearing there, a place where the sun pierced the tree canopy and a small patch of wild grass grew.

The driver looked around at the plot of land and nodded, satisfied with what he saw. He handed the passenger the item he’d retrieved from the rear of the Jeep: a small shovel.

“Start digging here.”

The passenger took the tool and stabbed it at the unblemished ground. It was difficult getting below the surface, as the pointed tip needed to slice its way through roots from the nearby trees and vegetation. He didn’t know exactly how deep or wide he was supposed to go.

He just knew it had to be big enough to hold a body.

While the first clumps of loam and rooted sod were accumulating in a ragged pile, the driver walked back to the Jeep. He started the engine and drove deeper into the woods, just far enough out of sight to find a place to turn around and point the vehicle’s nose back down the rocky path.

This location was not the pair’s first choice for their undertaking. The day before they had driven until they reached another circled X on the map, but when they’d arrived, the driver had been dismayed to see how close it was to a main road. The drone of distant 18-wheelers hung in the air, like the threat of approaching thunder. They’d gotten back in the Jeep and had decided to try again, finally finding the spot where the hole was now being dug, one small shovelful at a time.

After turning the vehicle around, the driver walked to the clearing and stood over the man doing the digging. The driver had packed only the one shovel and did not  offer to get into the hole, did not offer to take a turn sculpting the grave. He stood over the passenger, arms folded.

“Don’t stop now. Make it wider. Go down deeper.”

It took close to two hours to complete the grave to the driver’s satisfaction. It became harder for the passenger to shovel dirt up and out onto the growing piles of earth around the hole. Finally feeling the size was about right, and taking advantage of his overseer’s silence, the passenger put the shovel down. The driver examined the hole and tacitly gave his approval by reaching in to pull his partner out.

The driver directed the passenger to collect some sticks and branches to cover the gaping hole. It would look very much like a grave to anyone who happened to walk up to it, but from the rocky trail, it would easily pass for yet another patch of undisturbed nature.

The driver took the shovel and put it back in the Jeep. There was no body in the vehicle with them. There was no victim—yet. The grave had been prepared in anticipation of a victim who was still very much alive, still very much unaware of her fate.

 

 

Murder itself is often a reckless, uncalculated act. Killing is relatively easy. But making a body vanish is hard, and often done sloppily, and in haste. It’s the element of the act that often seals the fate of the killer. Even for premeditated killings, disposing of the evidence is not typically  part of homicidal thoughts or deadly daydreams. It’s not as satisfying to the culprit as the fantasy of the deed itself. But in this case, the detail of how to dispose of the future victim’s body, to tilt the odds of permanent concealment in their favor, had been dealt with.

As a matter of practicality, there is no homicide without a body. There are occasional exceptions, of course; instances where enough proof can be found without a corpse—blood evidence, or the discovery of brain tissue, for example. But those cases are exceedingly rare. Any lawyer will say that the longer a body is missing, the harder it is for the government to make its case, even if enough time has passed to declare a person legally dead.

The driver had put himself in a position to get away with it, to commit a perfect crime. He would not make the same foolish mistakes of evidence that so many others had. He considered himself far smarter than that. The only wild card would be whether he could keep his coconspirators—and there were far too many for his liking at this point—from breaking their silence.




PART ONE

Dirty Deeds

And ’tis not done.
 The attempt and not the deed confounds us.

 

—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, MACBETH




ONE

Cause for Alarm

Lieutenant Richard Kane and his partner, Detective Kimberly Roberts, arrived at the scene on Patricia Avenue minutes after getting the call. It was Monday, March 11, 1996, and although it had been well below freezing in the morning, with snow better than a foot deep on lawns and sidewalks, the afternoon sun made it almost comfortable to stand outside. The sound of snowmelt running into the storm drains along the curbs echoed in the stillness of the street.

Kane, who was in charge of the Exeter detective bureau, had been busy trying to tame the paperwork that accompanied his job when they got the call from the patrol division requesting that a detective come to the scene. The casework of a patrolman is fundamentally  different than an investigator’s. Most of the time, when a uniformed cop rolls onto a scene, his job is reactionary: he’s trying to defuse a situation, pulling people apart from one another, ascertaining who threw the first punch or which driver in an accident was at fault. Detective work, on the other hand, requires drilling down deeper. Some cops chase bad guys; others seek to find out why they’re running.

“Okay,” Kane asked the two patrolmen already on scene. “Whaddya got?”

The patrolmen said there was some kind of metal device on the ground under the mailbox. The homeowner was inside and talking to the police over the phone. “She says she took it out of the mailbox, then dropped it in the snow when she figured out what it was.”

“And what is it?”

“It’s a metal pipe, capped at both ends. There’s a red string coming out of a hole in the top that’s secured with masking tape. It looks like a fuse.”

Kane checked for an ETA on the state police bomb unit. The dispatcher said they were coming from Manchester and should arrive in Exeter in about thirty minutes. Fifteen years on the job in this town and not one of these things ever turns out to be dangerous, he thought. Probably some kid’s idea of a joke.

“What’s the homeowner’s name?”

“Vicki Bader,” the cop said. Kane got in his vehicle and, using the car phone, rang the number the patrolman had given him.

“Hello?” a panicked voice squeaked.

“Mrs. Bader? This is Lieutenant Richard Kane of the Exeter Police Department. Everything is going to be all right.”

The woman was breathing heavily. Kane asked her whether she would leave her residence if he sent a police officer to her back door. Vicki agreed, and she walked with the officer along the farthest side of her plowed driveway to get to the street.

“It won’t go off,” the woman told the patrolman escorting her to safety. “The fuse isn’t lit. It won’t go off.”

The cop brought her to Kane. “Are you all right, ma’am?”

“Yes,” she said, but her shaking hands and voice said otherwise.

“Do we have permission to go into your house and look for other suspicious devices?”

Again her voice cracked as she told the police to do whatever was necessary.

Detective Roberts drove Vicki back to the police station to calm her down and get a statement. In the meantime, more police cruisers arrived to block off the street. Officers went door-to-door telling people to stay in their houses and away from their windows.

Two patrolmen entered Vicki Bader’s red-sided house through the back door, cautiously examining the contents of her kitchen and hallway. The cops moved more like burglars, quietly passing from room to room. They lingered in the bedrooms, pointing their flashlights under beds and in closets. A cat scampered by but otherwise left  the patrolmen to their task. Finally satisfied there were no other explosives in the house, they left, carefully closing the back door behind them.

“Nothing,” said one of the cops to Kane. Referring to the way the fuse was secured to the bomb, the other officer noted, “But she did have some masking tape in there.”

 

 

At 4:00 P.M., Corporal Jack Meaney of the New Hampshire State Police Bomb Disposal Team arrived, just ahead of the TV crews tipped off by neighbors now trapped in their homes. Kane gave him a rundown of what they knew about the device, saying they really weren’t sure if it was a bomb or a hoax.

Meaney put on his metal-armored explosive-ordnance suit, which made him look more like an astronaut than a state trooper. The suit weighed more than fifty pounds, covering his legs, chest, throat, and head. He marched gingerly to the mailbox with a Polaroid camera in his hands. He wanted to examine the device but also to minimize the length of time he needed to stand over it. He took a single picture, turned around, and pulled the print out as he paced back to his cruiser.

“Well?” Kane asked when Meaney removed his helmet.

Meaney pointed to some of the distinctive features of the device in the developing photo. “I think this is a pipe bomb,” he said. “And I think it should be removed as soon as possible.”

Any hope this was just a kid’s prank was gone. Meaney ordered the New Hampshire State Police’s bomb disposal truck to come from Concord. It would take them about an hour to get to Exeter.

“We’re going to need a place to take this device and deactivate it,” Meaney said.

“How about the town’s transfer station?” Kane offered. The transfer station was a polite euphemism for the local dump. “It’s not that far from here.” Meaney agreed, and Kane made arrangements to have everyone cleared out of the dump before they arrived.

While they waited for the truck, Detective Kim Roberts returned with Vicki Bader. Kane asked Vicki if they could take a few items from her home, including the masking tape the patrolman had noticed. She agreed and went inside with one of the other cops to get them.

With Vicki out of earshot, Roberts pulled Kane aside and told him that Vicki reported she’d come home just before 3:00, pulled into her driveway, and then had gone to the mailbox. She’d pulled out the mail, which was lying on top of the pipe, then took out the device. Vicki had instantly recognized it as a bomb and dropped it in the snow before running into the house.

“She says she’s seen her ex-husband make bombs like this before, and that we should talk to him,” said Roberts.

“All right,” Kane agreed. “Got his name?”

Detective Roberts nodded before continuing.

“There’s more to this,” she said. “There have been a couple of calls to this address in the past couple of months.  Some vandalism. Her tires slashed, her windows shot out with BBs.”

“Hmm.” Kane furrowed his brow.

“And something else,” Roberts went on. “Someone broke into her house and killed all of her pet birds.”

Taken separately, each incident was a troublesome crime. Put these all together, Kane thought, and there’s something very disturbing going on here.

“Find me the mailman,” Kane said. “We might be able to narrow down a time the bomb was placed in the box.”

 

 

The forest green ambulance-sized van that rumbled onto Patricia Avenue wouldn’t have looked particularly special were it not for the yellow lettering on the side labeling it “Explosives Disposal Unit.” Meaney and the driver conferred about the best way to handle the situation, and Meaney put his bomb suit back on again. The trooper walked over to the pipe bomb and placed it in a blast container before carrying it to the truck and setting it gingerly in the back. Kane and some of the other officers followed the truck down to the Exeter transfer station.

Defusing a bomb in the real world is not like it is in the movies, where someone sweats over the choice to clip the red wire or the blue wire. In the real world, the device is typically just a container of chemicals at rest, ready to explode with the proper stimulation. Many of the hows and whys of rendering a bomb inert are secrets kept close by the professionals who do it for a living. Detonating the  bomb in a controlled environment is sometimes an option, but blowing up this particular bomb would only destroy valuable evidence. In the quiet isolation of the town dump, Corporal Meaney disabled and disassembled the bomb, preserving both the device and its contents.

Meaney turned the pieces over to a patrolman, who bagged them for evidence. Then Meaney sought out Lieutenant Kane.

“There was a significant amount of powder in it,” he said.

“How bad?”

“If it went off in a car, it would have killed everyone inside,” Meaney surmised. “If it blew up in that mailbox, it would have killed the homeowner.”

Kane considered this for a moment. “Could it have been detonated remotely?”

“No,” he said. “The fuse would have to be lit. But it easily could have gone off accidentally.”

 

 

When they got back to the police station, Kane and another officer examined the bomb. The device looked like a silver dumbbell, with a hollow body made of a metal tube about four inches long. There was a round metal cap on one of the ends, the other cap having been unscrewed and removed by the bomb squad. A small hole had been drilled in the top of the pipe halfway between the two caps.

The patrolman pointed something out at the capped  end of the pipe. There was a strand of hair poking out of a piece of dirt. It wasn’t possible to tell if the hair was only sticking to it because of the debris, or if the hair had been trapped within the threads of the cap. Kane hoped it was the latter—meaning it had been left there during the bomb’s construction—but he didn’t want to start monkeying with evidence. He wanted to get some expert help with this case. He made a mark on the pipe near the hair, then put all of the bomb’s remnants in an evidence bag.

Kane went back to his desk and called the postal carrier for Vicki Bader’s neighborhood. She told him she was certain she’d delivered the mail on Patricia Avenue between 2:15 and 2:30, because that was her usual time to be on that part of her route. The mail carrier also told Kane she remembered seeing the metal contraption inside the mailbox, but she’d thought nothing of it and just put the mail on top of it. Kane was shocked that the postal worker—someone supposedly trained to spot suspicious packages—had seen the explosive device in the mailbox, yet ignored it and went about her day.

The information about timing wasn’t helpful. If the bomb hadn’t been in the mailbox at 2:30, it would have meant that the culprit left it within an hour of Vicki Bader’s arrival home. Someone might have noticed something in that narrow window. But since the pipe bomb was already there mid-afternoon on Monday, that meant it could have been in there for most of the weekend.
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Kane got into work early the next morning. He put his coffee cup down on his desk, right next to the photographs of his two sons.

Richard Kane had been with the Exeter Police Department since 1981. He’d known he wanted to be a police officer since he was a boy growing up in Dedham, Massachusetts. He took criminal justice classes at Massasoit Community College and couldn’t have graduated at a worse time. Massachusetts voters had enacted “Proposition 2½” in 1980, which capped local property tax rates at 2.5 percent. The results, particularly in the early years of its adoption, were layoffs and hiring freezes for municipal jobs like teachers and policemen. Kane couldn’t find a job anywhere in Massachusetts. In an act of neardesperation, Kane applied to be the animal control officer for the town of Exeter, New Hampshire. He got the job, and fifteen years later, he was a lieutenant in charge of the detective bureau.

Kane pulled out a telephone book and began looking up federal listings. He dialed a number.

“This is the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms,” the voice on the other end said.

Kane explained who he was and why he was calling. He wanted to see if any experts on explosives could give them a hand with the case; specifically, someone who could examine the pipe bomb for clues. The ATF agent  said that since the device had been found in a mailbox, the postal inspector’s office would probably be interested. He gave Kane a phone number for the Boston office and offered his further services if the cop should require them.

A short time later, Kane’s phone rang. The man on the other end introduced himself as Postal Inspector Willie Moores. “I’m in Kittery, Maine, this morning,” he said. “I’ll be there in a half hour.”

True to his word, Moores arrived at the Exeter Police Department in fewer than thirty minutes. He immediately asked if he could see the device. Kane and Detective Roberts brought the postal inspector to a room where the pipe bomb, still sealed in a plastic bag, sat on a table. Without another word, Moores moved close to the device but didn’t touch it.

“The bomb maker drilled a hole in this pipe in order to get the fuse in,” he observed.

“There’s a hair stuck to one of the caps,” Kane pointed out. “There’s a chance the hair is stuck inside the threads, but we haven’t done a thorough analysis yet.”

Moores scanned the pipe for the mark indicating where the hair was. The inspector was pleased; there was a lot to work with here.

“The Postal Inspection Service operates a crime lab in Virginia. We can use it to develop any evidence.” Then the inspector said, “I can transport the evidence to the lab myself, if you’d like.”

Kane knew Moores was in.
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“What else can you tell me about the case?” Moores sat with Kane and Roberts, who glanced briefly at their notes.

“There’s been a lot of trouble at this address in the past few months.”

“So, it’s unlikely this was a random target.”

“The homeowner, Vicki Bader, reported a burglary on January 11th of this year,” Kane said. Someone broke into the home and killed her pet parakeets. Otherwise, nothing else was taken.

“A month later, on February 14th, some of her windows were shot out with BBs.”

“On Valentine’s Day,” Moores noted.

“On the same day, her tires were slashed while she was at work in Kingston. She filed a report with the Kingston Police,” Kane said.

“Mrs. Bader told me yesterday that she is recently divorced and in a nasty custody battle over her three children,” Roberts said. “Given the nature of these other incidents, we think that maybe the pipe bomb and these other things are tied to the custody battle.”

Moores took careful notes. “What has the ex-husband said?”

“We haven’t talked to him yet. Taken alone, the other incidents weren’t really much of anything. Even Mrs. Bader said she hadn’t accused him of the other events. But she said we should talk to her ex-husband about this one.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because she said she’d seen him make bombs before,” Roberts replied. “She said he’d fill a pipe with gun powder, then put Vaseline on the threads of the cap.”

“Did she say why he’d use Vaseline?”

“To prevent a spark when he’d screw the cap on.”

Moores put his pen down. “That’s an awfully specific detail for the average housewife to know about bomb making.”

Kane and Roberts nodded at each other. “That’s what we thought.”

“Could she have made the bomb herself?” the inspector asked. “Be responsible for the other acts, too?”

Roberts wanted to say something, but Kane noticed she seemed unsure of how to phrase what she was thinking.

“Mrs. Bader kept saying she knew what would go into such a bomb, though she said she didn’t know how to make one. Then she said she didn’t even have a drill to build the bomb.” Roberts raised an eyebrow. “At the time, no one had said anything to her about a hole being drilled into the bomb.”

Three sets of eyes darted between the metal device on the table and one another. “She might have gotten tired of waiting for us to accuse her husband for the vandalism, so she kicked it up a notch,” Kane offered.

“Why would she do that?”

“I’ve seen people do crazier things to get an edge in custody battles.”
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Vicki Lynn Bader walked into the lobby of the Exeter Police Department at noon on Tuesday, March 12, less than twenty-four hours after calling the police about the explosive device in her mailbox. She still appeared shaken. Vicki had a youthful and pretty face, curly strawberry blond hair, and a warm smile. She was on the short side, and she weighed around two hundred pounds, but Vicki looked like a woman carrying unfamiliar baggage, not at all like someone who had always been obese.

Vicki followed Detective Kim Roberts into the station’s interview room. The detective asked her permission to tape their conversation.

“Sure,” Vicki said.

Lieutenant Kane watched the interview from the department library.

“You should know that you’re not under arrest and you can leave any time you wish,” Detective Roberts told her.

Roberts listened to Vicki describe her movements in the hours leading up to the bomb’s discovery and what she had done since. After running into her house and calling the police, Vicki said she’d called her attorney, Heidi Boyack. They agreed that the police should question her ex-husband, Seth Bader, about the possibility he built the bomb. The detective asked if Vicki would write out a statement about everything she had done between checking her mail on Saturday, the ninth, and discovering the mailbox bomb two days later.

After writing out the statement, Roberts asked Vicki if she would be willing to take a polygraph test. Vicki was taken aback.

“Can I call my lawyer and ask her what she thinks?” Roberts provided her with a telephone. After hanging up, Vicki seemed apologetic. “My lawyer says I shouldn’t take the polygraph. And she says I should end the interview.”

With that, Vicki Bader left the police station.

Roberts returned to the interview room and examined the chair on which Vicki had been sitting. There, she found a couple of strands of hair. Roberts carefully collected them and gave them to Postal Inspector Moores, along with the remnants of the bomb and Vicki’s handwritten statement. Moores was on his way to catch a plane to Virginia and the crime lab.




TWO

The Shell Game

On the morning of Thursday, March 14, 1996, Detective Kim Roberts was anxious for her lieutenant to get into the station. It had been two days since Postal Inspector Willie Moores left New Hampshire with what remained of the pipe bomb, but preliminary results were in. Roberts was a young woman eager to impress her senior officer, and she was as meticulous as she was attractive, ambitious as she was enthusiastic. It wasn’t unusual that something as tiny as a hair could get her pumped up about an investigation.

“The hair on the pipe bomb was caught in the thread, so it got there during the bomb’s assembly,” Roberts told Lieutenant Richard Kane when he got in. “But it wasn’t human hair. The hair came from a cat.”

“Seriously?”

“And the hair we recovered from the chair that Vicki Bader sat in? Also from a cat.”

“Can they tell if it’s from the same cat?”

“I don’t know,” Roberts said, “but Moores promises to get back to us as soon as they have more information.”

 

 

Kane had been collecting his own information about the second suspect in the pipe bomb case, Vicki’s ex-husband, Seth Bader. He lived in Stratham, the next town over from Exeter, in a beautiful gated home only three miles from Vicki’s place. Seth was a lawyer, and this played no small part in his divorce and custody cases against Vicki, which were as vicious as she had let on. There were dozens of filings on the docket, most made by Seth’s attorney. Much of the ground contested by Seth was about money; he already had custody of the three children. The two older boys, twelve-year-old Joey and seven-year-old Matthew, were distant cousins to Seth and had been adopted by the couple. The youngest child was Samuel, a two-year-old who had been born not long before the Baders’ marriage ended. Many of the filings characterized Vicki Bader as unstable, pointing to several suicide attempts between 1994 and 1996 after her divorce from Seth. Vicki had been granted only structured, supervised visits with Sam, and her legal strategy focused on getting more time with her baby. Kane was not surprised to discover that everyone in the family, including the boys, was in therapy.

Police in Portsmouth—about twelve miles from Exeter—informed Kane that a local physician, Dr. David Shopick, had reported some criminal mischief a month earlier and had told police he suspected Seth Bader was responsible. Kane called Dr. Shopick at his office to see what the connection was. Shopick said he was a therapist who had once treated Seth and Vicki as a couple and still had Vicki as a patient.

“I know Seth Bader to be a sociopath,” Shopick told the detective. “I feel Seth is capable of doing terrible things.”

Shopick said that on the eighth of February, his car had been vandalized while it was parked outside of his office. The therapist thought little of the damage until the following week, during his session with Vicki Bader. She told him about the damage to her own car on Valentine’s Day and that she believed her ex-husband was behind it. The two of them started comparing notes. Shopick said the day his car was scratched was the same day that Seth would have taken twelve-year-old son Joseph to the boy’s therapist, whose office shared a parking lot with Shopick’s.

Vicki and Shopick agreed to take their cars to the same auto body shop. After the repairman examined both vehicles, he agreed that the damage was probably done with the same instrument.

 

 

A Dutch national named Kees Oudekerk was watching the local news when he saw the report about the pipe bomb found in Vicki Bader’s mailbox. He walked into the Exeter  police station the next day and asked to speak to a detective. Oudekerk told Lieutenant Kane that he was a former client of Seth Bader’s and had remained friendly with both Seth and Vicki after their divorce. Oudekerk said that Seth had once brought him into the basement of his home in Stratham and had shown him a room specially designed for storing his guns and ammunition.

“He has a radical point of view when it comes to guns,” Oudekerk said, explaining that the room was protected with a vault lock and was filled with weapons, powder, bullets, and reloading tools. The man claimed Seth owned about thirty long guns and more than fifty handguns. While parading the Dutchman through his basement cache, Seth had also shown off a couple of books on graphic gunshot wounds and how to build bombs.

“I wouldn’t put it past him to do this and think he can get away with it.”

 

 

During her police interview, Vicki Bader mentioned having had some difficulties at her previous place of employment, so Kane and Roberts went to visit her former job site. Vicki had worked for a subcontractor who provided trucking services for Sears. The assistant manager, Jack Benjamin,1 was very open about Vicki. He said she was a conscientious employee who’d worked as a part-time bookkeeper.

“A couple of the truck drivers had been giving her some grief,” Benjamin told them. The issue revolved around some payroll matters that had nothing to do with Vicki personally. “They were just ‘killing the messenger,’ so to speak. But she was the one they blamed.”

Detectives asked for those drivers’ schedules for March 11 and ruled them both out, as they had been out of the state making deliveries.

Kane and Roberts asked Benjamin if they could look around. He showed the detectives the large trucking warehouse filled with major appliances. He took them to the “deluxing room” where refrigerator doors were changed and lawn tractors were assembled before being delivered to customers. The room included a workbench with tools and a drill press. Kane remembered that the hole for the pipe bomb fuse was likely made with a similar drill.

“Would Vicki have had access to this room?”

“I suppose she would,” Benjamin said.

“Would she have been able to come in here after hours and use the tools?”

Benjamin said it was possible, since Vicki had worked some night shifts. But he also said that Vicki had recently quit the job, saying she didn’t feel safe at work.

Based on Vicki’s statement about her schedule from Saturday to Monday, Detective Roberts reconstructed her weekend step-by-step. Vicki provided a list of things she did: she’d had a visitation with her youngest son, gone to the library, played racquetball with a friend, and made  phone calls to various people. Roberts ran down everything on the list and was able to verify Vicki’s whereabouts for the weekend in question.

 

 

When Kane and Roberts returned to the Exeter police station, there was another update from Inspector Moores at the crime lab. The technicians had analyzed the masking tape used to secure the fuse and had found some more animal hair affixed to the back of the tape. They identified the hairs as coming from both a short-haired dog and a cat. Officers had seen a cat in Vicki’s house, but no dog. Kane contacted the animal control officer in neighboring Stratham to see if Seth Bader had any dogs licensed to him. Turned out, he had several. Seth had a Lab, a dachshund, and an Akita all licensed under his name; even the vanity plate on his Trans Am read “AKITA.” Plus, his new live-in girlfriend, Mary Jean Martin, was a dog breeder who raised pit bull–type dogs. In fact, the SPCA was currently investigating the many neighbor complaints about dogs barking. Seth had already paid two tickets for violations.

The Stratham animal control officer told Kane that there were crates all over Seth and Mary Jean’s stately, spacious house. He said that at any time there were more than thirty dogs in the house, and while he had told Seth Bader that he needed a license to operate a kennel, the man had insisted the dogs were all just family pets.

[image: 005]

Postal Inspector Willie Moores called Kane that afternoon to tell him the crime lab had made another discovery. They had narrowed down that the two-inch metal caps on the end of the device had been manufactured by one of two companies—either Grinnell or U Brand.

“Grinnell is right here in Exeter,” Kane exclaimed. The cop drove to the company headquarters and explained to a supervisor he was trying to track down where the caps had been purchased.

Kane learned that each year, more than a million two-inch caps were made in the Midwest and then shipped to a warehouse in Canton, Massachusetts. When Kane called the warehouse and asked if they could send him a list of all the places to which they had sold two-by-eight-inch galvanized pipe, the office manager said he’d need to check with his corporate supervisors first, but he mentioned in passing that there was a whole hardware division for the company located in Illinois.

Kane then called the Illinois office, where a woman explained that they supplied those items to a True Value warehouse in Manchester, New Hampshire, which, in turn, supplied True Value stores across New England.

Kane felt he was getting close now. Manchester was only twenty minutes away from Exeter, and there were only a handful of True Value stores in the area. He called the Manchester warehouse and asked to speak to someone in the inventory section. After Kane explained what he  was looking for, the worker on the other end of the phone dove into his records.

“We have sold thirty two-by-eight-inch galvanized pipes between November 1, 1995, and today,” he reported. “But I can’t identify which stores they went to.”

Kane was exhausted from his telephone chase back and forth across the country. It was nearly a week into the investigation, and he now had more questions than the day it began. He accepted that he had hit a dead end trying to piece together the bomb.

Instead, he would try to take apart his suspects.
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