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For the families and friends of the victims, in memory of whom and what they’ve lost 
For the forgotten grievers, including those who investigated and reported on these crimes 
and 
For Kirby and Pandora, 
I’m sorry that I wasn’t more sensitive

Exordium
And let me speak to th’ yet unknowing world
How these things came about. So shall you hear
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts,
Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters,
Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause,
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook. . . .
 
But let this same be presently performed,
Even while men’s minds are wild, lest more mischance,
On plots and errors happen.
William Shakespeare, 
the final scene of Hamlet


Introduction

An American Mystery
For over thirty years, from 1974 to 2004, the serial killer self-named BTK (for “Bind, Torture, Kill”) has telephoned and written to police and press advising that he is still stalking victims, still waiting in the dark, and preparing to kill again. He murdered at least ten people and attempted to murder at least six more. And he has always done what he threatened to do.
BTK is unique. He may be the only criminal that meets the federal criteria to be defined all at once as a mass murderer, a serial killer, and a domestic terrorist. He is the only killer to communicate with police and press for more than thirty years and remain unidentified. Other infamous killers, including Zodiac, the Green River Killer, Ted Bundy, and Jack the Ripper, either stopped communicating or were identified after no more than twenty years. BTK is now in his fourth decade of committing state and federal crimes, including making death threats. He has been suspected of committing murders outside of Kansas. At one time police concluded that he murdered a New York resident in New Orleans, Louisiana, but they kept that secret.
BTK phoned the police to report one of his murders. He wrote to law enforcement and the media offering details of the crime scenes. In 1974 and 2004 he left packages in the main branch of the Wichita Public Library. He’s sent messages via a television station, a newspaper, a library, a UPS box, the police department, and victims. He taunted that he enjoyed seeing the terror in women’s eyes. Victims were attacked in the security of their own home, and most were strangled in the safety of their own beds. The killer called them “home-icides.”
Some tough cops coped with this horror by muttering, “Well, there’s no place like home,” turning the famous Kansas phrase from The Wizard of Oz into macabre black humor. In 2003 one detective told me that, in his retirement, he has not been able to enjoy fishing in his boat on the lake without imagining he sees BTK crime scene evidence. He was waiting for the day when BTK was identified and he would be able to go fishing and just fish.
BTK attacked both in the daylight and at night, both when the family was at home and when the victim was alone. Wichitans became suspicious of people they knew, the people they worked with, strangers—every male in town.
Frustrated police investigated a wide swath of possible suspects, anyone who might have been given voluntary access to the victims, including utility workers, plumbers, and reporters. Eventually, many cops’ DNA was tested to see if it matched that of the strangler. So were former Wichita State University students, postal employees, Coleman employees, and any male reported to the Wichita police’s anonymous BTK hotline. As of the time of this writing, about five thousand men have been tested.
During BTK panics in and around Wichita, where I live, wild suspicions festered in our souls at night when we just knew that he was hiding somewhere in the darkness. We know that at least twice at night he had hidden in a woman’s bedroom closet and waited for her to return, with Nancy Jo Fox and Anna Williams. There was no relief from fear in the daytime, because we knew that he could appear at the front door and use a ruse to gain entry, as he did with Shirley Vian.
The book you are reading started as a chapter for a classroom exercise. When I wanted my students to learn about this aspect of Wichita history I looked for a book about the BTK case. To my surprise and disappointment I learned that not only was there no book, but that the story was largely unknown, forgotten, misunderstood, or mistaken.
Early in my career I worked in the emergency room at Wesley Medical Center with the Emergency Medical Service ambulance, and then as a firefighter-medic. I met many officers and detectives who worked on the BTK investigation, and they told me many facts about the investigation. Many years later as I started to write about this case, I learned it was going to be difficult to accurately chronicle. Like an unpleasant death in the family, BTK conversation was taboo. Many who knew the facts were reluctant to be forthcoming. I have conducted interviews with more than 130 people, but perhaps an equal number declined to talk. Even those I interviewed were often circumspect with what they revealed.
I had no idea of my project’s consequences. Many detectives tell me they believe the first edition of my book caused BTK to begin making contact again in 2004, that without my book being written he might not have came out of hiding.
I interviewed many Wichita women who told me that for the past thirty years they have lived only in second floor or higher bedrooms because they knew that BTK had broken into the homes of women who had first-floor and basement bedrooms. Dozens of men and women told me that on returning home their habit was still to check their phone for a dial tone because BTK was known to cut telephone lines. Before entering their residences many women used a cell phone to call home and verify that their answering machine was working, indicating that their home phone line had not been cut. Some slept beside their cell phones—and their guns.
Cops who had worked on the case told me that when new detectives started working on the case, they were told not to talk to the old detectives who had preceded them, so as not to be “contaminated” by them. The reasoning was that since the previous detectives had not solved the case, they must have made errors. Each time I talked to a retired detective I was surprised to hear the same litany: No investigator from the police department had asked them a question about the BTK case since the day their assignment to it ended. I obtained more cross-generational knowledge of the police investigation than most of detectives on the case.
After the investigation began anew in March 2004, I learned that because they had never talked with the old investigators, the current investigators were at times operating with mistaken information. On at least one occasion the young cops thought what I communicated to them was wrong and they checked with the old cops. The old cops told the young cops that my version of the facts was correct. The young cops, the current investigators, still thought that the old cops and I were wrong—until they found an old report verifying that what I was writing was right.
I am keeping my pledges to withhold certain information and I’ve changed the names of some individuals who wish to maintain their privacy, but, in my view, this is a story that deserves to be told about people who deserve to be remembered: the victims, their friends and families, the cops who have investigated this case year after year and have endured almost pathological frustration, the press who have suffered crises in their lives and their institutions, the psychologists who helped those who had to cope with this tragedy, and the community that never knew when the terrorist would next appear.
PART ONE
THE SLAUGHTER BEGINS
1974–1976
History is lived forwards but it is written in retrospect. We know the end before we consider the beginning and we can never wholly recapture what it was to know the beginning only.
—C. V. Wedgewood, 
William the Silent


Chapter 1

The Day Wichita Changed
On Tuesday, January 15, 1974, fifteen-year-old Charlie Otero walked home from Wichita High School Southeast. The afternoon sunshine had melted some of the snow into slush. Charlie was thinking about the girl he was to meet with that evening to study. Because of his two moves in one school semester—from Panama to Oaklawn, Kansas, then to Wichita, Kansas—he felt behind in his studies. As he arrived home at about 3:40 p.m. he heard his fourteen-year-old brother, Danny, and thirteen-year-old sister, Carmen June. They had just entered the home a minute or so earlier. They were in their parents’ bedroom, wailing in grief.
When Charlie entered, Danny tearfully cried out, “Mom and Dad are playing a bad joke on us.” Danny was cradling their father, thirty-eight-year-old Joseph Otero. Carmen June was cradling their mother, thirty-four-year-old Julie. Joseph and Julie were tied up, and bags covered their heads.
Joseph—a recently retired Air Force pilot and mechanic and native of Puerto Rico—was dead. He had been found with his body facedown on the floor at the foot of the bed, wrists and ankles bound with cord from Venetian blinds. Julie was found lying facedown on the bed, also bound.
Charlie used a kitchen knife to cut the ropes off of his father’s neck, then off his mother. He could not rouse them. He tried to use a phone in the kitchen to call for an ambulance but there was no dial tone. Charlie ran from neighbor’s house to neighbor’s house, screaming for help. He got the attention of neighbor Dell Johnson of 815 North Edgemoor, who was outside shoveling snow.
“Come quick! My father’s dead, I think!” Charlie cried.
Johnson later said, “I went to the house and went through the living room and through a hall. I went into the hall and they [the Oteros] looked motionless to me. I didn’t examine them but went immediately to call the police. The child said something about the telephone wires being cut. I told him I was going to my house and I would get help as quick as I could.”
Johnson dialed 0 on his rotary phone and spoke with the operator. He asked for an ambulance to be sent to 803 North Edgemoor. In this pre-EMS era, Wichita, like most American cities, had multiple, competing ambulance services. The telephone operator called the nearest service on the list, which was the American Red Cross ambulance. Then the telephone operator called the police dispatcher. There were six separate radio dispatchers for the six different city and county emergency services, each with separate seven-digit telephone numbers. The telephone operator advised the police that a Red Cross ambulance was en route to 803 North Edgemoor. Lieutenant Harold Klein took the call. Unless all units were occupied, it was routine police procedure to dispatch a patrol car to any call for an ambulance. The nearest Wichita Police Department patrol officer was Robert “Bob” Bulla. Bulla had a rookie law enforcement officer just out of the police academy riding with him for that shift only. Klein radioed Bulla to “follow-up an ambulance.”
So far, this was a routine afternoon for all the involved emergency services personnel. At this time neither Klein, Bulla, the rookie officer, the telephone operator, or the two-member Red Cross ambulance crew knew that they were becoming involved with a homicide case that would remain unsolved for more than three decades and eventually draw international attention.
In the meantime, Charlie Otero’s mind was racing. He was bitterly angry with his father, blaming his father’s activities for this carnage. He did not want his beloved youngest siblings, eleven-year-old Josie and nine-year-old Joey, to see this. They would be dismissed from Adams Elementary School at 4:00 p.m. and walk the three quarters of a mile home. Charlie sent Danny and Carmen June out to intercept them.
Officer Bulla arrived moments after the ambulance and he saw Charlie talking with the ambulance crew in the front yard. Charlie was tugging on the members of the ambulance crew’s arms, trying to get them to rush into the house. The ambulance crew, hearing Charlie’s story, were shaking their heads, saying that the police needed to enter first.
The Otero home was on the northwest corner of Edgemoor and Murdock streets. The house was a white wood frame with fake black shutters. There was a small front porch with two concrete steps leading up to it. Two evergreen trees grew on either side of the house. There were shrubs along the front of the house on either side of the porch steps. A brown throw rug had been tossed over the porch railing.
Bulla stepped out of his patrol car wearing a flat-topped and brimmed police officer’s hat and gloves, and tan uniform pants with a dark green stripe up each side. Bulla remembers that he wore Red Wing boots he’d purchased from Champs, a store that catered to many in Wichita who wore uniforms, located not far from the intersection of Lincoln and Hydraulic streets. The manager of that Champs shoe store told the author that she sold many Wichita police officers Red Wing brand boots. But other officers reported that they wore Frye brand motorcycle boots obtained from Heads shoe store located near Douglas and Oliver streets. The type of boot an officer wore—and many other details, including the brand of cigarette smoked—would later become controversies in the investigation.
Bulla entered the house with Charlie, the ambulance crew, and the rookie officer riding with him. Entering the master bedroom, Bulla saw that Joseph and Julie Otero were both bound with rope and already cold from death. The bodies had entered rigor mortis, which indicated they’d been dead for hours. The ambulance crew confirmed Bulla’s assessment.
Joseph had been positioned by the children on his back on the floor so that his stockinged feet were resting on his black briefcase. Joseph was wearing white socks and blue pants that were cuffed at the bottom. His ankles had been tied tightly together with cord. On top of Joseph’s dresser drawer were eyeglasses, an ashtray, and a variety of personal items. There was a large butcher knife next to Joseph’s body, which Charlie Otero had used to cut the ropes from his mother and father’s necks. Pieces of intricately tied cord lay on the floor next to Joseph Otero’s arm and the butcher knife. The cord was very white and appeared new. Marks on the wrists showed where they had been bound together. While Joseph’s wrists were close to the normal size, his hands were grossly swollen. The bindings had permitted blood and lymph to enter his hands but restricted its exit, causing the swelling. Both Joseph Otero’s nose and mouth had bled. There was a plastic bag lying next to his head.
When the police photos were taken, Julie Otero was sprawled on the bed, lying across the middle with her feet stuck off the side. Her face was covered with dried blood that had come from her nose and her mouth. In life she had been beautiful; now her face was swollen and almost unrecognizable. Blood from her nose had dripped down both sides of her face and had gathered in her ears, and her long black hair was loose beneath her. A single slim cord bound her ankles. She was barefoot. Her neck was bruised where the binding had been pressing until Charlie cut the rope away with the butcher knife. Julie’s hands were open and rested palms down on her midsection, her neatly trimmed nails unmarred. She was wearing a blue quilt button housecoat and light blue zippered and top-button cotton pants. Her eyes were closed.
Bulla glanced around quickly and saw that the drawers to the Oteros’ dressers had all been pulled out and someone had rummaged through their contents.
Bulla ordered the ambulance crew out, put Charlie in the patrol car, and called for a supervisor and homicide squad. The multiple murder alarm was just before 4:00 p.m.
By phone and radio, Lieutenant Klein began making notifications of field commanders, command rank officers, homicide detectives, and the lab men, now called crime scene investigators.
Wichita Police Department sergeant Joseph R. Thomas was drinking iced tea at the Pancake House at Ninth Street and Broadway when he received the dispatcher’s call over his portable radio. The WPD sergeants always met there near the beginning of the second shift to confer about that shift’s tasks, compare notes, and attend to paperwork. Sergeant Thomas raced to the crime scene, red lights flashing and siren wailing, in his big-engine prowler.
He arrived after Field Lieutenant Jack Watkins. With the rookie officer remaining outside, Officer Bulla reentered the house with Watkins. They found the body of Charlie’s nine-year-old brother, Joseph Junior, on the floor of his bedroom near the base of double bunk beds, his feet pointing toward the foot of those beds. Joey was bound with Venetian blinds cord and wearing maroon-colored corduroy pants with white pockets. Those pants had white stripes down on the outsides of the trouser legs and along the inseam. Joey also wore brown socks.
Joey was on his back, leaning slightly to his right side. His hands had been tied behind his back so that he was partially lying on them. There was a rope around Joey’s ankles. The rope was very tight around Joey’s wrists, and when the ropes were removed, his trauma resembled that of his parents, with normal-sized though bruised wrists and grossly swollen hands. The officers saw a spot of blood next to Joey’s body on the brown rug. A Wichita phone book, 1973 edition, was on the floor of Joey’s room next to his hooded head.
Officer Bulla took a closer look. A patterned pillowcase had been put over the boy’s head. That was covered by two white plastic bags, and then over that was tied a blue T-shirt.
With the exception of the dead body on the floor, it looked like a normal boy’s bedroom. There was an Encyclopedia Britannica, a black and white television with a rabbit-ears antenna, and phonograph records. Sitting on the floor was a window unit air conditioner.
After examining the three bodies upstairs, the officers found a partial bloody bootprint on a sheet next to the elder Joseph on the floor of the master bedroom. The print was not complete enough to determine the size of the boot. The police on the scene couldn’t help but notice that the partial bootprint came from a Red Wing boot.
Officer Bulla reentered the Oteros’ living room, which was furnished with a red velvety sofa and two matching easy chairs. The walls and curtains were white. Dominating the center of the room was a table with a blue-glass vase with tall flowers. Wall shelves held a silver pitcher and several silver drinking goblets.
Bulla saw a heating grate on the living room floor, near the entrance to the kitchen, and next to that grate was a leather woman’s purse on its side, its contents spilled out onto the floor. On a billfold with a passport protruding from it, Bulla could read the ID signature: Daniel Otero.
Bulla moved into the kitchen, where a table was surrounded by vinyl chairs. An open lunch box sat on the table, along with a cereal bowl with a spoon in it, a plastic milk or juice container, and an open jar of peanut butter with a knife in it. Someone had been making a peanut butter sandwich when they were interrupted. The knife stopped before completely spreading the peanut butter across the bread. The interruption of spreading the peanut butter on that bread seemed to define the moment the crime started.
 
Officer Bulla was first to enter the basement. He descended the carpeted stairs, taking care not to leave fingerprints on the wooden railing and using a flashlight so as to not touch or move any light switches. At the bottom of the stairs he saw Josie’s Beatle boots, made popular by the Beatles, just to the right of the foot of the stairs. One of the boots stood upright and the other had been tipped over on its side.
The basement consisted of a bedroom area, a living room, and a hobby area where the boys had been assembling model airplanes. A couch and a rocking chair were facing a TV set. At the far end of the basement, around a corner, was a small utility room with a floor freezer, a washer-dryer, and storage. Just inside the door, in the dark, Bulla bumped into something. “I’ve had nightmares about that moment,” he said. He had bumped into the body of Charlie’s eleven-year-old sister, Josephine. She was wearing only a sweatshirt and socks; her bra was cut in front and dangling. She was hanging from a sewer pipe by her neck. Her panties were above the cord around her ankles and below the cord around her knees.
Josie had been hung with a hangman’s noose made out of Venetian blinds cord. Four knots were tied in the noose. The noose was around her neck, digging deep into her neck. Her hands had been bound behind her back, first tied together and then bound to her buttocks with the rope that encircled her hips.
Because of the low ceiling, her stockinged toes may have barely touched the floor, but her heels were in the air. She wore dark blue socks. A dustpan hung on the wall next to her head.
Josie was gagged with what appeared to be a strip of towel, but her now brownish tongue had swollen and protruded in a ghastly fashion, pushing the gag out. Her long black hair spilled down over her shoulders. Almost twelve, the young victim had entered puberty. There was a substance that would prove to be semen on her leg and on the pipe directly behind her.
Josie had died with her eyes closed. Her lips had puffed out and turned purple. Autopsy photos would reveal deep compression indentations in Josie’s neck along a diagonal. The indentations remained after the ropes were removed. Her body was like stone with rigor mortis. Even when placed on the ambulance cot her head slumped to the right exactly as it hung in the basement.
Bulla reported what he found to Lieutenant Watkins inside and then to Sergeant Thomas outside. After conferring with Thomas, Bulla helped put up the rope to keep a growing crowd away from the crime scene, then walked the Otero property perimeter.
Circling the house, carefully he noted everything he saw. The backyard was surrounded by a short white picket fence, and when Bulla got closer, he saw a German shepherd mongrel, the family dog Lucky, back there, barking.
The phone line ran up the wall close to the south end of the house, not far from the picket fence. It had been cut about three feet off the ground. Bulla saw no signs of life, except the dog, and he circled back around the garage and returned to the front of the house.
 
In the photos and video of the Otero crime scene repeatedly published and broadcast by the press, Officer Bob Bulla is seen frequently. He is the tall, lanky uniformed officer. He was the first uniformed officer on the scene that afternoon and he was the last uniformed officer to leave around 2:45 a.m. on Wednesday morning, January 16.
According to those who tell me that they were there, others who were in the house during the crime scene processing were Chief Floyd Hannon, coroner Robert Daniels, forensic pathologist Dr. William Eckert, District Attorney Keith Sanborn, Assistant District Attorney Ted Peters, police chaplain Reverend Jack Middleton, Deputy Chief Clyde Bevis, who was the head of the WPD laboratory and chief crime scene investigator, and crime scene investigators.
The partial bloody Red Wing bootprint found at the crime scene was troubling. Because the coroner concluded that the Oteros were murdered in the morning, any blood should have dried hours before any officers walked into the home.
In 2004, Lieutenant Watkins recalled the Otero case: “It was the most baffling case I’ve ever worked,” he said. About young Joey Otero, Watkins remembered: “The way he was killed. I thought, what in the world did this little boy do to anyone?”
Detectives Bernie Drowatzky and Gary Caldwell were also called to the crime scene. Detective Caldwell said, “It was one of the most bloodcurdling scenes I ever worked, and I worked a lot of murders in Wichita.”
When Detective Bernie Drowatzky arrived on the scene, he learned that there had been five Otero children. The three surviving children—Charlie, Danny, and Carmen June—were taken to the police station, where they were interviewed by Otero case lead detective Ray Floyd.
Drowatzky learned that Joseph was last seen that morning at 8:00 a.m. driving his older kids to school. According to Charlie, his father had an appointment and was not expected to return home. Drowatzky thought that Mr. Otero must have gone home just after dropping off the older kids, otherwise, the younger kids would have been at school. They were interrupted while their school lunches were being prepared.
 
Canvassing the Oteros’ neighborhood, police found a witness who saw a short man of “Middle-Eastern” appearance drive away in the family four-door station wagon at around 10:30 a.m. The killer or killers, it was theorized, must have stayed around for nearly two hours after the family was dead.
Another witness came forward and explained that he was driving east on Murdock Street and had to brake hard when the Oteros’ station wagon backed onto the street in front of him. He was certain the time was about 10:30 a.m., because he was on his way to pick up his mother to take her to a doctor’s appointment. The police contacted the doctor’s office and verified the time of the appointment, and verified that the woman did appear on time and that she was brought by her son. The son said he stared at the driver, who appeared to have dark hair and a swarthy appearance.
The Oteros’ station wagon—a beige 1966 Oldsmobile Vista Cruiser with a luggage rack on the roof—was found around 7:00 p.m. about a half mile away from their home in the parking lot of a Dillons grocery store at the southeast corner of Central and Oliver. Twenty-three fingerprints were found on the car. Six of them belonged to Joseph Otero. Most of the rest belonged to Julie. None were thought to belong to the killer.
The front seat had been pulled all the way forward, as if a short person had been driving it. The car keys were found on the roof of the grocery store, but the key chain was missing.
A woman in the parking lot saw the man who had parked the Oteros’ station wagon. Even after trying hypnotic memory refreshing techniques by psychologist Dr. Donald Schrag, Idell Goldsteen could not recall details of the driver’s appearance, but she always reported his demeanor as the same: When he exited the station wagon he was trembling and shaking. That was why she noticed him, and it made her fearful. She averted her eyes and she hoped to avoid him. She did not see what he did next or where he went.
 
That evening lead detective Ray Floyd separately interviewed the surviving children, Charlie, Danny, and Carmen June. Charlie was devastated to learn that Josie and Joey had also been found strangled in the home. He had sent Danny and Carmen June to intercept Josie and Joey because he thought they would be walking home from Adams Elementary School.
During his interview, Charlie told of a strange incident the previous Sunday night. He said that the power went off in their home. His father reacted to the power failure by grabbing two butcher knives from the kitchen. He handed one to Charlie and herded everyone else into a closet. He whispered to Charlie to crawl to a window and see whether the power was off in the entire neighborhood or just their home.
Carrying the butcher knife, Charlie scrambled to a window and saw that the power was out in the neighborhood, not just their home. About that time the electric power was restored and the lights came back on.
In 2004 Charlie told me that he thinks that his father knew something was seriously wrong and that there was danger afoot. Charlie did not know what the problem was, but he believed it had something to do with his father’s covert operations for the government while he was in the U.S. Air Force. Charlie said that his dad told him he had flown a lot of missions with the CIA in Central America and South America.
 
Until 2004 police thought there was a strong possibility the killer was known by the Otero family. There was no forced entry, no evidence of robbery.
In 1974 Police Chief Floyd Hannon said, “I’ve worked homicides in this city for some twenty years, but this is the most bizarre case I’ve ever seen. If [Joseph] Otero was not at home at the time the man entered the house, it would seem there would only be one person involved. However, if he was at home, it would indicate there was more than one.”
Asked to categorize the murders, Chief Hannon was unable to. “The killings don’t fit into the nomenclature of what we usually work.”
The Oteros had a vicious dog they kept in the house, brought back with them from Panama. As a rule the Oteros put the dog in the backyard when they had company. The dog was found in the backyard, indicating either that it had already been put there before the killer arrived or that the family was comfortable enough with the killer to want to protect him from the dog. In a 2004 interview, Charlie Otero told me that no one could really control that dog, and occasionally the dog would even snap at family.
One theory is that when the killer went to the side of the house to cut the phone wires, the dog created such a ruckus inside the house that he was let out—at which point the killer entered through the front door.
Adding to Charlie’s grief, Lucky the dog, which he loved, was put down by the authorities the day that his family was murdered.
The morning paper was found on the front divan. Joseph Otero’s watch was missing. Joey’s radio was missing. It was possible that other things were taken.
Because the Oteros kept a vicious dog in the house and were all trained in the martial arts, this would not have been the easiest family to control. They would not have been a likely target. This puzzled everyone.
 
Before 7:00 p.m. and before the Oteros’ car was found, Deputy Chief Lieutenant Colonel Ken Duckworth received a telephone call from a friend who was a pharmacist at Hawk’s Pharmacy, near the Otero residence. He told Duckworth of a man who lived near the Oteros, had a history of violence, was a known addict to codeine, and was believed to engage in bondage. This man had gone around that day to every nearby pharmacy and tried to obtain Chericol, a cough medicine that contained codeine. Chericol did not require a prescription but one had to sign for it. This man was behaving bizarrely. He had spent two years in the state mental hospital in Larned, Kansas, after nearly beating his parents to death. The pharmacist thought he should report him as a possible suspect in the Otero murders.
The police were grateful for the call. The reported man quickly became the prime suspect in the Otero murders. Over time, not only did this man remain a suspect in the Otero murders, but he became a suspect in another of the murders attributed to BTK. In 1977 his sister lived near Nancy Jo Fox when Nancy was murdered.
I am calling this man Suspect Barbara.
 
Detectives Bernie Drowatzky and Gary Caldwell spent the night of January 15 in the Otero home looking out the windows, hoping that the murderer would return to the scene of the crime. The home was staked out for a week. Over the next several weeks homicide captain Charlie Stewart would intermittently have detectives stay in the house. This is consistent with current police practices. In his 2001 book Dark Dreams: A Legendary FBI Profiler Examines Homicide and the Criminal Mind, retired FBI profiler Roy Hazelwood cites studies proving what these experienced cops intuitively knew in 1974: more than a quarter of the time, the killer returns to the scene of the crime. Investigators would later learn that serial killer Ted Bundy, for example, would revel in returning to the scene of his crimes. Additionally, the FBI reports show that it is common for the killer to try to insert himself into the investigation, or pose as a law enforcement officer or security or special officer. On occasion, the killer may be a law enforcement officer. Detective Drowatzky looked all night for someone to pass by or try to enter the home.
That night the detectives listened to what was practically a traffic jam outside on the normally quiet street. Unfortunately, the crime was so sensational that a virtual parade of cars passed by all evening and night. It was then a common custom for Wichita teenagers to drive back and forth, east and west, on Douglas Street, just five blocks south of the Otero home. It was an accepted way to meet one’s friends and meet new friends. The commercial success of several burger-and-malt shops depended on the practice, which was called “dragging Douglas.” That night many who were “dragging Douglas” continued their cruise to North Edgemoor Street.
“It was like Grand Central Station,” Drowatzky recalled.
While Drowatzky watched those passing by the Oteros’ home, District Attorney Keith Sanborn watched the Oteros’ bodies being autopsied.
While the police stayed in their home, that night the surviving children were staying with a friend who had become acquainted with Joseph Otero while serving with him in the Air Force in the Panama Canal Zone.
 
Lab investigators remained in the house for twelve hours taking samples and looking for clues. No evidence of alcohol, or guns were found in the house.
Later, it was found that a prosecutor had left his fingerprints at the scene on one of the bags that had been wrapped around the head of young Joey.
At first police declined to comment on what the killer might have been doing during the time between the murders and when he left the scene. Years later a reporter wrote that retired “Ghostbuster” Detective Paul Dotson of the WPD said that semen was found throughout the house, including next to Julie’s body and on Josie’s leg. However, the only reports of semen I have read in official reports or heard from people who were in the Otero house were on and around Josie Otero. One of the most persistent rumors in Wichita is that there was semen near all the victims, but the evidence made available to me does not support that claim.
Another persistent Wichita rumor is that there were “eggs” found throughout the house. No eggs are seen in any of the crime scene photos. No eggs are mentioned in the crime scene reports. And no eyewitnesses who spoke with me remember any eggs. This crime scene legend apparently was born and persisted because a disturbed man, who worked delivering eggs, later falsely claimed to be the murderer.
An early police theory was that the killer had been an opportunistic window-peeper, but this theory was quickly discarded. Police found that the killer brought the Venetian blind cord with him to the house. The Oteros did not have Venetian blinds on their windows, and no cord like that used was found elsewhere in the Otero house. It was thought that a voyeur would not have brought the cord with him to bind the victims. Bringing enough cord to bind the entire family appeared to be premeditated.
Another early theory was that the murders had been a case of mistaken identity—that perhaps the killer was after the married couple who had lived in that house before the Oteros. Before moving out three months before the killings, the previous occupants had lived in the house for eleven and a half years. The man of the house was a cousin of one of Wichita’s most notorious crime figures. The woman’s first name began with the letter “B.” The man’s first name began with the letter “T.” Their last name began with the letter “C” but it was pronounced with a hard “K” sound. Police could find no evidence that the previous occupants of the house were targeted for the death or retribution because of anything their well-known and colorful underworld cousin had done.
Police found a partial fingerprint that to this day they cannot attribute. The print was on a chair facing Joey’s body. From the marks on his legs many police believed it was possible that Joseph was brought to that chair to watch his son Joey be strangled. This is the only print at the crime scene that could not be accounted for.
 
Newsmen were not initially allowed in the house—but investigators told the press that the knots used to bind the victims appeared to be tied by someone expert with knots, such as an Eagle Scout or train worker.
The ropes on Joseph Otero were tied in a sophisticated and insidious manner. If Joseph struggled by pulling on both ropes, he would tighten the ropes around his own neck, but if only one rope was pulled, as if by the killer, that rope could be tightened and loosened, as if to control the hostage.
After careful study and practice, which he demonstrated by tying the knots for me, Deputy Chief Jack Bruce concluded that unlike the other victims, Joseph Otero could have tied his knots himself. He may have been tied by someone else but he may have been directed to tie himself in this fashion. Or, he may have tied himself for reasons unknown.
The detectives spent weeks trying to track down information concerning, and learning about, Venetian blind cord. Police found that the Venetian blind cords used to tie the victims was of a “cheap grade.” The rope was a cotton-braided cord with a cotton core. Unfortunately for the sake of the investigation, the cord was of a type that could be purchased from suppliers all over the country. It came in 1,000-yard spools. Detectives spent time at Schammerhorn Blind, a busy Venetian blind business in Wichita near the intersection of Seneca and Douglas, learning about the blind business.
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