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The greatest trick the Devil ever pulled was convincing the world he didn’t exist.

 

—Kevin Spacey as Verbal Kint in The Usual Suspects




CHAPTER 1

Spring 2004

 

Lana Koon-Anderson was thrilled when she saw her friend Julie Keown’s name on the list of employees selected to travel on a company trip to Richmond, Virginia.

Yes! she thought to herself. Both Lana and Julie were nurses who’d previously worked in hospitals before taking jobs with the Kansas City, Missouri-based Cerner Corporation, known as one of the leading suppliers of health-care information technology in the United States. Though they were no longer working directly with patients in hospitals, the two women were part of a task force in the company made up of individuals with nursing backgrounds. Once a month, the nurses all got together to use their real-world experience to improve the quality of the software products Cerner supplied.

Despite an eighteen-year age gap between them, during her first meeting with the other nurses, Lana had  immediately felt a kinship with thirty-year-old Julie, a pretty brunette with a warm smile and open personality.

“Julie just radiated friendliness,” Lana would later recall about the younger woman.

That friendliness made people gravitate toward Julie when she was in a group. She had a good energy and inviting manner that made people instantly comfortable when they were around her. Raised on a soybean farm north of Kansas City, Julie seemed to epitomize the word  wholesome.

“You could just sit down and talk to her; she was an open book,” Lana said. “You could be completely at ease with her almost immediately after meeting her.”

Although Lana and Julie didn’t see much of each other in their day-to-day work, because they worked on opposite sides of the building, Lana loved every chance she had to work with her friend. So as soon as she saw Julie’s name on the list of employees going to Virginia, to help bring a hospital online with software from Cerner, Lana immediately sent her an e-mail.

Hey I guess we’re going to be there together, Lana wrote.

Lana was surprised when Julie e-mailed her back with news that she had just moved to Waltham, Massachusetts, and was telecommuting for her job with Cerner. Lana had not seen Julie recently and was unaware that her friend had moved, though it wasn’t an unusual arrangement for a number of employees at Cerner; employees were often able to telecommute, and Lana even knew of one employee who worked from home in Alaska.

The two women e-mailed back and forth several times in the months leading up to their trip, which took place over the Mother’s Day weekend in May 2004. Once in Richmond, they worked long days launching the software  in the hospital, usually starting work at 6 a.m. and then working through until dinner.

Lana was still familiarizing herself with Cerner’s software, but Julie seemed to really get what Cerner was trying to do for hospitals and worked tirelessly to train the hospital staff. She was right there every time someone needed extra help or had a question, and Lana was struck by how “on top of it” Julie was with their assignment. At one point, a group of the hospital’s residents was learning how to log on to the new system, but their passwords weren’t working. Julie was on the phone almost instantly, getting the passwords straightened out and getting the group online.

During the time they spent in the hospital together, it became clear to Lana that Julie’s first love was helping patients. At one point, the two women stood next to the neonatal ICU in the hospital. Lana watched Julie’s face as she looked at the tiny babies. Her love of being a nurse and desire to help those little babies was written all over her face. Julie would do anything for anybody, give them the shirt off her back. That’s what made her such a great nurse, Lana thought—her desire to help others before herself.

Lana, who considered herself a bit of a tomboy, was equally impressed by Julie’s professional clothes. When she complimented Julie on how nice she looked, Julie smiled and explained that her husband of eight years, James, had suggested she get some new clothes for the trip. Lana, who had just packed the same clothes she usually wore to work, thought it was sweet that James had wanted his wife to get new clothes.

Julie also mentioned to Lana that she hadn’t been feeling well before the trip; she’d had some sort of stomach bug that she couldn’t seem to kick. James was concerned  about her and had at first been nervous about Julie going forward with the trip. But eventually, he encouraged her to go because it was a good opportunity.

With two grown children and a husband who worked as a firefighter and paramedic, Lana was long past those idyllic early years of marriage herself, but although she didn’t begrudge Julie for having such a considerate husband, she was a little envious.

Though the group had little downtime during the intense four-day trip to Richmond, they did get together for dinner one night. Away from the hospital and the busy days, Lana had a chance to ask Julie about her move to Waltham, a western suburb of Boston.

Julie practically gushed with pride as she explained that they had moved because her husband, James, had been accepted to the prestigious Harvard Business School. She just beamed as she talked about her husband. Julie’s love for James was obvious to everyone.

“It is so great; he’s just so wonderful,” Julie said, adding that the couple was “doing so well financially that all of my paycheck is going into a savings account.”

Lana couldn’t help but again find herself a bit envious of her friend’s situation. She rolled the numbers over in her head of how much she thought the couple was saving each year, and they were impressive.

God she’s lucky, Lana thought to herself. Julie seemed to be truly living a real-life fairytale, complete with a great job, financial security, and Prince Charming. The life that every little girl dreams she’ll find when she grows up. Unfortunately for Julie, her redheaded Prince Charming was not who he appeared to be . . . and her fairytale life would soon turn out to be a nightmare.




CHAPTER 2

For most residents of Waltham, Massachusetts, the morning of Tuesday, September 7, 2004, was their first day back to work after the Labor Day weekend holiday, which many residents around the Boston metro area had ended by battling the traffic along Route 3 on that last summer trip to the ocean off Cape Cod. Though James and Julie Keown had honeymooned on Cape Cod eight years before, they stayed home that holiday weekend because Julie had recently been battling a serious kidney illness. The couple had moved to Waltham in late January 2004 after James was accepted into Harvard Business School, though both continued to telecommute to their existing jobs in Missouri while on the East Coast. Julie was hoping to get pregnant but wasn’t sure if that would be possible yet, because of her kidney illness.

Across the city, Jon Bailey was beginning not just his first day back to work, but also his first day as a detective with the Waltham Police Department. He had transferred to an open spot in the detectives division after nine years as the department’s TRIAD officer, a special post that dealt with the elderly of the city, and was looking forward to a change of pace.

So far, that pace was slow. His new supervisor, Lieutenant Brian Navin, had briefed the detectives that morning about the weekend, which had been quiet. There wasn’t much for them to follow up on. Navin told Bailey that some cases would be assigned to him once he settled in, but that morning he had none. He spent his time getting his new desk set up and finishing up a few lingering reports from his previous position.

Although he was a police officer by profession, Jon Bailey was a family man at heart. He and his wife, Doreen, took walks around the neighborhood almost daily and got together with her brother every weekend to play pool during the winter months. During the summer, they and their son, Brandon, spent most weekends out by their aboveground pool. The only thing that could tear Bailey away from the pool was watching the New England Patriots football team. The Baileys’ Labor Day weekend had involved the traditional extended-family cookout at home, a time to relax and enjoy the pool for one last time before covering it up for the season.

Jon Bailey’s path in life, and decision to become a police officer, still amazed his father, Parker Bailey. Parker, himself a career police officer in Waltham, had never imagined that Jon would follow in his footsteps. Parker liked to joke that although he’d always felt his son would be involved with the law, for the better part of Jon’s  teenage years, he hadn’t been sure which side of the law his son would pick.

Bailey hadn’t been that different from many teenagers. He’d tested limits and was often more interested in having fun than following rules. It wasn’t that he wasn’t intelligent; he just chose to do things his own way, such as his method of attending classes at Waltham High School. Bailey didn’t skip school, but more often than not, he skipped class. If he liked a particular teacher, he’d go to that class, regardless of whether he was supposed to be there or not. His father received more than one call from teachers at the school about his son’s habits.

As a teen, Bailey had spent his time cruising the blue-collar streets of Waltham in his 1970 blue Dodge Charger or hanging out smoking cigarettes on the corner with his friends. There were times when he and his friend ran into trouble with the local police, but the teens were always sent on their way with a stern warning. Every time the police found Bailey up to no good, they just reported back to Parker, who handled the situation at home.

When he wasn’t out cruising, Bailey was playing bass guitar in a rock band. It was during that time that he met an attractive blond named Doreen, and it wasn’t long before the two became inseparable—except that after the fourth KISS concert, she refused to attend any more. Bailey continued to follow the band on his own, and he has since been to almost forty concerts.

Jon Bailey’s mother, Hilda, often asked when he was going to marry Doreen, to which he replied that he was never getting married because he wasn’t cutting off his hair, which was down to his elbows. They did get married, but Bailey still refused to cut his long blond locks. Then, one day while working a job in a local department store, he decided it was finally time to cut it off. To those who knew him, it was typical behavior—he  made decisions when he was ready, not when he was told. His parents had been trying to get him to cut his hair for years at that point, and on one occasion, Parker actually gave his son money for a haircut. Bailey returned home with his hair slicked back and combed but as long as ever. When Parker asked what he’d done with the money, Bailey replied simply: he had bought pizza for his friends. To his father, it was just another example of Bailey’s aversion to being bound by traditional rules.

It wasn’t that Jon Bailey had decided as a young man that he didn’t want to be a police officer, but he’d wondered what else was out there. For a while, he worked in security at the regional Zayre Department Store before trying electrical assembly work, like one of his uncles. After he was laid off from the electrical job, he started to question his future plans. He decided to try police work and got a job as an officer at nearby Mount Ida College, a small liberal arts school in nearby Newton, Massachusetts. But as he dealt with routine patrol around the college, Bailey realized he was nearing the age limit to take the entrance test for the Waltham Police Department. He knew it was now or never. He took the test and passed.

On December 19, 1992, he got a card in the mail informing him that he was a candidate for a position in Waltham. He had only seven days to make a decision and wasn’t sure what to do. On one hand, he had a good job at Mount Ida, where he was a day supervisor and made a good salary. Going to Waltham would mean a cut in pay, and he would have to work the night shift to start. His weekends would no longer be free. Bailey spent the weekend talking over his decision with Doreen, who told him she was behind him no matter what. First thing Monday morning, Bailey went to the police station and accepted the job.

When Parker Bailey learned that his son had quietly  gone about taking, and passing, the police entrance exam to join the Waltham Police Department, he was more than a little surprised. Being a police officer meant not only enforcing rules and laws, but following the directives of your supervisors. Nevertheless, despite his initial surprise, Parker was extremely proud when he heard the news about Jon joining the Waltham Police Department and following a family tradition in law enforcement. Back in 1929, Parker’s grandfather Frederick Hansen had been one of the first state troopers in the state of Connecticut, and he had spent a good amount of his time breaking up speakeasies during Prohibition. Even Parker hadn’t been sure about going into police work at first. Like his son, he took his entrance test without telling anyone other than his wife. But once on the job, Parker knew he’d made the right decision. He still remembered the first major accident he responded to, where a girl had gone through a windshield in a car wreck. He remembered standing at the scene, looking at the accident like the rest of the bystanders, before he suddenly realized that he had to step into gear and help.

“The bottom line is you get it under your belt and you go out and do it,” Parker said.

The Waltham that Jon Bailey saw as a police officer, though, was a far cry from the working-class city he’d grown up in, and that his father had known as a police officer. Just ten miles northwest of downtown Boston, modern Waltham had a population of just under sixty thousand residents, and had the honor of being considered one of the top one hundred best cities in the country to live.

Often referred to as “Watch City” because of the Waltham Watch Company, which opened in 1854, the city was now known mostly for its two universities, Bentley and Brandeis. Waltham was also home to a number of major  high-tech companies—including Adobe and Symantec, which owns Norton Antivirus—which helped keep residential taxes down. And those low taxes, along with the city’s proximity to Boston and major highways like Interstate 95 and Route 128, drew a number of young professionals to live there in recent years.

The downtown underwent a major revitalization starting in the early 1990s. Gone were the days when rough-looking customers lined up outside the bars at 8 a.m., waiting for them to open, or when police responded to drunken brawls in the downtown bars and kept an eye out for motorcycle gangs like the Hells Angels who called the city home. Parker Bailey compared the times he had to break apart fights to scenes in old movies with “rip-roaring drunks.” One infamous fight among some of the motorcycle-gang members was only brought under control with sixty police officers.

But those days were gone. People now came from miles around to eat on Moody Street, known for its seemingly endless array of restaurants and specialty ethnic food stores as well as high-end shops and bargain stores. Dentist offices shared the street with jewelers, thrift stores, grocers, and bookshops. Nearby high-end condominiums were home to movers and shakers in the area, including some players for the Boston Red Sox baseball team. But Waltham’s more quaint New England traditions were still visible during the annual outdoor concert series on the town common, where people gathered every Tuesday during the summer to hear live music.

But among the many new residents who flocked to the city, there were still lifelong residents, like Jon and Doreen Bailey, who called Waltham home. Bailey’s Protestant ancestors first came to the area fourteen generations back, when they arrived on the Mayflower, and had been there ever since. Bailey jokes that his path in life is  like the theme song from the 1970s sitcom The Jeffersons  , “Movin’ on Up.” After growing up in the crowded downtown area, Jon and Doreen now lived in a comfortable colonial-style house with a large backyard in a quiet neighborhood.

After going through the police academy, Bailey’s first assignment had been night patrol, where he spent two years before transferring to the day shift. Soon after starting the day shift, all of the patrol officers, including Bailey, were charged with coming up with a community policing project. At the time, community policing was a buzzword heard in departments around the country, and there was a seemingly never-ending supply of grants to start up community policing programs. He had just gone through a two-week crime-prevention program where he heard about a program called TRIAD that advocated partnership between law enforcement and senior service agencies. At the time, Bailey’s grandmother had recently been the victim of a robbery in Florida; she’d been in her car, stopped at a red light, when someone had smashed out her car window and grabbed her purse. That experience, coupled with the information about the TRIAD program, made Bailey realize there was a real need for a similar program in Waltham. He proposed a TRIAD program in Waltham, partnering the Waltham Police Department, the AARP, and the Waltham Council on Aging.

Before long, the Waltham program became a model for other departments around the country looking to do the same, and started receiving awards in recognition of the local effort. The TRIAD program received the Rose Award from the Executive Office of Elder Affairs in Massachusetts, while Bailey was lauded by numerous groups for his work for the elderly. He was presented with a citation and recognition from the Massachusetts State Senate, the Massachusetts House of Representatives, the  City of Waltham’s City Council, the Waltham Council on Aging, and the Alzheimer’s Association of Massachusetts. In 2001, he was named the state’s officer of the year by the Crime Watch Commission. Along the way, Bailey was asked to take part in a training video for the National Alzheimer’s Association and served on the state attorney general’s Elder Abuse Project, where he helped to develop policies regarding elder abuse in the state. It seemed that Jon Bailey had found his calling, but after nine years as the TRIAD officer, he felt he needed a change.

He was hoping for a change in the detective division, but as he prepared to go home for lunch that first day, Bailey started to wonder if he was going to find his assignment with detectives as dull as he’d found patrol work. On patrol, he’d felt like he did a whole lot of nothing while waiting for something to happen. Bailey hated just sitting around and waiting for calls; he liked to be busy, doing something.

But Waltham had an extremely low crime rate, with the city perhaps seeing one murder a year, with most calls property crimes. Which made the phone call that came into the police station’s business line that afternoon, on September 7, 2004, even more unusual.




CHAPTER 3

September 7, 2004

Kerri Doherty was just eighteen years old and a cadet with the Waltham Police Department, basically an officer in training, and she had a feeling she wasn’t the one who should be taking this call. But at the same time she realized how serious the situation was and concentrated on taking extremely meticulous, detailed notes, as the woman on the other end of the phone made the report.

The report was horrifying, but Doherty continued to write.

 

 

Kerri Doherty had grown up in and around the Waltham Police Department; her father, Donnie, was a longtime officer with the department. But although he’d inspired her to enter police work, he wasn’t around during the fall of 2004. As a member of the U.S. Army Reserves who  supported Special Forces operations, Donnie Doherty was doing a tour of duty in Afghanistan.

Kerri Doherty had applied to the cadet program after graduating high school in 2003. Though she wasn’t completely sure about becoming a police officer, she’d wanted to give it a try just the same. She liked the variety in the work. Some days she took calls for service, the calls that came in on the police department’s business line from people who needed police assistance of a non-emergency type, mostly people calling to report lost cell phones or lodge a complaint about their neighbors. Cadets took down notes by hand from those calls and then typed up reports. Other days, Doherty was charged with running checks for outstanding warrants or keeping track of people who were on probation. Occasionally, she was asked to fingerprint a prisoner or, if no female officer was on duty, do a body search of a female prisoner brought to the station for holding.

Doherty had been working full time, forty hours a week, for almost a year and had started taking night classes at nearby Middlesex Community College. The schedule was grueling, and although she liked her job, she was also considering going to law school.

But her future plans were not on her mind when she was answering calls that came into the police department’s business line in the early afternoon of Tuesday, September 7, 2004. Although the line was not an emergency line, calls were still recorded. So far that day, she had taken calls for shoplifting, petty theft, and a car accident. When the phone rang again, just before 2 p.m., she answered as she had been trained to do.

“Waltham Police cadet Doherty, this line is recorded.”

“OK, are you available to help me?” an official-sounding woman’s voice asked on the other end.

“Yes,” Doherty said, her pen poised.

“This is Lynn Nuti calling from Newton-Wellesley Hospital,” the woman began. “We’d like to report a possible poisoning with ethylene glycol.”

Doherty was surprised that this call hadn’t gone to the 911 call center, especially because it was from a hospital. She repeated the words to herself as she started to write—possible poisoning. She knew her superiors would want complete notes.

“OK,” Doherty said, indicating that she was ready for more information.

Nuti continued, “Due to, the patient did not have a history of, um, depression. Any concerns regarding injuring themselves were not communicated. Life support is going to be discontinued at this time, and it is a high probability that the patient will not survive.”

Doherty was becoming a little frazzled. This was not the typical false-fire-alarm-going-off call she normally got on this phone line. She concentrated on writing down every little detail that Lynn Nuti passed on.

“OK, all right, let me,” Doherty said as she tried to write and process what to do next.

Nuti continued, “We’re going to call the ME. We’re going to encourage the ME to take this case.” Then she gave the cadet the victim’s name. “The last name is Keown, K-E-O-W-N. The first name is Julie.”

Doherty kept writing. “Do you have a date of birth?”

“Date of birth is 5-16-1973.”

Doherty then asked Nuti for a contact number, because although calls to the emergency 911 line were traceable, those to the business line were not, and Nuti rattled off the number to the hospital.

“I’m going to send an officer to you,” Doherty told her, before realizing that the hospital was actually in the neighboring city, not Waltham. “Actually, you didn’t call Newton Police, did you?”

Nuti explained that she had called Waltham because Julie Keown lived there.

“All right, can you just hold on one second?” Doherty asked. “I just want to make sure we would send someone or if because you’re in Newton, we would have a Newton officer go up there. Let me just double-check, OK?”

Doherty put the call on hold while she asked a supervising officer if they would respond. She quickly got back on the phone with Nuti to get directions for the officers who would be sent on the call.

“If they could meet me, I don’t want the policemen in the unit where the family is, we can meet down here,” Nuti said. “The family, I think, also had called the police, just so you’re aware.”

Doherty hadn’t heard anything about the family making a report, but, then again, it wasn’t the type of report she would normally be taking down.

“I’m located in the medical affairs office on the second floor, and I’m right across from medical records,” Nuti told her.

Doherty wrote down the directions.

“OK, all right, we’ll send someone over there right now.”

Doherty hung up the phone and wrote the words “Julie Keown was poisoned with ethylene glycol.”

She had no way of knowing that at that same time, Officer Richard Chiacchio was sitting in the sergeant’s office of the police department’s operations center taking the same report in person from Jack and Nancy Oldag, Julie Keown’s parents.

The Oldags were in a state of shock as they sat before Chiacchio and told him that their healthy, thirty-one-year-old daughter was fighting for her life after being poisoned. They couldn’t fathom how or where Julie could’ve ingested ethylene glycol, which they had been told was  the main ingredient in antifreeze. Julie had been sick for several months with what she believed might have been related to a newly diagnosed kidney disease, but things had taken a turn for the worse over the previous weekend. Doctors in Massachusetts had determined that Julie was suffering from a mild form of kidney disease called focal segmental glomerulosclerosis, which accounted for test results that showed elevated protein levels and blood in her urine during prior doctors’ visits in the late 1990s. The preexisting condition, which Julie had been unaware of until the summer of 2004, did not however account for the much more serious level of kidney decline seen when Julie went to the hospital on both August 20, 2004, and September 4, 2004. After getting a call from their son-in-law, James, with news that Julie had been admitted to the hospital and was on a respirator, the Oldags had quickly flown to Boston from their soybean farm in Plattsburg, Missouri, just outside Kansas City.

During a layover in Chicago, they had called James to check in on Julie, and he’d told them that she’d suffered a seizure and was unresponsive. By the time the couple called James from a cab on the way to the hospital in Boston, doctors had decided that Julie was the victim of ethylene glycol poisoning.

Jack Oldag was at a loss for how his daughter could have gotten antifreeze into her system. Julie, the Oldags told Chiacchio, had been an intensive care nurse until two years before. Since then, she had been working from home for Cerner, a hospital software design company, based in Kansas City. Their daughter and son-in-law had moved in January to Waltham, outside of Boston, because James was attending Harvard University.

Jack had asked James where the antifreeze could have come from. James didn’t have an answer, but he did tell his father-in-law that over the weekend Julie had gone  missing and he couldn’t find her in the house. When he’d gone outside to check the yard, he’d seen Julie walking back to the house. He’d asked her where she had been, and she told him she’d gone for a walk because it made her feel better.

The Oldags just wanted to find out what had happened to Julie. They would later acknowledge that they were worried that the police in the large city would not take their daughter’s case seriously. They wondered if the police in Waltham would really care what happened to a simple farm girl from Missouri.
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