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RAPE
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An 18yearold said she was attacked at knifepoint. Then
she said she made it up. That’s where our story begins.
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LYNNWOOD, WASHINGTON

to court with her that
day, except her public defender.
No one came

She was 18 years old, charged with a gross misdemeanor,
punishable by up to a year in jail.
Rarely do misdemeanors draw notice. Her case was one of 4,859
filed in 2008 in Lynnwood Municipal Court, a place where the
judge says the goal is “to correct behavior — to make Lynnwood a
better, safer, healthier place to live, work, shop and visit.”
But her misdemeanor had made the news, and made her an
object of curiosity or, worse, scorn. It had cost her the newfound
independence she was savoring after a life in foster homes. It had
cost her sense of worth. Each ring of the phone seemed to
announce another friendship, lost. A friend from 10th grade
called to ask: How could you lie about something like that? Marie
— that’s her middle name, Marie — didn’t say anything. She just
listened, then hung up. Even her foster parents now doubted her.
She doubted herself, wondering if there was something in her
that needed to be fixed.
She had reported being raped in her apartment by a man who
had bound and gagged her. Then, confronted by police with
inconsistencies in her story, she had conceded it might have been
a dream. Then she admitted making the story up. One TV
newscast announced, “A Western Washington woman has
confessed that she cried wolf when it came to her rape she
reported earlier this week.” She had been charged with filing a
false report, which is why she was here today, to accept or turn
down a plea deal.
Her lawyer was surprised she had been charged. Her story hadn’t
hurt anyone — no suspects arrested, or even questioned. His
guess was, the police felt used. They don’t appreciate having their
time wasted.
The prosecution’s offer was this: If she met certain conditions for
the next year, the charge would be dropped. She would need to
get mental health counseling for her lying. She would need to go
on supervised probation. She would need to keep straight,

breaking no more laws. And she would have to pay $500 to cover
the court’s costs.
Marie wanted this behind her.
She took the deal.
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GOLDEN, COLORADO

on a wintry
day in January 2011, Detective Stacy
A little after 1 p.m.

Galbraith approached a long,
anonymous row of apartment
buildings that spilled up a low hill
in a Denver suburb. Snow covered
the ground in patches. It was
blustery, and biting cold. She was
there to investigate a report of rape.
Galbraith spotted the victim standing in the thin sunlight outside
her ground floor apartment. She was young, dressed in a brown,
full-length coat. She clutched a bag of her belongings in one
hand. She looked calm, unflustered. Galbraith introduced herself.
Police technicians were swarming the apartment. Galbraith
suggested that she and the victim escape the icy gusts in a nearby
unmarked patrol car.
The woman told Galbraith she was 26 years old, an engineering
student on winter break from a nearby college. She had been

alone in her apartment the previous evening. After cooking green
mung beans for dinner, she curled up in bed for a marathon of
“Desperate Housewives” and “The Big Bang Theory” until
drifting off. At around 8 a.m., she was jolted awake by a man who
had jumped on her back, pinning her to the bed. He wore a black
mask that seemed more like a scarf fastened tight around his face.
He gripped a silver and black gun. “Don’t scream. Don’t call or I’ll
shoot you,” he told her.
He moved deliberately. He tied her hands loosely behind her.
From a large black bag, he took out thigh-high stockings, clear
plastic high heels with pink ribbons, lubrication, a box of moist
towelettes and bottled water. Over the next four hours, he raped
her repeatedly. He documented the assault with a digital camera
and threatened to post the pictures online if she contacted the
police. Afterward, he ordered her to brush her teeth and wash
herself in the shower. By the time she exited the bathroom, he
had gone. He had taken her sheets and bedding. She clearly
remembered one physical detail about him: a dark mark on his
left calf the size of an egg.
Galbraith listened to the woman with a sense of alarm. The attack
was so heinous; the attacker so practiced. There was no time to
waste. Sitting close to her in the front seat of the car, Galbraith
carefully brushed the woman’s face with long cotton swabs to
collect any DNA traces that might remain. Then she drove her to
St. Anthony North Hospital. The woman underwent a special
forensic examination to collect more DNA evidence. Before she
left with a nurse, the woman warned Galbraith, “I think he’s done
this before.”
Galbraith returned to the crime scene. A half-dozen officers and
technicians were now at work. They were knocking on neighbors’
doors, snapping photographs in the apartment, digging through
garbage bins, swabbing the walls, the windows, everywhere for
DNA. In the snow, they found a trail of footprints leading to and
from the back of the apartment through an empty field. They
spraypainted the prints fluorescent orange to make them stand
out, then took pictures. It was not much. But something. One
officer suggested a bathroom break. “Just keep working!”
Galbraith insisted.
As she headed home that night, Galbraith’s mind raced. “Who is
this guy?” she asked herself. “How am I going to find him?”
Galbraith often volunteered to take rape cases. She was a wife, a

mother. She was good at empathizing with the victims, who were
overwhelmingly women. Most had been assaulted by a boyfriend,
an old flame, or someone they had met at a club. Those
investigations often boiled down to an issue of consent. Had the
woman said “yes”? They were tough for cops and prosecutors.
Juries were hesitant to throw someone in prison when it was one
person’s word against another’s. Rapes by strangers were
uncommon — about 13 percent of cases. But there was still the
issue of the woman’s story. Was she telling the truth? Or
fabricating a ruse to cover a sexual encounter gone wrong?

DET. STACY GALBRAITH

Galbraith was the lead detective for the rape case in Golden, Colo. She
listened carefully to her victim.

In that way, rape cases were unlike most other crimes. The
credibility of the victim was often on trial as much as the guilt of
the accused. And on the long, fraught trail between crime and
conviction, the first triers of fact were the cops. An investigating
officer had to figure out if the victim was telling the truth.
Galbraith had a simple rule: listen and verify. “A lot of times
people say, ‘Believe your victim, believe your victim,’” Galbraith
said. “But I don’t think that that’s the right standpoint. I think it’s
listen to your victim. And then corroborate or refute based on
how things go.”
At home, her husband David had done the dishes and put the
kids to bed. They sank down on separate couches in their living
room. Galbraith recounted the day’s events. The attacker had
been cunning, attempting to erase any traces of DNA from the
scene. Before he left, he showed the student how he broke in
through a sliding glass door. He suggested she put a dowel into
the bottom track to keep out future intruders. The victim had
described him as a “gentleman,” Galbraith said. “He’s going to be
hard to find,” she thought.
David Galbraith was used to such bleak stories. They were both
cops, after all. He worked in Westminster, some 15 miles to the
northeast. Golden and Westminster were middle class bedroom
towns wedged between Denver’s downtown skyscrapers and the
looming Rockies.
This time, though, there was something different. As David
listened, he realized that the details of the case were unsettlingly
familiar. He told his wife to call his department first thing in the
morning.
“We have one just like that,” he said.

LYNNWOOD, WASHINGTON

She does not know

if she attended

kindergarten.
She remembers being hungry and
eating dog food.
She reports entering foster care at
age six or seven.
The report on Marie’s life — written by a mental health expert
who interviewed her for five hours — is written with clinical
detachment, describing her life before she entered foster care ...
She met her biological father only once.
She reports not knowing much about her biological mother, who
she said would often leave her in the care of boyfriends.
She was sexually and physically abused.
… and after, with:
adult caregivers and professionals coming in and then out of her
life, some distressing or abusive experiences, and a general lack of
permanency.
“I moved a lot when I was younger,” Marie says in an interview. “I
was in group homes, too. About two of those and probably 10 or
11 foster homes.”
“I was on like seven different drugs. And Zoloft is an adult drug —
I was on that at 8.”
Marie has two brothers and a sister on her mother’s side.
Sometimes she was placed in foster homes with her siblings.
More often they were separated.
No one really explained why she was being moved, or what was
going on. She was just moved.
After Marie became a teenager, her years of upheaval appeared at

an end. Her foster family was going to adopt her. “I really loved
the family and I made a lot of friends,” Marie says.
The first day of the first year of high school fills many students
with anxiety. Marie couldn’t wait for it. She had gotten all the
classes she wanted. She had a social circle. She felt like she
belonged.
But on the first day, a support counselor came to the school and
told Marie the family had lost its foster care license. She couldn’t
live with them anymore. The counselor couldn’t offer any more
details.
“I pretty much just cried,” Marie says. “I basically had 20 minutes
to pack my stuff and go.”
Until something more permanent could be found, Marie moved
in with Shannon McQuery and her husband in Bellevue, a
booming, high-tech suburb east of Seattle. Shannon, a real estate
agent and longtime foster mom, had met Marie through meetings
for kids with troubled pasts and had sensed a kindred spirit.
Shannon and Marie were both “kind of goofy,” Shannon says.
“We could laugh at each other and make fun. We were a lot alike.”
Despite all Marie had been through, “she wasn’t bitter,” Shannon
says. She kept in touch with previous foster families. She could
carry on a conversation with adults. She didn’t have to be pushed
out the door to school.
But no matter her affection for Marie, Shannon knew they
couldn’t keep her, because the foster child already in their home
required so much care. “We were really sad that we weren’t able
to have her with us,” Shannon says.
Marie left Shannon’s home after a couple of weeks to move in
with Peggy Cunningham, who worked as a children’s advocate at
a homeless shelter and lived in Lynnwood, a smaller suburb
about 15 miles north of Seattle. She was Peggy’s first foster child.
“I was preparing for a baby. I had a crib — and they gave me a 16year-old,” Peggy says, with a laugh. “And it was fine. I have a
background in mental health and I’ve been working with kids for
a really long time. And I think the agency just thought, ‘She can
handle it.’ So.”
At first, Marie didn’t want to live with Peggy. Marie was used to

being around other kids. Peggy didn’t have any. Marie liked dogs.
Peggy had two cats. “Our personalities didn’t match at first
either,” Marie says. “It was hard to get along. For me it seems like
people read me differently than I see myself.”
Peggy, who had received a file two to three inches thick
documenting Marie’s history, was surprised at how well she was
coping. Marie was into boys, drawing and music, be it rock,
country, or Christian. “She was very bubbly and full of energy, but
she also had her moments where she could be very intense,”
Peggy says. Like kids most everywhere, Marie wanted to fit in. She
picked out a feminine white coat with a fur collar because she
thought that’s what girls were supposed to wear, but then kept
the coat in the closet when she realized it wasn’t.
Recognizing that Marie’s high school wasn’t a great fit — “pretty
cliquey,” Peggy says — Peggy found an alternative school that
was. Marie settled in. She remained close with Shannon, who
would joke that she and Peggy were raising Marie together —
Shannon the fun one (let’s go boating), Peggy the disciplinarian
(be home by …).
Through friends, Marie met Jordan Schweitzer, a high school
student working at a McDonald’s. In time, they became boyfriend
and girlfriend. “She was just a nice person to have around. She
was always nice to talk to,” Jordan says.
Marie figures her happiest years were when she was 16 and 17,
and the happiest day may have been one she spent with her best
friend, another high school student who was teaching Marie the
fine points of camerawork.

“I would spend hours at the beach watching the sunset go down
and that was one of my favorite things. There was a particular
photo that I really liked that she took. We went to the ocean, it
was like 7 o’clock at night, I don’t know what we were thinking, I
got in there and I jumped out and swung my hair back.”
Instead of finishing high school, Marie went for her GED. She was
17, starting to stay out late, worrying Peggy, creating tension
between the two. In the spring of 2008, Marie turned 18. She
could have stayed with Peggy, provided she abided by certain
rules. But Marie wanted to set out on her own.
Peggy, searching online, discovered a pilot program called
Project Ladder. Launched the year before, the program was
designed to help young adults who had grown up in foster care

transition to living on their own. Case managers would show
participants the dos and don’ts of shopping for groceries,
handling a credit card, buying insurance. “The rules about life,”
Marie says. Best of all, Project Ladder provided subsidized
housing, with each member getting a one-bedroom apartment.
“This was a godsend,” Peggy says.
There were few slots, but Marie secured one. She was a little
scared, but any trepidation was tempered by a sense of pride. She
moved into the Alderbrooke Apartments, a woodsy complex that
advertises proximity to a mall and views of the Cascades. She also
landed her first job, offering food samples to customers at Costco.
Six hours on her feet didn’t bother her. She enjoyed chatting with
people, free from pressure to sell.
So many kids, institutionalized, wound up on drugs or in jail.
Marie had made it through.
“It was just nice to be on my own and not have all the rules that I
had had being in foster care,” Marie says. “It was just like,
freedom.
“It was awesome.”
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The morning after

the rape in

Golden, Galbraith hurried to work
to follow up her husband’s lead. At
9:07 a.m. she sent an email to the
Westminster Police Department.
The subject line was pleading: “Sex
Aslt Similars?”
Westminster Detective Edna Hendershot had settled into her
morning with her Starbucks usual: a Venti, upside-down, skinny
caramel macchiato. She read the email and her mind shot back
five months, to a crisp Tuesday in August 2010. She had
responded to a report of a rape at a blue-collar apartment
complex in the northwest corner of her city. A 59-year-old woman
told her that she had been asleep in her home when a man
jumped on her back. He wore a black mask. He tied her hands.
He stole her pink Sony Cyber-shot camera and used it to take
pictures of her. Afterward, he made her take a shower. He picked
up a kitchen timer and set it to let her know when she could get
out. “I guess you won’t leave your windows open in the future,”
the man told the woman, who had recently been widowed.

SGT. EDNA HENDERSHOT

Hendershot had investigated more than 100 rapes in her career when
she paired up with Galbraith.

There was more. Hendershot remembered that while
investigating her case, an officer had alerted her to an incident in
October 2009 in Aurora, a suburb on the other side of Denver.
There, a 65-year-old woman told police that she had been raped
in her apartment by a man with a black scarf wrapped around his
face. He tied her hands with a ribbon. He took pictures and
threatened to post them on the Internet. During the attack, he
knocked a yellow teddy bear off a desk in her bedroom. “You
should get help,” the woman, a house mother at a local fraternity,
told the man. “It’s too late for that,” he replied.

Cops can be protective about their cases, fearing that information
could be leaked that would jeopardize their investigations. They
often don’t know about, or fail to use, an FBI database created
years ago to help catch repeat offenders. Between one-fourth to
two-thirds of rapists are serial attackers, studies show.
But Hendershot right away recognized the potential in
collaborating and in using every tool possible. “Two heads, three
heads, four heads, sometimes are better than one, right?” she
said. So did Galbraith. Her department was small — a little more
than 40 officers serving a town of about 20,000. It only made
sense to join forces. “I have no qualms with asking for help,”
Galbraith said. “Let’s do what we can do to catch him.”
A week later, Galbraith, Hendershot and Aurora Detective Scott
Burgess gathered around a conference table in the Westminster
Police Department. They compared investigations. The
descriptions of the attacker were similar. So, too, his methods.
But there was a clincher: the woman in Galbraith’s case had
remained as focused as possible during her ordeal, memorizing
details. She recalled the camera that the attacker had used to take
photos. It was a pink Sony digital camera — a description that fit
the model stolen from the apartment of the Westminster victim.
Galbraith and Hendershot hadn’t known each other before the
meeting. But the hunt for the rapist united them. As female cops,
both women were members of a sorority within a fraternity. The
average law enforcement agency in America is about 13 percent
female. Police ranks remain overwhelmingly male, often
hierarchical and militaristic. But both women had found a place
for themselves. They had moved up in the ranks.
The two bonded naturally. Both were outgoing. They cracked fast
jokes and smiled fast smiles. Galbraith was younger. She crackled
energy. She would move “a hundred miles an hour in one
direction,” a colleague said. Hendershot was more experienced.
She’d worked more than 100 rape cases in her career. Careful,
diligent, exacting — she complemented Galbraith. “Sometimes
going a hundred miles an hour, you miss some breadcrumbs,”
the same colleague noted.
Their initial attempts to identify the attacker faltered. Golden
police obtained a surveillance tape showing the entrance to the
apartment complex where Galbraith’s victim had been attacked.
A fellow detective sat through more than 12 hours of blurry

footage. He laboriously counted 261 vehicles and people coming
and going on the night of the incident. There was one possible
lead. In the predawn hours, a white Mazda pickup truck
appeared 10 times. Maybe it was the attacker waiting for the
woman to fall asleep? But efforts to identify the vehicle’s owner
failed. The license plate was unreadable.
As the weeks passed, the dead ends continued. Hendershot
turned to the database meant to capture serial rapists by linking
cases in different jurisdictions. It turned up only bad leads.
Frustration grew. “Someone else is going to get hurt,” Galbraith
worried to herself.
By late January, the detectives decided they needed to broaden
their scope. Hendershot asked one of her department’s crime
analysts to scour nearby agencies for similar crimes. The analyst
turned up an incident in Lakewood, another Denver suburb, that
occurred about a month before the rape in Westminster. At the
time, police had labeled the case a burglary. But in fresh light, it
appeared very much like a failed rape attempt, committed by an
attacker who closely resembled the description of the rapist. The
analyst shot Hendershot a message, “You need to come to talk to
me right now.”
The report detailed how a 46-year-old artist had been accosted in
her home by a man with a knife. He wore a black mask. He tried
to bind her wrists. But when the man looked away, the woman
jumped out of her bedroom window. She broke three ribs and
punctured a lung in the seven-foot fall to the ground, but
managed to escape.
Investigators at the scene uncovered a few, tenuous pieces of
evidence. Thundershowers had soaked the area before the attack.
Police found shoe prints in the soft, damp soil outside the
woman’s bedroom. On a window, they found honeycomb marks.
Honeycomb marks. Hendershot seized on them. Westminster
crime scene investigators had discovered similar marks on the
window of the victim’s apartment. Hendershot asked for a
comparison. The marks at the two crime scenes were the same.
They also appeared similar to prints from a pair of Under Armour
gloves that a Lakewood investigator, on a hunch, had discovered
at a Dick’s Sporting Goods.
Galbraith checked out the footprints left at the Lakewood scene.

They matched the footprints in the snow outside her victim’s
apartment in Golden. She sent images of the shoe prints to
crimeshoe.com, a website that promised to move an investigation
“from an unidentified scene-of-crime shoeprint to detailed
footwear information in one simple step.” The site, now defunct,
identified the prints as having been made by a pair of Adidas ZX
700 mesh shoes, available in stores after March 2005.
By the end of January 2011, the detectives had connected four
rapes over a 15-month period across Denver’s suburbs. The trail
started in Aurora, east of Denver, on Oct. 4, 2009, with the 65year-old woman. It picked up nine months later and 22 miles to
the west, when the rapist attacked the artist in Lakewood. A
month after that the 59-year-old widow was raped in
Westminster, some 10 miles to the north. And then, finally, in
January 2011 came the attack on the 26-year-old in Golden, about
15 miles southwest of Westminster. If you drew a map, it was
almost like the rapist was circling the compass points of Denver’s
suburbs.

A PARTNERSHIP FORMS

When Det. Stacy Galbraith and Sgt. Edna Hendershot figured out that
a serial rapist was at work, they joined with other Colorado detectives
to hunt him down. “Two heads, three heads, four heads, sometimes
are better than one, right?” Hendershot said.

Galbraith and Hendershot turned to DNA to identify the serial
rapist. The detectives had thoroughly examined their crime
scenes. Technicians had swabbed window panes, doorknobs,
even toilet handles — anything that the attacker might have
touched. But the man was familiar with the ways of law
enforcement, perhaps even a cop. He knew to avoid leaving his
DNA at the scene. He used wet wipes to clean up his ejaculate. He
ordered the women to shower. He took their clothing and
bedding with him when he left.
He had been punctilious. But not perfect. The attacker had left
behind the tiniest traces of himself. The technicians recovered
three samples of so-called touch DNA, as few as seven or eight
cells of skin that can be analyzed with modern laboratory
techniques.
One sample was collected from the kitchen timer in Westminster.
A second came from the victim in Golden. And one came from
the teddy bear in Aurora.

AUGUST 11, 2008

LYNNWOOD, WASHINGTON

9 on a Monday
morning, two Lynnwood police
A little before

detectives responded to a report of
rape at the Alderbrooke
Apartments. A couple of other
officers were already there,

protecting the crime scene. A K-9
officer was outside, his dog trying to
pick up a scent.
The detectives, Sgt. Jeffrey Mason and Jerry Rittgarn, found the
victim, Marie, on a couch, in a blanket, crying off and on. She was
accompanied by her foster mother, Peggy Cunningham, and by
Wayne Nash, her case manager with Project Ladder.
Marie, who had turned 18 three months before, told police she
had been talking on the phone much of the night with her friend
Jordan. After finally falling asleep, she was awakened by a man
with a knife — and then tied up, blindfolded, gagged and raped.
The man wore a condom, she believed. As for what her attacker
looked like, Marie could offer few details. White man, gray
sweater. The attack seemed to last a long time, Marie told police,
but she couldn’t say for sure. It was all a blur.
Marie said that after the rapist left she had managed, with her
feet, to retrieve some scissors from a cabinet’s bottom drawer; she
cut herself free, then tried calling Jordan. When Jordan didn’t
answer, Marie called her foster mother, then her upstairs
neighbor, who came down to Marie’s apartment and called 911.
Mason, then 39, had spent his years mostly in patrol and
narcotics. His longest law-enforcement stint had been with a
small police department in Oregon, where he served for almost
nine years and received a medal of valor. He was hired by
Lynnwood in 2003, and served on a narcotics task force. He was
promoted to sergeant — and transferred to the Criminal
Investigations Division — six weeks before the report of Marie's
assault. He had previously worked only one or two rape cases. But
this investigation was his to lead.
Rittgarn had been with the department for 11 years, the last four
as a detective. He had previously worked as a technician in the
aerospace industry. Before that, he had served in the Marine
Corps, specializing in helicopter avionics.
The Lynnwood Police Department had 79 sworn officers, serving
a city of about 34,000 people. In 2008, Marie’s case was one of 10
rape reports the department fielded; with so few, the Criminal

Investigations Division didn’t have a separate sex crimes unit.
By the time Marie reported being assaulted, sex crime specialists
had developed protocols that recognized the challenges and
sensitivity of investigating rape cases. These guidelines, available
to all police departments, detailed common missteps.
Investigators, one guide advised, should not assume that a true
victim will be hysterical rather than calm; able to show clear signs
of physical injury; and certain of every detail. Some victims
confuse fine points or even recant. Nor should police get lost in
stereotypes — believing, for example, that an adult victim will be
more believable than an adolescent.
Police should not interrogate victims or threaten to use a
polygraph device. Lie-detector tests are especially unreliable with
people who have been traumatized, and can destroy the victim’s
trust in law enforcement. Many states bar police from using them
with rape victims.
Police, walking around Marie’s apartment, discovered that the
rear sliding glass door was unlocked and slightly ajar. It led to a
back porch, with a wooden railing that was covered with dirt —
except one part, about three feet wide, where it looked like maybe
someone had brushed the surface while climbing over. On the
bed officers found a shoestring — used, apparently, to bind
Marie. On top of a computer monitor they found a second
shoestring, tied to a pair of underwear, the apparent blindfold or
gag. Both laces had come from Marie’s black tennis shoes, in the
living room. Next to the bed was a black-handled knife. Marie
said the knife was hers — that it had come from the kitchen, and
was what the rapist had used to threaten her. Police found
Marie’s purse on the bedroom floor, her wallet on the bed and
her learner’s permit, for some reason removed from her wallet,
on a bedroom window sill.

Mason told Marie she needed to go to the hospital for a sexual
assault examination. After Marie left, accompanied by her foster
mom and case manager, the detectives helped process the scene.
Looking for a condom or its wrapper, Rittgarn checked the
bathroom, trash cans and a nearby hillside, but came up empty.
The dog, outside, had tracked to the south, toward an office
building, but was unable to lead officers to anything that might
identify the rapist.
At the hospital, medical staff collected more than a dozen swabs
from Marie. Labs were taken for hepatitis, chlamydia, HIV. Marie
received Zithromax and Suprax for possible exposure to sexually
transmitted diseases, and an emergency contraceptive pill.
The medical report noted abrasions to Marie’s wrists and to her
vagina. The bruising on her right wrist measured 6.5 centimeters,
or about 2.5 inches, the one on her left, 7 centimeters.
During the exam, the medical report said, Marie was “alert and
oriented, and in no acute distress.”
On the day she reported being raped, Marie phoned Shannon,

her former foster mom, after getting back from the hospital. “She
called and said, ‘I’ve been raped,’” Shannon says. “There was just
no emotion. It was like she was telling me that she’d made a
sandwich.” That Marie wasn’t hysterical, or even upset, made
Shannon wonder if Marie was telling the truth.
The next day, when Shannon saw Marie at her apartment, her
doubts intensified. In the kitchen, when Shannon walked in,
Marie didn’t meet her gaze. “That seemed very strange,”
Shannon says. “We would always hug and she would look you
right in the eye.” In the bedroom, Marie seemed casual, with
nothing to suggest that something horrible had happened there.
Outside, Marie “was on the grass, rolling around and giggling and
laughing,” Shannon says. And when the two went to buy new
bedding — Marie’s old bedding having been taken as evidence —
Marie became furious when she couldn’t find the same set. “Why
would you want to have the same sheets and bedspread to look at
every day when you’d been raped on this bed set?” Shannon
thought to herself.
Peggy, too, was mystified by Marie’s demeanor. When Marie
called her on that first day, before the police arrived, “she was
crying and I could barely hear her,” Peggy says. “Her voice was
like this little tiny voice, and I couldn’t really tell. It didn’t sound
real to me. … It sounded like a lot of drama, too, in some ways.”
At the time, Peggy had new foster children — two sisters, both
teenagers. Not long before, Marie had accompanied Peggy and
the sisters and Peggy’s boyfriend on a picnic. To Peggy’s mind,
Marie had spent the afternoon trying to get attention — so much
so that Peggy now wondered if this was more of the same, only
more desperate.
After rushing to the apartment that morning, Peggy found Marie
on the floor, crying. “But it was so strange because I sat down next
to her, and she was telling me what happened, and I got this —
I’m a big Law & Order fan, and I just got this really weird feeling,”
Peggy says. “It was like, I felt like she was telling me the script of a
Law & Order story.” Part of it was what Marie was saying. Why
would a rapist use shoelaces to tie her up? And part of it was how
Marie was saying it: “She seemed so detached and removed
emotionally.”
The two women who had helped raise Marie talked on the phone.
Peggy told Shannon she had doubts. Shannon said she did, too.
Neither had known Marie to be a liar — to exaggerate, sure, to

want attention, sure — but now, both knew they weren’t alone in
wondering if Marie had made this up.
On Aug. 12, the day after Marie reported being raped, Sgt.
Mason’s telephone rang. The caller “related that [Marie] had a
past history of trying to get attention and the person was
questioning whether the ‘rape’ had occurred,” Mason later wrote.
Mason’s report didn’t identify the caller — but the caller was
Peggy.
She called police to share her concerns. Mason then came to her
home and interviewed her in person. When she told police of her
skepticism, she asked to be treated anonymously. “I didn’t want it
to get back to Marie,” Peggy says. “I was trying to be a good
citizen, actually. You know? I didn’t want them to waste their
resources on something that might be, you know, this personal
drama going on.”
In addition, Mason had received a tip that Marie was unhappy
with her apartment. Maybe she was making up the rape to get
moved to a new one.
On Aug. 13, Marie met with Mason at the Lynnwood police
station and turned in a written statement, describing what
happened. The statement was only one page. But to Mason, there
was one critical passage. Marie wrote that the attacker said she
could untie herself once he was gone:
After he left I grabbed my phone (which was right next to my head)
with my mouth and I tried to call Jordan back. He didn’t answer so
I called my foster mom. … She came right away. I got off the phone
with her and tried to untie myself.
This didn’t square with what Marie had previously told Mason.
Before, she told the detective she had tried calling Jordan after
cutting the laces. In this written statement, she described calling
him while still tied up.
Later that day, Mason talked to Rittgarn, his fellow detective, and
said that — based on Marie’s inconsistencies, and based on what
he had learned from Peggy and Jordan — he now believed Marie
had made up the story.
The fear of false rape accusations has a long history in the legal
system. In the 1600s, England’s chief justice, Matthew Hale,

warned that rape “is an accusation easily to be made and hard to
be proved, and harder to be defended by the party accused.”
Judges in the U.S. read the so-called Hale warning to juries until
the 1980s. But most recent research suggests that false reporting
is relatively rare. FBI figures show that police annually declare
around 5 percent of rape cases unfounded, or baseless. Social
scientists examining police records in detail and using
methodologically rigorous standards cite similar, single-digit
rates.
The next morning, Mason went to Jordan’s home to interview
him. Jordan told the detective that he and Marie had stopped
dating a couple months back but remained good friends. He said
nothing about doubting Marie’s story, according to Mason’s
written summary. But he did say Marie had told him: When she
tried calling him that morning, she had used her toes, because
she was tied up.
Later that day — Aug. 14, three days after Marie reported being
raped — Mason called Marie, to ask if they could meet. He said
he could come and pick her up, to take her to the police station.
“Am I in trouble?” Marie asked the detective.

FEBRUARY 9, 2011

WESTMINSTER, COLORADO

On Feb. 9, 2011,

more than a

dozen cops and agents from the FBI
and the Colorado Bureau of
Investigation gathered in a briefing
room at the Westminster police
station to discuss the state of the

investigation.
The news was not great. After a five-week crush, there were few
leads and no suspects. The analysis of the touch DNA produced
mixed results. The samples narrowed the field of suspects to
males belonging to the same paternal family line. But there was
not enough genetic material to identify a single individual. Thus
the results couldn’t be entered into the FBI’s nationwide DNA
database to check for a match to a suspect.
Galbraith was hopeful. At least it was concrete now. The same
person was at work. “It’s huge,” she said. “But not enough.”
As the meeting drew to a close, a young crime analyst from the
Lakewood police department stood up. She had conducted a
search for any reports of suspicious vehicles or prowlers within a
quarter mile of the Lakewood victim’s home for the previous six
months. She had turned up something. But she didn’t know if it
was important.
Three weeks before the attempted rape in Lakewood, a woman
had called police late in the evening to report a suspicious pickup
truck parked on the street with a man inside. Police checked it
out, but the man was gone. The officer filed a brief report on the
vehicle. What had attracted the analyst’s attention was the
location of the pickup. It was parked half a block from the
Lakewood victim’s house, by an empty field adjacent to her
backyard.
The pickup was a 1993 white Mazda.
It was registered to a Lakewood man named Marc Patrick
O’Leary.

1993 MAZDA PICKUP

Surveillance stills show a 1993 Mazda driving around the apartment
complex in Golden, Colo. where a 26-year-old engineering student was
raped. The passenger-side mirror looked bent.
GOLDEN POLICE DEPARTMENT

The investigation instantly turned urgent. Could the detectives
connect O’Leary’s Mazda with the blurry image of the white
Mazda in the surveillance footage from Golden? Aaron Hassell,
the detective on the Lakewood case, raced back to his office.
Lakewood patrol cars had cameras that automatically took
pictures of every license plate they passed. The result was a
searchable database of thousands of tag numbers indexed by
time and location. Hassell typed in the license plate number from
the Lakewood report: 935VHX. He got a hit. A Lakewood patrol
car had snapped a picture of O’Leary standing by his white
Mazda in the driveway of his house — only two hours after the
August attack on the widow in Westminster.
Hassell transmitted the image to Galbraith. Carefully, she
compared O’Leary’s white Mazda to the surveillance tape. One
freeze frame showed that her white Mazda had a broken
passenger side mirror. So, too, did O’Leary’s truck. Both vehicles
had ball hitches on the back. Both had smudges on the back in
the same place — perhaps a bumper sticker that had been torn
off.
“That’s our guy,” Galbraith said.
Hendershot discovered the Lakewood patrol car had snapped its
picture as O’Leary was headed to a nearby branch of the
Colorado Department of Motor Vehicles. DMV records showed
O’Leary sat for a driver’s license mugshot about four hours after
the Westminster attack. The photo showed a 6-foot-1 man with
hazel eyes. He was 32 years old and 220 pounds. He wore a white
T-shirt. The physical description closely matched the
descriptions provided by the victims. And the Westminster widow
had told Hendershot that her attacker wore a white T-shirt during
her assault.
Hendershot did not want to be too hasty. “I’m encouraged, I’m
excited,” she said. But “I haven’t made my decision yet, that yay,
we’ve got the guy.” Over the next 24 hours, more than a dozen
investigators threw their collective effort and experience into
finding out everything possible about O’Leary. O’Leary had no
criminal record. He was not a registered sex offender. He had

served in the Army. Galbraith and her husband David once again
faced each other on the couches in their living room. They used
laptops to search for any references to O’Leary, each using a
different search engine. Before long, David stumbled onto
something. O’Leary had purchased a pornography website in
September 2008. They wondered whether it contained photos of
his victims.
The investigators decided to try to get a sample of O’Leary’s DNA.
Though the degraded DNA lifted from the crime scenes could not
definitively match O’Leary’s DNA, it could show that a male from
his family line had most likely committed the crime. If detectives
could eliminate O’Leary’s male relatives, they could place
O’Leary at the scene of the crimes with a high degree of certainty.
“We still have to make that definitive identification,” Hendershot
said.
On the morning of Friday, Feb. 11, FBI agents were surveilling
O’Leary’s house. It was a small, single-story home with gray
siding half a block from a gas station, an auto body shop and a
carniceria in a beat-down neighborhood. A low chain-link fence
surrounded it. Tall, winter-bare trees towered above the roof. Just
after noon, the agents saw a woman and a man who looked like
O’Leary leave. They tailed the pair to a nearby restaurant, and
watched them eat. When they finished, the agents raced in. They
grabbed the drinking cups from the table. The rims would have
traces of his DNA.
While the agents were following the man believed to be Marc
O’Leary, another FBI agent knocked on the door of the home. He
planned to install a surveillance camera nearby and wanted to
make sure that nobody was around. Unexpectedly, a man came
to the door. He looked like Marc O’Leary. Confused, the agent fell
back on a practiced ruse. He told the man he was canvassing the
neighborhood to warn of a burglar in the area. The man
introduced himself. He was Marc O’Leary. His brother, Michael
O’Leary, had just left to get lunch with his girlfriend. O’Leary
thanked the officer for the information and closed the door.

THE O’LEARY HOUSE

Marc O’Leary lived with his brother, who closely resembled him. But
FBI agents didn’t know that when they knocked on the door.

Michael’s appearance was confounding. The investigators hadn’t
known that Michael lived with his brother. Or that he looked so
similar. They decided to run Michael O’Leary’s DNA, collected
from the restaurant glass, against the DNA found at the crime
scenes. Analysts at the Colorado Bureau of Investigation got the
samples. Usually, a DNA analysis took months. But in this case,
they worked through the night. By 2 p.m. on Saturday, they had a
result. The DNA from the cup matched the DNA collected from
the victims. An O’Leary man was responsible. But which one?
Galbraith ruled out the brothers’ father — he was too old and
lived in a different state. But investigators could not yet rule out
Michael as a suspect. It was possible that Michael had committed
the rapes. Or even that Michael and Marc had worked together.

They needed more information.
Galbraith hastily typed up a search warrant to enter the brothers’
home. It was dark outside when she finished. She called the judge
who was on duty for the weekend. He insisted on a fax. Galbraith
rushed to a Safeway near her house to send the warrant. The
judge signed it at 10 p.m. on Saturday.
She knew exactly what she was looking for. She trusted her
victim’s memory. The dark mark on his leg.
She emailed a crime analyst at another police department, “I so
want to see this guy’s leg! BAD.”

AUGUST 14, 2008

LYNNWOOD, WASHINGTON

In Sgt. Mason’s experience,

when

someone asked if they were in
trouble, almost always, they were.
When Mason, accompanied by Detective Rittgarn, went to pick
up Marie at about 3:30 p.m., they found her outside her
apartment, sitting on the grass. The three went to the Lynnwood
police station, where the detectives escorted Marie to a
conference room.
From what Mason wrote up later, he wasted little time
confronting Marie, telling her there were inconsistencies between
her statements and accounts from other witnesses. Marie said
she didn’t know of any discrepancies. But she went through the
story again — only this time, saying she believed the rape had
happened instead of saying it for certain. Tearfully, she described
her past — all the foster parents, being raped when she was 7,
getting her own place and feeling alone. Rittgarn told Marie that

her story and the evidence didn’t match. He said he believed she
had made the story up — a spur-of-the-moment thing, not
something planned out. He asked if there was really a rapist
running around the neighborhood that the police should be
looking for. “No,” Marie told him, her voice soft, her eyes down.
“Based on her answers and body language it was apparent that
[Marie] was lying about the rape,” Rittgarn later wrote.
Without reading Marie her rights — you have the right to an
attorney, you have the right to remain silent — the detectives
asked Marie to write out the true story, admitting she had lied,
admitting, in effect, that she had committed a crime. She agreed,
so they left her alone for a few minutes. On the form she filled in
her name, address and social security number, and then she
wrote, in part:
I was talking to Jordan on the phone that night about his day and
just about anything. After I got off the phone with him, I started
thinking about all things I was stressed out and I also was scared
living on my own. When I went to sleep I dreamed that someone
broke in and raped me.
When the detectives returned, they saw that Marie’s new
statement described the rape as a dream, not a lie.
Why didn’t you write that you made the story up? Rittgarn asked.
Marie, crying, said she believed the rape really happened. She
pounded the table and said she was “pretty positive.”
Pretty positive or actually positive? Rittgarn asked.
Maybe the rape happened and I blacked it out, Marie said.
What do you think should happen to someone who would lie
about something like this? Rittgarn asked Marie.
“I should get counseling,” Marie said.
Mason returned to the evidence. He told Marie that her
description of calling Jordan was different from what Jordan had
reported.
Marie, her face in her hands, looked down. Then “her eyes darted
back and forth as if she was thinking of a response.”

The detectives doubled back to what she had said before — about
being stressed, being lonely — and, eventually, Marie appeared
to relax. She stopped crying. She even laughed a little. She
apologized — and agreed to write another statement, leaving no
doubt it was a lie.
I have had a lot of stressful things going on and I wanted to hang
out with someone and no one was able to so I made up this story
and didn’t expect it to go as far as it did. … I don’t know why I
couldn’t have done something different. This was never meant to
happen.
This statement appeared to satisfy the detectives. Rittgarn would
later write, “Based on our interview with [Marie] and the
inconsistencies found by Sgt. Mason in some of the statements
we were confident that [Marie] was now telling us the truth that
she had not been raped.”
To Marie, it seemed the questioning had lasted for hours. She did
what she always did when under stress. She flipped the switch, as
she called it, suppressing all the feelings she didn’t know what to
do with. Before she confessed to making up the story, she
couldn’t look the two detectives, the two men, in the eye.
Afterward, she could. Afterward, she smiled. She went into the
bathroom and cleaned up. Flipping the switch was a relief — and
it would let her leave.
The next day, Marie told Wayne Nash, her case manager at
Project Ladder, that the police didn’t believe her. Recognizing the
jeopardy she was in, she said she wanted a lawyer.
The Project Ladder managers instead reached out to Sgt. Mason.
He told them the evidence didn’t support Marie’s story, and that
she had taken her story back.
But now, Marie wouldn’t give. On Aug. 18, one week after she
reported being raped, she met with the two Project Ladder
managers and insisted she had signed the recantation under
duress. The three then went to the police station so Marie could
recant her recantation — that is, tell detectives that she had been
telling the truth the first time.
While the program managers waited outside, Marie met with
Rittgarn and another officer.
Rittgarn asked Marie what was going on. Marie said she really

had been raped — and began to cry, saying she was having
visions of the man on top of her. She wanted to take a lie detector
test. Rittgarn told Marie that if she took the test and failed, she
would be booked into jail. What’s more, he would recommend
that Project Ladder pull her housing assistance.
Marie backed down. The police officers walked her downstairs,
where the Project Ladder representatives asked if she had been
raped. Marie said no.
After leaving the police station, Marie learned that she still wasn’t
through. There was something else she had to do. The Project
Ladder managers told Marie that if she wanted to stay in the
program — if she wanted to keep her subsidized apartment —
she would have to confess to someone else.

Later that day a meeting was called at the housing complex, with

all of Marie’s peers gathered in a circle. Marie, as directed, told
her fellow participants in Project Ladder that she had lied about
being raped. They didn’t need to worry, she told the group. There
was no one out there who had hurt her and no one who might
hurt them next.
If there was sympathy in the room, Marie sensed it from only one
person, the young woman to her right. The rest was awkward,
excruciating silence.
After the meeting, Marie started walking to a friend’s place. On
her way, she crossed a bridge. She considered jumping.
“Probably the only time I just wanted to die in my life,” she says.
She called a friend and said, “Please come get me before I do
something stupid.” Afterward, Marie hurled her phone over the
side.
Later that month, there was a final surprise. Marie got a letter,
notifying her that she was wanted in court. She had been charged
with false reporting, punishable by up to a year in jail. The
criminal citation was signed by Sgt. Mason. Afterward, the
paperwork went to a small law firm that Lynnwood had hired to
prosecute misdemeanors.
For Mason, his decision to file the citation required no
complicated calculus. He was certain Marie had lied. The police
had spent a lot of resources chasing that lie. The law said her lie
was a crime. Really, it was as simple as that.
There are no firm statistics on how often police arrest women for
making false rape reports, nor on how often prosecutors take
such cases to court. Nobody collects such data. But leading law
enforcement organizations urge caution in filing such charges.
The International Association of Chiefs of Police and the FBI
stress the need for a thorough investigation before discounting a
report of rape. Cops must work as hard to prove a falsehood as
they do to prove a truth.
In practice, many police departments will pursue charges against
women only in extreme circumstances — say, in a highly public
case where a suspect’s reputation has suffered, or where the
police have expended considerable investigative resources. This
reluctance stems from the belief that in rape cases, the biggest
problem is not false reporting, but no reporting. Only about onefifth to one-third of rapes get reported to police, national surveys

show. One reason is that women fear police won’t believe them.
Within days of reporting being raped, Marie had quit her job at
Costco, unable to stand there, looking at people, lost in her head.
Now, her losses mounted.
Project Ladder gave her a 9 p.m. curfew and doubled the number
of times she had to meet with staff.
The media wrote about Marie being charged, without identifying
her. (The Seattle Post-Intelligencer headline read, “Police:
Lynnwood rape report was a hoax.”) Marie’s best friend from
high school — the one who had taught her photography and had
taken that picture of her emerging from the surf — created a
webpage that called Marie a liar, with a photo from Marie’s
Myspace page, with police reports, with Marie’s full name.
Alerted to the site, Marie went into a frenzy, trashing her
apartment.
Marie stopped going to church. “I was mad at God,” she says. She
lost interest in photography. She feared going outdoors. “One
night I did try to walk to the store by myself and felt like I
hallucinated someone following me,” she says. “It freaked me
out. I didn't even get a half mile from my house. I ran home.” At
home she avoided the bedroom, choosing to sleep on the couch
with the lights on.
“I went into this dark hole,” she says.
Self-esteem gave way to self-loathing. She started smoking,
drinking, gaining weight.
For Marie, this was a familiar drill, one she could trace to her
years of being abused as a kid, and to her years in foster care,
bouncing from home to home and school to school. Shut down.
Hold it in. Act like nothing bad had happened, like nothing ever
affected her. Because she craved normalcy, she would bury the
hurt.
Neither Peggy nor Shannon abandoned her, but things weren’t
the same. Marie knew that both had doubted her story, even
before the police had.
For Marie, Shannon’s home had long provided an escape or
respite. Marie and Shannon would walk in the woods, or take out
the boat, then, at day’s end, crash in Shannon’s home. Now,

fearful he could become the target of a wrongful accusation,
Shannon’s husband decided it would be best if Marie no longer
spent the night. “When you become a foster parent, you’re open
to that,” Shannon says.
It fell to Shannon to break the news. Delivering it crushed her.
Receiving it crushed Marie.
In early October, less than two months after Marie was charged
with false reporting, a 63-year-old woman reported being raped
inside her condominium in Kirkland, east of Seattle. The stranger
wore gloves. He held a knife. He tied the woman up — with her
own shoelaces. He took pictures and threatened to post them on
the Internet. For the last two or three months, the woman told
police, she felt as if someone had been following her.
Shannon saw an account of the attack on the television news and
was taken aback. Her father had been the chief of police in Kent,
south of Seattle. She grew up with police, trusted police, knew
how the police worked. She went to her computer, looked up the
number, and called — immediately — to alert police in Kirkland
to Marie’s story, to advise them of all the parallels.
Shannon called Marie and suggested she also contact the
Kirkland police. Marie never did.
“I was just too scared,” Marie says. She’d gone through so much
already. She couldn’t bring herself to meet with the police again
and say anything more. But she did go online and look up what
happened to the woman in Kirkland. When she read the story,
she cried.
A Kirkland detective eventually called Shannon back. Based on
Shannon’s tip, Kirkland investigators had reached out to their
Lynnwood counterparts and had been told the Lynnwood victim
was no victim, the story had been made up.
One of the detectives working the Kirkland case was Audra
Weber. She remembers calling the Lynnwood detectives twice
and being told they didn’t believe Marie’s account. “I just kind of
trusted their judgment, in terms of it’s their case, they know the
details and I don’t,” Weber says. But she remembers being “kind
of shocked” to learn that they had charged Marie. She let it go and
hung up, thinking, “OK, I hope that works out for you guys.”

FEBRUARY 13, 2011

LAKEWOOD, COLORADO

Galbraith knocked on
O’Leary’s door.
At 8:15 a.m.,

“Police. Search warrant. Open the door,” she shouted repeatedly.
Seven cops stood behind her, pressed against the house, their
guns drawn.
After a pause, O’Leary opened the door. He looked confused and
shocked as he stepped out into the bright winter sun. Two dogs, a
small pit bull and a Shar-Pei, tumbled out ahead of him. He wore
a gray hoodie, baggy gray sweatpants and gray slip-on
houseshoes. He was alone.
Galbraith pulled him to the side and patted him down. When she
got to his legs, she raised his pant leg to look.
There it was, on O’Leary’s left calf: a dark birthmark the size of a
large chicken egg.
It was him. He was the rapist. Galbraith flashed a quick thumbs
up.
As an FBI agent confronted him, O’Leary immediately invoked
his right to an attorney. Galbraith had maneuvered herself to
stand behind O’Leary. At 8:35 a.m., she handcuffed him. “You’re
under arrest for burglary and sexual assault which occurred in the
City of Golden on January 5, 2011,” she told him. O’Leary was put
in a patrol car and transported to the Jefferson County Jail.
She was wearing new boots that day. Whenever she looked at
them in the future, she would remember catching O’Leary. For
Galbraith, it was important to be the one who made the arrest. “I
wanted to see the look on his face, I guess,” she said. “And for him
to know that we figured you out.”
The search of the home validated the detectives’ investigation.
Investigators found a pair of Adidas ZX 700 shoes in O’Leary’s

closet. The treads matched the footprints in the snow in Golden
and outside the window in Lakewood. They discovered a pair of
Under Armour gloves with a honeycomb pattern. In the
bathroom was a black headwrap, tied to serve as a mask.
“He was military — so he was very organized,” Galbraith said.
“This was the cleanest house I’ve ever searched. It was so
organized, we were like, ‘Oh, thank God.’”

EVIDENCE

Police found bindings, a pink Sony Cyber-shot camera, Adidas shoes
and a large backpack in O’Leary’s house — all consistent with
detectives’ work and victims’ descriptions.
GOLDEN POLICE DEPARTMENT

The victims’ accounts were also borne out. Most had described a
white man with green or hazel eyes, about 6 feet tall, weighing
about 200 pounds. They talked about being tied up. They
mentioned that he had stolen their underwear. In O’Leary’s
house, investigators turned up a black Ruger .380-caliber pistol, a
pink Sony Cyber-shot camera and a large backpack, along with
wet wipes and lubrication. Hidden inside a piece of stereo
equipment in his closet, detectives found a collection of women’s
underwear. Trophies.
That night, Hendershot drove to break the news to her victim, the
59-year-old widow in Westminster. The woman had lost her
husband to cancer the previous year. She had no family nearby.
She was still emerging from the mental and physical suffering she
endured during the attack. Hendershot met her at a Denny’s

restaurant. She found her in a back corner, eating dinner alone.
“I walked in, and she was super happy to see me, and I told her. I
mean, I get shiver bumps thinking about it, just even now,”
Hendershot said. “I told her, I said, ‘It’s over. It’s over. We have
him.’ ” By early March, a forensic computer specialist cracked
into files that O’Leary had stored on his hard drive. He found a
folder called “girls” — and pictures that O’Leary had taken of his
victims in Golden and Westminster. Galbraith recognized them
by sight. But then Galbraith stumbled across an image of a
woman she didn’t recognize. It was a young woman — far
younger than the Colorado victims, perhaps a teenager. The
pictures showed her looking terrified, bound and gagged on a
bed. Galbraith felt sick. How would she identify her? How would
she find justice for her?
After looking through the images, she found an answer. It was a
picture of the woman’s learner’s permit, placed on her chest. It
had her name. And it had her address.
Lynnwood, Washington.

AUGUST 11, 2008

LYNNWOOD, WASHINGTON

He arrived in

the predawn hours,

then waited outside her apartment,
outside her bedroom, listening to
her on the phone, waiting for her to
fall asleep.
The night was dry, letting him settle in. The wall was thin, letting
him hear her voice. A couple of times he left his position, for just a
while, for fear of being spotted lingering.

He liked trees, for the cover they provided, and the Alderbrooke
Apartments had plenty of them. Apartments didn’t offer the
privacy of a house, but still, there were advantages. All those
windows, for one thing. And all those sliding glass doors —
ridiculously easy to pick, when they weren’t left unlocked, which
so often they were.
She wasn’t his type, not really. He’d realized that before while
peeping into her bedroom. But he spent so much time hunting
(that’s what he called it, hunting), hundreds of hours, maybe
even a thousand, that he conditioned himself to incorporate as
many women as possible, young or old, into his fantasies.
That way his work wouldn’t be wasted.
He had prowled before and broken into women’s homes before,
but following through was another matter. He had learned from
past failures — one time, a guy walked in as he stood there, mask
on, outside the bedroom door of the woman he planned to rape
— so now, he did painstaking surveillance: peeking in windows,
breaking in beforehand, gathering information. Years later,
detectives would find notes on his cellphone from his
surveillance of another target (his word) that detailed which
room she was in and when, what lights were off or on, which
windows and blinds were opened or closed, whether her
boyfriend was there or gone. “BF in PJs, game over,” he wrote in
one night’s entry.
He would rifle a target’s personal documents. He would learn her
date of birth and license plate number. He would watch her
watching TV. And at the hunt’s end, before he committed, he
would take a final pass through the home, or what he called
“precombat inspection,” to make sure there weren’t any weapons
within the target’s reach.

At a little before sunrise, he heard the phone conversation end.
He waited a little longer, letting the silence stretch out, then

climbed over the railing and slipped through the unlocked sliding
glass door. For the next half hour or so, while she slept, he got
ready while talking himself into following through.
He had first spotted her a couple of weeks before, through a
window, while lurking outside her apartment. He had since
broken into her place twice, both times through that same glass
door.
He had a term for what he was about to do: “rape theater.”
Deviant fantasies had gripped him since he was a kid, way back to
when he had seen Jabba the Hutt enslave and chain Princess
Leia. Where do you go when you’re 5 and already thinking about
handcuffs? he would ask himself. He was only 8 the first time he
broke into a home. It was such a rush. He had broken into more
than a dozen homes since.
Now he was 30, an Army veteran — infantry, two tours in South
Korea — who had enlisted in the Reserves, only he hadn’t
appeared for duty in months.
In the kitchen, he went to the knife block and removed a blackhandled blade from the top row, far left.
In the living room, he removed the laces from her black tennis
shoes and put the shoes back. One detective later wrote in a
report, “The shoes were lying next to each other near the end of
the couch and the bedroom door, on the soles as if placed there
(not disturbed).”
He was just being neat and orderly, the way he was with
everything.
He threaded one of the shoelaces through a pair of underwear.
Then he walked to the bedroom.
Around 7 a.m., he stood in her bedroom doorway, holding, at
shoulder height, a knife in his left hand.
He watched as she awoke.
Turn away, he told Marie — and she did. Roll over onto your
stomach, he told her. She did — and then he straddled her,
putting the knife near her face.
Put your hands behind your back, he told her. She did. He bound

her wrists and he covered her eyes. He stuffed cloth into her
mouth to muffle any sound.
That was an interesting conversation you were having, he said,
letting her know that he had been there, listening, waiting.
You should know better than to leave the door unlocked, he told
her.
Roll back over, he told her — and she did, and then he raped her,
and while he raped her he ran his gloved hands over her.
He put her learner’s permit on her chest and took pictures of her.
When he was finished, he said that if she told the police, he would
post the photos online so that her kids, when she had kids, could
see them.
He took out the gag and removed the blindfold, telling her to
avert her eyes and to keep her head in the pillow.
One of the last things he said was that he was sorry. He said he felt
stupid, that it had looked better in his head.
He left the room, and walked to the front door, and he was gone.

EPILOGUE

O’Leary pleaded guilty

to 28

counts of rape and associated
felonies in Colorado. On Dec. 9,
2011, almost a year after his arrest,
O’Leary was sentenced to 327½

years in prison for the Colorado
attacks — the maximum allowed by
law. He is currently housed in the
Sterling Correctional Facility in the
barren, remote northeastern corner
of Colorado. He will never be
released.
In an interview with police after his conviction, O’Leary
recounted his attacks in detail. He described the feeling after
raping one elderly victim. “It was like I’d just eaten Thanksgiving
dinner,” he said.

JEFFERSON COUNTY COURTHOUSE

Marc O’Leary was sentenced to 327½ years in prison. He will never get out.

He let spill some lessons for law enforcement. He boasted of the
countermeasures he’d taken to avoid getting caught. He knew
that the Army had a sample of his DNA. So he took steps to avoid
leaving any traces of genetic material. He also realized police
departments often did not communicate. So he deliberately
committed each rape in a different jurisdiction.
The five other attacks — one in Washington, four in Colorado —
all came after the attack on Marie.
“If Washington had just paid attention a little bit more, I probably
would have been a person of interest earlier on,” O’Leary said.

Working from Colorado, Galbraith not only linked O’Leary to the
rape in Lynnwood, Washington, but to the rape in nearby
Kirkland. She made the connection by working with a
Washington state criminal analyst to search a database for
unsolved cases similar to O’Leary’s crimes. She then found the
Kirkland victim’s name on O’Leary’s computer, attached to an
encrypted file.
O’Leary pleaded guilty in both of the Washington cases. In June
2012, he was sentenced to 40 years for the rape in Kirkland and to
28½ years for the rape of Marie in Lynnwood.

MARC O’LEARY

O’Leary is confined to a prison in remote northeastern Colorado.

After O’Leary was linked to Marie’s rape, Lynnwood Police Chief
Steven Jensen requested an outside review of how his department
had handled the investigation. In a report not previously made
public, Sgt. Gregg Rinta, a sex crimes supervisor with the

Snohomish County Sheriff’s Office, wrote that what happened
was “nothing short of the victim being coerced into admitting
that she lied about the rape.”
That Marie recanted wasn’t surprising, Rinta wrote, given the
“bullying” and “hounding” she was subjected to. The detectives
elevated “minor inconsistencies” — common among victims —
into discrepancies, while ignoring strong evidence the crime had
occurred. As for threatening jail and a possible withdrawal of
housing assistance if Marie failed a polygraph: “These statements
are coercive, cruel, and unbelievably unprofessional,” Rinta
wrote. “I can’t imagine ANY justification for making these
statements.”
Jensen also ordered an internal review, which was similarly
damning. Mason’s judgment was unduly swayed by Peggy’s
phone call. The detectives’ second interview with Marie was
“designed to elicit a confession of false reporting.” The false
reporting charge arose from a “self-imposed rush.”
Despite the reviews’ tough language, no one in the Lynnwood
Police Department was disciplined.
In a recent interview, Steve Rider, the current commander of
Lynnwood’s Criminal Investigations Division, called Marie’s case
a “major failing” that has left members of the department with a
profound sense of regret: “Knowing that she went through that
brutal attack — and then we told her she lied? That’s awful. We all
got into this job to help people, not to hurt them.” Lynnwood Sgt.
Rodney Cohnheim said of Marie, “She was victimized twice.”
Sgt. Mason is now back in narcotics, in charge of a task force.
Interviewed in the same room where he had confronted Marie
seven years before, he said: “It wasn’t her job to try to convince
me. In hindsight, it was my job to get to the bottom of it — and I
didn’t.”
Marie’s case led to changes in practices and culture, Rider said.
Detectives receive additional training about rape victims. Rape
victims get immediate assistance from advocates at a local
healthcare center. Investigators must have “definitive proof” of
lying before doubting a rape report, and a charge of false
reporting must now be reviewed with higher-ups. “We learned a
great deal from this. And we don’t want to see this happen to
anybody ever again,” Rider said.

Rittgarn, who left the Lynnwood Police Department before
O’Leary’s arrest, declined to be interviewed for this story. So did
Zachor & Thomas, the law office that handled the prosecution of
Marie on Lynnwood’s behalf.
In 2008, Marie’s case was one of four labeled unfounded by the
Lynnwood police, according to statistics reported to the FBI. In
the five years from 2008 to 2012, the department determined that
10 of 47 rapes reported to Lynnwood police were unfounded —
21.3 percent. That’s five times the national average of 4.3 percent
for agencies covering similar-sized populations during that same
period. Rider said his agency has become more cautious about
labeling a case unfounded since Marie. “I would venture to say
we investigate our cases a lot more vigorously than many
departments do,” he said. “Now, we're extra careful that we get
the right closure on it.”

Two and a half years after Marie was branded a liar, Lynnwood
police found her, south of Seattle, and told her the news: Her
rapist had been arrested in Colorado. They gave her an envelope
with information on counseling for rape victims. They said her
record would be expunged. And they handed her $500, a refund
of her court costs. Marie broke down, experiencing, all at once,
shock, relief and anger.

Afterward, Shannon took Marie for a walk in the woods, and told
her, “I’m so sorry I doubted you.” Marie forgave, immediately.
Peggy, too, apologized. She now wishes she had never shared her
doubts with police. “Because I feel that if I would have shut my
mouth, they would have done their job,” she says.
Marie sued the city and settled for $150,000. “A risk management
decision was made,” a lawyer for Lynnwood told The Herald in
Everett, Washington.
Marie left the state, got a commercial driver’s license and took a
job as a long-haul trucker. She married, and in October she and
her husband had their second child. She asked that her current
location not be disclosed.
Before leaving Washington to restart her life, Marie made an
appointment to visit the Lynnwood police station. She went to a
conference room and waited. Rittgarn had already left the
department, but Mason came in, looking “like a lost little puppy,”
Marie says. “He was rubbing his head and literally looked like he
was ashamed about what they had done.” He told Marie he was

sorry — “deeply sorry,” Marie says. To Marie, he seemed sincere.
Recently, Marie was asked if she had considered not reporting the
rape.
“No,” she said. She wanted to be honest. She wanted to
remember everything she could. She wanted to help the police.
“So nobody else would get hurt,” she said. “They’d be out there
searching for this person who had done this to me.”
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