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October 29, 1973 v \\l ;
PRPANE CRASH KILLS ALL \\

Loise, on flight to Ontarie erashed near the town

A charter plane, the

of Maxwellville, Minn, vesterdav., A cearch for survivors was made with n

resulte, so it was assumed there were no survivors, No one knew exactlvy

how manv pacsengers there werej approximatelw 6 or 7. The plene evidentely

caucht fire after it had exploded,
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Doreen cettled down in an easy chair and began to sert throurgh the mail she
had just recieved, Most of it was either bills or junk mail, but one envelope
causht her eve. It was post-marked in Minnesota, while she lived in a New York
suberb, and inetead of a return address was a strange insiernia., She put aside
the other mail and ovened the mvsterious envelovpe. She then pulled out the con-
tentc and read, Her vplacid face turned to one of horror. and disbelief, for the
jetter wae eicned bv her fiance who was to have been killed in a plane crash six
monthe vast! Just cetting over the sheck of hér lover's death, the hurt of it
all came back with this prank letter. Or was it??? It certainlv looked like

Michaelts handwriting and it also sounded as his wav of speech, It read:

"Dearest Doreen,

I'm sure thie must be a shock to hear from me after such a lona lapse of
time, but I have onlv fust recovered from the accident. I am sorry to have
to tell vou in a letter, but I am breaking our engagement. I still luv vou
but the conditions here aee bevond mvy cortml., Please do not trv to find me,
I surelv don't want vou mixed up in this. Even if I never see vou again, 1
will alwave remember vou, and I hove vou do the same, I luv vou.

Michael

qhe wae now certain it was Michael. In all of the letters he had written her
he alwave spelled 1 o=v e, 1 u v. Tears streaming down her face, she ran to her
goom and lav sobbing on the bed. Doreen would have eventuallv gottem over his
death, but now knowing he was etill alive and not being able to go to him drove
her erazv. Suddenlvy she resolved she would find Michael, and somehow, someway
<he would marrv him. Wiping her eves and fixing her make-up, she walked back

into the living room and vicked up the telephone reciever. Finding the vhone

book she leafed throush it until she was in the vellow pacges, and paging throusgh

them she found what she was lookinge for.



Mialins the number, she waited natientl~ for it to be answered.

"Helln. Handwritine Analvsis, -Can’ Irheln vou?"

"Yes, dn vou compare samnles of handwriting?"

"Yes, we do."

MWould it be noscible to make an appointment for this afternoon?®

"Yes. We eould make it at 1:00 todav.”

"Okav, fine, Mv name is Doreen Campfield.”

*Phank vou, Goodbve,"

Doreen replaced the reciever and made‘herself a small lunch, After she had
eaten che went to her room and beran searching throuwhra drawer where she had
kent a1l the letters from Michael, She removed it and-then retrieved the one
che had just retten, Puttine them both in her purse, she set out for her des-

#inatiaon, Che slid behind-the wheel’ of her red Duster and started down the -~
road, She took her time, for che had left earlv and had plentv of extra time.

Doreen, fin21lv arriving, drove around her destination and, finding no pl=te
£0 vark, drove a block awav and pnarked near a small rrocérv store, She siched
tiredlv, eot out of the car. and began the short wal to the Analvsis Building.
She came to a long, daerk allev, and thinking it may be a shortcut, began walking
down it. The elick clack of her platforme echoed in the narrow passagewav., The
allev ceemed to run on forever and she quickend her pace. Thinking she heard a
_noise behind her, she stopped and icoked back. There Wa8 ne one there and she
blamed herself for being so silly. She walked on, and seen &aw bricht sunlicht
shead. In her hast to cet out of the allevy, she did net netice the man running
toward her., The stranser rushed at her with amazing speed, Pefore realizing
what had havpened, her purse had been torn from her hand and she was knocked to

the sround, The men disappeared into the darkness. Doreen weaklv pulled herself

out of the cinders and stumbled after him crying, "Stoptlt!Youl!iStop!l™ She

then trivned, and uvon hittine her head on the wall beside her, fell into obli-

vion,




When she awoke the blackness of the night enveloped her, Her head was
throbbine and she ached all over., She sat up and rubbed the several cuts and
bruises she had accumulated in the fall. What had hapvened? Then she remembere
An avpointment.,. A man., Her purse. She stood up shakilv and stumbled to the
street bevond. Slowly she regained part of her equalibrium and made her way
toward the car, When she reached the busv street, however, she became dizzy,
ewaved, and would have fallen had not a2 voung man come to her rescue and caught
her in the process,

"You look as if wou just saw a ghost. Are vou ill?“ he questioned, con-
cerned,

"I'11,,.1'11 be alricht," she replied weaklv.

"T don't believe it." said the dark-haired man. "You're coming with me for
a cup of coffee.”

Thev walked slowly to an all-nicght corner cafe. Doreen was supported by
the tall man's broad shoulder, In the cafe she got the first real good look at
her rescuer., "David! David Conrad!™ she exclaimed.

"Doreen? TIs it actualiv vou? I don't believe it."

"You'd better believe it, It's reallw me. But I thought vou moved to Min-
nesota.”

"I'm,..I'm here on business,” changing the subject he said, "What was the
matter when I found vou?"

"Oh," her face clouded as she told the storv,

"I enrgest vou revort the theft of vou purse to the police, but as for
findine Michael.,."

"Yes?" she urged.

"Give it un." he said shortlv.

"But...but...I can't." tears filled her eves. She sobered, "Whv should I

listen to vou anv wav,"

™I know vour stubborn wavs. Youtll do what ever vou darn well please no

1)
matter what I s=sav,




"Sp.., I'm asking vou to come to Minnesota with me and to stav at mv house
where I can watch over vou." he explained when he saw the warv look in her eve.

"But..."

"Didn't vou sav the letter was post-marked in Mirnesota®"

¥Yes.,.but...®

"And the insignia vou described to me sounds as if it belongs to one of
the several devil worshioping cults in the area."

"Yes...but...,Devil worship? You don't think..."™ she stuttered, "Michael?"

"It could verv well be,..Is it settled?"

"I don't know,.." she looked at him trving to figure out what he had in minc
David flushed, "It's nothing like that..." He explained, "Mv ten vear old
eiester lives with me, and Mrs, Williams, the combination cook, maid, and nurse.'

Doreen looked relieved, "Well; if vou reallv want me..."

"T do! I do!™ looking embarrassed, "I mean I do want vou to stav."

Thev finished their coffee and finding his car he drove to the police °
station, After she made out a report and rave a description of the purse,
David offered to drive her home.

"No." she protested loudlv, "I've already put vou throuch enousgh trouble.”

"No trouble." he said cooly as he got in behind the wheel.and started it
un, "Where t6?" She gave him the directions,

When thev arrived at Doreen's house, David sat in silénce for a few moments.
"Do vou want me to go in with vou®" he finallv asked,

"o...No I'11 be alricht." '

"I remember the last time vou said that." he rot out of the car and walked
with her to the front door. Suddenly she stopped.

"My car! I fofgot it!"

"Don't worrv,..I'll take care of it for vou." he insisted. He took ths °
house kev from her extended hand and opened the door. "After vou."

She}walked into the house and immediatelv felt something was wrong. She

slowlv went throurh the bedroom door. David waited for her in the living room.
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Doreen looked toward the bed, and froze at the repelling sight before her.
She screamed one lone terror-filled scream and ran from the room crying. David
took her in hies arm and held her trembling body close.and tried to calm her. v
After she settled down a bit he left her sitting on the couch while he went
to see whatever had frichtend her so. Walking into the bedroom, he too froze
at the =cene, "Oh my God!" he whispered to himself as he viewed it. The body
of 2 newborn infant lav on the bed., The head was severed from the body and
blood from the neck still trickled onto the once white sheets. A dagger pierce
the heart of the child, and onlv the black handle of it remained to be seen,
The bland from that wound also was running down onto the bed. "They must have
illed it richt here in this house.™ he told himself., David walked over to
the babv and touched it. Sure enourh it was still warm. He went back in to
Doreen and sat dowmn next to her,

"Pleace stop this mad sesrch."™ he pleaded,

Still sturned she looked at him dumblv and laved her head upon his shouldex
and again beran sobbine brokenlv,

"Don't vou understand Doreen? The people in these cults wouldn't think
twice about murder. You have proof of that bv what vou've just seen." he
insieted.

She sat up, looked at him and shortlv said, "I must find Michael."

He »nulled her close once again, "If vou are so damned determined to find
that guv, I can't stop vou, so 1'll have to help vou."

"Thank vou, David," she said gratefully.

David opened his mouth as if to sav something, but changed his mind.

After a few more minutes he vulled awav from her. "I'll go clean up that
mess now,"

"I'11 do-it." che offered,

"Ng vou wor't."™ he commanded., He walked into the room and rolled up his
sleeves, He then took the four corners of the sheets and knotted them, Walk-
ins throurh the livine room and into the kitchen he found a larre plastic

garbare bac and took it to the bedroom,




David picked up the sheets bv the knotted ends and with the body inside, he
put it into the bag, He carried the bag to his car and placed it in the
backseat, After he left here, he would take it to the vpolice, he thought to
himself. He walked back into the house where Doreen, now on her feet, awaited
him. She looked into his eves searchinglv, but found no answer to her feeling.
Doréen walked closer to him and asked, "What are vou going to do with iton

"Take it to the volice." he replied.

"No...no don't do that!™ she begged.

"But I must..." he insisted.

"T just wouldn't be able to answer all of those...those questions." she
explained.

"Don't worrv," he sodthed, "I'11 take care of evervthing."

He embraced her lovingly, and after looking into her eves, he gently kissed
her goodnirght,

"Goodnight Doreen." he said quietlv. Then he left.

She watched him pull-eut of the drivewav and ro slowlv down the street.

She closed the front door and wandered to the linen closet where she pulled out
fresh sheets, As if in a daze she started for the bedroom. Changing her mind
she carried the linens to the couch in the livingeroom. She fixed herself a
bed then went to her room to change clothes. Doreen avoided looking at the -1
still blood~stained bhed.

Lving i~ bed that nieht she began to sort throurh the dav's happenings,
Could the purse-sratching be somehow connected to the incident that night? And
what about David? Why should he be so concerned for her well-being? Did he
love her? Did she love him? There were so manv unanswered questions. With

these thoughts in mind, Doreen fell into a nishtmare-filled sleep.



