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Part One: 

Kay’s Park 

 

 

The most melancholy and poetical topic in the world is the death of a beautiful woman. 

Edgar Allan Poe 
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Ties 

 

Kay’s Park would never have been my first choice of a place to leave a body. My greatest 

desire, once the deed was done and irreversible, would be to never be caught. A neighborhood 

park by definition—however small it may be, and off the main highway—is a place people 

frequent. The young woman’s partially nude body was easily found just after noon on Saturday, 

March twentieth, 2011, some ten feet from the road.  

The park is in a small neighborhood called Greentree Park, off of Route 9G in the town 

of Hyde Park, New York.  The out-of-the-way location of Kay’s Park immediately constricted a 

vast pool of possible killers down to a small puddle. A drop of water, really. The list of suspects 

narrowed from the entire male population of the world—she was beaten around the same time 

she was raped, before being strangled and finally drowned—to all the men of a certain 

psychological profile who knew this playground. From nearly 2,500 miles away, I knew the 

same thing the Hyde Park police knew that Saturday afternoon in March 2011 when the story 

appeared in my online news feed: whoever killed eighteen year-old Kathryn Filiberti may or may 

not have known her, but he certainly knew Kay’s Park. And he either didn’t know it in daylight, 

or he didn’t care about concealing the body he discarded face down in the stream. 

 

So many threads connected me to this story from the moment I read about it. I grew up in 

that neighborhood in a house that is just a cross-street and a neighbor away from Kay’s Park. 

Along with most of the other Greentree kids I was there the summer day in 1964 when the park 

was carved out of the woods and swamp.  
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I caught frogs and turtles in the stream where Katie was found, and carried home 

salamanders and tadpoles to create little mud and water environments for them in the red plastic 

dishpan on our back porch. I learned to fly a kite in that field. It’s where I hit my first—and 

only—baseball. 

That first Sunday morning after her death I sat before my computer in the apartment in 

Tucson, Arizona that I shared with my husband Graham. I looked at photos and watched the 

videos on the Poughkeepsie Journal website. Law enforcement personnel walked a slow line 

across the field on that grey Saturday afternoon, searching for evidence. In the videos it was just 

beginning to snow, softly, lightly, drifting over the brown woods as if nature wanted to cover and 

purify the place where a young woman’s life ended so abruptly and so violently. This was the 

park where I spent most of my summer days, a few pennies in my pocket each morning as I rode 

down the hill on my bike, so that I could take part in the crafts activities put on by the town Parks 

and Rec department. As a kid, it was the center of my universe.  

We skated on the pond. My siblings and I were proud to be the first kids in the 

neighborhood to get a toboggan which we sledded down that hill on Christmas afternoon. 

Sometimes I’d stand up on my hand-me-down little Flexible Flyer with the red runners, skiing 

the hill to prove to the bigger kids how daring I was. Until the day I hit an icy patch at the 

bottom, landed in the stream with a splash and had to go home early because my clothes were 

soaked. At one time in my life there was no part of that park—playground, sledding hill, ball 

field, skating pond and woods—that I didn’t know as well as my own backyard. It still appears in 

my dreams on a regular basis. 

But now I was middle-aged and living in a sere landscape as unlike the woods and water 

of upstate New York as nature could contrive. I’d recently survived the most difficult period in 
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my life, battered by circumstances and still bruised, still a bit dazed and punch-drunk. After my 

husband and I lost our jobs to the recession, I returned to school in January of 2009, starting at 

Pima Community College. In early November of that year, just past mid-semester, I experienced 

a massive saddle embolism—emboli, really—that blocked five of the six branches of the 

pulmonary artery leading to my lungs. This is not a survivable condition. Most people don’t 

make it to the ER, and those that do arrive just in time to hear the prognosis. For six months after 

I lived like a deep-sea diver, connected by a plastic hose to an oxygen tank when I left the house; 

or tethered at home to an oxygen-making machine that buzzed, sighed and hissed in the next 

room like the fire-breathing contraption behind the Wizard of Oz. The medical specialists I saw 

in those months, in that seemingly endless round of appointments, looked up from reading my 

hospital notes and regarded me as if I was a circus freak.  

My mother died seven months later. Aside from and before my husband, she was the love 

of my life. Wise, brave, funny, beautiful, her loss has left a canyon in my life and has divided our 

family.  

Four days after my mother’s death I began my summer semester, grateful for the 

distraction. In my algebra class was an emotionally disturbed young man. His daily outbursts 

made his mental illness and paranoia quite obvious to me, but only I and our instructor saw it. 

My fellow students, and the college advisor I spoke to about Jared Loughner, all thought I was 

being overly dramatic about his angry, unpredictable ramblings. They all looked at me as if I 

were the one who was crazy when I told them I was afraid of Loughner and what he might do to 

us. His behavior frightened me to the extent I went to class each morning and sat beside the door, 

an exit strategy in my mind. I planned how I could get out of the room as quickly as possible. I 

knew what I would grab as I left, and what I would leave behind. I mentally rehearsed how 
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quickly I could get around the outside corner of the building to safety, and noted any pillars or 

corners I could shelter behind on the way there. In my mind there were no doubts about what he 

would do one day, I was only mistaken about the where. When he was finally expelled from 

class I was more comfortable, but I spent the remainder of those five summer weeks waiting for 

him to return with a gun. 

Eight months later, on the bright Saturday morning of January 8, 2011, Jared Loughner 

took a 9 mm. Glock and a high-capacity magazine and went to the Safeway grocery store near 

our apartment, where Congresswoman Gabrielle Giffords was holding an event in her 

constituency. Graham had been to that store the previous evening to pick up some milk and a 

chicken for our dinner. Loughner attempted to assassinate Gabby by shooting her in the head at 

point-blank range. He killed six other people in the process, among them a nine-year old girl. 

Even before the shooter was identified that afternoon on the news, I told Graham and my father: 

I know who did this. For months afterward, any time I was in a large public space I would find 

myself taking a moment to look around and plot escape routes, in case I ever needed them. I still 

sometimes do this. 

For my ability to spot the obvious I was famous and fervidly sought after for a blindingly 

overwhelming and intrusive five minutes, and it was just a week or so after this event that I 

embarked on my final semester at Pima Community College. I was feeling rather entitled to self-

indulgence. I was angry at the school officials who had repeatedly been warned about Loughner 

and yet chose to do nothing proactive that would have helped him or, by extension, our 

community.  

So it was that in my fiction writing workshop that spring semester, after being obliged in 

the previous fall to read the latest installments and tweaks in the endless zombie novels, vampire 
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novels, apocalyptic novels and sci-fi novels my classmates were laboring over—as well as under 

their own delusions—I decided, screw it, I would write my favorite type of fictional junk-food: a 

mystery novel. It would follow the pattern of that uniquely British form of mystery, the village 

cozy, notable for being long on psychological puzzle and short on gory details. 

It would be a cakewalk, a bit of fun: set in my home town of Hyde Park, New York, with 

a middle-aged female protagonist—a writer, of course. She has just returned to her hometown 

after a thirty-year absence and bought a house with her British husband. A house that looks, by 

the way, suspiciously like the house my sister Mary rents in the village of Hyde Park. One 

morning our heroine—let’s call her Patty—is walking in the park as she does every day, and she 

finds in the woods the remains of a young woman who turns out to be the friend who 

disappeared just before Patty left town all those years before. Easy-peasy. I know the town like 

the back of my hand, I know its history. I know the people who live there. I know the park. I am 

a middle-aged woman writer married to a British husband, and I have a whole cast of characters 

and their stories drawn from the last fifty years of my life.  

All I needed was to place the strangled body of a young woman in the park, and set the 

mystery in motion. 

 

Since childhood I have been fascinated by puzzles. Cross-word puzzles, jigsaw puzzles, 

mental puzzles, how-many-faces-can-you-spot-in-this-drawing puzzles. I am the youngest 

sibling of four. Carol, Joe, and Mary are seven, six, and five years my senior. When we were 

young Carol looked on me as something of an experiment, and she taught me to read at age 

three.  
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Since that time I have never been without a book in hand. Every Wednesday afternoon 

our mother would pick us up in our blue-plaid uniforms from the front entrance of Regina Coeli 

Parochial School and take us to the Hyde Park Free Library that had been established by native 

son Franklin Delano Roosevelt. We could each take out as many books as we liked, provided we 

could read them all in a week. I was greedy but could never be made to admit I had chosen more 

books than I could finish, and so I spent all my time reading. I loved our trips to the library, the 

entire world lived there in the volumes on its shelves, waiting for me to take them home and 

open them. The children’s room was down a creaky flight of oak stairs in the basement, but a 

basement full of color and mobiles and child-sized chairs in a half-circle, stories and characters 

and shelves and shelves of all those glorious books. By comparison the grown-up section 

upstairs appeared dim, quiet, dusty and boring.  

One day while snooping through the boxes shelved in our basement storeroom at home I 

discovered my mother’s childhood stash of Nancy Drew mysteries. I read all of those musty 

books in their cardboard grocery boxes, and graduated to Agatha Christie, having found the 

Bobbsey Twins insufferably babyish. Later I was fascinated by the often lurid centerfold murder 

stories the New York Daily News ran every Sunday. I could hardly wait to get home from church 

so I could read them. I was eleven when the Manson murders were committed, splashed in 

headlines across every newspaper in the country for months afterward. The image that arrested 

me was that of Abigail Folger, one of the victims at the Tate house, running across the lawn in 

her nightgown in an attempt to escape her attackers. That moment of knowing one’s fate yet 

running anyway has stayed in my mind for more than forty years. 

In retrospect these newspaper stories were horrible things for a young girl to consume. I 

wonder that my kind and gentle mother, who knew very well what I was reading, didn’t put a 
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stop to it. But as a nurse she had her own experiences of crazy, and like me so many years later 

she knew when she did—or didn’t—see it. I was simply intrigued by the puzzles these stories 

presented. Who did this? Why? And why did they do it in this particular way? It was the 

psychology of the stories that enthralled me. 

I found as I grew older and experimented with different writers that I preferred British 

mystery writers to American ones. British writers leave a body on the other side of the room, 

behind the divan (it could have been a chesterfield or a davenport, perhaps a sofa; never a couch 

like ours), on the inlaid floor in the library of some ancient ivy-draped pile. Like dog-sick on a 

carpet, we don’t examine it closely. We simply call someone to neaten it away while we attempt, 

over a g&t or a whiskey and soda, to figure out who left it there. There is never any blood. By 

contrast, American writers strew body parts in abandoned warehouses, always with the sound of 

dripping water in the background and a pool of gore right at one’s feet in the unmerciful beam of 

a flashlight, and these writers describe the parts in loving, pathological detail. Yes, small British 

villages would appear to have an alarmingly high crime rate, but there is something quaint and 

oh-so-polite about it all, rather than frightening. 

Over the years, my love for writing snippets of stories in my head has been caught by 

different details. The narrow alley of the apartment house where I lived in San Francisco in my 

early twenties would make a perfect setting for a mystery: a young woman takes out her trash 

one morning, and is never seen again. Her neighbors are alerted by her apartment door left open, 

and her unfed cat wandering the hall. The car parked beside the lake will not be returned to by 

the fisherman who set out yesterday afternoon with a pole, a creel and a few sandwiches. 

Graham and I go to see a houseboat we are considering renting while I am an exchange student 

in England for six months, and I whisper to him that the weed-strewn boatyard with its 
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abandoned cement block buildings is the perfect setting for a murder one foggy evening. An 

American exchange student, middle-aged I think, who walks home along the weedy tracks from 

the train station just five-hundred yards up the line from the marina. We don’t rent the boat. 

Then there are the real-life puzzles from my past, such as the young mother in Greentree 

Park whose kids my friend Fran used to babysit for. Mrs. McShay was found dead one morning 

in the woods behind their house. We were told she died of a seizure, but why had she gone to the 

woods in the middle of the night, wearing a nightgown? Why wasn’t she missed before morning?  

Late one night, when I was in my early twenties and working at Hudson River Psychiatric 

Center, I was driving home alone at four a.m. from a bar my friend Janice and I went to on the 

other side of the river. A young woman ran out in front of my car. She darted out of the trees, 

waving her arms and shouting, and I had to swerve on the deserted highway to avoid hitting her. 

It was a mile or more before there was a break in the guardrail that divided the four lanes and I 

could turn back. By the time I returned to where I had seen her, she was gone, and I questioned 

whether I really had seen her after all, or had the monotony of the wooded road gotten to me? 

One evening at work a few weeks later, over dinner in the break room, I read in the paper about 

the body of a young woman found beside that same highway in the undergrowth. She had been 

hit by a car, but no one knew who she was or how she got there. In my memory I picture her 

running out onto the highway in a white gown like something out of a 30s film noir, but this 

defies logic. 

Someone posts to the Facebook group “Hyde Park Back in Time” about the Filiberti 

murder: “Would still like to know the whole story.” And I think, so would I. So would I. 

I am a benign, non-violent person. I can’t kill bugs in our apartment; instead I upend 

small water glasses to trap them. I beg Graham to vacuum up the scorpions, beetles and spiders 
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because I can’t even bear to see them squished. I cannot imagine a horror more encompassing 

and devastating than to deprive another human being of life, either accidentally or in the heat of 

passion. And yet these are the story fragments I write in my mind.  

It is the fatedness of death that fascinates me; the notion of inevitability. Yet also death’s 

randomness, the inexplicability of chance. Death’s indifference. The question that hooks into me 

every time I read another story in the newspaper of yet another person who didn’t die of old age 

at home in their bed, asleep, is: did they know? Was there a moment when they understood? 

When I was nearly killed by a mugger in Dublin in 1999 I saw my body lying on the sidewalk 

beside us as we struggled, at the foot of a lamp-post, and I thought, Oh, hell no. Not here, buddy, 

not now. It is the person running across the lawn, being chased and knowing they can’t escape. 

But they run anyway.  

Death is an opportunist. He never has to labor, if one situation doesn’t work out for him, 

he moves on to the next. He’ll return later. Surviving my massive bird-shit splat of emboli didn’t 

render me immortal; it just postponed the inevitable. We puzzle over death all our lives, it is the 

biggest question we know, and at the same time, we always understand it is the question to 

which we can never have an answer. It renders futile everything we do. All but the act of 

creation. 

 

There is an old story with several permutations, known as “Death in Samarra.” A man in 

Damascus is drinking wine in a tavern when he looks up to see Death staring at him from across 

the room. Death seems to recognize him, too. Alarmed, the man flees, riding his horse as quickly 

as he can across the desert to the city of Samarra, thinking to hide there and avoid Death. When 

he reaches the well on the outskirts of Samarra, tired and thirsty, he sees Death standing there 
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with a cup of water, waiting for him. The man is startled and tells Death “But why are you here, 

when I escaped you in Damascus?”  

Death lays his hand upon the man’s shoulder and replies, “I was also surprised to see you 

in Damascus, for my appointment with you was always here.” 

Face-down in a small stream at the base of a hill, in a park in a quiet middle-class 

neighborhood. In a small town in upstate New York. I wouldn’t have put her there. But then, I 

wouldn’t have killed her in the first place. 
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Kay’s Park 

 

 To read of a young woman’s murder in the playground of my childhood opens a flood of 

recollection. It is significant to me that something so evil should happen in that place that 

retained a large part of the innocence of my youth. It was a place-holder, a bookmark for that 

time in my life when every day was sunny and halcyon—but only in that spot, for nowhere else 

did that peace and joy exist unstained in my childhood. The murder, along with my mother’s 

death, seems to signify the deaths not only of this young woman and of my parent, but also of the 

childhood of my memory. This idyllic space that I had preserved in my mental landscape for 

nearly forty years has been violated in the worst possible way, making a place of pain, fear, 

sorrow and mourning out of something that had once held only naïve, childish joy. The days 

when I was innocent of what the world can do are long since passed, but in my mind I had 

preserved this place as a symbol of those early days. 

 I look at the photographs of the crime scene in the newspaper stories about the murder. I 

see the hill where we sledded, the field where we played softball and flew kites, the stream 

where we waded barefoot on hot summer afternoons. In news videos I see officers from various 

police agencies—Hyde Park Police, Dutchess County Sheriffs, New York State Troopers—walk 

in slow lines at fingertip distance as they search for evidence where I once searched for 

wildflowers and pollywogs. I see a wintery park that looks as if it is slowly reverting to the 

woods it had been before the summer of my sixth birthday when the park was created. I think 

about cycles of life and death, and wonder if this park will someday become innocent again, long 

after I am dust, the murder forgotten, a place of joy to another generation of children, as yet 

undreamed of. 
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My earliest memories of Kay’s Park are more like photographs than films, little stutter-

steps of recollection that afford the briefest of flashes from fifty years ago. In my first memory 

the park had not yet been created. It was probably 1963, the summer of my fifth birthday. There 

was me, Ann Daly, and her brother Pete. I don’t remember if it was just us, or not, I’m not sure if 

her brother Kevin existed yet, and if he was big enough to tag along.  

We walked across the little swamp that in the next year or so would be dredged out to 

form the skating pond. I don’t know why we crossed the swamp to get to the Daly’s house rather 

than use the road that ran right beside it. We jumped our way from one wobbly, grassy hummock 

to the next, and tried not to get our shoes wet. I wore bright red Keds, the start of a lifelong need 

for red shoes. Put me in red shoes, and I am five again, free and ingenuous. I was intent on 

avoiding a “soaker.” That’s what kids in our neighborhood called it when we stepped in water 

and our shoes became completely engorged.  Mothers did not appreciate soakers. A kid with a 

soaker had to walk around in shoes that squished like a wet sponge with each step and smelled 

like swamp muck, the wet canvas scraping roughly at the backs of our heels. The other 

alternative was to hope you could find a place to take off your shoes and let them dry thoroughly 

before you went home. Mothers did not like it when we came home with soakers, perhaps for the 

necessary activity that engendered them.  

 Tall trees surrounded us as we crossed, and we looked carefully at the water and grass for 

snakes. That was the real reason we were not allowed to play in the swamp. It wasn’t simply that 

mothers didn’t like wet shoes. I had a horror of snakes in water, the idea of them swimming 

made me a little light-headed, and they appeared from time to time undulating through a pond in 

my nightmares. Still do. Blacksnakes were harmless, everyone knew that, and they were even 
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somewhat beneficial: they ate meaner snakes, and mice. Copperheads, on the other hand, were 

water snakes as well as dry woods snakes, and venomous. And there were swamp moccasins. I 

knew there were leeches in this swamp as well, fat, black, glistening, disgusting things that 

latched onto legs and stomachs under t-shirts, and they wouldn’t let go. If snakes terrified me, 

the thought of leeches made me faint. And so we hopped from hummock to hummock across the 

swamp on a warm sunny day instead of taking the road. I remember flashes of light through 

green leaves, watching to make certain we didn’t slip off a hummock into the water or step on a 

sunning copperhead. 

 

 In one video clip the police chief is interviewed against the background of the playing 

field. He tells the town there is no need for worry or panic. It is clear he has a suspect in mind, 

not some random stranger who roams the streets of the town at night, preying on the daughters of 

Hyde Park. 

 I remember the weekend the land was being cleared to make the park. The town of Hyde 

Park had a requirement that a percentage of land in any new development would be given over to 

a neighborhood park, and so Kay’s Park came to be. It was named for Bill Kay, the developer of 

our Greentree Park neighborhood. I know nothing about Bill Kay other than that my father 

loathed him. Across 9G down at the East Park light, East Market Street becomes Crum Elbow 

Road. Just before the turn onto Gretna Road to go up over the hill and past the farms to Pleasant 

Valley on the way to our grandmother’s house, there is a big lake called Kay’s Pond. It has ducks 

and reeds and lilypads, and small rowboats tied to the shore, and I was envious that someone had 

a lake all their own. To me it meant that they were very rich. 
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 Kay’s Park isn’t big, maybe four acres at most, more likely just two. Certainly smaller 

than the lake. The park is on the corner of White Birch Lane—which runs behind the woods we 

thought of as ours, and which we still call the crossroad—and Greentree Drive North.  In my 

childhood the park was divided into different areas. One half of it, closest to the crossroad, was 

mostly left wooded. Only the little demi-lune that was between the road and the stream was 

cleared. It was here that the town put in a silver sliding board that burned the backs of our legs 

on summer days, a big row of swings that made us believe we could fly, a set of teeter-totters 

good for splinters and sore bums when your partner—especially if they were a sibling—would 

suddenly step off their end and let you bang into the dirt, and a couple of picnic tables. There 

was a low log-fence, more ornamental than functional and stained green, which ran along the 

side of the road.  

It was in this part, as well, that the Hyde Park Parks and Rec department held activities 

every summer. Just around the beginning of July, a week or two after school had let out, the big 

green box would appear one day chained to one of the giant oaks, as if conjured by the combined 

hopes of a neighborhood’s worth of children. The box was painted what I think of as State Park 

green, that deep, woodsy evergreen I remember from every place we ever camped as kids. Trash 

cans, picnic tables, visitor’s centers, rest-rooms and outhouses are still painted that color of dark, 

glossy pine. It is as if a paint factory somewhere has an overwhelming excess of it, the same as 

that anemic mint that coats the inside of every school classroom.  

 The big green box was four foot high at the back and sloped down to a yard high in front, 

with a hinged top fastened in front with a metal hasp and padlock. The box was furnished with 

everything fascinating in my life: stacks of metal potholder looms and bags of colorful loops; a 

shelf or two with spools and spools of plastic lanyard in every brilliant color you could hope for, 
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with snap clips for making braided key chains—for years the key to the cabin on our side lot was 

attached to a keychain I made in green and gold, our high school’s colors. I made endless key 

chains every summer for everyone in our family. Inexplicable, considering we never locked our 

front door unless we were going on vacation. We laced the lanyard through the loop on the 

snaphook, and clip the hook to something on the box—a cup-hook? A nail?—and wove lengths 

of square or twisted four-strand braids. 

There was a baseball and some bats, a football and a dodgeball for games. There were 

boxes of Popsicle sticks and bottles of white glue with which we built little lop-sided cabins or 

Popsicle baskets. There was a pile of clear plastic molds, flat so that they could sit and dry out on 

a level rock or a table, and bags of plaster dust to mix with measures of water from the stream, 

then carefully pour into the molds of clowns, puppies, butterflies and owls. One day each week 

was plaster day. At the end of the afternoon the forms were carefully loaded into the box to 

finish drying overnight, and then the next morning we unmolded them and sat at the table with 

paints to decorate our creations. The crafts supplies only cost a few pennies each—so many cents 

per foot for the plastic lanyard, the molds priced by the amount of plaster required to fill them. 

That’s where the bulk of my small allowance went each week. 

 I remember the transistor radio I got one summer for my birthday, two-toned—dark-grey 

on the back and light-gray on the front, with a round dial to tune in the stations. It perched on top 

of the box, at the flat part just behind the hinges, tuned to WABC in New York City. This was 

the time of Cousin Brucie and Motown and the Beatles, we listened to the radio all day. It came 

with a little set of headphones that I used in bed at night, long after I was supposed to be asleep. I 

remember the first place I wanted to take my new metallic green bike, my first big-kid’s bike and 



Sorenson 20 
 

a present the summer of my ninth birthday, was to the park so that I could show it off to all my 

friends. 

 Each summer the box was accompanied by two park counselors—teenagers who earned a 

bit of money from the town for five days each week of supervising activities from nine until 

three, with a short lunch break during which they sent us all home, the better to enjoy their 

sandwiches in peace. We could jump across the little stream to play in the woods, climb trees, 

and scramble over the rocks on the back side of the sledding hill. The town of Hyde Park is split 

into two sections by a long ridge of granite that runs lengthwise through the center of the town, 

parallel to the river. Folds and stratum of this ridge thrust up out of the ground all through the 

woods, and we grew up playing on these many outcroppings, climbing among the layers and 

levels of lichened rock, making them into different “rooms” in our houses. 

 The other part of the park, to the left as you stand facing the playground, and where the 

officers are searching now as the snow falls all around them, is a big, cleared field. In my day the 

grass was patchy and threadbare, not the lush mown growth you see today. At the right side of 

this, dividing the park into its two sections and forming a barrier between the field and the 

playground, is the sledding hill. I can see it in the background of the newspaper photographs of 

the memorial crosses and flowers where the murder occurred. The hill is a hump of rock, bare-

arsed and sun-bleached in spots, smoothed by glaciation, just steep enough and just high enough 

to give us a place to use our sleds in winter.  At the top of the hill a path leads through some 

brush and trees to Spruce Drive, which runs behind this part of the park. 

The search for evidence in the park, in Greentree, and along Route 9G included officers 

from the Town of Hyde Park Police Department, the New York State Police, the Dutchess 

County Sheriff’s Department, the New York City Department of Environmental Protection 
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Police, the New York State Forest Rangers, the State Park Police, and the Metropolitan 

Transportation Authority Police. The field is big, a decent-sized baseball field or a kid-sized field 

for football. At the far end, backing up to the woods, is a backstop of chain-link fencing. Along 

the left side of the field a strip of woods and the stream separate the park from the backyards of 

houses that face onto Cedar Drive, with the Daly’s former house at the front left, at the corner of 

Cedar and Greentree. Also at the front left is the snake swamp that had been dredged to form a 

skating pond. Now it is overgrown, nature slowly taking over because we are no longer the kids 

who cleared the pond each summer in anticipation of winter. We watched that pond eagerly 

through school bus windows as the forming ice skinned over it, until it was deemed thick enough 

to hold us, and we’d sit on the cold rocks at the edge, removing our boots with care so as not to 

get snow on our socks, lacing on our skates. The boys played hockey here, and we girls cut 

figure-eights and tried to learn to skate backwards without losing control of our feet. I remember 

showing off the toe-socks my sister Mary and I got as Christmas gifts, and our long stocking 

caps. 

 

 The stream where Katie Filiberti was drowned runs from the swampy area in the woods 

behind our house where we picked bittersweet in the fall and pussy willow in the spring, where 

we caught salamanders and tadpoles, and peepers still sing on warm spring nights. The water 

passes under the crossroad through a corrugated silver culvert, and cuts across the back of the 

former playground. It runs through another culvert under the ramp of loose dirt that forms the 

entrance to the ball field, it parallels the road over to the skating pond, and then exits the pond 

with a sharp turn to run along the left side of the field, through the trees that border the edge. 

Eventually it empties into the Crum Elbow Creek at the front of Greentree Park, running along 
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Route 9G and on to the Hudson River. We caught painted turtles and bullfrogs in the stream at 

the front of the field. But the horror of the last moments of that young woman’s life have snuffed 

out those inherent, seemingly indelible memories the stream held of our blithe summer play. 

 The park was where we spent our days, until we were almost too old for it to be cool 

anymore, when the Town of Hyde Park had a budget cut and decided summer activities were a 

frivolous expense. One summer afternoon now long past, terrified of baseballs after being 

knocked out of the tree that marked third base in our dead-end, I finally got the courage—and for 

one fine moment an ounce of the skill—to hit a ball to the end of the field. I was exhilarated—

that crack, that vibration through my arms, its flight—but I never managed it again. My brother 

taught me to fly a kite in that field, the kite we chose from the box at Lockwood’s Superette. He 

pushed a ball of coarse white string into my hand, and told me to “Run, Lyn, run!” down the 

length of the field and into the wind.  I learned to fly a Frisbee there, too, because who in the 

sixties didn’t know how to play Frisbee? We had a Games Day each summer, with three legged 

races, sack races, egg-and-spoon races, with prizes to the winners. 

On Halloween night the town sponsored a neighborhood costume contests with bobbing 

for apples, with hot cider and donuts, and for a week or more beforehand the pile of wood in the 

center of the field grew bigger and bigger, until that night it burned in an enormous blast of heat, 

with sparks flying up into the dark heavens, a constellation of reverse flaming snowflakes, eerie 

faces gathered round to watch the flames and potatoes wrapped in foil in the coals. I was only 

reminded of these nights when in East Anglia in early November, as we drove past fields and 

fields with piles of branches and wooden pallets and bits of wood signs and old, broken kitchen 

chairs, waiting for Bonfire Night.  
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The kids who played in the park in those days were mostly from the middle and back of 

the neighborhood. It was the post-war 60s Baby Boom; every house had kids in it. Every once in 

a while during a summer, a few intrepid kids from the New Section at the front of Greentree 

would ride their bikes up to the park to hang out, and as much as they were entitled to be there, it 

was always a surprise to see them.  

But ten years after it opened the town closed the park, and we Baby Boomers grew up 

and began to go off to college, or married and moved away. There weren’t any new kids moving 

in to take our places. The streets of our neighborhood lost their vitality without the battalions of 

bicycles racing up and down, or the lightening bug flash and laughter moving through the trees 

on a summer evening as kids played flashlight tag. The herds of children of all sizes wearing 

bath-suits and carrying towels and dangling snorkel masks as they migrate from one crystalline 

backyard pool to the next are ghostly now. Kay’s Park became the nighttime hang-out for the 

teenagers of Greentree who were never going to make something of their lives, who, in some 

cases, live there still in the houses they grew up in. At night they would gather under the lone 

street lamp that shone over the entrance to the ballfield, drinking, getting high, shouting and 

raising hell in their spotlit stage. That is what this park has become in the last fifty years. A hill 

glittering with the broken glass of beer and wine bottles. A place for a woman to be raped and 

murdered. 

I was a teenager myself when the park began its downward slide—I was gawky, 

awkward, saddled with frizzled hair and owlish glasses. I did not grow into a swan, but went 

from the confident kid with the fiercely intent expression in our old family photographs to the 

misfit in a family of beautiful people. If I walked past the park the kids would make fun of the 

sashay in my walk that I didn’t even know I had; if I rode my bike they would shout comments 
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about the way I did that, looking fixedly straight ahead to protect myself, upright like the Wicked 

Witch of the West. If I had been visiting after dinner with one of my friends at the front of 

Greentree, I had a choice between taking the short way home past the park and the stoned, 

jeering kids who a few short years before had been my childhood friends, or I could walk the 

long way behind the park, past the woods at the top of the sledding hill. It was scarier going that 

way, but at least I only had to be afraid of the unknown. I had this conviction that if I looked 

alert and capable, no Bogey-Man stranger loitering in the bushes at the side of the road would 

leap out at me, they would wait for some other, unsuspecting teenage girl to pass by on her walk 

home in the dark, and grab her instead. Why at fourteen I imagined I myself so capable and so 

aware of the dangers of the world I cannot now say. 

The houses were still maintained then, the lawns mowed, the shutters painted, but now 

Greentree was a neighborhood of aging parents in aging houses, and the soul of community in 

the neighborhood has seemed to go out of it. When I was twenty I packed everything I could fit 

into the back of my ’62 Beetle and moved as far across the continent as I could get, to San 

Francisco. I felt like the last kid in Greentree Park to leave home, to abandon the ghost ship of 

our childhood. 

 

Now Kay’s Park is nothing more than the ball field. The play equipment is long since 

gone, and the playground dense with saplings that shrink the open area incrementally, year by 

year. The sledding hill has a thick beard of goldenrod and summer weeds at its base some three 

feet deep and chest high. The sides of the hill are spotted with small trees, and in another twenty 

years it will have all grown over, gone back to woods again. Perhaps that is best. Perhaps this is 
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how this bit of earth cleanses and purifies itself after what happened here, this is how it starts 

over.  

To each of us, the life history of a place begins with our own consciousness of it. To the 

kids of Greentree Park today, my Greentree, my Kay’s Park never existed. There have never 

been any crafts, or summer afternoons of climbing the slide backwards, or pumping our legs on 

the phantom swings until the heavy chains were almost horizontal before we launched ourselves 

out into space, landing in the dirt like long-jumpers. They don’t hear our laughter. In years to 

come if they pass the park at night, they, too, will walk quickly and look straight ahead, haunted 

by new phantoms of their own. 

Now the grass of the field is thick and cushiony, freshly mown by the town. The swamp 

is growing in with trees, thick and sloppy with the reeds and water weeds. The stream has silted 

in and slowed to a trickle. It is overgrown with plants taller than I am, water weeds and milk-

weed. The rusted chain-link clamshell of a backstop still stands. The sloping ramp at the entrance 

to the ball field, which was loose dirt and stones in my childhood, is now firmly packed from 

generations of use.  

And on either side of ramp, where it meets the road, stand the memorial crosses. 
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The Unknown Woman of the Stream 

 

The photograph of Katie Filiberti that accompanies every news story regarding her 

murder is the same. It is her 2010 yearbook photo from Franklin Delano Roosevelt High School, 

and it shows the ideal American teenaged girl. She might have been ordered from Central 

Casting to play the part: her mascaraed brown eyes sparkle, her smile is white and even, her 

long, straight brown hair is neatly trimmed and stranded with blond highlights. The 

photographer’s background is a celestial, stratus-streaked blue like a summer day. Katie looks 

healthy, happy, confident. She was the daughter of John and Linda Filiberti, andhad a younger 

sister. 

The Poughkeepsie Journal, in an article published two days after her death, entitled 

“Victim was ‘a beautiful person inside and out,’” describes Katie as “an outstanding gymnast 

and a good student who was well-liked by her teammates and the staff at Franklin Delano 

Roosevelt High School.” Her best friend, Lindsay McGarrill, was communicative in the first few 

days after Katie’s murder, before the Filiberti family asked her to not talk to the press. “[Katie] 

had the most distinctive laugh—that would make everybody happy,” she is quoted as saying, 

“She was a beautiful person, inside and out.” Lindsay told the reporter Katie had a good heart, 

and was “feisty, a little sassy.” The paper quotes McGarrill further: “’She really hadn't decided 

what she wanted to do in life and it was cut short before she had a chance to find out,’ she said, 

choking up.” The Kingston Freeman writes of Lindsay at Katie’s funeral, where she spoke of 

their friendship: “I will miss her distinct and wacky laugh that made us all happy. We’d laugh so 

hard sometimes that we’d cry and get knots in our stomachs. I’ve never been so comfortable 

around another human being. She motivated me, had such a big heart and told it like it was.” 
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The high-school principle, the gymnastics coach and the assistant coach spoke to the 

Poughkeepsie Journal of Katie’s hard work and athletic abilities, her love for gymnastics and her 

natural talent. She could practice gymnastics for three months, one said, and compete with girls 

who had practiced all year. Katie had a natural talent for gymnastics—show her how to do a 

skill, and she just did it. In addition to being on the gymnastics team for six years, Katie was a 

member of the high-school Cross Country team for two years. 

After graduation she enrolled in classes at Dutchess Community College, where she also 

held a job in Student Services. Katie is remembered fondly there, as well. She will be missed. 

The Kathryn Filiberti Memorial Scholarship Fund has been established to benefit the FDR 

gymnastics team. 

Katie shows up, ghost-like, in Facebook pictures on other people’s timelines. She is 

always beautiful and put-together in a way that few teenage girls can quite manage. Katie never 

looks awkward; she’s almost glamorous. She’s the movie-star who’s just dropped in but is 

delighted to be meeting her fans, with shades, a tan, and a dazzling smile. In any photo with two 

or more girls, Katie is the one who stands out. Other girls have the sketchily applied make-up, 

the questionable fashion choices, the hairstyles that don’t always suit them, all so typical of a 

teenager still figuring out who she is, trying styles and personae on for size and playing dress up 

for real. This girl projects out of the photographs I find as I troll the internet, seeking her out, 

trying to figure out who she was. While her friends still look like teenagers, puppies, girls 

dressing as women, Katie had already made that indefinable transition. 

Not many people are the people they appear in their high-school yearbook pictures. That 

is an idealized staging, a way for posterity to remember them, the façade they want the world to 

believe in, that they would like themselves to believe. I wonder, as I dig deeper and deeper into 
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this story of how Katie’s murder personifies the changes in Hyde Park over the course of the last 

fifty years, just who I will find inside this constructed shell of the promising young woman from 

a happy loving home in small town America. 

The fame of the Greek philosopher Diogenes of Sinope is that he searched the pre-

Christian world with a lantern, looking for one honest man. Some seven-hundred years later, his 

namesake, Diogenes Laertius, also a Greek but a biographer of philosophers, rather than a 

philosopher himself, advised in his Lives and Opinions of Eminent Philosophers: “De mortuis 

nihil nisi bonum.” Of the dead, speak nothing but good.  

To find that one honest person who will give an unvarnished but spiteless view of the 

recently dead is harder than any search for honesty the first Diogenes engaged in. None of us live 

a life without flaws, without quirks, without unreasonable moments, without prejudices, without 

unkind deeds in our past, without so much as the tiniest crime. I don’t want to meet a person who 

does. How insufferably boring such a person would be. The worst Lindsay accuses Katie of is 

putting toenail clippings in her little sister’s piggy bank. I already know that I will never—

without meeting the living person, and indeed couldn’t even then—know the true Katie Filiberti 

who walked out of the party that night and into the darkness beyond what we know.  

For reasons that I hope will become understandable as the account of this search 

progresses, I don’t want or intend to disturb whatever fragile peace her family has achieved in 

the time since Katie’s death, and the same goes for her family and friends. Consequently my 

resources, in this sense, will all be second-hand. In some ways, this will make them less biased, 

less likely to color or slant the past in order to preserve the memory of this young woman for 

those who will never know her, although we all have our biases that slant all our perceptions. 

Does that make me a coward of sorts, to not want to dig into another’s wounds in order to make 
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a juicy story? Perhaps so. In this instance, I can live with that label. My intentions are good, but I 

know that no matter how I handle this story, I will hurt some people. It is not intended to do so. It 

is my hope that whatever is said or written of Katie could have been said or written of any 

human, of any young woman growing up in Hyde Park either now, or in my time nearly forty 

years ago. This is my point. Katie could have been me, she could have been my friend, she could 

have been my sister. She could have been you. But all we can know of her now is what others 

have projected on the blank screen of her smiling visage. 
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L’Inconnue de la Seine 

 

A pathologist in Paris in the late 1880s was so enthralled with the beauty of a young 

woman whose drowned body had been pulled from the Seine that he commissioned a death mask 

to be made of her serene expression. An estimate of her age, based on the firmness of her skin, 

was given as no older than sixteen. Not much more than a child, the young woman was labeled a 

suicide, and she was called L’Inconnue de la Seine, or “the unknown woman of the Seine.” 

 Over the years, multiple copies of the mask were made, and it was fashionable in certain 

circles to have a mask of L’Inconnue hanging on one’s wall. Camus compared her enigmatic 

smile to that of the Mona Lisa. In Germany it became chic for young women to model their 

appearance after her. She became an erotic paragon, only later displaced by Greta Garbo. 

 L’Inconnue shows up in American literature of the period, in English literature, and in 

French, German, and Russian literature.   

 But how does a dead young woman—however beautiful she may have been in life, and 

however much beauty she may have retained in death—become an erotic symbol? What perverse 

compulsion prompted the pathologist to not only admire a dead girl’s face, but to want to have a 

reproduction of it hanging on a wall, for his own contemplation? It wasn’t simply her beauty. It 

wasn’t because of her calm expression in the face of tragic death. This wasn’t about aesthetics, 

but smacks of prurient, furtive, fumbling Peeping Tom-ism. How does a woman, in the privacy 

and helplessness, in the powerlessness of death, become the popular object of the salacious 

interest of men all over the world? She lay there, unable to defend herself, unable to demand the 

privacy and the agency of her own person that her humanity should have granted in her life, 

should have granted her, even more so, in death. Was she the ideal young woman with the 
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perpetually placid smile, the one who never disagreed, who never talked back or had a thought of 

her own?  

 The linguistic connection between Eros and Thanatos is particularly strong in Western 

cultures. The French colloquialism for orgasm is petit mort, or “little death.” The Oxford English 

Dictionary lists, as an alternative meaning of “orgasm”: “Violent excitement; rage, fury; an 

outburst of excitement or rage.” Even in Sanskrit, nirvana means to extinguish or blow out like a 

candle flame. 

 It can be argued that life, at its most elemental, exists for only one purpose, to perpetuate 

itself. All living things are designed by nature to reproduce, and then die. Salmon swim 

upstream, fighting difficulties and obstacles, to spawn and die in the stream where they were 

born. Their remains feed the organisms which in turn will nourish the next generation of salmon. 

Magicicadas are a genus of periodical cicadas, beetles over an inch long that crawl up out of the 

soil of the Eastern woods to sing in choruses and mate and lay their eggs for four to six weeks 

before dying, their offspring to appear in seventeen years’ time. For salmon and cicadas, as for 

many other creatures—praying mantises, black widow spiders—death is the price of sex. The 

later in life an organism reproduces the longer its life-span. Scientists have extended life-spans of 

various organisms by delaying their reproductive cycles. It is only humans, who bring thought—

humanity—into the natural process who have complicated the relationship between sex and 

death with a wealth of psychological and moral baggage. Necessary baggage, I would argue, 

humanizing, civilizing baggage for the most part, but then Nature would argue against that.  

 Nonetheless, it is the knowledge of death and the desire to avoid both the awareness and 

the thing itself that infuses sexual activity. Birth rates consistently rise nine months after a 
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natural disaster. The inevitability of eventual death inspires a deep desire to survive, and that 

paradox is resolved through sex. 

 Sexual desire, and prurient curiosity, is intensified when death is introduced, whether in 

nature or in certain cultures, or when a young woman dies and her face is immortalized as a 

mask on someone’s wall. Add sexual violence to death, and it becomes a story that newspaper 

editors dream of. Make her white, young and beautiful, and they are orgasmic. As theologian 

William May posited, sex becomes pornographic when it is stripped of the humanizing emotions 

of affection and love. Death is pornographic—prurient—when it is stripped of grief.  

 This anonymous woman was admired for her placid expression, but who knows what 

turmoil went on behind that mask? We all have an inner world we seldom, if ever, reveal 

completely to others. If she was indeed a suicide, then her thoughts would not have been 

anything like dispassionate and peaceful. Although her body displayed no obvious signs of 

violence, she might just as easily have been murdered by being tossed from a bridge into the 

water—no one saw her jump. Few people of the time could swim, and the heavy, restrictive 

clothing women wore would have guaranteed her death by drowning.  

The thoughts and desires of those who found her, those who examined her, those who 

made a mask of her face and those who bought and displayed a replica of that mask have been 

projected like a Magic Lantern image onto the blank white screen of her countenance. A mask no 

one desired to look behind, because no one wanted to see the ugly, human reality, the warts, the 

blood, the messy tears and scabs of being human and alive. She’s no longer a woman, no longer 

a human filled with that complex roil of emotions and desires and needs. She becomes an ideal 

facade, rendered from flesh and blood, temper and vitality, from animation.  
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If a woman goes peacefully to her death, then no one needs to feel uncomfortable about 

it. If she can be thought to be complicit in her own death, all the better. No man has to call on his 

protective instincts, his societal role as protector, his conscience; no woman has to put herself in 

the place of the dead. She asked for it. She put herself in the wrong place at the wrong time. She 

was volatile. 

This dead woman, anonymous in life, becomes a mere object in death: erotic, soulless, 

unnecessary to understand because it is inanimate—something rather than someone; completely 

other than who she was in life. Unable to speak for herself, to tell her story. 
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Motivation Points 1 

 

In 1975 when I was a junior I took a class in drama at Franklin Delano Roosevelt High 

School. I did not feel even a whisper of a calling to be on the stage; I knew I hadn’t any talent for 

acting. But for sanity’s sake I needed to balance geometry and chemistry with a subject more 

creative and more interesting to me.  

All these years later I remember one class exercise in particular. We were to observe the 

way another person walked, and determine their “motivation point”: which part of the body 

appeared to initiate locomotion. One person might lift their knees high with each step, another 

kick out with their feet, and yet a third look as if a ghostly hand was pushing their lower back 

from behind, ushering them out of the room. 

 Nearly forty years later, people-watching remains a guilty pleasure for me, and I like to 

study a person to determine their motivation point. In the early morning as the sun rises I stand at 

the windows of our university flat in East Anglia and I watch people walk down the pavement 

that divides the great lawn from the fields around the Broad. I’m fascinated by the woman who 

marches, one hand holding her bag firmly on her shoulder, the other arm swinging poker-straight 

in a powerful diagonal across her body like a toy soldier. I picture that ghostly hand lifting this 

woman by her pendular arm. It would continue to pump so strongly that her body would wave 

back and forth in the air—a clockwork mechanism whose progress is uninterrupted.  

The grey-haired, tweedy woman who walks her spaniel across the field each day is 

hunched forward at the neck as if she, too, is being lead on a leash. Another woman marches by, 

stomping her Wellies as if trying to put out tiny fires in the autumn-browned grass. 
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In order to create our characters, in class we would imitate that motivation point to learn 

how it felt in our own muscles and sinews. We gained an understanding of the physicality, and 

therefore the emotions, behind each movement—how it felt to be that person. I still catch myself 

imitating the gestures or facial expressions of people who puzzle me. Like masks I try on each 

movement to see how it feels. By arranging my facial muscles into that expression, I can sense 

the passions hidden behind another person’s countenance. I learn that one person’s sneer is not 

scornful disdain of everyone and everything around her, but a fathoms-deep sorrow, and this is 

how I finally comprehend her depression. Another person’s tight, bright smile hides furious 

impatience.  

I was schooled, as well, by growing up with a mercurial father. Charming and 

charismatic at one moment, in a towering, abusive rage the next, he gave little indication or 

warning of the sea change about to occur. Learning to read an aggressive person with complete 

power over my life, knowing when to make myself small and to stay hidden, was about survival. 

That instinct proved invaluable when in my early twenties I worked at Hudson River Psychiatric 

Center in Poughkeepsie, New York. It has helped me avoid all manner of predatory people at 

various times in my life. 

 I have come to rely on what I learn from this practice of study and imitation. Most people 

are unconscious of their gestures and expressions, the tics and tells that reveal so much, and this 

can only be a good thing. If we were to concentrate on every movement we make and what they 

might reveal about us to others, we would find ourselves unable to function. 

I am an observer. I am a payer of attention to detail. I am the person who has learned to 

bring a camera and a notebook everywhere I go. Little vignettes, gestures, and instants fascinate 

me. I am the one who watches, the one who takes notes and analyzes.  
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I am returning to Hyde Park at the beginning of August 2012 to research the murder of 

Katie Filiberti and the changes in the town since I was child here in the early sixties. For the past 

year and more I have been caught up in this story. I’ve read every article in every newspaper I 

can access online. I’ve watched videos of newscasts. I’ve read the growing list of comments in 

the Poughkeepsie Journal as they went on for several pages, eager to catch each new post as they 

came in, until the newspaper decided to shut down the comment page because of the libelous and 

incendiary nature of the gossip some people were writing. I’ve read the Facebook page set up by 

Katie’s family and friends. I’ve read the dedication on her boyfriend’s Facebook page, and saw 

the pictures he posted of her the day after her death. I’ve seen the photos posted by her best 

friend and read the captions. I’ve read threads about the murder on white supremacist web pages 

and felt revulsion, I’ve read the salacious rumors on webpages with names like truecrimediary, 

station.6.underground, abovetopsecret, and mockforums. 

The story catches my attention and imagination because although I didn’t know her, 

Katie was so familiar to me. She was me, and she was not me. I was never so popular, not pretty 

as a teenager, but I knew a hundred Katies in high school. And the story catches me because she 

died so near to the place that still means “home” to me. 

Katie was eighteen, a graduate of my alma mater, FDR High School, and in her first year 

at Dutchess Community College in nearby Poughkeepsie. Hers is the classic American 

sensational murder story, a story to make newspaper and television news editors rub their dry 

palms together like locusts and salivate. Katie was young, white, middle-class, beautiful and 

popular. Her killer, Stephen Shand, now twenty-four, is a black illegal immigrant whose family 

lived in welfare housing. I want to understand what made Katie’s murder possible in my small 
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town, the impact it had on the town, and what the rumors and the ugliness surrounding the 

murder investigation and her killer say about small-town American culture at the dawn of the 

twenty-first century.  

Although her murderer—a man unknown to her before that night—has been caught and 

sentenced after confessing his crimes, the circumstances of what happened between the moment 

Katie climbed into his car and when her body was found are still a mystery to most of us. 

Because the plea deal obviated a trial, and the autopsy results have remained under wraps, what 

is known of those events is likely to be deliberately, forever concealed behind a curtain of 

official discretion. The key to understanding what happened on the night Katie was killed, I feel, 

is at least in part to experience the movements of Katie and her killer, Stephen Shand.  I want to 

put myself into their movements, to have some understanding of their motivation points.  

Stephen Shand saw Katie as someone or something that needed to be erased from the 

earth. Not concerned with concealing his crime by eliminating the only witness, Shand left 

Katie’s body out in the open, where it would be found the next day. Shand didn’t simply murder 

Katie. He killed her very brutally. He murdered Katie over and over again that night, as if she 

was as evil and unkillable as Rasputin. He raped her, beat her, strangled her, and then pushed her 

face-down in a stream, depriving her of breath until she died.  
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Credo 

 

I feel I own the word pulmonary, with its round, plosive beginning, the syllables that start 

as a forceful puff of exhalation, until the –ary slips out at the tail end of the expiration. It is 

breath. It is lying on a yoga mat and watching my tummy rise; it is feeling my ribs expand and 

the burn at the back of my nostrils and pulling in great gulps of air. Likewise pulmonary’s dark 

sister, embolism, who attacks on a hum like a wasp, becomes something soft and round, viscous 

and clotted, and trails off into a tight gasp.  

One is breath; the other robbed me of it. 

Late Tuesday morning on November 3
rd

, 2009, I returned home from getting a hair-cut 

with my whole afternoon planned out. I had a long list of homework to do for my second-

semester Italian class. For breaks in between, to get myself up and moving, I would do those 

mundane household chores that I repeated every day and were all the more annoying and time-

wasting for that. Making the bed, doing laundry, cleaning up the kitchen—which I refuse to do 

more than once a day, in the firm belief I have better things to do.  

My husband was in class for the morning. Graham comes from the valleys of south 

Wales, and we met through a professional email list. One day we started chatting online, and it 

was like we were old friends. After five months of daily conversation, Graham visited Arizona 

for a week-long conference. He came bearing his mother’s cook-books—powerful symbolism 

between two Cancers—and three days later asked me to marry him. Actually, he inquired, in a 

jokey manner intended to hide his nervousness, “Fancy gettin’ ‘itched?” When the week was up 

he returned to Wales, put his house on the market, and eleven months after we started chatting—

four days before September 11
th

, 2001, in fact—we were married. My mother thought Graham 
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was the best thing since sliced bread, and she was a good judge of character. On meeting him 

when Graham and I took a trip the Hudson Valley just after we were married, my great-aunt 

Clara spoke to me as we stood in her kitchen making sandwiches, “Edie [my maternal 

grandmother, a woman who didn’t suffer fools, gladly or otherwise] would have liked him.” I 

told Clara my grandmother chose him, appearing in a dream that confused the names “Gram” 

and “Graham” in a computer chat. The morning after that dream as I was working on my 

computer on some bookkeeping for my business and a chat window popped up. That was the 

first time Graham and I chatted. Now with the economic down-turn in full-swing Graham was 

having trouble finding full-time work, and to pass the time he was taking classes at Pima 

Community College.  

Like football widows and golf widows who don’t see their husbands for days on end once 

the sporting season begins, I am a coffee widow. Each morning Graham staggers down the hall, 

his fingers fumbling with the buttons on his shirt, his eyes like two pee holes in the snow. With a 

quick peck on the lips, a mumbled “Good morning” and a wave he stumbles past me to the car 

on his way to Starbucks, his hair sticking up in all directions like a newborn hedgehog. I tease 

him that he looks as if he is waiting for his mother to lick his head dry. Graham is an 

insomniac—no good will ever come of talking to him before he’s been caffeinated. Sometimes 

he takes his camera with him, sometimes his laptop, or the book he’s reading. Occasionally, on 

weekends when all the regulars are there, Graham brings matted prints of his latest photos, and 

he quite often sells a few. 

Those morning hours alone are the perfect time to study subjects that required my deepest 

concentration. I had a new Italian professor that semester, and as much as I liked her, she was 
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teaching verb tenses in a way that differed widely from our text. I was completely lost, and I 

couldn’t turn to the book for clarification.  

The ideas the conditional verb forms are meant to convey seemed so very ambiguous. 

The nuance of their meaning could change, depending on which auxillary verb went with them, 

and which ephemeral idea they were meant to get across. Credo che: I believe that. Spero che: I 

hope that. Penso che: I think that. My first semester of Italian had been simple for me and I was 

frustrated that I just couldn’t get all the permutations of i verbi condizionali down in my mind. 

They haunted me when I drove the car, when I washed the dishes, as I would sit and knit in the 

evening. Going through my daily routine I composed sentences about any kind of nonsense. I 

would bitch in Italian. Credo che il mio culo fa male, per causa di sedere in queste sedie dure 

ogni giorno. I believe my ass hurts from sitting in these hard chairs every day. Penso che sono 

stancare di lavare questi piatti. I think I am tired of washing these dishes. Spero che oggi non 

sara’ caldo, ancora. I hope today is not hot, again. They are used to express ideas that are not 

concrete: the weather, religious beliefs, hopes and expectations past, present and future. 

 The downstairs apartment had recently been vacated, and the painters were sprucing up 

the walls with a fresh coast of “Apartment Off-White.” It was a warm day for November, even 

for Tucson, my windows were open and the painters’ loud radio kept breaking my concentration, 

while I vainly tried to engrave verb tenses into my brain. I like Billy Joel, but not at full blast 

while I study. Yet I hated to ask them to turn it down because who doesn’t like to listen to the 

radio when they are doing such a tedious task as painting? 

Besides, I have asthma, and a full flight of stairs sometimes knocks me for a loop, 

making breathing difficult for several minutes after. I just didn’t want to climb the stairs back up 

once I had gone there. After a while I gave up and went down to the lower apartment. I had lived 
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in that complex for nine years, and I knew Mario well enough to ask him to lower the volume 

just a tiny bit. Not much, but just enough to keep it from hijacking my thoughts. When I let 

myself back into our apartment I saw my purse on the table near the door, and decided to 

vacuum out the blueberry fruit bar crumbs were there, roiling around the bottom since the 

previous Thursday afternoon when I took Mom out shopping. While digging for my checkbook 

at the salon that morning I kept coming up with crumbs, and I hate a messy purse. 

 I had gone straight to my parent’s house after class on Thursday to pick up Mom. She 

wanted to go to Kohl’s to look at some things on sale. I was starved. I got Mom and her 

wheelchair into the car, and then at the store wrangled the chair back out and got Mom settled in 

it. I pushed her around the store, juggling her purse, my purse, her chair, and several hangers of 

things she wanted to look at. At one point I felt extremely light-headed, and I put it down to not 

having time to eat lunch. I parked Mom for a second while I dug a much-mashed emergency fruit 

bar out of the bottom of my bag, and wolfed it down piece by broken piece as she browsed 

through a rack of skirts. I threw the wrapper back in my bag, and now the crumbs from it were 

making me crazy every time I looked for something in my bag. 

 Graham puts the vacuum cleaner away with the handle toward the back of the hall closet, 

so that I had to wrestle the thing out past the coats hanging there and the folding tray tables and 

the mop and broom and the dustpan that always seemed to end up on the closet floor. I always 

had to fight to loosen the vacuum hose from the machine. It attached rather tightly at the very 

bottom, which always meant having to bend way over and wrestle with the thing. Bending over 

was making me dizzy, and I just couldn’t get the damn hose loose, and so finally, in a fit of 

irritation, I lifted up the vacuum with one hand to chest height, and with the other hand struggled 

until I could get the hose free. It became something of an epic battle, as if I were trying to 
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strangle a dragon in the apartment entryway. At last I triumphed in that contest of wills, and used 

the hose to clean the crumbs out of my bag.  

Turning the machine off, I realized I was rather short of breath, and I crossed over to the 

couch and lay down on it, clutching my chest where my heart was pounding wildly. I lay there 

gasping for some fifteen minutes, both hands pressed just below my left breast. I couldn’t 

breathe. I wonder now why I didn’t take that more seriously. The night before, on my way to my 

Italian class, I climbed the stairs from the parking lot and walked up the ramp into the class 

building. When I got to the elevator I was so short of breath that I collapsed against the wall and 

closed my eyes, panting. I’ve had asthma since a respiratory infection the winter two years after 

Graham and I were married, so I had gotten used to getting out of breath at the simplest, 

stupidest things; an action can be fine one day, and near kill me the next. But this seemed 

extreme even for me. 

 After I lay on the couch for some time, my hand pressed to the spot just over my heart, I 

got up and went back to the dining-room table where my books were laid out, waiting for me. I 

studied for a while longer, trying to ignore the pain in my left leg and groin, and attributing it to 

how hard the chair was. I propped my foot up on the opposite chair and kept on studying. 

 When Graham returned from his class I told him how short of breath I had gotten while 

brawling with the vacuum, which still stood in the middle of the entrance hall where I had 

abandoned it, hose loose, cord unfurled. I got into the shower to clean off the bits of itchy hair 

from my haircut, and when I got out, I was panting. Hard. Graham told me to call my doctor’s 

office, and as I stood beside the bed, hyperventilating and gasping, I dressed myself with one 

hand, phone pressed to my ear with the other. Finally the medical assistant, Serena, got back on 

the phone and told me, “Doctor Caldwell wants you to go to the ER. Now.” 
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 Graham dropped me off at the emergency room entrance while he parked the car, and I 

stumbled up to the desk. I was still struggling to breathe. On the intake form I wrote: “? heart 

attack. SOB, tachy, elev BP.” I grew up the black sheep in a family of generations of nurses. I 

speak a little Nurse. I was letting them know I was worried I was having a heart attack, that I was 

short of breath, my heartbeat was very fast, and my blood pressure was so high I could feel it 

pounding in my back. They took me into triage right away. Not a good sign. If they make you 

wait when you get to the ER, be thankful because it means they aren’t afraid that you are going 

to die in the waiting room. While I was still in the triage area a doctor came through from the 

ER. He ordered an EKG and a chest x-ray. My blood pressure was impossibly high: 234 over 

190. 

As the doctor examined me, he asked if I was under any particular stress at the time, was 

I worried about anything? I shrugged. I am a middle-aged college student. My husband had been 

laid off from a good job at the beginning of the recession in the summer of 2007. In the two 

years since he had gone from job to job like a man trying to cross a river on floating logs that 

would each, in turn, spin and sink under his feet. Businesses were failing right and left, Graham 

would find a job only to have the company go out of business six months later. He sold phone 

plans, he sold windows, he installed phones, he worked night shifts as a dispatcher at the taxi 

company, he drove taxis, he worked in a general store and made fudge. Lately he hadn’t been 

able to find anything, returning from one job interview after another optimistic, only to be 

disappointed at the phone calls that never came. We were surviving on student financial aid and 

food stamps. He had given up driving taxis because there were too many twelve-hour shifts when 

he made his lease and gas money, and not much else. Was I stressed? Yeah. But that was getting 
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to be my normal state. Nothing had changed. I told the doctor, “Right now, about this? Yes. But 

otherwise, no.” 

As soon as the EKG and x-ray were done they whisked me back into the ER, and put me 

in a big room. Also not good, it meant that they wanted to have lots of room around the bed if 

they needed it. Small room is better. Small area with just a curtain around it: best of all.  

We waited, Graham and I, for me to be taken for an MRI. In the meantime the nurse 

started an IV. I always warn nurses that I have veins that roll: poke at them with a needle, and 

they’re outa here. They aren’t standing still and hanging around for that. If someone misses the 

vein and continues pushing the needle into my arm anyway, the pain is excruciating. After a few 

painful tries she got my IV started, taped the tube to my arm, put me on oxygen, and brought in 

some nitroglycerine and an aspirin. The nitroglycerine gave me the biggest head-rush, like an 

oncoming train. I was hot, I was dizzy. I thought my head would explode. In less than a minute 

the sensation was gone, and I was left with the same pulsating headache and tight chest. I was so 

thirsty, but they couldn’t give me anything more than ice chips, they wanted to keep my stomach 

empty. And all the while I was breathing heavily, my pulse hammering in my back. The center of 

my chest, right over my breastbone, felt raw and scraped as if I had just sprinted two miles on a 

winter day. I was cold, then, and shivering. 

In the MRI room the technician pushed the contrast fluid into my IV. It was thicker than 

water, she said, and I would feel some pressure as it went in. It burned. Because I was so 

dehydrated by then the fluid felt like cement going into my veins. I lay on the table, shaking in 

my thin gown in the dark, icy room. There is a typical moment as the contrast medium goes 

through your circulatory system when suddenly you feel a warm rush like you’ve just wet your 

pants. When they took me off the table I could barely wait to get to the restroom, and the girl 
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from transportation just parked my gurney outside the bathroom door, leaving me to get off the 

bed and manage my IV pole and myself into the room. 

When I was returned to my room in the ER, I sent Graham off to the cafeteria to get 

something to eat. He looked so exhausted and worried. I wanted him to get away for a time, no 

matter how short, and take a break. Almost as soon as Graham had left the doctor came in and 

took the empty seat. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. 

“We have the results of your MRI, and it found what I suspected it might. You have 

pulmonary emboli.” 

I stared at him for a beat. “Plural,” I said. 

“Yes.” 

“Oh, crap.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“No, I’d rather know. Thank you.” 

I stared at him some more. I didn’t know much, but I did know that people don’t live 

through embolisms singular. I didn’t even know they could come in plural. I hesitated for a 

moment, forming my question, and the whole world flew past my face, and my oxygen-starved, 

high-as-a-kite brain began to ruffle through drawers and files, pulling out bits and pieces of 

tattered paper, scrawled notes. I remembered a newspaper story the previous year of a student at 

the university, a basketball player who complained one day of feeling short of breath, collapsed 

on her couch, and died. From a pulmonary embolism. Just one. Oh, Lynda. You idiot. “How 

long? I mean, is there a window of time that we need to be concerned about?” 

“Twenty-four hours. If you make it through that, you should be okay. The reason your 

blood pressure is so high is because your heart is working hard to get blood to the lungs. 
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Sometimes the strain is too much and the heart just gives up. The fact that you’ve made it this 

long is a good sign. Also, your lower right lung is partially collapsed. We’re going to start you 

on blood-thinners as soon as possible, but first we want to take some blood samples for testing in 

our lab. Then we’re going to admit you and send you upstairs.” 

When he left I continued to stare at the empty chair as if it would give me answers. I 

didn’t exactly need anything explained. I knew what a pulmonary embolism is. It is a blood clot 

in the lungs. They kill people very quickly. I remembered lying on the couch earlier that day, 

holding my chest and gasping for breath. What an idiot I was. How lucky I was. I remembered 

waking up in the middle of Sunday night with one sharp, enormous chest pain. I lay awake in the 

dark beside Graham as he slept, waiting for another, waiting to see if I had just dreamt it? Or had 

it really happened? When after a while I felt nothing more, I went back to sleep. But that meant I 

had been wandering around for the last two days with one or more blood clots in my chest. 

Graham came back from his cafeteria dinner and I told him I had pulmonary emboli, but I 

didn’t explain any more than that they were blood clots in my lungs. I don’t tell him about the 

twenty-four hours or the basketball player who was thirty-three years younger than I was. Thirty-

three years is a lifetime, enough time to change the world, the course of history. Graham was 

already so worried, I couldn’t add to that. He left the room to call my parents and siblings. A lab 

technician came in and took tube after tube of blood, maybe eight or ten. My nurse came in, the 

one who had been brusque all afternoon but so efficient, the one who had kept me alive. I looked 

her in the eye, this woman who had tortured me with one uncomfortable process after another 

when I just wanted to lay there and rest, to catch my breath. “Thank you,” I said, simply.  

She looked back at me, and nodded. She knew what I was thanking her for. I couldn’t say 

it. “You’re welcome.” 
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When I was taken upstairs I sent Graham home to sleep. I look back on that evening with 

regret. He was so tired, so distressed, his face grey and shadowed. I had to fight this alone, no 

one could help me more than they already had. It was a couple of years before I told him about 

the twenty-four hour window, and he was understandably angry when I did. I realized how 

selfish I had been to try to spare him those moments. That could have been the last night we 

spent together, and it was so unfair of me to deny him that knowledge and that time. 

I was put into my own room in the Cardiac Care Unit. It was after eleven o’clock at night. 

We had been downstairs in the ER for some nine hours. I was in a two-bed room at the end of the 

hall, and the other bed was wheeled away just after they moved me in. A nurse came in to fill out 

paperwork for my admission to the hospital. She asked, did I have a religious affiliation? I don’t, 

but I was raised Catholic, and on the rare occasions I turn to organized religious ritual, that is the 

way I still turn. Did I want someone from the hospital’s chaplaincy to come in and see me in the 

morning? I nodded yes to her, tears in my eyes as she looked up from the counter where she sat. I 

couldn’t speak. Spero che vivro’. I hope that I will live. 

When she left me I lay on the bed, head propped up to ease my breathing as much as 

possible. My pulse was beating against the inside of my skull. I lay board-straight on my back, 

and I was afraid to shift my position in case doing so loosened one of the clots, which might then 

move to an even worse spot. What that spot would be, I couldn’t imagine. If they could even 

move, I didn’t know. I just knew I had to stay very still.  

On the wall opposite my bed was an enormous full-moon clock of the kind that hangs on 

every classroom and hospital room wall in the entire country. Big, white, with thick black hands 

ticking off the seconds and minutes and endless hours. On the wall next to it, a small whiteboard 

was divided in half with a black line and two headings: Today is, and an optimistic My Goals 
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For Today. Someone had come into the room while the nurse asked me questions and everyone 

bustled about getting me settled. Whoever it was had written the day’s date on the board. 

Tuesday, November 3
rd

. I lay there in that darkened room, and stared at the wall, and stared at 

the clock. My eyes moved from the clock to the board. I calculated the hours. Twenty-four hours 

from when I felt the first gasps would take me to late morning of the next day. I was already past 

the twelve hour mark. My goal for today? Survive. In my mind I wrote that on the board in big, 

black, bold, nose-thumbing, defiant, screw you letters, larger and darker than the headings 

already there. Survive. I believe I will live. Spero che vivro’. Credo che vivro’. Penso che vivro’.  

I was frightened. Paralyzed, frozen into one position by my fear that something inside me 

would tear loose, some evil thing would rush through my bloodstream and finish the job it had 

started. That any strain on my body, a twitch or a fidget would finally be too much for my 

straining heart. Be still, my beating heart. Be slow. I thought of Graham’s best friend, whose 

young wife died in hospital just before Graham and I were married, and how deeply Graham had 

felt his friend’s pain. Spero che, credo che, penso che vivro’. 

I cannot do this to Graham. I cannot do this to my parents, to my Mom, to my sisters. I’m 

not ready to leave. Dammit, I’m not going. Years before I had visited a psychic, Mrs. Mohur, for 

my birthday. When she looked at my hand where it rested, upturned, in her palm, one of the first 

things she said was, You were very sick several times when you were a child. Yes, I replied. You 

were not supposed to survive childhood, but you refused to leave. Yes. You were too stubborn to 

go. Yes, I was. I wasn’t ready to go. And so I lay there in my hospital bed in the big, empty 

room, all through that night, as November third turned to the fourth, and I stared at the clock. I 

listened to the rapid beeps from my cardiac monitor, connected to my chest by a mass of wires 

and sticky white circles. I watched the green numbers and the jumping line and willed them to 
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slow their rapid pace. And I stared at that word on the whiteboard. Survive. I wrote it there, over 

and over again, with my eyes. I engraved it on that board with my gaze. Survive. I am not ready 

to go. I cannot do this to Graham. He kept me alive, that night, because I knew he loved me so 

much.  

Eventually, over the hours, the room began to lighten with the day. During the dark hours 

I had been weighed, the cuff attached to the cardiac monitor inflated and deflated of its own 

accord, recording my blood pressure. The ET clip on my finger measured the percentage of 

oxygen in my blood. My temperature was taken at regular intervals. More water was poured in 

my glass as I made sure to keep myself hydrated, thinking I could water down those clots. And 

the whole time oxygen rushed into my nose and down to my lungs which could absorb it but not 

send it on to my body. This hurricane of gas might have seemed pointless, as I lay there just 

short of hallucination, but it kept my lungs from fighting so hard, it fooled my racing, heaving 

heart into believing its efforts were worthwhile.   

In the morning, when the bag of blood thinner had all run into my IV, drop by drop, the 

nurse came in with a syringe fitted with a mosquito-thin needle, and injected another blood-

thinner into my lower abdomen. I expected it to hurt like hell, but it didn’t. By the time I went 

home a week later, the soft part of my belly was covered with big purple bruises from the daily 

injections of the very substance that caused the bruising and was dissolving my clots. A pair of 

nursing techs came in and offered to give me a bed bath, but I was too tired and weak to be 

bothered. Amazing that I had wandered around with this monster in my chest for two days, and 

as soon as I began to get treatment, I was so, so tired. I asked them, instead, if they would just 

bathe my feet and put lotion on them. They felt so dry and between my toes was so gritty.  
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And when a woman came in from the hospital chaplaincy service in a moment when I 

was alone and gave me Communion, I knew I was going to live. I laid my hand on my chest and 

thanked my heart. It wasn’t quite twenty-four hours, but I had survived the night, I had kept 

myself alive through sheer pig-headed stubbornness. I was fortunate, because stubbornness and 

will isn’t always enough. I believe most people fight in those last moments, but not everyone 

succeeds. Credo che.  
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The Empire Line 

 

 Graham and I are on a high-speed train called the Empire Line, gliding out of New 

York’s Penn Station at 8:50 p.m. on the last day of July, 2012. The train runs from New York 

City up to the state capitol of Albany, with stops in between at commuter towns and weekend 

escapes.  

We came down the escalator from Penn’s vast open hall dragging our rolling carry-on 

bags, which don’t roll very well, neither do we carry them. Packed for two weeks in upstate New 

York to be followed by five months in England, the bags are too heavy to be easily maneuvered. 

The escalator to the platform descends into the bowels of the station, the air moist, dark and 

soothing after the crowds, the brightness and the noise of the concourse above. We balance my 

backpack, Graham’s leather satchel and our laptop cases on top of our bags and try to keep 

everything from tipping sideways on their wheels. In the previous twelve hours we have flown 

from Tucson to JFK via Salt Lake City, taken a van ride from Long Island into the city during 

rush hour, and wrestled our bags over bumpy city sidewalks to the train station. We have very 

little stamina left in us to be certain of winning any fight with our luggage.  

On the platform at the bottom of the escalator  a conductress waits, streaked blond hair 

and wire glasses, and as I stumble over my bag getting off with a single hand she wrenches the 

case from the teeth of the moving stairs and shouts at me, “Where to?” 

 “Rhinecliff.” 

 “Back o’ the train,” and she yells at the person behind us, “Where to? Albany up front.” 

 Once we find seats, a woman enters the car with two teen-aged daughters, her voice high 

and nasal with that grating city twang as she walks up and down the central aisle asking our 
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fellow passengers if this was the car for Hudson. She is ignored by the woman across the aisle 

and one row forward, working on the laptop balanced on the drop-down tray. “Is this the car for 

Hudson?” 

 Lady, I think, we’re all on the same train. You’ll get there. 

 Finally the woman in the row in front of us tells her this is, indeed, the car for Hudson, 

and after braying a loud “Thenk yewwwww!”the mother throws herself into a seat next to one of 

her daughters. She announces to the girls, “When we get there we can call your friends and tell 

them we’re in the middle of nowhere.”  

This is why we Upstaters call people like her “citiots.” 

 

 The train slips out of the station and through the tunnel under the East River, gliding 

smoothly along in the darkness as if we aren’t running on tracks at all, but skimming on a 

cushion of air, or floating upstream on the indrawn breath of the river. 

 Graham sleeps beside me, exhausted after our day of travel across the country. We awoke 

at five this morning in Tucson, and we’re still another two hours from our beds. Graham takes 

the whole burden of stress onto his shoulders of getting us and our bags across the country, and I 

know it has exhausted him. He leans forward on his elbows on the tray table, and I slowly rub his 

back and look out the window. We’ve come out of the tunnel, and in the darkness I know the 

black ribbon beside us is the Hudson River, but all I see are the occasional lights off in the 

distance—a bridge, perhaps, or a small deserted street on the opposite bank. Sometimes on our 

side of the river, between the tracks and the water there are small industrial buildings, and in the 

wash of their lights I can see the waves of the river rippling in the night breezes. 
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 I think about how this is the essence of the mid-Hudson Valley on a summer night: 

orange sodium lights burning in the dark as we speed silently by, offering up vignettes of cinder-

block commercial buildings with small black-topped parking lots that crumble at the edges like 

dry cookies. Black-green limbs and trunks of trees are caught in the light in stop-motion, and 

there is always a feeling that the primal force of nature encroaches on tip-toes through the 

darkness as soon as I look away, like a sinister version of the 1-2-3 Redlight games we played as 

kids at the bus stop on crisp fall mornings.  

 We pass stations with familiar names: Yonkers, Croton-Harmon. Just before the station at 

Ossining, the massive brick walls of Sing Sing prison are bleached beige in the sodium lights, 

surrounded by walls some thirty feet high. The walls are topped with chain link and in the orange 

glow the coils of concertina wire that line the inside of the fence glitter like jewelry beneath the 

spaced lights. 

 For a moment I wonder if my killer is housed there. Not the person who will end my life, 

certainly, because his sentence of life without chance of parole means he will never be free 

again, but the person whose act of ending someone else’s life near my childhood home, in the 

park where I used to play, has brought me back home. 

 The conductress moves through the car, taking our tickets and writing an “H” or an “R” 

on the back in black marker, slipping them into the slots above our seats. “Rhinecliff or 

Hudson?” she asks as she walks from seat to seat, clipping the card and moving on. “I’ll wake 

you when we get there. Rhinecliff or Hudson?” 

 One man stands and attempts to move to a forward car, but she stops him with a firm 

“No, sir, those cars are for Albany. I’ve got them all tucked in and the lights are off.” 
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 I’m coming home to research a non-fiction book of essays. Wonderful, people say, when 

I tell them I’m writing a book. I can see them mentally rubbing their hands together and sitting 

forward in their seats. They love a good story. “What is it about?” 

 Writing a book is like being pregnant, I imagine. Mothers complain that once people 

learn they are expecting, they lose all privacy and ownership over their bodies. Friends and 

strangers alike want to know all the details: when they are due, the gender of the baby, the names 

they’ve chosen. They are constantly pawed, their bellies rubbed and exclaimed over. 

 I’ve never had a child, I’ve never thought myself at all suited to motherhood, and I have 

in the past been guilty of all these crimes against expectant mothers. Now when I hear another 

pregnant woman complain, I nod and make sympathetic noises—I do understand their plight and 

annoyance—but just the same I want to reach out and lay my hand on their belly in wonder. 

There is something so primal and inclusive of all of humanity in a child. We are vested in what 

you are doing. You give birth not just for your family and yourself, but for the community. You 

are making more humans. We are all doting, affectionate, elated aunts and uncles in that 

moment. 

 Perhaps it is the same with books. Writers give birth, not to another human, but to words, 

thoughts, ideas. We create and expose worlds, deeds, the human heart and the human condition. 

We add to the community. It is at the same time something to intensely personal to us, yet meant 

for the world to share. 

 But how can I tell someone I am writing a book about a murder, and not sound like a 

ghoul in need of a good therapist? I can say it to some friends with an off-hand, self-deprecating 

laugh. 

 “I’m writing a book of essays about death.” 
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We don’t talk about death in our culture. We don’t talk about love and loss and grief. 

Even we effusive, emotional Americans are supposed to keep all that buttoned up and hidden.  

 I want to talk about the dispassionate, objective, uncaring, impersonal, meaninglessness 

of it. Why you and not me? Why me and not her? Why can a thousand years of pedestrians walk 

down a street, and on only one does a sign fall and crush them? Or a hundred girls can leave a 

hundred parties late at night and walk down a hundred dark highways on their way home, but 

only one of them ends up dead in a park? It’s the eeny-miney-mo of it, the duck, duck goose, the 

musical chairs. 

 And yet we will all experience death. Since the beginning of time, every person has died. 

In the midst of life, we are in death. In the midst of life, death is here among us. Dispassionate, 

impersonal. Matter of fact. So very quotidian, like walking the dog. Like needing a hair-cut, or a 

sunny morning in January. Or the tartness of an orange. Death is, for the most part, unaffected by 

anything we do. But we spend our whole lives running across the lawn in a desperate attempt to 

escape it. 

 The book, I hope, will explain itself. But I don’t yet know the short, perky explanation 

that I want to write about how—in the span of some fifty years—the park where I grew up 

playing, the playground I remember from the days when it was yet woods and a swamp, went 

from a joyous green place where neighborhood kids spent their summer and winter days, to a 

place where a young woman is discarded like a piece of refuse. I don’t understand it myself. And 

while I argue with myself about the perversity of my curiosity, at the same time I am riveted by 

the story. The murder itself isn’t personal for me, and yet I realize it is very personal for 

someone. For a lot of someones. I did those same stupid things Katie did in the same places, 
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some even more stupid, and yet I’m alive. My task is to look at everything with that eye that is 

both that of the stranger, and the native. 

And so I find myself encased in a silver capsule called the Empire Line, slipping back to 

Hyde Park. We step inside and sit down, a button is pushed or a lever thrown and we are 

transported. We glide through the darkness along a river that was ancient when Henrik Hudson 

first sailed on it four hundred years ago. A tidal river that breathes in and out twice a day. Sailing 

back into my past. 
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Part Two: 

Greentree Park 

 

 

In this VAULT is interred all that was Mortal of ELIZABETH TURRELL Who died the 25
th

 of 

October 1806 Aged 18 years. 

How would you weep if in a month you knew 

You majt depart and bid the world adieu 

And yet are laughing. 

Then perhaps it mey 

For ought that you can tell not be a Day. 

 

The Parish Church of St. Mary and All Saints, Beaconsfield, England 
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Motivation Points 2 

 

Hyde Park at the beginning of August 2012 is gently warm and drowsy under the summer 

sun. Gardens are in full bloom, lawn mowers buzz like a swarm of angry bees at first light. I am 

up early each morning, lacing on my shoes and going for a walk down village streets over 

sidewalks with crazy-tilting slabs past clapboard houses. It is the time of summer when 

everything feels ripe and lush, gravid. Cornfields are high and thickly green, the boughs of apple 

trees are weighted down with the approaching harvest, flower stalks are so heavy they bend and 

touch the grass under beads of last night’s dew. Farm stand tables shelter from the sun under 

lean-tos at the side of the road, filled with a rainbow of fruit and vegetables like giant 

cornucopias, and they operate on the honor system. This season feels eternal, not waning. 

The taxi driver met us at the Rhinecliff train station last night as we stepped off the 

Empire Line and pushed our way through humid air redolent of salt water and river muck. It has 

been two years since I was in the Hudson Valley for our final family reunion, and six years since 

Graham has been here. We are going to my nephew Dan’s house, less than a mile from the 

station, where we will pick up the car we are renting from him while we’re here for two weeks. 

Dan and his girlfriend are away, along with Dan’s parents, my brother Joe and his wife, Tina, 

and my sister Mary. They are visiting my father in Montana, where he spends each summer fly-

fishing. The moist air feels luxurious on skin so painfully desert-parched.  

I’ve never taken the train into Rhinecliff before; in the past we’ve always gone via the 

Poughkeepsie train station, so I find the little scaling gem of a station charming, tucked among 

the trees along the river. At the edge of the circle of orange sodium half-light outside the station, 

oaks encircle the tiny parking lot and loom overhead. Their roots thrust along the ground, 
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crumbling the pavement. The setting feels enchanted, like stepping into the Keebler forest under 

the moon. In my sleep-starved state I wouldn’t be surprised to see an elf pop out from behind one 

of the oak trunks and wink at me. 

Our taxi driver is a talker. He speeds along Morton Road, yapping away and not paying 

attention to where he is going, until we are well and truly confused. I’ve never been to Dan and 

Amber’s house, he moved since I last visited, but in his directions he assured me it was easy to 

find. Only I seem to have written down the house number wrong, and this guy hasn’t a clue 

where he’s going. He and a newly-revived Graham chatter away about taxi-driving, comparing 

stories as we speed along the roads through the woods, our headlights dividing the gloom. The 

occasional house flashes by in blackness. The driver rockets along like he knows where he’s 

going, like he’s got somewhere else more important to be at eleven on a Tuesday night but he’s 

doing us a quick favor because he is such a good-hearted guy. Cool air streams in through the 

open car windows and I shiver. We pass a tiny graveyard, not more than twenty-five stones 

meeting in the clearing like a coven, and in the moonlight silver wraiths of mist float over the 

grass. Someone has stuck solar lights out among the gravestones, little blue orbs that float waist-

high in the darkness like returned souls. The occasional sweet smell of something in bloom flows 

in through the windows. 

Finally, after nearly half an hour of driving up and down the same half-mile of road in the 

darkness, I convince both of them that I would rather just go to my sister’s house in Hyde Park 

and return for the car in the morning, in daylight after getting new directions from Dan. The 

driver gets a call from a friend who has been stranded in the village of Rhinebeck, left carless by 

an outraged and jealous girlfriend. Do we mind if he just drops his friend off first, before he 

takes us to Hyde Park?  
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Graham and I sit in the back seat and listen to the friend’s hard-luck story of how every 

time he says hello to another woman, his girlfriend has a fit. She’s jealous. She’s got a short fuse, 

he says. Last time she locked him out of the house. His taxi-driving buddy makes sympathetic 

noises. I tell him: If she doesn’t trust you now, she never will. Get used to it, or get out. He 

doesn’t want to hear. I’m tired and I don’t want to listen, I just want to cut to the chase and find a 

bed. We drop him off in front of his house, his car parked in the driveway and all the lights off. 

He walks off across the dew-damp lawn, and I wonder if he will spend the night sleeping on the 

porch. Twenty minutes later and eleven miles away we let ourselves into Mary’s house, dump 

our suitcases in the dining room, and make our way up the stairs to bed. 

 

The next morning, armed with precise directions from Dan, the taxi driver returns me to 

Rhinebeck. We find Dan’s house just the other side of the small intersection where we turned left 

instead of right the night before. The cabbie almost drives past, saying, “I know it can’t be this 

guy. This guy works on cars in his driveway all the time.” The urge to lean forward and smack 

him smartly on the back of the head is strong. My palm savors the imagined sensation. I told him 

last night that Dan is a mechanic and there would be several cars in the driveway, but he had 

been too busy to hear my voice, chattering away like a magpie about the life of a taxi driver. I 

pick up the car and drive back down to Hyde Park. 

The Hudson River Valley connects New York City at the south end to Albany, the state 

capital, in the north. Dutchess County is on the east side of the river about half-way between the 

two cities. It is mostly rural, horse and farm country. Orchards, cornfields, woods. The county 

seat is the city of Poughkeepsie, once known as the Queen City of the Hudson, now a faded, 

blowsy tart with a taste for bad company and a drug problem. Hyde Park is just north of 
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Poughkeepsie. When I first left the Hudson Valley and moved to San Francisco, the Dirty Harry 

movies were fairly recent, and it seemed as if every wise-ass I met—who had never heard of 

Hyde Park, birthplace of Franklin Delano Roosevelt—quoted the movie when I told them Hyde 

Park is just north of Poughkeepsie. “Do you pick your feet in Poughkeepsie?” Until the night I 

finally replied, “Whaddaya pick your ass in San Francisco?” Oddly, that line was never quoted to 

me again. 

Now Hyde Park is a town of mansions open to the public and empty store-fronts, of red-

necks and the upper crust, of the Hyde Park Free Library and graduates of Roosevelt High 

School who cannot spell Roosevelt correctly. Cartologically, Hyde Park resembles a fried egg. 

To natives the yolk is called the village of Hyde Park, and the surrounding white is the town of 

Hyde Park. Two two-lane rural highways trisect the egg north/south, with a partially submerged 

ridge of granite between them. To the west, not far from the Hudson River, Route 9 cuts straight 

through the yolk. A mail route since colonial times which connects New York City to Albany 

approximately one-hundred and forty miles north, it is still known as Albany Post Road where it 

passes through the village. Route 9G runs through the white just to the east of the yolk, and there 

are countless cross roads—South Cross, North Cross, Mills Cross, West Dorsey Lane, St. 

Andrew’s, Market Street and more—that connect the two routes. 

On the night she was killed Katie went to a party with her on-again, off-again boyfriend, 

Mike Delarm, in the Greenbush neighborhood on the west side of Route 9G, where the southern 

end of Hyde Park blurs into Poughkeepsie. My parents and my siblings lived in this 

neighborhood nearly sixty years ago, before I was born. I know from newspaper accounts that 

someone Katie didn’t like arrived at the party that night, and after a brief argument with Delarm, 

Katie left. Between three and three-thirty in the morning, she walked from party house up Yates 
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Avenue to Route 9G. On 9G she began to walk north. This is where we lose her story; we only 

know how it ended. 

Stephen Shand was on his way to deliver the Poughkeepsie Journal along his regular 

route in Greentree Park, a neighborhood about five miles north of Greenbush, also on the west 

side of Route 9G. Greentree Park is the neighborhood in which I grew up, in the house my father 

built in the late 1950s. Stephen’s older sister held the newspaper delivery contract with the 

Poughkeepsie Journal, but Stephen had been delivering along this route for some months before 

the murder.  

Shand had just picked up his allotment of newspapers at the Poughkeepsie Journal 

building in Poughkeepsie and was driving north on 9G in his 1999 Dodge Voyager van when he 

and Katie encountered each other. I know that somehow Katie got into his van, and Shand drove 

her to the Greentree Park neighborhood. There, in Kay’s Park, Stephen Shand beat, strangled 

into unconsciousness, raped, and then drowned Katie Filiberti. He left her body face down in the 

small stream beside Greentree Drive North, where she was found the next day—depending on 

which news source you follow—by either three boys or one teenager. Katie was 5’1” and 

weighed only 103 pounds, her body was so small that the first policemen on the scene thought 

she was a child. Six detectives responded to the call. 

I begin my research by driving south on 9G into Poughkeepsie. Over the centuries, the 

the City of Poughkeepsie has expanded northwards, leaching into the Town of Hyde Park like a 

stain, the boundaries blurred to the naked eye. Even fifty years ago the distinction wasn’t so 

much defined by a neutral space between the two as by the subtle changes that occurred as we 

traveled from genteel, elite Hyde Park into the run-down, poorer Poughkeepsie. Some areas of 

Poughkeepsie we never so much as drove through. Back then we might go to Main Street in the 



Sorenson 63 
 

daytime to shop. We never went to Poughkeepsie after dark, and since the pedestrian mall on 

Main Street closed during the recession of the 1980s, at about the time I left the Hudson Valley, I 

haven’t been into the center of Poughkeepsie at all, just driving through it along Route 9 where it 

becomes South Road, the locus of shopping malls and big box stores. 

We were taught from infancy to be wary of what comes out of Poughkeepsie. It wasn’t 

overtly about race. Although Hyde Park was and remains predominantly white and Poughkeepsie 

had a larger black population, there were black students in our schools and we had black 

neighbors and friends. I don’t remember issues with racism when I was growing up in Hyde 

Park, but then, obviously I wouldn’t have been on the receiving end of such ignorance and 

hatred, so my lack of experience isn’t significant. My mother grew up poor and would have 

boxed our ears if we had been rude to any person we met because of their race or religion or their 

financial circumstances or anything else that might have made them different from us.  

My friend Tracy Rutter, whom I’ve known since I transferred from parochial Regina 

Coeli to public school in the 5
th

 grade, agrees with me. “I can remember people being picked on 

for their weight, or their appearance, or their perceived gender preference, but not racism. Maybe 

we were more insulated from [racism] when we were in high school. Maybe there was a higher 

standard that has gone by the wayside. One just didn’t do that. [We were taken to the Roosevelt 

Home and Library every school year. We were taught that]…this is Hyde Park. We have a 

standard to maintain. We were the birthplace of a President. You are in a historic place. Don’t 

sully it…We heard it again and again. World history was made here and we have something to 

live up to. The world looks at us. I don’t think they get that anymore.”  

Rather, our attitude toward Poughkeepsie people was because they came from 

somewhere else, and they were coarse and rough mannered. They were either, so local legend 
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held, bused up from the Deep South by Governor Rockefeller during the fifties in order to “buy” 

votes, or had migrated north from the dehumanizing poverty of New York City. If our 

midcentury, middle class, idyllic small town was paradise, then Poughkeepsie was the 

underworld. Anyone lucky enough to escape Poughkeepsie knew it was best not to look behind 

them.  

Route 9G ascends out of Poughkeepsie into Hyde Park and passes through a connective 

tissue of light industry and tired-looking retail, sprinkled with Italian restaurants and Mom-and-

Pop businesses. There is the processing plant for the Fitchett Brothers Dairy that seemed ancient 

back when I was a child, delivery trucks nursing in clusters at the loading bays. The highway 

passes Hudson View Auto Body, VFW Post 170, Italiano’s Deli, and the Little Tikes (sic) 

Daycare Center. It travels past the Fairview Fire Department, the compound of the State of New 

York Department of Transportation with its yellow dump trucks and piles of dirt and gravel 

secured behind chain-link fencing, past Schmaling Glass. The Hoe Bowl Country Lanes is closed 

and deserted, and the neon “Lanes Available” sign gone dark for many years. A wasteland of 

weed-cracked pavement heaves up in chunks between fading parking lines, and chains are 

garlanded across the entrance like the velvet ropes at a museum, meant to keep out the 

intentionally destructive or overly curious.  

The back entrance to the now-abandoned Hudson River Psychiatric Center is on the left 

of the intersection of Cottage Road and 9G. Hudson River closed at the turn of this century after 

more than a hundred years of use, and its campus of red-brick Victorian Gothic buildings slowly 

deteriorate. It has become a favorite location for urban explorers who sneak in to photograph the 

deserted rooms. They claim the buildings are haunted, and this doesn’t surprise me. On the right 

Cottage Road climbs the hill to Dutchess Community College, where I wasted four months so 
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many years ago in a Community Mental Health certification program. On the first day of classes 

our professor informed us that only half of the students would graduate the program in two years. 

Of those, just one of us would find work in the mental-health field. That January I quit school, 

drove down the hill and got a job at the psychiatric center. I thought I was pretty clever. 

 The Laundromat on the far left corner was Gandolf’s Bar at the time I was working at 

Hudson River in 1979, before I moved out west. Many nights, after getting out of work at 

midnight I would meet up at Gandolf’s with my best friend and co-worker Janice. Together we’d 

sit at the bar until it closed, drinking Tanqueray and grapefruit juice in time to the juke-box. 

Janice was tall and blond, six years my senior and a classmate of my brother. She was a fellow 

alumnus of Regina Coeli Catholic Elementary and FDR High School. Her parents, along with 

mine, used to attend the church dances in the days when I was very small.  

I quit my job at the psychiatric center after two years and left the Hudson Valley. No one 

around me seemed to be moving in a positive direction. My life started to follow in their ruts, 

and I had to get out before the miasma swallowed me whole. Janice became a heroin addict after 

I moved away from the Hudson Valley. Eventually she was able to get sober, but not before 

hitting a bottom so deep, she told me, that she was sleeping on the sidewalks of Poughkeepsie 

and prostituting herself for drugs. She had been running from a Jamaican gang from New York 

City who were owed money by the man who was her pimp, pusher and boyfriend. Janice died in 

2005 while in her mid-fifties, and I’ve never learned why. 

I enter Hyde Park at the top of the rise, and the profile of FDR greets me. His silhouette 

with its jaunty cigarette holder and blind blank outline of glasses is planted in a spent bed of tiger 

lilies, and welcomes every northbound driver to “Historic Hyde Park.” From this point as I look 

north I can see where Yates Avenue meets 9G, in a little dip just past TNT Strip and Repair 
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Furniture on the west side of the road, and a small strip mall with S&S Appliances and the Final 

Touch Nail Salon on the east. This is the earliest that Shand could have seen Katie as she walked 

down 9G that night. 

Across from Yates on the east side of the highway beside a patch of woods, an 

abandoned deli sits at an angle to the highway, a façade of peeling paint with blank-eyed 

windows which stare wistfully north along the road. The new St. James Orthodox Church is on 

the left at the northwest corner of Yates and 9G, golden domes beaming back to heaven in the 

soft August morning. A sign presides on a pole over on the southwest corner of the intersection:  

9G XPress Gas and MINI MART “MILK, EGGS, BREAD.” It looks as though someone has 

thrown a few rocks through the white glass shell of the sign. Another abandoned business. I pull 

the car into the pocked parking lot of the XPress Mart and sit for a moment, making notes and 

thinking about what I’ve seen and trying to visualize what happened when Katie and Shand met 

that night. 

I spend nearly an hour driving in a closed loop: down into Poughkeepsie, turn around, 

back up into Hyde Park and the XPress Mart parking lot. Stop, take notes, think about what I see. 

Start again. Pull to the side of the road and take photographs: the derelict wooden house in an 

overgrown field choked with Queen Anne’s lace and daisies in bloom. Windows smashed by 

rocks, clapboard teeth missing, the roof is sway-backed. The hulking fieldstone dowager, Violet 

Avenue Elementary School sits behind an ample bosom of green lawns, a necklace of wrought-

iron fencing.  Pull back onto the road and drive again, as slowly as I can without holding up 

traffic, and look. See. 

What did it mean to be an illegal immigrant from Jamaica, a graduate of Poughkeepsie 

High School? To live in a quiet Hyde Park neighborhood with your sister and her kids, in a 
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Section Eight house provided by the welfare department of New York State? How did that feel? 

What did Shand think about each night as he drove into the small town from his past in 

Poughkeepsie, past the quiet houses where everyone slept in their beds? Repeating his transition, 

his deliveries, his deliverance, night after night? He lived in Hyde Park and yet he didn’t belong. 

According to the judge at his sentencing, Shand is “a predator, you're a monster, you're demonic, 

and you are the personification of evil.” He was a hunter of humans, and he was out at night, 

unrestrained. No one knew he existed, that the danger of him existed. His own family had no 

indication of what he was capable of doing. 

This is what I have learned about Shand’s mental process from inhabiting his routine 

today: from when he crested the hill and first saw Yates Avenue—the earliest spot Katie could 

have entered 9G—to the intersection of 9G with East and West Dorsey Lanes, at the speed-limit 

of 45 mph Shand had thirty seconds to see Katie and make the decision to pick her up. East 

Dorsey leads to her parents’ house, and that is where I assume Katie was walking that night. 

Thirty seconds is not a long time. The distance along 9G from Yates Avenue to Dorsey is 

a mere 0.2 miles; a small fraction of roadway, a blip. There was only a hairline fracture of 

chance she would be walking that two-tenths of a mile on 9G at the exact same time Shand was 

driving from Poughkeepsie to Greentree Park, where he was scheduled to deliver his papers. If 

Shand had picked up his newspapers five minutes later, or had Katie stayed at the party a little 

longer, they would never have met. She’d still be alive, going to parties and arguing with her 

boyfriend, and Shand would still be delivering newspapers. How cruel, how random and 

uncaring was that chance?  

This suggests to me Shand had thought about this before. He had considered rape, if not 

murder, as he drove alone during those middle-of-the-nights he was delivering papers to sleeping 
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Hyde Park families tucked up safely, so they thought, in their middle-class beds. He didn’t have 

time to see Katie, to register that she was a woman alone, and debate whether to stop. That 

wasn’t enough time to debate whether to attempt to convince her to have sex with him, and rape 

her if she refused. I believe that no debate took place in Shand’s mind that night. He didn’t have 

to decide. The decision had already been made, during all those preceding lonely nights he’d 

driven 9G again and again, slipping alone through the darkness.  

 

The question that has bugged me for the last year, since first hearing the outline of what 

happened that night, was this: why did Katie get in the car with a stranger at three-thirty in the 

morning? I sit in the parking lot of the XPress Mart, my car pointed at 9G. I picture her walking 

past me on the left, walking up Yates Avenue that night. The highway would be deserted at that 

hour. I see Katie cross 9G and walk north toward the intersection with Dorsey Lane. It’s an 

unseasonably warm night for March, her streaked blonde hair drifts out behind her. The air has 

that aroma of wet dirt and pavement mixed with the fug last year’s leaves as they rot, the sharp 

green scent of new leaves and reanimated things thrusting up through the dirt of gardens and 

woods.  Were there spring peepers singing? Ahead Katie can see where she will turn right onto 

Dorsey Lane and walk home. Shand drives up from behind her and stops his car, fencing her in 

against the guardrail and the trees at the side of the road. Katie would have to bend down to see 

him in the driver’s seat. Why does she make herself so vulnerable? Why does she get in the 

damn car? This picture and this question bother me, a lot. They haunt me. It doesn’t make sense.  

I’ve seen enough of this bit of 9G for now, and I turn right onto Dorsey Lane and drive 

toward Greenfields. Where it crosses Creek Road, Dorsey Lane changes names and becomes 

Dutchess Hill Road, which T-bones at Cream Street a little farther on. A glance left along Cream 
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Street and I can see the swings and sliding board of Greenfields Park ahead on the other side of 

the road, at the entrance to the Greenfields neighborhood. My speedometer shows a mileage of 

2.6 miles from the intersection of Dorsey Lane and 9G to the entrance to Greenfields. For a 

eighteen year-old, athletic woman, this wasn’t any great distance. It wouldn’t be the first time 

she had walked it. 

I take a short drive up the street which leads into Greenfields, and look at the spilt-level 

ranch houses on their shaded lawns. It’s a nice, middle-class neighborhood, a lot like Greentree 

Park. It looks like a good place to be a kid. I return to Cream Street and pass the turning back 

onto Dutchess Hill Road and East Dorsey. I am perhaps a half mile from the small farm where 

my cousin Carrie grew up. I search the dense summer growth along Cream Street hoping for 

some trace of the abandoned farm. The buzz of cicadas pours in through the sun-roof. I don’t 

know who owns the land now. The mobile home where my mother’s sister Audrey, my Uncle 

Butch, and my cousins lived like sardines was near the road, and my uncle’s mother lived alone 

in the large farmhouse next door. I have a faint memory of a dumpy gray-haired figure in a 

housedress standing at the front door, yelling at Carrie and me for being in her yard.  

I learned to ride a horse here when I was six or seven. After that day, on many summer 

afternoons while our mothers drank coffee and talked, Carrie and I wandered off by ourselves on 

horseback. We picked cherries in the orchard, picked up bits of shattered windshield glass from 

abandoned cars in a field and pretended they were diamonds. We climbed apple trees in the 

neighbor’s orchard, rode our horses between the rows of shoulder-high corn. The area is grown 

over now with thick-trunked trees and a dense undergrowth of sumac. There is no longer any 

sign of the farm, no barn, no clearing where the mobile home sat. The fields, cherry trees, and 

abandoned cars are all hidden, swallowed by the late-summer woods.  
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I still have dreams in which I am a young girl, visiting Carrie on a warm summer 

morning, and we are walking down Cream Street holding hands, two young girls on a quiet 

country road in the sun and dust of a July morning in the early 1960s, trees arching overhead. 

The intersection of Cream Street and Dutchess Hill Road is about half a mile from where Carrie 

was killed by a drunk driver on the night of March 11, 1978, just one week short of thirty-four 

years before Katie was killed. I was nineteen and had just started at the State Hospital after 

quitting Dutchess. Like Katie, Carrie had been eighteen. Like Katie, Carrie got into the car 

driven by the man who would kill her that night. The difference was that Carrie knew her killer 

and knew him for what he was: he had already killed two people with his favorite twin weapons 

of alcohol and his car. He would go on to kill two more after the death of my cousin. 

I turn the car around and drive past Greenfields, heading to where Cream Street intersects 

with Crum Elbow Road, and turn left on Crum Elbow. Along this stretch is the S-curve where 

Carrie lost her life that night. Her friend was so drunk and driving so fast that when he took the 

first part of the curve, he couldn’t turn the car in the other direction for the second half, and his 

car flew sideways off the road into the tree that crushed Carrie’s chest. From the time of her 

death until I left the Hudson Valley two years later, I couldn’t drive along this road. Finally, one 

time when I was visiting, Mary drove me past the tree where Carrie’s life was ended. At the time 

I thought Mary had no idea what she was doing to me, but now I suspect she knew very well that 

one day I would have to drive over that stretch of road again, and she wanted to be there for me 

when it happened. She wanted me to know that I could drive past that same tree and yet live. 

I nursed a passionate hatred for Carrie’s drunken friend for twenty years, until I learned 

that not many years after he killed Carrie, he finally killed himself in a drunk-driving accident, 
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his sixth and final victim. I hated the road they had taken that night; I hated the oak tree that he 

had run into with his car, the tree that killed my beautiful, wild cousin.  

Although in my many visits to the Hudson Valley over the years I had gradually gotten 

used to travelling Crum Elbow again, I always did so without looking at the tree, a mental 

version of a child with her hands over her eyes, shouting, “I can’t see you!” when she doesn’t 

want to deal with something awful. Whistling past the graveyard. Today I slow down and take a 

look at the oak. I pull over and sight down the S-curve and picture the path of the car that night, 

my cousin the third person in the front seat, squeezed against the passenger-side door. I watch it 

happen, dispassionately, in slow-motion. And I realize that, stupidly enough, I’ve been angry 

with the wrong tree for the last thirty-five years. And then I think about how pointless it was to 

have hated a tree at all, for more than half my life. 

 

I drive back down to Dorsey Lane and 9G, and across to Yates Avenue. Now I want to 

follow the route of Katie’s walk through Greenbush. I don’t know which house the party had 

been in. In Greenbush the houses are smaller, older, and closer together than in either 

Greenfields or Greentree. I drive slowly, at walking pace, and look at each one, picturing it as the 

scene of a party. In front of my parent’s first house I turn the car around. I want to see the route 

as Katie would have seen it that night. I switch my camera to video and balance it in one hand on 

top of the steering wheel. Then slowly, very slowly, I drive up Yates Avenue toward 9G, 

recording the slight hill rising to the highway, the mailboxes and blue spruces, the cars parked in 

the driveways, the political signs forked into the grassy verge. At the XPress Mart I turn off the 

recorder. 
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I reset the trip odometer and check the time: 12:45. My research for the day has one more 

element to be investigated, and then I will feel I’ve done a good day’s work. This time when I 

turn from Yates Avenue onto 9G, I head north toward Greentree Park. In some areas just off of 

the highway, dense stands of trees are shaded with thick, chest-high undergrowth. I consider 

these as I pass them from the dispassionate standpoint of a killer with a task to complete. These 

woods would make perfect places to dump a body. Drag it in about ten feet from the road and no 

one will ever discover it. Maybe thirty years from now some scattered bones would be found. 

Maybe. This tells me that Katie was still alive when Shand drove past these areas. He hadn’t yet 

raped her. Shand knew exactly where he wanted to take Katie. He had a plan. The only reason he 

would have taken Katie so far from where he picked her up was because his plan included a 

specific destination. 

But how did Shand keep Katie quiet for this long? Driving a car at 45 mph and 

controlling an unwilling passenger at the same time would be difficult to do for any distance. I 

drive past Haviland Junior High, past Ralph R. Smith Elementary, past the former Gilbert Dairy 

and the entrance to Shand’s neighborhood. Past the iron gates of the cemetery where Carrie lies 

buried.  

I remember another recurring dream, one that takes place along this stretch of 9G. It is 

night, and I’m six or seven. I am riding my bicycle and I have to get home. I know I’m not 

supposed to be out on the highway, and I pedal quickly, hoping no one I know will see me and 

tell my parents. Along the way I stop from time to time to pick up small stones from the side of 

the road, and I add them to a sack on my back.  

Now I turn the car into Greentree Park and pass a road crew replacing the old bridge over 

the Crum Elbow Creek. I bear right and follow Sycamore to the intersection with Greentree 
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Drive North, where the kids from the front of the neighborhood used to wait for the bus, and into 

the back of the neighborhood. Here the homes change from mid-century cookie-cutter two 

bedrooms on postage stamp lawns, to custom-built houses on multi-acre lots.  

I pull to the side of the road at the entrance to the ball field at Kay’s Park. It is 12:55, and 

my odometer shows 5.1 miles. I shut off the car engine and listen to it tick while I look at the 

shrine that has grown here, next to the small stream where Katie was left. Birds are singing and I 

can hear bees in the chest-high goldenrod and water weeds that choke the stream and obscure the 

water almost entirely. These wouldn’t have been here on that early spring night. I picture bent 

brown overgrowth dead from the winter, smelling musty and earthbound from a season under the 

snow. 

The stream runs about four feet below the grade of the road. A short wooden cross stands 

at the top of the bank, driven into the dirt between the stream and the small graveled area where 

I’ve parked. A thin silver necklace is draped around the cross, crucifix dangling against the 

intersection of white-painted wood. Knees drawn up, a white china cherub sits at the base of the 

cross, weeping into its hands. A foot away a green metal post of the kind used for traffic signs 

supports a twig circlet decorated with faded, artificial flowers; a tiny white teddy bear dangles 

from the wreath’s apex. A larger white bear hugs the post below as if trying to climb, and a 

brown teddy sits on the ground. Below the wreath is a sheet of paper in a protective plastic 

sleeve. I get out of the car and walk over. 

The plastic is smudged with dirt, the printer paper smeared with something dark and 

reddish. A hole is torn into the top of the paper to hang it on one of the hooks of the post. The 

poem is sentimental to a Victorian degree and the composition amateurish, but somehow these 
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aspects render it heart-felt, genuine. I wonder: whose words? Whose pain? Whose blood? In 

italic script it reads: 

“Gone Too Soon 

Like ripples in a pond or a rose in bloom 

The simple fact is that you were gone too soon 

A best friend for life who’s [sic] life was too short 

Why you, why now, are the things we must sort 

When the tears finally dry and the heartache starts to lift 

Maybe our lives won’t feel like they’ve been cast adrift 

How to make sense of the senseless when logic won’t do 

You deserved so much more, this I know to be true 

Yes, gone too soon and we can never understand 

How this could ever fit into God’s master plan 

AND YET………. 

You’ve never really left us and I know never will 

Endless memories and reminders are here with us still 

The beauty, humor and grace that were yours alone 

Forever in our hearts and minds are etched like stone 

Unrealized dreams and aspirations we can always lament 

Instead remember the good times that seem heaven sent 

I can’t help but feel we will someday see you again 

Random thoughts, snapshots on a wall must suffice until then 

A distinctive laugh, an open heart, a personality so great 
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These are the lasting images of a girl name [sic] Kate” 

 

 The sky above the field is that faded blue of late summer. A larger cross stands apart, on 

its own, crude and unpainted. Its wood is greyed by the weather of seventeen months, standing 

vigil beside the stream where the wide path from the road crosses over a metal culvert. It is the 

spot where I played as a kid. I have a clear memory of a flash in time: standing in the water in 

my red bumper-toed Keds, my fingers reaching to catch a frog. The stream is narrower than I 

remember, silted in. To the left, the pond where we skated in the winter has been completely 

overgrown with trees. In another twenty years it will have reverted to the swamp it was before 

the pond was dredged. An orange-flowered water weed grows thickly along the banks of the 

stream, almost head-high. My sister Mary and I have called them “poppers” since we were kids, 

for the bright green seed pods that explode when we press them between our fingers, releasing 

tiny seed-pearls. 

 The playing field has been recently mowed and it looks like any other well-tended lawn, 

the grassy turf thicker than when I was a kid. I remember the day the trees were cleared to make 

the playing field. For a moment I hear the grinding roar of chain saws, smell the smoke of gas 

exhaust and wood burning in the teeth of the saws and clouding the field into one of Tolstoy’s 

battlegrounds. I was six, every Dad in the neighborhood was here with saws and axes, shovels 

and picks. All of the kids helped out as much as we could, excited to be making something so 

wonderful as a park where we could play. My skin itches at the remembered scratches on my 

forearms as we grabbed armloads of leafy branches and dragged them away.  

 To the right, the hill where we tobogganed is stubbled with waist-high trees, impossible 

for sledding anymore. I don’t try to climb its rocky sides; the weeds and wildfloewrs at its foot 
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are thick and probably full of deer ticks. I turn in a slow counterclockwise panorama: the hill, the 

backstop, the stream where it runs behind the houses backing up to the park, the former skating 

pond, the roadway and stream, and the spot where Katie was left. The sun beams down on me 

benevolently, and after thirty years in the Tucson desert I’m grateful to be out in summer 

daylight and not burning, to hear the cicadas’ late-summer threnody in the trees, to smell the 

fresh-cut grass.  
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Mementi Mori 

 

 The fear of loss was already with me when I came home from school at age ten to find 

my mother had gone to the hospital by ambulance with a suspected heart attack. Even before that 

day I had a chant I recited loudly each night to my mother after I had gone to bed and turned out 

my light. Although I repeated it nightly for years, somehow most of it has slipped my memory. I 

don’t remember now why I started it. My chant was filled with hopes that her chronic back pain 

would feel better, along with a host of other things that I just can’t bring back right now, and 

ended with “I love you.”   

I was compelled to recite it verbatim, and if my mother, thinking to break me of the habit, 

failed to respond with, “I love you, too,” then I would start at the beginning and recite it all over 

again. Over and over, until she responded. It was talismanic to me, a way to ward off all that I 

feared, all potential evil events. When she came home from the hospital I had to sleep with the 

bedroom door open for some time before the ordinariness of life took hold of me again and I was 

once more lulled into believing everything would be okay. 

 

 Thirty-four years after my cousin Carrie’s death, the only photo I have of her is an 

enlargement of one of her school photos our grandmother had copied for me. The colors are 

faded and gone off, but there she is once more in her blue cotton Catholic school uniform, with 

her blonde hair in two uneven pigtails held by rubber bands and that wide grin with the space 

between her front teeth. She has a wicked gleam in her green eyes that tells you everything about 

who she was—the girl who slapped my horse’s rump one summer morning as I was sitting 

sideways, pulling up my socks—and then laughed as my horse and I took off across the dew-
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damp field at warp speed. Now that I think of it, she taught me to ride by the same method: after 

helping me to climb up onto the retired race-horse that her father had bought—no saddle, no 

bridle—she stuck a switch in my hand that she had cut from a green branch, slapped the horse on 

the ass and yelled, “Hang on!” Her photo sits in a drawer, and every few years I come across it 

again. I’ve moved it across the country and from house to house. I could never bear to have it out 

where I would see it every day, but I can’t get rid of it, either.   

 When our phone rang very early that Sunday morning in March my parents and I were 

still in our beds. I was the last of us kids left at home, working at the state hospital after leaving 

school in January. I heard my father get up and go down the hall to answer the phone, to return a 

few minutes later, talking to my Mom in the next room in a hushed voice. I knew that a phone 

call at five in the morning couldn’t be anything good, and I thought I heard him say “Mary,” my 

sister’s name, and I thought of her out there in Colorado, maybe going around an icy mountain 

curve too fast in her little red Pinto, and I was so frightened. After a while I heard them get 

dressed and leave their room, and my mother started down the hall to the kitchen while my father 

knocked on my door, came into the room and crouched by my bed to tell me what had happened.   

At first he told me that Carrie had been hurt very badly, and all I felt was a wash of relief 

that it wasn’t my sister. Someone else’s, yes, I’d deal with that later. But not mine. Thank you, 

God. So that when he told me that she was dead I just nodded numbly, and he stood up and left 

the room. I was dimly aware of him walking down the hall to join my Mom in the kitchen, and 

then heard this god-awful, inhuman sound: a scream, a moan, a howl—I don’t know what it was. 

Until my mother ran down the hall to me, I didn’t even realize that I was the one making it. All I 

have of Carrie is that photo, plus a mass card with her birth and death dates printed on the back. 
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 And so all through my adult life I have saved things from the people I love: letters, 

photos, cards and gifts. My computer has a separate folder in the email program that holds every 

email Graham and my family have sent me. The voice-mail on my cell phone holds a message 

from each of them: my husband, my two sisters, my brother, my mom and dad. If the worst 

happens and they are taken from me, I want that tether that connects them back to me, their 

anchor, so that they cannot slip entirely away from this world. Sometimes I sit and count the 

links that chain them to me. 

 I have every letter my grandmother and I ever exchanged: they were given back to me 

when she died. I have the quilt I made for her when she was living in the nursing home, it hangs 

now on the wall in our living room. I have her engagement ring, as well as one of the garnet 

earrings my sister and I gave her one year for her birthday—Mary has the other. Hanging on the 

dining-room wall are the English stoneware platters from my grandmother’s side of the family 

that I remember from every childhood Thanksgiving feast, as well as the pair of old covered 

dishes on the sideboard. I was in San Francisco when my grandmother died, three days before 

her ninety-second birthday. That day I bought four small silver frames. When I returned to 

Tucson—a quick touch-down before going back to a cold, funereal January in upstate New 

York—I took out the stack of photos I had of her, and put one in each frame, taking them for my 

siblings to choose from. 

 

 Two years before she died my mother decided she wanted to learn to knit again. She and 

my father, my eldest sister and I all knitted when I was young, and my sister and I have long 

since taken it up again. It took some time and patience and repetition to re-teach my mother to 

knit: she is left-handed, and several strokes large and small over the years had left her with short-
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term memory loss. But we finally crossed that border where repetition begets knowledge and she 

knitted happily every day. Her arthritic hands demanded larger yarn and needles, and a year or so 

before her death I found a simple pattern for slippers she could make with chunky yarn. She 

would knit them, and I would sew them together and make the cuffs. To my husband I referred to 

them as the “slam dippers,” as in “Mom gave me another pair of those slam dippers to finish,” 

but secretly I was happy to do them, to have a hand in the process. She made them for my sisters, 

for my sister-in-law, for the neighbor and her two girls, for my aunt, for her grand-children and 

great grandchildren. For me. And each time she would ask anxiously of the giftee: do they fit? 

Yes, we’d all reply. What none of us told her is that we didn’t actually wear them. We kept them 

tucked away, still wrapped in their gift tissue, against the time when they would be all that we 

had left of her: to touch what her hands had touched, to feel the love that she put into every stitch 

for us. 

 And over time I watched what years of smoking in her younger days did to her body: the 

strokes and the slow process of learning to walk and speak again, to retrain her body. Repeated 

surgeries on her legs and arms to restore circulation to the veins in her lower calves and 

shoulders, the agony she endured before each surgery was done. Two toes amputated. The open 

sores on her legs and feet from poor circulation. Her back and hips more and more twisted from 

the arthritis that deformed her hands and made her knees so stiff and movement so painful to her. 

Her esophagus stretched again and again so that she could swallow. I watched her slipping away 

from us a tiny bit at a time, like the Cheshire Cat. I don’t know that it was any easier to take than 

what I had always feared as a child, her sudden loss. I watched her fade from a tall, beautiful 

young woman of elegance and dignity to become hunched and old, like a leaf curling in on itself 

as it dried. I watched the nurse, the gardener, the swimmer, the dancer become the shuffling 
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woman with the walker who could not lift her feet. She had been my best friend all my life, my 

anchor to the ground, and, with my husband, one of the two great loves of my life. 

 In March of that last spring my father took her to the doctor to have her esophagus 

stretched again. She had been in such torment all winter, not always able to swallow when she 

ate, choking, growing thinner and thinner, living on liquids those last few days. The doctor 

wasn’t able to stretch her esophagus that time, or ever again. She had only a pin-hole left in the 

scar tissue, too thin to even pass a wire through. And so they met with the surgeon who would 

attach her stomach to the wall of her abdomen and put in a permanent gastric tube. She would 

spend the rest of her life being nourished by liquids through a tube into her stomach. I wasn’t 

sure how long she would want to live like that, never tasting food again, or how the rest of us 

would get through the holiday dinners she insisted we continue, chewing a dry and tasteless ham 

that last Easter, sitting around the table making forced conversation as she watched and smiled, a 

glass of strawberry Ensure with a straw in front of her. 

 I had done everything that I could to prepare myself, to protect my mother and myself: I 

had chanted, collected my mementos. I watched her diminish into the chronic pain that made 

every day difficult. I practiced as I watched others I loved being buried, as I stood next to a hole 

in the ground, cold winter rain on my head.   

But in the end I was not prepared. I was not ready.   
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Becoming an Orphan 

 

It sounds terrible, but part of me was glad. Relieved. Grateful. I was horrified, I was 

bereft. I was grieving before I even turned around, but I felt relief, in that instant. Isn’t that 

terrible? I’ve read of people who recognized the messenger standing at their door, didn’t need to 

hear the message to know it was the worst possible news, but still wouldn’t let the messenger in. 

They believed in that instant if the tidings of death are not relayed, if the moment can be delayed 

just a little longer, the fatal event has not yet occurred. They could live a last few breaths of time, 

a few more heartbeats, in that ignorance. That wasn’t me. I had, instead, spent the last ten days 

waiting near the door of my mother’s hospice room for the messenger that never seemed to 

come. I wanted her to be at peace. I wanted to not have to watch her die any longer. If nothing 

could be done to prevent what is about to happen, then please, just let it happen. 

I was at the end of the worst three weeks of my life, or hers. It was grueling, it was 

nightmarish, it was exhausting. Night after night without sleep, tossing in bed when I finally got 

to it. Day after day sitting in a hard chair at her bedside. Waiting for the end to come. Watching 

someone I love deteriorate day by day until it was minute by minute and then second by second. 

Breath by rattling, gasping breath. I watched as her mind shut down and she left the room with 

just me and her body in it, as I sat there hour by hour, keeping silent vigil. Because we’d said 

everything we needed to say, both of us, in a lifetime and in those last few days. I knitted, I tried 

to read a book, I stared out the window through the cracks in the blinds. I waited with her. 

Because I could not bear to look at her, to watch her pass by in the slowest of leave-takings: 

incrementally, infinitesimally. Atom by floating, fleeting atom. 
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Until her hand and arm as I held them began to cool. Until her feet, exposed from under 

the sheet, began to turn purple-blue at the heels and soles, and so, so white on the top. So cold. I 

called my father, who had gone home to rest and to write her obituary. It was time to come back. 

I left them alone in the room so he could say his final goodbyes. I couldn’t listen. Just five 

minutes. 

I knew, then, when I came back. I didn’t have to be told, there was no need for the 

messenger. I knew as I came back into the room. As I stood there, facing the door and closing it 

so, so slowly, so quietly, and realized I didn’t hear a sound. As I entered I turned to face the door 

so I could close it without a whisper; my back was to the room. The door was glossy and white, 

with the striations and furrows of paint strokes on the mock-wood patterned surface. Minute 

basin and ridge topography. I closed it so slowly, so softly, so it wouldn’t make a noise in the 

room that had already gone too quiet. I stood looking at the raised panels in the dimmed light of 

the blazing afternoon in a room where the blinds were tilted against the desert sun of early 

summer. 

Because I didn’t hear anything. I’d become so used to the rasp, the rattle, the thick, wet 

gurgle. And I didn’t hear it anymore. So I didn’t need to turn around. I didn’t need to walk fully 

into the room. I didn’t need to see the nurse standing beside the bed, two fingers so gentle on the 

side of my mother’s neck. Barely resting there, like the feet of a butterfly. My mother’s quiet 

chest no longer rising and falling, rattling and wheezing. I didn’t need to see the nurse slowly, 

quietly shake her head. No. 

Because I knew when I closed the door behind me, in front of me. 
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Grief is like a feral child.  It’s angry, it’s wild, it’s unpredictable, it’s physically and 

emotionally abusive. It speaks in an unknown language you are forced to understand, to make 

terms with. Yet when you come upon it, you have no choice but to take it in and make it a part of 

your life.  The art is in civilizing it, disciplining it.  I tell my grief, okay, it is all right for you to 

break out and bring me to tears on these occasions: when I am driving down the road by myself 

and I have a sudden memory of taking my Mom somewhere in the car; when I am sitting at 

home in the evening and her image flashes through my mind and I reach for the phone to call 

her; or when I see or experience something and think, “I must remember to tell Mom about that”; 

when I am cooking a comfort-food meal I always loved as a child, and realize it is comfort food 

because she was the first one who cooked it for me; in the evening, looking out at the colors 

changing on the mountains she loved so much.  

I have what I call my “Mom moments,” times when some sight or sound triggers an 

overwhelming memory or the sense of loss, and I break down. On her latest birthday, as Graham 

and I were wandering in a store, and I heard a young woman behind me say, “Happy Birthday, 

Mom.” I had to pull Graham by the sleeve into the garden supplies aisle so I wouldn’t make a 

spectacle of myself in public. I can laugh about it now, but the Mom moments never come to the 

door without a suitcase of pain. 

Which brings me to the times my grief is not allowed to act up: pretty much any time I 

am in public.  But I make the occasional exception—having coffee with an old friend in those 

first days after my mother died, and telling her the story of those horrible last three weeks of 

Mom’s life, and not caring that tears are streaming down my face as I talk about death and loss in 

the middle of a busy café on a Saturday morning.  Out buying a new phone and telling the 

woman behind the counter how my soon-to-be former phone company deleted my mother’s last 
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voice mail to me, which means that I will never, ever hear her voice again.  She tells me that she 

just lost her mother, too, very suddenly, and that she regrets the things she didn’t get to say, that 

her mother won’t see her get married or watch her kids grow up. We cry together, a little, and 

share our stories. I hand out tissues from the pack I keep in my purse for these moments, and we 

both move on. 

 

Perhaps the process of grief is to take out, examine and drain each memory—happy or 

sad—until the well of tears is cried out of it.  I know that while there are some memories I have 

grieved over and put away, there are yet others I’m not strong enough to face. The simple act of 

writing about grief is emotionally exhausting. It is a relentless, merciless picking at the scab, 

over and over again, letting the wound drain, and wiping up the resultant rivulet of pus and 

blood. Eventually the suppuration lessens. Gradually, slowly, it becomes a scar one can live 

with. More or less disfiguring, but not fatal. Maybe it becomes a deeper scar for having been 

picked at. Maybe it heals the more cleanly for having been treated so ruthlessly. There isn’t any 

way to know. There is no right way to grieve. Only wrong ways. 

One can argue that the person I’ve lost is “only” a parent. We should all expect to lose 

our parents in the natural course of our lifetimes. The less expected and understandably deepest 

losses are those of a child or a beloved spouse, and I believe those losses are bitter and difficult. 

But I don’t know this from experience. I am childless, and I am fortunate that Graham is still 

with me. I don’t know if it is fair to weigh one loss against another and see which is heaviest, 

like Anubis with his Feather of Truth, weighing hearts. It isn’t fair to the person grieving. It isn’t 

fair to the ones we’ve lost. I have lost the woman who gave birth to me, who was my lifelong 

confidant and fervent supporter. The person who, throughout my childhood was my only shelter 
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from the storm of my father’s unrelenting anger toward all humans in general, and his deep 

disappointment in me in particular. In the days and months after my mother’s death I felt 

orphaned, cast adrift. That may seem a ridiculously dramatic interpretation of a parent’s death 

when one is in one’s early fifties, but it is my experience, nonetheless.  

The loss of my mother has been the final straw that has killed my connection to my 

father. He expected me to step into my mother’s shoes, to take on her obligations and traditions 

as if they were my own. All his life, first his mother and then my own catered to his wishes and 

made him the focus of their lives, and he expected I would fill a gap left by my mother’s death. 

While I did my best to continue my own fractured life by gathering up the demanding threads of 

my education and nurturing my marriage, I had no time to spare for my creative interests, no 

additional time to maintain my friendships. The weekly visits and the twice-monthly dinners 

weren’t enough for my father. The man who yelled at my elderly and disabled mother every day 

of her life and told her what a pain in his ass she was, had taken on the role of the sainted, 

grieving spouse, casting his eyes up to heaven, and it was hard for me to watch. He expected he 

and I would have a relationship of his own choosing, one he fashioned in his mind, one he 

neither sought nor encouraged when my mother was alive. I couldn’t fit into the mold he had 

conceived, the hegemony of the selfless servant daughter to the patriarch. 

I admit I had a difficult time forgiving my father for his treatment of my mother, and for 

the way he treated me during those three weeks Mom was dying, when in his eyes and in his 

words everything I did or said was not simply wrong, but horribly, stupidly wrong. Since Mom’s 

death his conversation centered on his new-found hobby of target shooting with air rifles, and it 

was all he talked about. All he talked about. The rare times my mother was mentioned he would 



Sorenson 87 
 

speak of her in reverential tones. I wish he had treated her with that reverence—which she well 

deserved—while she was alive.  

My father and I had a final break when he packed up the things my mother had always 

wanted me to have and sent them to my brother and one of my sisters in New York, without a 

word spoken to me. When I learned the truth, just before Graham and I left for New York, I 

protested that this hadn’t been what Mom wanted. My father exploded, and all the ugliness of 

fifty-some years of his disappointment came spewing out, and I saw how he truly felt about me. 

He made it clear we could have a relationship only on his terms, only if I toed the line he drew so 

forcefully.  

And so I walked away, and made of myself an orphan. My Mom Moments ease as time 

goes by, becoming less and less frequent, less and less raw. I see her spirit in the things she 

found beautiful: goldfinches and hummingbirds, wildflowers and Christmas cactus in bloom. I 

show her things she would have loved, and say, “Look at this, Mom, look how wonderful this is. 

Feel this moment.” Just as she was the one who taught me as a child to see the world in that way. 

Her death has freed me from living in the place I have never belonged, and Graham and I make 

plans for our life after I graduate from the university. Do I grieve over the loss of my father, too? 

Yes, I do. Every day. I grieve for what could have been, and never will be. I grieve that I could 

never be enough for him, just me as I am. I grieve that the father who wanted a fourth child only 

if it could be a boy has never been able to see me through that blindfold he put on when I was 

born. But I grieve for what never was, as much as for what I lost. 
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Motivation Points 3 

 

Because my explorations can only tell me what that fatal stretch of 9G was like during 

the daytime, Graham and I get up at three a.m. on Saturday morning. I want to see what happens 

on this stretch of road on the same night of the week that Katie was killed. 

As we drive by, low patches of ground fog in the fields beside the lane to Eleanor 

Roosevelt’s Valkill estate drift like wraiths. We arrive at the XPress Mart before 3:30 in the 

morning, and park the car. On the near, southbound side of 9G, there are a sidewalk and bright 

streetlamps in front of the church. On the northbound side, the woods and the abandoned deli are 

dark and threatening. Two days ago on a sunny afternoon—as well as for the last year and a 

half—I made the assumption that Katie walked on the other side of the street because she would 

turn in that direction once she reached Dorsey Lane, but I can see now I was wrong. No woman 

would cross the street from a lighted side with a walkway, to the dark side without. This changes 

my assumptions about their meeting and exchange. When Shand pulled up and stopped on the 

other side of the highway, she could see him without making herself more vulnerable—he was 

on the opposite of the street from her and very visible. He didn’t appear as threatening. His 

stopped car didn’t trap her against the guardrail. 

 At a normal pace it takes Graham and me four minutes and forty-two seconds to walk the 

section of 9G from Yates Avenue to Dorsey Lane, crossing over to the east side of the 

intersection at Dorsey. Five vehicles pass us in those nearly five minutes: two are taxis, one is a 

bread truck. One vehicle per minute tells me that Katie and Shand’s exchange couldn’t have 

taken long between his stopping and offering a ride, and her acceptance and getting into the car. 

The bars in New York let out at 4 am. Soon there would be a lot more traffic along this road. 
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 There is nothing open at this hour. On the southbound side of the street are a karate shop, 

9G Auto Parts, Better Tan, and the church. Brilliantly lit, but closed. There are a few houses, but 

they’re dark and distant. 

 We return to the car, and Graham drives down Dorsey Lane toward Greenfields. At night 

the road is dark and twisted, with drifting flags of mist, but no shoulders to walk on. There is 

distance between the houses. Graham drives a short way with the headlights switched off, and 

the gloom is total. We are navigating by moonlight. The only life we see are a doe and her fawn 

crossing the road at Greenfields Park, tentatively stepping out of the woods, freezing by the 

swing-set as we stop the car to watch in reverance. 

I think Katie expected Mike Delarm to come after her by the time she reached the 

highway. That he didn’t might have made her annoyed enough to get into Shand’s car.  

Graham and I drive down into Poughkeepsie and turn around. We drive north into Hyde 

Park, past Yates Avenue and the intersection of 9G and Dorsey Lane. Shand’s adrenaline would 

have been high. Was he driving the speed limit, as we were? As we continue north to Greentree 

Park, the only business open is the Stewart’s Ice Cream and Mart at the East Park light. Did 

Katie see it as they drove by? Did someone look up from the counter and watch the car pass and 

wonder who was in it? 

We turn into Greentree Park and start around the north side of the loop made by 

Greentree Drive. We pass orange plastic paper boxes hung next to mail boxes, Poughkeepsie 

Journal marked on their sides in black Old English typeface. At Kay’s Park a single streetlamp 

glows, and I think of the nights when I was a teenager, walking home in the dark after visiting 

any one of my friends. The shortest way home was past Kay’s Park, but under that streetlamp 

were the teenaged drinkers and potheads of the neighborhood. I tolerated enough abuse from 
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them in daylight; I wouldn’t risk passing them at night. So I walked up as close as I could get 

and still remain hidden in the dark, peering ahead to see if anyone was partying under the light. 

On the rare nights there was no one there, I’d scoot past quickly and get safely home. If, more 

usually, there was a group of teenagers, I’d turn around in the shadows and go the long way 

home on the street that runs behind the park. Kay’s Park at night has always been threatening to 

me, the dark flipside to its daytime persona. 

In the dark, Graham and I listen for a while to the sounds of crickets in the weeds. I 

wonder again if there were spring peepers singing here that night Katie was murdered. Tonight it 

is so very still and close. No one is going to drive by so late. I sit and take notes, pausing now 

and then to stare into the blackness and think. 

At Shand’s sentencing, the judge described in bare facts what happened that night:  

“To me the case comes down to much simpler terms. Katie Filiberti was an eighteen-

year-old girl on March 19, 2011. She was out late at night. She was abducted. She was 

strangled. She was raped. And then she was murdered. She died at the hands of Stephen 

Shand. It took, quite frankly, a long time, and you had more than ample opportunity to 

stop at any point in time. You killed her with your bare hands. You took her life. At any 

point in time you simply could have stopped and let her live, but you didn’t do that. She 

was savagely beaten by you over the course of an extended period of time which is 

reflected in the autopsy report and the medical records. You strangled her into 

submission. Katie Filiberti on that night, or the early morning hours of that day, fought 

for her life, all five foot one, 103 pounds, of her, and she lost the fight. You caused her 

serious physical injury. You raped her. You took her to a park, you put her in a stream; 
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and when you realized that she was probably still alive, you held her underwater until she 

drowned.” 

 

I turn to Graham, certain of something. “Shand didn’t deliver his papers that night with 

Katie in the car. He drove straight here to the park.” I know now, as we sit beside where Katie’s 

body was found, that after Shand beat Katie severely, after he strangled her, raped her, and then 

drowned her in the stream and left her body there like a piece of crumpled litter, he turned his car 

around and drove back to the front of Greentree Park. And then he delivered his papers, house by 

house, box by box. Driving past Katie where she lay in the stream, in the dark. 

I can only interpret the world through my own soul, through my own moral compass, 

even as I realize this unique set of thoughts and imaginings, these rules are mine alone. And the 

only way I can understand a person and their actions or their experiences is to insert myself, with 

my made-to-order, personal set off rules and thoughts, into that person’s place. That was the 

entire point of coming here to Hyde Park, of doing this research. 

So I imagine myself driving down 9G each night after the murder. Each time I passed the 

spot where I first saw Katie, I would see her there again, up ahead, in my headlights. Each time I 

got to the spot where I stopped and offered her a ride, I would replay it in my mind. What I said. 

The sound of her voice. Each time I drove north on 9G I would repeat our conversation. When I 

turned into Greentree Park, I would see her in the seat beside me. When I passed the little gravel 

parking area at the park, I would remember each and every second of those violent minutes of 

our encounter. Each horrible freaking detail—her screams, the blood and the bruises, the feel of 

my hands around her neck—I sit here and I cannot make myself go further, it sickens me. I 

couldn’t do it, I can’t think it, I cannot write it. But each night delivering papers, each waking 
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minute of my freaking life I would think about that moment, that atom, that fulcrum of time 

when the whole thing tipped over the edge and it all began to go so horribly, desperately wrong.  

Tell me that when he drove back to the front of the neighborhood, turned the car around, 

and began to shoot the newspapers into their respective boxes, that he wasn’t jammed up on 

adrenaline, that his hands weren’t shaking, that he didn’t fumble and drop a paper or two and 

curse himself to get his act together, to just calm the hell down! and deliver these papers so that 

no one will suspect it was him because you know if he doesn’t do this right he is going to be the 

first person they suspect. Did he look over at the stream as he drove by? Did he ever look over at 

the stream again, any of those successive nights, over the course of five months?  

Because you know she stood there beside the water and she watched him drive by. You 

know she did. 
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Map of Greentree Park, 1960s Version 

 

I grew up on Pine Tree Lane in the 1960s, on a small dead-end street of four families, in 

the house on the corner where I lived with my parents and my older siblings Carol, Joe, and 

Mary. Ours was the first house built in the neighborhood, by my Dad on weekends and in the 

evenings after work. In the years after my mother died, my father regretted the material things he 

felt he might have given us and never did; we thought we were rich, living in what was the 

largest and nicest house in the neighborhood. Mom had grown up poor, the child of farm workers 

who moved every few years in her childhood and never owned the house they lived in. She 

taught us how abundant our lives were, and to appreciate the gift of everything around us. Our 

house had polished wood floors that were cool underfoot, floor-to-ceiling windows in the living 

room which overlooked a backyard with a built-in pool in the center of Mom’s many gardens, 

and then out over the woods. We owned the lot next door as well, and so one whole side of the 

street was ours.  

We had a cat, Herman, and a black lab with a docked tail named Darky. It was years 

before I understood how incredibly inappropriate Darky’s name was. I never told anyone about 

him after that until I met my husband. As well as her beautiful gardens which she tended in the 

afternoons and every evening after dinner, my mother was famous for the perpetual tan which 

made so striking in contrast with her blonde hair and sky-blue eyes. Each winter she asked my 

brother to dig a lounge-chair-shaped hole in the snow next to our back door so she could lay in 

the sun on warm days. Mom was terrified of snakes, and is remembered, as well, for having done 

the one-minute mile across the pool one spring day, when black snakes slipped in to teach their 

babies to swim. One afternoon I was passing through the living room in search of the book I was 
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reading, and saw Mom strolling down to the weed pile at the back of our side lot, carrying her 

bushel basket of weeds. With one quick movement she tossed them in the air as she turned to run 

back up the dirt track, green strands falling in slow-motion like ticker tape over her race to out-

distance the garden snake that had crossed her path. 

My father, in turn, was known for the black-and-yellow striped bathing suit that caused 

Mary to dub him “The Bumblebee,” the canoe whose seaworthiness he would test out in the pool 

at the beginning of each summer, for practicing his fly-cast on the front lawn of a spring evening, 

and for chopping the old upright piano on our breezeway to bits with an ax one Sunday morning, 

dressed in his boxers, while the rest of us were at church.  He had a hangover, and I realize now 

this must have been why he never accompanied us to church on Sundays. The neighbor’s son, 

who liked to come over and play endless repeats of Chopsticks, picked the wrong morning to 

practice his technique while he waited for Mary to come home. 

Across the street lived Marge and Don Bunk with their twin daughters, Sally and Susan. 

Marge came to visit with my Mom in the afternoons, sitting at the kitchen counter. They were 

both nurses, and although Marge was a Vassar nurse and a tea-drinker, and my coffee-drinking 

mother had graduated from St. Francis School of Nursing, they had the bond of their profession 

in common. Before they adopted the twins, Don drove a small MG in British Racing Green, 

wearing a flat hat and a tartan wool scarf. Don also wore tweed jackets with elbow patches, 

which puzzled me. I didn’t understand why he simply didn’t buy new jackets without patches. 

The Bunks later moved to Rhinebeck, to a big yellow house on South Street overlooking the 

lake. We saw very little of them after that. 

Next to the Bunks lived the Collettis: Joe, Annie, Joanne and Joe-Joe. My mother was the 

queen of roasted meats and gravy, but Annie Colletti was the best Italian cook on the planet. 
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Mom once caught Annie feeding her leftover pasta to their dog, Princess, and protested strongly, 

the act seemed blasphemous to her. After that, once a week or so as we were eating our dinner, 

we’d see JoAnn walking up Pine Tree Lane with a foil-covered bowl in her hands. We’d all 

quickly push aside the perfectly delicious food Mom had cooked and make room for Annie’s 

leftover pasta and sauce. 

If Italian food has always been my comfort food and ethnic food of choice, it is thanks to 

Annie Colletti. My sisters and I learned the secrets of Annie’s sauce. Mary makes a mean 

lasagna, Carol’s specialty is eggplant parmesan, and my baked meatballs could make you cry 

with happiness. Annie, along with her sisters Aunt Mary, Aunt Angie, and Aunt Lucy, took turns 

hosting the family holiday dinners. The Colettis always hosted Christmas, and after we finished 

with our own quite abundant Christmas dinner and sat around to let things digest for a bit, we 

would walk over to the Colletti’s house for heaped plates of incredible Italian food and 

conversation with all the aunts and cousins.   

Annie will always be famed for the afternoon she was teaching JoAnn, Carol, and Mary 

the Dance of the Seven Veils in her kitchen while dressed in her bra. Waving a dish towel above 

her head, she looked up and spotted the Fuller Brush man at the kitchen door, mouth agape.  

Annie went to let him in but he fled, never to return to our street. Or for the winter morning she 

ventured out in her bathrobe and slippers to add another bag to the trash can and couldn’t get it to 

fit. She didn’t want to stomp on the garbage with her new Christmas slippers, so she decided the 

best way to compact it was to sit on the trash instead. Except her butt stuck in the can. When the 

heating-oil man came along to make a delivery and spotted Annie sitting in the trash can in her 

bathrobe and curlers, he rolled up his hose and left. Annie shouted for help until at last my 

mother heard her and went over and pulled her out. 
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At the end of Pine Tree Lane were the Pettys. Joan Petty left home so long ago that I have 

no memory of her, and no one knew where she went. Or, at least my mother would never tell me 

when I asked where the Petty kids’ mother was. It was one of the subjects adults didn’t talk 

about in front of us. Kathy is a year younger than me and was my best friend when we were 

little, and she had two older brothers: Tracey, my age, and Eddie, two years older.  

Mr. Petty worked at Western Printing and always drove an enormous Cadillac 

convertible. Sometimes he’d load the kids from the street in his car and take us all for ice cream, 

a pile of us flying along among the fins and all that gleaming chrome. For a brief time in the 

mid-60s his girlfriend, Christine, lived with them. Kathy and I loved to play with Christine’s 

things when she wasn’t home. I remember piles of costume jewelry and a little pot of sticky, 

bright blue eyeshadow. Because she and Mr. Petty weren’t married, Christine was known to the 

other women on the street as Madam X. When Christine didn’t live there, the Pettys had a 

succession of live-in housekeepers.  

The Markowskis lived across Greentree Drive from our house. They knew my parents 

from church, and when Mom and Dad bought the lot to build our house, and the one next door so 

that we wouldn’t have close neighbors, the Markowskis bought the closest lot they could get. 

Vinnie Markowski was a plumber about the size and coloring of a grizzly bear, and in fact they 

had a shaggy red dog that looked just like him, named Teddy Bear. Vinnie’s favorite 

expression—after “Sonovabitch,” which earned him the nickname Sonna from the Petty kids—

was, “Holy Chrii-iist.” This could mean anything from, “You’re pulling my leg,” to “Gee, what a 

delightful surprise,” to “Look at that, I’ve just dropped a hammer on my foot.”  The Markowskis 

had two daughters, both older than Carol so they seemed distant adults to me: Patty wore a 

beehive hairdo and was said to have married the wrong man; and Karen would always be 
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overweight. Patty and Karen had a younger brother, Jimmy, and everyone in the neighborhood 

thought Jimmy was gay.  

Jimmy was my sister Mary’s best friend. Ironically, it was Mary who in later years turned 

out to be gay. Mary finds this rather funny. Jimmy, on the other hand, became a born-again 

Christian, learned to speak in tongues, and married a nurse. He now writes Christian novels, a 

couple of which he sent to my mother as Christmas presents. It was Jimmy who was playing 

Chopsticks on the piano that fateful Sunday morning. Jimmy wrote a note on his last Christmas 

card to my parents before Mom died, saying how much he always liked and admired them when 

he was a kid, and how to him our house had been a haven, a refuge from his own father’s anger 

and drunkeness. My father mused over this note and said to Mom and me, “You just never know 

what other people’s houses are really like.” And I thought, boy, Charlie, you ain’t kidding. 

Mrs. Markowski was named Shirley, like my mother. One Saturday afternoon when 

Vinnie Markowski and Joe Coletti were sitting around our kitchen counter drinking beer with my 

father, Shirley called our house to have Mom tell Vinnie dinner was ready. Once, twice, three 

times Shirley called. Ten minutes later Mom answered a knock at the kitchen door to find 

Shirley standing on the doorstep with a shot-gun. Vinnie went home for dinner. When I was in 

high-school Vinnie and Shirley divorced and Vinnie lived on in the house alone, going into 

seclusion and becoming a full-blown alcoholic. He eventually sold the house and ended up on 

the streets, where he froze to death one January night in a snow bank in Poughkeepsie, a bottle 

beside him. Shirley died of breast cancer. 

I learned to ride a bike on Pine Tree Lane, with my brother Joe pushing the seat and 

running alongside me as I pedaled. I was afraid to use the brakes because I was convinced I’d 

stop too quickly and go flying over the handlebars. Joe finally let go of the seat and I pedaled 
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along like mad, with Joe yelling, “Brakes! Brakes!” from behind me. I hit the stone wall that 

edged the Petty’s yard at full speed and went flying arse over teakettle into the small cedar trees 

planted there. The Petty’s front picture window also suffered the occasional assault from a 

baseball, as the turn-around was the place the older kids played, while I sat and watched from the 

branches of the hemlock that grew over third base.  

Some of my best childhood memories include the impromptu street picnics that sprang up 

on summer weekends. The fathers, taking an afternoon break from projects, would get into a 

conversation in someone’s front yard. Maybe one came over to borrow a tool, or someone was 

working outside and another thought he looked like he needed advice. Cold beers would appear, 

the afternoon would wane on, and the next thing we knew every house on the street would pool 

their evening meal, someone would run down to Lockwood’s store for extra rolls, and a cook-out 

would happen. Maybe these events were planned, but they always seemed to me spontaneous. 

Hamburgers, hot dogs, big pots of Italian sausage and peppers—still my summer celebration 

food—heaped bowls of macaroni and potato salads. In our back-yard, or Collettis’ back yard, 

Markowskis’, or Pettys’. Kids running around, riding up and down the street on our bikes, 

having footraces or playing epic, multi-yard games of hide and go seek. Smoke rising from the 

grills and the adults sitting around picnic tables until long after dark, drinking, talking and 

laughing. At least once a summer Ed Petty would have a clam-bake in his front yard, with ears of 

corn and what seemed an enormous cauldron of clams steaming away. We were like a giant 

family, on that street. At least, that is how I remembered it. Every child our sibling, every parent 

our parent. 

On summer evenings after dinner, we kids from Pine Tree Lane got together and played 

flashlight tag in our side lot among the trees, and across the darkened yards of our street. 
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Whoever was “It” had to hide his or her eyes against the pine trees that was “home” at the front 

of the lot by the road, while everyone else ran off and hid behind hedges, trees and bushes. When 

the It person had counted to one-hundred, they would set off with a flashlight and try to find the 

rest of us, as we tried, one by one, to make our way home. They didn’t even have to tag us, all 

they had to do was catch us in the flashlight beam. 

And on crisp fall mornings we would wait at the foot of Markowski’s driveway for the 

school busses to come. In those early days my siblings and I, the Collettis, and the Markowskis 

went to Regina Coeli Parochial School; the Bunks and the Pettys and went to Hyde Park 

Elementary, separated from Regina Coeli by just a chain-link fence. We rode on different busses, 

but in the mornings we would all wait together and play games of Red Rover in the graveled 

triangle where Pine Tree Lane and Greentree Drive North met in a T. There was a widening of 

the road there, at the crest of the hill.  

One child was designated “It,” and stood in the middle of the road. The rest lined up 

across the top of the hill, our backs towards Paulsons’. The It person would call out “Red Rover, 

Red Rover, let”—and then a name, I always hoped it wasn’t mine, but it seemed it was always 

me, they went for the easy targets first—“come over!” The child named would have to run past 

the It person without being tagged, to the safe spot on the other side of the crest of the hill, where 

frost grapes grew over the mailboxes at the far corner of Markowski’s yard. If we were tagged, 

we joined the It person and helped them call others over and tag them as they went by, until just 

one person was left against the rest of us. I remember cold, crisp air and scarves flying, the scuff 

of school shoes on gravel and laughter and streams of steaming breath. 

Other families who lived nearby were not fortunate enough to be part of the Pine Tree 

Lane microcosm. Just west on Greentree Drive lived the Rochelles.  Mrs. Rochelle was called 
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Mrs. Clean after she was spotted cleaning the corner of her living room floor with a Q-tip.  Their 

son David had asthma and a hole in his heart. 

Across the street from the Rochelles were the Pinks. Wally Pink, the teenaged son, was 

arrested by the State Troopers for a series of arson fires in the neighborhood. However, it was 

my brother Joe, along with Eddie and Tracey Petty, who accidentally burned down the Old 

Farmhouse back in the woods. After playing with matches one afternoon, they thought they had 

put out any sparks. In the middle of the night the house went up like a torch, and I still have the 

occasional dream that we are back in the house on Pine Tree Lane, and it is night and the woods 

are on fire, tall flames behind Markowskis’s house, rising up above the height of the trees. 

On the hill above the Pinks lived the Doyles. Across from them were the Hoffmans, 

second cousins to the Collettis. Pat Hoffman often bragged she was routinely mistaken for a 

teen-ager. The other women in the neighborhood, the ones who called Christine Madame X, 

found this picture terribly amusing.   

Next to the Hoffmans were the Roberts. Mr. Roberts taught social studies at the high-

school. They had two young girls whom I babysat for almost every Saturday night for several 

years. They always gave me an extra dollar when they paid me, making them excellent 

employers in a teenager’s eyes.   

Across from the Roberts lived the Kellers. I babysat for the Kellers just one time. The 

Miss America contest was on TV, and a large soda bottle lying on its side exploded in their 

fridge, spraying the interior with a celebratory cascade of ginger-ale. I spent an hour cleaning up 

the sticky mess and finding all the broken glass. They never asked me back. 

East of us on Greentree Drive, at the bottom of the hill and across the street, lived the Mr. 

and Mrs. John Paulson, with their two sons. Mrs. Paulson grew lovely tulips and daffodils in her 
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garden at the far side of their driveway, and we liked to pick them on spring nights after dark, 

when she couldn’t see us, because she was a bit hoity-toity. Their younger son, Bobby, was an 

awkward, gawky, bespectacled nerd who was a genius at math and science but lacked social 

skills. If you asked him the time, which of course we loved to do, he would squint intently at his 

watch before replying, “It is approximately…” Because one can never be precise about time, you 

see. In later years Bobby would be arrested and convicted for building pipe bombs in his parents’ 

basement. The Paulsons were staunch Republican pillars of the community, and my sister Carol 

loved to take them down a peg during the time she briefly worked at the Hyde Park Townsman, 

the weekly newspaper where she was to meet her eventual ex-husband, Tom, an equally staunch 

Democrat. Carol captioned photos of the Paulsons taken at local Republican Party functions as 

“Mr. and Mrs. Paul Johnson.” 

Below the Paulsons lived the Lockwoods, Kathleen and Norm. They ran the little Mom-

and-Pop convenience store at the entrance to the park. Norm’s eyes looked in different 

directions. Not crossed, but separated. Norm said this way he could keep an eye on all areas of 

the store, to make sure you damned kids don’t steal anything. He liked to pose riddles to the 

neighborhood kids as he rang up our purchases: “Is it warmer in the summer or in the 

mountains?” I thought he was funny, but some of my friends thought he was just strange. One 

time, when I went in to pick up some photos I had left to be developed, Norm declaimed as he 

flipped through the stack of yellow Kodak envelopes: “Some day my prints will come!” I admire 

a good dry sense of humor. 

Further down the street, on a hill over-looking the skating pond at Kay’s Park, lived the 

Fishwicks with their three enormous German Shepherds. One October day when I was eight I 

rode my bike past their house on the way home from an errand for my mother to Lockwood’s 
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store. All three dogs charged down the hill, crossed the street and attacked me, knocking me off 

my bike and biting my leg rather viciously. Two months later in mid-December they did it again. 

My father sued the Fishwicks and had their dogs taken away and put to sleep. My third grade 

teacher at Regina Coeli, Sister Marie Bernadette—popularly known as Sister Mary Bulldog 

because of the jowls pushed up by her wimple—assured me this was probably all my own fault. 

Forty-six years later I still have the scar on my calf. To this day I am fond of neither dogs nor 

nuns. 

My godparents, Jed and Joan Daly, lived across the street from the empty lot next to the 

Fishwicks, next door to Kay’s Park and on the corner of Greentree Drive North and Cedar Drive. 

Ann Daly was my best friend when we were little. She had three younger brothers—Peter, 

Kevin, and Scott—who were as pestilential at the time as any younger brothers could be 

expected to be, but no worse than most. Joan, Ann’s mother, was an excellent seamstress and 

made all their clothes. She made my Communion dress in a crisp white brocade, and later she 

would make my sister Carol’s wedding dress and all the bridesmaid’s dresses as well. In my 

mind I remember Mary wearing the white tux she rented for her prom date with Jimmy that year, 

but she was probably forced into pink gingham with the rest of us.  

Further down Cedar Drive was the house of Bea and Leo Richard and their thirteen 

children. The Richard’s house always seemed a cluttered and confused dim warren, with skeins 

of kids running through any given room at any given moment, as someone banged out “Mairzy 

Doats” on an old upright piano in the living room and someone else played with an ancient 

typewriter in the middle of the floor. I could not imagine what it felt like to never be alone. The 

Richard kids were notorious in the neighborhood. Firecrackers, flaming cats, flaming bags of poo 

on doorsteps, toilet paper in the trees. If any pranks were played, you could be certain the 
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Richard kids were behind it. My parents were friends with Bea and Leo, and Mom always made 

a point of offering the kids a ride whenever she saw them hitch-hiking on 9G. She called it 

Halloween Insurance. It worked. 

Bea was a nurse; Leo had an artificial leg—another fascinating subject adults never 

discussed with us—and was my Dad’s boss for a while at IBM. Leo played the banjo and was 

much loved by his kids and anyone who knew him. When I was a teenager Leo had a heart-

attack and died one winter evening while sitting at a red-light on his drive home from work. 

Vinnie Richard, my age and best friends with Tracey Petty, would later die in a house fire when 

we were in our early twenties and I was living in San Francisco. He went home after a long day 

at work, put his dinner in the oven and fell asleep. Eventually the food caught fire and the house 

burnt down. One image I will always remember is of Tracey Petty the day after Leo died, 

running through the bare, snowy woods between our house and his. I watched from our living 

room window as he chased a squirrel up a small tree and then shook the tree furiously with both 

hands as if he was trying to kill it. It was a powerful, private moment of anger and sorrow, and 

I’ve never told anyone this story until now. 

My best friends when I was a teenager—Joni, Debbie, Fran, and Nancy—all lived at the 

front of Greentree Park. Joni Hilliard with her parents, Rita and Warren, and brother Jon, lived 

across from the Richards on Cedar Drive. Rita called her husband Wog, which we kids found 

very funny. Mr. Hilliard smoked a pipe, and I always wondered what it would feel like to have 

such a nice father. Their house was my haven when I was a teenager. There were many evenings 

when I fled the arguments in our house to take shelter in the Hilliard’s calm and normalcy. The 

Hilliards came from Vermont and were enthusiastic skiers. We girls played badminton in their 

back yard and camped in a tent on summer nights. Mrs. Hilliard made the best iced-tea, as well 
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as a killer chocolate torte. I watched the Watergate hearings on the console television in their 

living room. Whenever I got into trouble in high-school, Joni was my accomplice. Joni 

introduced me to the novels of Stephen King with “’Salem’s Lot,” and tried her best, 

unsuccessfully, to teach me to ski, and to like fried egg and fried bologna sandwiches. 

  Across Joni’s back yard and through the tall hedge, Debbie Decker lived on Willow 

Drive, also known as the horseshoe for the little loop it made off of Greentree. Debbie’s parents 

were older. Her mother bred Himalayan cats, and there always seemed to be a litter of kittens in 

a box in the dining room. Debbie was a year older than Joni and I, as were Fran and Nancy. She 

always talked mysteriously about her “visitor” instead of her period. Debbie’s bedroom was 

decorated in black and white, with a zebra-striped bed spread and white shag carpet. Every time 

we slept out in Joni’s back yard Debbie would make a production of taking off her bra from 

under her tee-shirt before going to sleep. One night Joni and I snuck out of the tent with Debbie’s 

bra and hung it from the phone wires that crossed the street from Joni’s house to the Richards’. 

Every phone call with Debbie started with her asking what we’d had for dinner. Debbie taught us 

to play Hearts, and we would spend long summer days around the table in her kitchen, playing 

cards. 

Fran Slizewski lived at the entrance to the neighborhood, just over the bridge, where the 

road forked into Greentree Drive South going toward the back of the neighborhood in one 

direction, and Sycamore Drive leading to the New Section in the other. Fran had two younger 

sisters: Karen, who had a wonderful sense of humor; and Lisa, who to teenaged Fran was a blight 

on the arse of humanity. Naturally Fran shared a room with Lisa. They had a little brother, John. 

Mrs. Slizewski had a very dry sense of humor, Mr. Slizewski was a bit of a curmudgeon, but 

nice. One day after school as we walked into Fran’s house, Mrs. S told Fran she had tried to put 
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clean laundry in the girl’s bedroom that morning, but forty-seven cock-roaches on the other side 

of the door had pushed it shut. “Clean your room!” She also liked to complain she was one-

hundred years old, and one day John came home upset because he’d got in trouble at school for 

lying when he insisted this was his mother’s true age.  

Fran was delightfully naïve and gullible, but always good-natured about it when you 

confessed you had pulled her leg. Joni and I liked to call her house and pretend to be 

telemarketers from the local AM radio station, getting Fran to sing the Campbell’s Soup song 

and promising her a case of the soup of her choice if she could get it right. She always chose the 

Chicken Noodle. One night we persuaded her we’d heard on the radio that aliens had landed 

across the river, and she was so frightened Joni and I had to walk her home. We also convinced 

Fran the “Sunshine in a Can” Joni’s parents brought back from Florida as a souvenir did actually 

contain sunshine; that it was canned in a factory with a glass roof, and if you were to open it a 

quick burst of light would flash out.  

We never planned these things; one of us would start it, and the other would play along, 

bouncing off each other. For some reason, in spite of these pranks Fran thought we were funny. I 

think it was this delightful credulity and amiability of Fran’s that inspired me to write several 

issues of a “newspaper” I called “The Bullshit Chronicle,” stories scribbled out on several sheets 

of notepaper per issue. Fran introduced us to James Taylor and George Carlin.  

  Nancy McGill lived just down the street from Fran, on Sycamore Drive at the foot of 

Greentree Drive North. When asked her height, Nancy always replied, “Five and a half.” Five 

feet, half an inch. There were several McGill siblings, and they all had curly dark hair and blue 

eyes. You could always spot a McGill. The McGills had a pool table in their basement. Nancy 
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introduced us to John Irving with “The World According to Garp,” to Carlos Santana’s 

Caravanserai, and took any ribbing about the song “Rocky Raccoon” with good nature. 

My favorite game on warm, dark spring nights was to sprawl down by the side of the 

road and play dead, while my friends hid in the bushes. We waited for a car to go by and as it 

drove past us and screeched to a halt before reversing, I would jump up and hide behind the 

bushes with the others, where we would hold our hands over our mouths to muffle our laughter 

until after the puzzled drivers moved off. 

Teenaged girls form such deep and all-encompassing friendships, almost deeper than 

blood. I said in those days, in fact, when life in my own home was so tense and angry, that blood 

might be thicker than water, but water tasted better. We knew everything about each other. We 

swore we would always be friends, and that after we graduated high-school we would all go to 

the same college and share an apartment together. Had you told us whole decades would go by in 

which we wouldn’t see or speak with each other, that we wouldn’t be bridesmaids at each other’s 

weddings, or hold each other’s babies, we would have scoffed at the idea. Time is just as 

damaging, sometimes, as death. 
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Hyde Park Interviews 

 

Interviewing people in Hyde Park about the changes in the town over the last fifty years 

proves more difficult than I thought it might be. Everyone has a different take on what I’m 

asking for, and none of those takes are what I am really looking for, a view of everyday life. 

Before leaving Tucson I call the Town Hall in Hyde Park looking for some historical data 

on Kay’s Park: what year it was established, and how long the town had maintained an activities 

program there. I am referred to Kathleen Davis, head of Town of Hyde Park Parks and 

Recreation Department. I ask her if she is able to provide some history of the Hyde Park Parks 

and Rec Department, and some background information about Kay’s Park. Kathleen has 

absolutely no idea of the park’s history, doesn’t know where any records might have been kept, 

and doesn’t seem remotely interested in being helpful. She refers me to the town historian, who, 

it turns out, knows nothing of the history of the Parks and Rec Department, and can give me very 

little factual information about Hyde Park during the time in question. I find this curious, given 

his title. It is my godmother, Joan Daly, who, over a dinner with Ann and Pete, Graham and me 

at the Palace Diner at the border of Hyde Park and Poughkeepsie, finally supplies the year the 

park was established: 1964. My friend Sally Thorpe Colletti, married to my childhood neighbor 

Joe, tells me that according to her brother-in-law Rich Tanner, activities in the park ended in 

1974 because the activities box was set on fire. “The town got tired of cleaning up the park,” she 

writes. 

The town historian first tells me he doesn’t know the exact population of the town in 

1960 or today. But eventually, when pressed, he is willing to guestimate. An expansion of five-

thousand people from approximately 15,000 in 1960 to 20,000 in 2010 doesn’t reflect the boom 
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in McMansions I saw at the end of the nineties and after 9/11. It doesn’t reflect the fact that I can 

shop in the stores and eat lunch in the dinner and not see anyone I know, something unknown 

when I was a kid growing up here.  

He tells me the biggest population increase in Hyde Park came at the end of World War 

II in the 1950s, when IBM expanded into the area and development of the town spread out, 

geared to the automobile. The population exploded from an approximate 4,000 souls in 1940, 

more than tripling in size in twenty years.  The last interesting factoid he leaves me with is that 

the Hyde Park Police Department dates from before World War II, and was originally a one-man 

department. The Reverend Robert Wilson was the town’s entire police presence, as well as the 

selector of the St. James Episcopal Church, where President Roosevelt was a member. I wonder 

what it might have been like to be arrested by someone who was also a man of the cloth. This 

seems to cover all the bases of transgression and redemption. 

 The Town of Hyde Park Historical Society and Museum is located in the former Eagle 

Engine and Rescue building just up Albany Post Road from Mary’s house in the village. One 

morning I stroll up to mail something from Hyde Park’s Roosevelt-era Post Office for Mary, 

cross the street, and stop by the historical society. But they’re only open on Saturday mid-days 

and Sunday afternoons.  

When I returned on Saturday, lucky to find a parking space in the Town Hall’s adjoining 

lot because of the weekend Farmer’s Market, I find a talkative and congenial soul whose 

proffered card proclaims him to be “John A. Mottalini, Esq. ‘Pro Bono Publico’” I take this last 

to mean he is public-spirited, rather than a braggart. The back of his card lists his local offices: 

FDR Library and Museum – Docent; Hyde Park Free Library – Trustee; U.S. Coast Guard 

Auxiliary – Officer; Hyde Park Historical Society – Museum Director. Although he is retired and 
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what we might call an incomer from the city, John clearly keeps himself busy with local causes. 

He is delighted to meet me, and is anxious to be helpful.  

I tell John I would like to research changes in the lives of Hyde Park residents over the 

last fifty years, and he begins to talk about the Roosevelts and their wonderful legacy. I stop him 

in mid-oration with the polite explanation that A: I’m a native and learned this stuff during grade 

school field trips; B: The active time of the Roosevelts was something more than fifty years ago, 

and therefore outside my time-period of interest; and C: I want to learn about the real people of 

Hyde Park, the ordinary people. This brings John up short. He hasn’t studied the ordinary man. 

Soon he recovers, and shows me around the tiny museum jam-packed with souvenirs that seem 

dusty, even if they are not. There is the voting booth with the ballot for the Roosevelt vs. Hoover 

election, still untouched. There is an antique wedding-dress. Various small tables clutter the tiny 

dim room, holding various bits that I make interested noises over, although I must admit I am not 

actually interested. If one cannot talk about the Roosevelts or the Vanderbilts, it seems one 

should talk about the next level of important families in the town’s history, the wheeler-dealers 

of town real-estate and local politics, the ones whose glad-handing photos were featured in every 

issue of the Hyde Park Townsman when I was a kid. Frankly, I’m not interested in them, either.  

I’m starting to feel as if I am barking up the wrong tree. 

After trying his best to sell me a membership in the Historical Society, or, failing that, 

any one of several self-published books and booklets written by various town historians such as 

the one I spoke with, finally John shows me a little room off the back where there is a collection 

of year books from FDR High School. I settle myself in happily back here where it is quiet, 

while John goes back to the front to chat up another person who has wandered in.  
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I don’t bother looking for my own photograph, knowing I was left out of my yearbook, 

but I do hunt down the photos of Katie Filiberti. Her senior picture has been reprinted in every 

newspaper that has carried the story of her death, and is easily found. But I locate photos of her 

with her gymnastics team over several years. There is a baby picture of her that I find both sweet 

and sad. Finally I turn pages of various years until I find a photo, as I knew I would, of Ramona 

Mazur, one of The Real Housewives of New York City, who graduated from my high-school the 

year after I did. She always claims to be from Rhinebeck, when the truth is her closest 

connection is that she was born in the hospital there. Fashionable citiots know where Rhinebeck 

is, you see, and I’ve seen it described lately as a Hamptons-on-the-Hudson. To be from 

Rhinebeck can mean Ramona came from the country but still was somewhat sophisticated. The 

truth is that Ramona grew up in Staatsburg, the tiny hamlet that is attached to the north end of 

Hyde Park. Staatsburg the village grew up to serve Staatsburg the estate, known to locals as the 

Ogden Mills Mansion. When I was growing up Staatsburg was so poor and bumpkinish that it 

was actually a cruel joke to say that someone was from Staatsburg. Now the hamlet is being 

slowly gentrified, and my sister Carol lives there in a small house she has had Joe slowly 

transform for her. With the camera on my phone I take photographs of Ramona’s and Katie’s 

yearbook pictures. I check through all the photos to make sure they are clear, but when I return to 

Mary’s to download them to my computer, none of the photos is still on my phone.  

Over the next week I spend hours with three different women whom the Town of Hyde 

Park Historical Society and the nice ladies at the Town Hall send me to.  

Patsy Costello is the President of the Town of Hyde Park Historical Society, and has 

lived in a Victorian on a leafy side street in the village of Hyde Park since 1940. She went to 

school at the recently-closed Hyde Park Elementary, her father worked in the greenhouses and 
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gardens of the Vanderbilt estate, and her mother rented two guestrooms in the house to tourists, 

something Patsy continues to do. Patsy’s mother also grew up in Hyde Park, and Patsy’s 

grandfather was a foreman on the New York Central Railroad. She is a tall woman with carefully 

arranged and firmly fixed blonde hair, and she looks to be in her late sixties or early seventies, 

although she is active and involved in the fabric of Hyde Park. It is clear she feels very deeply 

about our home town, that she feels a responsibility to Hyde Park.  

Patsy is kind enough to take the time to meet with me to discuss the changes in Hyde 

Park over the last fifty years, and we sit on the screened-in porch sipping tall glasses of water as 

she talks about some of the people she has known in the town over her lifetime. Her soft voice 

has that slow drawl of the Hudson Valley—not New York City, thank heaven, but with a 

distinctive cadence and tone that is unique to natives of this area.  

 She tells me little stories such as one about the powerhouse at the Vanderbilt home, by 

which the estate generated all of its electricity. The Vanderbilts avoided having to put up power 

lines on the estate and farm because the power was stored in batteries, which were then taken up 

to the house as they were needed. Her dream is to someday have a file in the historical society 

for every family that has lived in Hyde Park over the years, filled with family photographs and 

memories, so that future researchers can consult these archives. I tell her about a group on 

Facebook called “Hyde Park Back in Time,” filled with people who do nothing but reminisce 

about the town in their younger days, about their own experiences and the experiences of their 

families. Photographs are shared, memories are shared, and the membership would be an ideal 

resource for Patty, and has been very helpful to me with various details about the town’s history. 

There are writers and historians in the group, as well as those people whose main course of study 

in school were the town bars and how to sneak into the back entrance of the Vanderbilt estate 
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after dark. Any time I need to know when something happened, if I can’t find it on Google, I turn 

next to “Hyde Park Back inTime.” Somebody knows the answer. 

 But Patsy doesn’t have time for Facebook, both in the literal and figurative sense. She 

“doesn’t hold” with sharing all your information with strangers. I try to explain that like any 

other way of interacting with the world, it is what one makes of it, but she doesn’t seem 

receptive. 

Patsy talks to me about the town luminaries who lived on the street where she grew up, 

and tells me the reason the town’s commercial businesses seem to be dying is due to the fire that 

burnt down the original town hall and adjoining retail buildings back in 1967, photographs of 

which I have seen on the Facebook site. After that, she tells me, businesses moved south, away 

from what had previously been the center of town. That doesn’t tell me what happened to that 

new business center that thrived during the sixties and seventies, and is now so tired and 

deserted.  

She points to a building on the far side of the intersection from her house. It used to be 

the rectory for St. James Church, she tells me, until a rectory was built next to the church in 

1950. “And John Golden [the town version of a real-estate magnate, Golden owns, among other 

properties, several apartment complexes in Hyde Park] bought that property [the former rectory]. 

So he owns that house, and then behind it on the south end and on the west side over there, 

they’re all apartments. And I think there’s four apartments in that house.  

“Now, Lorena Hickok was one of Eleanor Roosevelt’s friends. You familiar with 

[Roosevelt era journalist] Lorena Hickok? Well, she lived in the north end of that building, until 

she died. And a while back I went to a play in Kingston, and it was called ‘Lorena Hickok.’ And 

it was a one-woman show. And I often thought, well I did go to the play, it was very well done, 
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and I have a book inside there, Lorena Hickok, ER’s Friend. And she had given, after she passed 

away, she had, I think, like twenty-five boxes of correspondence that was given to the Roosevelt 

Library after she died. And they were told that they had to hold it for twenty years before they 

could release anything that was in there. Well, this Doris Faber had written this book—and 

there’s one inside, I can show it to you—about Lorena Hickok. But in the back of the book, I 

often wondered, What happened to her remains, you know? Where was she buried?  

“And I knew Lorena Hickok, she used to come in the drugstore when I worked there, she 

was very manly looking. Well, in Doris Faber’s book, they insinuate that she and Eleanor had a 

relationship. However, I also knew Eleanor Roosevelt’s secretary and the last one, Maureen 

Corr, that worked for her from nineteen-fifty to sixty-two, when she died. And Maureen Corr 

says, as much as they way they wrote, you know, in that Victorian style, she did not feel that 

they had any type of a sexual relationship. They had an intimate relationship, but it was a 

friendship.  

“And, anyway, so in the back of Doris Faber’s book, it says that her remains were 

handled by the Dapson Funeral Home [in Rhinebeck]. So I thought, you know what? I’m going 

to see if I can find out where she is buried. So I call the Dapson Funeral Home, nobody calls me 

back. Call them again. Three times I call them. They finally called me back and they said [that] 

by New York State law, they were obligated to keep Lorena Hickok’s ashes for two years. They 

kept her ashes for twenty years. And no one ever claimed them. So they’d buried her ashes with 

a whole lot of other people’s ashes, when they cleaned out their basement or whatever, in the 

Rhinebeck cemetery.  

“So, now after me seeing this play in Kingston, I’m saying to myself, ‘You know, those 

people made a lot of money on that play, and it’s probably going to be done in other areas, so 
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I’m going to get in touch with them to let them know.’ So I got in touch with this Linda Caveras, 

who put on the play, and she herself is gay, she has a partner, who is Joanne Meyer, and she’s a 

professor at Marist College. And I thought, you know, this is really kind of sad. This woman, no 

one claimed her ashes, she died after Eleanor, and, you know, it just seems that we should do 

something.  

“So anyway, we put together a luncheon at Beekman Arms [the oldest continuously-

running hotel in the United States, in Rhinebeck], it was fifty dollars a person to go. And we 

raised enough money to put a bluestone bench, a plaque, and a dogwood tree in the Rhinebeck 

Cemetery in memory of Lorena Hickok. Lorena Hickok was the most famous female Associated 

Press writer during the Roosevelt administration. So I called the Associated Press, and they came 

to the luncheon that we had, and we raised enough money for a scholarship at Vassar, Marist, 

and SUNY New Paltz, in the name of Lorena Hickok, for someone that was doing either 

journalism or some type of women’s studies. And that was all from me wondering where her 

remains had gone.  

“So, that was my duty, and you know, and at the time, there was a woman that was here 

doing research, Maureen Beasely? And she wrote an encyclopedia on Eleanor Roosevelt, and she 

and her husband were staying at the Golden Manor Motel, and she had met me and she called me 

to see if I would like to go with them to the play. And at the time, Margaret Marquez was the 

town historian, and Margaret knew the Roosevelts and everything, so I asked Maureen if she 

would mind if she went with us, and she said no, not at all. So we all, the four of us, went to the 

play, and then afterwards Margaret made the comment to me that, you know, ‘Why would you 

want to get involved with those lesbians?’ And I said to her, ‘Margaret, I could care less what 



Sorenson 115 
 

these people do, in their bedrooms or wherever else they are.’ It’s just that I felt that Eleanor 

Roosevelt would be proud to know that as a neighbor, I did something nice for her. 

“So, I mean, you know, there are a lot of people, like Blanche Weisen Cook is one of 

Eleanor’s biographers. She herself is gay, she has a partner. She has stayed here at my house, 

Blanche. And um, you know, I mean, I could care less what these people…what their 

preferences are or whatever. I do not really feel that two women or two men should get married. 

I don’t that that—I mean, if they call it some kind of a partnership, a forever union or whatever 

they want to call it, but I don’t agree with them calling it a marriage. You know, but to each their 

own. It doesn’t matter to me what other people do. Whatever they want to do is up to them.” 

I have some difficulty keeping with the pose of a detached interviewer here as I am a 

staunch supporter of gay marriage. I grew up with a lesbian older sister who has walked that way 

and talked that way since birth. I don’t give a rat’s ass who she is, she’s my sister. She is one of 

the finest people I know. I don’t see any reason why she shouldn’t have the same rights I have, 

just for being herself. I don’t mention that Graham and I are staying in my gay sister’s house 

while she is out of town, that we are—gasp—sleeping in her bed. In any other conversation I 

would have waded in here with my hip-boots on. Instead, I keep my counsel as Patsy reminisces 

on about the people who use to live on her street. I am here to be a fly on the wall. I want people 

to reveal themselves to me. You’ll be relieved to know our marriage is still intact. 

 

Another woman seems reluctant at first to speak with me, not really knowing how she 

can be of any help, and instead talks for the next three hours. She seems a little sad and a touch 

lonely. I see a photo of her son on the mantelpiece, she tells me he had problems with drugs 

since high-school, but has now finally straightened himself out and made a new life. I knew her 
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son in high-school, but she doesn’t know this. I’m sorry to think of so many years of a life 

wasted.  

 

I meet a third woman, Gail Lennox, at the Eveready Diner for a chat. The Eveready is the 

sleek, aluminum-skinned restaurant that is the meeting place of the town. It replaced the Town 

and Country Diner which stood on the same spot since before I can remember. All up and down 

the Hudson Valley, there are small diners with fake stone facades that are mostly owned by 

Greek immigrant families. They serve what we think of as classic American comfort food: 

burgers, fries with brown gravy, corned beef hash, Ruebens, liver and onions, meatloaf, roast 

turkey, and ham and eggs. Now the inside is a clean, bright chrome-and-neon imitation of a 

fifties-era diner, with the checkerboard floor and enormous milkshakes, and it is owned by the 

same family. The town is quite proud that the Eveready was once featured on an episode of 

Diners, Drive-Ins and Dives. The servings are enormous and food is incredible, it has not 

suffered a whit for being half a mile down the road from the Culinary Institute of America. We 

have some of the country’s most incredible restaurants right here in the Hudson Valley because 

of the CIA. 

Gail and I sit and chat over bowls of rice pudding (okay, my baked rice pudding is better) 

and she tells me about her particular way of recording changes in Hyde Park over the years. Gail 

describes herself as a big fan of photography and history, and she has been photographing Hyde 

Park businesses since 1969. She graciously brings me a copy of her book of photographs entitled 

1969 – 2009 Hyde Park Photo Gallery, as well as a disc of the same photos. The earliest photos 

in the book are in black and white, and many of the color photos had faded to Martian tones of 

red before they were reprinted. Gail works for the Hyde Park School District, and she knows my 
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godmother, Joan Daly, and her daughter Ann, both of whom have worked for the district for 

many years. Eventually the conversation comes around to the subject of the murder of Katie 

Filiberti, and Gail talks to me about how devastating the news was to those who work at the high 

school. And she talks in particular about the rumors that were circulating in Hyde Park in the 

months after the murder.  

I saw some of these myself, in the comments after updates of the murder investigation 

were published by the Poughkeepsie Journal on their website. Others I discovered online on the 

websites that seemed to appear overnight like fetid poisoned mushrooms. I found the comments 

almost as riveting to read as the stories themselves, a lot of hinting, a lot of innuendo from those 

who had a friend who saw something, or were related to someone who knew the truth. The 

rumors were ugly, vicious, and unworthy of the idealized memory I had of this town. In the days 

directly after the murder, there were many rumors that the murder had been committed by Mike 

Delarm, Katie’s boyfriend, or maybe by Mike and his brother, Tyler. When one of the Delarm 

brothers was taken by ambulance to St. Francis Hospital of a possible drug overdose on the 

morning of Katie’s funeral, the gossips took this as guilt that one of them had killed Katie. 

Rumor said someone let Mike know he wouldn’t be welcomed at Katie’s funeral.  

At some point the rumor-beast shifted its focus, and concentrated its malevolent attention 

on the officers of the Hyde Park Police Department. It was one of the cops on the force, the 

rumor had it, maybe two. Katie was said to have had an affair with a married cop who was the 

anti-drug liaison at the high school, according to the rumor mill, a guy known to be a player. 

He’d done that kind of thing before, that’s what I heard. He got upset because she threatened to 

tell his wife, and he killed her. Oh, and his buddy helped him hide the body. (Not very well, I 

think to myself as I read these vicious snipes. Surely if cops were going to hide a body, they’d 
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have done a better job.) They chose the Greentree Park neighborhood because it was right near 

the old Hyde Park Police station. Both cops had been forced to take a lie-detector test. No, they 

had been arrested. That’s why it was taking the department so long to find the murderer: they 

were protecting one of their own. Wasn’t that why the FBI had to step in? The rumors, I am told 

by Gail, caused untold pain for the officers and their families.  

Other websites seemed to find the story of the Filiberti murder made to order for their 

particular anti-social bent. After Shand’s arrest the website godlikeproductions.com (“UFOs, 

Conspiracy Theorists, Lunatic Fringe”) ran an article entitled “The Divine Racial Karma 

Kidnapping, Sexual Assault & Killing of Reparations Offender Kathryn Filiberti,” claiming her 

murder was the divine justice of a black man against a white woman, and one poster hiding 

behind the appropriate moniker anonymouscoward posts: “We know now that when any atrocity 

befalls any white person at the hands of any person of color it is in accordance with the edict and 

bounty the universe has issued against them for their Universal Law violations, failure to make 

restitution for their racist crimes and crimes against the planet.” Later, the same poster wonders: 

“Does anyone know how we can manipulate or change the divine race karma to our benefit?”  

and asserts “The very act of having white skin is racis [sic].”  

Another website, stormfront.org, in an article entitled “Negro filth sentenced to 40 to life 

for murder of beautiful young white woman” revolted me just as much, by suggesting that here 

was yet another example of the “nig nogs” (it is enormously difficult for me to type that word, it 

sickens me, and I debate for several minutes whether to include it, but in the end decide to do so 

because it illustrates the intrinsic ugliness of what is said there) taking advantage of pure young 

white girls. It asks the rhetorical question: “Two good Whites dead and one nig nog on the 
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taxpayers tit for life?” The website now limits access to registered users, but I don’t want to go 

there.  

It is all so ugly. They are saying this about the brutal rape and murder of an 18 year-old 

woman. They are using her death to fit their twisted agendas on race.  

There is even, after the arrest, a website named Stephen Shand is Innocent, now 

disappeared. It asks for prayers and donations for his defense. It demonstrates, as the prosecutor 

at Shand’s sentencing pointed out, that even his family didn’t have a clue they were living with a 

rapist and murderer. The rumors, Gail tells me, “ripped this town apart. Look at what we’ve 

become.” 

 

Graham and I also meet my childhood friend, Tracy Rutter, and her partner Craig Lewis 

at the Eveready one stormy evening for dinner. The rain is coming down so hard we can barely 

see out the windows, and it looks as though the streets are flooded. I haven’t seen Tracy since a 

particularly disastrous twentieth high school reunion nearly twenty years ago, when I remember 

Tracy turning to me at one point and verbalizing what we were both wondering, “I waxed my 

legs for this?” 

We have kept in touch through Facebook, but as she strides up the aisle between the 

booths I find myself tearing up at the sight of her: she hasn’t changed. We introduce our 

respective others, and settle into the booth to talk and eat. She reminds me that during the sixties 

and seventies, Hyde Park had strict zoning rules. It was a point of pride in the early seventies that 

we had the only McDonalds in the country that was not allowed to erect the golden arches, and it 

remains arch-free to this day. We talk about how Hyde Park has changed, how she used to walk 

three-quarters of a mile each way to the bus-stop when she was small, and how she and her 
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brother would go to Grants—a small department store at the center of Hyde Park during the 

sixties and early seventies—and as soon as they walked into the store, her mother would let 

Tracy’s little brother wander off on his own. “You could name everybody on your street,” she 

says, “that sense of community is really gone. The faces have changed, the names have changed. 

They lost a lot of revenue in town when the IBMers left. [There was a] big downsizing after we 

graduated high-school, mid-eighties.”  

I ask Tracy does she think the migration after 9/11 had an effect on the town. 

“The whole Hudson Valley changed. The expansion was almost immediate. Almost 

immediate. It was within a month. It was, it felt like it was overnight. They started building 

houses up here. Houses that had sat on the market for months and months were gone. Literally, 

within a month. You never saw a ‘For Sale’ sign on anything that wasn’t under construction. 

And there was a huge influx of people, and housing values skyrocketed.” 

 

I stopped in at the new Hyde Park Police station on Cardinal Road off of Crum Elbow. 

The station is beautiful and the parking lot freshly paved in a way none of the businesses in Hyde 

Park seem to be. At the window just inside the door I give the officer my name and number, and 

describe myself as a Creative Writing student who grew up in Hyde Park, now researching my 

thesis and wanting information on drug use at Franklin Delano Roosevelt High School. These 

cops have been taken through the wringer by any number of ungrateful Hyde Parkers, journalists, 

and hack bloggers during the months of the Filiberti investigation. It seems understandable to me 

that they might be wary of any writer who strolls in, not knowing my degree of sympathy. I 

would really love some information about the Filiberti investigation, but I suspect if I say this my 

note will be thrown out the second I’m out the door. They’ve done an amazing job of catching 
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the killer in spite of enormous odds against them ever doing so, and in spite of not having the 

good will of the townspeople during the investigation. In the world of CSI it seems everybody 

with a television is an expert on forensics and how to conduct a murder investigation, and these 

people were vicious critics of the police department. Was the investigation flawless? No, no 

human production is. But it was ultimately successful. It is some time before I get a return call, at 

noon on the last day of our stay in Hyde Park. I had long since given up hope that anyone from 

the police would speak to me.  

There are sixty-eight press releases on the website for the Hyde Park Police Department 

for 2011. Eight of them concern arrests for domestic violence, including a woman hit with a 

section of metal window frame on July 6
th

; a physical assault and strangulation on September 

26
th

; another woman knocked to the ground and kicked in the head on October 19
th

; a woman 

threatened with a 12-gauge shotgun on October 22
nd

; and on November 30
th

 a violation of an 

order of protection when the kids were present, with a question of whether a strangulation had 

occurred. Not including the rape and murder of Katie Filiberti on March 19
th

, on July 13
th

 a 

fugitive sex offender was arrested by U.S. Marshalls; a Hispanic male and two Hispanic females 

tried to accost four children aged 4 – 12 on July 27th; and on November 1
st
 a 22 year-old man 

was arrested for rape. Most of the other press releases concern robberies, fraud and burglary.  

Then, in mid-December, there were a rash of incidents at the high school. On December 

16
th

, a student at FDR became violent during an arrest for possession of ninety-one bags of 

heroin. Two other people were arrested, the notice doesn’t specify where, for heroin possession 

on the same day. On the 22
nd

 of December, an FDR high-school student was arrested with 

marijuana, and a stun-gun was discovered in his car. 
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Officer Monaco introduces himself on the phone as a student assistance counselor for 

Dutchess County. He meets with students who are at high risk for drug abuse. He feels he has a 

decent rapport with the students because he is younger, which means he is more active and aware 

of what is going on. There are only a small amount of heroin users and dealers at any one time at 

the high school, he tells me. The student who was arrested in December was the primary 

problem, and if drug use at the high school seems more prevalent, it is because it is addressed 

more. I can’t argue with that, in my day I don’t remember that anyone was trying to address the 

issue of drug use at the school. Monaco tells me that there are drug dogs throughout the school, 

and there is also a drug-prevention program at the middle school. I ask him what he thinks are 

the worst influences on the school population as far as drug abuse, and he tells Poughkeepsie is 

one of the main influences. Students from Poughkeepsie, especially those who live in the 

housing projects on the north end of Poughkeepsie known as “The Bricks,” will use fake 

addresses when applying to schools in the Hyde Park district. They know they can get a better 

education for their children in Hyde Park schools than in Poughkeepsie, and so the school district 

uses residency checks to try to eliminate the fakes. He asks me to send him a copy of what I’ve 

written of our interview when I’ve finished, and I promise to do so.  

 

I also place a call to the Hudson Valley News, a weekly paper based in Hyde Park. When 

the Hyde Park Townsman stopped publishing in 2009, editor Jim Langan started a new paper that 

covered the Filiberti case rather thoroughly, including a lot of information the Poughkeepsie 

Journal didn’t include. I leave a message, and here I tell the voice mail, as I did with the police 

department, that I am researching changes in Hyde Park in the last fifty years, but I also mention 

my interest in the Filiberti murder, the ugly rumors, and the investigation. I get a call back from 
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Jim, and he seems delighted to talk with someone about the case. We make arrangements for me 

to meet him at his house in a few days for an interview. Before we end our phone conversation 

Jim tells me two things about Katie that don’t fit the façade of the bright, happy girl with a 

gleaming future ahead of her. Katie was hot-headed, Jim says. And more importantly, the night 

she was murdered, Katie had been partying fairly heavily, drinking and using drugs. As Jim 

phrased it, “Katie was hammered.” 
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Before I Left New York 

  

Do you sanitize your past when you write about it, or do you tell the truth? Do you risk 

disappointing people, or upsetting them because your past is also their past, your truth their 

secret? Do you worry about the people that the past has left behind?  Do you tell the secrets of 

other people, those secrets which are not yours, but affected your life nonetheless? Do you keep 

their secrets, and hope they keep your own? What holds you back?  

 Almost all of my memories of those last few months before I left New York in October 

1980, before I left the Hudson Valley, are of darkness. My best friend, Janice, and I met when 

we started working at Hudson River Psychiatric Center, also known as the state hospital, in 

January of 1979. We were part of an intake training group of about a dozen, and as it turned out, 

the last group hired for the nearly two years I worked there, due to the oncoming recession and a 

state-wide hiring freeze. She introduced herself to me that first morning of our year-long training 

because she recognized my last name; we were both from Hyde Park, and she’d gone to school 

with my brother. I didn’t recognize her family name because she’d been married, although 

divorced by the time we met, and she had two daughters who lived with her ex-husband. I was 

twenty and Janice twenty-six. We became best friends, and for the time I worked at the state 

hospital, we were inseparable. 

We worked the 4-12 shift, in those looming Victorian Gothic brick buildings built in the 

late 1800s. Janice worked at one far end of those vast grounds, up on the hill off of Cottage Road 

across from Dutchess Community College; and I at the other, at Ryon Hall, overlooking Route 9 

and the river. I didn’t see much of daylight in those last few months I lived in Hyde Park. Most 

days I’d sleep until almost noon, and then get up and laze around the house until it was time to 
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go in to work. On the way I might stop at the deli to pick up a sandwich for my dinner, or buy a 

book to get me through the long hours after the patients were asleep, after floor mopping, and in 

between passing out meds and checking beds. I was reading my way through the classics, giving 

myself the education in literature I hadn’t gotten in high-school: Jane Austen, the Russians and 

Tess. My co-workers were functionally literate; they thought I was weird. 

Janice worked with developmentally disabled adults. I worked with geriatric women, 

mostly, when I wasn’t being sent off to fill in at those times another ward, with more active 

patients, was short on staff. I had the lowest seniority in the building, so I was always the one 

called on. The majority of my patients had been confined to the psychiatric hospital since either 

adolescence or menopause. If they had been committed as teenagers it was for transgressions that 

came to seem minor and typical after the invention of the American teenager, some forty years 

too late for them: sneaking off at night to meet up with friends, for example, talking back, or 

smoking cigarettes. In the ensuing sixty or seventy years they’d been experimented on like so 

many lab animals sacrificed to the evolution of psychiatric history: given shock treatments and 

lobotomies, or tranquilized into unending stupors. I told other friends that if one wasn’t crazy 

when one was admitted to the state hospital, then it didn’t take long for them to make you so. My 

friends asked me after watching Jack Nicholson play Jack Nicholson in One Flew Over the 

Cuckoo’s Nest: It’s not like that in real life, is it? It was like that there. 

For the most part our geriatric ladies were parked all day in recliners with wheels and a 

handle in back for pushing. They’d be taken out of bed in the morning, bathed, dressed, put into 

their vinyl-covered chairs on top of absorbent pads, and then wheeled to the dayroom, where 

they’d be arranged in semi-circles facing the lone wall-mounted television at the far end of the 

vast room. Our evening shift fed them their dinners, usually pureed—I hated the nights they were 
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served pureed fish, I could barely keep my own gorge down at the look and the smell of it, so 

like vomit already—then wheeled them back down the hall to their beds.  

We each had our favorites, for some quirk or endearing habit, or for some quicksilver 

shred of sanity.  Mine was Nina, who had a face just like the Grinch but for her big blue eyes and 

a drift of snowy hair. One of my co-workers, my team-leader, Juanita, hated Nina passionately, 

and would refer to Nina as “your girlfriend,” because I loved her. “Go put your girlfriend’s ass in 

bed.” Nina spoke absolute nonsense all day long, even the majority of her words weren’t 

recognizable words, her nouns were all garbled into a different language only Nina knew. But I 

knew Nina understood what she was saying, and she was always glad to see me. When I came on 

shift, Nina would hold my hand and play with my bracelet or pat my hair and chatter earnestly 

on and on, smiling at me with those wide innocent eyes. When I put her to bed each night, Nina 

would rub her feet together to warm them, and beg me to cover her toozles, because they were so 

cold. The only time I heard Nina make sense was after I’d suffered a tonsorial disaster at a salon 

in Poughkeepsie on my day off. When I arrived at work the next day, Nina took one look at me 

and asked, “What the hell did you do to your hair?” 

I also loved Elaine, who would sit in her chair all day and enact conversations with 

various people from her life before the hospital. I loved the evenings she and her husband, and 

her sister and the sister’s husband would go out for dinner and dancing. The two sisters would 

argue because the sister’s husband would always ask Elaine to dance, and Elaine’s sister was 

jealous. To watch Elaine acting out the bickering between the two sisters was funny, if sad, to 

watch, as the husbands tried to intervene in the argument. Or there was Myra, the retired school-

teacher who would bang on her table every day shouting out numbers, and telling the “damn 

kids” to sit down and shut up. One day one of the techs on day shift played Myra’s numbers at 
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OTB, and won money. After that the techs would hang out waiting for Myra the Oracle to speak 

the next winning numbers. Myra never shouted a number again. 

It was a job I went into with all the inspiration of an evangelist, thinking I would be able 

to help people, to make their lives better and to enable them to leave the hospital and rejoin the 

sane, productive world in all its screwed up-ness. The realization that nothing one could do 

would make any more difference than to make their existence a tiny bit more comfortable was 

incredibly disheartening and disillusioning. They were only leaving feet first, we said, in a box. I 

worked surrounded by bitter veterans of the system, by union members and realists who were 

just there to get in their twenty years in a job they couldn’t be fired from, and retire on the state’s 

dime; and by doctors who were too lofty to acknowledge a polite hello when passed in the hall. 

 

After work Janice and I would meet up and hang out in a bar somewhere, either 

Gandalf’s at the back entrance to the hospital, or down in the center of Poughkeepsie a few 

blocks from the river, at a tiny bar in Little Italy called Noah’s Ark. Or sometimes we’d drive 

across the river in our separate cars, and hang out in the bars off of 9W, between Kingston and 

Saugerties. Some nights we’d meet first at her room in the hospital’s employee residences to 

change out of our uniforms, and we’d share a few beers, or Janice would roll a joint to get the 

evening started. Every visual memory I have of that time is light by orange sodium lights, which 

gave nearby vegetation the sickly dead tint of wilted spinach. Every olfactory memory is of air 

damped with river water, smelling of sea and muck and fish.  

 Bars in the area closed at 4 a.m., and there wasn’t any way that Janice and I were going 

home before closing time. I used to brag that I never had to pay for my drinks beyond the first 

one of the evening, as if that was something to be proud of.  The truth is, Janice and I drank. We 
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drank a lot. On our days off, at least once a week we’d go out for a long lunch, and we’d start 

with drinks at lunch, then we’d move on to Happy Hour, and then drink with our dinner, and 

then go out for drinks. And sometimes when we weren’t drinking—and usually when we were—

we got high. I stuck with pot in those days, although Janice was getting more and more curious 

about cocaine.  

 Hyde Park is only about seventy-five miles north of New York City, and as I remember 

that place in the late seventies and early eighties, there were always drugs available. They were 

available at Haviland Junior High and at FDR. There were always the kids who wandered the 

halls of school stoned, or spent their days under the bleachers or out behind the cafeteria, 

smoking cigarettes and getting high. In 1980 the mid-Hudson Valley was at the beginning of the 

deep recession that killed the industries of the Northeast, and there was a feeling of inertia, a 

hopelessness that was anthemized by Bruce Springsteen in The River. Proust may have his 

madeleines, but play Point Blank for me, and I am right there once more in one of those dark 

bars along the river in the small hours of the morning, the air filled with smoke and the jukebox 

playing. That piano line haunts me. It was like that, then. 

I remember passing out in the parking lot of a bar after closing time. I remember turning 

around one night while chatting with the bartender of a place on Cream Street after closing time, 

to see Janice and some friend of hers having sex on the carpet of the next room, and turning back 

around to continue the conversation, not caring. There were times when I would realize I was 

sitting in my car in the driveway, and didn’t remember driving home. I remember coming home 

one morning, walking in the front door as my mother was leaving for work. I remember one time 

going down into Poughkeepsie in the middle of the night, to the apartment of a dealer Janice 

knew. He had one of those flip-top convertible Mercedes parked in front of his apartment, the 
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first time I had seen one. After we bought what we were after and got back in Janice’s car 

(etiquette demands that you stay a while and socialize, it’s a business built on personal 

relationships, none of this in-and-out), she told me that the dealer had taken a shine to me, and 

suggested that maybe if I slept with him, he’d give Janice cocaine for free. I sat in the passenger 

seat and stared at her. I didn’t know what to say, where to even start.  

 That was the beginning of the end for me. I’d been out to visit a friend in Berkeley and 

fell in love with the sun, the laid-back outlook on life, the accepting attitude toward people who 

were different. I wanted to see what the world looked beyond the boundaries of the Catskill 

Mountains. I was beginning to understand that I have an addictive personality, and that no one 

around me was moving forward in their lives. They stayed in place and bitched and fought and 

bitched about fighting and got drunk at night and still did the same things the next day. I felt bad 

about leaving Janice behind, but I had to get out of there. 

 

 I lost touch with Janice during those darkest years of her life, and when I’d call her 

number I left messages that she never returned. One time she called me to tell me how she had 

been arrested twice in the previous year on drug charges, and the state hospital put her on 

medical leave with the proviso that she had to go through a drug rehab program. Her parents had 

died tragically just before the holidays the previous year, in ways that I won’t tell you because 

they aren’t my secrets to share. Their deaths hit Janice hard, and in January she slipped on ice 

and broke her arm, badly, and was out of work for four months while it healed.  She began to 

drink even more heavily and do more drugs. Now it was the thirtieth of December, she was 

newly out of the program and she was clean, and she was afraid that if she went out the next 

night to celebrate New Year’s Eve with all her old friends, that she would start drinking and 
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drugging again. She made me promise I would call her the next night to talk, so she wouldn’t be 

alone and she wouldn’t be tempted. I begged her to move to Arizona, I said I’d give her a place 

to stay until she got back on her feet. I put sticky notes all over my house to remind me to call 

her. I called. I called several times. Janice was already gone. 

 It was another couple of years before I found Janice again, and we met one last time for 

our only dry dinner, on one of my trips back home to visit. She had cleaned up for good, she 

said, and was living in a house across the river with the people who had rescued her from the 

streets and gotten her sober. They ran a sort of mission there for people like her on the streets, 

starting with coffee and shoes and blankets, and moving toward getting them off the street and 

off drugs. She told me her whole story, the details she had confessed before and some she hadn’t, 

the depths to which she had submerged. Now she was living a new life, going into middle 

schools and high schools to talk to kids about what drugs can do to your life. She was healthy 

and shining and so energetic. Janice was a great cook, and she was thinking about taking some 

classes at the Culinary Institute. 

 We exchanged Christmas cards for the next few years, but I never saw Janice again. She 

died just over six years ago, at the age I am now. Mary sent me her obituary, cut from the 

Poughkeepsie Journal. I don’t know what happened. 

 

 Graham and I never talk about our pasts. We met and married when we were well along 

in life, and there was no need to discuss events that had happened twenty or thirty years before. 

This has been an unspoken agreement between us. I’m not proud of that period of my life or who 

I was, and I don’t talk about it to anyone. I’m grateful that I left when I did. I fear that as close a 

friend as I was to Janice, had I stayed I would have followed right along with her as she went 
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deeper and deeper into drugs. I had swum in her wake that far, what’s to say I wouldn’t have also 

started heroin when she did, that I wouldn’t also have started prostituting myself as she did, 

living on the streets of Poughkeepsie as she did, and dodging some Jamaican gang? I’d like to 

think I wouldn’t have—obviously I did make a different choice—but I don’t really know. That 

was not the end of my flirtation with the bottle, no longer a heated affair, but I was lucky that I 

ended up in a place and among friends who weren’t the heavy drinkers Janice and I had been, 

and as I got older, I drank less. Eventually I became famous for my 5-hour beers, because it 

would take me that long to finish an entire Corona at a party. A six-pack of Heinekin in the back 

of my fridge against hot summer afternoons would last a couple of years. I finally threw the last 

few bottles away one time when Graham and I moved. 

 I don’t drink now. Not because I’m afraid of what I might do, after so many years, but 

because Graham doesn’t drink, and I have realized that I don’t even like the sensation of not 

being in control of what I say or do. I don’t like that dizzy, loopy head-rush. Asthma does 

enough of that for me. Before I could write this I had to sit down and tell Graham about those 

last years in the Hudson Valley. I was ashamed and crying, but he just looked at me and said, 

“Everyone does that when they’re that age. That’s normal.” I don’t think so. But it was like that, 

in that place, then. 
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Jim Langan Interview 

August 9, 2012 

 Jim Langan, whose Hudson Valley News reported heavily on the Katie Filiberti murder 

over the fifteen months between the murder and Stephen Shand’s sentencing, has arranged to 

spend some time with us. I say us, because although normally Graham is happy to let me pursue 

my research on my own while he does other things, there is no way he is going to miss the 

opportunity to hear this conversation first-hand. Jim and his wife Caroline, the paper’s publisher, 

live in Shagabak, an old rambling white-clapboard house on Route 9 just north of the Vanderbilt 

Mansion. It is shielded somewhat from the road by a stand of pines, and just enough of the house 

is revealed as one drives by to inspire curiosity. I have always wanted to see the inside of 

Shagabak, and to see what the view of the river must be from the back. 

 Caroline greets Graham and me at the front door and ushers us into the living room while 

she calls Jim. I’m drawn to the windows onto the back terrace and the views of the mountains 

across the river, and once Jim comes in and introductions are made, we go out and sit there for 

our interview. The trees on the bank that slope down to the river have grown up enough over the 

years since the house was built that the river view no longer exists, and at any rate we sit with 

our backs to it. But the air is wonderful, the day bright and yet cool by Tucson standards, and the 

terrace feels like the perfect place on earth to be this morning. I turn on the voice recorder on my 

iPad, and set it on the table between us. To my disappointment when I listened to the recording 

later, the ambient road noise from the front of the house, as well as the all-too punctual train as it 

passes through along the river bank, sometimes obscure our conversation. But other than the 

occasional unclear moment, the majority of what we discussed comes through in the recording. 
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 Jim is tall and lean, with brown hair and eyes, and is dressed in that New England 

summer weekend uniform of button-down shirt and madras shorts. He has been as obsessed with 

the Filiberti case as I have, albeit for different reasons, and is happy to find someone who wants 

to talk about the case with him. He tells me it is “one of my favorite subjects.” Between our time 

on his terrace and the drive he later takes Graham and me on through Hyde Park, Jim spends an 

hour and forty-five minutes with us out of the goodness of his heart. I find him generous and 

genial, and by far the most valuable interview I do while in Hyde Park. 

 Jim asks me what I would like to know. 

Me: I grew up in Greentree Park, and I have lived in Arizona for thirty years. I come back to 

visit, from time to time, because I still have family here. And of course you see a lot of changes, 

and yet in some essential ways Hyde Park doesn’t change at all. But to read about Kathryn 

Filiberti’s murder, and her body left in the park where I grew up playing to me was a real 

illustration of how Hyde Park has changed in the last fifty years. 

Jim: Why so? Why would that be? 

Me: Because of the difference between this being a place where kids went to play every day, and 

being a space, as you were saying on the phone the other day, now it’s a hang-out for drugs, and 

a place where you would dump someone’s body. It’s a big contrast. Also, reading the comments 

online in the Poughkeepsie Journal during this whole thing, and the hints of the rumors, and once 

Shand was arrested the horrible hate that spilled out, that was ugly. 

Jim: We had that too. 

Me: It was ugly. 
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Jim: Yeah, when he was sentenced, because we had a Facebook page and a webpage, which I 

don’t spend a lot of time on, but it kind of exploded when we did it, and there were…I remember 

one particular signal was “I hope your family has AIDS.” You know? And I’m thinking, God! I 

mean, yeah, if the kid killed somebody he deserves to go to jail, and I’m not looking to make his 

life any more pleasant. But, he’s still a human being. And the hatred got so…You’re calling this 

guy a bad guy, but this is what you’re verbalizing? 

Graham: There are a lot of trolls on the Internet. 

Jim: And they’re all happy because they’re anonymous. Anonymity makes them all ten feet tall. 

Me: It does. And not only that kind of hatred, but the racial hatred I saw, I grew up here, it is a 

predominantly white town, but we went to school with everybody. And I never heard that. I’m 

not saying that it wasn’t said; I never heard it.  

Jim: There was a lot of it once it became clear, and as we were discussing on the phone, I 

was…and I’m not one of those bleeding-type liberals, I’m not a liberal at all, but it did seem to 

be a certain satisfaction, or “that validates my opinion of all black people are criminals.” They 

really tore into this guy, and I don’t think they would have torn into a white kid as much. 

Me: I don’t think that the crime itself was racially motivated in any way. 

Jim: No. 

Me: But certainly the backlash was.  

Jim: It goes back to that old stereotype of the Dark Beast defiling the blonde cheerleader. If he 

had been the quarterback on the football team and he was white, it would still be terrible, but 

“Oh, at least she was with her own kind.”  So because initially, if you recall, the…there was 
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more than a suspicion—they had him down at the police station within twelve hours—was Mike 

Delarm, whose grandfather owns Delarm’s Towing. One of our outstanding citizens in this town, 

he has two [grand]sons, Tyler, and Mike. And Mike was Katie’s boyfriend. Mike was the one 

she had a disagreement with at the party, because he wouldn’t either, he wouldn’t go to the host, 

whoever it was, and say “Get that…” and it was another girl that Mike had had a little walk-out 

with at one point, and Katie wanted her gone, and Mike apparently, I know he said to her, “Hey, 

it’s not my house.”  

“They had a big fight and she was very volatile, she was very drunk at the time, and she 

stormed out. And he didn’t go looking for her for about twenty minutes. But I was told that by 

people who were at the party that it wasn’t unusual for her to fly off the handle and storm out of 

something and they fought all the time. And then he and a group of kids went out and started 

walking in the immediate neighborhood, thinking she was out there somewhere, and then they 

actually got in the car, and they drove back to somebody’s house that was up more towards 

Greentree. But the evening started out, they all met before the party at somebody’s house, in fact, 

that was where Katie’s car was later found. And they drove along 9G, and tried as best they 

could to see if she was walking. And they assumed that somehow she had gotten back to where 

her car was. Then they went back to whatever kid’s house this was, I can’t remember his name 

now, went back to his house, and saw that her car was still in the driveway, and they all went 

inside, and you know, six o’clock in the morning and most of them are tired or drunk, and they 

just figured, well, she’ll turn up. Which is very 18, 19 year-old [unclear].  

And so they went to bed, and then it wasn’t until about 11:30 that same morning that the 

body was discovered, and then phones went off the hook. But the cops brought him in 

immediately, and I talked to a cop, and he was just like, “It was a slam-dunk.” They had him 
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come in, they got him right down to his boxer shorts, and he was very cooperative. He didn’t 

lawyer up or anything, he said “Take a look at my body, I don’t have a scratch on me that would 

be consistent with an altercation, take my DNA, everything [unclear]. My brother will do the 

same thing.”  

But I think one of the reasons the investigation got off to a terrible start was that they just 

thought they had a slam-dunk, and the then-Hyde Park Police Chief [Charles Broe], who is now 

gone, he was a grandstander in my humble opinion. He was quick to jump in front of the 

microphones and assure the public that this was not a stranger, the clear implication was it was, 

whoever did this was coming through town…sorta had the…gave you the feeling that the Evil 

Truckdriver at 4 o’clock in the morning snatched her off 9G. Everyone relax, your children are 

safe, because people were terrified.  

But I think he thought, and then he clammed up pretty good, I think he thought he was 

going to be able to do a bit of a cock-walk, that he was going to solve this great murder within a 

few days as soon as the tests came back. And then the tests came back and the Delarm kid was 

cleared. And they refuse to this day whatever…Bob Delarm, the grandfather, is, you know, 

understandably still pissed that they’ve never offered him a private or public apology, I mean…I 

wrote a column at one point when it was clear that these two kids had both been cleared, and I 

never put their names in the paper at any time. I put them as the boyfriend, or a person of interest 

and this and that but I didn’t want even [unclear] to be in there…said that Mike Delarm is guilty 

of only one thing: he’s guilty of being a victim of his own well-deserved bad reputation. Because 

this kid was and probably still is bad news. And the Filibertis wanted nothing to do with him, and 

they hated the fact they had a relationship, and he’d been arrested with his brother and another 
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couple of thugs at the McDonald’s across from Marist [College] for beating the hell out of 

somebody at 4 o’clock in the morning. He’s no stranger to the cops, he’s a punk.  

Graham: So they’re both volatile, Katie and he are volatile so they just worked against each 

other. 

Jim: Right. And Katie was no day at the beach, I mean, I don’t like to speak ill of the dead, but 

her reputation was right up there with Delarm’s in terms of promiscuity, and drinking, drugs and 

this and that, and there was sort of a bad group that ran together. And they were always trouble.  

Me: You were mentioning the other day drugs at the party, drugs at Kay’s Park, and I was 

reading the Police Department press releases for 2011, and there were at least two, I believe, 

heroin busts at FDR last year. How much of a problem has this become? 

Jim: It’s become a significant problem, and I had a meeting with the then-chief and [a] lieutenant 

who was very familiar and said that “Combination two things…or the main thing is that heroin is 

all [unclear hell? Hail?]. It is the drug of choice now amongst high-school kids. When I was 

younger you would do pot or a little coke maybe, but heroin was considered the real gutter thing. 

It’s apparently down to…and I’m not familiar with the packaging, but it’s down from something 

fifteen years ago a hundred and some dollars for a lid, it’s now ten to fifteen dollars. So it’s very 

affordable for whatever you need and very available, and it’s a huge problem at FDR High and 

all high-schools. But here. And they said that accounts for some spikes in other kind of crime 

issues because they’re trying to get some money to get some more of it.  

Graham: It seems strange that my worst fear when I was in school was people being caught 

smoking cigarettes, you know?  
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Jim: So there is a definite problem, and there were…people doing drugs, and it could have even 

included her. And what’s interesting, and I think it probably did include her, certainly her blood 

alcohol and trace drugs would have showed up in her autopsy, and to this day they’ve never 

released the autopsy. Which at first it was the police chief and the District Attorney Grady hid 

behind the “We can’t reveal the cause of death because only the murderer and us know what 

happened and this and that, yes and no.  

And then there was a report by a WABC woman reporter from Manhattan from New 

York, because they covered the trial, they covered the case, that she had been stabbed in the face 

and her stomach and [the reporter] went on the air with it, and the then-police Chief issued a 

statement lambasting her and that she was…and without ever saying exactly what it was, and I 

remember calling her, because I know her, and I said, “Did you get that email from the Chief, 

because he’s not too happy with you,” and she said “Screw him, it’s true, and I got it,” and of 

course she wouldn’t tell me her source, either. But I never went with it because I couldn’t 

confirm it, and then ironically, somewhere down the road it was determined that her report was 

completely erroneous. It was very unusual for [name of reporter here? Unclear] And I talked to a 

friend of mine at WABC who said she didn’t want to go with the story but she had a report but it 

wasn’t confirmed the way that it should be confirmed, but that one of the higher ups, either a 

producer or somebody or other, leaned on her to go with it because of ratings and because it 

would be a scoop, and it turned out it was just completely erroneous.  

I mean, I’m surprised there wasn’t more made of that, because the subsequent WABC 

reporter—she never came back to it. I was talking to him, we were staked out waiting for Shand 

to show up at the courthouse, he was still shaking his head, he goes, “Man, that could have been 

a career-ender for her, why she’d ever do it?” But where we were in terms of her injuries…And 
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so the DA, and so they hid behind the, uh…all of a sudden they kept saying was the autopsy 

results would be out in six weeks, two weeks, all of a sudden, “No. We’re not making…” And 

I’m gonna guess that was out of deference to the family, they became obsequious with the 

family. It was like, okay, it’s unfortunate, but for God’s sakes, it’s a murder, and the public has a 

right to know what was going on here. And to this day they haven’t released them, and dollars to 

donuts it’s because they would show she was very much impaired. It doesn’t mean he’s less 

guilty, but she was smoked, and probably did a little heroin.  

Graham: Can’t you do a Freedom of Information Act call for the... 

Me: Or is it too early? 

Jim: I don’t know. But I’m not so sure that he’s obliged to give that up. I don’t know. And he’s 

been a complete boob throughout the whole thing.  

Me: Grady has? 

Jim: I think so. I’ve been very unimpressed with him, and the Police Chief, he resigned in 

December, as this old Town Board was going out, and it seems he’s taken a job in private 

security. He’s like, head of security for some insurance, little insurance company over in Ulster. 

Because he’s already got a pension from Newburgh, and he got paid a little bit in this and that, 

and he always promised that he would tell me what the, why he made a such a ri—apparently 

such a ridiculous statement that did put people at risk.  

This kid lived in the neighborhood, you know, he was from here, and I saw him [Broe] 

about a month ago, he turned up for the dedication of the new Police Court building, you seen 

that? John and Gloria Golden?[The Goldens donated the land where the new Hyde Park Police 

station and court has been built.] Good friends of mine. So the Goldens asked me to…I was on a 
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committee to help raise money for [the new station] and so I went over there and to my 

astonishment there was Charles Broe, and man, he couldn’t get away from me fast enough. I 

don’t know why he showed up, he was no longer the Police Chief, whether he thought he had 

something to do with it, but… 

Me: It sounds like he wouldn’t necessarily be a welcome guest at the party. 

Jim: An uncomfortable guest. He wouldn’t be unwelcome, but yeah, I would have, he was right, 

I would have, given an opportunity, have liked to say, “Alright, now let’s—I want to sit down for 

fifteen minutes and go on record.” But he doesn’t want to because he was wrong, but by virtue of 

getting this other job and getting out of Dodge, and Shand copping a plea, he never has to get up 

on the witness box. Nor did the other two police officers who were asked for their DNA. 

Because that was gonna be… 

Me: That was another big rumor going around. 

Jim: It wasn’t a rumor. Our paper was the one that got the story that they had been DNAed, 

because that was never gonna come out. But I had a source who told me, and I went to another 

person who confirmed it and confirmed it to the point where one of the police officers later 

resigned, he was so pissed that he was asked to take it.  

Graham: How did it start? Who started it all?  

Jim: Well it started because the one, the one that people were most focused on had been the 

DARE officer at the high school.  

Me: Was that Robert Benson?  
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Jim: Yes. He was I guess he had a, it was a convergence of things. One: he knew Katie but then 

again he knew just about every kid that was up there [at FDR], and she had a lot of drugs and 

alcohol problems. The fact that he knew her, the fact that he was, uh, had a reputation of dating 

or having some relationship with some of these girls maybe right out of high school or whatever, 

a bit of a dog of a reputation, he likes the ladies, put it that way. He’s a good guy, but he likes the 

ladies.  

Me: Not great judgment. 

Jim: Yeah. He just got remarried for the third time about a month ago. But then what gave the 

thing away was that when it became clear, and I found out about it and started focusing a little 

more on it was his second marriage, he had just been sort of shown the door on the second 

marriage, or he was in the process of it...excuse me, right after the murder, his wife tossed him 

out. And it turns out Bobby’s house was about a block and a half from the party.  So that 

immediately got people thinking “Did she…her good friend Bobby?” Sarge, you know 

Lieutenant, his door is always open to these kids, and sometimes too open. Did she...this was 

before they found the body, no afterwards…did she wander into his house at 4 o’clock in the 

morning, come crying on his door, and the last thing the wife heard was that she was downstairs 

in the living room with him, and you know, and, so that’s how they got the wheels going. And 

then when the wife threw him out a few days later, you go, “Then maybe your wife would throw 

you out, too, if she thought you’d just murdered somebody.”  

And then the other cop was a guy named Dan Speedling. And he apparently—I know him 

a little bit—but he apparently had a pretty slick reputation, you know, just in terms of being like 

a “Fast Eddie” kind of a cop, and you know, I would have no reason to know whether that is true 

or not. So the two of them—and then he went on vacation, like the next day after the murder and 
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people were so desperate for information because the DA and the Police Chief put such a lid on 

it that in the absence, in a vacuum like that, it’s just ripe for speculation, and there was 

[speculation], and everybody had a theory, and everybody talked to somebody else.  

But talk about the cops became so pronounced that the DA, I think, went to the Chief and 

said, “The only way we can put an end to this speculation, even the most law enforcement move, 

was to get a DNA of those two guys because they had the DNA of what now turns out to be 

Shand. So they went to both of these guys and I’ve talked to Robby, and he was pissed, but you 

know…so he appreciated the fact I didn’t put his name in the paper, although everyone seems to 

know his name. And that was the rumor of that. And then there was…once we put it in the 

paper—they were a little hot at me for a while—the headline was “Two Hyde Park Cops Asked 

for DNA.”  

And then the Poughkeepsie Journal, which has a weird relationship with our paper, we 

tend to break more news than they do, even though we’re only a weekly—they never, they acted 

like that statement never happened for the longest time. Oh, they did the same thing when we 

broke the story on Chelsea Clinton’s wedding. They didn’t cover that for about three weeks until 

we’d been on every TV program in America.  

But at some point, and I remember it was on a Tuesday, because Tuesday is the day we 

put the paper to bed in there, the phone Monday night just started ringing with—some of it 

anonymous, some of it well-intentioned—started a little bit Monday night, a rumor saying they 

were going to arrest, they’re picking up those two cops in the morning. And by about midnight 

on Monday night I was still answering phone calls, and I was going, “Hmm…Where’s this 

coming from?”  
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Tuesday morning I got up at like 6, because I just had a feeling. The phones were just 

blasted off the hook, with eyewitness accounts of them being at Speedling’s house, him being 

taken out in cuffs, big SUV showing up at the Police Station taking Benson out in cuffs. It was 

crazy, and that there was going to be a press conference. I must have had twenty people call up 

about the press conference, and I called the DA’s office and they said “No, we’re not having a 

press conference.” I remember we push the button to the printers at one o’clock on Tuesdays, 

plus or minus a few minutes, and I literally said, “Let’s hold it here, I don’t want to put this paper 

to bed and find out in an hour that they’ve taken these two guys off and have them be the biggest 

story. And then, at about two o’clock, the [Dutchess County] Sheriff’s Department came out and 

issued a press release to us and everyone else, saying this is all bullshit, this is just complete 

speculation, none of this is happening, none of this is gonna happen, and it was like somebody 

unplugged the phones. It just stopped ringing.  

It was really one of the greatest cases of a rumor, I mean there was a lot of people telling 

me that [train goes through, rather loudly]. And I got up and raced with one of the interns over to 

the Police Station because [train, but Jim is talking about one of the rumor phone messages] “I 

am looking at about eight black SUVs and State Trooper cars. They’re at the Police Station, 

they’re picking, they’re taking Benson outa here in a minute” and this and that, and they were so 

convincing that I, I couldn’t just sit there. I raced over there. I don’t know who it was, and 

whoever the guy was, if I knew what the guy’s name was I wouldn’t say it. I think he probably 

saw—it took me eight minutes to get over there. Sure, there could have been a black SUV or two 

over there, because they were all involved in the investigation, and it could have been something 

unrelated. But that was all people needed, it was crazy. It certainly had the feel that by four in the 

afternoon there was going to be a press conference and there was gonna be a perp walk, and in 
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fact none of it was remotely true. And then the speculation was over, and then it went deadly 

quiet until Shand. 

Graham: But that’s enough of a story itself, how rumors go. 

Jim: I wrote a story on it. I called it “The Story that Never Was.” It was crazy. And then it went 

quiet, the DA were uncooperative, the Hyde Park cops, the Hyde Park police, seemed to have 

been taken out of the mix.  

Me: Is this when they called in the FBI and the State Troopers?  

Jim: Yes. Right. They had been involved, but Hyde Park went from being the lead agency, 

because I remember the Police Chief saying [voice drops], “We are the lead agency” and then all 

of a sudden they weren’t the lead agency, and [Broe] wouldn’t comment on it, because they’d 

obviously taken it away from them and said, “You guys have botched it.” And the rationale for 

DNAing those two guys turned out to be both of them were on the scene when the body was 

discovered. And he said it is not unusual at all for a transfer, you have to touch the body, you 

have to move the body, that—could there have been a trace from either of those two guys? Yes. 

And one of the cops, it might have been Benson, told me that while he was gonna do it, they 

should have DNAed every single person that was at the scene that morning. Because there was a 

lot, I mean, you can imagine that a lot of people show up for that.  

Graham: So, the entrance at Kay’s Park, where was the body, was it right by the entrance? Or 

was it further in?  

Jim: You know that little park in there? I’ll show you where it was. There’s a cross there, have 

you seen the cross there? That’s exactly where the body was.  
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Graham: So it was just at the side of the road. 

Jim: In the spring, there’s a stream, right now I think that’s probably gone. But in March of that 

year, I wouldn’t say it was more than a foot deep, it was a definite snow run-off stream kinda 

thing.  

Me: She wasn’t hidden at all, she was just right there for anybody… 

Jim: Yeah. Pretty much. Because the twelve year-old kids that found her thought it was a 

mannequin. And thought it was a young child. Except for the fact that her jeans were pulled 

down to her ankles and her shirt was pulled up. So, that wouldn’t have looked like a mannequin 

to me. And they thought it was a gi—because she was so small, they thought it was a child at 

first. The first reports I got were: they found an eleven or twelve year-old and they thought it was 

either boy or girl. But by—her body was found about 11:30, there was some “Hoops for Duff” 

which is a charitable, annual charity thing that they have at the pool club, and it’s like two 

o’clock, and it’s like a live auction for some kid who died of some terrible disease. And by two 

o’clock it was already common knowledge, the incident and who it was.  

And obviously it was beyond the topic of discussion, and everybody was sort of 

heartbroken. And it was later that night, you know, we have a website and a thing, and as news is 

news, I posted her name. I mean, the Poughkeepsie Journal wouldn’t do it, nobody else would do 

it. Well, people at the pool club at two in the afternoon [unclear] and I confirmed it with people 

and I put it up on our website, which really got hit by everybody and I got an immediate email 

from the Police Chief, who was sort of more worried about him being the dispenser of all 

knowledge than us. And it was like, I still remember: “Jim: Please tell me this isn’t true. I just 

got an email from a reporter at the Poughkeepsie Journal saying the Hudson Valley News has 
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posted the victim’s name.” And I wrote back, I said, “That’s my job, Charlie.” I said, you know 

“Do yours, I’ll do mine.” And he was hot as a, hot as a pistol about that for a long time. 

Graham: Well he wanted to have the glory of… 

Jim: That’s right, that’s exactly right.  

Me: When did they start looking at Shand? And how seriously were they looking at him? 

Jim: Shand was, again, showing, incompetence may be too strong a word, but because they set 

up a road block on 9G the night after the murder, the next night. And stopped people at, like late 

evening, at two, three o’clock in the morning, people and asked, “Do you normally come through 

this area at this time? And did you see anything last night?” And they stopped Shand. Who was, 

again, going out to do his paper route, and so they quickly determined that he was in the 

neighborhood, very much in the neighborhood, and they let [Shand] go. He must have died. He 

must have thought, “Uh-oh. I’m done.” So he was on the radar screen then, and they circled back 

to him, but again, they were so focused on the Delarm kid. So they circled back to Shand weeks 

and weeks and weeks later. And brought him in for questioning, but by then they were sort of re-

questioning everybody. They questioned every kid at the party like three times, but, you know, I 

mean they just a pool of people who would have had some proximity to her and they just kept 

mining that field unsuccessfully.  

And then at some point they asked Shand for his DNA, and he foolishly agreed to it, and 

without benefit of a lawyer. Now I’m sure eventually they could have gotten it—and then 

released him. But they weren’t sitting on him, they weren’t sure, they were just, you know, they 

were asking everybody for their DNA. It came back as a hit, and then they went and picked him 

up at like six o’clock in the morning as he was returning from his paper route. They were waiting 
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for him at his house, and my first call was from—she’s not exactly a newshawk, but Gloria 

Golden? Eighty-seven year-old Gloria? Gloria calls me up and goes [voice raises]: “Oh Jim. I 

just saw this black man in shackles being taken out of Town Hall.” Until the Police Court, they 

used to arraign them in Town Hall? In the side door there? She was on her way to the store or 

something. I had heard an arrest was imminent. Or maybe had just been made, I couldn’t 

[unclear]. I would have loved to have gotten down there and had a shot of him coming out but he 

was already gone. 

So they brought him in there, arraigned him, and then they had a press conference I think 

that afternoon. I went to it. That’s right, it was when the DA got mad at me again because it 

seemed…somewhat offensive to me was that, which cops tend to do, they bring out everybody—

you know, victory has a thousand fathers. There were like sixteen white men standing up there, 

still not telling you much. And I asked a number of questions, and you know, they glare at me, 

and you know, and when I wrote up the story or made a comment I said that there were just—

something felt inappropriate they had sixteen white guys, who after almost a year [four and a 

half months] unsuccessfully trying to solve this all of a sudden circled back to some hapless 

black guy.  

And that where I thought from the beginning that he, whether he did it or he didn’t, he 

might have had a shot is because, it just seemed like public patience was drawn very thin, and 

there were demands to solve that case, and…but the DNA is the DNA, well then, then it’s like 

O.J. Simpson, I mean, you know. But there could have been a jury nullification there, or at least 

I, as we discussed on the phone, I don’t know how, what in God’s name possessed him to accept 

that plea deal. Forty years to life, I mean, he’d have been better off—I can go down to the mall 

and open up [with a gun], and that I think wouldn’t get forty years to life. And as I said on the 



Sorenson 148 
 

phone, the speculation among some of the Filiberti family as well was that this kid’s family was 

so religious, so crestfallen, that they may have used that as leverage to get him to sign off on this 

deal. He was reluctant to verbalize in front of his family in a courtroom all the things he did to 

this girl. We don’t know exactly what they were, but we can guess, and that he was willing to 

lock himself away rather than devastate his younger sister and his parents or who—as I told you, 

they were sitting as close as that chair during the sentencing and he never made any eye contact 

with the parents at all. He looked as ashamed as you should. And then just walked through the 

door and into the next forty years.  

Graham: And there’s no chance of appeal. 

Jim: He signed off on that. I didn’t realize you could do that, as part of a plea.  

Graham: Yeah, they say that Jared Loughner also did that.  

[Damn train again.] 

Me: I met him. 

Jim: Did you know him at all? 

Me: Other than that, no, other than being in a class with him I didn’t.  

Jim: Obviously wasn’t that strange back then? 

Graham: Very strange. 

Jim: Oh, really. How long? Back when you were really in college, or as a grad student? 

[Everyone assumes because of my age and the fact I’m writing this as my thesis that I must be a 

grad student. I don’t disabuse them of this notion, although I have no idea why not.] 
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Me: No, now. I saw him when he was acting out, the very first day of class, within the first five 

minutes. And after that first class I went up to the professor and I said, “He has a serious mental 

health issue. Somebody needs to know about this, something needs to be done.” I talked to the 

professor several times, he felt the same way I did. I talked to one of the counselors there at the 

college. 

Jim: What college was this? 

Me: Pima. Pima Community College. 

Jim: And there was a class that he was taking? 

Me: Math. An algebra class. I told her, I told everybody: “Some day we’re gonna see him on the 

news, and people are going to say, ‘You know, I was in a math class with him and he was really 

strange,’ and… 

Graham: The first day, she emailed the family saying that there was this crazy guy in the class. 

And emailed the teacher at a later date, and things like that. It got picked up by the local paper 

after it happened, she used the emails, and then the Washington Post picked up on it, and then 

the whole world started trying to get in contact with her. 

Me: It was a mad few days there. 

Jim: I bet, because that’s huge. That’s huge. When you say “acting out,” was he just acting 

weird? 

Me: Verbal outbursts. He, none of which I can recall in detail but things to the effect of “You’re 

perpetrating a scam on these students,” and…  
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Graham: He was insisting that six was really eighteen. Not in numerical terms, but in what you 

called it. 

Jim: So he was whacked.  

Me: He was whacked. It was obvious he was whacked.  

Jim: And did he have the shaved bald head and all like that? 

Me: Not then, no. Very short-haired, but not shaved. 

Jim: And no one did a bloody thing. 

Me: No one did a bloody thing. They eventually took him out of class probably three weeks into 

the class, it was a summer class. 

Jim: So that would only confirm his conspiratorial musings, right? 

Me: Yeah. They did absolutely nothing as far as referring him for help, which in Arizona all you 

need to do is say, “I think this guy needs help,” I find this out later, but Pima certainly knew it at 

the time, and they did nothing. They kicked him out of school about six months later. He had 

filmed a YouTube video [at night on one of Pima’s campuses] talking about, you know, 

assassination and conspiracy and so on, and that’s when they finally kicked him out.  

Jim: There’s a lot of those people out there. But it sounds like he was above the pack. 

Me: It was obvious. It was obvious. And they acted like I was a batty old lady.  

Graham: Well, Lyn used to work in the state hospital. Centuries back, so you know she’s 

sensitive. Ten minutes before—we were watching it on CNN—ten minutes before his name was 
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mentioned on CNN, she turned around to me and said, “It wouldn’t surprise me if it was that guy 

that was in college.” 

Me: I knew it was him. 

Graham: And she freaked out when they said his name on the TV. 

Jim: There’s a guy here in town that was the former supervisor, this guy, Martino? He was 

wacked, wacko.  

Me: Isn’t he the one that brought Broe in? 

Jim: Yes. And it’s never been established to my satisfaction, because they ran this guy, Don 

Goddard, who was the Police Chief, great guy. But when Martino first became supervisor he had 

sort of his own paranoid “Enemies” list, which included me, and—not so much then, but a 

number of political things, and he immediately leaned on somebody at the Police Department to 

do background checks on people he didn’t like, see if he could get some dirt on them. If they had 

a DUI or… 

Me: Shades of Hoover. 

Jim: Right. So Goddard, the minute he found out about it he wrote this little stern memo to him 

going, “We’re not, we’re not, Hyde Park Police are not bar bouncers. You can’t run a check on 

somebody without my approval [unclear]. Any case, he was all gung-ho for two years, with that, 

and I became his arch-enemy, and he was, he and his compatriots to deny the nomination 

[unclear]. But he’s crazy, he said he has a [unclear] dedicated to disparaging me, oh yeah. It’s 

ugly. It’s ugly. You’ve gotta lock that out. I don’t read it much, but he’s told more than one 

person, and they said it’s true…he said he has enough guns and ammunition, and dried food to 
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last for…But a guy that, and I told my wife this, I said, “If you ever see him in the driveway, run 

for your life, he’s here with a gun.” He tells everyone how many guns he has. He’s, he’s crazy. 

And now he feels his life is over because he’s been discredited, and of course by me. So there are 

guys who go… 

Me: He’s got paranoia to add to that. 

Jim: Oh, he’s got surveillance cameras up all over his house. His next door neighbors—who is 

himself a former Supervisor and they run the Republican Party in Hyde Park—the MacArthurs, 

he blames them along with me for his demise and, but they’re literally, it’s almost comical. But 

they’re across the street from each other, and she called me the other day and said that within the 

last two weeks, once, Martino—who else would it be?—poisoned her cat and threw it on their 

front lawn, dead. Can’t prove it. And then her husband ran a little heating oil company, they, the 

husband [unclear] had parked their van overnight in their driveway because it had to be inspected 

or some such nonsense. Who knew there’s a zoning ordinance that says you can’t park a 

commercial vehicle in a residential neighborhood overnight? So he [Martino] was out seven in 

the morning taking photographs of the van and emailing the Police Chief all the time.  

Me: [Laughing.] He’s a whack job. 

Jim. Yes. So let’s get [unclear] with Filiberti. I mean I think the conclusion of it was everyone 

was scratching their head and couldn’t understand why this guy would take such a plea. I guess 

convinced enough of [unclear] within the system that the DNA was there, the DNA was there. 

And if the DNA wasn’t there, would [unclear] anything? Probably not. And now he’s just gone 

away. And another part of the Filiberti case was… 

Me and Jim together: The father. [John Filiberti committed suicide in September of 2011.] 
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Jim: Oh my Gosh! 

Me: Yeah. That was a horrible thing. 

Jim: It was terrible.  

Me: I can believe any father, especially—any parent, but any father especially—would feel some 

degree of responsibility, “I wasn’t able to protect my daughter when she needed me.”  

Jim: Well, and it was also, which was never put in the paper, it was…I was told by a number of 

people, and have no reason not to believe them, that he felt especially guilty. There was, uh, he 

was the one that kept coming down hard on her. And that she had been kicked out of the house at 

the time this happened. And that she was living at a, staying between her grandparent’s home, or 

Mike Delarm’s mother’s home. Mike Delarm was living with his mother because his parents are 

divorced. So she was just bouncing between a couple places so…but he had basically done the 

tough love thing with her, so that could have been gnawing at him. And then shortly after the 

murder, the Filiberti’s got, filed for divorce.  

Me: That’s what I don’t understand. I was told they got, were having problems before the 

murder. 

Jim: And there had been apparently a call or two for a domestic at one point before all this, so… 

Me: Against the father? 

Jim. Yeah. Somebody called and said he was—not physical stuff, but some big loud arguments, 

and the daughter was very volatile and, you know, we don’t know that she didn’t call the cops on 

him. And then shortly after that was obviously the straw that broke the camel’s back. But very 

sad, nonetheless. Because there’s one little sister left who’s…you can imagine how traumatized 
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she is. And that’s kinda the end of the case. I think that, in my opinion, there was a certain 

element of Peggy Lee, the old Peggy Lee song: “Is that all there is?” I mean, it was what most 

people assumed it could be, initially, which was a drunk girl, leaving a party at three o’clock in 

the morning, wandering down Route 9[G] and somebody… 

Me: Making a bad choice. [The adage goes: Bad choices make good stories.] 

Jim: Making a really bad choice to get in a car with “Hey, I’ll give you a ride up to” you know—

“Where you goin’?” you know? And who knows where she said she was going, and then, this 

guy thought, “I’m gonna take a shot at this little hot little blond in the jeans here,” and she may 

have been, encouraged it to some extent, and then, by the time she realized this was not 

something she wanted to do, it was too late, and this guy hit the panic button, and then…because 

he just…He certainly didn’t fit the profile of a killer. There was no indication that he’d ever had 

any run-in with the law, inappropriate behavior with girls.  And the fact he was delivering 

newspapers at two o’clock in the morning, always struck me, I mean, I found that an admirable 

trait, that he’s got a decent work ethic. I’m sure he wasn’t getting paid a lot, but… 

Me: What I found interesting, I went...it must have been last Thursday, and I drove up and down 

that stretch of 9G several million times, and when into Poughkeepsie and drove up out of 

Poughkeepsie, and, um, but until going back there last Friday night, and going back at 3:30 in the 

morning, because I want to see, What does it look like in the middle of the night?  

Jim: Oh, good for you. Even I didn’t do that. 

Me: How many cars are going by?  

Jim: Did you go to the house where the party was?  
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Me: I don’t know exactly which one it was. 

Jim: I’ll show you.  

Graham: Yeah, and we went up to Greenfields to see how—and it’s dark. 

Me: Yeah, we find she wouldn’t have been walking that way. But one of the things that struck 

me is, I said to Graham: “There so many places between East Dorsey—which, in my mind, was 

going to be the northern-most place he could have picked her up, because I was thinking she was 

walking to Greenfields—and Greentree Park—where he could have put the body in the woods, 

and nobody ever would have found her. So that tells me, either she’s still alive, or he believes 

she’s still alive, and he hasn’t gotten what he wanted, he hasn’t done what he plans to do.  

Jim: And there were people, there were people, and again, [unclear] there were a number of 

credible ear-witnesses that heard a guy and a girl talking, so that leads you to believe she might 

well have been alive, she’s in the car, got there, went into that very park, I was again—from the 

fact that the cops locked down and there was never a trial, you never really know what was 

[unclear]. Initial reports were, if you look at that park, and where her body was found, behind 

and up the hill there? That was apparently a big hang-out, make-out spot, and supposedly, I was 

told, that articles of her clothing were found there, and which led people to believe that maybe 

she, they went up there to smoke some pot, do something, and he got a little frisky, and this and 

that, and he may have strangled her up there, and then dragged her down, but you know, did he 

know the stream was there? Would he put—you know, what was the point of that, or well, 

people thought, Well, he’s trying to get the DNA off her by putting her in the stream, you know. 

That’s pretty clear thinking for somebody who’s never done anything like this before.  
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Me: Never done it, but I think somebody who, maybe thought about it? Kind of like, Gee, if I 

was gonna do this, where would I go?  

Jim: Yeah. Well I think with Greentree it was, the other Delarm kid, his girlfriend was, lives in 

Greentree Park. And she was sick that night. She had like a cold or the flu or something. So the 

two Delarm boys were there with Katie and some other people, and I was also told that he was, 

that’s right, that she walked into one of the rooms at the party and saw, uh, the brother whose 

girlfriend was ill hanging with, or had this girl that she didn’t like sitting on his lap. And she got 

really angry because [the sick girlfriend] was her best girlfriend, and she called the girl and said, 

“Do you know what he’s doing?” you know, and this and that, and that was about when she 

stormed out, and it has something to do with Tyler’s behavior. And the girl whom, I guess, she 

thought of as a bit of a tramp or what have you, so that could have accounted for her hitchhiking, 

trying to get up to Greentree because she was going to go hang out with her girlfriend. All this 

good stuff on her cell phone, and she’s drunk, and this and that, so. And that Shand…said, “Sure, 

I got a paper route up there. I’ll drive you up there.” And then chat a little bit and so she’s, you 

know? She doesn’t feel threatened, and then she gets up there. 

Graham: We’ve got it figured that he hadn’t done anything to upset her yet. Because how are you 

going to control someone for ten minutes?  

Jim: She was a willing partner. Yeah, she was going up there, she was happy to get in the car, 

and then everyone’s smoking a little weed or something, and then they’re just chit-chat, and 

they’re both young, and this guy thinks, “Wow, I’m gonna get lucky here,” and she doesn’t quite 

figure out where he’s going, and that he’s really that aggressive, and…The other thing is that 

with a good lawyer, you go, “It wouldn’t be the first time two crazy drunk people, maybe he’s 
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crazy drunk as well, had started sex on a moment’s notice, and then he might have, and then at 

some point, he might have let her off [out of the car], because where her body was found to 

where this girl’s house is is not far, he might have let her off there, and that somebody else came 

along. That was one of the theories that, he wasn’t the only person that, again, the DNA seems 

refute that, but I think she went up there voluntarily, I don’t think there’s any question of that.  

Me: It would be hard to get her up that hill if it wasn’t voluntary.  

[It occurs to me later that just because some of Katie’s clothes were found on the hill, doesn’t 

mean she was up there. It seems, when I read the transcripts of Shand’s sentencing, that the rape 

occurred in his car. He didn’t want to leave her clothing in his car, or any other trace of her he 

could remove. I think he threw her clothing up on top of the hill because it was a make-out spot 

and he believed no one would think anything of finding women’s clothes up there. How stupid to 

not realize that a dead body in a stream changes how everything is looked at.] 

Jim: And without screaming or anything. They heard—there were some neighbors that that said 

they heard kinda like giggling and you know.  

[Again, with hindsight, I wonder. It wouldn’t be the first time that someone has overheard a 

woman’s scream’s for help and interpreted them as laughter or play. I think this would be 

especially true if the neighbors were used to hearing young kids using the park as a party spot 

night after night. One would tend to tune out the sounds from there after a while.] 

Me: Where did the friend live? 

Jim: I could point to the house, I could point it, but I don’t know the number of the house. 

Me: Okay, so if you were at the park? 
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Jim: If you’re looking at the park, and the stream, you go to the right, and just as it kinda comes 

around, it would be right there. And then you keep going at the stop sign and take another right. I 

could show it to you.  

Me: It sounds like it was pretty close to the house I grew up in. 

Graham: It sounds like it was in the opposite direction.  

Me: If you’re looking at the stream and you go to the right, you’re headed towards my house.  

Jim: And it was up, just right around there, and I forget what her name is, and she’s still there. So 

I think that could have been where she was trying to go to, and he then, Gee, what luck, here’s 

the guy who delivers papers so he knows exactly where I’m going, and he seems like a hip little 

kid, you know? 

Me: The night that we went there, I was thinking that, we were sitting there at the park and I 

said, “Graham, he isn’t delivering papers before they go to the park. They’re going directly to the 

park.” 

Jim: Yeah, and I think he finished his paper route after that.  

Me: Yeah! So you’re going to have to go back to the beginning, you’re going to have to drive 

past where you [raped and murdered a woman and left her body] and you’re going to have to 

drive past that every night for months before they catch you. Holy shit.  

Jim: And then the cops spent an amazing amount of time, to me I’ve never been clear—again, 

they were looking for something, they went through Greentree Park like three separate occasions 

like the cavalry, you know, with sticks, you know, and at first, because there were no details we 

were, ‘Aha! They’re looking for a knife! Because she was stabbed.’ Well, it turns out she wasn’t 
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stabbed, and that there wasn’t a knife. And we think it was a cellphone, and that it was her 

cellphone, and they did finally, finally, I think, recover it. That’s what they were looking for, to 

see if it had any information on it. And so again, he was just smart enough to pitch it into the 

boonies there. So that was, that’s kind of it, you know? 

Me: How did he come to live in Hyde Park?  

Jim: His family are Jamaican immigrants, the house—you know the house he lived in? It’s a 

Section Eight [New York State welfare] housing rental. So these are poor people. And there was 

a bunch of people who lived in there. And they were, I mean, I was up there right after it 

happened, and nobody would answer the door, and then about four days later they were gone. 

It’s a nice—it was well kept, and there’s a plastic, you know, some toys, and there was a swing-

set, you know, and it looked like, pretty normal-looking stuff. Near a cul-de-sac. Nothing that 

would lead you to believe…I’m assuming Social Services got them that house. Hyde Park is—

you talk about a change in Hyde Park, Hyde Park is just crawling with Social Services: motels, 

and housing. You can tell, I don’t know how often you come back, but you can see… 

Me: What I hear from other people that I talk to, since 9/11, the demographic of Hyde Park has 

changed.  

Jim: That’s probably true, that’s when we bought this house, the year before that. And I said to 

my wife, and I don’t want her to think I’m stereotyping anybody, but I would say, “You just see 

more and more creepy people walking up and down Route 9, pushing shopping carts.” And a lot 

of them are blacks. You’re right, this wasn’t historically a black town, but the Vanderbilt Motel 

there, I mean, that’s…we had that murder, that was another great one, the murder of the stripper, 

the black stripper, with Robert Loucks?  
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Me: Was he the guy who was stuffing them in his house [a serial killer in Poughkeepsie]? 

Jim: No, that was, he was in a league of his own. No, this was an abusive oaf that had beaten the 

hell out of his wife. And what they do, which is a poorly-kept secret because you, ah, they park 

all of these abused women and their kids, most of whom appear to be minorities, in the 

Vanderbilt Motel. And this guy Loucks knew where to look, came in and was, only because the 

maid called the police, he was ready to kill his ex-wife, uh, and then, probably a couple of years 

ago now, he was dating, he was dating a stripper at that…there’s one strip club in Poughkeepsie, 

it’s down near Dutchess Community [unclear]. He was dating this black girl, Desiree somebody 

or another [Tyrese Storms], a stripper, and he ended up getting a job as security there, and he met 

her. And the long and short of it is she’d had her, she’d had her children taken away from her 

because of drugs and her own lifestyle and this and that, but was in the process of getting them 

back, after somewhat cleaning up her act, and it apparently didn’t sit well with this guy, so he, 

uh, they got into a big argument. Again, Section Eight house [in Pleasant Valley, a town that 

borders the east side of Hyde Park], he strangled her and stuffed her in a closet, and when the 

cops came to interview him, uh, I guess they interviewed him and never looked in the closet 

until, you know, towards the end. But then he copped to a, uh, while he was in jail, he copped to 

murdering another guy for hire in Poughkeepsie, some old guy for his Social Security check. 

Me: When did this happen? 

Jim: About two years ago? It’s Robert L-o-u-c-k-s. And he agreed to a plea, and he’s still gotta 

stand trial for the, for the other one, but… 

Me: Like you and I were saying the other day on the phone, a dead black stripper doesn’t get the 

same attention as a dead white cheerleader. 



Sorenson 161 
 

Jim: That’s true. This one got some attention, but yes, not nearly, that’s a very good point, 

because the minute they saw that she was black, had some Social Services, Child Protective 

Services, and was a stripper, it was like, you know, so what? You know. …So Hyde Park, yeah, 

the demographics are definitely changing. And crime is up a lot. The cops, perhaps don’t like to 

tell you it, but, uh… 

Me: I went over there [to the Hyde Park police station] the other day and, I told them what I was 

doing, wondered if I could talk to somebody about drugs in Roosevelt, haven’t heard a peep from 

anybody. And I don’t think I’m going to. [I was wrong, as it turns out.] 

Jim: As I said, we had that one sit-down with Benson and the Chief, and they actually, ah, 

because at that time, I believe it was the time, because I was chairing this committee to, to get the 

police court building referendum passed, it failed three other times, so John Golden asked me to 

uh, you know, and the last time it failed it was only by a hundred votes. So I persuaded the cops, 

both for my own personal benefit and but also because I thought it would be effective because I 

said, “You want to change a few more minds to get this thing passed, one: you gotta bring the 

price [of the new station] down some more; but two: you gotta make people understand they 

need a police force in this town. Because there were discussions about disbanding it, let the 

[Dutchess County] Sheriffs do it.  

So they started with our paper, because PoJo doesn’t write up, uh, is we have a police 

blotter every week. Which gets longer and longer and longer, and then people go, Geeze, I didn’t 

know. And that helped a lot. The motel, just north of the [unclear] across from the diner? That 

place is, you know, all Section Eight. Full service. They’ve got coke dealers, crack dealers in 

there, and the next room’s a prostitute, so you’ve got it all. He showed me a map with concentric 

circles, and crimes against property or theft and this hand comes in your window back in the 
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village there, because people all living in that motel and they’re desperate for money and they 

don’t need much to have people climb in your window and pull copper pipes out of your 

bathroom. And then they take it down the junkyard and sell it. And it’s all related to the Section 

Eight crowd, and yet the county won’t give me any real information on the criteria, and of course 

the motel owner doesn’t want to tell you a word. 

Graham: He’s got guaranteed income. 

Jim: Yeah. Otherwise, who’s going to be staying at that—joint?  

Our conversation wraps up, and then Jim offers to give us the “Cook’s Tour” of the 

murder scenes by car. 
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Part Three: 

Hyde Park 

 

The Rape of Ophelia 

 Her clothes spread wide and mermaid-like awhile 

they bore her up: which time she chanted snatches 

of old tunes, and sweet Ophelia floated down the river 

past black stones until she came to an evil fisherman 

who was dressed in clothes that had no childhood, 

and beautiful Ophelia floated like an April church 

into his shadow, and he, the evil fisherman of our dreams, 

waded out into the river and captured the poor mad girl, 

and taking her into the deep grass, he killed her 

with the shock of his body, and he placed her back 

into the river, and Laertes said, Alas, then she is drown'd! 

Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia.  

Richard Brautigan 
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Prepositions on the Hudson 

If I describe to you an object, and want to convey the material used in its construction, I 

can tell you the object is made of something, from something, or with something. This house is 

built of stone, from stone, with stone. Conversely, the words can have entirely different 

connotations: this sweater is knitted of wool, from a pattern in the back of my mind, with love 

and intent. If I describe myself, I will tell you I am from the place of my birth, of the place of my 

birth, and—in my heart—with the place of my birth. They all convey the same idea, and yet 

signify a nuanced something different with each preposition.   

To one who has never been there, the town where I was born is nothing more than an 

obscure dot on a map or a mention in the history books. North of the city with the funny name, it 

was the birthplace of a President. To the casual tourist, it is the pleasant little village where they 

spent a day being herded over parquet and marble floors through the Franklin Delano Roosevelt 

Library and Museum, or the F. W. Vanderbilt Mansion; dutifully prodded from room through 

venerable room, enroute from New York City to some more fashionable destination. Leaf 

peepers. City people. They clump blindly through Brigadoon. 

I was born on a mid-summer day in sight of the Hudson River. The moment I opened my 

eyes, I saw both my mother and the river, and my brain and heart forever retained their imprint.  

My family has lived on the Hudson for over three-hundred and fifty years; our blood is thickened 

with river water. Yet when I was a teenager, the last of us kids left at home, I would stand at my 

bedroom window of an evening and wish myself someplace else, anywhere out in that wide, 

interesting, exotic world I read about and had never seen. My face pressed to the screen, the 

smell of dusty cold metal mesh mixed with damp, fecund spring, I stared out into the darkness to 
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the keen of the whistle as the train thundered past on the river bank. And as soon as I could 

politely leave, I did.   

I have spent all my years since trying to go back. 

 

This, then, is what I am made with: verdant and infinite woods roofed by oaks, elms, 

pines, and maples. Auburn leaves that mingle underfoot with last year’s pine needles, and poking 

through them the curled young thrust of lime fiddleheads slowly being born. A forest floor 

spiked with purple-globed chive, trillium, and the scarlet cardinal flower, Indian tobacco and 

Indian paintbrush. Vivid cardinals and the screech of jays, robins that spring across a summer 

lawn, their heads inquisitively tilted with one ear toward the ground. Flocks of turkeys in the 

autumn woods that leave impossibly large prints across the intaglio of deer hooves.  Finches that 

swarm the thistle bags on cold winter days and scatter black seed on the white snow like haiku. 

Open, sunny meadows of fragrant, waist-high grasses mixed with daisies, black-eyed 

Susans, Queen Anne’s lace and purple loosestrife. In the last glimmer of cobalt dusk, the deer 

that stand and feed in the middle of the field, or watch in utter stillness at the edge of a wood. 

Fireflies which emerge from the thicket to signal in Morse code across the lowering dark. Siren 

songs of crickets in a tangle of pasture; a sharp, quick fizzle of cicadas as we drive through a 

copse, windows down, radio on; we talk as the draft blows our hair into our mouths. Midges and 

mosquitoes and the deerflies that won’t leave me alone until I stay under water for a few 

minutes, long enough for them to forget me. Moths that wheel around the hissing Coleman 

lantern at night, eager for self-immolation.   

Ponds and lakes which freeze for skating in winter, and in summer are edged with 

cattails. Pools of great emerald lily pads that are crowned by yellow, pink and white flowers. 
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They sway gently toward me and away as I paddle past them on an early summer morning, the 

night’s mist in wraiths above the water. My canoe slips across the surface, gleaming like a 

minnow beneath the surface. Clear, cold quicksilver streams that dance over vermillion-slimed 

rocks which shift under my numb feet as I cross them, Keds in hand.  Tiny orange flowers grow 

along the banks on tall thin stalks; their seed pods explode between my fingers when I pinch 

them, sticky opal seeds among the loam. 

I am made from: the white-painted house with the creaking wooden floors, built by my 

ancestors over a stone basement before the Civil War; the small room off the pantry which was 

once a stop on the Underground Railroad. The church across the street is where my great-great 

grandfather preached, where he and his family and some of mine have lain on the hill beneath the 

grass for decades.  Moist and fragrant lawns are taken over by wild violets that glow, small white 

stars in the gloaming. 

It’s a small town, and even if we don’t know the people who live in that house on the 

cross-road, we know what they plant in their garden every year. We know summer has come 

when they drag the picnic table and lawn chairs out of dim dusty storage at the back of the 

garage.   

A town where everyone congregates along the main street on a brisk bright early morning 

waving little flags on sticks, the breeze promises a hot day. Happy in our chosen place we watch 

others parade past. On a quest for the perfect viewing spot they carry folded chairs and pull a 

small child by the hand.  We talk with childhood neighbors seen but once a year.  

Gather on the sidewalk, wait to feel the visceral thrum vibrating up through the 

pavement.  Marching bands approach from the wavering distance. Bright brass open moons of 

horns wag left, right, left right, pacing up the street on green polyester legs. Red, white and blue 
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fire-engine lights slowly revolve.  Batons fly up into the air, and flash in the sun. All heads crane 

in one direction. Groups of laughing teen-agers, too cool to be here, wouldn’t miss a second of it 

all. They are on a self-conscious progression of their own: certain everyone is watching them.  

Sitting on the bluffs overlooking the river at night, I feel in my bones the percussion of the 

exploding stars. 

The stone library across the street that I can walk to on a summer afternoon after 

finishing my book in the back garden.  It’s dim inside after the splendid sun and the floors creak 

rustily and the place smells the same as it did fifty-three years ago, when our mother first brought 

me here on her hip and my older sisters and brother chose books in the children’s room 

downstairs.   

The antique store in the old coach and post stop had a duck pond when we were kids. My 

sister and I like to spend a lost hour or two there, poking among the cranberry glass and musty 

tomes, seeking out the odd find: hand-embroidered linens, or the fund-raiser cook-book the 

church Moms put together when my sister was five. I don’t like the recipe for mini hot dogs in 

ketchup sauce, but she is delighted to find it. 

Twisting roads tunnel through tangled green branches. Sun filters shimmering, shading 

everything verdigris until we burst into a bright clearing. The field planted with corn in curving 

rows to fit the contours of the land; stalks knee-high and bright chartreuse. Wheat fields are 

gravid with grain. The apples begin to hang low on the trees. 

The street where we grew up: the dead end that served as the ball-field. Too young to 

play with my siblings and their friends, I perched precariously in the pine tree that hung over 

third base; the best seat in the house.   
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My sister Mary turns the car onto the narrow, twisting cross-road. She looks ahead with a 

studiously dead-straight face, and I laugh helplessly, nervously—frightened, exhilarated, 

uncertain—because I know what she plans.  Her expression gives nothing away as I look across 

at her and wonder: Will she? Will she? And she does, just before the blind stomach-hill when she 

pushes the accelerator to the floor and sends the car flying forward into space over the rise and I 

am screaming and laughing and hanging on and my stomach drops out beneath me in a lurch and 

our laughter streams out the open car windows as we rush past, wind in our faces. 

 

I am of: the river white men first explored four hundred and two summers ago, long since 

settled by a people who watched from the tree-covered mountains and the vantage of barren 

escarpments. The Dutch sailed up with the tide in an impossibly tiny ship, tried to measure the 

unfathomable depths with long, knotted ropes: I share blood with those on the deck, and those on 

the cliffs. The river starts as a trickle in the mountains, from Lake Tear of the Clouds. A 

deceptive trickle that becomes a small stream that becomes a creek that becomes a river more 

than a mile wide to embrace and rinse a gleaming city. The river breathes the sea in and out 

twice a day with the moon. Washed by the tides, watched by forests never cleared, sea birds fish 

in the waters, river-keepers veer their boats to shore.  Kayaks slice through the waves, sail-boats 

skim upon the surface like water bugs.  Ferries and day-liners, tuboats. Sloops and crew shells. 

The soft dirt path cuts through the colonnade of pines and passes the small, rocky half-

moon of beach, then seemingly dead-ends at a stand of brush. I push the branches aside and 

scramble through. Up on the back of the lichen-covered rock and then down onto the ledge that 

jutts out into the river like a prow.  Here I can sit for hours. Here I leave my body and feel my 

soul unfurl out over the shimmering, choppy water to the trees on the opposite shore, three-
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quarters of a mile away.  Breathing in the salt-tang and the mud-flats and the fishy reek of drying 

sea-wrack at low-tide.  The undulating sea-weed beneath the water, the croak of frogs in the little 

bay behind me as they sit on their lily pads and command all they see.  The water slaps against 

my rock, the sun on my skin, seagulls wheel over-head. 

I am of a mid-summer day in a particular small town on the banks of the Hudson River.  

This is where I come from; this is what my soul is made with.  This is who I am. 
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The Killing 

 

 Sixteen days after the rape and murder of Katie Filiberti, AMC debuted the first episode 

of The Killing on April third, 2011. The Killing is a television crime series whose first two 

seasons centered on the investigation into the murder by drowning in a Seattle park of seventeen 

year-old Rosie Larsen. The series is based on the Danish series Forbrydelsen, which translates 

into English as The Crime. I watched the most recent season of Forbrydelsen in England, where 

it was broadcast this past winter. The American version does a good job of capturing the 

convoluted, quasi-political feeling of the original, and sets the action in weather that is as 

pervasive a mood-defining element in the show as is the snowy winter of Denmark .Many years 

ago I was a fan of David Lynch’s television series Twin Peaks, a story of the investigation into 

the death of high-school student Laura Palmer in the eponymous fictional small town in the state 

of Washington. Twin Peaks debuted on April eighth, 1990, nearly three years before Katie was 

born. As I watched The Killing, I recognized several parallels between the two American shows.  

Both Laura Palmer and Rosie Larsen were high school girls whose bodies were 

discovered in water. The tag line of The Killing was “Who killed Rosie Larsen.” The tag line of 

Twin Peaks was “Who killed Laura Palmer.” For five months we wondered who killed Katie 

Filiberti. I was such a fan of Twin Peaks that my sister Carol gifted me with an official sweatshirt 

emblazoned with the line, a feigned coffee stain, and drawings of several icons of the fictional 

town of Twin Peaks, such as the Double R Diner and the Black Lodge Hotel. Both Laura and 

Rosie led a dark, double life that involved hiding sordid sex and drugs behind the façade of the 

perfect high-school teenaged girl. Both plots involve a casino that the girls frequented, unknown 

to their parents—in Twin Peaks the casino was called “One-Eyed Jacks” and was across the 
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Canadian border; in The Killing the casino was on Kalimish Indian land and named the “Wapi 

Casino.” In both shows, a call-girl agency was part of a red-herring sub-plot. In the real-life town 

of Hyde Park, the sub-plot was a supposed affair between Katie Filiberti and a Town of Hyde 

Park cop. 

Where Twin Peaks is atmospheric but jokey, peopled by characters such as The Log 

Lady, whose ever-present stick of wood spoke to her, The One-Armed Man, the dancing dwarf, 

and the femme fatale Audrey Horne, The Killing is atmospheric and deadly serious. It is the rare 

outdoor shot that isn’t set in rain so extraordinarily relentless and blinding that Graham and I 

didn’t see its like during the winter months of the wettest year Britain has experienced in one-

hundred years. The sun never shines in the Seattle of The Killing.  

But what makes The Killing so affecting and voyeuristic is watching the scenes that show 

a family dealing with its grief after the death of their daughter and sister. Rosie Larsen’s mother 

listens on a cell phone as her husband arrives at the scene of Rosie’s murder, just in time to see 

the detectives pop open the trunk of the dripping car that cradles his daughter’s body. She stands 

in her kitchen with her two young sons watching, and as her husband stops talking, she calls his 

name, then yells it, and finally screams his name as she listens to the police trying to restrain her 

husband from the scene. Her slow slide down the kitchen cabinets to sit on the floor is agonizing, 

harrowing to watch.  

Over the course of two seasons their grief slowly rips the family to pieces, and then 

slowly rebuilds them, not into the people or the whole unit they had been before the tragedy, but 

into a functional facsimile cobbled together out of the remaining parts. Rosie’s murder is sorely 

testing to the Larsen’s marriage, destroying trust and faith where there should be comfort and 

shelter. It cannot be anything but horrifyingly painful to a parent, no matter the circumstances, no 
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matter the facts, to feel as though their principle job as a parent—to protect their child—was 

ultimately unsuccessful. Rosie Larsen’s parents were not present when she died. Within the 

constraints of the fictional facts there was nothing they could have done to prevent her death. Yet 

any parent in that situation is going to feel some—wholly unjustified—responsibility. In the 

aftermath of my cousin’s death, early the next morning my Uncle Butch took a gun and went to 

the house of the drunk driver who had killed his daughter. He ripped the front door off of the 

house with the intention of killing the young man. Not long after Carrie’s death my aunt and 

uncle divorced. Just after Carrie’s funeral I ran into George Sweet, the undertaker who had 

buried her. I mentioned that she was my cousin, and he said, I wish everyone could see how 

something like this doesn’t just affect one person, it has a ripple effect out into the community 

and hurts so many people.  

On September 25
th

, 2011, John Filiberti committed suicide. He was discovered in his 

work truck by children playing. The profound awfulness that was the tragic murder of his 

daughter was compounded thousand-fold by this final act of despair and desolation. Stephen 

Shand didn’t simply rape and murder a young woman—as unforgivable, as heinous a crime as 

that already is—he destroyed a family, and killed her father, too.  

An experience, a situation, an object ceases to exist for us the moment we forget it. How 

many people remember the day of Pearl Harbor, of Kennedy’s assassination? How many were 

alive to experience them? Even September 11
th

 is becoming smaller every day in our rear-view 

mirrors. We move on to other tragedies, to celebrations, to mundane little triumphs and 

disappointments. We experience other joys and other sorrows, and the size and pain of a tragedy, 

a death, a loss, recede the further we are from it in proximity as well as in time. But there are 

those who never forget, and who are never able to move on. We musn’t forget the survivors.  



Sorenson 173 
 

Jim Langan’s Driving Tour of The Important Scenes of the Filiberti Murder 

 

 The three of us loaded into Jim’s car and he took us in a loop around Hyde Park, to show 

us where Shand was living before and after he committed the murder, where the party was on 

that night, where Katie’s friend lived in Greentree Park, and finally to the park itself. I turn on 

the recorder on my iPad and set it on the seat between Jim and myself, but now instead of the 

train and the ambient traffic noise, it picks up ambient noise from the car motor.  

Most of the conversation is clear, certainly enough to be understandable. There are only 

brief words or snatches that, on listening later to transcribe our conversation, I cannot make out 

for certain. I note those places in the transcript. I sit for several days, for several hours at a time, 

earphones plugged into my head, and I replay our conversation over and over. Aside from the 

fact that it is important to me that my record of our conversation is accurate, Jim gives so much 

of his time and information that it is important to me that I get this right in return for his 

generosity.  

 

Jim: [unclear] The implication being that she was “A Number.” And that, you know, there are a 

lot of girls who look like geeks in their high-school picture, and then two years later they look 

like Ann Margaret, right? And she made clear to me…and again, there are a number of people 

who would never quite tell you the story, but it would have been near unanimous if she hadn’t 

been a blonde bombshell that she was. If you had seen a photograph of her looking like Bo 

Derek, then it would have been, ‘Well, of course that’s what he was doing.’ And it was 

interesting, you never saw another, still never seen another picture of her. And that was with 

Filiberti, I went on Mike Delarm’s Facebook site, that’s right, I forgot about that, in January. He 
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used that as sort of a personal grieving, and it was festooned with photographs of Katie, and 

photographs of him with Katie.  

Me: And bad poetry. 

Jim: And I went on—yes—I went on it shortly after the murder to, uh, actually, I’m not Mr. 

Facebook, but you’re supposed to ‘friend’ somebody? I went on there and ‘friend[ed]’ Mike 

Delarm. I guess at that point in time, he was just so all over the place about the murder that he 

friended me back, and all of a sudden I’m on his Facebook page. And I remember going, Man, 

you should take some of these pictures down. Because there were pictures of her so drunk, and 

her simulating oral sex, they were just so inappropriate, that you’re going, ‘If one of those should 

surface as the only picture…’ But still they’ve got that high-school picture of her, where she 

looked like an angel.  

 The first spot we’re going to is Mr. Shand’s. This is a revisit [of all the sites]. That was a 

wild and crazy period. And then the morning of the funeral, that was more of the story. I met this 

guy, Jim, I found him about a year ago, he’s a great guy. He was homeless. He was born around 

town here. I noticed him outside a couple of business establishments in the broiling sun, like, 

weeding and stuff? I went into one of these places and asked, “What’s going on?” He goes, “No, 

he just offered his services.” He’s a wonderful story. “He offered his services.” He was down 

and out in Beverly Hills, and so I went over, he’s just a touch off, but not much. [Jim-the-

wonderful-story went into these businesses] and goes, “You know what? Just give me whatever 

you think is appropriate, I’ll be happy to…and if you don’t want give me anything, that’s fine.” 

And he meant it. So I approached him—you’ve always gotta wonder whether you wanna 

[unclear]. And he couldn’t have been nicer, I took him over to the Eveready Diner for lunch, 

talked to him, and I said, “You know, do you mind if I write something up about you? Maybe I 
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can get you some work, and this and that.” So I wrote a little story about him, and he was 

inundated. There are so many good people, inundated, with, uh…And somebody gave him a 

bike, Sue Serino, who, uh, owns a real-estate company over here, she lets him store all his 

tools…[A brief conversation about where we’re going.] ‘I’ve got a garage in the back of my 

office…’ Because he was legging them, no he wasn’t legging them, he was hiding his tools. 

Because he couldn’t take them on a bicycle, or walk. [unclear] He’s got his own place, or no, 

actually the woman, the woman who owns the Roosevelt Inn, he’s got his own home there. He 

takes care of their property. It one of those, nice to see a community really rally behind 

[someone]. [Some conversation about a funeral for a local couple killed by a drunk driver]. 

Me: Speaking of funerals, it was my understanding that the Filibertis didn’t let Delarm go to 

Katie’s funeral. [I can understand this. Part of the social contract when a man dates a young 

woman is that he will take care of her, protect her, when they are together. Mike Delarm violated 

this contract not least when he didn’t take Katie home when she wanted to leave, and when he 

allowed her to walk out of the party by herself, knowing she was intoxicated.] 

Jim: That’s correct. That’s correct. What they did do, is the police did, and this is worth a story. 

They brought both the brothers—and this was a week after the event—they brought them to the 

funeral home, which is directly across the street—which is directly adjacent to the Regina Coeli 

church? And they brought the, uh, say the funeral was at ten, they brought the Delarm kids there 

at about eight-thirty, before anybody got there and they were hoping to get a reaction out of 

them? More than anything else. And they brought them in, and they had the casket open, and, as 

a result of that…uh, both boys [unclear] there was no sorta come-to-Jesus moment. And then I 

was outside, across the street unaware of the fact that these kids had come and gone, because 

they didn’t want any of us to know that. And then all of a sudden I saw, there was a bunch of law 



Sorenson 176 
 

enforcement guys jump into their cars and take off like a bat outta hell, and I said: this has 

something to do with something here. So my first, my car was right there, and I… [some small 

comments as we come to the street where the Shand family was living before and after the 

murder. It’s a nice split-level house on a quiet street in a neighborhood no different than 

Greentree or Greenbush, perhaps even a bit nicer. The lots are large and deeply-shaded, the 

houses set back on green lawns that are nicely landscaped. The former Shand home has a split 

shingle front with a bay window in the living room.] 

Me: This isn’t a neighborhood where you’d look for Section Eight housing. 

Jim: No. No. So I went racing down—I’ll show you where Delarm’s father lives. This is Mr. 

Shand’s house right here.  

Graham: As you say, that’s not really what you would call a Section Eight house. 

Jim: The neighbors got a little prickly, back when all this was going on. But you know, you just 

have this scary thought, this kid just drove back in that driveway in the morning, right? 

Me: Yeah. Just went inside and greeted his family.  

Jim: So there’s that. So I went screaming after this police car, and by the time I got there, there 

were all these vehicles in front of the house, an ambulance and this and that, and apparently 

Tyler Delarm apparently tried to OD. On the morning of the funeral. Which added more fuel to 

the speculation that maybe he did it, that maybe, you know, maybe he took a run at Katie, and 

you know, whatever, and but apparently, according to his mother whom I’ve…Delarm’s mother 

was divorced from the father [unclear] would talk to me all the time, and she was trying 

desperately to sort of protect her kids, too. She said that Tyler had obviously been under a lot of 
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strain having this—he was very close to Katie—having this murder and the suspicion and this 

and that, and he had been seeing a shrink as a result. And this shrink had prescribed some pretty 

serious drugs for this kid, and that he had—she said, “It was probably inappropriate, but before 

they took Tyler and Mike over to the funeral home,” she said, “Tyler washed down some of 

those pills with a few Coronas,”—at eight o’clock in the morning. 

Me: Good choice. 

Jim: Yeah. Oh now we’re going to Greentree. But yeah, it was just one of those, Wow. So, I 

[unclear] just after they took him to the hospital—they basically took him to the hospital for 

observation, he was okay—but that just further tightened the noose around the Delarms for the 

moment.  

Me: When I was in high-school, I knew, as an acquaintance, Jim Delarm. I’m not sure how he 

fits into the family tree, he might have been an uncle to the boys? But he, uh, kind of a crazy—

more than a kind of a crazy driver. I refused to get in a car with him after the first time or two. In 

high-school back then, kids with cars were like hen’s teeth, you did everything you could do to 

curry favor.  

Jim: [points out the Delarm boy’s grandfather] With the gray hair? Nicest man, does so much. 

He and his wife, Phyllis, they just couldn’t be nicer, and they just went through hell. They had 

people standing out here with signs to boycott them. I mean, it hurt his business. 

Me: It’s just not how I picture Hyde Park. How I remember Hyde Park.  

Jim: It’s definitely, it’s you know, it’s kinda like Poughkeepsie is moving north, you know? I 

hate to say that, but... 
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Me: It’s interesting, because I’ve talked to several people over the last week about the changes in 

Hyde Park over the last fifty years, especially the last, say twenty years. And I haven’t heard of 

one positive change. 

Jim: No, there hasn’t been. The local, what passes for the local [political body] is just beyond 

inept, and petty, they’re more interested in settling grudges that they are in doing anything right. 

And then you look at Rhinebeck, and they run a nice town. And it looks good. It drives 

everybody in Hyde Park crazy to be compared with them, but oh well, you know?  

Me: It’s an obvious comparison.  

Jim: See that house there, oh, that was one of the great stories. All of a sudden the phone rings, 

that house is where Robbie Benson’s parents lived. Rumor? I had it in five seconds…was that 

Benson was holed up in his mother’s house. That’s right, I forgot that. There’s so many wrinkles 

to that story. That he was holed up there, that it was a hostage situation, I got there, and honest to 

God, I don’t think I’ve ever seen more law enforcement equipment, and a command center and 

yadda yadda yadda…And I quickly determined, by talking to a [New York] State Police that no, 

it had nothing to do with Katie Filiberti. Everyone’s going, “Aha! Maybe this is the end of the 

Katie Filiberti case.” They even had, believe it or not, the county has a tank. They had a tank! 

brought to the scene. And what it was, what it turned out to be, was this poor woman, in her 

sixties, who was being evicted. And the sheriffs came at like nine o’clock in the morning to evict 

her which has got to be a terrible time for anybody, and [now we are in Greentree Park, and Jim 

is pointing out a house] She lives in…this house, right here. 

Me: Okay, this is where the friend lives.  

Jim: So not far away. 
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Me: Tyler’s girlfriend. 

Jim: Yeah. So it’s not a far walk to there. [Now we are at the park itself, the car stopped on the 

small graveled area.] So if you look, that’s exactly where her body was. You can see there’s a 

little bit of a stream down there. . And that’s where she was, you know, until the sun came up. I 

haven’t been up here in a long time.  

Me: Where the white cross is? 

Jim: Yeah, that’s where her body was found. Maybe possibly back in the stream, because the 

stream… 

Me: I remember sleigh-riding on that hill. And this was dredged, it was a pond, it was a pond we 

skated on. 

Jim: Now up here is an abandoned house…This is where the cops were crawling all over this, all 

up and down. I’ve got pictures of …This house was either abandoned or foreclosed, and they, 

apparently some kids…yeah, you can see the semblance of a stream there…but there were some, 

which is why they went over it with a fine-toothed comb, because apparently that house was 

walked away from and foreclosed, and the local kids have been using that as a little, uh, hole. 

But they were all over this area, again, and there was snow on the ground, and… 

Me: You said it was pretty warm that night, though. 

Jim: It was. Like I said, it was at least seventy degrees, like it was in the eighties. One of the 

freak March days you have. You know, and three days later it was snowing, but it was, no it was, 

uh, very warm. Which was why all these kids were prowling through the house. But you want to 

see the house where the party was. 
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Me: Yeah, I want to see the house where the party was. I want to see where she left her car, as 

well.  

Jim: That I don’t know. So this is the route—that’s the other thing, you kinda look at this and go, 

you know, she was driving along here, and on her way to meet her Maker. I just don’t understand 

it. How anybody ever gets in a car like that in this day and age. Here’s a nice story: Little twelve 

year-old boy was playing Little League, he was rounding first base into second base, and boom. 

Just drops. But in one of those amazing confluences, there’s been a guy who’s done very well 

financially, who played Little League here who donated a defibrillator; it was in the snack shop. 

One of the spectators was an off-duty sheriff who is trained in that, and everybody sprang into 

action, and raced to resuscitate the kid, and paddles, and everyone was surprised. What it was, 

his [the boy’s] eyes were rolled back in his head—brought him back to life. He’s now playing 

Little League, for a year he had to—but it was one of those unbelievable stories. And I remember 

this guy telling me, big burly guy saying that, “While they were working on this kid, everyone 

from the kids to every [unclear] every spectator, they knew this was life and death, that this 

father was either going to get him back or not, so without any coercion, there were people on the 

Little League field, on their knees in prayer while they worked on this kid,” and they saved him.  

It’s a great story. I remember his mother and him—he seemed a little stunned by the whole thing, 

by all the attention he got? But the good news is that he’s been cleared right now to play Little 

League. 

Me: [as we near the area where Katie Filiberti started walking on 9G] It was interesting to come 

up here at night, because in my mind I’m picturing: she comes out to 9G, she crosses 9G, she 

walks along that side of the road. Come up here at night, no, that’s not at all what she did. This is 
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the side of the road that has whatever streetlights there are, such as they are. And there’s a little 

fragment of sidewalk there. 

Jim: Do you have any definitive information which side of the road she was walking on? You 

think she was walking on this side? 

Me: I think she was. I don’t have anything concrete other than my gut and walking out here at 

three-thirty in the morning, so, no way I’d cross the street and walk along the dark there, I’d be 

on this side even if I was drunk. 

Jim: He would have pulled over and she would have had to cross the street, though. 

Me: She would have had to cross the street. But it makes sense: he was on that side of the car, so, 

they’re face to face, there’s no barrier between them, that makes him less threatening. In a way, 

it makes sense.  

Jim: I guess you’d have to be his cellmate to get the real story. 

Me: That’s a story I’d be curious as heck about. Where is he now?  

Jim: I’m not sure. He’s out of the Dutchess Jail. He’s somewhere upstate.  

[We come to the house where the party was held. It’s just around the corner and a house or two 

down from my parent’s first house. The backyards over-look each other. This is a smaller house, 

though, that the on my parents and siblings lived in before I was born, and the backyard has a 

large wooden deck that would be ideal for parties.] 

Jim: You’re drunk, you come out of here…That’s a decent little walk up there [to 9G]. 

Especially if you’re hammered and it’s three o’clock in the morning.  
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Me: But that gives you a little bit more energy sometimes, doesn’t it? It’s a little while before 

you realize, you know, it’s cold out, it’s dark, and what the hell am I doing? There’s not a lot of 

cars out here at that hour, but not nothing, either. 

Jim: And you just wonder where he spotted her. There was so many, so many, so much 

inaccurate information: what time she left the party, and the circumstances, and it took forever to 

ferret out a lot of that stuff.  

Me: Did you speak to either of the Delarm boys? 

Jim: Yes. Mike. And he was a little wary, even though it was his grandfather who told him that 

he should talk to me, and his mother said he should talk. He was very—somewhere between 

uncooperative—he didn’t seem like the brightest bulb in the world, and he just seemed 

profoundly uncomfortable and, to the point where you go, “I’m persuaded that you didn’t do it, 

but is there something there that you’re not telling.” And I don’t know whether there really could 

have been, or… 

Me: Or whether it was guilt. Guilt in the sense that… 

Jim: Right, that they didn’t go get her. Because if he had, she’d be alive. 

Me: You know that’s got to haunt him.  

Jim: I would think so. Even when they did [unclear] on foot, and when they got in their cars, but 

by then she was long gone.  

Me: By then she was in a car.  
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Jim: Yeah, he went on a long time, grieving, grieving. Then he was selling—it was one of the 

times I was taking to him—he was making these—some kind of bracelets the kids were wearing, 

but he was going on a Facebook page and he was selling them—depending on when you read 

it—fifteen or five dollars and they were like, he’d say, ‘Be at the Ames parking lot at six o’clock, 

I’ve got twenty-five ‘We Love You Katie’ bracelets’ or something, that he was raising the 

money to give to her family. Apparently they didn’t want anything to do with that. He made a bit 

of a spectacle of himself…this where the alleged Corona and pills event took place—this is 

where the Delarm boys father lives in this house right here. So you can picture a bunch of 

ambulances and police cars and this and that.  

Having made the full loop of the tour, Jim delivers us back to his house where our car is 

parked, and sends us on our way with a promise to have his assistant email me with .pdf files of 

the stories from Hudson Valley News that relate to the Filiberti murder. He has been generous 

with his time and information, but I sense, as well, that despite his earlier obsession with it the 

story has become old for him now. Everything is resolved. For someone who writes the news, as 

Jim Langan does, that is somewhat understandable—there is always a new story to pick at and 

follow the thread of, time moves on and so must a newspaper.  

For the remaining Filiberti family, for Katie’s friends, this will never be an old story. 
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The Emails Which Made Me (Briefly) Famous 

 

June 1, 2010. The first day of Summer Session classes at Pima Community College, the 

first day of my Beginning Algebra class. Four days after the death of my mother, a week before 

her funeral. The first day I encountered Jared Loughner, a fellow student in the class. I emailed 

the following to my father and siblings: 

One day down and nineteen to go. We have one student in the class who was disruptive 

today, I'm not certain yet if he was on drugs (as one person surmised) or disturbed. He 

scares me a bit. The teacher tried to throw him out and he refused to go, so I talked to the 

teacher afterward. Hopefully this guy will be out of class very soon, and not come back 

with an automatic weapon. 

 

Our class met for five weeks, Monday through Thursday, from 9:30 until 12:30. I 

preferred either online or morning classes in summer because in Tucson the temperatures can 

stay so incredibly scorching for days on end, without any chance of rain until well into July. The 

previous summer had a run of blistering days with temperatures of 108 and above. Opening the 

car door and stepping out into the heat was like entering a blast furnace. I often told people living 

in other places who complained of their hot summers to preheat their oven to 110 degrees, stick 

their head in, and shine a flashlight directly into their eyes. I had taken to carrying a light green 

umbrella with me, to provide the shade the Northwest Campus of Pima was so lacking.  

My fear of Jared Loughner deepened as the days passed. He spent the time that he was in 

the classroom sitting sideways in his chair and looking around at his fellow students. He wore a 

sickening, horrible smirk like a mask, as if there was something he knew that we were too 
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ignorant to understand, some special knowledge of the future. I kept my eyes focused only on the 

front board, or my text. I refused to make eye contact with him, even though he sat at the table 

just two rows in front of mine, perhaps seven or eight feet away, and I was hyper-aware of him. I 

reminded myself of Molly, the cat Graham and I had when we first married. Whenever she 

encountered something in the garden—a stick, the hose—that she mistook for a snake, her whole 

body stiffened. She swallowed, repeatedly, nervously, and gave the thing a wide, circling berth, 

all the while regarding it steadily out of the corner of her eye. She was unwilling to take her 

attention away from it, because she didn’t trust it to not hurt her. But she was equally unwilling 

to give it full eye contact, as if that deeper connection would grant the threat a hypnotizing power 

over her. 

At the beginning of class each morning I sat rigidly in my chair, waiting each time the 

door opened for that shot to the back of my head. I couldn’t turn to look. I hoped when the day 

came that he would shoot over me as he advanced into the room, so that as he passed I could 

escape. Later, after January 8
th

, our instructor, Ben, told me that each time he turned to write on 

the board, he was afraid he would be shot. So I spent my mornings in those first weeks after my 

mother’s death queasy with fear. Each day I went home and told Graham how scared I was, but 

he, who understood me so well, and who each day and each night held me and made endless 

cups of tea while I cried for the loss of my mother, told me later that he thought I was just 

extremely sensitive at the time because of my grief. In those days the slightest thing could make 

me cry, triggering what I still call my “Mom moments.” I didn’t want to go to class, but I needed 

the math credits in order to transfer to the university. In my next math class the following 

semester I froze, my mind a blank each day with problems that should have been easy. I had to 

drop the class because I couldn’t think. With hindsight my paralysis makes sense to me. 
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If you were to ask me now—and so many people did in the days following January 8
th

—

what he said that was so frightening, I couldn’t tell you any more than I was able to tell them. It 

wasn’t the words so much, as the irrationality of them. Newspaper reporters from across the 

country wanted to know, the television newscasters both foreign and domestic wanted to know, 

the FBI wanted to know: had he made any direct threats to harm Gabrielle Giffords or anyone 

else? Hell, no. If he had, I would have gone to the police. Instead he shouted out nonsensical, 

disjointed phrases about how the school was engaged in scamming the students, that he had the 

constitutional right to do or say anything he liked. Nothing threatening in substance, but certainly 

threatening in behavior, in demeanor. 

Daily Jared was removed from class, once by campus security, and yet each time he 

would return the next day. One morning, as she and I rode up in the elevator together I spoke to 

the counselor who had removed Jared the previous afternoon. I told her of my fear that he was 

seriously disturbed and unstable, and that he would return to school one day with a gun. Surely, I 

said to her, in light of the events at Virginia Tech, all colleges must have some manner of 

structure in place to deal with these situations before they explode. She regarded me with a 

plastic, professionally patient smile on her face, as if I was the irrational person in this equation, 

the unknown X which was impossible to solve for. Well, she said, we have to allow every 

student their right to express themselves.  

I didn’t know at the time that students and the professor of a writing class in the Spring 

semester had also complained about Jared. They were also afraid of him because of what he said 

and wrote in class. I also didn’t know that he had been already, for the previous few months, 

regularly doing target practice out in the desert with a hand-gun. 

That afternoon, June 10, I sent the following to my family: 
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As for me, Thursday means the end to week two of algebra class. It seems to be going by 

quickly, but then I do have three weeks to go so we'll see how I feel by then. Class isn't 

dull as we have a seriously disturbed student in the class, and they are trying to figure out 

how to get rid of him before he does something bad, but on the other hand, until he does 

something bad, they can't do anything about him. Needless to say, I sit by 

the door. 

 

In the early 1980s, I worked as a mental health technician at a state-run psychiatric 

hospital in upstate New York.  Because of a state-wide hiring freeze right after my training group 

started at Hudson River Psychiatric Center, I was consistently assigned to work one-to-one 

observation with the most volatile patients, those considered the most likely to harm themselves 

or others. It was a task everyone else hated, and hence as I was the lowest person on the totem 

pole, the one I most often got. I didn’t mind it because I normally worked on a female geriatric 

ward, and for three employees to feed, change and put almost forty old ladies to bed each night 

was a lot of hard physical labor. One-to-one meant I could settle in for the evening with my 

bagged lunch and my book, and I was paid for it in the bargain. 

One-to-one observation involved watching that patient for the entire eight hours of my 

shift. The entire eight hours. If they slept, I sat beside the bed and watched them. If they used the 

toilet, I stood outside the open stall door and watched them. I had been assigned to the woman 

whose head was screaming obscenities out loud, who heard the nurses each day plotting to kill 

her in her sleep that night. I had been assigned to a young man on court-ordered observation after 

an arrest on charges of rape. I had been assigned to the Virgin Mary, who the previous week had 

backed her observer up against the wall with a bathrobe tie and tried to strangle her. A day or so 
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later, on someone else’s shift, the Virgin Mary jumped out of a second floor window and broke 

her hip on impact. She was caught by security as she was running across the lawn, headed 

toward the highway and hell-bent on gaining her freedom. I had earned a reputation for being 

capable and unflappable.  

So although I was certainly not a trained and certified expert in the field of mental health, 

I had empirical knowledge from the trenches, and I knew mentally disturbed when I saw it. I 

knew paranoia and anger and volatility when I saw it, and I knew they were a dangerous 

combination. No one at Pima College listened to me except Ben, with whom I exchanged several 

emails about Jared, telling him I was afraid to come to class. Ben believed me, Ben understood. 

But no one at Pima listened to him, either. 

On the last day he was in our class, Jared Loughner finally pushed the administration 

beyond its apparently eternally flexible boundaries. When I entered class that morning there was 

a young man standing at the whiteboard at the front of the room, writing on it with a dry-erase 

marker. In summer, teachers and male students alike tended to wear the same uniform: printed t-

shirts with cargo shorts and sneakers. From the back, the young man with the short hair looked a 

lot like Ben. But as I stood beside my chair trying to read what he was writing on the board, 

trying to make sense of the nonsensical because for a brief moment I though Ben was giving us 

an assignment, I began to realize that it was Jared writing on the board, not Ben. I realized that in 

doing so, he had stepped beyond merely shouting out nonsense in class during lectures, or 

turning in test papers scribbled with weird sayings. He was taking more power and agency over 

the room and the class. This step forward scared the bejabbers out of me. 

I left my book bag where I had dropped it on the floor beside the table, and grabbed my 

purse. Going out into the courtyard, I waited for Ben to arrive, in order to warn him before he 
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entered the classroom. Jared came out of the class just a moment or two later, and I hoped he was 

leaving, but he hung around, apparently also waiting for Ben. I ducked behind a pillar to hide 

from Jared, who began muttering in a voice too low for me to hear what he was saying. He 

seemed angry, and he walked in tight little circles, around and around, as he muttered. I was 

terrified. I was perfectly willing to get in my car and drive away, leaving behind my expensive 

textbook we could barely afford, the calculator that cost us a small fortune, and my book bag. All 

I knew was that I had to get out of there. But I couldn’t come out from behind the pillar without 

Jared seeing me. Ben approached from the opposite side of the courtyard, and I couldn’t warn 

him because Jared was waiting for him. They entered the classroom together, and I waited 

outside. I waited for a few minutes until Jared left the room again, heading in the opposite 

direction and going down the stairs to the parking lot. I waited for five or ten minutes more, just 

in case he had gone to his car for a gun. That day, June 14, I wrote the following in an email to 

my writing professor from the previous semester: 

We have a mentally unstable person in the class that scares the living crap out of me. He 

is one of those whose picture you see on the news, after he has come into class with an 

automatic weapon. Everyone interviewed would say, Yeah, he was in my math class and 

he was really weird. I sit by the door with my purse handy. If you see it on the news one 

night, know that I got out fast... 
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The Unknowable Stygian Man 

 

  In Greek mythology, the river Styx forms the border between life and death, between 

Earth and Hades, the Underworld land of the dead. The rivers Styx, Acheron, Cocytus and 

Plegethon merge at the center of Hades to form a marsh.  Lesser but still important rivers of the 

Underworld include Lethe, Alpheus, and Eridanos.  

Acheron is the river of pain, Cocytus the river of lamentation, and Lethe the river of 

forgetfulness.  

Charon was the ferryman who would row the newly deceased across the river into the 

underworld, and it was customary to place a coin in the mouths of the dead to pay the ferryman, 

for if Charon was not paid, he would not take the dead to their resting place, and their souls were 

doomed to wander beside the river for one-hundred years. Folklore and mythology as well as 

literature has always, across cultures, claimed that the souls of the restless dead haunt areas near 

water, and most of these legends involve female spirits: various White Ladies, Russalka, La 

Llarona.  

 There is a concept known as place memory: that a place can harbor the energy of an 

emotionally powerful event—birth, celebration, death—and that those who are sensitive to these 

energies are able to see a replay of that event. Quantum physics has a similar theory, in the idea 

that time is not a continuum, but that all time—past, present, and future—are happening 

simultaneously, and that there are several Mes and several Yous, one in each version of time, 

experiencing all events and all potential permutations of possibility at one moment. One Me is 

sitting here typing this in our apartment in Tucson, another Me is grocery shopping in a store in 

Norwich, England just before Christmas. Yet another Me is playing in a small park in Hyde 
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Park, New York. I am seven and catching painted turtles, and the body of Kathryn Filiberti lies 

near my feet, face down in the stream. Her hair ripples like water-weed in the current. 

In the 2004 movie What the Bleep Do We Know?, Japanese author Masaru Emoto’s 

experiments with water crystals and emotional energy was explained this way: Emoto claims that 

otherwise identical vessels of water change crystalline structures when exposed to words such as 

“joy,” “wonder,” “sorrow,” “pain.” Powerful emotion, he claims, can change the molecular 

structure of water. The movie supposes a link between consciousness and quantum physics that 

is spiritual. What the Bleep Do We Know has been criticized as pseudo-science and quantum 

mysticism. An independent production, the movie was conceived and funded by three students of 

Ramtha’s School of Enlightenment. 

For the person who causes a horrible, terror-filled death, a death in a body of water, who 

must himself haunt the scene of violence night after suspenseful night while waiting to be 

apprehended, what kind of powerful energy, of emotion, of memory must work on his psyche? 

What scenes now replay behind his eyelids each night where he sleeps away the rest of his life in 

a prison cell without hope of release? He is the Charon who brought the soul of his victim across 

the water into the Underworld. 

 

 A press statement released by the Dutchess County Sheriff’s Office on June 28, 2011 

states, in part:  

…we would like to reassure the community that everything that can be done is being 

done to bring the person(s) responsible for Ms. Filiberti’s death to justice. For example, 

there have been over 30 DNA samples secured from different individuals throughout the 

various stages of this investigation, and that is only one aspect of the many investigatory 
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practices that have been utilized. Specific details about the investigation have not been 

released to the public from the start in order to protect the integrity of the investigation 

and to help ensure a successful prosecution, and that practice will continue throughout the 

remainder of the investigation. 

 

The main complaint against the various law enforcement authorities as they pursued the  

murderer was the lack of information shared with the justly concerned members of the 

community. Was this someone who knew his victim and is only going to kill this one girl, and 

the investigation now is simply a matter of getting all the investigative ducks in a row so that the 

charges will stick? Or was it a stranger who is still out there somewhere in the community, and 

still poses a danger to all the other daughters of Hyde Park every night?  

It was this lack of communication, this Wild West stance of “I’m the law in this here 

town, and you ladies can all rest your purty little heads and sleep safely at night” that annoyed 

the community and was, in part, the catalyst for all the vicious gossip and rumors that swirled 

through Hyde Park in the wake of Katie Filiberti’s murder. We are taught as children that every 

unpleasant occurrence has a causative factor: if we are punished we know there is a reason 

behind it. If we aren’t supplied the answer to that Why?, then people feel the need to fill the gap, 

whether how they fill it is right or wrong. Chief Broe expected unwavering trust from the 

citizens of Hyde Park, but he hadn’t yet earned it, the relationship wasn’t long enough or deep 

enough. 

 

 Their next press release regarding the murder and investigation announces a press 

conference: “The Dutchess County Sheriff’s Office would like to advise all press agencies that 
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there will be a press conference held on Thursday August 11
th

 at 9 am…The press conference is 

being held in order to announce that an arrest has been made in the Kathryn Filiberti homicide 

investigation.”  

 

This is followed by another press release giving details about the suspect and the arrest:  

The Dutchess County Sheriff’s Office and the Town of Hyde Park Police report the arrest 

of a suspect as a result of the investigation into the death of Kathryn Filiberti, which 

occurred in the Town of Hyde Park on March 19, 2011. 

 

Stephen D. Shand, age 23 from Hyde Park, was arrested by the Sheriff’s Office 

Detectives during the morning hours of 8/10/11. Mr. Shand is a newspaper delivery 

person [for the Poughkeepsie Journal] and was located in the Town of Hyde Park at the 

conclusion of his route. Mr. Shand was questioned by Sheriff’s Office Detectives, and at 

the conclusion of the interview he was subsequently taken into custody for Ms. Filiberti’s 

murder. 

 

Mr. Shand has been charged with Murder in the 2
nd

 Degree, which is a Class A-I Felony. 

Mr. Shand was arraigned at the Town of Hyde Park Court and remanded to the Dutchess 

County Jail with no bail, with a Dutchess County Grand Jury hearing date pending. More 

charges are possible as the case progresses. 

 

 The official photograph of Stephen Shand that accompanies every news story about him 

is of a young man like any other you might see on the street. He looks young and healthy, he is 



Sorenson 194 
 

clean, well groomed. There is no tattoo on his forehead that reads Beware: Depraved Monster. 

His hair is in short dreads or short braids, and he wears a black t-shirt. The background is not the 

celestial blue that surrounds Kathryn Filiberti in her photographs, but a uniform grayish-white, 

leached of color, the hue of cement walls. In his eyes is a lost, pleading, infinitely sad expression. 

One of deep sorrow, of vulnerability. If I saw this photograph under other circumstances, if I 

knew nothing of what he did that night, I would feel great sympathy for the subject, his eyes are 

eloquent. But I wonder if Katie’s eyes held the same pleading expression as he strangled her. I 

imagine they did. 

 

 In a pdf. article written by “Gael B. Strack, San Diego Assistant City Attorney and Dr. 

George McClane, Emergency Physician, Edited by David C. James, Deputy City Attorney  

October 1998, updated May 1999,” entitled “How to Improve Your Investigation and 

Prosecution of Strangulation Cases,” there is the following description of petechiae of the eyes: 

The tiny red spots (petechiae) characteristic of many cases of strangulation are due to 

ruptured capillaries—the smallest blood vessels in the body—and sometimes may be 

found only under the eyelids (conjunctivae). However, sometimes they may be found 

around the eyes in the peri-orbital region, anywhere on the face, and on the neck in and 

above the area of constriction. Petechiae tend to be most pronounced in ligature 

strangulation. Blood red eyes (subconjunctival hemorrhages) are due to capillary rupture 

in the white portion (sclera) of the eyes. This phenomenon suggests a particularly 

vigorous struggle between the victim and assailant. 
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The Accusatory Instrument Felony Complaint, DCSO Case #11-8212, of the PEOPLE 

OF THE STATE OF NEW YORK Against Stephen Shand (9/27/87) Defendant, alleges the 

following: “That Stephen Shand, on the 19
th

 of March, 2011, at and about the area of Rt 9G, in 

the Town of Hyde Park, County of Dutchess, State of New York…did with intent to cause the 

death of Kathryn Filiberti (date of birth 12/1/92), caused the death of Kathryn Filiberti by 

strangulation.” 

 

The Duchess County District Attorney’s Office lost no time in bringing their case against 

Stephen Shand before the grand jury. In fact, as members of the various law enforcement 

agencies were identifying Shand at the press conference, Mike Delarm and others were testifying 

in front of the grand jury. 

In the indictment dated the twelfth of August, 2011, the “GRAND JURY OF THE 

COUNTY OF DUTCHESS” accused Stephen Shand of the Murder in the First Degree, of 

Kathryn Filiberti “by strangling and drowning her…while the defendant was in the course of 

committing, attempting to commit and in the furtherance of the crime of Rape in the First 

Degree.” Shand was accused by the Grand Jury of three counts of Murder in the First Degree, 

four counts of Murder in the Second Degree, one count of Kidnapping in the First Degree—all 

Class A-I Felonies—and two counts of Predatory Sexual Assault, both Class A-II Felonies. 

 

On the homepage of the website stephenshandisinnocent.org is the following statement:  

The Family of Stephen Shand would like to publicly and categorically state our 

support of him and confidence in his innocence. We are certain that once the totality of 

the evidence has been investigated and reviewed his innocence will be made clear to all. 
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We would also like to take this opportunity to express our condolences to the family of 

Kathryn Filiberti and the community of Hyde Park, of which we are a part, for the 

agonizing ordeal they have had and continue to endure. We cannot begin to imagine the 

turmoil the Filiberti family has had to endure and would like to assure them that Stephen 

Shand is not responsible for the death of Katie. 

 

The police has [sic] NOT found, arrested or charged the killer of Kathryn Filiberti. 

 

 There is a list of links under the heading “Recent Prayers: Deliver me from mine 

enemies; NOT A SECOND OF ANOTHER MINUTE; Lord we are crying out to you; We know 

that you place nothing on us that we cannot bear.”  

I wonder how the family bears the knowledge of their son and brother—their uncle’s—

guilt. I wonder how they look back on those months after Katie was killed, and before Stephen 

was arrested. Were there conversations around the dinner table about the murder and the 

investigation? What was said? Did anyone ask, “Gee, Stephen, you were delivering newspapers 

in that neighborhood that night, you drove right past where she was walking on 9G at the time 

she was walking there. Did you see anything? Did you pass her on the road? Too bad you didn’t 

pick her up, so that the bad man didn’t get her.”  

Do they think back on their conversation when he came home that morning? Do they 

look back with nachtraglichkeit, with that hindsight that allows them to interpret now 

something—some word or expression, some gesture—that seemed to hold no significance at the 

time, but is loaded with guilty meaning in memory?  
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There is a yellow lozenge-shaped PayPal button labeled “Donate,” with the following 

plea: “Any contribution you can give to help Stephen’s legal fees will be greatly appreciated by 

the Family.” Interesting that each instance where they refer to their own family, the noun is 

capitalized, as if to make it into a pronoun. But when they refer to the Filiberti family, the noun 

is left in lower case. This situation—the murder, Stephen’s arrest—is seen by the Shand family 

as their tragedy, more than the tragedy of the Filiberti family.  

Shand was arrested when his DNA was found to be a match with DNA samples from 

sperm discovered on Katie’s clothing and body. 

At Shand’s sentencing the Prosecutor mentions a letter written to him by the Shand 

family, in which Shand is spoken of as something “broken, there’s a piece missing from him.” 

 

From the Hudson Valley News police blotter for the week of August 17-23, 2011: 

RECENT ARRESTS 

 Ibn W. Ross, 30, of Poughkeepsie, was arrested on Aug. 8 for criminal obstruction of 

breathing or blood circulation, a class-A misdemeanor; assault in the third degree, a 

class-A misdemeanor; and three counts of endangering the welfare of a child, a class-A 

misdemeanor. 

 Joseph R. Eraca, 39, of Hyde Park, was arrested on Aug.10 for attempted assault in the 

second degree, a class-E felony; two counts of menacing in the second degree, a class-A 

misdemeanor; and criminal mischief in the fourth degree, a class-A misdemeanor. 

 William M. Schaller, 53, of Hyde Park, was arrested on Aug. 13 for criminal mischief in 

the third degree, a class-E felony; and three counts of unlawful imprisonment in the 

second degree, a class-A misdemeanor. 
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Oh, the stories these notices hint at, yet never tell. Who did Ibn strangle? Was it a child, or 

was the child endangered by being present when the incident happened? Who did Joseph assault 

and menace? Who did William imprison against his or her will? How big of a jump is it from 

this seeming quotidian violence to what Shand did? We think of murder as a black and white 

issue, in the sense that one either murders, or one does not. What if we think of murder, instead, 

as one end of a spectrum of violence? At one end is a harsh word, a slap, in the middle there are 

assaults or unlawful imprisonment, at the far end is murder. Who remains where they started on 

that scale? 

 

 In the months following Stephen Shand’s arrest the world continued with its routine. 

Hurricane Irene struck the Hudson Valley and upper New York State. On a late September 

Saturday morning John Filiberti ended his life and his pain while sitting in his work vehicle. The 

new Hyde Park Police Court opened in December. A thirty-six year old Hyde Park man 

committed suicide during a domestic dispute by shooting himself in the head. The Town of Hyde 

Park Board of Supervisors continued its political infighting. The school district voted to close the 

Hyde Park Elementary School in the center of the village. 

In a move that surprised many, on May 9
th

, 2012, at the Dutchess County Courthouse, 

Stephen Shand changed his plea in the case of the rape and murder of Kathryn Filiberti. He was 

represented by Mark Bederow of 260 Madison Avenue in New York City. Shand pleaded guilty 

to counts “three of the indictment, murder in the first degree and count nine, the sexual predatory 

assault,” according to Bederow, “with the understanding that he will get a consecutive sentence 
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of twenty-five to life on the murder charge and fifteen to life on the second count [the word 

‘rape’ is unspoken, as if it is more foul than murder] for the aggregate sum of forty to life.”  

The County Court Judge, the Honorable Stephen L. Greller, proceeded to painstakingly 

describe the trial by jury process, in order to make certain that Shand understood what he was 

giving up in filing this plea. As he explained each step in detail, he ended with “Do you 

understand that?”  To which Shand replied, each time, with either a yes, or a “Yes, sir.” As part 

of the agreement, Shand waived his right to ever appeal the conviction and his sentence.  

The Court asks Shand: “Are you pleading guilty because you are, in fact, guilty? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir.” 

Shand is reminded that given his status as an illegal alien, if he is ever released from 

incarceration he will most likely be deported back to Jamaica.  

In reply to questioning by the Senior Assistant District Attorney Edward McLoughlin, Shand 

gives the only publicly recorded testimony of the events of the night of March 19
th

, 2011. I will 

present this testimony to you in its original form. The plain-spoken, matter-of-fact, emotion-less 

way that Shand confesses to the rape and murder of Katie Filiberti is absolutely chilling, and 

corresponds to my perception of him as cold-blooded. The description of the events by 

McLoughlin and the judge as well as by Shand are clinical and dispassionate. The Court and the 

Prosecutor want to make certain they have crossed their t’s and dotted their i’s. Shand has 

probably been instructed by his lawyer to answer any questions as simply as possible, without 

elaboration. The effect of the conversation is horrifying. In the course of the plea deal, the 

confession is a piece of business to be transacted, something to get out of the way. An unpleasant 

but neccesary box to tick. 
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MR. MCLOUGHLIN: …on that date, did you come in contact with a person you now 

know to be Kathryn Filiberti? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And did there come a time, sir, that you restrained her movements 

and substantially interfered with her movements by the use of physical force? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: Can you tell the court how you came in contact with Kathryn 

Filiberti? 

THE DEFENDANT: I was in Hyde Park. I picked her up. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: Were you in a vehicle? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And did there come a time, sir, that you further prevented her 

liberation, meaning her freedom, by holding her in a place that was not likely to be found by 

using or threatening to use deadly physical force? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And what was the force or the threat of force that you used to 

keep her there? 

THE DEFENDANT: I held her down and strangled her. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: That was part of the way that you kept her there? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And did you threaten her verbally, also? 

THE DEFENDANT: No. [How nice to know he didn’t talk meanly to her.] 

THE COURT: Just physically? 
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THE DEFENDANT: Yes. 

THE COURT: You physically held her and you used physical force to prevent her from 

leaving or you used physical force to prevent her liberation? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And, sir, did Kathryn Filiberti die during her being held by you 

before she was able to return to safety? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And that’s because you held her there and you killed her, right? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

 

I find, in the process of reading this testimony and typing it out, that at several points I have 

to walk away from it, to set the transcript aside and get up and do other things. I clean the kitchen 

and load the dishwasher, I make the bed and neaten the bedroom. I have to create order in my 

house, to make some comfort for my soul. Because it is difficult to not just read this, but process 

it physically, in a circuit from my eyes to my brain to my fingers. Just to have the current of it 

passing through my body is disturbing to me. I plan dinner because I hope the act of cooking a 

meal for Graham and me to share this evening will wash some of this awfulness away and 

relieve my nausea. 

 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: How did you kill her? How did you physically do that? 

THE DEFENDANT: I strangled her. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: Did you, also, drown her? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yeah, I put her in some water, yeah. 
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THE COURT: You strangled her and drowned her? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And you knew that by strangling her and putting her in the water 

in that condition your intention was that she would die, correct? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

 

The Prosecutor asks some questions about the rape.  

 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And, sir, I have to ask you under the law…did there come a time 

that you inserted your penis in her vagina? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes. 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And, sir, did you do that act by forcibly compelling Kathryn to 

yield to what you did to her, forcing her to do that? 

THE DEFENDANT:  Yes. 

MR. MCLUGHLIN: And, sir, as part of that process is it true that you caused serious 

physical injury to Kathryn while you were raping her? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes. 

 

Yes; yes, sir. To all those brutal questions: Yes. The first time I read this transcript, I sat 

afterwards with the pages in my lap, crying. That poor girl. That poor lost girl. That poor lost, 

mad/angry girl. 
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On June 21
st
, Stephen Shand was sentenced in the same courthouse, before the same judge, 

with the same attorney representing him and the same prosecutor acting for the State of New 

York. Again, the judge takes pains to make certain that Shand is fully cognizant of what he is 

confessing to, what rights he is waiving, and the consequences of accepting this plea deal. One 

last time, Mr. McLoughlin asks questions to clarify the events of that night in March a year 

earlier. Shand’s attorney, Mark Bederow, answers. 

 

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And that the abduction lasted for a certain period of time. In other 

words, it wasn’t just a brief abduction; it was somewhere in the neighborhood of a half an 

hour or more that Mr. Shand was with Ms. Filiberti and held her against her will for that 

period of time at a minimum. 

MR. BEDEROW: Yes.  

MR. MCLOUGHLIN: And finally, Judge, that there is, in the autopsy, which is not part 

of this record really at this point, but the autopsy and the factual basis of the case is that Ms. 

Filiberti was strangled to the point of unconsciousness at one point, and then there was a 

lapse in time and a period of time when she was still alive, but that at the end of that event, 

Mr. Shand intentionally caused her death by drowning, and that there was a period of time, 

both in the autopsy and in his description of the facts, that those events were separate. 

MR. BEDEROW: That is correct.  

 

Shand, when allowed to make a statement at his sentencing, says “sorry is a word I wish I 

could say today.” He expresses regrets and asks for forgiveness from the Filiberti family and his 

own. He concludes “I…am sorry for the mistake that I had made.” The mistake. Oh, I locked the 
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keys in my car. Oh, geeze, I forgot to mail the electric bill. Oh, I’m sorry, I thought you were 

someone I knew. Oh, I raped and murdered a young woman. Oh, darn, I should have put a 

comma in that sentence. A mistake. Can you spot the sentence in this list that is not like the 

others? 

The Oxford English Dictionary defines the noun “mistake” as “A misconception about the 

meaning of something; a thing incorrectly done or thought; misapprehension, 

misunderstanding…something chosen through an error of judgment; a badly selected thing; a 

regrettable choice. 

For clarity, if it is needed, from the court transcript of Stephen Shand’s plea:  

THE COURT: Mr. Shand, everything the prosecutor just asked you you did intentionally 

and you knew it was a crime to do it; is that correct? 

THE DEFENDANT: Yes, sir. 

The argument can be made either way whether Shand did, indeed, make a “mistake.” It was a 

thing incorrectly done, yes. It was an error in judgment—no question. It was a badly selected 

thing, a regrettable choice. Yes, sir. 

Yet Shand admits in court what he did on that night he did intentionally. He admits he knew 

it was a crime.  

Where does he think he made a mistake? Not, what does he admit to the world, or even to 

just one other human being, one other listening ear. But what does he say inside, to himself, on 

all those dark nights he has laid himself down to sleep since that one dark night? 

Certainly he made the error in judgment in believing—even for a brief period of time, brief 

to him, but not brief to Katie—that because he had the strength, the power, and the opportunity 

to hold a young woman against her will, to use physical force to prevent her escape, to beat her 
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in order to subdue her, to strangle her until she lost consciousness so as to make her pliable, to 

make his rape of her easier, more convenient for him, and then, when he was done, when he had 

had his orgasm, when he realized she was still alive, to hold her half-naked body—pants pulled 

down, shirt yanked up—face down in a shallow stream until she drowned—he made the error in 

judgment to believe that his law, his primal, brutal law, was above the laws of humanity, be they 

formal or not. He made the error in judgment to believe he would never be caught, never be 

made to face justice and punishment. 

 

Turn on a kitchen timer, set the alarm on your watch or phone, for thirty minutes. That is the 

minimum amount of time that is estimated between when Katie Filiberti expressed a desire to 

leave the company of Stephen Shand, and when she died. The minimum. Spare some time to 

meditate how long thirty minutes can be. 

 

In 1969 Elisabeth Kubler-Ross wrote On Death and Dying, which was pioneering in its 

attempt to understand the emotional stages one experiences with an impending death, for both 

the dying and for those left behind. Ross was also interested in near-death experiences, and I 

remember clearly something she wrote about hell. She believed that as we die we relive the 

experiences of our lives, and we endure the emotional impact our actions have had on others. Her 

concept of hell, she said, is that final experience of the pain of the wrongs we have done to 

others. Could you think of a more fitting hell, she wondered, than for the Nazis to experience all 

the pain and anguish they inflicted other human beings?  
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In their September 7
th

 edition, the Hudson Valley News reports that the Dutchess County 

SPCA has taken ownership of three animals that once belonged to Stephen Shand, but which 

have now been abandoned by Shand’s family when they left the Section Eight house provided 

them in that quiet, leafy neighborhood where children ride their bikes up and down the streets. 

The rapist and murderer of Katie Filiberti had three pets: white rabbit with black spots, a one or 

two year old cat, and its six-month old kitten. “All three animals are available for adoption.” 

 

Three months before her rape and murder, Katie Filiberti wrote the following in an English 

101 course, about the death penalty, and I quote from the reading of this passage by the 

Prosecutor at Shand’s sentencing: “I believe that the sentence of life in prison without parole is a 

far worse punishment [than death] for the criminal, knowing they will never be able to breathe in 

the warm summer air or feel the chill of winter.” 
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Exits 

 

  “Afterlife, annihilation, bereavement, casualty, cessation, curtains, darkness, decease, 

demise, departure, destruction, dissolution, downfall, dying, end, ending, eradication, eternal 

rest, euthanasia, exit, expiration, extermination, extinction, fatality, finis, finish, grave, grim 

reaper, heaven, loss, mortality, necrosis, obliteration, oblivion, paradise, parting, passing, passing 

over, quietus, release, repose, ruin, ruination, silence, sleep, termination, tomb.” Synonyms for 

death, thesaurus.com. 

 

 From November 3
rd

, 2009, until January 8
th

, 2011, I was haunted by death and dying and 

the endings of things. Obliteration was the theme the universe was trying to get across to me, and 

although I thought I was paying close attention, the keening, the dirge, the lament got louder and 

louder until I couldn’t help hearing it. Until I had to stop and deal with it, to process what it all 

meant in my life, what it was trying to teach me about life. 

 

 “Die, expire, perish; meet one's death, meet one's end; pass away, be taken; yield one's 

breath, resign one's breath; resign one's being, resign one's life; end one's days, end one's earthly 

career; breathe one's last; cease to live, cease to breathe; depart this life; be no more; go off, drop 

off, pop off; lose one's life, lay down one's life, relinquish one's life, surrender one's life; drop 

into the grave, sink into the grave; close one's eyes; fall dead, drop dead, fall down dead, drop 

down dead; break one's neck; give up the ghost, yield up the ghost; be all over with one, pay the 

debt to nature, shuffle off this mortal coil, take one's last sleep; go the way of all flesh; hand in 

one's checks, pass in one's checks, hand in one's chips, pass in one's chips; join the greater 
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number, join the majority; come to dust, turn to dust; cross the Stygian ferry, cross the bar; go to 

one's long account, go to one's last home, go to Davy Jones's locker, go to the wall; receive one's 

death warrant, make one's will, step out, die a natural death, go out like the snuff of a candle; 

come to an untimely end; catch one's death; go off the hooks, kick the bucket, buy the farm, hop 

the twig, turn up one's toes; die a violent death (be killed).” The British also say: to pop one’s 

clogs.  

 

 I’d had my close calls throughout my life; everyone does. High fevers as a child, a 

reaction to a vaccine booster, a near drowning in the country club pool where I was taking 

swimming lessons when I was ten. And then the calls got louder: a mugging in Dublin that 

resulted in a concussion, a particularly bad case of pneumonia, a potassium level so low I had to 

be hospitalized. But, as I told Graham in the hospital where I was being treated from the emboli, 

“That’s as close as I ever want to come to dying, until it’s time to do the real thing.” Or 

something like that. I didn’t have enough breath to say a sentence that long for a very long time. 

Or to laugh.  

When Graham drove me home after six days in the Cardiac ICU I cried all the way home, 

looking out the car windows like someone freed from ten years in solitary confinement. I used a 

walker for two weeks. For a month I sat in a chair and looked out our apartment window because 

I didn’t have the strength to do much else. For nearly a year, when I was finally able to go out to 

a grocery store, I used the motorized carts I had taught my Mom to use just the year before. I 

took anti-coagulents every day for a year, rat poison that had to be meticulously monitored with 

weekly blood tests and the dosage adjusted. By Christmas time Graham could take me out with 

my portable oxygen tank (delivered weekly to our door) to Walgreens to buy a string of 
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Christmas lights, and I was so pathetically grateful to be out of the house that I wept on the way 

home. By mid-January my clot was fully dissolved and I could be off oxygen during the day and 

go back to college, but I had to use oxygen for a full six months after the emboli, while I slept. 

I had weekly appointments with my doctor and my nurse practitioner, then weekly 

appointments at the blood lab, and appointments with a pulmonologist with endless rounds of 

tests—sleep tests, endurance tests, spirometry. And appointments with a cardiologist, with 

endless rounds of tests—cardiac ultrasounds, chemically-induced stress tests, treadmill stress 

tests, EKGs. And appointments with an oncological hematologist, with tube after tube of blood 

taken to test for every possible blood deficiency and anomaly, trying to find a causative factor 

for a blood clot mass the size of Texas. I figured they could poke and prod me all they wanted. I 

had survived, everything else was just details. The hematologist wanted to know: Did I really 

understand what I had survived? Yes, I did. The pulmonologist wanted me to understand the 

percentage of risk for recurrence, and the survival rate at five years. I wanted to shake them. 

Don’t you get it? I’m alive. I’m alive, don’t you understand? Turns out, I was the one who 

wasn’t understanding. 

Seven months later my mother was dead. She had a stroke the Friday before Mother’s 

Day, and three weeks later on the 28
th

 of May, she died in hospice. A year previously, when I 

finished my first semester after returning to college, Graham bought me a ticket to fly back east 

to spend time with my family. My parents took a detour on their way to Montana, where they 

spent every summer, to go home to the Hudson Valley one last time and visit with my siblings 

and their families. Graham thought it would be nice if we could all be together, and I flew in to 

surprise them. We were conscious that this was the last time all four siblings and our parents 

would be in the same place at the same time. (We were wrong; we were to meet again over 
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Mom’s hospice bed.) We had picnics every weekend. We went places and did things together 

nearly every day. We took endless group pictures. We sat out in chairs on the lawn for hours, just 

talking. When my parents visited me in the hospital that fall, I said, jokingly, Gee, last summer 

when we were all together for the last time, I didn’t think it was me who was going to go first. 

I had just bought her Mother’s Day present. I collected from my sibs and Graham and I 

went down to the Sam Levitz furniture store and picked out a really nice upholstered footstool 

for my mother, so that when she sat in the living room in the evenings, knitting and watching 

television, she could put her feet up to ease the swelling and pain in her legs. Beige, so that it 

would match the carpet in the room. It was still sitting in our living room, wrapped in clear 

plastic, waiting for me to find some Mother’s Day gift wrap. I bought a card for her, a pop-up 

card with bluebirds and clear glitter, a banner in the birds’ beaks reading “Happy Mother’s Day!” 

I read the card to her, finally, in that last week of her life, when I had to admit to myself she 

wasn’t ever going home, we weren’t going to have a belated Mother’s Day after all. I read it to 

her as I sat next to her hospital bed, as tears ran down my face. And my mother, a champion crier 

if there ever was one, the only one before Graham who understood that tendency of mine to feel 

life so deeply, looked at me and said, gently, “You cry too much.”  

But how do you not cry when your mother is dying? Tell me that. When the woman who 

gave birth to you, your best woman friend, your confidant since you could talk, the only person, 

until your husband, who had loved you unconditionally—is dying, how do you not cry if you 

have a heart in your body? On the day she was rushed to the hospital from the nursing home 

where she had been getting rehab since her stroke, that early morning Graham had a cardiac 

catheterization. We’d been up since before daylight, I sat with him in the pre-op room and joked 

while they shaved his bits and I held his hand and I kissed him as they wheeled him away, then 
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sat for hours in the cardiac waiting room, waiting, waiting for the cardiologist to come speak 

with me. I went home afterward to sleep, and got my father’s call that Mom had stopped 

breathing, that he stepped out of her room in that hell-hole they call a nursing home, and when he 

came back she wasn’t breathing. As I told the people at the desk inside the ER, as I went from 

the room where they told us Mom wouldn’t live more than three hours—she lived another 

week—to ask for directions up to the cardiac unit so I could tell Graham his beloved mother-in-

law was dying, “Yeah, it’s been a real shit day.”  

 

“Lament: bawl, beat one's breast, bemoan, bewail, bleed, cry, deplore, eat one's heart out, 

howl, hurt, kick self, moan, rain, regret, repine, rue, sing, sob, sorrow, take it hard, wail, weep.” 

 

And so to the morning of January 8
th

 in Tucson, that horrible morning I was glad my 

mother hadn’t lived to see, of hearing sirens wail and helicopters fly overhead, of reading the 

messages as they began to pop up on Facebook from friends: The intersection of Oracle and Ina 

is closed. There has been a shooting at Safeway. Someone has tried to assassinate Gabby 

Giffords. She’s dead. No, she’s alive.  

Six people died that morning: a housewife, a retired secretary, a retired construction 

worker, a Federal judge, a thirty year-old congressional staff worker who was engaged to be 

married, and a nine year-old girl. Fourteen others were injured that morning, among them Gabby 

herself, shot point-blank in the head.  

I was so angry, because I told people Loughner was going to do something like that 

someday, and no one would listen to me. They all acted as if I was over-reacting, as if I was the 

irrational person. One of the counselors at the college told me that it is important to let the 
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students be themselves, as if I was complaining that he colored outside the lines, or dressed 

himself funny. He was paranoid, he was delusional, and he was angry. How could that not be a 

volatile combination?  

When I mentioned in the ongoing conversation that had started on Facebook the morning 

of the shooting that I knew him in a class seven months before and knew he was crazy back then, 

a reporter from the local newspaper contacted me for a five-minute phone conversation. I told 

Graham that was my five minutes of fame, because I knew it wouldn’t even last fifteen minutes. 

Later that afternoon a reporter from the Washington Post called me. I sent him my emails about 

Loughner from the time we were in class together, and he published them. The next morning a 

producer from NBC News and a film crew were on my doorstep. By the end of the day when we 

took shelter in a hotel room, my phone, Graham’s phone, my father’s phone, my brother’s phone, 

my sister’s work phone at the hospital all the way back east in Rhinebeck, were ringing 

incessantly. Graham googled my name and found eighteen pages of stories from all over the 

world. I’m a writer. I thought, I’ll go along with this, because never again is the world going to 

be camping on my doorstep, lined up on the stairs to our apartment. I can write about this. Go 

read the lies the reporters from the New York Daily News made up, after confessing to Graham 

and me that they stole evidence from Loughner’s back yard. In twenty-four hours, as I put it to 

people who for months later approached me and asked hesitantly, Didn’t I see you…everyone on 

the planet knew how old I was, that I am a complete dunce at math, and that I have a fat neck.  

When I asked a television reporter how the heck they found Graham’s phone number—

his was the phone they called first—my father’s and my sibling’s numbers and where they lived 

and worked, and where I lived, he mumbled something about news agencies having a special 
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search engine. It wasn’t until some six months later that I realized the first link that popped up 

when they googled my name that morning was my mother’s obituary. 

 

I measure every Grief I meet  

With narrow, probing, eyes –   

I wonder if It weighs like Mine –   

Or has an Easier size.  

Emily Dickinson, “I Measure Every Grief I Meet” 

 

I was trying to make sense of all this death surrounding me. All these exits and near-exits, 

all the endings and losses and bereavements. I wrote about my own near death. I wrote about my 

mother’s death and my grief. I wrote about being in a class with Loughner and the media frenzy 

that ensued. But nothing was hitting the right place. My sentences were beautiful, my writing 

moved my readers, but I wasn’t getting any closer to being able to understand what I had 

experienced in the last year. It was no clearer to me. My emotions were so strong that my reason 

couldn’t come up for air, my heart was driving the machine instead of my brain.  

And so I thought, What if I just write a mystery? What if I examine my experience at that 

remove? I put Graham and myself in Hyde Park, I set my feet on a path through a park, and I 

found the body of a young woman I had known thirty years before. In my story she disappeared 

from a bar, a bar that was in every particular like the Noah’s Ark of thirty years ago. She walked 

out the front door and was never seen again, until that spring morning. She’d had a troubled 

relationship with the guy she was dating, there were rumors she was dating one of the doctors at 

the state hospital, there was a wealth of suspects and red herrings, twists and turns.  
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I was cruising along, the story was writing itself. The characters were alive and speaking, 

they were doing things I hadn’t expected. And then one morning I turned on my computer, 

opened my email, and there, in the Poughkeepsie Journal newsletter, was the story of a young 

woman whose murdered body was found in the park where I grew up. I told my fellow students 

in the fiction writing class where I had been work-shopping my mystery. Some of them had been 

in my non-fiction class as well, they knew what my year had contained. “You’re not going to 

believe this, but a young woman was murdered in a park in my home town. My park.”  

I read every article I could find, I trolled the internet, watched videos of newscasts, 

searched for websites, visited pages on Facebook. I discussed theories with Graham on the couch 

and in the car, and in phone conversations with my sister Mary. I followed every word, every 

development or lack thereof. I rejoiced when Katie’s killer was arrested, I cried when her father 

died. In the meantime I transferred into the Creative Writing program at the University of 

Arizona, and I asked my third-year Creative Non-Fiction professor, Ander Monson, Would you 

be willing to be my Honors thesis advisor and help me write a book about this story? 

I thought this would be a story of how my town had changed over the course of the last 

half of the twentieth century. I thought it would be a story of demographics, of history, of 

culture, of class structure, of memories, and of place. I thought it would be a story of that 

unrelenting fight women are engaged in from the cradle to the grave to have the dignity of 

agency over their person. From infancy we are accosted, we are solicited; we are cajoled, 

begged, prodded, pressured, groomed and goaded to resolve the sexual needs of someone other 

than ourselves. Sometimes our needs overlap, and when they do, that is joyous. But if they do 

not, if we refuse, gently or not, we are cursed, we are slandered, we are beaten and raped. I 

thought it would be about that universal parental bogeyman, The Stranger. I thought it would be 
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about the death of my cousin almost exactly thirty-four years earlier, and the similarity in her age 

and Katie’s, and that by understanding my own family’s grief over such a sudden and violent 

death of a beautiful young woman, I could understand Katie’s.  

It wasn’t until after Graham and I had travelled back to Hyde Park, until after I had 

interviewed people, walked around town, knocked on doors, spoken to officials, taken notes, 

taken pictures, recorded voices. It wasn’t until that early September day as Graham and I 

wandered in the graveyard—oh, I love graveyards!—of a small Norman church in the village of 

Beaconsfield, England, with its green mossy stones and twisted yews, its granite funerary 

statues, that I happened upon the tomb of Elizabeth Turrell and her epitaph that opens: “How 

would you weep, if in a month you knew…” And I turned to Graham and said, I know now what 

the story is about. “It’s about death,” I emailed Ander.  

It is about the randomness, about the inevitability, about the indifference of death. In the 

car as Graham drove towards Windsor I wrote in pencil in my little notebook: “We puzzle over it 

all our lives, knowing we will never figure it out but will understand it in the end. It is still the 

biggest mystery of our lives.” But it is not just about my own near death, my mother’s death, 

Carrie’s death, Katie’s death, the deaths of January 8
th

. It is about my own mortality. And yours. 

And our fascination with death. It is about the death of an ideal, the death of the Disney 

holograph of Hyde Park as I kept it alive in my brain. It is about the death of my childhood.  

With the death of my mother, my role as a child in the world has also died. I was never 

allowed to be a child with my father, I was never allowed to be imaginative and silly and joyous 

with him. With my mother I could still yell, “Wheeeee!” each time we went around a corner in 

the car, even though I was now the one driving. My mom still saw in me the girl who sat in the 

back seat of the station wagon on a trip into town, holding the bullfrog in my hands that nearly 
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scared her half to death when she saw it in the rearview mirror. Mom still filled an Easter basket 

for me every year, Mom laughed when I’d start singing “Jingle Bells” each August. She still 

gave me gifts from Santa. Now I am a child to no one, and a brutal murder in the place where I 

was so unreservedly a child, where a shade of me remained a child still, put a mark of finality on 

a large part of my identity. I am a child in these hills no longer. 

It is a story about grief, and how we deal with deep loss, and how those losses have 

impact on us, how they knock us out of orbit for a while, off our axes, off course. 

Whether you believe in life after death, there is life after the deaths of those we love and 

those whose lives and deaths touch our lives. We carry forward but we carry our own lives 

forward, we cannot carry theirs as well.  

 

In any man who dies there dies with him 

his first snow and kiss and fight.... 

     Not people die but worlds die in them. 

Yevgeny Yevtushenko, "People" 
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Abstract: I Sit Beside the Door 

Lynda Sorenson 

 

Following a year in which I experienced my own near-death, my mother’s death, and a 

connection to the events in Tucson of January 8
th

, 2011, I sought to find a way to write about the 

universal questions that death, dying, grief and the passage of time raised for me. In this Creative 

Non-Fiction thesis I examine the changes over the last fifty years in Hyde Park, New York, the 

small town where I grew up, as viewed through the lens of the March 2011 rape and murder of 

an eighteen year-old woman in the neighborhood park just down the street from my childhood 

home. I examine the topics of childhood memories, racism and prejudice in a small town famed 

for its liberal native son, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, how the murders of young women are 

eroticized in our culture, the processes of loss and grief, my curiosity about the interaction 

between the young woman and her murderer that led to such fatal results, and the challenges of 

writing about your own past and the setting for that past with a dispassionate eye and an honest 

voice. 
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