Hunted in the Heartland
A MEMOIR OF MURDER

Bonney Hogue Patterson

Copyright © 2010
All rights reserved – Patterson Publishing, LLC
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form
or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including
photocopying, recording, taping, or by any information storage retrieval
system, without the permission, in writing, from the publisher.
Eloquent Books
An imprint of Strategic Book Group
P.O. Box 333
Durham CT 06422
www.StrategicBookGroup.com
ISBN: 978-1-60976-682-5
Printed in the United States of AmericaBook
Design: Rolando F. Santos

Contents
Acknowledgements.............................................................................v
Introduction....................................................................................... vii
Gobsmacked......................................................................................... 1
—Part One—
WITNESS TO MURDER
Chapter One—A New Neighborhood.............................................. 11
Chapter Two—Confrontation with a Killer...................................... 15
Chapter Three—Virginia and David Witte....................................... 21
Chapter Four—Murder in Marion..................................................... 27
Chapter Five—The Investigation Begins.......................................... 33
Chapter Six—The Aftermath............................................................. 45
—Part Two—
CRACKING A COLD CASE
Chapter Seven—A Break in the Case................................................. 63
Chapter Eight— Detective Christina Morrow, Marion,
		
Illinois Police Department...................................... 73
Chapter Nine— Lieutenant Paul Echols, Carbondale,
		
Illinois Police Department...................................... 97
Chapter Ten—Seeking Answers...................................................... 107
—Part Three—
JUSTICE AT LAST
Chapter Eleven—Timothy Krajcir Returns To Cape..................... 115
Chapter Twelve—How Did We Get To This Point?....................... 119
Chapter 13—Probable Cause........................................................... 127
Chapter Fourteen— Plea Hearing and the
		
Victim Impact Statements ............................. 133
Chapter Fifteen—The Last Victim.................................................... 147
Conclusion........................................................................................ 151
Appendix........................................................................................... 157
A Timeline for Timothy Krajcir...................................................... 157
About the Author ............................................................................ 161

Acknowledgements

I

particularly want to thank Detective Christina Morrow of the
Marion, Illinois, Police Department for her patience and the
time she devoted to answering my queries. After all these
years, finally, I got to be the one asking questions and receiving
answers from the police, instead of the other way around. That
those answers were not always what I wanted to hear is of course
no one’s fault. She is a credit to her department.
I also want to thank Lieutenant Paul Echols of the
Carbondale Police Department. A more organized, dedicated
individual I have never met, and without him I doubt any of the
heinous crimes committed by Timothy Krajcir would have ever
been solved. Thanks for speaking with me, but I hope we don’t
meet again because of similar circumstances. I know if I decide to
commit any serious crimes, it will not be in your town!
Detective Jimmy Smith of the Cape Girardeau, Missouri
Police Department was very helpful in opening my eyes to
Krajcir’s crimes committed here in my adoptive state. Luckily, I
was able to follow the many twists and turns of Krajcir’s criminal
life beyond Marion, Illinois, because he was the trailblazer. His
experience and intuition told him that Krajcir was involved with
some of the cold cases he was dealing with, and he was right.
We are very lucky to have such smart, efficient and effective
law protection officers working on our behalf. You are heroes, in
my humble estimation.

v

Bonney Hogue Patterson

I also want to thank a very special person, independent
editor Rob Kaplan. The first person I worked with, he was
invaluable not only for his organizational ability, but wonderfully
insightful. Sometimes the questions,--why did I do that, or who
said what to whom, and so forth--nearly drove me crazy, but it
is a better book because he took such an interest. I couldn’t gloss
over anything without asking, “Why?” of myself, because he held
me accountable. I hope this finished product is to his liking. Now
you can stop discussing murder and mayhem over dinner with
the family, Rob.
Also, I want to give a special acknowledgement to my
ex-neighbor, Connie Clark, for sharing a tumultuous time. She
gave the police every ounce of cooperation they could possibly
have hoped for and then some. Also, thanks for your support
and encouragement for both the story to be told and to me while
writing it. And, to the neighbors from that time whom I spoke to,
especially Sherry Austin, thanks for sharing your memories and
information with me.
Thanks to my daughter, Sarah, for reading nonstop, even
though you said it kept you up all night. And thanks to now
grown-up baby Jeffy, who no longer needs his mommy to defend
him, but has gone on to the war in Afghanistan to defend us all.
And, needless to say, many thanks go to my husband of
years and years, Roger. Who else would ever put up with me?
How many men could take in stride that his wife all of a sudden
knew who had killed their neighbor almost thirty years ago,
almost immediately after suffering a terrible fall and concussion?
Par for the course, of course.
Also, a big thanks to Catherine Rankovic for helping me
through the final edit. You may well have saved my sanity,
Catherine.

vi

Introduction

A

book about a man who was a highly efficient, evil predator
upon women, a serial killer, no less, this is essentially a
story told from a women’s, and a community’s, points of
view. It has elements of investigative work and forensic evidence,
inside police stories, and on occasion delves into the mind and
background of this criminal. It became necessary to dig fairly
deeply into police records and track down individuals who played
a part in a baffling and brutal murder investigation. It evolved
that this one murder, in my neighborhood, and the ensuing
investigation, presented a crucial, and unique, pivotal point at
which a serial killer could have been stopped. Five additional
victims would have kept their lives, and much misery experienced
by the survivors of his violent, deviant assaults, would have been
spared their trauma. That one life caused so much grief for so
many for so long is incredible.
It begins as one woman’s story and that of her family
and neighbors unwittingly pulled into a shocking murder
investigation. It reignited years later after confessions from this
sexual predator and killer of nine women, as a simple desire to
get answers from police who, years ago, had asked us plenty of
questions, but gave little to no information in return. This murder
that happened in the middle of the day, literally under our noses
as our children played outside and we gardened in our yards, was
unfortunately destined to become a cold case for many years.
Incredibly, the answers I did receive after Timothy Krajcir’s
confessions were sometimes unsettling and jarring. It was not a
neat process, asking questions and finally receiving satisfying
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answers. With a prison record, but still virtually unchecked,
Krajcir freely spread mayhem, degradation, and murder for
years.
I began to feel I was following a thread through a jungle—
there were more bewildering twists and turns than I could ever
have imagined, certainly more than I could ever have made up.
Beginning with a confession to one murder, other victims quickly
emerged, all bound together by their fateful encounters with
Krajcir. I picked up the end of the thread and followed it back to
where it belonged, rewinding as I went.
Now I know to which spool my thread belongs, and where
that spool is. Finally, after nearly three decades, a face, a name
and a sense of who this criminal is who so brutally shattered our
peace and tranquility, “hunting” our very neighborhood for his
next victim, and, finding what he came for, taking my neighbor’s
life away with him. Now I know where that spool will remain.
Forever.
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Gobsmacked
Definition: flabbergasted, astounded.
Etymology: from gob ‘mouth’ + smacked ‘clapping hand over in surprise’,
Webster’s New Millennium “Dictionary of English, Preview Edition (v 0.97)

I

December 10, 2007

awoke early to a gray, icy morning. Freezing rain had visited
during the night in St. Charles County, Missouri. I turned on
my television set to check for school closings as I was due at
the local high school before 7 a.m. for my substitute teaching job.
Keeping one eye on the scrawl at the bottom of the newscast for
the school closings, I readied myself to go. With one last glance at
the television screen for my school, I left. Class wasn’t cancelled
today, it seemed.
Occasional patches of black ice lurked on the roadway ready
to send the unwary into nearby ditches or other obstacles.
I approached the school parking lot and did not see any
buses. Perhaps we had gone to a late-start-day schedule. Several
teachers had arrived, and a group of them and a few administrators
were gathered outside the front door. I parked in my usual spot
and approached the group.
The Principal announced that there would be no school
today. The school district had made the decision too late to get
the information out to the media. He said we could come in for
awhile, or we could go home. A couple of people turned to go,
including another substitute teacher. She slipped a little on the
ice.
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“Be careful!” I urged. She made it back to her car without
further incident.
After a few pleasantries, I turned to leave. I never felt the
fall, never even had a sensation of falling, only that of my right
foot slipping on a patch of ice. Then there was the sudden impact
of the back of my head hitting the pavement. I was laid out on
the icy cold, wet sidewalk, unable to get up without assistance. I
vaguely heard someone saying, “Call 9-1-1.”
Feeling no pain as yet, I was nevertheless shocked and
astounded by the force of the blow to the back of my head.
Gobsmacked, with a capital “G”.
Never before had I had the experience of being in an
ER trauma center during a snow and ice storm. While under
observation in a small room beside the nurse’s station for my
head injury, I watched all day as the wounded were brought in,
x-rayed, scanned, splinted, bandaged, stitched, medicated and
sent on their way.
I had a concussion, neck, rib, collarbone and lower back
injuries, but x-rays showed no broken bones, luckily.
Around mid-day I asked, a couple of times, for the nurse to
turn off the overhead light. It was so bright I felt it was making my
headache worse. And a nap seemed like such a good idea, because
I was tired and sleepy. Even with the bustle going on outside, I
thought I could easily drift off, if not for that annoyingly bright
overhead light. Of course, the nurses had no intention of giving
me a dark or quiet room, I realized later. Going to sleep was the
last thing they wanted for a patient with a head injury.
But, even as I was pleading for a darkened room, I had no
idea, then, that another, equally jarring event was taking place at
that very same time in southern Illinois, in an equally busy, bright
setting. A man was facing a judge and making his own plea—of
murder.
My husband, Roger, came to the hospital to see me home
late that afternoon. Once safely back at our house, I finally took
some pain medication. Everything hurt, and I had a whopper
of a headache. While nibbling at a light dinner, I was halflistening to the evening news as I glanced through that morning’s
newspaper.
One of the big news stories of the day appeared to be a
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break in a cold-case murder in Carbondale, Illinois. A man had
pled guilty today of murdering a young college co-ed. DNA had
linked this with a suspect, already in prison.
I turned to Roger and said, “I bet this has something to do
with the Virginia Witte murder.”
Surprised at this out-of-the-blue statement, he responded,
“Haven’t you had a busy enough day without trying to solve an
almost 30-year-old murder?”
That night I slept fitfully. My shoulders, head, back,
collarbone and neck all hurt at once. No matter how I lay,
something hurt. I woke myself up from time to time groaning
from pain on some pressure point or other. When the alarm went
off, I was grateful to get up and leave that night behind.
Roger went out for the newspapers while I made coffee, then
I turned on the early television news. There would be no dashing
off to school this morning, my routine having been changed by
the fall.
At leisure, I glanced at the front page of the St. Louis PostDispatch, and the previously unsolved murder case was frontpage news. A recent color picture of the suspect in orange prison
garb stared up at me, and older, black-and-white photos of
several more of his now-identified victims were arrayed below.
I felt a twinge of sympathy and pity for these women and their
families.
I wondered what madness could drive an individual to
become a serial killer, preying on women. It seems when we
hear stories about these heinous crimes from the media that we
are removed from it all, as if it is not quite real and surely not
something that will ever impact our own lives.
Yet, there was no denying those pictures were of real, vibrant
women, struck down at the whim of a cold, remorseless killer,
their lives unfinished, their hopes unfulfilled.
The story continued on page 5. I turned to finish the article.
A smaller article beside the conclusion featured a picture of the
suspect as he had appeared in the 1970’s, his criminal heyday.
I struggled to get my wavy sight focused on the younger
person in the photo.
Gobsmacked, yet again.
The jolt of recognition cleared away the fog of the concussion
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and pain medication instantly. With sudden, stunning clarity,
I realized I had seen this man before, in 1978 in my very own
neighborhood. His behavior had been so unusual I remembered
him. Four days later this individual had returned to our area
and brutally murdered a woman who lived two doors away. The
police at the time did not seem to have any doubts that I had seen
the killer.
I turned to Roger and said, “This is the man that killed
Virginia.”
I guess Roger’s response was logical: How can you be sure?
The murder of our neighbor and Roger’s co-worker was 29 years
ago, and after all, he was dealing with a woman with a woozy
head injury! And on painkillers, yet! Roger left for work, advising
me to take it easy. But I was sure. I had promised myself I would
never forget that face.
I re-read the article. I looked at the picture on the front page
again. This is how he looks now, I thought. I looked at the older
picture again. Yes, I was sure I had seen the man before.
Apparently, a Carbondale, Illinois Detective, Lieutenant Paul
Echols, had used DNA evidence to link one Timothy Krajcir to the
murder of Southern Illinois University college student Deborah
Sheppard. Tragically, she was raped and strangled in 1982, the
month before her graduation. Her life was just beginning to take
flight and then it was ended abruptly. She was 23 years old.
And, in Cape Girardeau, Missouri, 45 miles away, across
the Mississippi River, Detective Jimmy Smith had cold cases of
his own. Some similar aspects of crimes he was familiar with
seemed to point to Timothy Krajcir, as well. He and Lieutenant
Paul Echols began to talk. Other possible victims emerged.
My murdered neighbor was not mentioned in the article.
The identified victims were clustered in Cape Girardeau, Missouri,
and in Carbondale. Marion was just a 20-minute drive from
Carbondale, about 15 miles. I felt there had to be a connection.
A rush of memories brought back that day and time to me.
No “story” now, this became all too real; my bruised brain shifted
from the present-day story to the past questions and interviews
by the police, and to the shell-shocked neighbors reacting to the
violence that had erupted among us without warning.
Of course we had hoped a suspect would be identified
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quickly. But as the days turned into weeks, heaviness seemed to
settle over the neighborhood, and we simply waited.
No news ever came, and this became the coldest of cold
cases. It seemed this crime would never be solved. Someone had
literally gotten away with murder and could be walking among
us every day. People did inquire of the police from time to time
for information. As far as I know, we all received the same firm,
pat answer, “He’s left the area,” with no further elaboration.
How the police knew that was a mystery. Where did “he”
go? Who was “he”? If “he” was no longer there, why did they not
find him, and bring him back to face justice?
A desire for closure runs deeply in all of us. We want to
know, at an almost primitive, primal level what happened to
people we know or love. We want to know why this terrible thing
happened. People feel a need to know so that they can adjust or
accommodate their lives in some way to avoid the same fate. The
loved ones need to know so they do not have merely the empty
chair at the table, the empty side of the bed, the hollow holiday,
but can begin to put the trauma behind them and hold onto the
happy, warm, living memories of those they cared about.
We needed answers if we were to have this closure. Without
this, we simply must settle for burying this terrible happenstance
as far in the backs of our minds as possible to deal with the grief
and shock until we can begin to move forward.
When violent crime unexpectedly rears its ugly head and
looks in your direction, you cannot ever entirely forget. It can
come back in a flash; it is as real and raw as the day it happened.
All it takes is a memory, a news story, or—a picture.
I wondered if police had reviewed the Virginia Witte case.
Having left the area twenty years ago, I was momentarily stumped
about whom to ask. Not sure where to start, but determined to
once again alert authorities that this person could have played a
part in my neighbor’s death, I picked up the telephone. If there
was even a small chance of justice, or closure, would it not be
worth looking into?
I dialed directory assistance and asked for the Marion, Illinois
police department. There an efficient-sounding woman answered
the telephone. I did not really know what to say, so plunged right
in. I asked her if anyone in the department worked on old cases.
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She asked for my name, I replied “Bonney Patterson”, and she
put me through to a Detective Morrow.
I identified myself to her, but apparently my name had
already been put forth. I explained the news media in St. Louis
was leading with the story of the cold case murders. I told her I
had once lived in Marion, and was a neighbor of the murdered
Virginia Witte, and now lived just west of St. Louis County in
St. Charles County, Missouri. I asked her outright if anyone
was looking at this man as a possible suspect in connection with
the Virginia Witte murder. I mentioned the news articles in the
morning St. Louis Post-Dispatch and the old photo of the suspect
as he had appeared in the 1970s.
I finished, nearly out of breath, saying, “I think this is the
man that killed Virginia Witte.”
Detective Morrow must have been a bit surprised at this
telephone call from the blue and onslaught of words. But she
recovered nicely and replied, “I have the file here in front of me
right now. I was reading a statement you gave when they told me
you were on the phone. So I recognized your name. By the way,
this is a pretty good statement.”
We talked a few minutes about some details of the case
that I had covered earlier (much earlier) in a statement and she
also mentioned another former neighbor, Connie Clark. Both
Connie and I had seen the same individual and had done our
best to recall any and all details that might have been of help to
the investigation. Connie had even undergone hypnosis and
then been given a post-hypnotic suggestion that she would not
remember certain events of that day. Both Detective Morrow
and I were not sure what, or if, Connie remembered. Detective
Morrow expressed some concern as to how she would react to
the news when and if it caught up with her. I told her I would try
and get in touch with Connie and she could contact the police if
she wanted.
Morrow went on to say that the suspect was in prison on
other charges. The death penalty was now in play, and in fact,
the Prosecuting Attorney in Cape Girardeau, Missouri was ready
to proceed. Krajcir offered to confess to other crimes if the death
penalty was removed. It was generally felt this would bring
closure to some families with members who had died in the
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intervening years wondering why their loved ones were taken
and having never received answers.
“This afternoon I will be sitting down across from him at the
Big Muddy Correctional Center and I will see if he will admit to
the Witte murder. If he does, we need to notify family members
before we can make a public statement. We may need further
statements for the formal charges.”
I was happy to agree to cooperate in any way that they
might require.
The Detective said Krajcir drove around neighborhoods and
parking lots to scout out potential victims. He referred to this as
“hunting”. I felt my scalp prickle. Yes, I had observed first-hand
this technique of Krajcir’s. I realized that the encounter I had had
was indeed with a serial killer “hunting” human prey for his next
victim to assault or even to murder.
We finished up the conversation, and just before we hung
up, Detective Morrow said, “This is the guy.”
Gobsmacked yet again. It was beginning to feel almost cosmic
in nature.
Over the next few days, more details appeared in the news.
There was even a small mention of Virginia Witte in connection
to the murder investigation. As the investigations unfolded, it
became painfully obvious that this was a man who had committed
many crimes over many years. He was now willing to confess
only because he could finally be tied to capital murder cases and
be put to death. With this taken off the table, he would make
full confessions of his crimes, a few of which lacked any physical
evidence.
It was a surreal week. My head probably would have been
spinning without the concussion. It was dizzying, in itself, to
contemplate that after all these years, we—family, friends, and
neighbors, would finally be able to have answers to questions
surrounding a terrible crime. Justice, when we had all but given
up, hopefully, would yet prevail.
But as events were rapidly coming together, it became all
too easy to be sucked into a quagmire of amazing twists and
turns spiraling around a decades-old crime, the ensuing police
investigation over the course of some thirty years, and the legal
and criminal system that dispenses justice—or not.
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A story emerged of a prolific, highly organized and brutal
criminal who “hunted” victims for his heinous crimes of sex,
robbery, degradation, and even murder.
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PART ONE
WITNESS TO MURDER

Chapter One
A New Neighborhood
January, 1978, the Move from Centralia, to Marion, Illinois

B

ounding out of bed in a weak, early-morning light, I pulled
back the curtain. As I had feared, a deep blanket of white
already lay on the ground, and it was still snowing. The
movers would be here soon. The kids were staying with their
grandparents until we got everything in place at the new house,
and Roger was already at his new job. He was waiting in Marion,
Illinois. I would follow, alone, after the van was loaded.
It was sad to be leaving our little house. It was the first home
we had bought. Our daughter, Sarah, was born in a Chicago suburb
in November, 1974. We three moved soon after, and our Son, Jeff,
or “Jeffy” as everyone called the baby, was born in Centralia,
Illinois in March, 1977. We had been a busy and active part of
the community and I had enjoyed our stay. Roger worked for an
accounting firm in town and had been offered a Chief Financial
Officer position with his “favorite client!” when the current CFO
announced his retirement. Another move was on.
We had chosen a house in Westernaire Estates, just west of
the city limits of the town of Marion, trading in our snug, threebedroom ranch for a larger, four-bedroom two-story with full
basement. It also had a nice fireplace, which seemed like a great
idea for this winter weather! Now all I had to do was get there.
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I headed out to Interstate 57 and turned south, into the swirling
snowstorm.
The snow continued all day. Great, fat, fluffy flakes were
whipped this way and that by gusty, cold winds which proved
challenging to the movers. We were all relieved when they
gathered their things and departed.
Tiredly, I hoped our new life in a new town, and new
house, would be happy and not as ominous as this terrible winter
weather seemed to indicate.
Winter had us in its grip and did not want to let go. We
bustled around in our new house, unpacking, enjoying the extra
space we now had. Sarah loved running up and down the stairs,
and like the two-and-a-half-year-old she was, never seemed to
lack energy. One day I noticed her sitting on the stairs gazing at
her reflection in the mirror hung in the hallway. I asked her what
she was doing, and she said, smiling at her ‘‘twin’’ in the mirror,
“I like this house—it’s just my size!” I laughed and said that this
was a big house and she was just a little bitty girl! She giggled.
The new house was vacant when we bought it, and needed
some cleaning and a few updates on paint and wallpaper. It
was a traditional center hall floor plan downstairs with four
bedrooms upstairs. There was a big walk-in closet at the back of
our bedroom and the bathroom was to the right. A window in our
bath overlooked the railroad tracks and empty field beyond. As
privacy did not seem to be an issue, I hung some sheer Priscilla
curtains in there. Sarah’s bedroom was at the back of the house,
Jeff’s on the front, and a small bedroom in the middle. There was
a lot of light in each room, and three of the bedrooms, including
the Master bedroom, had windows overlooking the front yard.
Possibly because we had moved into the neighborhood in
the dead of winter, people were tucked away in their homes. I
did meet a couple of people right away. One house over, on the
opposite corner of Lakeview and Skyline Drive were the Clarks.
They had two children, just our kids ages—the older child a girl,
and the younger a boy. I hoped they would be good playmates.
Connie was for the moment a stay-at-home Mom, as was I. Her
husband was a teacher.
On our side of the street, the second house down, perched
on that same corner as the Clarks, lived the Wittes, Virginia
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and David. Virginia, a friendly person, was just about the first
new neighbor to come and say hello. She worked for Diagraph
Corporation, where Roger was the new CFO, and also in the
accounting department. When the wintery weather continued,
Roger stopped a few times at the corner to pick Virginia up for
work. He joked that he will do just about anything to get his
department there in bad weather!
Virginia was a lovely lady in her early fifties, bright and alert
and friendly with dark hair and a petite frame. I knew we were
both looking forward to better weather. She talked about the new
little deck off their breakfast room, and how they couldn’t wait to
use it. She loved to paint, and this is a perfect spot. They dangled
a brightly painted red box with four little “window panes” on
a couple of chains from the top of the deck to “frame the view.”
A bit of whimsy, I thought, for people who enjoy being outside
and take pride in their home. I wondered how long she would
continue to work, as her husband had retired and they had a first
grandbaby on the way, out in Colorado. It seemed to me she has
a lot to look forward to besides working.
Finally winter eased. March passed. Baby Jeffy was now a
one-year-old. April, and Roger became an old man of 28. Finally,
May arrived and we discovered our front yard possessed a thriving
crop of dandelions, and some not very lush-looking grass.
I had joined a women’s gym, working out during the winter
months. I am as “buff” as I ever will be, and in shape to tackle
some outdoor projects. Roger started with the sparse grass and
prolific dandelions. He put fertilizer on the rather anemic grass,
which then finished dying off. He was very annoyed when he
caught Sarah joyfully blowing dandelion seed heads in the wind,
waving the stalks about as a fairy princess might wave a magic
wand. I tackled a planting area at the front of the property on
the very east corner, just beside the road. It had been somewhat
neglected, but has a nice Birch tree, and a couple of other nice
plantings, rocks, etc. I thought with a little trimming, weeding,
edging and flowers, it might look very nice.
As the weather steadily improved, I enjoyed working
outside in the front yard, as people walked, jogged, or drove by.
Most of the time, they waved, or stopped. The road was gravel
and oil, leaving loose gravel alongside the grass. It made it easy
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to hear if someone is coming, either walking or driving along the
shoulder, by giving off little crunches under shoes or a crunchpop from underneath car tires. I always looked up and smiled or
waved. After a long winter in a new place, I am happy to meet
and greet anyone with a friendly face! I know few people in the
subdivision as yet.
Because the kids were little, they still had an afternoon nap
after lunch. I tried to get to the gym and run an errand or so in
the morning and be home by lunchtime. One day I took the kids
to pick out some flowers to put in the planting area I had been
working on in the front yard. We find some marigolds that have
a bright burst of color. I tell them we will plant them together in
the next couple of days.
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