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By Stefan Ward Duncan :
Staff: Writer T,

Parole was denied mcently for one of the three
men ‘serving-prison time-in connection with the
murder of Lieth Petér Von Siein atid the assanlt o

“in W ‘
'IheWashmgmnmmder mwl;xchVonSwm
was: killed inhis‘Smallwood hoine, led to two
books and: two television movies,

. Eventually, it was discovered'that Von Stein’s
' stepson, Christopher Pritchard, had plotted the
murder with'thé belp of two friends from N.C.
State ‘UmVe:sity Neal ‘Henderson and James

_ Bonnie Von. Stein, which occurred July 25,1988, ’
aslungton

gmltg to- aldmg in-
second-degreemurderdndassault,wasdemedpar-
ole on Aug. 8,
, Hendexsonxsuwame;atedat&angeConnty
Comection -Center in Hillsborough,
"=“'“'?\erewewedforparoleeachyearunﬁl'he

Hendemon. ‘who pleaded

on must rem aini

- is “papm paroled” or reaches his maxlmum sen-

tence, said Tracy Herring of the 'N.C. Parole
Commlssmn R

-Paper parole is being paroled from one sentence,
butsull havmgmremmnmpnsonwserveanomer
sentence. '

Hendetson was, sentenoedto six years for mdmg
andabettmg,assault with adeaﬁly weaponwith in-
tent to kill inflicting serious injiiry, anid has an ad-
- ditional sentence of 40 years for mdmg and abet-
ting. second-degmee :murder, . A

- Pritchard, who- pleaded guilty. to the game
charges, must serve 20 years for aiding and abet-
\ting with assauliwith a deadly Wweapon wnh intem

 kill inflicting serious injury-and a life sentence
fox: aiding and- abetting second-degres mutder.

Pritchard is in Yadkin Correctional Center ‘in
adicville, Hewillbeebglbleforparolemzooz~
The tlnrdmanconnecledwﬁhthemurdet Up-

Y,

\church, isan mmate atNash Correcuonal Insumt;.,

ville, -

“He was onsmally found guilty for first-degree
Mtzlatvand ﬁl'st-dem‘ee mllrﬁﬂ’ fnrwhinh ha was
,sentenced to die by the jury.

However, this decision was overtumed because
‘of the sentencmg mstmctions given to the jury by
the judge.

Upchurch was. re-sentenced Sept. 22, 1993 and

"given life in prison instead of death,

.. Before. Upchurch can be released, e has four
‘sentences to serve. He must serve 20+ ‘yéars for as-
sault with a dewy ‘weapon with intent to kill in-
ﬂlctmg serious injury. A three-year sentence was
given: forlarcmy afterbrealang and,entenng He
was given a life sentence for ﬁrst-degreeburglmy

- and a life sentence for first-degree. murder.

Asfor Upchurch’s parole status, hewxllbeehgl
ble for “paper parole” on the first two. sentences
He was reviewed in 1994 and 1995,

Even 1fUpchurch is given a paper parole, he will

‘ then have to start serving one of his two life sen-
ces. At the completion of one of the: life sen-
tences, he will have to begin serving his niext life
sentence,
. “Heigyearsi and years away fiom becoming par-
‘oled on the streets,” Ms. ‘Herring -said.
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Parole Cbm

By Matthew Hemby
Staff Writer:

The N.C. Parole Commlssmn has
denied parole for one of the three
men serving prison time in connec-
tion with the murder of Lieth Peter
Von Stein and the ‘assault on his
wife, Bonnie Von Stein, which
occurred July 25, 1988, in Washing-
ton.

Gerald Neal  Henderson, who
pleaded guilty to aiding and abetting
in second-degree murder and
assault, received the letter informing
him. of the Parole Commission’s
decision Friday. :

Henderson’s . maximum;:release.-.
date is March 10, 2005, but he may
leave earlier if he earns time credit
with. work programs in the ‘prison
system, said Tracy Herring of the
Parole Commission.

* Henderson is in.Orange Correc-
tional Facility in Hillsborough.

Henderson received a 40-year sen-
tence for aiding and abetting in sec-
ond-degree murder and a s1x-year'
sentence, for axdmg and abetting in

an -assault, which ‘runs concurrent-

with the first.

The commission will rev:ew Hen--
derson for * ‘paper parole” until ‘he
reaches his . maximum sentence‘
Paper parole is when he'is_paroled
from one sentence but still -has to
remain in prison to serve another
senténce. ,

The' murder occurred in the Von
Stein’s Smallwood home, ' and
Chnstopher Pritchard, Von Stein’s
stepson, and two frierids, Henderson -
:and James Upchurch, were charged

3 lottmg the ‘mutder while
friel fUniversity. -
,James @hurch was found guilty

sentenced him to dxe
The sentence, however was over-

turned because of the'. -sentencing

instructions given to the jury by the
judge at-the trial. Upchurch was
resentenced Sept. 22, 1993, and
given two life sentences instead of
death.

Upchurch has four sentences to
serve before he can be released. He
must serve 20 years for assault with
a deadly weapon with intent to kill
inflicting serious injury. He also has
‘a three-year sentence for lar'ceny

"and " brédkiiig "and “énfering ‘and

recelved two life sentences for first-
degree burglary and first-degree
murder,

Upchurch was eligible for paper

of ﬁrst-degtee burglary and ﬁrst‘-
degree murder, for whxch the Jury :
‘ . rently in

rssnn denles

missioil.
iféctxonal Facnhty,.
in Nashville.".

Even if he receives a paper parole,’
he will then ave to Start serving oné
of his two life sentences. He will be
eligible for parole’ of the life ‘sen-
tence for ﬁrst-degree murder in 20
years.

Pritchard pleaded guxlty to -the
same charges as Hendi rson, He
must serve 20 years foraiding and
abetting with assault with:a: deadly
weapon with intent to kill mﬂlctmg
serious injury and serve a life sén-
tence for aiding and abetting sec-
ond-degree murder. These senténces
run consecutively, and Pritchard will
be eligible for parole Dec. 23, 2001.
He is currently iri Randolph Correc-
tlonal Facility i in Asheboro '
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A story he couldn’t pass up

In race to write, author soa

By JERI ROWE

Randolph Bureau

Book portrays ordinary

ked up sights, smell of murder case

people, an extraordinary crime

ASHEBORO — The murder in-
trigued Jerry Bledsoe.

Here were three kids from

rominent families. Smart. Col-
ege students. Buddiez at N.C.
State University.
. Yet all three were accused of an
incredible crime: murdering Lieth
Von Stein, stepfather to one of
them, for his money.

How could it happen? Bledsoe,
the News & Record writer whose
1988 true-crime book, “Bitter
Blood,” became a best seller,
wanted to find out.

“You wouldn’t want to write
about some coke-head holding up
a convenience store because you
know how that haJ)pens. but you
don’t send your kid to N.C, State
and then have them end up on
death row,” Bledsoe said in a re-
cent interview in his Ashehoro
writing studio.

A lanky man of 50, Bledsoe
started elimbing into underground
tunnels, poring through crime re-

ports and looking through hi
school yearbooks. He M
a frequent visitor to Washington,

Jerry Woliord/ News & Record

Jerry Bledsoe: ‘Blood Games'
is about a search for family

the small eastern North Carolina
town where the murder oceurred.

He drove the quiet streets at
nijht and clambered through
fields where police found the mur-
der weapon, a baseball bat. One
morning, he got hog dung on his
shirt as he interviewed a farmer
unloading swine from a truck.

But Bledsoe wasn't the only
writer on the murder trail in
Waghington.

Joe McGinniss, author of the
best sellers “Fatal Vision” and
“Blind Faith,” had also jumped on
the story. McGinniss began his re-
search a few weeks after Bledsoe.

A highly competitive race
evolved between two of the coun-
try’s top true-crime writers, both
of whom are represented by the
same literary agent.

After months of s&eculation,
Bledsoe has eme: e winner,
His book, “Blood Games,” hits the
shelves in the next few weeks
with a 75,000-copy first printing,
mﬂhﬁ’s publi; her,lE.PédDut-

1, originally planned the
book far November, but rushed it
into prink to beat McGinniss,

MeGianiss’ book, “Cruel
Doubt,” will be published in late
September by Simon & Schuster.
Originally sst for publication in
January, the company switched
the date te September when
MecGinniss turned the manuscript
in early, said Michele Farinet, a
Simon & Schuster spokeswoman,

Simon & Schuster never consid-
ered McGinniss to be in a race
with Bledsoe, she said, because of

MeGinniss’ reputation and his exclusive access to ke
figures in the murder case. :
cGinniss, who lives in Williamstown, Mass., has

declined any interviews until the book appears. He will
vigit Greensboro on a promotional book tour Oct. 16.

Hollywood isn't far behind.

Universal Pictures is consider-
ing making a movie of “Blood
Games,” which has been chosen a
Book-of-the-Month-Club seleetion.
NBC has bought the rights to
“Cruel Doubt” for a possible mini-
series. And Primetime Live is con-
gidering reporting on the case that
shocked Washington three sum-
mers ago.

“Who in the world would’ve ever
%ou}%'ht this éilshe day we t}vlvel;a e:(ti

e house and ... seeing the
hody on the bed,” said Lt, John CCIONISS
Taylor of the Washington Police Department, a key
figure in Bledsoe’s book whom Universal has ap-
proached about serving as a consultant on the movie.
“No one ever foresaw anything like this happening.”

It all started about 4 a.m. July 25, 1988.

Bleeding and falling in and out of unconsciousness,
Bonnie Von Stein managed to crawl to the telephone
and punch buttons until she got an operator. She and
her husband, Lieth Von Stein, had been brutally at-
tacked in their bed by a shadowy figure wielding a
baseball bat and hunting knife. Lieth died before the
ambulance arrived.

After a yearlong investigation, police arrested Bonnie
Von Stein’s son, Chris Pritchard, and two of his college
buddies, Neal Henderson and Bart Upchurch, in con-
nection with the murder.

In January 1990, Pritchard testified that he wanted
his parents dead so that he could receive a $2 million
inheritance and share the wealth with his friends.

Upchurch received the death penalty after being
found guilty of killing Lieth Von Stein. Pritchard re-
ceived life in prison for planning the murder. Hender-
son received a 40-year sentence for driving Upchurch to
Washington to kill the Von Steins.

“This was supposed to be a safe, small town, but it
ended abruptly that morning,” said Michelle Sparrow,
the emergency dis%atcher who fielded the tic
telephone call from Bonnie Von Stein.

Those ingredients caught Bledsoe’s attention. He was
also motivated by a fatherly concern.

Hig only child, Erik, had often played the board game
Dungeons and Dragons with friends in an apartment
beside the family’s home.

Upchurch, Henderson and Pritchard also played Dun-
geons and Dragons, a game in which players sometimes
plot murders to collect a treasure. In the beginning,
police thought Dungecns and Dragons may have moti-




vated the crime.

After months of research, Bledsoe thinks differently,

“This murder was caused by missing fathers,” he
said. “Neal’s father was gone, Bart’s father was distant
and the high irony of it all was the one man who strove
to be a father — Lieth Von Stein — paid the ultimate
penalty.

“MTV, Dungeons and Dragons have filled a void that
used to be reserved for the family. That’s what these
boys were looking for — family. That’s what this book is
all about.”

Bledsoe holed up last summer in an Emerald Isle
beach house and banged out the first five chapters. He
then spent 16-hour days writing in his A-frame studio in
Asheboro. He stopped only to run or ride his mountain
bike to clear his mind. j b

“I laid my notes from
one end of the room to
the other and tried to
come up with a story out
of that crap,” he said.

Bledsoe’s last true-
crime book, “Bitter
Blood,” about the bizarre
Klenner-Lynch murders
in Greensboro, surprised
the publishing industry.
The book sold -slowly in
hardback, but in paper-
back climbed the New
York Times best-seller
list and spent 14 weeks in
the No. 1 non-fiction slot.

“Blood Games” lacks
the drama of “Bitter
Blood,” Bledsoe con-
cedes. There are no
bombs going off, no Su-
preme Court judge in the

Miclnlal :B;ru.lay/ Lanﬂmark- New; Ser;rlee
RECONCILIATION: Bonnie Von Stein hugs
her son Chris after his January 1990 conviction

church’s family, their friends and a host of law enforce-
ment authorities who participated in the case. McGin-
niss talked with the same people, as well as psychia-
trists to get a handle on how a son from an affluent
family could have planned his stepfather’s murder. The
two never crossed paths in their research.

MecGinniss had one advantage, however: an exclusive
link to Bonnie Von Stein.

She refused to talk to Bledsoe and told her friends
she would prefer that they not talk to him either.

Her friends say she distrusted Washington Police
Chief John Crone and the other detectives because
she believed they withheld information from her during

. the investigation.

Because of this dis-
trust, Von Stein told her
friends she didn’t want to
talk to Bledsoe, who was
relying heavily on the ac-
counts of the Washington
police officers.

Approached at her
Winston-Salem home,
Bonnie Von Stein de-
clined to comment for this
article.

“In the book, you see
her as an incredibly
strong woman, and it was
very hard for her to ac-
cept the reality of what
went on and cope with
the enormity of the trage-
dy in her life,” said Fari-
net, the Simon & Schus-
ter spokeswoman.

In an interesting twist,
Bledsoe met Von Stein at
a book-autographing ses-

family and no relatives
dying grisly deaths in two
different states.

on charges of having her husband murdered
and attempting to have her murdered. She
wouldn'’t talk to Bledsoe for his book, however,

gion in Winston-Salem
just before her son was
arrested. Without identi-

Still, he believes that  something he regrets.
more people may be able
to relate to “Blood Games” because the main characters
are typical North Carolinians.

“These are more ordinary people whose sons go off to
college and then end up in this awful thing,” he said.

“And then there's this high horror to it, even more so
than “Bitter Blood,” ” Bledsoe said. “Here is this ordi-
nary guy, an innocent man. Lieth Von Stein. He goes to
bed and then gets beaten to death. What was his last
thought? Who? What? Why? How? That’s horrifie.”

McGinniss’ book focuses on the Von Steins and how
the murder affected the extended family, while Bled-
soe’s book focuses on the investigation and how the
police caught the three college students.

Bledsoe interviewed Henderson, Upchurch, Up-

fqui herself, she asked
Bledsoe how to write a
book. The next time Bledsoe saw the small, brown-
haired woman was at the murder trial, sittinﬁ behind
her son. Bledsoe told her he wanted to talk to her for 2
book he was writing.

But Von Stein had plans of her own. Friends said she
read and compared many true-crime books, and in the
end, chose Joe McGinniss to help her write her story.

Her lawyer, Wade Smith of Raleigh, had represented
Jefirey MacDonald, the ex-Green Beret convicted of
murdering his family whom McGinniss had written
about in “Fatal Vision.” Smith put Von Stein in touch

with McGinniss.
McGinniss flew down from Massachusetts and spent



the day ‘with her, her fnends sald She found hxm W
and open-minded.

“I remember her ealhng me. and sayi ‘Sue, I’m
gomg to tell him absolutely the truth s I know it and
write this book,’ ” said ,Peggy Sue Smlth a close frienﬂ !
and former nelghbor. Lo

000 - v

Von Stein’s mlence frustrated Bledsoe. '

He. wanted to explore: the relationship’ ‘between hex“‘
and her son, whom she supported even after he admxt-'“
ted to plotting her's and her husband’s. murder, Hé™
wanted to know all the intimate details of their life oxt"*
Lawson Road in Smallwood one: of Washmgl:on’s plu-r
shest suburbs.

‘But because he was turried- away he ‘had to rely ort"
‘court records and anecdotes fiom Lieth Von Stein
relatives. :

“T have not}nniagmnst Bonnie Von Stein; but it waé

frustrating as hell becanse you want; to telf ‘the entxre*'
story and you want to get every aspgct, tfs sai

ceee T
b In Washmgton, readers are eagerly await;ng both‘

At Smalls Buokstore, a pink-and—gmy 8
tising “Blocd Games” is taped beside thgo_
The store has ordered 250 copies.of the boo)
“Cruel Doubt.” Forty customers have already
for copies of Bledse’s book, and 10 for McGin

“Everybody is blaming (the murder) on Dungéons,
and Dragons and drugs: and people want. to knowthe
truth,” said Pam Clark, the store’s assistant managern-
“They're interested because it’s their Life.”. ,

Wayland -Sernions,. Upchurch’s attomey dunng the
trial, hopes the books can help. sway public opinion anqb
convince an appellate Judgzmiio :give his
prgic{m rather thliem ; todie. . . -

ow can three oungpeopegoonammmalen
prise and one receive the ultimate penal ty -and the: other
two receltgre ‘1much lﬁ se:ere geinten et h% atglg “Its;,
a disparity of punis! ent, -and I’'m:confiden
court will ﬁmflt tremendously mﬁaxrand yonnng
Upchurch will not have: to di'e. AN

In Bledsoe's. cramped studio books eompeteforapaw
with hotographs, bulletin hoards and other: memenﬁosu
from his long career in writing. " -

Now there’s a.new addition: three rubber rbor
notes from “Blocd Games.” They sit in a far oY
reminder ‘of July 25, 1988, and" three younghves that‘..
went -horribly wrong. :

“Here are these: klds they have stolen and done*
almost everythmg,’?,Bledsoe said. “They
troable, but there is no'moral basis for

: “Andthlsisthehard .7 he contin
pt it.. All the evidence smdhe‘aidxt Hesmglm:
didn’t. ut I didn’t find anything to vindicate him.”"-:

ll.A

S/



Tames  SArTierT WK, 12 ALDID 9

sl
; , g g A e 2 . B Ve GG i oy )70 /{/ L
(~REENS BLAD NEWS é; RECORD qud) j§RVE [99] —REGUSE y

Tbe caller from the
house at 110 Lawson Drive
was desperate. “I need the
police and an ambulance,” a
soft female voice pleaded.
“My husband may be dying
and I think I may be, too.

When police arrived at
the Von Stein house in the
sultxyzkpredanm hours of
July 25, 1988, they found a
gruesome scene. Lieth, a
wealthy textile executive,
had been brutally beaten
and knifed to death in his
bed. His wife, Bonnie, had
also been attacked. She was
barely alive.

The crimes shocked the
tmngluél town of
Washington, N.C., but the
real shock was still to come.
An eleven-month
investigation found that
T o T
and two of his fiiends at
N.C. State University had
committed the murder so
that Chris could come into
an early inheritance,

In his new book, “Blood
Games,” Asheboro author
Jerry Bledsoe chronicles
this dark stox?r of drugs,
greed and failed fami
relationships. Excerpts
begin today and run
through Thursday.

investment strategyina
‘haphaza - way. He studied and
plotted and made careful moves,
‘and that required alotof

- computer programmers (indeed,  make
'f;hatwashﬁtheyhgdmet), | met
~and they had developeda ~  pla

%mm ram to help Lieth keepup
rith stock trends, now thathe ~  Fn

' come into a large inheritance,




& Wi{farfhnr&shadadarkdlmng the
roam: colortui qmlts draped from
ceiling, and advertisedaNew .
Orleans-style French cuisine. Bonnie and
Lieth both ordered the $11.95 Sunday
special, Lieth choosing supreme du
poulet, Bonnie the beef bordelaise.

Lieth was in a good moed, and they
talked about his success with the
investments he’d been making and their
future now that the children both soon
would be in college. Lieth finished most
of a carafe of wine as they talked.

Perhaps it was the wine, combined
with the food and the setting, but
-something brought out the sweetness in
Lieth. He told her something she would
cling to later. He would have no life if not
for her, he said, as she remembered it
later, and no reason to live without her.

They left for home a little before 9 p.m.
“The Deliberate Stranger,” a two-part
TV movie about Ted Bundy, the serial
killer, was beginning that night and she

‘wanted to see it. It was already on when
they got there, Lieth went straight to
beéi, ut she settled on the cushions of the
heavy wood couch in the den to wateh it,
thumbing through the Sunday
newspapers during commercials.

Angela came in just before 11, She had
been home until about 9 after returning
from horseback riding, then she and a
friend had gone out to cruise the mall and
the waterfront. She had sort of promised
to go out that night with a new boy she

met, but she really didn’t like him
much and when he called she had made
.excuses and called Donna to come over.

“You didn't leave a note,” she chided
‘her mother, who was now sipping a cup of
tea and working on a poster for the
Humane Society to display at the
'Washington Summer Festival on the
waterfront the coming weekend.

Her mother laughed and acknowledged
her slip-up. She had a firm rule about
leaving notes on the bulletin board next

to the wall telephone in the kitchen so
that family members could keep up with
one another’s whereabouts, She was
always getting onto Angela and Chris
about it.
~ “How was your day?” she asked.

“Boring,” said Angela, who went on
upstairs to bed.

Her mother stayed downstairs to
watch the beginning of the news before
switching off the TV and putting her
pocketbook away in the cabinet under the

ilt-in microwave, where she kept her

“junk,” as she called it, extra
pocketbooks, snapshots, dosdads,
Tecipes, and whatnot.

She looked in on the cats on the back

rch, made sure the pet rooster, a
g;-product of one of Angela’s school

science projects, was all right inhis
covered cage in the utility room off the
back poreh, then checked the front door
to sure it was locked (she’d checked
the back porch door when she came in
from dinner) before going to bed.

She could hear music coming from
Angela’s room when she got upstairs, and
she opened the door to tell Angela good
night and to ask her about the
whereabouts of some cassette tapes that
Angela had borrowed and was supposed
to return. :

“Inher own bedroom, she turned onthe -
brass extension lamp on the typewritar -
table by her side of the bed, and wokeher
husband, who always slept on the side-of: -
the bed nearest the door, to askifhe'd
like to have a glass of iced teaor
something. He mumbled no, turned over,
and went to sleep. ‘ A

A dressing table with cosmetics on it
stood by the door. She removed her-
jewelry and put it ina heart-shaped bowl,
took a twenty-dollar bill and some change
from her pocket and placed it on the
tabletop. Then she undressed; put ona

m,dmbedintobed,andreachedfora

stack of paperback
historical romances on the floor beside.
thebed,

‘She read for a few minutes, but she'd
left the bedroom door open, and she still
could hear music coming from Angela’s
reom. She got up, closed the door,
returned to bed, and read for another
twenty or twenty-five minutes without
musical intrusion, before drowsiness
overteok her. Sometime about midnight,
she put down the book, turned off the
lamp, and went to sleep. S

. Later, she could not be certain whether
it was the thud of the first blow striking
her hiisband or his first scream:that ‘
startled her from sleep. SR
She only knew that she awoke confused

in the darkness, and that her husband’s .
screams were short and piercing, so loud

that they filled her
head, He was trying
to sit up, but couldn’t,
and she reached out
her left hand to help
him, only to feel it
deflect a blow. ‘

Only then did she
see the figure that she
later would come to
think of as “the
shadow.” -

Tt stood nearthe -~ .
footofthebed, = =
silhouetted in the
wisp of light that
filtered through the
openbedroomdoor. A T N
man, She was sure of that, although she
could see no distinctive features. He was
tall and broad-shouldered, strong; and
with no neck'at all, or maybe hehada -
hood on. Shecouldn’t tell. =~ -
- All was darkness, and without her
glasses everything from more than a few

foet away was blurred, She could tell that
his arms were raised, though, and in his
hands he held an object that appeared to
be cyhngncs;ll,l ﬁla% 1;hreehis J;ft.long. He
swung it me his recise.
And e mate o s ot L e
W] e flailing wea d
e ——

ow t more screams of -
terror from her e o
husband. She
- couldn’t be sure
~how many times
he screamed, ten,

“ifvean? Norcould  ~

“realized

»’V B
- {o

she be certain
how many blows
werestruck,.

Two blows caught her, then another,
sending her reeling from the bed onto the
floor. And as she lay there, she heard her
husband taking more blows, these
different, lighter and followed by
sucking, gushing sounds. No longer did
he scream,

She made no sounds herzelf, at least
none that she could remember later.
Shoek, she later decided, was the reason
for;lfi.hat, the utter surprise and horror of
it

The foree of the blows had stunned her,
and as she lay on the floor, she slipped
briefly into unconsciousness, only to
revive and see the shadow again, this
time standing at her feet, arms upraised
in the same menacing position.

Again she heard the whoosh and
remembered no more. Until she heard
footsteps, the soft closing of her bedroom

. door. And she knew that the shadow had
gone,
She was sure that she heard whoosh

sounds again and more thuds, three this
time, and she was struck by the awful
knowledge that her daughter, sleeping in
her room just down the was bein,
attacked and there was nothing that she
could do to protect her. Blessedly,
unconsciousness again intervened to
deliver her from her agony.

She did not know how long she was
out, but when she came to again, she
alized she was on the floor. At first she
-thought she’d had a bad dream and fallen

ottt of bed. But when she reached to get

back into bed, she grabbed her husband’s

“hand, haugmf from the side of the

mattress, and found it limp and sticky.
She'recoiled, and a sensation came to
her that she later desfgrilgh:d gﬁa “é:hls
gushy, yuek,y , warm fee came up
oivmy‘neck.” She brought her hand to her
' head and felt a big
hole there, and the
horror of her situation
returned in a rush.
For a few moments
she lay still, listening,
fe: thatthe
intruder might still be
in the house. She was
reassured to hear her
husband breathing,
although it seemed to
be growing fainter
and fainter. Her own

breathing was
difficult, and when
—— - -— . shetried to get up,
- . ghe couldn’t. She felt
.o pain, but she knew that she was
gravely injured.
- Somehow, she realized, she had to get.

help. The telephone was the obvious
answer. Even in the darkness she could

tell that her head was at the typewriter
- stand beside the bed. The telephone was



on a filing cabinet to her right, not far
away.

She angled her head toward it and
began to push herself across the carpet
with her heels, scooting on her rump.

When she finally got to the filing
cabinet, she couldn't pull herself up to
reach the phone. The cord, she thought.
She edged herself onto a briefease,

reached between
the filing cabinet
and the adjoining
desk, found the
cord, and yanked
on it. The heavy
phone plopped
onto her chest,
REELE but again she felt
no pain, only gratitude.

She grasped it to her and began trying
to punch 911, not knowing that there was
no 911 emergency line in her county. Her
attempts to seek out the right buttons
met only with failure, however, and with
frustration growing, she lapsed again into
unconsciousness.

‘When she awoke onee more, the phone
still on her chest, she told herself to think
logically. One button at a time eventually
would give her the operator.

She began pushing buttons and
hanging up when she got a busy signal or
some strange noise. Finally, a button
produced a ring and the welecome voice of
a long-distance operator.

“This is an emergency,” she told the
operator. “I need the police and an
ambulance.”

Part 1: THE MURDER

Bonnie Von Stein awoke in the
night to the sounds of a murder. As
her husband, Lieth, lay helplessly by
her, a “shadow” brutally beat and
stabbed him, then her. He was killed,
but she survived to learn of a plot as
horrifying as his death.

Part 2: THE STUDENTS _
Cin andmih '(;:hrta'Pritohardnged_ fast
cars and the fantasy game Dungeons
and Dragons. When he went fo col-
lege, he made new friends, Bart Up-
church and Neal Henderson, and his
likes were more lsthal: alcohol and -
drugs. He faniasized about financing
his fun with his parents’ inheritance.
The only caich: they had to die first.
Part 3: THE CLUE . o
The Von Stein murder case had
grown cold, so new leadership was
orought in to revive it. Police Chief
‘John Crone and detective John Tay-
lor turned to a suspect who had been
neglected, Chris Pritchard, and found
evidence that would crack the case.
Part 4:'=Tf§E.-.’30NFESSIQNf PR
Going for broke, the police con-
Vineadmal:aﬂendarson io tell of the
plot to kill the Yon Steins. Chris Prit-
chard was to have gotien the inheri-
fance, he said, and share it with
omn. He was fo be the driver, Bar

- Upchureh, the killer.

‘Part5: THECAPTURE

 The figure illuminated by the sireet-

light looked like the young man who

_had eluded police for so fong. Stroll-

ing nonchalantly across the N.C.
State campus, Bart Upchurch was
picked up for questioning. Later, he
was charged with murder, and his

Christopher Pritchard, his mother, Bonnie Von Stein and his

sister, Angela Pritchard. While Chris was away at college and
Angela was asleep down the hall, their stepfather and Bonnie's
husband, Lieth Von Stein, was stabbed and beaten to death.

Jerry Bledsoe is the author
of several books, including “Bit-
ter Blood,” the best-selling ac- |4
count of the Klenner-Lynch
murders, and most recently,
“Country Cured: Reflections
from the Heart.”

A native of Thomasville, [
Bledsoe joined the Greensboro |
Daily News in 1966. Except for
iwo brief stints at other news-
papers, he has written columns
and other award-winning sto-
ries for this newspaper for 22 years.

In 1989, he was granted a two-year
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leave of absence from the
News & Record to write “Blood
| Games” and to found Down
Home Press, a book publishing
company. He will return to the
News & Record staff Oct. 1 as
a general assignment and pro-
| jects reporter and writer,
| Bledsoe, 50, has won nu-
merous national awards for his
writing and reporting, including
5 the Ernie Pyle Memorial Award
and the National Headliners
Award. He lives in Asheboro with his
wife, Linda.

Each blow brought more
screams of terror from her
husband. She couldn’t be
sure how many times he
screamed, ten, fifteen?



JAMEs BARTLETT U TV

XED-119G

GRACENSApAD Nps ¢ RECORD. MO T AVE 1991 GREENS LORD 4 NC

MR g e

en and Dragons, drugs and

Born into a inent old Cas-
well County family, James Bart-
lett Upchurch III was a preco-
cious, independent and willful
child. His parents separated
when he was nine, and although
they reunited for most of his ado-
lescence, their marriage was al-
ways strained.

At Bartlett Yancey Hiih
School, James — or Bart, as he
was known — entered the gifted
and talented program, but had
trouble keeping up his grades.
Considered weird by many class-
mates, he didn’t date or socialize,
but spent hours each day playengf
Dungeons and Dragons, a medi-
eval fantasy game. Through the
game he met Neal Henderson, a
pudgy kid with an IQ that bor-
dered on genius.

During his senior year, Bari
and three fiiends were arresied
on two charges of burglary. He
was on probation and or-
dered to perform 150 hours of
community service. He ignored
both punishments.

" As freshmen at N.C. State

" University in 1986, Bart and
Neal roomed together, but soon
discovered they had little in com-
mon, aside from their passion for

ns and Dragons. Bart

ing to studying,
while NM(! received &
gcholarship, felt obligated to

make at least a token effort to-
ward his studies.

His resolve didn’t Iast. By
year’s end, Neal was on academic

From BLOOD GAMES by Jerry Bled-

soe. Copyright © Jerry Bledsoe, 1991,

Excerpted by arrangement with Duf-

fon, an imprint of New American Li-

E;P;, a division of Penguin Books
‘Ine.

deadly thoughts

probation; Bart had flunked out.
The two lived apart the follow-
ing year — a year that found
B;rt v%nrlang mrtg b;g:nvenienee
store to suppo i
taste for drugs. NeaI,grg:Zg:f
while, had stopped going to clas-

ses and was holed up in his room
with his Dungeons and Dragons

By second semester, Neal had
Iost his scholarship. He couldn’t
face going home, so he found an
a ent and a job as a stock

erk.

When Bart suggested starting
a new Dungeons and Dragons

of Listh: Von Steln,

When friends tried to describe
Chris Pritchard, they called him
“off-the-wall,” “strange,”
“weird,” “a character.” He was
smarter than average, and
funny, if often in a loud and
crude way. He was a show-off,
frequently doing things to draw
attention to himself.

“He was the kind who was
always trying to prove
something,” one friend said, He
was a dreamer, too, filled with
big plans for the future that

group, Neal was willing, To find  regularly bubbled out of him.
new players, Bart put up posters But some friends wondered how
around campus promising free  he would ever accomplish such
beer. One sign caught the atten-  grand schemes, for he was easily
tion of Chris Pri , stepson

Chris Pritchard

_IN TODAY’S STORY =

Bart pcurch

Neal Henderso

The son of Bonnie
Von Siein and step-
son of Lieth Von Stein
was on his own — at
college and living fast.
As he was gstling
high on drugs, his
grades were plum-
meting.

James Bartlett Up-
church lll, known as
James or Bart, met
Chris through their in-
terest in the game
Dungeons and Drag-
ons. Also called
Moog, he had flunked
out of college.

Bart's former room-
mate, he had the
brains but not the in-
terest. He flunked out
of college, foco. With
Bart, he formed a
Dungeons and Draﬁ-
ons club that Chris
later joined.

‘H_;_ay, iﬁan, ybu Oughfiso

just off your parents’



bored, impulsive, anxious, ~
“H¢ wus always in a rush,” said his
moTtger, ‘Bomnie Von Stein. -
0
time outside of school: cars and .
role-playing fantasy games, especially
Dungeons and Dragons. He first had
become interested in D&D while he was
still in gr school in Indiana; After
his moved to Washington, N.C.,
he began playing regularly with a small
) 'ofgxen, 13 he met in school, a group
t his other friends considered to'be
brainy but odd.. ’ '

Chris's passion for cars led himtos

different group of friends, less brainy,
more outgoing and raucous. Among the
cruisers in Washington, Chris
was well-known both for his car and the
way he droveit..  © A
 His car was a classic 66 Mustang.
fastback. It was black with a gold stripe
down each gide when'he got it, a -
lsm-binhdaf‘{tpresent from his mother
and his stepfather, Lieth Von Stein.
Chris loved the sense of power that the
car gave him, and behind the wheel, he
becanie a different person, forceful and
A good student in high school, Chris
maintained &' B average until his senior
year, when personal problems got him off

_to'abad start: The summer before his
‘senior year, he spent several weeks with
his father, Stephen Pritchard, his first
long stay with hini since his father had
left when Chris was three, barely old
enoigh to remember. . . v

Chris rode with him on one of his
long-distance trueking runs to the West,
and his mother worried about the
emotional effects of the visit. Soon after
his return, Churis started dating one girl
%y, his first real love aﬁgau' . '

Vhen she broke off the relationship
only after three weeks, he nearly went to
pieces. His concentration faltered, his
gadesplnmmeted, and some friends

ought that he began to develop an
uncaring attitude. »

. His best scores in high school were in
gcience and math, and at the end of
October during his senior year, he applied
to the engineering program at N.C. State

University, the program Lieth Von Stein .

‘had flunked out of 20 years earlier.
- Although his SAT scores were not
exceptional, 1020, they were high enough
to:get Chris accepted as a nuclear . -
engineering student at State only a
month after he sent in his application, a
matter of great pride to his stepfather.
 Although Chris had a troubled senior
ear in high school, nearly flunking
lish and college-preparatory math, he
still was graduated 68th in his class of
266, with a 2.86 grade point average.
But once Chris got to State in August,
1987, his study habits grew far worse. At
the end of the first semester hehada .
grade point average of only 1.8, barely
passing, His grades became a matter of
contention with his ther; who could
see Chris going down the same path to
'ft:.iluret.ha’;l he ha .ta.kenfgl %a;te. i
 Although Chris improved s grades
slightly at the end of the :seeondgra v
semester, lie still was far from living up
to his potential.

passions occupied most of Chris's

Qﬁﬁnﬁ nking was a part of Chris’s failure to
gtidy. He had begun drinking in high -
géhool, but once at college and away from
the strictures of home, he began drinking
more and more. In the first semester, he
drank mostly on weekends, usually
Canadian Mist, or vodka, sometimes
spending Sundays and some Mondays
nearly too sick to get out of bed.

He never had liked beer, but by the
gsecond semester he had acquired a taste
for it and began drinking it every day.

Chris was enjoying his liberty too much
to return home to Washington at the end

of his freshman year. Althou hhis -
mother and stepfather thought that he
needed a bredk from classes, Chris = .
decided to go to summer school, which -
allowed him to keep his room on the sixth
floor of Lee dorm. : .

To supplement the $50 allowance his
parents put into his account each week,
he got a $4,50-an-hour job in the men's
department at Miller & Rhoads, a
élOthingstore in Crabtree Valley Mall,
only a few miles from the campus.

He had just gotten off work after one of
his early cfays on the job when he saw a
misleading notice on a dorm lobby
bulletin board that said: “FREE BEER.”
When he saw that the notice actually was
about Dungeons and Dragons, which
appealed to him as strongly a8 beer, he
went straight to the eighth floor and
introduced himself to the dungeon
master, James Bartlett Upchurch 111,
who by the summer of 1983 wanted
friends to call him Moog.

Bart moved back onto campus that May
with more money than he’d ever had. An
insurance company had just paid him
nearly $5,500 to replace the Camaro he

had demolished on the day afterhe
bought it in February. The money should
have gone to the credit union, which held
the lien on the car, but through a fluke
Bart received the title to the car, and the
check came tohim.” " ° '

Rather than pay off the loan on the car,
Bart decided to keep the money and
continue making ents on the car,
which now, unbeknownst to the credit
union, rested in a junkyard. When the

“‘dheck ¢ame, Bartpaidabanktocashit o

and took the money in $100 bills.
After flashing the

money around to his

friends, Bart put

$2,000 in the

made several advance

ayments on the car -

g)an, g0 he wouldn’t -

have to worry about

that for a while, and

went on a spending

spree withtherest.
Among other purchases, he bought

tickets to a Pink Floyd concert for himself

and all of his friends, and on the night
before the concert, he threw a big party -
and provided all the aleohol and drugs - -

- gingle course,

‘he described it, more hyperactive than
usial, and his eyes “folled and darted

HEeEE
- Later, Chris'would say that’he met ..
Neal Henderson on his first visit to Bart’s
dorm room, but Bart would say it actually
was on his second visit, when they got- -

together to plan‘around their class and
work schedules to play D&D.
Bart was taking two courses the first

" summer session, prehistoric archaeolog

and anthropology. Chris was enrolled ina
culus, Neal was working
third shift at the Sav-A-Center, giving
him time to play in the afternoon and -
early evening, They decided that they -

could play at least twice, possibly three

times a week, and Bart began mapping a

By the third week of the first summer
school session, Chris had a smokin, gone
device called a bong in his room and was' -

mmgamuanadaﬂyﬂealsowas -

prodigious amounts of beer eanh

As Chris and Bart were smoking pot -
one day, Bart isked if he ever had used
acid. Chris saidno. .. I

Later, Chris remembered Bart telling -
him, “You ought ito;tl? it. It's cheap. - .
Only three d ahit; It gives a great
high and it lasts & long time:” ©- . -

Soon after that, Chris, Bart, Neal and
three friends were playing D&D in the
dorm study room. Chris was sure that
Bart was on a¢id: He-thought.that he
could tell because Batt was “jumpy,”:

* When the game ended, Bart told .
and Neai that he had some acid and <
arested that they try it. Both were -
willing, They went to Bart's room, and
Bart sold two hits to
‘Chris and one to Neal,
suggesting that they
take only half a hit to
‘begin. Chris took half,
but Neal decided to
take the whole hit,
Bart took a whole hit,
- Afterward, they -
- went to Chiris's room’

.———-4-———-——_—" . T
and.smoked pot. When Chris reported

feeling nothing from the acid, hetook . -
another hit, this time-a whole one. Within
30 minutes, he later reported, lyeﬁbetﬁm’- f
seeing bursting colors and hearitig the .-

musie'to which he was listening much .

‘ différently than he ever had heard it -
before. He felt euphoric, “on top of the - -
world,” bolder than he ever had felt. -

He could not contain his energy. He
had to go outside. It was after midnight,
and the three went out and walked for
hours around thé.jcamgus. It was nearly 5
a.m. when Neal went home and Bart -
returned to his room. Chris was still teo -
energetic to sleep, and'he wenttohis. -

reom and listened to music for another . .

- hour before dozing off.

LA\



By the fourth week of the first summer
session, both Bart and Chris were
attending class less frequently. Chris
decided to change his calculus course
from credit to audit, thinking that would
release him from having to turnin
homework and take tests.

At the end of that week, Chris got his
gzycheck from Miller & Rhoads. He

ught half a gram of cocaine and half an
ounce of marijuana and went up to Bart's
room, where Bart and some friends had

thered. Already high on marijuana,

hris bought ten hits of acid from Bart.

He still had $150 in cash, and held it
aloft, along with the cocaine, the acid, the
marijuana. “Fellows,” he grandly
announced, “now this is power.”

He offered up his marijuana and
cocaine to the others, and before the
night was out, the drugs all had been
used, and the campus police had been
summoned after the group began
throwing firecrackers from the baleony.
Later, Chris reported that he was “really
messed up,” but again he was so
energy-filled that he couldn’t contain
himself.

Once more, he and Bart and the others
walked off their high, this time off
campus, covering five or six miles, Chris
later estimated. It was on this walk that
Bart told Chris about the tunnels.

Bart had learned about the tunnels as a
freshman, and he already had made
several forays there, exploring. The
tunnels were concrete underground
passages that crisscrossed the entire
campus, carrying steam pipes and other
utilities from building to building, Their
entrances were barred and locked, but
Bart and other students had discovered
that many manholes about the campus
offered access.

Chris was excited about the tunnels
and wanted to go immediately. Nobody
else was interested, but Bart agreed to
take Chris to see them. It was about 4
a.m. when they lifted aside a heavy grate
near the D.H. Hill Library and dropped
into the darkness of N.C. State’s
underworld.

Bart knew the locations of switches to
turn on the florescent lights, and they
wandered through the intricate network
of gipes, pausing to smoke another joint
and to read the graffiti that other student
explorers had painted on the tunnel walls,
giving them the look of a New York
subway car.

When they climbed back out of the
manhole cover through which they had
entered, Chris knew he had discovered a
place he would want to revisit again and

again.

A week after Chris’s first venture into
the tunnels, he, Bart and their friends
Tim Parker and Brew Simpson were in
Chris's room one afternoon, smoking pot.
All of them were stoned, and they began
discussing what they wanted to do after
they got out of college.

Chris and Brew had similar dreams:
they wanted to be writers. Bart said he
might like to run a restaurant and a club.
Thev would be wealthy and popular.

Chris mentioned that it was just a
matter of time before he would be
wealthy anyway. His family, he said, had
millions. Not to mention three houses and
seven cars,

This was the first time the others had
heard anything about Chris’s family being
rich, although they knew they were
well-to-do.

“I didn’t know his parents had money,”
Bart said later. “I knew he'd call up his
mom and ask for 50 or a hundred bucks
and he'd get it. I said, ‘Damn, I wish I
could call my parents and do that.” But I
didn’t know they had that kind of
money.”

How did his old man get that money?
somebody asked. Chris said he had
inherited it.

“Hey, man, you ought to just off your
parents and go ahead and get that
money,” somebody said, although later
nobody would recall who.

“Yeah, I could buy & big house in the
woods,” Chris said.

“Up in north Raleigh,” somebody said.

“Got to have a swimming pool,”
somebody else put in.

“And a Ferrari,” Chris added.

“1} satellite dish. And a big-screen

“And a pool table.”

They began fantasizing about the
possibilities. They all could live together,
buy plenty of drugs and booze, play D&D
whenever they wanted, attract fabulous
babes. Chris said he would buy a “killer”
stereo system and two “serious”
computers for him and Brew to write on.

He might just buy the Swenson's ice
cream parlor near the campus, too, and
turn it into a restaurant and club for Bart.

Later, Chris called this session
“bullsh---ing and daydreaming.”

“We were all joking,” Bart said. “Just
being ridiculous. We were wish-listing.”

Part 1: THE MURDER.

~ Bonnie Von Stein awoke in the
" night to the sounds of a murder, As

her husband, Lieth, lay helplessly by -
her, a “shadow” brutally beat and
stabbed him, then her. He was Killed,
but she survived to leam of a plot as
horrifying as his death.

Part 2: THE STUDENTS ;
In school, Chris Pritchard liked fast
cars and the fantasy game Dungeons
and Dragons. When he went io col-
lege, he made new friends, Bart Up-
church and Neal Henderson, and his
likes were more lethal: alcohol and
drugs. He fantasized about financing
his fun with his parents’ inheritance.
The only catch: they had to die first.

Part 3: THE CLUE '

The Von Stein murder case had
grown cold, so new leadership was
brought in to revive it. Police Chief
John Crone and detective John Tay-
lor turned to a suspect who had been
neglected, Chris Pritchard, and found

“evidence that would crack the case.

Part 4: THE CONFESSION
 Qoing for broke, the police con-
vinced Neal Henderson to tell of the
plot to kill the Von Steins. Chris Prit-
chard was to have gotten the inheri-
tance, he said, and share it with
them. He was to be the driver, Bart
Upchurch, the killer. &

' Part 5: THE CAPTURE

The figure illuminated by the street-
light looked like the young man who
had eluded police for so long. Stroll-
ing nonchalantly across the N.C.
State campus, Bart Upchurch was
picked up for questioning. Later, he
was charged with murder, and his
“game” became “deadly serious.”

Chris still had $150 in
cash, and held it aloft,
along with the cocaine, the
acid, the marijuana.
“Fellows,” he grandly
announced, “now this is
power.”
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New blood, old suspicions and a
breakthrough

Six months after Lieth Von
Stein’s murder, the case was still
unsolved. Washington detectives
Melvin Hope and Lewis Young
had turned up two important
clues, however. In the debris of a.
small roadside fire, they had
found a hand-drawn map mark-
ing the location of the Von Stein
house and a large hunting knife,
both badly charred.

Hope and Young had also ad-
ministered lie-detector tests to
Bonnie Von Stein and her daugh-
ter, Angela Pritchard, asking if
either had any involvement in

the murder. Both denied it, and
the test indicated they were tell-
ing the truth. Bonnie’s son, Chris
Pritchard, had refused to take
the test.

As 1989 opened, Washington
City Manager Bruce Radford de-
cided the foh'ce department
needed new leadership if the Von
Stein murder case were to be
solved.

His choice for new police chief:
John Crone, an amicable deputy
police chief from Ocean City, Md.

John Crone knew that he faced
a challenge. He'd been told that
the police department was a
mesg. His instructions were
simple and twofold: Straighten
out the department and solve the
town’s most glaring crime, the

into a hero before I ever got
here,” he said later. “Said I was
going to solve the Von Stein case
and all this crap. I thought, Good
Lord, this is really wonderful,
but what if I can’t solve the Von

Stein case?”

Indeed, Crone had only
worked on one murder case in his
entire career, and that
indirectly, as captain of the
Ocean City Police detective

division.

But before he could think
about murder, he first had to
Iearn the personalities and
blems of his 25-person police

beeppﬂ:.ment, go that he coultfj

gin improving it, After a few
weeks, he had become familiar
en with the department that
he felt free to begin looking at

John Crone
The new police chief
in Washington, N.C.,
knew why he was
there — to solve the
town's festering mur-
der case.

IN TODAY'S STORY

John Taylor
The youngest detec-
tive on the Washing-
ton, N.C., police
force, he was put on
the Von Stein murder
case.

The map that led to Lieth Von Stein’s
home also led police to his killer.

Christy Newsom
Bart Upchurch's pro-
bation officer was
plenty mad at him.
She had three war-
rants out for his ar-
rest.

murder of Lieth Von Stein.
Crone took office on February

1, 1989, amidst great hoopla in

the local media. “They made me

‘You mean it could have been
smemame  one of my best friends?’

brary, a division of Penguin Books
USA Inc.



the second part of hm dn'echve, B
solving the Von Stein murder. -

He went to-the detective

division, got all the reports on

the case, and began poring
through them. -

Crone quickly saw that the
initial months of the
mveeh?ngatxgn had’ pass%d without

of substance happening,
:ﬁtno 3 at all had been done
since Bonnie and Angela had
passed lie detector tests in early
January. Clearly, the case had
been left to languish until his
arrival,

After ﬁms}ung the reports and
having noted that BonmP:s son,
Chris, had declined to take the’
polygraph test, Crone's

ressmnofthe case was the sameds. -
ose of the officers who had worked it~
ithout success. He thought the murder
vas an inside job, a family affair.
B And Chris Pritchard was the most

ely suspect.
? Crone also thought the only way to ‘
Ermg new life to the case was to assign a.
ew investigator. He'd had time now to
Bvaluate his staff of four detectives, and
De knew the one he wanted for the job.
% Bruce Radford, Washington’s city
, Was keep close tabs on the
bohee déepartment and the progress of its
Eo ,-and he was not surprised when
ne o o bim and sid e panted t
ut the ent’s youngest and m
&expeﬁeneed detectiveon the cold traxl
the town’s biggest murder.”

% ‘Radford had been unpressed wﬂ;h J ohn :

Taylor, too. Taylor was just 27 years old,
%conntryb:;;}w‘:thonlyfouryearsmthe
epm'tmen ut everybody connected
wenforcement in Beaufort County
taken note of him,
“He was and is the brightest star of the

un le in the department,”.
adfgr%egxd of Taylor after Radford had

theJob ofmty manager “Kind of
Jean. Kind dedicated.
wayswantsto oa job.” -

The only person surpnsed by the
%mgnment was the one chosen.

s S <

piei

o2 L 3-L -¥-4

On the day that Lieth Von Stein was
ten and stabbed to death in his bed,
ohn Taylor had been called to the house -

gon Lawson Road. He had photographed
fthe bedy and the house, then had helped
SBI Agent Lewis Young gather evidence
t the scene, because no SBI crime lab
ywas available,
2 Healso had videotaped Lieth’s autopsy
d helped to tag the evidence thered
mt the roadside fire site in Pitt County
here the map of the Von Sbems
ighborhood, Smallwood, and the knife
“that ap itly had ln’lled Lieth had been
ﬁ‘ound geyond that; he’d had no further
the case, ané had not kept up with
day to-day details of the
: vestagatlon S

’Now he had to undergo a crash course
detennine what had, and, more- -
tly, what had not been done, .80 -
g that he wouid know v:lllfere t}(: b&;':. . -
He immersed himself in the e
easebooks of reports that already had
Sheen filed, and when he emerged, he, like
nev other officer who had become
r with the case, felt that Chris -
had to have had something to
sdo with the murder. Chris washis
tobvious beginning point.
¢ T4ylor also saw that several avenues
~had to be explored further. If Chris had
lanned the murder, and if he actually
EadbeenatN C. State while it was

‘taking place, as the evidence indicated,

*he had to have involved others, perhaps, . :

some of his drug-taking buddies at
: . Yet only a couple of those had
been‘mtemew

Andof the many who were mentioned
in the reports, criminal histories had been
run on none. Moreover, no attempt had
been made to connect Chris to the
R:;tmlly burned, hand-drawn map that

been found with the burned clothmg
and the knife in Pitt County. .

On Friday, March 10, Taylor requested
criminal histories on all of Chris’s college
acquaintances whose names were
mentioned in the reports.

When he came to work Monday
morning, he had received a response, One
of Chrig’s friends at college, James B.
Upchureh III, referred to throughout the
reporta;as Moog, had a record for
breaking and entering in Caswell County.

That caught Taylor’s attention. A
Rﬁrson who had broken into one house
ely wouldn’t have qualms about
bre: into another. If Chris had been
loolnng or somebedy to kill his parents,
he might very well turn to a friend who
y had been involved in crime.

Excited about this new information,
Taylor went to talk with Chief Crone,
Kgo had come upon some information of

own. :

In his youth, Crone had been fascinated

by strategy games, especially military
ﬁzanes that he played with his father. He
been intrigued by mentions in the
investigative reports of Chris playing
Dungeons and ns. He knew nothing
about the game, and neither did anybody
- -else in the department.
On the way back
from a trip to visit his
wife's parents in
Mooresville that
weekend, he had
stopped at a bookstore
in Raleigh and bought
several books about the
game, His wife read
one of the introductory
‘books to him aloud as
he drove on home. The
more she read the more
excitéd Crone became

County to tell him

advenmredescn‘bedm v

“thi book was
_practically an outline -

for the Von Stein .
murder, the players
sent to a castle to
kill the overlord and
obtain his treasure,
which they later would, ;

divide. The players o
ean'ied we:

ns and&uppﬁégwm a

ere eveh was a young

wuman named Elena asleep in another
m in the castle, and Crorie couldn’t

. amf but thmk how_eloee the names Elena

Crpne noted players éven got
points forx m e hits, and Lieth

n hit and stab many times.
thtle about the case had made sense to
\ reahzed that

ﬁnendshadbmomesoobeessedmththe
lglg?methatthey“rereenaehngltmreal

Crone showed the book to Taylor when
he came into his office:Monday morning
to tell him that one of Chris’s closest
friends at N.C. State had a criminal
record. Taylor thought the chiefs theory
of the murder as a Dungeons and
Dragons game acted out was interesting
and should be pursued, but he didn’t :
share his enthusiasm.

More likely, he thought, Dtmgeons and
Dragons could have ugl\:lded :
associations that t have: led tothe

plot. He was immediately more

nterested in pursuing the new :
information on James Upchnrch.

He called the Caswell County Shenffs
Department and talked with a detective
who told him about the break-ins in which
Upchurch had been involved in hxgh e
scheol. The detective didn’t know ™
Upchureh ‘well, but he knew that. his '

erhadbeenanofﬁcialmththe o
county social services department that
his uncle was a “hippie” whohadbeen
busted for growing marijuans. :

He didn’t know: anythmg about
Upchurch playi ns.and
Dragons but he t Upchurch was

’ that e was ed to be at
N.C. Sta mﬁ’pos

te, and that ewasstinon

,probatlon for the break-ms

‘‘‘‘‘

Taylor called the probation office in
Wake County, learned that Christy
Newsom was. Ughurch’s probation ,
officer, and spoke with her. Upchurch, .

etoldhnn, was one. ofherbiggest ~
headachhe)s, geiighngmto troubtlg
never showing up for'appointmen

e hadn’t seen him in months, she
said, but she was looking for him. She
had three outstanding warrants on him
for probation violations.

Now Taylor was even more intrigued.
He wanted to talk'with James Upchurch,
but he knew he would have to find him
first. After talkmgwithNewsom, he
ed back the detective in Caswell
about the warrants. “If
8 up aver there,” Taylor gaid,"







