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CHAPTER ONE

Tuesday, December 27, 2011

Every Tuesday was game night. Six to nine o’clock. It had been that way
for years for the dedicated group of friends who met at Michael “Mike”
Corbin’s house in O’Fallon, Missouri, a growing suburb on the
northwestern edge of the St. Louis metropolitan area. They were brought
together by their love of role-playing board games, where each player
assumed the identity of a specific character and rolled the dice to move
along the board and carry out fantasy missions of good versus evil. It was
an engaging, thought-provoking, and fun way to spend some time with
friends without spending a lot of money. Mike was not only the host, but
also the official referee, who devised the missions and controlled the games
for the players that included his longtime partner, Angelia Hulion, along
with Brandon Sweeney, Marshall Bach, Richard May—and Russ Faria.

The Tuesday after Christmas, December 27, 2011, was still game night,
but with a twist. Richard had to work and couldn’t attend. The group
couldn’t really play their favorite Rolemaster game when a player was
absent. That would be like trying to read a novel with one of the main
characters omitted. Mike sent texts to everyone informing them of
Richard’s absence and offering the usual alternative: They could play a
different game or they could watch a movie or two. After a text
conversation among the players, they decided to show up at Mike’s to enjoy
whichever option was chosen.

Russ was going, and he and his wife, Betsy, texted each other several
times that day to formalize their separate plans for the evening. Betsy had
spent the night before at her mother’s apartment and was going to the
Siteman Cancer Center in nearby St. Peters at 1:30 p.m. for her regular
chemotherapy session to battle the aggressive breast cancer that had spread
to her liver. After that, she would go back to her mother’s apartment for the
evening. Russ planned a five-minute detour from his regular route home
from game night to pick her up and take her home to Troy, twenty-five
miles away. Their text conversations couldn’t have been more normal for a



modern couple, complete with abbreviations, typos, and careless
punctuation.

Betsy, 10:35 a.m.: U were supposed to get dog food.
Tonight.

Russ, 10:41 a.m.: Ya I will get it when I come in.

Betsy, 10:41 a.m.: U got game tonight?

Russ, 12:12 p.m.: Ya goin to game then will come get you.
Will call when on way should not be too late

Betsy, 12:13 p.m.: Ok great honey.

A few hours later, she texted a change in plans:

Betsy, 3:46 p.m.: I got tp [toilet paper] and pam hupp wants
to bring me home to bed. I need rest. wbc [white blood cell
count] is low but got infusion [chemotherapy] anyway.

Russ, 3:47 p.m.: So you coming home here

Betsy, 3:48 p.m.: yes troy

Russ, 3:49 p.m.: She is bri.ging [sic] you

Betsy, 3:52 p.m.: Yes she offered and i accepted.

Russ, 3:57 p.m.: Ok see you soon then

Betsy, 3:57 p.m.: Ok great

Russ spent a normal day in his home office in the bare concrete of his
unfinished basement working in information technology for Enterprise
Leasing. He knocked off at five o’clock and started the twenty-five-mile
trip southeast to game night in the early-evening darkness and late
December cold. Betsy called his cell phone shortly after 5 p.m. to remind
him that she was getting a ride home from Pam Hupp. And she added that
she had some news to share with him at home later.



“Good or bad?” Russ had asked his ill wife with a touch of trepidation.

“It’s good,” Betsy replied, “don’t worry.”

It was the last time he would speak to her.

He made one more call while driving to game night to let his mother
know he wouldn’t make the usual Tuesday family dinner at her house
because he needed to run some errands on the way to game night.

Russ’s red 2002 Chrysler PT Cruiser hadn’t been running well, so he left
it in the garage and took the blue 1999 Ford Explorer parked in the
driveway next to the silver 2006 Nissan Maxima that Betsy had been
driving lately. He backed the Explorer out of the driveway of the ranch
house on the corner of Sumac Drive and Osage Avenue and two short
blocks later turned east out of the small Waterbrooke Estates Subdivision
onto rural Highway H. He cut quickly through a patch of rolling farmland
to reach Route 47 in Troy, a busy road lined with fast-food restaurants and
strips of stores and offices. He stopped at the Conoco service station to
pump a few gallons into the gas-hog Explorer. After that, he made a quick
turn south onto Missouri Highway 61, four divided lanes that connect the
chain of small towns between Russ’s house in Troy and Mike Corbin’s
mobile home in O’Fallon.

Russ stopped at a U-Gas station in Wentzville to buy a carton of
cigarettes at the best price he had found anywhere. He stopped again at
Greene’s Country Store in Lake St. Louis and—as he promised Betsy—
picked up a big bag of dog food for Sicily, their chestnut-brown
chow/golden retriever mix. Then he made a final stop at the QuikTrip, or
QT, station in O’Fallon to pick up two bottles of his favorite Brisk iced tea.
And even after all of that, he still walked through Mike’s front door in the
Rolling Meadows mobile home park at six o’clock—right on time.

Mike had just started playing a DVD of what everyone would remember
as the latest Conan the Barbarian movie—probably Conan the Destroyer.
There were a few quick “How was your Christmas?” exchanges among
Mike, Angelia—known as Ange—Brandon, Marshall, and Russ, but
everyone quickly settled in to watch the action on TV. When Conan had
completed his path of destruction, Mike popped in another DVD of The
Road, one of those postapocalyptic downers that soon bored the audience.
About halfway down the road, everyone decided to call it a night. They said
their good-byes and departed at nine o’clock into what was a light snow.



Hungry from skipping dinner, Russ drove only a few minutes before
pulling into the drive-through at an Arby’s Restaurant in Lake St. Louis to
pick up two sandwiches he ate while drinking one of the bottles of iced tea
on the drive home. His call to Betsy to let her know he was on his way went
unanswered. That wasn’t unusual; drained from chemotherapy, she could
well be asleep already. He parked in the driveway, at what he calculated
was close to 9:45 p.m., hoisted the bag of dog food over his right shoulder,
and went in through the unlocked front door to the small foyer with the
basement stairs on the left, the living room that opened off to the right, and
the dining room and the kitchen beyond that. He dropped the dog food
against the door into the garage on the left, peeled off his black Harley-
Davidson leather jacket, and dropped it on the chair on the right at the
entrance to the living room. He called for Betsy as he glanced into the
living room still strewn with opened Christmas presents and cheery holiday
decorations.

And his world exploded.

Betsy was sprawled in a contorted pose on the floor in front of the sofa
with a pool of dark red, almost black, blood staining the beige carpeting
under her head. As he ran to her, Russ screamed, “Betsy! Betsy!”

Betsy—a stocky five-four and 160 pounds—was lying on her right side,
with the front of her body twisted downward until her left shoulder almost
touched the floor. A pink flowered comforter was wrinkled underneath her.
She wore a black T-shirt, blue workout pants, with orange-and-white stripes
down the side of the legs, and green-and-white below-the-ankle socks. She
was dressed as Russ remembered when he last saw her, and as he was used
to seeing her when they relaxed at home or she visited family. Her arms
were crossed in front of her and bent up at the elbows so that her hands
were close to her face. As Russ dropped to the floor in front of her, he could
see her face was covered in dark blood, which also was matted in her dark
brown hair. There was a deep and gruesome gash across the inside of her
upturned right forearm near her wrist. And then he saw it—the black handle
of what appeared to be a kitchen steak knife protruding horribly from the
left side of Betsy’s neck, just below the jawline and above a grisly slash
across her neck. There was dark, crusting blood everywhere around her
head.

“Betsy! Betsy! No!” Russ heard himself screaming, over and over, as he
collapsed flat on the floor near her blood-covered face. Her eyes were



closed and he could see her tongue protruding between her lips. It hit him
like a lightning bolt. She was already dead and gone. There was nothing he
could do.

As he looked at the awful gash down to tendon and bone near her right
wrist, his mind told him through the shock that she must have committed
suicide. She had threatened it before—more than once. She was even
hospitalized once after telling a police officer on a traffic stop that she
wanted a gun to kill herself. And she once pulled a knife during an
argument with Russ and threatened to harm herself. With the recent
diagnosis of terminal cancer, the debilitating chemotherapy, and the
constant struggle with depression, Russ’s spinning mind told him she must
have finally reached her breaking point.

He started to cradle her in his arms, but realized that touching anything—
even the woman he loved—could create problems for the police when they
tried to determine what happened. He forced himself up from the floor and
started to dial 911 on his cell phone, but remembered that a 911 call should
be made from a landline so police could trace it to an exact address. He
staggered into the kitchen to use the phone on the wall. He dialed 911 as he
collapsed weakly to the floor, knocking off his yellow baseball cap.

Dispatcher Tammy Vaughn answered at 9:40 p.m. and, after some quick
preliminary questions—name, address, phone number—asked, “Russell,
what’s going on there?”

In a loud and nearly hysterical voice marked by constant, breathless sobs,
Russ said, “I just got home from a friend’s house and my wife killed
herself! She’s on the floor!”

“OK, Russell, I need you to calm down, honey. OK? . . . Take a couple of
deep breaths. We’re going to get someone on the way there, OK? What did
she do?”

The sobs continued through a frenzied voice. “She’s got a knife in her
neck and she’s slashed her arms!”

“OK, OK. Calm down, honey. Is she breathing at all?”

“No!”

“Russell, how long were you gone today?”

“I left around five. I just got back. She went to her mom’s and her friend
was bringing her home, so I don’t know what time she got home.”

“And you said that she had been depressed lately?”

“She’s got cancer.”



“Russell, where’s the knife now?”

The pain and hysteria in his voice intensified again as the reality of his
answer shocked him. “It’s in . . . it’s still in her!”

“It’s lying right next to her?”

“No, it’s in her neck!” The sobbing continued. “Oh, my God! Why would
she do this to me? Why would she do this?”

“Russell, they are on the way, hon, OK? They’ll be there shortly. Is there
anybody else there in the house with you?”

Russ was screaming again. “No, no! There’s nobody else here! . . . What
am I going to do? . . . No, no, no, no, no, no!”

Vaughn continued to apply her training to try to calm the caller. “Russell,
take a couple of deep breaths, OK? I don’t need you hyperventilating, OK?”

“My God! What am I going to do?”

“What is her name?”

“Her name is Betsy.”

“Betsy?”

“Yes! Oh, Betsy, no! Oh, my God, no!”

“Russell, do you think she’s beyond help right now?”

His voice grew louder and he was sobbing again. “I think she’s dead! Oh,
God!”

“OK. Take a couple of deep breaths. If you need to, step outside, OK?”

Russ began to wail again. “No, no, no, no, no! I don’t want you to go!”

At 9:49 p.m., while Russ was still on the phone with the dispatcher,
Deputy Chris Hollingsworth from the Lincoln County Sheriff’s Office
(LCSO) let himself in the front door—the first of a legion of first
responders about to descend on the house at 130 Sumac Drive. As soon as
he saw Betsy’s body, he knew this was not a suicide. This woman had been
murdered. He told Russ he should leave the house to avoid contaminating
the crime scene. He escorted the unsteady Russ to the front porch and
steered him to one of the chairs.

Russ’s head was spinning and he couldn’t begin to believe what he had
just seen. Why would Betsy commit suicide in the midst of her courageous
and determined fight against cancer? He felt overwhelmed by grief,
confusion, and panic. He wondered if he was going into shock as he began
to shiver uncontrollably in the frigid December air in nothing but a T-shirt
and jeans. Someone wrapped a white blanket around his shoulders and he



instinctively pulled it close. Hollingsworth suggested he would be warmer
in the patrol car and Russ eagerly agreed.

He chain-smoked cigarettes and struggled to concentrate as he tried to
answer the deputy’s questions. He told him about Betsy’s cancer, her bouts
of depression, the couple’s activities that day, and how he had discovered
her body. They had last spoken by phone about five o’clock when she was
at her mother’s apartment playing a board game. Her friend Pam Hupp was
going to drive her home. Betsy said she had something good to talk to him
about then.

Hollingsworth asked about the dog barking behind the house and Russ
explained that it was unusual for Sicily to be chained up outside. She
usually went out only for a quick potty break and then came right back in.
The yard wasn’t fenced, so she was on a chain when she was outside.

When sheriff’s detectives Mike Merkel and Patrick Harney arrived and
took a quick look through the house, they asked Russ to go with them to the
sheriff’s office to give them as much information as possible and to make a
formal statement while the crime scene was being examined for evidence.
Russ felt the pain of leaving Betsy crumpled on the living-room floor, but
there was nothing he could do for her. She was beyond his help and his
reach. He shivered under the blanket as the detectives drove him to the
sheriff’s office nearby in Troy.

Russ kept wondering how any of this could be real. Betsy could not be
gone from him—not now and not like this. He had been preparing to lose
her to cancer at some time in the not-too-distant future, but he couldn’t
accept her bloody death in their living room amid the Christmas
decorations. None of it made sense. How could he be riding in a police car
with detectives while Betsy lay dead at home? How could she have
committed suicide now?



CHAPTER TWO

Russ Faria shivered again and pulled the blanket tighter around him as he
sat in tiny Interview Room 2 at the LCSO. It was 10:30 p.m., barely an hour
since he discovered the body of the woman he loved, the woman he
struggled so hard to build a life with. He felt sick to his stomach and sensed
he was slipping deeper into an emotional, mental, and physical morass. He
looked it, too. A forty-one-year-old man, with disheveled, short black hair,
a mustache and goatee, and a thick, stocky frame—at five-ten and 230
pounds—all wrapped up in a white blanket. His face was pale and his blank
brown eyes closed or gazed toward some undefined spot across the room as
he breathed heavily, almost panting.

He finally was able to form one coherent thought. “I’d like a cigarette,”
he said softly to Detective Mike Merkel, a slender, shaved-head detective
dressed in a black sHERIFF windbreaker and khakis. Merkel went in search
of a cigarette, leaving Russ alone. Russ didn’t know it, but Merkel’s
frequent departures from the interview room over the upcoming hours
would allow detectives to observe Russ’s behavior when he was alone. A
small, tubular “lipstick” camera hidden across the room transmitted a full
view of Russ seated at the table to a monitor in another room.

They watched his first four minutes in the room as he repeatedly
whispered, “No, no, no, no, no” and “Why? Why?” He buried his face in
his hands and sobbed as he continued to say, “No, no, no, no, no.” He
turned to the table on his right, dropped his head onto his crossed arms, and
began to cry, “Why? Why? Oh, God! Oh, God!” His cries soon turned into
louder sobs and then anguished wails of “Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!”

Merkel walked back in and said flatly, “Take a deep breath for me, Russ.
Take a couple of deep breaths for me.”

In his report later, Merkel would write: It should be noted, Russell did not
appear to have any moisture on his face or arms where he may have been
crying. That observation may have been factual—as well as the result of
Russ wiping his eyes with the blanket—but it also may have marked the
beginning of what would become an avalanche of official judgment against
Russ Faria.



During the hours that followed, Merkel left Russ alone several times and
watched his grief overwhelm him again and again. Once he leaned back in
his chair as he repeated, “No, no, no, no, no,” and then slammed his head
backward into the wall several times. He seemed to be speaking to God,
Merkel thought, as he said, “Oh, God, no! Why? God? Why did she do
this?” Another time, Russ fell to his knees on the floor; leaning against the
table, he seemed to pray with another refrain of “No, no, no, no.”

Merkel returned with another cigarette for Russ and opened the interview
by asking about the Farias’ daily lives so he could get to know them better.
Russ mustered all of his composure as he tried to provide accounts of his
activities that day, the Farias’ marital history, Betsy’s physical and mental
health, and their relationships with families and friends. Betsy’s cancer and
chemotherapy left her too ill to work for an insurance company, as she had
for many years, and, in fact, had qualified her for disability payments from
Social Security. She was still operating her part-time disc jockey service
called PartyStarters for weddings or other special events and spent most
weekdays at home making calls for the DJ service. She still played tennis,
as often as she could manage to muster her energy, which was sapped by
cancer and chemotherapy. When Russ finished his workday in his basement
office, he and Betsy would have dinner together and usually watch movies
before going to bed. They attended church services on Sundays and
occasional activities during the week. Russ described the couple as “social
butterflies” on the weekends, going out or visiting friends and family. They
enjoyed riding Russ’s Harley-Davidson motorcycle and had a few separate
activities, such as tennis for Betsy and Tae Kwon Do lessons and game
nights for Russ.

Merkel explained that the police always read Miranda rights to people
they interviewed at the station. After listening to the quick recitation of his
rights, Russ asked the next logical question: “Am I being arrested?” It was
beginning to feel like he was. The police had put off his request to call his
mother, but Merkel told him he was not under arrest and the extensive
questioning was an effort to learn as much as possible about Betsy and Russ
to assist the investigation.

Russ explained that neither of Betsy’s two daughters from a previous
relationship was living with them now. Her younger daughter, Mariah Day,
seventeen, was living with Betsy’s mother, Janet Meyer, in Lake St. Louis
so she could graduate from the high school she was attending before the



Farias moved to Troy almost two years ago. Betsy’s older daughter, Leah
Day, twenty-one, was staying with one of Betsy’s three sisters, Julie
Swaney, in nearby Creve Coeur, after a series of personal conflicts with
Betsy and Russ, and also after arguing with Betsy’s mother when Leah
lived with her. The conflicts had led Betsy to take Leah’s silver Nissan
Maxima away from her the day after Thanksgiving. The girls’ father, whom
Betsy never married, lived in Florida with his wife and their children and
rarely had contact with Leah and Mariah.

Betsy and Russ married in 2000 and the eleven years since then had not
been perfect or easy, he admitted. Years ago, they engaged in frequent and
loud arguments, but there had never been any violence. They separated a
couple of times, including once for about a year. But they started attending
the Morning Star United Methodist Church in Wentzville and the pastor
was providing valuable counseling that was greatly improving their
relationship. An occasional spat was nothing out of the ordinary for married
couples. Coincidentally, Merkel attended the same church and offered to
call the pastor to assist Russ.

“That would be great,” Russ said, choking back more tears.

Merkel asked if Russ or Betsy had been involved with anyone else during
the separations. Russ said Betsy had seen a guy named Rich for a while, but
he didn’t know much more than that. He said he had not seen anyone else.

Russ said the worst challenge to their lives arrived in late 2009 when
Betsy was diagnosed with breast cancer. She underwent a mastectomy and
reconstructive surgery in 2010. The cancer was considered in remission by
early 2011, but while Betsy and Russ were attending a family wedding in
Rhode Island in October, her doctor called with news that the cancer had
returned and spread to her liver. When they visited the doctor after returning
from Rhode Island, he delivered the grim prognosis: The cancer was
inoperable and Betsy likely had three to five years to live.

Betsy was disappointed, of course, but she said she had beaten cancer
once and she would do it again. She even decided to keep their plans for a
seven-day “survivor’s cruise” to Belize, Honduras, and Cozumel with
friends and family in November. She changed the theme to “a celebration of
life.” The group had a great time and Betsy got to swim with dolphins, an
event she called one of the highlights of her life.

Russ said Betsy was a generally positive person, even during the last two
years fighting cancer and enduring some medical problems with breast



reconstruction. But she also was realistic. She told Russ she was making
unspecified preparations for the future and for the care of her daughters
after she was gone.

Did Betsy take much medication?

Russ said that, in addition to several cancer-related meds, she had been
on the antidepressant/anxiety medication Celexa for at least five years. She
had threatened to harm herself years ago, but that was before she was on an
antidepressant. Betsy never used illegal drugs and drank alcohol sparingly.
She had battled depression for years and could become depressed over
events or situations.

How did Russ deal with stress?

“I just really don’t have a whole lot of stress.... I find a lot of peace. I
read my Bible.... The answers are all there.... I know that God takes care of
everything.”

Russ began his description of the day’s events by explaining Betsy was
undergoing chemotherapy at the Siteman Cancer Center in St. Peters, not
far from her mother’s apartment in Lake St. Louis. She usually spent nights
before and after chemo sessions at her mother’s to save gas and time on the
longer commute between Siteman and the Farias’ home in Troy, thirty-five
miles away. Betsy had been staying at her mother’s since Monday to await
her chemo session Tuesday afternoon. They had planned for him to pick her
up on his way home from game night, but she texted him that her friend
Pam Hupp had offered to drive her home. Russ thought a family friend
named Bobbi might have gone to chemo with Betsy that day. Bobbi lived in
Texas and the Farias had bought her a plane ticket for Christmas so she
could visit Janet and Betsy. Russ also remembered Betsy told him she had
something good to talk to him about when they got home that evening and
told him not to worry.

Russ listed the four stops he made on the way to game night and at
Arby’s on the way home, where he estimated his arrival at about 9:45 p.m.
He talked about his four friends at game night and said nothing unusual had
happened. As usual, they had smoked a little marijuana. But no one drank
alcohol, not even a beer. He hadn’t used his cell phone while he was there,
but did get a call between 8 and 8:30 p.m. from an unknown number, which
he didn’t answer.

Merkel took the questioning to Russ’s discovery of Betsy’s body. Russ
lay on the interview-room floor to demonstrate how close he got to Betsy;



Merkel leaned down close to Russ and they agreed Russ had been ten to
twelve inches from Betsy’s face. He was still wearing the same clothes he
had on when he found her body. Merkel asked if Russ noticed anything out
of place in the master bedroom and Russ said he was never in any room
except the living room and kitchen. He said one thing that would be
noticeable in the bedroom, however, was the jewelry armoire he had given
Betsy for Christmas; one of the front legs broke when he was moving it and
he had propped it up against the wall.

Russ said he hadn’t touched Betsy, but thought she had killed herself,
“Because I saw her arms slashed.”

“Both arms?”

“I don’t know. I know I saw at least one. Her arm was slashed and it was
slashed crossways and it was very deep . . . and I saw a knife . . .”

That image ripped open his heart again and he began to wail, “Oh, my
God! Oh, Jesus Christ!” His face contorted and he began to cry and sob
again. “The knife was in her neck . . .” His voice was strained and he was
almost choking. “. . . and there, there was blood all over the floor.”

Merkel told Russ to take a deep breath and a drink of water. Merkel
moved his chair closer until his right knee was between Russ’s knees. The
cop said he was troubled by the lack of blood on Russ and his clothing.
Russ drew a diagram on Merkel’s legal notepad to show how he had
approached Betsy’s body from the front, where there was little or no blood
except directly under her head and face. Merkel asked Russ to pull his shirt
tight across his chest so he could examine it for blood spots. There were
none.

Merkel said he could almost guarantee that he would have touched or
embraced a loved one if he had found them like Betsy. Did Russ have a
reason for not embracing Betsy?

“No, I don’t. I saw that she was already gone.... She didn’t look to be
breathing and her tongue was half out of her mouth and there was blood
everywhere on her face. And I knew I had to call 911 and I didn’t know, at
that point.... I thought she had killed herself. If she didn’t, I knew if I
touched something, it would disturb any kind of an investigation.”

Merkel was surprised Russ was thinking about preserving the scene for
police in the moments after finding his wife’s bloody body.

“I don’t know what was going through my head. I knew I had to call
somebody to help. I knew she wasn’t with us anymore. I knew I needed



somebody to come and so I called the police.... I fell on the floor in the
kitchen. I couldn’t breathe.... I wanted somebody to come help me. . . . I
didn’t know what to do. I mean, my wife is laying on the floor dead, with a
knife in her neck. I called the police. I didn’t know if she had done it or
somebody had done it. I didn’t know.”

Merkel took a break to go to the restroom and find another cigarette for
Russ.

Russ sat quietly for the first two minutes, then stood abruptly and leaned
his face toward the wall beside his chair, moaning, “No, no, no, no.” He
turned and paced across the room to lean his head against the other wall and
repeated, “No, no, no, no!” He returned to the chair, wrapped himself in the
blanket again, and sat still and silent, staring at nothing for long minutes
before whispering more refrains of “No, no, no, no, no!” and “Why, why,
why?”

Russ finally dropped his face onto his crossed arms on the table and
began to ask God, “Why, why, why? Why did you take her from me?” He
pounded his fist on the table. “No, no, no, no, no! This has got to be a bad
dream! No, no, no, no!”

Merkel returned after a seemingly eternal thirty minutes and said the
police were trying to round up more cigarettes. He said Russ couldn’t go
home yet because the police were still examining the house. And then he
asked, “What can I do for you? I know it’s probably an unfair question to
ask you right now.”

Russ’s face clouded over again and he began to sob. “I want my family . .
. my girls, my mom. I want my family. I want my baby back!”

Merkel said softly, “I know you do, Russ” as Russ began to cry loudly
and covered his face with the blanket.

“Oh, God! I don’t know what to do!”

“I think you’re the only one who can help us with this right now.
Although it’s limited, I think you have the most knowledge about the last
few hours of her life, as much as I hate to put it that way. The truth being
what it is, it’s between you and Pam, right?”

If Merkel meant to suggest Russ and Pam Hupp as a limited list of
possible killers, Russ didn’t catch it. He thought Merkel was talking about
the people who knew the most about Betsy’s final hours.

“Yeah,” he said, “and there’s her mom and Bobbi. She was over there
playing a game. I should have gone over there and played a game with



them.”
Merkel nodded. “There’s probably a thousand what-ifs. I can’t even
imagine.”



CHAPTER THREE

Almost five and a half hours of interrogation by Detective Merkel were
essentially replayed when Detectives Ray Floyd of the Troy Police
Department and Keith Rider of the Chesterfield Police Department took
over the questioning at 3:52 a.m. They introduced themselves as
investigators with the Major Case Squad (MCS) of Greater St. Louis (a
regional police organization that assists local police with resources and
manpower) and apologized for making Russ start all over.

The questions drew some new details from the same story Russ had told
Merkel. Russ and Betsy had not had any recent disagreements or arguments
and, in fact, had enjoyed a great Christmas holiday. Asked if Betsy had
suffered any injuries or wounds recently, Russ said he had seen Betsy on
Sunday night when they had sex—*“been intimate,” he said discreetly to the
detectives—and didn’t notice anything new beyond the existing scars from
her mastectomy and breast reconstruction.

Floyd asked about the last person known to see Betsy alive. “What do
you know about Pam, her friend? Is there anything that would be hinky
about her?”

“No, no,” Russ said thoughtfully as he shook his head.

“How long have they been friends?”

“Several years. Pam came up a week or two ago to our house and they
had lunch together.”

He thought Pam and Betsy had met for lunch to discuss forming a
nonprofit organization to collect money for people with health issues. The
women had become friends when they worked for a State Farm Insurance
agent years ago. Russ had met Pam’s husband twice, but didn’t know him
well and couldn’t remember his name. The Farias and the Hupps never
socialized.

Detective Rider asked if Betsy had been making any plans for her
inevitable death.

“No, I mean, we have life insurance. But we’ve always had life
insurance. It’s not like she got more life insurance or anything like that. She
hadn’t done anything differently than she normally does.”



Russ said again he thought she killed herself and had been dead for some
time when he found her. He didn’t want to think she would kill herself, but
there had been some frightening incidents in the past. Russ recounted how
Betsy once pulled a knife, threatened to harm herself, and accidentally cut
Russ’s arm as he was taking it away from her.

What would Russ think, Floyd asked, if Betsy’s death was not a suicide?

That would mean someone broke into the house and killed her, Russ said,
but he had no idea who would have done such a thing. They had nothing to
steal, they owed no one money and no one owed them money, and neither
of them had problems with anyone.

Floyd didn’t think the way Betsy died fit the pattern of a suicide.

Russ agreed, but said, again, that everyone who knew Betsy loved her.
No one would want to kill her.

Asked about a will or life insurance, Russ said there was no will, but
there were insurance policies totaling $300,000 or more, all naming him as
primary beneficiary. There was a $50,000 policy on Betsy through his job,
and there were two policies Betsy had taken out years ago for $100,000 and
$150,000.

At 5:30 a.m.—after seven excruciating hours of questioning—Floyd
asked Russ to write and sign a statement of his activities the night before.
On an official form for the sheriff’s office, Russ printed a twenty-three-line,
succinct, and sparse account of Betsy’s trip to chemotherapy, his hours at
game night, and his discovery of her body.

Floyd asked, “Why do you think Betsy would choose this time and this
day to kill herself?”

Russ choked up and began to sob. “ ’Cause she knew I wouldn’t be home
until later and she would have some time by herself.”

Was there anyone who would want to hurt Betsy?

“No, everybody loved Betsy.” His voice was barely above a whisper.
“She was a positive soul. She always brought smiles to people. She made
me smile all the time. She made me so proud. I was happy to have her in
my life.”

“No issues between you and Betsy right now?”



“No, we had a good weekend.” Russ detailed holiday activities with both
of their families on Christmas Eve, Christmas Day, and the day after
Christmas. “We had a good time. She didn’t act like anything was bothering
her. She was really happy and we played games and . . .” His voice softened
and trailed off.

“What do you think should happen to somebody if they killed Betsy?”

“If they killed Betsy, they should be put away for a very long time,” Russ
said with a sigh.

As the interview continued to 8:30 a.m., Floyd asked for a DNA sample.
Russ agreed and Detective Merkel swirled a cotton swab inside Russ’s
mouth. At 9:49 a.m., Russ agreed to Floyd’s request for an evidence officer
to take swabs of his hands and feet.

Russ broke into more spasms of sobs and tears after the technician left
and he was alone once again. He sighed heavily and repeatedly as he
covered his face with his right hand or ran his hand through his hair. He was
exhausted and drained. He had asked a couple of times if he could call his
mother, but the detectives said he could do that later. He hadn’t talked to his
family or anyone but the police. He couldn’t identify any feeling in his
mind or body that wasn’t grief and confusion and a desperate desire for this
to be over.

He had no idea how much more lay ahead.



CHAPTER FOUR

Betsy Faria’s death was not a suicide.

The flat statement by Detective Ray Floyd sent Russ Faria’s mind into
another spin of confusion. Floyd returned to Interview Room 2 at 11:20
a.m. Wednesday—almost thirteen hours after depositing Russ there—to tell
him the police had concluded that Betsy did not commit suicide. Russ
realized that left only one alternative: Someone murdered his wife in their
home and escaped unseen. That seemed to make less sense to his fogged
mind than if she committed suicide.

Floyd’s next step was disturbing. He advised Russ of his Miranda rights
and asked him to initial a form acknowledging he had received them and to
sign a form certifying he had waived his rights. Russ did as he was asked as
Floyd explained that Russ was not under arrest and was free to leave
anytime. Russ felt anything but free to leave. He was feeling increasingly
under suspicion in Betsy’s death. Through the fog, he heard himself saying
he would do anything he could to help, especially now that the police were
looking for someone who murdered Betsy.

The detectives began a new series of questions. Could Betsy have had a
boyfriend she was seeing on the side? No. Had Betsy been married to
anyone before Russ? Yes, she had been married to Ron Carter and still
maintained a friendship with him. The two men had gotten past some
tension when Russ and Betsy first got together after she divorced Ron.
Since then, Ron had helped Betsy with some repairs around the house. But
Russ was sure Betsy was no longer attracted to Ron, and he had accepted
that their marriage was over.

Floyd said he had learned the news Betsy intended to share with Russ on
Tuesday night was a plan for them to move with Leah and Mariah into the
first floor of her mother’s former house in Lake St. Louis, while her mother
and her friend Bobbi lived upstairs. The Farias would then rent out their
house in Troy. Russ said he would have wanted to think about that and
discuss it with everyone. He would have had to be sure that Leah and
Mariah understood they had to live by the rules set by him and Betsy.



What had Russ been wearing when he was home Tuesday before he left
for game night?

He had worn the same orange RHODE ISLAND T-shirt he still had on, with
either a pair of black shorts with a red stripe or blue sweatpants with a white
stripe; he couldn’t remember which. And he would have been wearing the
brown slippers he always wore when he worked in his basement office.

Then Rider asked another surprising question: Was Russ willing to take a
polygraph test to prove he was “just the poor husband who had to come
home and find this?”

Russ didn’t hesitate. “Yeah, I mean, I’ve got nothing to hide. Like I said,
I’m an honest person.”

Floyd asked if anyone else would stand to inherit money if Betsy died.

“No, the only way they would get money with her being gone is if I was
gone, too, because everybody knows that everything is in my name.”

“There’s been no discussion between you and Betsy and the children or
her mom that some of the insurance would be shared with them upon . . . ?”

“No. I mean, she’s said that, if she was to go, she would like me to give
her mom some money, you know, to help her mom out. But, you know, that
was always the understanding anyway.”

“Are you OK with that?” Rider asked.

“Yeah. I mean, everybody kind of pitches in and helps out with her mom
because she’s up in years, and since she got divorced last year, she’s a little
bit more needy than she has been in the past.... I do a lot of helping out
around her apartment when she needs something fixed.”

Floyd said Betsy’s mom seemed to think a lot of Russ and had expressed
her concern for him when detectives talked to her. Russ put his right hand
over his eyes and his voice choked. “She’s like a mom to me, too.” He
continued to sob as Floyd added that Leah and Mariah had been to the
police station to ask about their “dad.”

Russ sobbed again as he asked how Leah and Mariah were doing.

“They’re taking it as well as could be expected two days, three days after
Christmas,” Floyd said. “But that’s why it’s extremely crucial if you have
any idea of where this may have come out of, anybody that maybe you
could point us in the right direction so we could get on that as well. We
have about fifteen guys assigned to look into this as much as we can. It’s
very, very important.”



Rider added, “Not only have you lost your wife, those two girls have lost
their mom. We can’t leave any stone unturned.... If there’s something you’re
holding in for pride, just let it out now, ’cause we need to know so we can
get justice for you and the girls.”

“No. We’ve got no problems with anybody. We’ve been really good.”

Floyd asked if Betsy had made any changes to her life insurance policies
or taken out new policies. “Not that I know of,” Russ said.

Russ wasn’t picking up on it yet, but the tone of the detectives’ questions
was beginning to change—and not in his favor.



CHAPTER FIVE

Elizabeth Kay Faria was stabbed so many times that the pathologist
conducting her autopsy told the police he would need more time to
calculate an accurate number.

Assigned to observe the autopsy at 1 p.m., Wednesday, while other
detectives interrogated Russ Faria, Detective Mike Merkel asked if the
number could exceed twenty-five wounds.

The pathologist nodded and said simply, “Yes.”

Dr. Kamal D. Sabharwal, a forensic pathologist with the St. Louis County
Medical Examiner’s Office, said the number and nature of the injuries made
it impossible to establish a single cause of death or a time of death. The
medical examiner (ME) gave Merkel a list of the general locations of the
wounds—a shocking recitation of stab wounds and slashes to the neck,
face, head, arms, shoulders, chest, back, and abdomen.

Merkel rushed his report to Detectives Ray Floyd and Keith Rider: Betsy
Faria was stabbed twenty-five times—and counting.

That sordid information, added to the polygraph test under way with
Russ at that moment, was about to dramatically alter the tone of the Betsy
Faria murder investigation and the interrogation of her husband.

Xk ok ok

By 1:55 p.m., Wednesday, the police had fed Russ lunch from
McDonald’s—he wasn’t hungry, but he ate anyway—and had driven him to
the Lake St. Louis police station, where Detective Gary Mclntyre was
waiting to administer the polygraph. McIntyre read the Miranda rights to
Russ for a third time and asked him to sign forms acknowledging that and
confirming the polygraph was voluntary. McIntyre put a cord around Russ’s
chest, a blood-pressure band around his arm, and a pressure clamp on his
finger—all attached to the laptop in front of the detective. McIntyre asked
Russ four direct, simple questions that required a yes-or-no answer.

“Regarding whether or not you killed Betsy Faria, do you intend to tell
me the truth?”



“Yes.”

“Did you kill Betsy Faria?”

“No.”

“Did you kill Betsy Faria with a knife?”

“No.”

“Do you know for sure who killed Betsy Faria?”

“No.”

And almost that quickly, the lie detector test was over.

Mclntyre led Russ into another small interview room at 3:55 p.m., where
they were joined by Floyd and Rider. Russ sat in a corner with a wall to his
left and a small table to his right. Floyd sat almost knee to knee with Russ,
while MclIntyre pulled up a chair at the side of the table and Rider sat at the
far end.

Mclntyre opened by saying, “All right. How do you think you did?”

“I had to have passed,” Russ said emphatically.

“You had to have passed. OK. Well, remember when I was talking to you
before the polygraph examination and I said in order for you to pass this
test, you’re going to have to be one hundred percent honest with me?”

“Yes.”

“You were not one hundred percent honest with me. I do this for a living.
You are not one hundred percent honest with me.”

Russ was shocked. His voice turned plaintive, but exasperated. “I was. I
was honest. I mean . . .”

As he would for the rest of the interrogation, Russ sat with his upturned
hands extended in front of him and punctuated his comments with emphatic
gestures.

“OK. Understand, like I said, I do this for a living,” McIntyre said. “And
this is how all the interviews start out. OK. ‘You were not honest.” “Yes, I
was honest.” “You were not honest.” ‘Yes, I was honest. > And by the time
it’s all said and done, we both sit here, you know, for three hours and the
truth comes out. You feel better. You get this huge weight lifted off your
shoulders.”

Russ didn’t acknowledge this invitation to confess to something he hadn’t
done. “I did not—"

Mclntyre interrupted. “I don’t want to go that route.... I don’t want to
drag this thing out forever. OK? The fact of the matter is . . . is . . .”
Mclntyre spoke without any emotion. “. . . you stabbed Betsy.”



Russ was beyond horrified. MclIntyre had just accused him—bluntly,
unemotionally, officially—of killing his wife. One of the police officers he
assumed was there to help him in a time of trouble—as all kids are taught
by their parents—had just announced he believed Russ was a cold-blooded
killer. His mind began racing. What could he have said or done in the last
eighteen hours that made the police believe he had been lying to them and,
worse than that, was capable of murdering Betsy? He tried to keep his voice
under control as he answered emphatically while shaking his head.

“No, I did not. I wasn’t even there.”

“You can be in denial with yourself,” McIntyre continued, “but this is
somebody looking from the outside, OK? And looking at the evidence and
looking at the facts . . .”

Russ shot back with what was the most important fact of all. “I wasn’t
even there.”

“Russ, you were there.”

“No,” Russ’s voice was rising with a new air of urgency in the face of
these more insistent accusations. “No! I found her like that when I came
home!”

Russ realized McIntyre had concluded that Russ failed the polygraph test.
How could that be? His answers were the absolute and simple truth. He
wouldn’t find out for some time that McIntyre had written in his report:
Upon careful examination of R. Faria’s charted responses throughout the
test series, it is this examiner’s opinion; there were significant, consistent
physiological responses indicative of deception when the above relevant
questions were answered by R. Faria.

Mclntyre invoked a standard technique from the interrogator’s handbook:
We can help you—if you confess now.

“Let me explain something to you. OK? We’re dealing with one of two
people right here. We’re dealing with somebody who lost it, made a
mistake, and is remorseful—or we’re dealing with some kind of fucking
monster. You tell us who we’re dealing with. You tell us who you would
rather a jury see. OK? One of two people.”

Russ was shaking his head. “It’s . . .”

“Hey, hey, Russ, it’s done. It’s done. It’s over.”

Russ sighed and shook his head again and said as calmly as he could, “I
did not do it.”



“We’re past that. There’s too much here, Russ. . . . You’re a churchgoing
man, correct? Well, God is in this room with us right now.”

Russ could only hope MclIntyre was right. “And God knows that I did not
do this. I could not do this. I found her like that when I got home.”

Mclntyre turned up the pressure in a soft voice that belied his new
accusation. “Russ, you were fucking pissed.”

Russ shook his head again. “No! I’ve not been ‘fucking pissed’ in a long
time.”

Floyd stepped in. “Something happened when you got home, Russ. ... A
lot of things have happened since we last talked to you. There’s been a lot
more physical evidence recovered from the scene, as well as from her body.
And this is—”

Why weren’t these guys listening? Russ interrupted, “Nothing happened
when I got home.”

Floyd wasn’t buying it. Something happened that led him to kill Betsy in
a rage.

Russ repeated again and again that nothing happened and he found Betsy
dead when he got home.

“There’s already been statements gathered that, you know, your
relationship with your wife—not that anybody’s perfect—but you guys
were in a little bit of a rocky relationship,” Floyd said. “This is coming
from a friend that she’s confided in. This is coming from some of her family
members that she’s confided in. And they’re concerned about you, Russ.”

What friend or family member would say something like that to the
police? Russ sighed again. “I walked in the door and found her.”

“There is no way that took place. There is absolutely no way that took
place. A medical examiner has already ruled that out. You did not find her
there. She was alive when you got home. She was dead by the time the
police got there. What I need to know is what happened.. . . Russ, this is not
suicide. This isn’t a random killing. This is a crime of passion.”

Russ’s voice remained emphatic but desperate. “I did not do this. I'm
telling you, I did not do this.... She was dead when I got home.”

“Why did you assume suicide?”

“Because I saw slashes on her arms.”

Floyd’s voice was flat but disbelieving. “Slashes on her arms. And that
was your only—that’s why you assumed suicide? A knife protruding out of



her neck didn’t make you think that it may be something else? That story is
not correct and you know it.”

Mclntyre asked, “Who did it, Russ?”

“I don’t know!”

Mclntyre spat out an exasperated “Bullshit!”

“I did not do this.”

“Well, look, quit playing dumb. All right? This is what we do. The
evidence is there.... Is it a crime of passion, or are you a monster? This
happened. If you didn’t do it, then tell me who did.”

“I don’t know who did this. I did not do this. I found this when I got
home from my friend’s house.... I have no reason to lie.”

“You have a lot of reason to lie,” McIntyre huffed indignantly. “That’s
probably one of the dumbest statements I’ve heard in a long time. ‘I have
no reason to lie.” You need to get this off your shoulders, Russ.”

Floyd chimed in: “I wanted to believe you, but there’s absolutely no way
that I can believe you after talking to those detectives and those crime scene
people that processed the scene that relayed the trace evidence.... She’s
already had an autopsy. There’s too much stuff pointing right at you. . . . It
was a spur-of-the-moment thing, and I just need you to tell me . . . what
sparked the incident happening?”

“I did not do this. I can’t tell you what sparked it because I wasn’t there
when it happened.” Russ’s voice was louder and more emphatic and his
hand gestures were more dramatic.

“You only have one person with a motive—money. It’s the oldest motive
in the world and I would hate . . .”

Money? That thought had not found its way through the fog in Russ’s
head until that moment. Betsy’s insurance money? That was insane. “I don’t
have any need for money,” he said slowly.

“Listen to me. I would hate to think that’s your motive. I don’t think it’s
your motive. I think there was a fight, an argument, or something like that.”

Russ shook his head again in frustration. “There was no argument.”

“Well, how many times did we practice putting a pillow over her face and
suffocating her and telling her this is what it would feel like to die? How
many times?”

Russ was flabbergasted and his brow furrowed. Putting a pillow over her
face? Where did such an absurd allegation come from?

“I never did that!”



“Never? So her friends are just making this up? This is a story I’m just
making up, I should say? You never put a pillow over her face and said . . .”

Russ could taste a new anger in his mouth. What “friends” could possibly
be telling an outrageous and patently false story like that—and why?

“No!”

“ . .. you know, this is what it would feel like to die’?”

This was insane. “No!”

“Then why would they make that up? Why would her friends tell the
police that you had done that and she was scared of you?”

Russ was set back again. “She had no reason to be scared of me. She’s
never been scared of me.”

Floyd played the God card again. “And somebody well greater than both
of us knows this.”

“No! I had nothing . . .”

“Youwill . ..”

“. .. to do with this.”

“. .. answer to that. You will answer to that as well. And that’s why you
need to get your conscience clean and come clean with what . . .”

“My conscience is clean. I had nothing to do with this—nothing at all!”

Rider said, “Russ, you’ve got two girls that just lost their mother. You’ve
got a mom that just lost their daughter.”

Russ’s frustration was growing and his voice was rising. “And I’m being
accused of something that I did not do.”

McIntyre was more emphatic about Russ failing the polygraph. “One
hundred percent deception. It wasn’t eighty-five. One hundred percent
deception.”

Russ wondered if the police had talked to Mike Corbin and his game-
night friends. They could prove he was twenty-five miles away when Betsy
was killed. “There is no way I could have been there.”

“How is there no way you could have been there? You left at nine
o’clock. You got home at nine thirty, nine thirty-five. The call comes in
around nine forty-five. That’s why I need to know what happened in that
ten-to-fifteen-minute time frame.... She was alive and healthy when you got
home.”

And there it was—the official conclusion by the police that Russ had
managed to slaughter his wife and call 911 in ten or fifteen minutes after
driving home from a relaxed evening watching movies with his friends



twenty-five miles away. Russ couldn’t even absorb the enormity of the
errors in that accusation.



CHAPTER SIX

After accusing him of murdering his wife, Detective Ray Floyd didn’t give
Russ Faria time to catch his breath before the cop dropped the big lie—or in
the best light, the big mistake—on him. Delivering what would become a
foundation of the case against Russ, Floyd said, “She hadn’t been dead
hardly at all when the police got there—Iless than an hour.”

Russ was shocked again. He was no forensic expert, but his brief
moments with Betsy’s body told him she had to have been dead longer than
that.

“I was not there when that happened. I found her like that.”

“You need to be honest for her family. You need to be honest for the
daughters that you say are yours.... You need to be honest for the mother-in-
law that you love. You need to be honest for your wife.”

That stung and Russ suppressed a surge of anger. “I am being honest! . . .
I am telling you what happened! I walked in the door. I put the dog food
down. I took my jacket off and I saw my wife on the floor. That is exactly
what happened.”

“And I wanted to believe you all day . . . and I did believe you all day,
until this other information came in and I realized you were lying to me.”

Russ fought back. “I don’t know what information you have that
contradicts what I’m saying, but that is exactly what happened. That is
exactly what happened when I walked in the door . . .” Russ was gesturing
emphatically with his hands. “That .. .is ... what. .. happened!”

Rider asked, “How many times have you played this story in your head
to make sure you get it right? It’s like a well-oiled machine. You’re like a
parrot regurgitating the same story the whole time.”

“No! Because it’s what happened!”

Floyd again: “I don’t think you’re a bad person, but I think something
triggered and something happened and you lost control.... I was wondering
if it was something to deal with the fact that she wanted everybody to move
into this house . . .”

“She never mentioned that to me. . . . [ never got a chance to hear it. The
first time I heard about it was when you told me. . . . I don’t know why you



keep saying I’'m not telling the truth.”

“Because the crime scene has been cleaned,” Floyd said as he shifted in
his chair, leaned forward, raised his voice, and began speaking faster.
“There’s no reason for someone to break into your house and clean the
crime scene. There’s evidence the crime scene has been cleaned. There’s
blood . . . it’s easily detected on some of your clothes at your house. That’s
why I’m telling you, you’re lying.... The fact of the matter is, it’s a sloppy
crime scene. There’s blood on your clothes, in your residence, in your
bedroom.”

“I didn’t even go to my bedroom.”

“How did the blood get on your clothes and also on your shoes in your
bedroom, Russ? Somebody break into your house and put your shoes on . . .
to kill your wife?”

How could there be blood on clothes and shoes he wasn’t wearing in a
room he never entered? “I have no idea. This is what I was wearing today . .

Russ continued to fence with the detectives, insisting repeatedly that he
was wearing the same clothes he put on before he left the house at five
o’clock, Tuesday. He had no idea how Betsy’s blood got on clothing in the
bedroom he never entered.

The cops were more insistent that Russ was constructing a ridiculous
scenario that someone came into his house, put on his clothes, killed Betsy,
changed out of his blood-spattered clothes, and left them on the floor in his
bedroom. Their version was that Russ came home, changed clothes, killed
Betsy, and then changed back into the clothes he was wearing now.

Floyd said, “You’re in a bad spot, brother, and you need to be honest....
You come home. You got into a fight, an argument with your wife. You
pulled a knife from your kitchen and stabbed her multiple times and killed
her.... We know when it was done—who did it.... The only part of this
whole puzzle that we haven’t been able to put in place is the ‘why’ it
happened. I don’t want to believe you killed her for money. I don’t want to
believe that . ..”

“I did not kill my wife.”
“. .. because she was dying of cancer already. You could have waited, if
you were in it for the money. . . . Time was on your side. All you had to do

was wait.”



Russ tried to ignore the disgusting implication that he was circling like a
vulture waiting to collect her life insurance after her death from cancer or,
even worse, that the money was a motive for killing her.

“I did not kill my wife! How many times do I have to say that?”

“Every speck of evidence secured at that residence points in one
direction, and one direction only—you.” With a pen in his right hand, Floyd
jabbed his index finger toward Russ’s chest. “That’s it. It doesn’t go
anywhere else except straight ahead.”

“I did not do it! I did not kill my wife. I don’t care what the evidence
says! I did not do this!”

Floyd began to stack lies upon lies—or bogus assumptions upon bogus
assumptions.

“Who would have such a master plan that they would come into your
house minutes before you got home . . .” A lie about the timing.

“. .. put your clothes on so the blood evidence would be on your clothes .
..” A lie about blood on his clothes.

“. .. and kill your wife, and then put your clothes back in your room . . .”
The third lie in the same sentence.

“. .. to be found by police? Who would have such a master, devious plan
to be able to pull that off? . . . That’s some serious planning. This is a big
conspiracy. O.J.—If the glove doesn’t fit, you must acquit’ . . . that’s some
major planning right there.”

Russ was getting so numb to the accusations that even comparing him to
0O.J. Simpson failed to push him into an angry outburst.

“I did not do this. I don’t understand what’s going on here.”

“What’s going on is that your wife is dead.”

Russ sucked in his breath and let some of the anger boiling inside escape
through his voice. “I know that!”

“She’s been murdered. She was stabbed multiple times with a knife from
your residence, and there’s only one person that was culpable, that had the
means and the motive to do it. And like I said, the puzzle at this point is
fairly easy. We’re just trying to figure out the ‘why’ . . . and the ‘why’ could
be the difference.... It could be a difference between murder first degree and
a manslaughter—murder second degree. I mean, the ‘why’ is a big part of
what is going on here.”

The insanity just didn’t end. “I did not do this. I had no motive to do this.
I love my wife.”



Rider asked if Russ would pray for forgiveness. Russ shot back that he
did not need to seek forgiveness because God knew that he did not kill his
wife.

Rider stayed with the religious theme. “God knows the truth.... He was
looking down when all of this went down.... She died a horrendous death....
She’s not coming back.... She’s in Heaven now.”

“I did not do this. I’'m not capable of this.” Russ pounded his left hand
onto his knee with each word to emphasize his claim of innocence. “I don’t
know who did it.”

Mclntyre said, “Russ, there’s too much evidence. It’s going to bury you.
How many times do we have to tell you? Man, help yourself out here.... It’s
overwhelming.... Russ, listen to me. Quit shaking your head no. This
happened. It absolutely did happen.”

Russ looked at the men across from him and told them another truth. “I
know you think it did . . . and everybody here thinks it did.”

“And all evidence says that it did.”

Mclntyre said, “This is not a tough case on our part. This isn’t tough. It’s
done. It’s a done deal. We’re trying to give you the opportunity to tell us
why. Something happened.... Were you high? Were you on drugs? . . . You
smoked some weed last night. Right? . . . Did you go into a blackout and
then, all of a sudden, there she was, dead? Is that . . .”

“No, no! I did not black out. I know I came in with the dog food and I
took off my jacket and there she was. That is what happened . . . and I don’t
know what I can do to make you believe me.”

“You’re telling us a lie.”

“I am not telling you a lie. I am not lying. I’'m not a liar. I’ve never been a
liar and I have no reason to lie.”

Mclntyre pounced, but his voice was soft and low. “Russ, you have a lot
of reason to lie. We understand that. Something happened that wasn’t
supposed to happen.”

Russ denied it again, but the detectives were on a roll, insisting
repeatedly that something happened that drove him to kill Betsy. And then
Rider dropped the bomb.

“Your wife was stabbed over twenty-five times.”

Russ felt his heart shatter. “Oh, my God, no,” he moaned as he dropped
his forehead into his right hand. How could someone have stabbed his
Betsy twenty-five times?



Rider repeated, “Over twenty-five times. Over twenty-five times. And
they’re not done yet. They’re still counting.”

Russ could only repeat, “Oh, my God.”

Rider hammered away at a new and painful injury to his suspect.
“Twenty-five times. Twenty-five times, Russ, and they’re still counting.
That’s someone who was in a blind rage that lost control. That’s not a
stranger who did that. That’s somebody who lost control of their emotions
and couldn’t stop until it was done.”

Russ slumped farther down in his chair with his head bowed. “I did not
do this,” he mumbled again. “I did not do this. There’s no way that I did
this.”

Mclntyre snapped, “You cannot stick with that bullshit story. It is
bullshit.”

“It is not bullshit.”

“It is so obviously bullshit. Nobody is going to buy . .. You have to come
up with something better than that.”

“That is all I have because that is the truth.”

Russ and the cops seesawed repeatedly between “You stabbed your wife”
and “I did not do this.” Floyd said the brutality made Russ look like a
“cold-blooded killer who has no remorse for anything.... She sure didn’t
stab herself twenty-five times.”

“No! I did not do this. I did not do it.” And then, as if someone had
flipped a switch in his brain, Russ realized there was only one way to stop
this outrageous assault by the cops. He looked at the detectives and said, “If
you’re not going to believe me, then . . . then I need a lawyer.”

Mclntyre seemed incredulous and his voice shot up. “You’re going to let
the evidence speak for you? . . . Listen to me. Once we’re done, we’re done.
When we walk out, we’re done. This is your fucking chance, right now.
This is it . . . and I’'m telling you that this evidence is going to bury you. It is
going to bury you. . .. Don’t be stupid, Russ.”

“I’m not being stupid.”

Rider said, “You sound like you’re trying to convince yourself, Russ.”

“No, I’m not trying to convince myself. I'm trying to convince you that
I’m telling the truth, because I am telling the truth.”

The detectives made one last desperate attempt.

“We know you did it,” McIntyre said.

“No, you think I did,” Russ shot back.



“The evidence will prove that you did, Russ.”

“Well, you guys sit here and accuse me of that.”

“Russ, I have every right to accuse you because all of the evidence points
to you.”

Seventy-seven times in the last ninety minutes, Russ had said, “I did not
do this” or “I didn’t do it” or “I had nothing to do with it,” or something
close to those words. Dozens of more times, he had sworn he was not lying.
It was now clear there was absolutely nothing he could do or say to
convince them he did not kill Betsy. His grief was tearing at his insides
while the cops were battering him with unrelenting accusations that he was
a monstrous killer. He had spent almost eighteen hours under interrogation,
with no contact with anyone from his or Betsy’s families, and hadn’t slept
in more than thirty-three hours—and it was time for the madness to stop.

“Then I want a lawyer,” he said with a new air of defiance and without a
hint of emotion. “I want a lawyer right now. I want a lawyer.”

MclIntyre and Rider immediately walked out of the room as Floyd stood
quickly and snapped, “We understand. Stand up and put your hands behind
your back.”

Russ stood slowly and turned his back to Floyd. At 4:36 p.m.,
Wednesday, December 28—some twenty-one hours after Betsy was
murdered—Russ felt the cold steel of the handcuffs around his wrists and
heard the click as they locked.

Russ heard Floyd say to one of the other detectives, “As soon as they
want a lawyer, that means they’re guilty.”



CHAPTER SEVEN

Russ Faria stared blankly out of the window of the police car as the
detectives drove him back to the Lincoln County Sheriff’s Office in Troy.
The unbelievable events of the last hour were beginning to force him out of
the shock that had consumed his mind and body since he walked into his
house the night before. He was still confused about what had happened and
why, but he was beginning to understand that he was now in a new, tragic,
and dangerous reality unlike anything he had ever experienced.

In just the last nearly twenty hours, he had discovered the brutalized body
of his wife and, isolated from family or friends, had undergone the most
prying examination of his personal life, his marriage, his religious faith, his
integrity, and his honesty by a tag team of homicide detectives he had
assumed was trying to help him. He willingly submitted to a polygraph test,
only to be told he had failed and was a liar and a killer. He had endured the
detectives’ allegations that he was a raging monster who butchered his own
wife. And now he was under arrest, his hands cuffed behind his back, riding
in a police car with those same detectives on the way back to a cell at the
Lincoln County Jail.

This insanity was real, he was beginning to understand as he watched the
familiar countryside pass by the car window. He was vaguely aware the
detectives were still talking to him, still trying to get him to confess, even
though he had invoked his right to have an attorney present. He was done
talking to them and was trying to tune them out. Once they arrived at the
county jail, the detectives took him to a holding cell—a small room with
several bunks like he had imagined a drunk tank would be. He asked again
to make a phone call and was shown the telephone on the cell wall. Finally.
He called his mother and told her he was OK, but had been arrested and
jailed on suspicion of murder—of killing Betsy. He asked to speak to his
cousin Mary Anderson, the person he trusted the most in the world. Only
five months apart in age, they grew up more like sister and brother and
remained close as adults. He called her his “sister cousin” and said the two
were really the “wonder twins,” who could almost read each other’s mind.
He asked Mary to call the only lawyer he knew, Andrew Beeny, who also



attended the Morning Star Church. Mary had once worked for Beeny, so
she knew him, too.

Mary was as stunned as her cousin that any of this could be happening.
She knew to her very core Russ could not have killed Betsy. There had to
be some horrible mistake, some crucial misunderstanding. She had just seen
Betsy and Russ at a family Christmas party on Monday, December 26, and
they were fine. She learned something had happened to Betsy when she got
on Facebook early Wednesday morning and saw a posting from Betsy’s
daughter Mariah clearly implying Betsy was dead.

Mary called several family members and friends without getting any
useful information before she reached Rachel Faria, Russ’s sister, at the
home of their mother, Luci Faria. Rachel shocked Mary by telling her the
police were at Luci’s house at that minute. Mary drove to Luci’s and arrived
while the detectives were interviewing Luci and Rachel. Mary asked the
police repeatedly if Betsy was dead, citing Mariah’s Facebook posting. The
police would say only that Betsy had been accosted. When Mary asked
where Russ was, a burly plainclothes officer, whom she would later identify
as Sergeant Ryan McCarrick, told her Russ was out looking for the person
who had attacked Betsy. She was furious when she learned later that
afternoon that Russ had actually been undergoing police interrogation
without an attorney—an interrogation she would soon learn had resulted in
his arrest.

Despite being overwhelmed by exhaustion, Russ spent a restless
Wednesday night in the cell, unable to find any comfort on the thin pad atop
the metal bunk. He was barely aware of eating a little of the breakfast he
was served Thursday morning. He was surprised when Detective Mike
Merkel came to the cell at 10:30 a.m. to seize all of his clothes—the same
clothes he had worn for the last forty-two hours on this long, strange trip to
jail as a widower and accused murderer. Merkel presented Russ with a
search warrant authorizing him to take the clothes: an XL-sized orange T-
shirt proclaiming RHODE ISLAND, blue jeans, dark brown boots, white socks,
a pair of black undershorts, a dark leather-strapped watch, and a dark
leather belt. Merkel gave Russ a funky red-and-blue tie-dyed T-shirt and a
pair of jeans, which he put on reluctantly, wondering about their previous



inhabitants. The search warrant also authorized taking fingernail clippings
from Russ’s hands, which an evidence technician did with sterilized nail
clippers.

Russ didn’t know when Andrew Beeny arrived at the county jail at 4:30
p.m. to see if he could help Russ. Beeny couldn’t imagine the friendly,
mild-mannered man he knew from church being involved in anything as
brutal as the murder of his wife. Beeny gave Detective Stephanie Kaiser
and Sergeant Perry Smith of the Missouri Highway Patrol the names of two
people Mary Anderson and other sources thought should be investigated—
Pam Hupp and one of Leah Day’s former boyfriends. And he added that
there were thousands of people who would tell police there was no way
Russ killed Betsy. After Beeny had talked to the detectives for thirty
minutes or so, they surprised him by announcing they were about to release
Russ from jail due to a lack of evidence.

Russ was as surprised as Beeny when detectives told him he would be
released and Beeny was there to escort him out of jail. Russ felt a wave of
relief wash over him, tempered by the awful reality that Betsy was dead and
his life still was in ruin. He could only assume the police finally realized he
could not have killed Betsy and were now developing other suspects. After
a long wait for jailers to process his release, they took him to the lobby,
where Beeny met him and told him he would drive him to his parents’
house. Beeny was struck by how exhausted and shaken emotionally and
physically Russ looked as he walked unsteadily into the lobby.

Russ and Beeny weren’t prepared for the mob of reporters and
photographers waiting outside as they walked into the parking lot. Beeny
took Russ by the arm and told him to look straight ahead and not engage
with the media in any way. Beeny had been interviewed on TV before, but
he had never felt as physically assaulted as he did when the media pushed
forward in such a rush that they actually separated him from Russ.

Russ shook off the shouted questions of “Did you kill your wife” with a
terse “No comment,” until one reporter pushed his microphone at Russ as
he slid into the passenger side of Beeny’s car. Without looking at the
reporter, Russ snapped, “Get outta my face.” At that moment, Russ couldn’t
begin to know how important that reporter, Chris Hayes from FOX 2 KTVI
in St. Louis, would become in the long saga that was just beginning.



CHAPTER EIGHT

1997—O0O’Fallon, Missouri

Russ Faria had noticed the cute young woman behind the cash register the
first time he went into the store at the service station where he had stopped
for gas in O’Fallon in 1997. She had a huge smile that lit up her face and
her blue eyes sparkled as the perfect reflection of the personality that
everyone called bubbly. Her curly brown hair had blondish highlights,
which Russ thought were a classy touch. He made a point of chatting her up
every time he went to the station, including the extra stops he made just to
see the girl he quickly came to know as Betsy Carter. She was genuinely
nice and friendly—remarkably extroverted, really—and he hoped her
response to his flirtatious banter was an indication she was interested in
him. He was right. Although she was still going through a divorce, she
asked Russ out on a date. It was the first step in a romance that soon led to
their decision to live together in her mobile home in O’Fallon.

Russ was twenty-eight and Betsy was twenty-nine. She had two little
girls—seven and three—from a relationship before the short marriage that
was about to end in the pending divorce. Russ quickly grew to love the
girls, just as he did their mother. After living together for two years, Russ
and the now-divorced Betsy married in January 2000.

Russ Faria had grown up in nearby Florissant, Missouri, one of the
popular middle-class communities on the northern edge of St. Louis. He
had spent a year in Florida with his parents when he was in the sixth and
seventh grades while his father worked as a construction laborer and
painter. After they returned to the St. Louis area, Russ went back to school
in the Florissant area until he dropped out of Hazelwood Central High
School in 1987. Two years later, he earned his high-school general
equivalency degree from a nearby technical school. He had a series of jobs,
including maintenance for a major grocery chain and ten years managing a
liquor store during the time he met Betsy. He went on to work for an asphalt
company and then a company that assembled bicycles for big-box and
discount stores. But Betsy knew he was capable of a more substantial career



and life. She encouraged him to go back to school and he attributed his
associate’s and bachelor’s degrees in information technology to her positive
influence. The degrees led to a good job in 2007 in IT technical support for
Enterprise Holdings, the parent company of the massive Enterprise Leasing
operation headquartered in St. Louis County.

Betsy Meyer Faria also had grown up in the St. Louis suburbs, the third
of four daughters of a staunchly Roman Catholic family. She was a standout
softball pitcher in grade school and high school and a member of state
championship teams in 1984 and 1985. As a senior in high school, she had
started her own DJ business, called PartyStarters. She attended classes in
broadcasting that complemented her DJ business. It was the perfect outlet
for her love of music and extroverted personality. She could get anyone out
of their comfort zone and onto the dance floor. She operated the business
part-time, and after Russ started seeing her, he often assisted at her DJ
events by running the sound system. Betsy said she had performed at fifteen
hundred weddings and other events. After broadcasting school, she landed a
job as a DJ at a country-music station in the Florida Keys, where she began
a long-term relationship with a man who moved back to St. Louis with her
in 1989 and fathered her two daughters, in 1990 and 1994. They never
married and he returned to Florida shortly after their second daughter was
born. He had barely any contact with the girls as they were growing up.
Betsy married Ron Carter in 1995, but it only lasted about a year before she
divorced him.

Despite a happy start to the Farias’ marriage, it soon proved far less than
perfect. They argued often and Russ would admit that his sometimes-
volatile temper could lead to angry words with Betsy and her daughters that
he would later regret. They separated a few times, including once for about
a year while he stayed with a friend across the Mississippi River in nearby
southwestern Illinois. They both had relationships with people outside of
their marriage. But each time they separated, they would forgive each other
and decide to try again to make their marriage work.

In 2011, they were living in Troy and Betsy was fighting the cancer that
threatened to take her life. In discussions with friends and family during the
2011 Christmas holidays, she developed a plan that would allow her to
spend her last few years closer to her beloved family and friends in the area
that really felt like home. She was going to propose that she and Russ buy
her parents’ old house in Lake St. Louis and move there, renting out the



house in Troy. She didn’t expect Russ to like the idea, but she was excited
about presenting it to him when he got home from game night on December
27.



CHAPTER NINE

Thursday, December 29, 2011—two
days dfter Betsy Faria’s murder

Russ Faria’s arrival at his mother’s house for a reunion with his family after
two long days of police interrogation and a jail cell—and the unbelievable
accusations that he had murdered his wife—was bittersweet. He had ached
to see his family while he was being questioned, but hugging them now
made him that much more aware of Betsy’s absence. With some of the fog
from the last two days lifting, he was beginning to hope his family and
Betsy’s family could help him find his way toward an answer to the
question haunting him since he found Betsy’s body: What do I do now?

He was trying to put his experience with the police into some
manageable perspective. Despite the aggressive accusations from detectives
at the end, he was certain they released him because they realized he was
not involved in Betsy’s death. Surely, they would redirect their investigation
now and find out who really killed her.

Mary Anderson knew her cousin was not capable of committing murder
or harming Betsy in any way. Mary had seen them at a Christmas party just
three days ago and they were happy and laughing. Betsy saved Russ a seat
next to her on the sofa and happily invited him to join her there. But Mary’s
very nature required her to ask Russ one direct question when they had their
first chance to sit down together.

“Is there anything you want to tell me?” she asked softly.

When he said no, he had not killed Betsy, she knew he was telling the
truth. Beyond her confidence in the man she knew so well, his eyes and
face told her unequivocally that he was innocent. She looked down and
softly rubbed his wrists where she could still see the imprints from the
handcuffs. She was glad Russ’s ordeal with the police was over and he
could begin to rebuild his life free from suspicion.

Russ also was pleased to find that Betsy’s family seemed to harbor no
suspicion that he was involved in her death and treated him with the
compassion and affection he had always felt from them, especially from



Betsy’s mother, Janet Meyer. He always thought of her as a second mother
and happily spent hours helping her with jobs around her house or
apartment.

But Russ now had to turn his attention toward the painful task of
arranging Betsy’s funeral, which his family had agreed to pay for. Russ and
Betsy always agreed they would be cremated, although Russ sensed
disapproval from her Catholic family. He wanted the funeral to be at the
Morning Star United Methodist Church, which had been so essential to the
life the Farias were rebuilding together. But since Betsy had grown up
Catholic—as had Russ—her family was adamant that there should be a
Catholic service. Russ accommodated everyone by scheduling dual funeral
services at St. Patrick Catholic Church in Wentzville at 10:30 a.m. the next
Tuesday, January 3, 2012, and at seven o’clock that evening at Morning
Star.

But it was the visitation and wake at a funeral home in Wentzville the
night before the services that drew extraordinary and perhaps unforgivable
conduct at a time reserved for compassion and consolation.

The first event roused Russ Faria from what others called grief so deep
that he was in an almost zombielike stupor. Mary watched painfully as Russ
stood over the open casket. A scarf hid the injuries to her neck and long
sleeves covered the wounds to her arms. Russ began to speak directly to
Betsy and then fell to his knees—a heartbreaking scene. But later one of
Betsy’s aunts angrily approached Russ, struck him in the chest, and spat out
an accusatory “How could you!” in front of the other startled mourners.
Some onlookers said they heard her call him a murderer. Despite his shock
at this assault, he decided not to respond. The woman never liked him and
made him the butt of nasty comments in the past. He avoided any contact
with her for at least the last three years, placing her in that special category
the Italians term “dead to me.”

And despite this cruel and no-class attack now, Russ responded only with
stoic silence. He would learn later that someone told his mother about the
incident and she angrily confronted the woman. Russ knew that was
sufficient. His mother was a tiny woman, but Luci was packed with Italian
matriarchal power and was not someone to fool with. He nicknamed her
“TNT” and called her “a firecracker in a small package.”

The second event at the funeral home was just as shocking. Pam Hupp
and her husband, Mark, walked in and inexplicably confronted a number of



Russ’s and Betsy’s relatives with angry recriminations and allegations of
somehow being responsible for Betsy’s death. The confrontation soon
became a shouting match, including Mark Hupp leaning into Rachel Faria’s
face and challenging her to hit him.

Mary quickly located the funeral director and asked him to throw out the
Hupps. They saw the wisdom in a retreat after the funeral director
threatened to call the police. Russ’s and Betsy’s relatives were outraged and
offended, and they couldn’t understand the Hupps’ aggressive misconduct.
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The day after the funeral services, Russ escorted Betsy’s body to its final
disposition—the funeral home’s crematorium. He was supported by his best
friend and an aunt, and they said a short prayer as they watched through a
window as the box containing Betsy’s body rolled into the flames and the
door closed behind it. Russ compared the short process to the funeral pyres
he had heard about in other cultures. He decided he would keep the urn with
Betsy’s ashes with him until the time came for his body to join hers.



CHAPTER TEN

Wednesday, January 4, 2012

The second time Russ Faria felt the click of handcuffs around his wrists
seemed even more shocking—and terrifying—than the first.

The morning after Betsy’s funeral services, Russ started trying to rebuild
some of the wreckage that was now his life. Even the smallest things
seemed so difficult. His sister took him to a mall so he could buy a new cell
phone. The police still had his phone and he struggled to deal with the fact
that it was part of the investigation into the murder of his wife. He was
staying with his parents, and as gracious and welcoming as they were, he
still felt Betsy’s killer had not only taken his wife and destroyed his life, but
had also destroyed his home—the house he could never enter again.

At 3:30 p.m. that day, Russ was on the computer in a back bedroom
talking via Facebook with a cousin in Chicago about getting together for a
visit, when he suddenly heard distressed voices in the front room. He
walked in to face a shocking scene: Sergeant Ryan McCarrick and
Detective Ray Floyd—their pistols in their hands—pushing past Russ’s
parents just inside the front door. Russ’s sixty-five-year-old father, Richard,
was adamantly telling the police they couldn’t enter his home without a
warrant. As they forced their way past him, they responded that they had a
warrant, turned abruptly toward Russ, and leveled their pistols at him.

McCarrick barked, “You’re under arrest for the murder of your wife. Get
down on your knees.”

Russ was flabbergasted. He was certain the police released him six days
earlier because they had cleared him, the same assumption made by Mary
Anderson and the entire Faria family. Russ’s mind was racing, but he was
thinking clearly as he dropped to his knees and followed the detectives’
shouted orders to put his hands behind his back. As Floyd clicked the
handcuffs around Russ’s wrists once again, he forced himself to remain
absolutely calm and quiet. He was being escorted to a police car when he
heard one of the other officers crack sarcastically, “You forgot to check the
drains. There was blood in the drains and on the mop.” Even in the turmoil



of that minute, Russ knew that blood or other evidence from the drains, the
mop, or anything else could not be cause for charging him with Betsy’s
murder. He wasn’t there and nothing the police found there could
incriminate him.

As McCarrick ushered Russ into the front seat of the police car that
Floyd was driving, Russ saw Mary’s car pull up across the street. His cousin
saw Russ in the police car and was headed toward it when an officer
stopped her and told her to stay back. Russ heard a shouted warning from
one of the officers: “Watch her!” Another absurd insult. What was Mary
going to do? Break Russ out of the police car and escape with him to
Mexico?

McCarrick slid into the backseat behind Russ as Floyd pulled away and
drove down the street. And then Russ felt the cold steel of McCarrick’s
pistol against the back of his head.

McCarrick snarled, “If you say anything, if you even breathe the wrong
way, I’m going to paint the windshield with your brains.”

Russ was shocked again and had to wonder how seriously he should take
this threat from the big cop. He had already decided to remain silent and
McCarrick’s threat confirmed the wisdom of that decision. Russ would do
nothing to test McCarrick’s intent.

When he arrived at the Lincoln County Jail, Russ was booked on two
felony charges: one count of first-degree murder, which alleged he
“knowingly caused the death of Elizabeth Faria by stabbing her in excess of
twenty-five times,” punishable by ten to thirty years in prison, life without
parole, or the death penalty; and one count of armed criminal action,
alleging that he committed murder while armed with a deadly weapon,
punishable by a minimum of three years in prison and no stated maximum.
He was informed a judge had set his bond at a crushing $1 million.

The indignities of the rest of the booking process followed quickly.
Fingerprints. Mug shot. Pockets emptied. Stripped to his shorts and dressed
in the uniform orange shirt and pants like every other prisoner wore. The
guards gave Russ a thin mattress pad, as if he could possibly sleep now, and
placed him in the familiar holding cell to await assignment to a regular cell.
At least Russ could use the phone on the wall to call his parents and his
cousin Mary to begin planning the next steps in this already-surreal fight for
his life.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

Seven days a week, Joel Schwartz’s morning ritual included a careful
reading of the Law and Order section of the St. Louis Post-Dispatch to note
the names of those newly arrested and the details of their alleged crimes. It
wasn’t a casual glance or idle curiosity. It was a smart habit by an
experienced professional. As one of the top criminal defense attorneys in
the St. Louis region, if not the Midwest, there was a distinct possibility he
would be getting a call from one or more of the people whose names he had
just read as being on the pointy end of criminal charges, from the most
mundane to the most horrific. When those calls came, Schwartz wanted to
be as informed and prepared as possible.

One of those calls did indeed come at the unusually late hour of 9:30
p.m. on January 4, 2012—and the woman on the phone dropped the name
of Russell Faria. Schwartz knew exactly whom she was talking about—the
husband charged in the stabbing of his wife in their home in Troy. From
newspaper and TV reports, the only remarkable aspect of the case seemed
to be the brutality of the attack. It wasn’t cynical for a defense attorney to
register no surprise that a husband was accused of killing his wife, or
occasionally even the reverse of a wife charged with dispatching her
husband. Except for drug deals gone bad and bar fights, there probably
wasn’t a more common crime scenario than a marriage ending with the
violent death of one spouse.

But this late-evening call was different. It came from Mary Anderson,
who was an assistant in the first law firm Schwartz worked in after he left
the St. Louis public defender’s office. He hadn’t spoken to her for, what,
twenty years. But she was now calling with the big ask: Would he represent
her cousin, Russ Faria, on the murder charge in his wife’s killing?

“Joel, I know he’s innocent, with all my heart,” she said.

Schwartz told her to meet him at his office first thing the next morning.

Mary had been in a near panic about finding a defense lawyer for Russ
until one of her friends reminded her that she had worked for one of the best
in the business. She called Schwartz immediately without any thought of
the hour. At the meeting the next morning, she was pleased Schwartz



already had accumulated a substantial amount of information and media
reports. Even before the briefing by Mary, Schwartz had decided he
probably would represent Russ Faria on what media reports were portraying
as a fairly simple case of a husband murdering his wife.

Mary told Schwartz everything she could think of about Russ and Betsy,
with special emphasis on Russ’s remarkably detailed game-night alibi.
Schwartz was impressed by the depth of her information and, even more so,
by the look of certainty in her intense brown eyes and the set of her jaw
when she swore there was absolutely no way in hell her cousin murdered
his wife. Schwartz knew she believed it and he hoped her instincts were
right.

And then she offered one more noteworthy observation. Based on some
inexplicable, disgraceful, and—Mary thought—suspiciously aggressive
conduct at the funeral home, Schwartz should look closely at the woman
whom everyone was describing as one of Betsy’s best friends and, more
important, the last person to see her alive—Pam Hupp. Mary thought the
attitude and actions toward Russ and his family by Pam, and even by her
husband, were not only cruelly abnormal, but calculated to create hostility
and suspicion toward Russ. Pam’s unbalanced performance had far
exceeded the righteous anger that could be excused from a grieving friend
of the departed. Mary had never heard of Pam Hupp until her name was
mentioned at the family Christmas party on Monday, December 26.

Schwartz told Mary he would meet with Russ that day, even before
getting the small down payment on his fees that he requested. She was
thrilled and, taking no chances with Russ’s defense, hand-delivered the
payment to Schwartz’s office before the end of the day.

x ok 3k

Joel Schwartz drove to the Lincoln County Jail in Troy shortly after noon
to meet his new client. On the thirty-minute drive west on Interstate 70,
Schwartz analyzed everything he knew about the case so far. One
conclusion seemed obvious: unless the Russ Faria he was about to meet was
a much different man than described by Mary Anderson, and unless his
seemingly rock-solid alibi crumbled, the charges should be dismissed in
fairly quick order. As Schwartz had said to Mary, this case surely was the



result of some misunderstanding by the police and prosecutor that shouldn’t
be that difficult to clear up.

Schwartz thought the reports by the St. Louis Post-Dispatch and local TV
news had been routine: brief stories with minimal police comment on
December 28 and 29 about a woman stabbed to death in her home. There
were mentions of her battle with cancer. The Major Case Squad of Greater
St. Louis had been activated and one suspect—identified as her husband in
some reports—had been questioned and released. An online story by a TV
station on December 30 said investigators would work through the New
Year’s holiday to find grounds for a charge and arrest, and the county
prosecutor was “fast-tracking DNA and fingerprint tests as well as cell
phone records.” One of the Farias’ neighbors was concerned that the
unnamed man had been released: “We are wondering why he got released
and we are concerned that he is out—I will tell you that,” the man said.
Another report noted that a call to Betsy Faria’s home phone number “gives
listeners a chance to hear her bubbly message on the answering machine.”

The media began hitting the story harder after Russ was arrested on
January 4. More friends and relatives were quoted, including one the Post-
Dispatch said “described a wake and funeral that were filled with tension
because of suspicions about Russell Faria’s involvement in his wife’s
death.” The story also reported that Janet Meyer, Betsy Faria’s mother,
“declined to comment about the charges against her son-in-law, other than
to say, ‘I can’t handle it; I’ve been close to him, as well.” ”

While announcing Russ’s arrest, Lincoln County Sheriff Mike Krigbaum
told the cameras, “We want to make sure we arrest the right person and we
have enough evidence to keep him in jail, and we do have it this time.”

Schwartz thought that sounded wrong on both counts.

But the story by NBC affiliate KSDK also contained an even more
interesting comment by Lincoln County Prosecuting Attorney (PA) Leah
Askey: “We know from sources that she came home and laid down on the
couch. We can assume she was likely resting or asleep at the time of the
incident.”

Schwartz wondered how Askey could know that now. Who could be her
sources?

Fox 2 also quoted Sheriff Krigbaum’s comment about getting the right
man, but added that the arrest resulted from the discovery of unspecified
key evidence in a second search of the Faria home the day Betsy was



buried. And then FOX 2 quoted Askey with a surprising attack on Russ’s
alibi. She said the more police investigated, the more Russ Faria’s timeline
“unraveled,” leading authorities to believe the murder was premeditated.

Schwartz was eager to see her evidence for that, given the alibi he had
heard.

Schwartz was entering the lobby of the Lincoln County Jail when he was
surprised to run into Sergeant Ryan McCarrick. Schwartz knew McCarrick
was the lead detective on the Faria case and a tough, no-nonsense
investigator. And McCarrick knew immediately why this top defense
attorney was arriving at the jail. The cop didn’t miss the opportunity to offer
some candid, professional advice to the lawyer.

Talk some sense into Faria, McCarrick said, and get him to confess so
everyone can wrap up this nasty case. Schwartz offered no reaction to the
unsolicited advice and left McCarrick with a casual “See ya later.”

Within minutes, Schwartz was seated in a small interview room across a
table from Russell Scott Faria, a husky, formidable-looking man who
seemed exhausted, but certainly not intimidated, panicked, or terrified.
While he seemed physically capable of inflicting damage on another
person, Schwartz saw something much less threatening in the man’s face
and especially his eyes.

After some general discussion, Schwartz delivered his stock opening
gambit for a new client: “Tell me what they’re saying you did.”

Although that was designed to test a defendant’s perspective on the crime
rather than to elicit a claim of innocence or an admission of guilt, Russ
Faria responded immediately with exactly what he had been telling the
police and everyone else for the last week: “I did not kill my wife. I did not
do this. I could not do this. I loved my wife.”

Two decades as a criminal defense attorney had taught Schwartz not to
jump to any conclusions on guilt or innocence. But the man in front of him
now seemed genuine in his inability to comprehend how or why he had
been charged with murdering his wife.

Russ maintained a calm and purposeful demeanor as he gave Schwartz
the full account of Tuesday: the stops along the drive to game night, three
uninterrupted hours with his friends there, the uneventful drive home while



downing a couple of sandwiches, and then the soul-shattering discovery of
Betsy’s body. Schwartz found Russ’s claims of innocence sincere and
convincing, even if he was at a complete loss to suggest who could have
done this to his wife. Everyone loved Betsy, Russ said. No one who knew
her would ever be able to find enough anger or hatred to kill her, let alone
inflict such ferocious wounds on this woman already fighting a likely losing
battle with cancer. And he knew of no evidence that some intruder, a
stranger who didn’t know Betsy, had come into their house on a cold,
snowy December night and inflicted such ruthless overkill in the glow of
Christmas tree lights.

Russ ended his account with the troubling allegation of Sergeant
McCarrick’s armed threat to blow out Russ’s brains on the ride to jail. That
image of the cop with a gun to the back of Russ’s head would haunt
Schwartz. He had no reason to doubt Russ’s honesty at that point. He just
thought, Let’s see where the evidence goes.

Schwartz had spent years honing an ability to assess people, their
character, and their credibility fairly quickly and, more important,
accurately. The police seemed certain this man had spent a pleasant holiday
weeknight visiting friends before he rushed home, flew into a rage, and
butchered his wife. That didn’t fit the man sitting across the table—a man
with such a solid alibi. And no man of even the most basic intelligence who
had just sliced his wife to ribbons would tell police she committed suicide.
Schwartz always retained a healthy skepticism about new clients and new
cases. But he thought Russ Faria seemed to be an honest man caught up in a
whirlwind of muddled facts and allegations. He didn’t seem to be the kind
of man who was capable of what the cops said he had done.

As Russ Faria’s defense attorney, Schwartz offered some simple,
essential advice to his new client: Do not talk to anyone about anything.
Don’t say a word to the police or a prosecutor without Schwartz’s presence
and permission. Expect the police to try to talk to you again; say nothing.
Expect the police and prosecutor to put a snitch in your cell to get you to
talk; say nothing.

Russ was impressed with this lawyer he had never met before—and who
came with Mary Anderson’s enthusiastic recommendation and full
confidence. She assured Russ that Joel Schwartz was the best of the best.
Russ appreciated the way Schwartz talked to him face-to-face in simple



language. There was no big-shot lawyer attitude or arrogance. But there was
a quiet confidence that spoke of experience and competence.
As Schwartz left, he said, “I’ll get on this and I’'ll get you out of here.”
Russ believed him. And he would always remember with a smile what
the jail guard said when he came to get Russ for that first meeting with
Schwartz: “There’s a fancy lawyer in an Armani suit to see you.”

X ok 3k

The path that led Russ Faria to a jail cell was certainly bizarre. But in a
different way, so was the one that led Joel Schwartz to this meeting as a
renowned criminal defense lawyer.

For as long as Schwartz could remember, he wanted to be an actor—or
perhaps, more specifically, a movie star. That desire to be a performer
seemed to be in his genes. His mother, Susie, had been a dancer. His father,
Arty, had dreamed of being a star on Broadway, and even though he now
owned an auto-salvage yard in St. Louis, he still performed in local theater
and sang show tunes around the house. His older brother, Brad, worked for
a while as an actor after earning a master’s degree in theater; he now
operated the salvage yard with his father and performed in local theater, too.

But Joel Schwartz—blessed with classic good looks, a full head of curly
brown hair, and an athletic build—had high hopes for a movie career after
he graduated from Ladue High School in St. Louis. He spent his freshman
year in 1980 at the University of California, Los Angeles, but decided to get
the same quality education for less money at the University of Texas at
Austin. Although he had no intention of practicing law, he went to law
school to get a practical and marketable degree. While in Austin, he did a
little acting and some modeling and appeared on the cover of Texas Monthly
magazine after he published the first male pinup calendar in the state,
drawing on experience with a calendar he saw produced at UCLA. His
calendar sold well in all the major cities across Texas and even got noticed
in TIME magazine. After he graduated with a law degree in 1987, he moved
to Los Angeles to take acting classes, attend auditions, and look for that big
break, while waiting tables and working for a theatrical agent.

When the writers’ strike shut down the movie and TV industry in the
summer of 1989, Schwartz went back to St. Louis for a visit. He ran into a
friend who was an assistant public defender (APD) in the City of St. Louis



and was trying a murder case. He invited Schwartz to sit in on the trial. “I
think you’ll like it,” he said—and Schwartz did. His friend referred him to
the public defender and he interviewed with a group of about twenty
staffers, who mostly asked him two questions: Did he have any more of the
pinup calendars? And could he start as an assistant public defender the next
day?

Not long after starting his career as an assistant public defender,
Schwartz won a nonspeaking role in a movie that was going to be set and
partly filmed in St. Louis. But the schedule for his scenes was changed to
days when he would be out of town for a friend’s wedding. Schwartz
decided that he had already committed to being a lawyer and the movie was
unlikely to generate much buzz anyway. He went to his friend’s wedding.
Later, he heard that the actor who took his place got some attention and
more work based on the role Schwartz skipped. It turned out that White
Palace, starring Susan Sarandon and James Spader, had been pretty
popular.

While regretting that missed opportunity, Schwartz was showing a
natural ability as a trial attorney in criminal defense. He connected well
with jurors—perhaps a function of his interest in performing before an
audience. Just six or eight months after starting as a public defender, he
tried his first murder case, and then a second and then a third and then a
rape and then a robbery—all acquittals. In his second year, he tried sixteen
cases. When he asked for a raise in his $29,000 salary in the spring of 1991,
he was told he hadn’t been there long enough. He and another assistant PD
resigned a few days later and joined a private law firm.

After several months there, they opened their own firm. And a while after
that, Schwartz started a partnership with two more of the region’s most
prominent defense attorneys, Scott Rosenblum and John Rogers. Rogers
eventually was succeeded as named partner by Matt Fry to create the firm
of Rosenblum, Schwartz & Fry.

But Schwartz would always remember his first day in the public
defender’s office in 1989. He immediately was introduced to the APD who
would be his supervisor—Mary Ann Bogacki. It would be some time before
they learned they had a connection from years before. While Schwartz was
an undergrad at the University of Texas School of Law, he and a fellow
student attended the annual spring break activities on Padre Island in 1982.
When they learned that students from the University of Missouri School of



Law were partying at the other end of the island, they decided to pay them a
visit. Schwartz’s friend talked him into participating in a push-up contest
there, and while Joel was racking up an impressive number of push-ups, he
could hear some of the audience yelling, “You’re cheating. You're
cheating.” He found out they were actually delivering some good-natured
harassment to the girl who would eventually win the women’s contest,
while he won the men’s. And that girl was, of course, Mary Ann Bogacki.

Sometime after the push-up champions renewed their acquaintance in the
PD’s office, they were married. And by the time the Faria case came to
Schwartz, they were the parents of two sons and a daughter.

And at fifty, Joel Schwartz was recognized as one of the top criminal
defense lawyers in the region. He hadn’t become a movie star, but he had
found what he realized he was destined to do.



CHAPTER TWELVE

By the time the MCS’s file in the murder of Elizabeth Kay Faria landed on
Joel Schwartz’s desk, Russ Faria’s trial was set for June 26, 2012, before
Lincoln County Circuit Judge Dan Dildine—an experienced and respected
member of the bench—and Russ had already spent several long weeks in
the county jail. He would describe that experience as living in a small
bathroom with two strangers.

On his first day, the thirty to forty prisoners in the wing where he was
housed knew who he was and what he was accused of. It seemed they all
watched the TV news every day without fail. He was surprised none of the
prisoners asked about the case and there were no threats or confrontations.
The guards—called COs for “correctional officers” by the prisoners—also
knew who Russ was and he thought they treated him fairly well. He worked
to make friends with his two cellmates and as many other prisoners as
possible. That included a big man named Mark, who was kept in a cell
alone—a self-described “really bad dude.” Russ played chess with Mark
through the “chuck hole”—the opening in the steel door used to deliver
meals. Mark warned Russ later that he was about to be put in a cell with a
prisoner said to have been ordered by police to beat him. Mark had warned
the prisoner not to touch Russ.

When Russ was moved to a cell with the supposed attacker, the man
immediately said he had no interest in hurting Russ. To avoid more trouble
and possible repercussions, the man suggested he and Russ pretend to have
a fight. They tore their shirts and threw things around in the cell to make
enough noise to convince the COs they had really gone after each other.
Russ drew several days alone in a cell that had no lights; he couldn’t even
read to pass the time. He eventually went back to his regular cell—back to
sleeping on a thin mat on a steel bunk and eating food that was adequate,
but barely.

Trying to grieve for Betsy while coping with jail life was an incredibly
contradictory reality. His heart was broken and his life would have been
turned upside down, even if he wasn’t behind bars with dozens of people
who—although mostly still awaiting trials—probably had committed a



wide variety of crimes. He often felt like weeping and crying out in pain,
but he knew that was not the best image to project to fellow prisoners. He
worked at keeping his spirits up, and regular visits from family members on
Sundays and daily letters from them helped. He focused on the knowledge
that Joel Schwartz was on the case, working to get him out of jail and,
ultimately, to clear him of the charges.

That responsibility weighed heavily on Schwartz and he was eager to
build a defense that would clear Russ. The initial pretrial court activity for a
major felony case was dragging along at the usual frustratingly slow pace.
Schwartz was pleased when Prosecuting Attorney Leah Askey delivered the
Major Case Squad file as part of pretrial discovery—the required sharing of
information by each side with the other.

He brought in a promising young associate, Nathan “Nate” Swanson, as
his second chair. In nine months with the firm, Swanson, just twenty-nine,
had shown a keen grasp of technical issues and a memory like a computer
hard drive. He had a fascinating history. He was born in Chicago and lived
in Omaha and Boulder before his parents divorced when he was young.
After that, he divided his time between his mother, a Lutheran minister, in
Los Angeles, and his father, a Lutheran minister, lawyer, and rancher, in
Colorado. He was in San Francisco for the earthquake in 1989, in Los
Angeles for the earthquake in 1994, and narrowly missed being on one of
the subway trains that was bombed in the so-called 7/7 bombings in London
in 2005.

Swanson had decided early on that he wanted to be a criminal defense
lawyer and, at just twelve years old, had been fascinated by the O.J.
Simpson trial. He graduated from the huge Santa Monica High School, got
a master’s degree from King’s College in London, and graduated from a
small law school in Colorado Springs. While he was there, he met his future
wife, who was attending a nearby nursing school. He graduated in the down
market for lawyers in 2009 and landed the job with Rosenblum, Schwartz &
Fry in April 2011 after calling Matt Fry, an acquaintance who had also
attended the same law school.

Swanson had seen the media stories on the Betsy Faria murder and
wondered if the case would land at his firm. He wasn’t surprised when
Schwartz told him they would be defending Russ Faria.

When the MCS file arrived in discovery, Schwartz was out of town for a
few days and he asked Swanson to begin going through the reports. When



Schwartz returned, Swanson was waiting with a surprising conclusion. He
handed Schwartz the police reports from interviews with one of Betsy
Faria’s friends and a thumb drive with audio recordings of those interviews,
and said simply, “You’ve got to see this. These will tell you who killed
Betsy Faria.”

Schwartz began to read and listen to perhaps the most intriguing police
reports he had ever encountered. Swanson wanted Schwartz to see and hear
this story.

Pamela Marie Hupp answered the cops’ knock on her door in O’Fallon at
6:40 a.m., Wednesday, December 28, with her dyed-blond hair still wet
from a shower. And then the chunky, fifty-three-year-old, married mother of
two young adults gifted detectives with a nearly three-hour recorded
interview that provided intimate and revealing insights into what she
described as the fatally-troubled marriage of Betsy and Russ Faria—with
some ugly personal accusations about Russ thrown in, at no extra cost.

Detective Stephanie Kaiser and Sgt. Perry Smith tried to break the news
of Betsy Faria’s death gently, explaining that all they could say was that her
friend was dead—not how she died or even whether it was an accident or
natural causes. Pam sobbed and her voice choked as she told the detectives
she had known Betsy for almost eleven years and saw her almost every day.

Were they best friends?

“Uhm, Betsy had a lot of best friends,” Pam said, an apparently happy
memory accompanied by a slight chuckle. “Zillions of best friends. But,
yes, I saw her almost every day, every other day.”

The detectives wanted to know everything about Betsy’s last day. Crying
again, Pam explained that Betsy had spent Monday night at the apartment
of her mother, Janet Meyer. Pam planned to pick her up there and drive to
her Tuesday chemotherapy session at the Siteman Cancer Center in nearby
St. Peters, at 1:30 p.m. But Betsy texted Pam that morning to say she was
getting a ride from a friend Pam knew only as Bobbi and wanted to spend
one-on-one time with her while she was visiting from Texas.

Pam decided to join Betsy for the chemo session anyway and drove to
Janet’s apartment about the time she thought Betsy would need to leave.
Betsy had already left with Bobbi, so Pam chatted with Janet for a while



and then drove to the cancer center to join Betsy and Bobbi. After the
chemo, Pam turned down an invitation to accompany the women to a Lion’s
Choice restaurant because she wanted to go home for dinner with her
husband, Mark. After that, she drove back to Janet’s apartment to wait until
Betsy was ready for her to drive her home. Pam added that Betsy stayed at
her mother’s apartment most weekdays.

“Why was that?” Smith asked.

“Uhm, a lot of it, she didn’t like the drive, and a lot of it, she didn’t like
going home.”

“Why didn’t she like going home?”

“Uhm, a lot of it was her husband.”

Schwartz’s eyes widened in surprise at Pam’s unexpected allegation that
Betsy had been avoiding Russ.

Pam began a depressing story about the Farias’ marriage and Russ’s
behavior. “They had been separated—gosh—six, seven times all through
the years that I’ve known her.... I don’t know him that well. I’ve only met
him maybe three times in ten years. He doesn’t come to, like, functions and
stuff. As far as her friends, it was just her.... He’s not the most . . . he’s kind
of not nice verbally to her, you know, so he makes us uncomfortable
sometimes.”

“Have you heard him being not nice to her verbally?”

“Oh, yeah,” Pam said almost casually. “He’s kind of pompous. I mean, he
seems nice enough. I just don’t know him that well. The last time I saw him
was at her fortieth birthday party that he had for her.... I think that was the
last time I ever really talked to him. No, I take that back. I was at her house
last week. She wanted to make me lunch.... He works in the house and I
went down to say hi to him.”

She said Russ had earlier given her directions to the house and asked why
it had taken her so long to get there. She explained she was unfamiliar with
the area, and Russ responded, “Oh, you women are such asses.”

Pam clicked her tongue and said, “So we just went back upstairs. I just
wanted to say hi.”

Pam said Betsy talked often about leaving Russ. Betsy and a friend,
possibly a cousin named Linda, whom Pam met once, spent the weekend
before Christmas in the popular tourist center of Branson, Missouri, 250
miles southwest of Troy. Pam said both women were thinking about leaving



their husbands and discussed moving into a place together in Branson and
working at a college there.

Schwartz was surprised again. This was the first suggestion from anyone
that Betsy was considering leaving Russ. Schwartz viewed that with great
skepticism after hearing from others how well the Farias had been getting
along.

Pam drove back to Janet’s about 5:15 p.m. to pick up Betsy and take her
home. She waited while Betsy finished playing a board game with her
mother and Bobbi, and guessed it was after 6 p.m. when she and Betsy left.
Pam called her husband after they pulled into Betsy’s driveway to let him
know she had arrived safely. “I don’t really drive at night too much,” she
explained. Her husband had left his phone in his truck and didn’t answer the
call, so she left him a voice mail. Betsy took the phone to leave Pam’s
husband a cheery message of “Merry Christmas and Happy New Year.”

“Did you go inside?” Smith asked.

“No. I helped her.... It was weird, because we drove up . . . and the reason
she said she didn’t have a car was because Russ had it.... We drove up and
the car was in the garage—or in the driveway—so we thought he was
home.... I said, “Well, there’s no lights on. Maybe he took another car.” And
she goes, ‘No, he said he was taking my car.” ” Pam said the car was a
silver Nissan Maxima.

“And I said, ‘Do you want me to walk you to the door?” And she said yes
... so I walked her up to the door and in, until she could get a light on. And
she got the front light on. And she walked in and turned on the living-room
light and called for him, and he wasn’t there.... Nobody answered.”

“So, did you ever actually go inside the house?”

“I did.... I took her in.”

Pam’s answer startled Schwartz again. She had just contradicted her
statement from seconds ago and admitted that, as the last known person to
see Betsy alive, she had gone into the house where Betsy was killed at
about the time she was killed.

“We just went in. She turned on the hall light. And Betsy doesn’t like to
be alone,” Pam explained. “I went in and turned on her living-room light
and then walked around and turned on her kitchen light so she would have
the lights on. She was calling for him and he wasn’t . . . Nobody was
answering.”



Schwartz recognized yet another contradiction within a few sentences.
She just said she turned on the living-room light after saying before that
Betsy turned it on. Either way, she had placed herself in the living room
where Betsy was murdered, at just about the time Betsy was murdered.

Pam described how Betsy put the dog in the backyard because she was
jumping up on the women—*“driving us nuts”—as they stood talking. The
two women discussed meeting for lunch the next day, and Pam said she had
to take her mother to see her financial advisor in the morning.

Smith asked if she was there for ten to twenty minutes.

“It could be, yeah . . . I wasn’t really paying attention. I was just trying to
get out of there.”

She said she called her husband again after she left, and the detectives
wanted to know where she was when she made that call.

“Uh . ..” There was a long pause. “Actually, I don’t think I called him. I
called Betsy when I got home—or was on my way home—almost home....
I’'m trying to think which one I called. I called Betsy to—that’s right—I
called Betsy to tell her I was home.”

“Did she answer?”

“No, no. She did not answer and—which is not unusual for her if she’s
on the other line.”

“And you left her a message?”

“I think I did, yeah . . . that I was home or almost home.”

She called and texted Betsy again later that evening, but never talked to
her again. Pam was worried because Betsy had been feeling sick and was
sneezing, and she knew Betsy’s white blood cell count was low from the
chemo. She later called Betsy’s mother to express her concern over not
reaching Betsy.

Betsy had asked Pam to stay and watch movies with her until Russ got
home. She knew Russ had a weekly card game or some activity with friends
every Tuesday night. But she just wanted to go home and she told Betsy she
should go to bed.

“So I just, you know, I left her. And she was sitting on the couch. She had
a blanket on her and she was going to watch TV.”

There it was, Schwartz thought. Pam was Prosecuting Attorney Askey’s
source for her comment to the media that Betsy was on the couch when she
was killed.



Pam retrieved her cell phone for the police and pulled up the record of
calls she made Tuesday night. The call to her husband registered at 7:04
p.m. The call to Betsy after she said she left was at 7:27 p.m. Detective
Kaiser asked if she had arrived at home when she made that call to Betsy.

“Oh, yeah. When I was close to home.”

Smith asked, “Do you remember about where you were when you made
that call? Were you on the road still or at home?”

“Oh, I was on the road.... Actually, I called her because she’s afraid.... I
always get lost in Troy and it’s really dark.... So, actually, I was still in Troy
and said . . . I either said, ‘I’m on my way’ or ‘I’m home already’ . . . so she
wouldn’t worry.”

After Pam got home and showered, she was concerned there was still no
response from Betsy. Her phone showed she called Betsy’s mother at 8:52
p.m. to ask her to check on Betsy.

Smith checked the phone’s record of text messages between Pam and
Betsy, finding several Tuesday morning as the women made plans for the
day. He read one to Pam from Betsy at 10:35 a.m. saying that Bobbi was
going to take her to chemotherapy: Have not spent any one-on-one time
with her, Betsy had said.

Pam then told the detectives about an idea she and Betsy discussed at the
chemo session—“a complicated controversy,” she called it. The idea was
for Betsy and Russ to buy the house where Betsy’s mother and father lived
before they divorced. One of Betsy’s sisters was living there with her
family, but they hadn’t been making the payments and the house was about
to be foreclosed or sold. Betsy and Russ would buy the house and live in
the downstairs with Betsy’s daughters, and Janet and Bobbi would live
upstairs. The Farias would rent out their house in Troy to generate income
toward Russ’s recent goal of retiring to Florida. Betsy mentioned she was
upset that the house in Troy was in Russ’s name only and that he referred to
it as “his house.”

Betsy planned to talk to Russ about the idea when he got home Tuesday
night, but said it would probably make him “very angry” and he would
refuse to consider moving out of the house in Troy. Betsy didn’t like living
in Troy, so far away from her mother and sisters. She already spent most of
her weeknights on the sofa at her mother’s and did not look forward to
weekends at home in Troy. Pam said Betsy didn’t like to be “stuck” in Troy
with Russ and stayed away from their house as much as possible.



“She had told me she doesn’t like to go there on the weekends because,
you know, sometimes he’s in a good mood; they do lot of things together.
But he’s very degrading to her. He makes comments about how much
money he’ll have after she’s gone because he’s got—this is what she said; I
don’t know for sure. I haven’t seen the financials. But he’s got life
insurance on her at work. She’s got life insurance.”

Pam added, “That’s not uncommon for her to be away from him. . . . She
goes to Branson as much as she can to get away with the girls.... I’ve been
through several of her separations.... He is, according to her, verbally mean
to her.”

Smith asked the obvious question. “Is he ever physically mean . . . to her,
that you know of?”

“I don’t know. I never really got into that conversation because I don’t
know the guy. . . . I know him enough—a couple of times I’ve seen him,
and he is pompous. Women are like . . . he just . .. He’s a know-it-all. But I
know a lot of guys like that. He smokes in the house, even though she’s
sick, and doesn’t care.”

“Sort of disrespectful?”

“Oh, he’s very disrespectful, very disrespectful. He’ll say disrespectful
things. Uh-huh. She gets her feelings hurt a lot and she just doesn’t care to
be around him. . . . She’s tired of the talk about what he’s going to have
when she’s gone. And she got real tired of that.... She was afraid to be
[there] on the weekends with him.”

Schwartz was surprised again. Pam had just escalated Betsy’s attitude
from limiting her time with Russ to being afraid of him. She clearly was
building a case against Russ as a menacing, potential killer.

Pam said Betsy had invited her to join her and Linda for their weekend in
Branson to help make a plan for getting away from Russ. Pam didn’t go
because she didn’t enjoy such trips, and her husband didn’t like her to be
away. Besides, she and her husband “flipped” houses—buying houses,
renovating them, and then selling them for a profit—and they often did that
work on the weekends.

She then delivered an accusation that Schwartz thought made her effort
to incriminate Russ even more transparent. When she was with Betsy at her
tennis club last week, Betsy said she had written a message to Pam “about
something Russ was saying to her that was really disturbing to her.” Betsy
hadn’t been able to send it to Pam because it was not in the body of an



email, but on a “form” on her computer. She also said she was afraid to
email it to Pam because Russ had been looking through her emails and she
couldn’t print it because the printer was in Russ’s home office. Pam never
saw the document, but Betsy had hinted at the content.

“She did say that the last weekend she was with him . . . that he’d start
playing this game of putting a pillow over her face to see what it would feel
like.... “This is what it’s going to feel like when you die,” or whatever, and
then act like he was kidding.... She was very upset.”

Smith was intrigued. “So she said he was actually putting a pillow over
her face?”

“Yeah.”

“Did she sound scared?”

“Oh, yeah. Very scared. But then she would laugh. And that’s why she
didn’t—really, toward the end here, she did not want to go home.... She’s
been sleeping on couches for months.”

“So she’s talked about divorcing . . . her husband, Russell?”

“Oh, yeah. A lot . . . she always done that, though.... And she was
desperately, like, talking yesterday that she wanted to get back in and live
with her mom.”

“But she was going to approach Russ yesterday evening with this deal
with moving into her mother’s house and renting out their house?”

“Uh-huh.”

“He was going to get angry?”

“Absolutely. She said he would not leave his house. It’s his house.”

Schwartz couldn’t stop shaking his head as he listened to Pam Hupp
single-handedly build a case against Russ Faria as an abusive and scheming
husband eager to cash in on the death of his wife—a man who could torture
his wife by putting a pillow over her face in what easily could be seen as
test runs for murder. She had even provided the cops with the trigger that
could have set Russ off on a murderous rage—Betsy’s proposal to abandon
his house and move the family into a house twenty-five miles away.
Schwartz now assumed Pam was the source for much of the information the
police used to accuse Russ of Betsy’s murder during that brutal last
interrogation session. The cops seemed only too delighted to accept her
allegations without the skepticism that was clearly warranted, and without
acknowledging some glaring contradictions.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

While Pam Hupp was explaining that she and Betsy Faria worked together
in insurance offices for ten years, she almost offhandedly dropped a bomb
that shocked Schwartz and clearly cast the entire story of Betsy’s murder in
a new light.

Pam said Betsy had recently talked more about Russ’s fixation on the
money he would have when she died, including his desire to buy a
motorcycle from his uncle that Betsy said they couldn’t afford. Betsy said
Russ was her sole beneficiary on her life insurance policies. But before they
got into that financial issue, Betsy mentioned another concern.

“She was talking—this was after she had mentioned that he was getting
really creepy and kind of making her nervous with, like the pillow, you
know, and I don’t know what else he was doing.... She was just saying he
was making her feel really creepy. Like, she would turn around and he just
would be staring at her, and then again talk about, you know, wow, what
he’s going to have and he wanted to trade his motorcycle in . . . that kind of
stuff.”

Pam said she suggested Betsy change the beneficiary on her policies to
her mother. But Betsy feared her mother would not handle the money
properly, and she was sure her daughters would blow the money if they
were the beneficiaries. Betsy said she might consider Pam’s suggestion to
make the beneficiary Betsy’s sister Mary Rodgers.

And then Pam Hupp delivered an explosive bit of information that would
become the focal point of the Betsy Faria murder case.

She said Betsy turned to her and said, “ “Would you be my beneficiary on
my life policies and make sure my kids get it when they need it?” And I
said, ‘Well, I could. I don’t feel real comfortable with that, but...” She goes,
‘Well, I can’t trust my mom because she’ll give it to the kids.” I said, ‘I
don’t—I guess, you know. To me, it’s no big deal. Whatever.” ”

Replacing Russ with Pam Hupp as the beneficiary on Betsy’s life
insurance had not been an idle thought. Betsy called the week before she
went to Branson—Pam thought it was between Wednesday, December 14,
and Friday, December 16—and asked her to meet at the nearby Winghaven



Public Library, where Betsy surprised her by producing a change-of-
beneficiary form on her policy with State Farm.

“She said, ‘I’m going to make you the beneficiary. If you could, when
my daughters are older, give them some money?’ I said, ‘OK. Well, how
much is it for?’ [Betsy said,] ‘One hundred fifty thousand dollars’ . . . and I
said, “Well, Russ is going to know. . . . I'm just assuming he would know if
you changed.” And she said, ‘No, the policy’s in my name and I have the
right to do that and I pick the beneficiaries. He’s never going to know’....
[She] was real freaked out about him getting all this money.”

She and Betsy sat at a table near the front windows of the library as Betsy
filled out the form to change the beneficiary to Pam. They took the form to
the front desk and asked Lauren Manganelli, the young woman librarian, to
sign as a required witness to Betsy’s signature. Both women produced their
driver’s licenses when Manganelli asked for identification. The librarian
then signed the form. Pam remembered Betsy also checked out a book, but
she had no idea if Betsy filed the form with the insurance company before
she died.

Pam didn’t think Betsy would have had time to follow through on the
second step in her plan to keep the insurance money away from Russ by
changing the beneficiary on another policy for $100,000 to her friend and
relative named Linda.

Joel Schwartz rocked back in his chair and took a deep breath. Pam Hupp
had just given herself motive and opportunity to murder Betsy Faria. This
ominously odd woman had made herself a legitimate suspect amid a
transparent attempt to frame Russ by creating a Frankenstein’s monster
version of him. But Pam now had the same motive to kill Betsy that she had
been building for Russ: money. One hundred fifty K, free and clear.

It was a reasonable inference that Pam somehow convinced Betsy that
making her the beneficiary was the best way to keep the money away from
Russ while protecting it for her daughters. Pam then killed Betsy at the first
opportunity—when she knew Russ would be away at game night—and
happily spoon-fed the police a case against him. Pam Hupp had framed
Russ Faria. She certainly could be the answer to the central question in this
case: If Russ Faria didn’t kill Betsy, who did?

But Pam wasn’t finished talking. While Detective Smith took a bathroom
break at 7:50 a.m., she and Detective Kaiser talked about whether Pam
would have to miss an appointment at 8:30 a.m. with her brother to take



their mother—who, Pam said, had dementia—to her financial advisor to
talk about stocks she was holding from her late husband’s employer. Pam
called her brother to explain she couldn’t make the appointment and said to
him, “My friend—something happened to her last night and I have two
police officers here asking me questions.... They just showed up at my door.
I don’t even know what happened.”

She had a discussion with her brother about handling stock and annuity
payments before and after their mother died. That conversation wasn’t
reported in the official transcript of the interview or the police report later,
but it was captured on the audio recording. It didn’t seem especially
pertinent to Joel Schwartz when he heard it.
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When the interview resumed, Pam continued to build a money motive for
Russ. The Farias were struggling financially because Betsy’s DJ business
was down. Pam had recently taken Betsy to a Missouri state office to try to
get food stamps for her daughters because they had such limited incomes.
Betsy said she received a payment for her disability claim from Social
Security and was expecting some money from her daughters’ father—she
mentioned $20,000—in back child support from his Social Security
payments.

Before Betsy married Russ, Pam said Betsy had been married to a man
Pam knew only as Ron. “Actually, I’ve probably met him more than I’ve
met her husband now,” she said.

Kaiser asked, “So, what was that relationship like between her and Ron?”

“Oh, they still saw each other up to this day.”

“What’s Ron’s last name?”

“I don’t know. Russ would know. He knows him. He doesn’t know that
they see each other, but—not often, but they do.... Betsy’s funny. Betsy’s—
how can I say this? My husband says, ‘Betsy’s your little hoosier (a
Midwest slang term similar to “hillbilly” or “red neck”) friend.” Betsy
would sleep with him to get things done in the house, and that’s how she
is.”

“With Ron?”

“Yeah. They had that kind of relationship. He loved the kids . . . always
has been there when she’s fighting with Russ or if she says Russ doesn’t



give her sex, you know, Ron’s there.... I’ve met him about three times.... It’s
just a weird arrangement. That’s how Betsy is.”

Detective Smith moved to the real question at hand and asked if she had
an opinion “on who you think may have done this to Betsy.”

Pam hesitated. “You didn’t tell me what happened to her. You said there
was an accident or whatever.”

Kaiser offered an awkward explanation. “No, she’s not accidentally dead.
She’s not naturally dead.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, let me ask you this, and I’m not trying to play word games with
you, but we are trying to figure out what happened to your friend. OK? You
understand that she’s . . . she’s dead? I told you that . . .”

“Yeah, you told me that.”

“And I’m sorry. OK? I’m very sorry.”

“OK.”

“We’re trying to figure out what happened. Do you think that she could
kill herself?”

Pam’s voice trembled slightly. “I don’t know. . . . I don’t think so, just
because she’s my friend, even though she’s been very depressed. But no. I
don’t know. I don’t think so. I wouldn’t like to think that. She’s Catholic,
like me, and we’re very serious about it. So I wouldn’t think so.”

“I’m just going to ask. Can you think of anyone that might want to hurt
your friend?”

“No. Everybody loved . . . she had zillions of friends.... No, absolutely
not. She was the nicest, sweetest—would give you anything you asked for
if she had it.”

“Anyone that scared her or that would want to hurt her?”

“Just recently, I mean, you know, she’s been afraid of her husband. But
that’s been throughout their marriage . . . you know, and that’s why they
separate a lot, but . . .”

“And how would you describe that marriage?”

“Well, it’s not a marriage.... They don’t even really live, you know . . .
she got back to him for financial reasons because she had the two girls.”

She said Betsy had planned to divorce Russ so she could marry a man
she was seeing the last time she and Russ were separated. She was
devastated when the man decided to return to his wife; Betsy then returned
to Russ only for financial reasons.



Pam began to cry as she talked about the recurrence of Betsy’s cancer,
her fear that she would not survive it, and her desire to stay away from Russ
as much as possible. She cried even harder as she said Betsy had not wanted
a prognosis from the doctor because she didn’t want to know how much
time she might have left. But Russ insisted and the doctor delivered an
estimate that Betsy had just three to five years to live. Betsy was scheduled
to get another scan that very day to determine if chemotherapy was
shrinking the tumor. Betsy did not believe the chemo was working because
she had started wetting the bed, which was angering Russ because he didn’t
want the mattress to smell.

Pam continued to cry as Kaiser tried to offer more of an explanation of
Betsy’s death. “She didn’t die accidentally and she didn’t die from an
illness. So we’re trying to figure out, then, if it’s either by her own hand or
somebody else’s hand.”

Pam asked, “Then how did she die? I don’t think Betsy would ever kill
herself. I mean, she’s way too Catholic. She would not do that.”

She was still crying as the detectives explained that they couldn’t be
specific about what happened to Betsy. Was there anything they hadn’t
discussed that could help them determine what happened? Pam said again
that she knew that Betsy was really bothered by the fact that the house in
Troy was only in Russ’s name.

And then she said, “Maybe if you guys could find that letter that she was
going to send me . . . if she really has it or if she deleted it or whatever . . .
She said she was going to talk to me about changing her beneficiaries to
me. And that he had done . . . started doing this weird thing with a pillow
that had just started happening . . .”

Pam launched into a long diatribe about Betsy’s fear of Russ, adding,
“And though he’s always been very nice to me, I do know over the years
the hard-core stuff he has said to her. You know, he’s just verbally . . . he’s
nasty . . . especially when he drinks.”

She said Betsy talked about her decision to make Pam and her relative
named Linda the beneficiaries on the insurance policies to protect the
money, saying, “I want my kids to have it. I don’t want Russ to have it
because that’s all he’s talking about.... He said he would give the girls some
money and give my mom twenty-five thousand dollars. And I said, ‘OK.. . .
that’s nice.” But then, the other day, he said, ‘Don’t you dare give Leah any



more money. I’m sick of it. Don’t give her a dime.” I want to give it to
somebody that Russ can’t get it from.”

That prompted Detective Smith to ask about the Hupps’ finances. Pam
said they were set: $20,000-plus in a checking account and money in
annuities and in traditional and Roth IRAs.

“Do you think Russ could have done this?” Smith asked.

“I don’t know him well enough,” Pam said as she began a convoluted
debate with herself. “I know there was something going on there. I’m not
sure what it was. I don’t know if she was getting ready to permanently leave
him. . . . But I can’t imagine why he would.... When I talk about it and see
how much she’s been through in ten years in their relationship, I can see
kind of her stage that she’s going toward. But as far as him doing anything
to her, I don’t know why he would.... He thinks he’s going to get a lot of
money . . . unless she told him he wasn’t going to get a lot of money. I
mean, they can get in some nasty fights. I don’t know what happened last
night when she talked to him. . . . She was very excited to talk to him.”

Joel Schwartz shook his head again. Her comment about not knowing
what happened “last night” just confirmed that she knew when Betsy had
died. And she had neatly supplied the police with the “trigger” they had
been looking for—the “why” and the “something that happened”—that
could explain Russ’s rage and extreme violence against his wife. It seemed
to Schwartz that Pam had just cleverly suggested that Russ snapped when
his wife announced her plan to move him into a house he didn’t want, with
relatives he didn’t want to be around, in a town where he didn’t want to
live, all while abandoning his first house that he had bought in the town
where he wanted to live.

Pam had supported her suggestion that Russ would not want to live with
Betsy’s family by building stories of mistrust and dislike between him and
Betsy’s mother and daughters. She recounted several times when Russ had
banned the daughters from his house and insisted Betsy not provide any
financial support for them. And Pam knew Russ and Janet Meyer weren’t
getting along.

The detectives asked if Russ hurt Betsy physically. “I don’t know
physically. Never got into a lot of it . . . I can’t say for sure. She would
insinuate stuff that they would get in really big fights and stuff like that.
I’ve never seen him hurt her. I've never seen bruises on her . . . and she
really didn’t complain too much about the verbal. I mean, people would be



going, “Your husband’s an ass. That was just rude.” And she’s like, ‘Oh,
he’s always like that.” And I’m like, ‘Damn.” He’s just a smart-ass. Mean,
though . . . he can say mean stuff.”

When the detectives were about to conclude the interview, Pam asked
about Betsy’s death: “What time did this happen? This morning?” Smith
said he couldn’t get into that information.

But Schwartz immediately recognized another telltale contradiction by
Pam. When she called her brother earlier to tell him she would be late for
their appointment, she said something had happened to her friend “last
night.” But she had just asked the police if it had happened “this morning.”
That struck Schwartz as an obvious attempt to hide her knowledge that
Betsy had been killed last night because the police had not disclosed that to
her yet.

Kaiser and Smith turned off their recorder at 9:06 a.m., after two hours
and twenty-four minutes of conversation with her. But then she remembered
an incident the police might want to know about.

They turned the recorder on again at 9:17 a.m. as she described being at
the gym with Betsy a week or two before the holidays. Betsy asked her to
get a couple bottles of Gatorade from a bag in Betsy’s car. Pam said Betsy
took “a big gulp” from a bottle and started gagging. It tasted horrible and
she asked Pam to taste it. Pam wouldn’t taste it, but said it smelled OK. She
held it up next to the other bottle and noticed Betsy’s looked “cloudy.”
Betsy said Russ had bought the Gatorade for her because he wanted her to
get electrolytes into her system to help combat the effects of chemotherapy.
Betsy took her bottle to the restroom and poured out the contents.

As Kaiser began to close the interview for the second time, she asked if
Betsy had ever hurt herself or talked about suicide. Pam recalled one time,
when Betsy and Russ were separated and she was beginning to have
problems with her teenage daughters. “She had said, “You know, I just feel
like killing myself. I can’t do this anymore’. . . but I’ve had friends say that
to me before.... Whether she’s ever attempted, I don’t think so.... She had
talked about—she felt like killing herself. But Betsy is—can be down in the
dumps and an hour later, be flying high.”



The detectives ended the interview at 9:41 a.m. and left. But they
returned at 12:15 p.m. with more requests for Pam. She signed a form
agreeing to a search of her cell phone and one allowing the police to take a
DNA sample from inside of her mouth—a buccal swab. Kaiser asked for
the clothing she had worn the night before and accompanied her upstairs to
retrieve a long-sleeved red T-shirt from a hamper in the bathroom and khaki
slacks that were folded neatly on a shelf in the bedroom closet. She also
gave Kaiser a pair of tennis shoes and a white coat that were in the dining
room. She said she had not laundered any of the items. She consented to
photographs of her face, neck, hands, arms, and feet. Kaiser noted in her
report later that Pam Hupp bore no noticeable marks or injuries.

Kaiser also wanted a more detailed description of where she had been
when she called Betsy at 7:27 p.m. on December 27. Pam said she had
driven ten or fifteen minutes after leaving Betsy’s and called her after
reaching a familiar point in her drive home.
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Less than twenty-four hours later, the detectives were back. On the
morning of Thursday, December 29, Kaiser and Smith returned Pam’s cell
phone to her and then asked for more details about the visit to the
Winghaven Public Library to complete the beneficiary form.

The police had essentially confirmed Pam’s account when they
interviewed Lauren Manganelli on Wednesday. The librarian remembered
two women working at a table in the front window for less than an hour and
then asking her to sign as a witness on some sort of insurance paper. She
didn’t remember the women’s names, but described them as cheerful and
friendly, dressed in workout clothes, both with short hair—one blonde and
one with brown hair. Manganelli also confirmed that Betsy had checked out
a book that same time—on Friday, December 23—confirming that as the
date for signing the form.

The police paid their fourth visit to Pam Hupp’s house Thursday evening
so Detectives Mike Reiter and Donald Thurmond could interview her
husband. The detectives sat in the living room with Mark Hupp—and then
violated the first rule of Police Interviewing 101 by allowing Pam to join
them. With his wife present, Mark said he knew Betsy, but did not know her
husband. Mark confirmed his wife’s statement that he had left his phone in



his truck the night before and only learned later she had left him a voice
mail at 7:04 p.m. His wife’s message said she had arrived at Betsy’s house
and would be leaving for home soon. Mark added that Betsy had taken the
phone to leave him holiday greetings.

The detectives then made another amateurish error. Although Mark
played the voice mail for them, they failed to seize his phone so they could
preserve the recording. They would learn later that he erased it.

The detectives noted that Pam had commandeered the interview with her
husband. In their report later, they wrote in grand understatement: While
interviewing Mark, Pam would begin to speak and engage us in
conversation. Actually, there was not another word from Mark in the report.
The detectives quoted Pam as saying she had just visited Betsy’s family that
day and wanted to let the police know that Betsy’s daughter Leah had
forgotten to tell them how Russ would throw water on the girls to wake
them up in the mornings and would drag them out of their beds.

Joel Schwartz was shocked again. The police had gathered absolutely no
useful information from Mark in an incompetent interview they absurdly
conducted in front of his wife. They didn’t ask Mark what time his wife
arrived home Tuesday night, what she was wearing, or what she said. The
cops made no attempt to preserve the voice mail. And they allowed Pam to
hijack the interview to heap on more unsupported hearsay about Russ Faria.
Wasn’t any cop paying attention to what this woman was doing—to how
she was playing them?

Schwartz was struck by another bizarre element to Pam’s contact with
police. She agreed to Detective Kaiser’s request to take a polygraph
scheduled with Detective Gary Mclntyre on Friday, December 30. But
Sergeant Ryan McCarrick delayed the test because Pam said her attorney
wanted to be there. Pam then told Mclntyre she wasn’t sure she could take a
polygraph because she was on a variety of medications to address the
effects of a head injury suffered in a fall some time ago that left her prone to
seizures. MclIntyre suggested she get a letter from her doctor saying she was
medically fit to undergo the test. Three weeks later, on January 25, 2012,
Pam provided a letter from Dr. Ronald L. Fischer that read:

To Whom It May Concern:



Pamela Hupp is unable to undergo a polygraph due to her
medical condition. This was discussed with Pamela when
she was last seen in the office on January 3, 2012.

Sincerely,

Doctor Ronald L. Fischer

It wasn’t until later that the police learned that Pam had sent a
handwritten note to Dr. Fischer the day before he wrote his letter. Her note
said:

Dear Doctor Fischer,

Could you please write Det. Kaiser a letter stating that I
was not able to do my polygraph due to medical reasons.
Don’t need any more detailed than that.

Thank you.

Pam Hupp

Call if you need questions.

Fischer would later tell Schwartz during a deposition that he was
unaware of any medical reason Pam Hupp could not take a polygraph.

So Pam duped her doctor into giving her a medical excuse to avoid a
polygraph. Why would she do that if she was telling the truth? And why
didn’t the police call her on such an obvious deception? Indeed, why didn’t
the police call her on the seemingly dozens of contradictions in her zealous
effort to frame Russ Faria?

Schwartz met immediately with Swanson to discuss what they had
learned about the case against Russ that they now realized should be the
case against Pam Hupp. Russ’s defense was built on the solid foundation of
his unshakeable alibi and that fit, hand in glove, with what was called the
SODDI defense—some other dude did it. The defense team now had the
name of that other “dude”: Pam Hupp.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Identifying Pam Hupp as the prime suspect in Betsy Faria’s murder and the
architect of the effort to frame Russ Faria didn’t answer other glaring
questions for Joel Schwartz and Nate Swanson. They still needed to know
how some of the most experienced detectives in the St. Louis metropolitan
region and Prosecuting Attorney Leah Askey had gotten this case so wrong.
The defenders still had to dissect hundreds of pages from the Major Case
Squad’s investigation by twenty-three detectives and other forensic experts
pursuing 104 leads over four days between Tuesday, December 27, and
Saturday, December 31, 2011.

Schwartz continued his investigation with what surely would be the
ugliest document in the police file—the autopsy report. The first thing
Schwartz read made him shudder.

Betsy Faria was stabbed fifty-five times.

The cops had told Russ she was stabbed “twenty-five times and
counting,” and that had seemed an appalling level of brutality. But fifty-five
times? Who does that to another person and why? Schwartz steeled himself
against what he knew would be gruesome details as he read the fourteen-
page report by Dr. Kamal D. Sabharwal, a forensic pathologist with the St.
Louis County Medical Examiner’s Office.

The autopsy had begun at 1 p.m., Wednesday, December 28—fifteen and
a half hours after Russ found Betsy’s body. First, the routine clinical
observations: The deceased was a white female, forty-two years old, five-
four, 160 pounds, with a mix of dark and light brown hair. Both blue eyes
contained clear contact lenses. Both earlobes had two piercings and each
ear contained a silver earring with a red stone. The body was dressed in a
black T-shirt, blue athletic pants, black bra and panties, and white-and-green
socks. Rigor mortis was severe in the jaw and the upper and lower
extremities. The chest bore surgical scars from a mastectomy and breast
reconstruction.

And then the pathologist documented with cold medical precision every
one of the fifty-five stabs and cuts and slashes that rained down on Betsy as
she surely fought for her life. The shape, length, width, and depth of each



wound and the damage it inflicted created an almost unending list of horror
and cruelty.

Ten wounds to the neck, including injuries to the thyroid gland, the
trachea, and the right jugular vein. A knife protruding from a wound five
and a half inches deep. A gaping wound almost three inches long by just
over one inch wide on the left side of the neck below the knife.

Three wounds to the scalp, including one that caused a small fracture of
the parietal bone above the left ear. One slitlike stab wound to the lower left
eyelid. Two wounds to the left ear. Three wounds to the left shoulder. Five
wounds to the left upper and back of the chest. Seven wounds to the
abdomen, including two that were six inches deep and penetrated the liver.
One wound through the left bicep that extended into the chest and
penetrated the upper lobe of the left lung. Two wounds to the back, almost
three inches deep, that penetrated the spleen and pancreas. One wound
through the right bicep extending almost three inches. Ten wounds to the
right arm, hand, and fingers, including a gash above the right wrist four
inches long and an inch deep that cut through tendons, muscles, and blood
vessels. Nine wounds to the upper left arm and seven to the left forearm and
hand. One wound to the upper left thigh.

The pathologist entered a seemingly foregone conclusion: The cause of
death was stab wounds to the neck, chest, and abdomen.

Blood tests identified only one substance: a low level of
diphenhydramine, known as Benadryl, and commonly used to treat allergy
symptoms or as a sleep aid.

There was another observation that may not have drawn much attention
by the police. The pathologist noted the liver that suffered two stab wounds
also showed several firm tan nodules, up to three and a half inches in size—
the cancer that would have slowly taken Betsy’s life, had not a sadistic
killer inflicted a more sudden and violent end.

Schwartz next had to experience the sounds of Russ Faria’s overwrought
911 call. His first reaction was that Russ’s hyperventilating hysteria did not
seem excessive for an average guy who had just come home to find his
wife’s bloody body on the living-room floor. And Russ’s assumption that
Betsy had committed suicide didn’t seem outrageous or even incriminating,
given the wound to her right forearm, her background of depressed suicide
threats in the past, and a recent diagnosis of terminal stage-four cancer. The
cops’ allegation that Russ had tried to misdirect them with a bogus claim



that Betsy committed suicide now seemed even more absurd. How could a
killer who had just inflicted fifty-five stab wounds on the victim expect a
mere suggestion of suicide to cause the police to overlook the
overwhelming evidence of murder? It was a ridiculous proposition that the
police had set as the cornerstone of the case against Russ—and, Schwartz
thought, perhaps the element of the State’s case that would be simplest to
overcome.

Schwartz thought the average person would find the sounds of Russ’s
agony, grief, and shock genuine and believable. Surely, people would
understand that every person would react differently and unpredictably to
the scene Russ Faria had just encountered. Surely, people would find
nothing in the sounds of Russ’s pain to suggest he was anything but an
anguished husband.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

The official investigation into the murder of Betsy Faria began when
Lincoln County Sheriff’s Deputy Chris Hollingsworth arrived at 130 Sumac
Drive just minutes after Russ’s 911 call. The first to respond to the
dispatcher’s call of a possible suicide, Hollingsworth knew as soon as he
saw Betsy’s body that he was looking at a murder. He took Russ to a chair
on the front porch to protect the crime scene inside. Although
Hollingsworth pointedly noted that he saw no tears being shed, Russ’s
erratic breathing and speaking and apparent state of panic and shock made
the deputy fear Russ could collapse or pass out.

Joel Schwartz realized it had taken bare minutes for the first cop on the
scene to cast suspicion on Russ with an observation—a rather early
judgment—about the way this husband was reacting to his wife’s death. No
tears, Hollingsworth reported before noting the husband seemed to be about
to pass out.

Sitting in Hollingsworth’s patrol car to get warm, Russ chain-smoked
cigarettes as he described Betsy’s cancer, the couple’s schedule of activities
that day, and his discovery of Betsy’s body just minutes before.
Hollingsworth wrote in his report: It should be noted during this
conversation Russell appeared to be calm, laughing at times. But
Hollingsworth also wrote, when he got out of the car to get another
cigarette for Russ: I observed a few tears in Russell’s eyes as he stated that
he needed to contact his mother and is unsure how he is going to tell his
daughters.

Captain Robert Shramek of the Lincoln County Fire Protection District
(FPD) arrived moments after Hollingsworth had led Russ out of the house.
The first official to examine Betsy’s body, Shramek felt unsuccessfully for a
pulse on her upper arm and noted how cold and stiff the body was. When he
tried to lift her hand, the hand and fingers didn’t move, but her entire arm
lifted up. To Shramek, that meant the victim had been dead long enough for
the onset of rigor mortis, which usually begins two to four hours after death.
The blood under Betsy’s head and the other streaks of blood on the carpet



around the body appeared to be cold and coagulating, more evidence that
death had occurred at what he estimated to be two to three hours earlier.

Supervisor Mike Quattrocchi and two paramedics from the Lincoln
County Ambulance District arrived at 9:51 p.m., right behind Shramek. One
of the paramedics wrapped a light-colored blanket around the shivering
Russ Faria as he sat on the porch. Quattrocchi didn’t know who the man
under the blanket was, but he would remember him sitting with his face in
his hands, noticeably distraught and probably in shock.

Shramek met Quattrocchi at the doorway and told him the victim was
dead and in rigor mortis. “Stiff as a board,” Quattrocchi would remember
Shramek saying.

Quattrocchi leaned down and touched the victim’s arm—cold and stiff,
just as Shramek had said. He saw the knife protruding from the neck and
noticed the wide, deep gash across the right forearm. The drying blood on
the carpet confirmed what the condition of the body indicated—the woman
had been dead for some time. There was no need for the emergency medical
services of Quattrocchi and his team; they left immediately.

x ok 3k

Recognizing the complexity of this investigation, the Lincoln County
Sheriff’s Office filed an official request at 1:30 a.m., Wednesday, for
assistance from the Major Case Squad of Greater St. Louis. The MCS is a
multijurisdictional organization of local police departments that calls out
detectives and other resources from across the region to provide massive
and unmatched manpower and expertise to investigate a case—usually a
homicide. MCS has a stellar reputation and a record to match. MCS
directors quickly activated the squad and early-morning calls went out
across the region for member detectives to report to Lincoln County.
Detective Sergeant Ryan McCarrick of the sheriff’s office took the role of
MCS deputy report officer with the responsibility to keep track of all of the
activities by detectives and the results of the overall investigation.

Teams of MCS detectives immediately fanned out across the area
searching for witnesses and information that might shed light on the life and
death of Elizabeth Kay Faria, the woman known to everyone as Betsy. The
deceased was universally described to police as bubbly, upbeat,
effervescent, extroverted to the extreme, friendly with everyone, and loving



to her family and friends. She had a zest for life that even the shadow of
terminal cancer couldn’t diminish. No one in her circle could begin to think
of anyone who would wish her harm, let alone kill her so brutally.

Neighbors on the few streets in the Waterbrooke Estates Subdivision said
they hadn’t heard or seen anything suspicious or unusual that night. They
had few concerns about neighborhood safety because there had been no
break-ins or other troubling events there for years.

Crime scene investigators had begun combing through the Faria house
even before Betsy’s body was taken to the St. Louis County Medical
Examiner’s Office. They took hundreds of photographs documenting every
corner of every room, as well as the outside of the house, the two cars in the
driveway, and the third in the garage.

The bloody carpet under the body was cut from the floor and sections of
the sofa upholstery bearing bloodstains were removed. A second knife that
looked like the one still in Betsy’s neck was found under a pillow on the
sofa, but did not bear any blood or other obvious evidence.

What the police thought looked like a print from a dog’s paw on the left
rear hip of Betsy’s pants was marked for testing. If the dog had touched
Betsy after she had been killed, that could contradict Russ’s statement that
the dog was outside when he got home and was never back in the house. A
photo captured a sad scene as a detective actually took inked paw prints
from a patient Sicily to compare to the mark on the pants.

The police made some of the most dramatic and potentially valuable
discoveries early in the search, and Schwartz finally learned more about
what the police had been talking about in their assault on Russ during the
interrogation. Tossed casually in the rear of Russ’s bedroom closet, but
certainly within easy view, investigators found a pair of tan size-11 men’s
house slippers bearing smudges of what appeared to be dried blood. To the
police, they were the first direct link between the husband and the wife’s
bloody body and a potential contradiction to his claims of finding her
already dead and never changing his clothes.

There also appeared to be smudges of dried blood on the white plastic
switch plate for the ceiling light just inside the master bedroom doorway
and near the closet where the slippers were found. Had the killer used a
bloody hand to flip on the light?

Found on the kitchen floor, the yellow ball cap Russ had worn that night
showed a stain that appeared to be blood inside the crown. A search of the



bathroom led to the seizure of two washcloths, four bath towels, and a
brown bath rug. Swabs were taken from the vanity sink, the shower, and
both drains. Investigators lifted what appeared to be two good palm prints
from the glass sliding doors that opened from the dining room onto the rear
deck, where the dog still was chained in the cold.

They picked up Russ’s black leather Harley-Davidson jacket from the
chair in the foyer and a pair of black leather gloves folded on the back of
the love seat near Betsy’s body. From various locations throughout the
house, including Russ’s basement office, the police seized two cell phones,
four laptops and computers, three hard drives, a mini thumb drive, an Apple
iPod, two MP3 players, more than two hundred writable compact discs
(CDs), and a Fuji-film camera.

Great care was taken to process Russ’s blue Ford Explorer in the
driveway, including the installation of a hidden GPS transmitter that could
be used by police to track the vehicle, if that became useful later. Swabs for
blood or DNA were taken from interior and exterior door handles, window
frames, interior door panels, armrests, the gearshift, and the steering wheel.
Luminol, a liquid that glows in the dark when exposed to a substance that
might be blood, was sprayed on the driver’s seat and door panel.

But it was other evidence the police found inside the Explorer that made
Schwartz smile. On the front passenger seat, there was an Arby’s paper bag
from Lake St. Louis that contained a receipt for $3.01 for two junior
cheddar-melt roast beef sandwiches—time stamped at 9:09 p.m., Tuesday,
December 27. Two bottles of Brisk iced tea—one nearly empty and one
unopened—and a carton of cigarettes, with one pack missing, were next to
the Arby’s bag. Those simple items should irrefutably prove Russ Faria’s
account of his stops on his routes to and from game night.




CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Russ Faria’s alibi should have seemed even more air-tight, rock-solid,
unshakeable—name the cliché—after the detectives investigated all of the
elements. Everything they learned added proof upon proof that Russ was
driving to game night between 5 and 6 p.m., watching movies with four
fellow gamers twenty-five miles from his house between 6 and 9 p.m., and
driving home between 9 and 9:35 p.m. He called 911 at 9:40 p.m. Betsy
surely had been dead long enough for her body to become cold and stiff—
maybe as long as two hours—when police arrived about 9:50 p.m. Joel
Schwartz wondered how anyone could still think Russ Faria murdered his
wife in their living room that evening after compiling that evidence.

Schwartz began his review of the alibi investigation with the interviews
of the game-night participants by Detectives Mike McCann and Dean Frye.
They opened their report on arriving at Mike Corbin’s mobile home on Fox
Trotter Drive in O’Fallon in the predawn darkness of Wednesday,
December 28, by noting they had barely started up the short sidewalk when
they smelled what they recognized as “burnt marijuana.” The smell was
even stronger inside the house. But a little weed passed among friends in a
private home was not why the detectives were there and it drew only that
cursory mention in their report.

Mike and his partner of twenty years, Angelia Hulion, confirmed every
detail of Russ’s account of a night watching movies. Russ arrived about six
o’clock and left at straight-up nine o’clock. He seemed fine—completely
normal. In fact, he was so relaxed that he got a bit drowsy and dozed off.
They all had smoked a little marijuana, but nobody had a drop of alcohol.

McCann and Frye then checked out the game-night scenario by stopping
by the O’Fallon home of the missing player, Richard May. He confirmed he
had been unable to attend game night because he was making deliveries for
a Chinese restaurant. His boss would later confirm that Richard had indeed
been on the job.

After that, the two detectives began looking for proof that Russ had made
that series of stops on his way to and from game night—and proof was
exactly what they found. Video from the Conoco station in Troy showed



Russ pumping gas into his Explorer at 5:16 p.m. He was on video at the
counter at the U-Gas station in Wentzville buying a carton of cigarettes at
5:31/32 p.m. Greene’s Country Store in Lake St. Louis had no video, but
there was a receipt for a charge on Russ’s VISA credit card for $41.87 at
5:52 p.m. for the purchase of a thirty-five-pound bag of dog food. He
appeared on video again as he entered the QT station in Lake St. Louis at
5:56 p.m., bought two bottles of iced tea, and left the store at 5:58 p.m. For
the trip home, police learned the video camera on the drive-through lane at
Arby’s in O’Fallon wasn’t working. But Schwartz thought the Arby’s bag
and receipt in Russ’s car were just as good.

Detectives carefully followed Russ’s routes to and from game night, but
failed to find any video or surveillance cameras facing the roads that could
have recorded Russ’s car as it passed, or, on the other hand, could have
proven that it never passed.

Reports timing both legs of Russ’s route were perfectly consistent with
his account. Detectives Floyd and Rider timed the drives from Russ’s home
to the Conoco station, then to the U-Gas station, then to Greene’s Country
Store, and then to the QT at a total drive time of forty-one minutes and
thirty seconds—a route the MapQuest website measured at 24.86 miles.
Adding time for stops and purchases at two service stations and two stores,
Russ’s claim of a sixty-minute trip to Corbin’s seemed right on the mark.

Checking Russ’s drive home, Floyd covered the distance from Arby’s in
Lake St. Louis to Russ’s house in Troy in twenty-six minutes and thirty
seconds. Detective Roger Mauzy covered it slightly faster, at twenty-four
minutes and fifteen seconds. The police concluded that Russ’s departure
from Mike Corbin’s at 9 p.m., and a stop at Arby’s, should have put him at
home no later than 9:31 p.m.—some fourteen minutes earlier than Russ’s
estimate of 9:45, and nine minutes before he placed the 911 call at 9:40.

Despite confirming Russ’s alibi details and timing, Schwartz learned the
police and prosecutor concocted a theory that Russ had time to kill Betsy
between his arrival at home and his call to 911—a superhuman feat in less
than ten minutes. Schwartz wondered how anyone could believe a man
arrived at home, changed clothes, stabbed his wife fifty-five times, cleaned
up the scene, changed clothes again, called 911, and presented himself
believably as a shocked and grieving husband, all in a mere nine or ten
minutes. Then he was able to withstand more than forty hours of intense



police grilling without exposing a single contradiction or weakness in his
story.

Detectives had called the four game-night players to the Chesterfield
Police Department for another round of interviews on New Year’s Eve, just
three days after the police had first talked to them. Schwartz assumed the
hours of interrogation of Russ on December 27 and 28, and the results of
the checks on drive times, had motivated the new round of questioning of
the gamers to try to punch holes in their accounts of that night. As he
watched videos of these second interviews, it was clear to Schwartz that the
police pulled nothing new or even slightly incriminating about Russ or his
behavior from his friends.

Mike Corbin told detectives he had known Russ for fifteen years and had
never seen him lose his temper or be violent. Russ and Betsy had separated
for a while, a long time ago, but Mike didn’t know the details or much else
about Russ’s private life. He described the game they played every Tuesday,
explaining that he was the referee and Russ’s character was a monk named
Gi, who never used weapons. Mike repeated the group’s insistence that no
one, including Russ, left his house during the three-hour double feature.

“We were all within eight feet of each other all night,” Mike said. He
assured Floyd that he was being truthful, adding he would never lie about
Russ or assist him in the commission of a crime.

Floyd and Rider got very much the same story during the second
interviews with Angelia Hulion, Marshall Bach, and Brandon Sweeney—all
of them sincerely seeming to cooperate with police. They were regulars at
game night and saw each other at an occasional Saturday viewing of mixed
martial arts fights on TV, but they didn’t socialize much beyond that. They
didn’t know details of Russ Faria’s marriage or his relationship with his
wife. But they certainly had never seen Russ angry or violent enough to
hurt or kill anyone, especially his wife.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Informing family members that a loved one has been killed is one of the
most gut-wrenching jobs a police officer ever faces. Joel Schwartz had to
sympathize with Detectives Paul Barish and Jana Walters as he read their
report about arriving at 7:20 a.m., Wednesday, December 28, to deliver that
news to Betsy Faria’s older daughter, Leah Day, and Betsy’s sister, Julie
Swaney, at Julie’s house in St. Louis. There was nothing the officers could
do to soften the blow as Leah and Julie burst into tears.

When the women composed themselves enough to talk, they said they
knew nothing about what had happened to Betsy or who could have wanted
to harm her. But they were able to provide information that Schwartz
thought established an approximate time of Betsy’s death. Leah said she
and her aunt went to a U.S. Cellular store about 7 p.m., Tuesday, to upgrade
Leah’s cell phone. Since her phone was a line on Betsy’s plan, Leah knew
she would need Betsy’s approval. Leah called Betsy at seven o’clock to ask
her to answer her phone later when Leah called from the phone store. Betsy
said Pam Hupp was driving her home then and she promised to answer
Leah’s call later. But when Leah called Betsy from the store three times,
there was no answer. Leah said she hadn’t been concerned; it wasn’t
unusual for Betsy not to answer her phone. When the police checked Leah’s
phone, they found the unanswered calls to Betsy at 7:21, 7:26, and 7:30
p.m.

Those calls were more evidence that Betsy was killed long before Russ
arrived home after 9:30 p.m. Schwartz thought Betsy was either dead or
was being attacked when Leah called.

Confirming what Russ had told the detectives, Leah said she had been
staying with her Aunt Julie, who was forty-four and the middle of Betsy’s
three look-alike sisters.

Leah offered some criticism of Russ and his behavior. He would
sometimes get angry, mostly over financial issues, and would yell at Betsy.
Betsy was afraid to stand up to him and began staying often at her mother’s
apartment. Leah said things were not good between Betsy and Russ, but
Betsy would act like everything was OK to keep peace in the family.



Detective Roger Mauzy and Officer Steve Queen were spared the
emotional task of breaking news of Betsy’s death to her seventy-four-year
old mother, Janet Meyer, and Betsy’s younger daughter, Mariah Day. By the
time the cops arrived at Janet’s apartment in Lake St. Louis, Julie had
already called with the grim news. Mariah and Janet could not offer any
insight into Betsy’s death, but they could describe her final hours at her
mother’s apartment. They had been with Betsy all day Tuesday and were
joined by Bobbi Wann, an old friend visiting from Texas. Bobbi had driven
Betsy to her chemo session at the Siteman Cancer Center, where they were
joined by Pam Hupp. They had returned to Janet’s after chemo and spent
the rest of the afternoon playing Upwords, one of Betsy’s favorite board
games. Janet said Betsy had begun to feel “blah” and left with Pam for the
drive home at about 6:30 p.m.

Janet said Pam called at 8:52 p.m. and said she tried to call Betsy after
she had dropped her off at home, but got no answer. Pam was worried that
Betsy was mad at her because she didn’t stay until Russ got home. The
police quoted Janet as saying Pam said she hadn’t gone into the house with
Betsy because it was dark and the front door was unlocked.

Schwartz was shocked by yet another obvious Pam Hupp lie, this time
telling Janet that she had not gone into Betsy’s house. Pam told the police
she was in the house for as long as twenty minutes, but she lied to Betsy’s
mother about it. Why all of the lies?

Janet told the detectives she called Russ’s cell phone about 8:30 p.m. to
ask him about Betsy, but got no answer. She left a voice mail, also with no
response. She said that wasn’t unusual because Russ often would not
answer his phone on game night.

Mariah told detectives about the depression that had gripped her mother
in recent years. Mariah found a suicide note written by Betsy and folded on
her bed pillow after her first cancer diagnosis. Mariah gave the note to Russ
and didn’t remember what it said. She thought Betsy might have gone to a
mental-health facility after that. Her mother appeared to be handling the
new cancer diagnosis well and seemed happy over Christmas. She was
planning to take Mariah on a cruise over spring break, next March, so she
was making plans for the future.



Janet confirmed Betsy had received psychiatric treatment at a local
hospital several years ago. But she believed the Farias now had a great
relationship, their marriage was going great, and they were in great
financial shape.

While at Janet’s apartment, the detectives also interviewed her friend and
houseguest, Bobbi Wann. She said Betsy had been in good spirits and mood
all day Tuesday, including at the chemo session where Pam Hupp joined
them.

Bobbi was able to answer one of the remaining questions. The idea Betsy
planned to discuss with Russ when he got home was for the Farias to buy
Janet Meyer’s former home in Lake St. Louis, where they would live with
Betsy’s daughters, Janet, and Bobbi. The Farias would rent out their home
in Troy to build up their finances so they could retire to Florida when both
houses were paid off in twenty years. Betsy never liked living in Troy and
said she just couldn’t do it any longer. She didn’t think Russ would like the
new idea, but she was excited about it and was going to talk to him Tuesday
night. Bobbi added that Betsy said Russ was “very abusive verbally” to her.

Detectives had to make several calls on Thursday to locate the biological
father of Leah and Mariah Day at his home in Cape Coral, Florida. Tremus
Day, forty-three, partially paralyzed and suffering from lupus, quickly
convinced police that he had been at home with his wife and two children
when Betsy was killed. His mother had notified him of Betsy’s murder after
she saw something about it on Facebook. He last talked to Betsy two
months ago when he called in an unsuccessful attempt to get her to drop her
claim for child support.

Betsy’s sister, Mary Rodgers, provided a little more fodder for suspicions
about Russ when she arrived at the Lincoln County Sheriff’s Office at 10:15
a.m., Wednesday, to be interviewed by detectives. Forty-six, and the oldest
of Betsy’s sisters, Mary said Russ had ordered her to leave the Farias’ home
six or seven years ago when she attempted to intervene in a “verbal
altercation” between him and Betsy, which was alarming enough for her to
call the police.

Mary said she heard Russ say about her, “I’m going to cut her up and put
her in a bag.” Detectives would later check a report from January 2005 to



learn Russ and Betsy told police they argued because she had come home to
find that Russ had not cleaned the house, as promised.

Mary described the early years of the Farias’ relationship as “rocky.” She
knew Betsy had cheated on Russ several times—and Russ knew it, too. But
she said Betsy and Russ had worked through those problems and they now
loved each other very much. Russ had come a long way, earned a college
degree, and changed his behavior. Russ now “loves and takes care of
Elizabeth,” Mary told the detectives.

She recalled twice in the past when Betsy had been suicidal. She was
admitted to a hospital for “psychiatric issues” in 2008 and again in 2010
after she made statements a police officer interpreted as suicidal. Betsy had
been understandably sad after the doctor delivered the terminal cancer
diagnosis two months ago, but she seemed to get past that quickly and
returned to her happy self. She continued to play tennis, which she loved so
much that she joked she would probably die on the tennis court.

Betsy’s eldest sister confirmed that Betsy was married to Ron Carter
before Russ. Betsy and Ron maintained a good relationship, and he had
been very supportive during her illness.

When police interviewed Ron Carter later at his home in St. Peters, he
described a rather more intimate relationship with Betsy that continued
even after their one-year marriage ended in 1996. They still had sex about
every two weeks, including two weeks before she was killed. She would
come to his home when she was upset with Russ and that often led to sex.
Betsy would visit him when she “needed a release.” He talked to Betsy on
the phone on Christmas Eve and she seemed upbeat, not at all depressed.
Ron said Russ frequently disrespected Betsy and they argued often, but he
didn’t think Russ had ever struck Betsy.

Betsy’s youngest sister, thirty-nine-year-old Pamela Welker, said Betsy’s
history of suicide threats and depression made her think Betsy must have
killed herself. Pamela also knew about Betsy’s hospitalization after making
disturbing statements to a police officer. When she was with Betsy at the
family Christmas party on Monday, Betsy had seemed normal, but was
“feeling down from the cancer treatments.”

Detectives Mike Reiter and Donald Thurmond began interviews with
Russ’s family when they arrived at his mother’s home at 9:30 a.m.,



Wednesday. Luci Faria, sixty-five, and her daughter and Russ’s sister,
Rachel Faria, thirty, could offer no leads on Betsy’s killer. Luci had last
seen Russ and Betsy at the family Christmas party on December 26, when
they were in good moods and ate well. In fact, Russ’s family had been
amazed at Betsy’s positive attitude in light of the new cancer diagnosis.
Russ and Betsy even talked about taking Mariah to Florida for a vacation in
March 2012. Luci noted that Betsy was still playing tennis and loved her
job as a DJ. Asked who in Russ’s family would be closest to Betsy, Luci
named Linda Hartmann. Luci also confirmed Russ’s statement that he had
called her about 5 p.m., Tuesday, to say errands would keep him from
attending the family dinner at her house.

Rachel Faria showed the detectives a posting on Facebook by Betsy’s
daughter Mariah shortly after she learned of Betsy’s death. It read: RIP,
mom. I’'m sorry I was never the best daughter, You were such a strong
person, didn’t let nothing get you down, not even chemo. I love you and
miss you already. : (Love, Mo.

Later Wednesday, Mary Anderson and Rachel Faria tried to see Russ
while he was still being interrogated at the Lincoln County Sheriff’s Office.
They arrived at 12:40 p.m., saying they knew Russ was there, his family
was concerned about him, and they wanted to see him. The police wouldn’t
talk to Mary because she wasn’t Russ’s immediate family. But they told
Rachel that Russ was unavailable because he was being interviewed. Rachel
told police the only information she could provide was a vague description
of an earlier incident when “Betsy was off her meds and depressed” and
threatened to kill herself with a knife, which Russ took away from her.
Asked about Russ’s relationship with Betsy’s daughters, Rachel offered
only that Russ considered them his own children.
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Joel Schwartz was eager to see if Linda Hartmann—Russ’s fifty-four-
year-old aunt by marriage—would confirm Pam Hupp’s story that Linda
and Betsy were discussing leaving their husbands. To Schwartz’s surprise,
the police report on Linda’s interview never mentioned that at all. It quoted
Linda as saying she had been friends with Betsy for two years and they had
gone to Branson for a girls’ weekend from December 19 to 22. She had



seen Betsy over the holidays and remarked that she remained very upbeat
despite her cancer battle.

It was Linda’s daughter, Ashley Frost, twenty-three, who addressed the
report about dumping husbands and fleeing to Branson. Ashley had
accompanied the women on their weekend in Branson and said any such
discussion was “a joke . . . not serious talk.”

Schwartz read every word of the police reports on their interviews with
dozens of more friends and acquaintances of the Farias over the first few
days after Betsy’s death. The results offered nothing that advanced the cops’
case against Russ beyond varying personal opinions and anecdotes about
Russ and Betsy and the state of their marriage. No one could think of
anyone who would want to harm Betsy.

With so many references to the Farias’ involvement with the Morning
Star Church, detectives interviewed all three pastors. Mike Schreiner
confirmed that Russ and Betsy were involved in church activities ranging
from leading a youth group to operating audio equipment for services. He
had last seen them at the Christmas Eve service and they both appeared to
be in high spirits. Schreiner said the only issue facing the couple that he was
aware of, besides Betsy’s cancer, was personal conflicts with her daughter
Leah; he didn’t know much about the details. The other two pastors echoed
Schreiner’s comments.

Kathleen and Edward Meyer (not related to Janet Meyer) said they had
known Betsy for seventeen years, even before her marriage to Ron Carter.
Kathleen considered Betsy her best friend and said the loving, caring,
friendly, happy, outgoing Betsy had no enemies. The Meyers also called
Russ a devoted husband—Edward Meyer described him as “one of the most
devoted husbands ever”—and said Russ often referred to Betsy as his angel.

Detective Mike Merkel got an interesting view of Russ from high-school
classmate Jimmy Crenshaw. He had not seen Russ much during the last
fifteen years, but said Russ had a temper in his younger years. Jimmy had
seen him get into a fistfight over a girl. He said he couldn’t see Russ killing
Betsy, adding, “Unless he was really, really pissed.”

Jimmy recalled Russ being in a “zombie state” at Betsy’s wake at the
funeral home. He was sitting with Russ next to Betsy’s casket when he
heard Russ say softly, “I don’t understand why you think you would have to
leave me.”



The police report then quoted Jimmy as saying, not only had one of
Betsy’s aunts struck Russ, but Pam Hupp also slapped him. He quoted Pam
as saying that she knew there was going to be a problem when she dropped
off Betsy at home and Russ was already there. The police were able to
confirm that Russ took the blow from one of Betsy’s aunts. But the report
about Pam hitting him proved to be false, and Jimmy’s quote from Pam
couldn’t be accurate because the police knew Russ wasn’t at home then.
They had proven Russ was at Mike Corbin’s house when Pam delivered
Betsy at home about 7 p.m.

Betsy’s longtime friend Rita Wolf told police the day after the murder
that she had spoken with Betsy by phone at 5:08 p.m. the day before while
Betsy was playing a board game at her mother’s. Betsy complained about
how painful the chemotherapy was and said that, if she had to continue to
endure that kind of pain, she would stop the chemo and “just live out the
rest of her life.”

Rita said she had known Betsy for thirty years and considered Betsy one
of her best friends. Rita couldn’t think of anyone who would want to harm
Betsy. And Rita thought Betsy’s dog would protect her if she was attacked
by a stranger in the house.

Janet Meyer had told Rita in a call that day that Pam Hupp called her the
night before and said Betsy wasn’t answering her phone after Pam dropped
her off at home. Janet assumed Betsy had gone to bed and didn’t try to
contact her. Rita told the police she thought it was odd that Pam would
repeatedly call Betsy so soon after leaving her house.
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One of the last interview reports in the MCS case file surprised Schwartz,
but he thought it was unlikely to be evidence in a trial. An anonymous
caller suggested that police talk to Darlene Fuller, who had left comments
about Betsy’s murder on a TV news website. When police interviewed her
on Saturday, December 31, the thirty-nine-year-old woman said she had an
affair with Russ for about four months in mid-2010. She said Russ ended all
contact with her when she sent him an angry message after seeing photos on
Betsy’s Facebook page of a vacation trip Russ took with Betsy and her



daughters. Months later, Darlene sent texts to Russ, but he did not respond.
Nor had he responded to a call she made after hearing about Betsy’s death.
She said she did not believe Russ was capable of killing Betsy.

Schwartz knew an affair by a husband whose wife reportedly had a
number of affairs certainly was not evidence that the husband killed the
wife. There seemed to be nothing about an affair with Darlene that was
connected to the case.

He took a similar view of the witnesses suggesting Russ had been
verbally abusive to Betsy. Some were nothing more than hearsay—
somebody said they heard somebody say Russ was verbally abusive or rude
or mean. For every witness who said they had heard less-than-kind
comments to Betsy by Russ, there was another witness who said Russ was a
loving husband and his marriage to Betsy was solid and improving. And,
Schwartz knew, what a friend or relative might view as a harsh comment
could easily be the standard level of discourse between spouses. In the end,
occasional angry or sharp comments by a spouse certainly did not portend
murder.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Earlier on the same day that police arrested Russ Faria—January 4, 2012—
Detective Sergeant Ryan McCarrick filed a probable-cause statement with
Lincoln County Prosecuting Attorney Leah Askey—the statement of facts
that, the police investigators contend, establishes a reasonable belief that
someone committed a crime. McCarrick’s three-page, single-spaced, and
unusually detailed document—written as an affidavit signed under oath and
penalties of perjury—started with his direct statement: I have probable
cause to believe that Russell Scott Faria . . . committed the criminal offense
of Murder in Lincoln County, Missouri. He added that he was not including
all of the facts he was aware of, only those sufficient to establish probable
cause to arrest Russell Faria. Askey used McCarrick’s statement as grounds
to file charges of first-degree murder and armed criminal action against
Russ and to authorize his arrest.

To Joel Schwartz, the statement completely failed to establish probable
cause to charge Russ while relying on numerous mistakes, unsupported
assumptions, and guesses.

McCarrick began with the basic facts of Russ’s call to 911, his
description of finding Betsy’s body, his belief that she committed suicide,
and the details of his game-night alibi. But he quickly challenged part of
Russ’s account by stating he should have been able to see Betsy’s body as
soon as he entered the house, not after he set down the bag of dog food and
took off his jacket. The detective said evidence included human blood
inside Russ’s ball cap, on his slippers in the master bedroom closet, and on
the switch plate for the bedroom light.

Recounting statements by the last person to see Betsy alive—Pam Hupp
—took up a long paragraph and presented her statements as unchallenged
gospel. There was no acknowledgment that nearly all of her statements
were unsupported and came from someone with her own motive to Kkill
Betsy. McCarrick wrote: Hupp said Russell was not very nice to Elizabeth,
and Elizabeth said she was thinking of leaving Russell. Hupp said Elizabeth
was growing increasingly uncomfortable with Russell. Hupp said Elizabeth
told her of an incident that occurred the week before Elizabeth’s death,



where Russell put a pillow over her face and told Elizabeth that was what it
would feel like to die . . . Hupp said Elizabeth was planning to change the
beneficiary information for her insurance policies, which, at the time of her
death, listed Russell as the primary beneficiary. However, Hupp said there
were delays in the changes because Elizabeth started to be very cautious of
the business she conducted on the computer. Hupp said this was because
she believed Russell was monitoring her emails.

Schwartz hadn’t found much damning evidence in McCarrick’s statement
until the end of the third page, when he recounted the search of the Faria
house on January 3, 2012, the day before he filed the statement, secured the
charges, and arrested Russ. Police looked for blood evidence, using what
McCarrick called “illuminating materials,” a reference to luminol that
illuminates a substance that might—emphasizing might—be blood.

Although luminol was a “presumptive” test, meaning that it only
indicated the possibility of blood, and was known for resulting in false-
positive reactions, McCarrick used the tests to offer what Schwartz thought
were some surprising and unfounded conclusions. McCarrick said the tests
“illuminated blood evidence.” He detailed: [It] had been cleaned from the
crime scene, on the vinyl floor between the area where Elizabeth was found,
and the patio door used by Elizabeth and Russell Faria to let the dog inside.
Blood evidence cleaned from the crime scene also was illuminated on the
floor in the kitchen, on the kitchen sink, and the handle of the drawer
holding towels, which suggested “prior knowledge of the towels’ location.”
He wrote: These items, along with a sink trap and a mop head found in the
laundry room, were seized.

McCarrick took a final shot over the polygraph test: Russell showed
extreme deception to all the answers he provided . . . When questioned
about his deception during the exam, Russell requested counsel.

Just above his signature, McCarrick wrote, I hereby state that the facts
set forth in this Probable Cause statement are true and correct, and are
made by me with the knowledge that false statements made herein are
punishable by law.

Schwartz was glad he already had the results of the lab tests on evidence
McCarrick cited. The lab found no blood on any of the items listed by



McCarrick, nor in sink or shower drains or the water collected in them or
the attached drainpipes. There were no stains—blood or otherwise—on the
two washcloths and one of the bath towels seized by police. Stains on two
bath towels could not be excluded as coming from Russ, but were not from
Betsy. Red or brown stains on a brown bath towel showed a weak presence
of DNA consistent with a mix from Betsy and Russ.

The palm prints on the sliding door in the kitchen came from Russ, but
that certainly wasn’t incriminating for the man who lived there.

The best of the lab results in Schwartz’s mind showed there was
absolutely no blood on the clothes Russ wore from five o’clock, Tuesday,
during his discovery of Betsy’s body, until police seized them at 10:30 a.m.,
Thursday. They would have been spattered with Betsy’s blood if Russ had
inflicted that savage knife attack. The spot of blood inside Russ’s yellow
ball cap was his. There was no blood on Russ’s hands and arms. Clippings
from Russ’s fingernails contained only his DNA. Fingernail clippings from
Betsy contained her DNA and a tiny sample not from Betsy or Russ that
was insufficient to compare to anyone else. The handle and blade of the
knife removed from Betsy’s neck were heavily coated in blood that came
only from her.

One other result caught Schwartz’s attention. The switch plate from the
light in the master bedroom was stained with DNA from at least two people
—mostly by Betsy’s blood, but also by material from a man who could not
have been Russ. Did that indicate another man with Betsy’s blood on him
touched the switch plate and left her blood and his DNA?

Russ’s slippers stained with Betsy’s blood would be the only evidence
Schwartz knew he would have to address later. Schwartz was confident that,
given the lack of any other bloodstains on Russ’s clothing or body, he could
make a convincing argument that someone else had applied Betsy’s blood
to Russ’s slippers and then left them in an obvious location in the closet to
be found by police. There were no bloody footprints leading from the living
room to the bedroom or to the closet, even though there was some blood on
the soles of the slippers. Someone carried them to the closet.

DNA samples from inside the slippers proved nothing. The
manufacturer’s tag inside the left slipper, however, showed a mix of DNA
from Russ and another contributor that could not have been Betsy. Once
more, had someone else handled Russ’s slippers, perhaps to stain them with
Betsy’s blood, and then planted them in the closet?



The last two items confirmed Russ’s statement that he and Betsy had sex
Sunday night—Christmas night—Iess than forty-eight hours before she was
killed. A vaginal swab showed a mixture of eight sperm cells, seminal fluid,
and other cells that DNA identified as equal parts from Russ and Betsy. A
swab from the exterior of the rectum also produced a mix of material from
at least two people. The major contributor was Betsy, but the material from
the second source was too small for comparison and identification. Since
there was no evidence of anal penetration, the pathologist concluded that
the material was the result of seminal drainage from the vagina after
intercourse—not an uncommon finding in postmortem examinations.

x ok 3k

As Joel Schwartz studied the police investigative file, he kept looking for
something that would hurt the defense’s case. He never found it. Instead, he
was left with questions about how experienced detectives could have been
manipulated so easily by Pam Hupp and misread all of the evidence and
witness statements. And he wondered how a prosecuting attorney could
believe that this investigation had established a case for a murder charge
that could be proved to a jury beyond a reasonable doubt.

Schwartz knew Askey had only been prosecuting attorney for eighteen
months, a hometown girl elected as a Democrat in a small, largely
Republican county. She had graduated from St. Louis University School of
Law and opened her own practice in the county in 2006 before running for
prosecutor in 2010. Schwartz thought that level of inexperience still was no
excuse for filing a murder charge against Russ Faria based on the evidence
in that file. Schwartz just hoped Askey would be open to taking an unbiased
look at the facts he could present to her.

x ok 3k

“I know who did it.”

Joel Schwartz turned to look at his fourteen-year-old son, Jonah, who had
just made that surprisingly confident announcement. After thirty minutes of
reading through the police reports with his father, Jonah—already an
aspiring attorney—sat across the desk with a calm air of certainty.

Schwartz chuckled slightly and asked, “Who?”

“Pam Hupp,” Jonah said without a hint of doubt.



The elder Schwartz nodded slightly at his son, smiled, and said, “You are
absolutely correct.”

The police investigation of the murder of Betsy Faria had indeed
uncovered the real killer and revealed her to Jonah Schwartz. It should have
been that obvious to the police and prosecutor. The murderer’s identity
nearly exploded off the pages of the Major Case Squad’s reports. And Joel
Schwartz was as flabbergasted as he was perplexed that the cops and
prosecuting attorney had completely and ineptly misread the evidence and
charged the person who had irrefutable proof that he could not have
committed this crime—all while ignoring the evidence against the one
person who was at the epicenter of the murder with unmistakably
incriminating motive and opportunity.

If a high-school freshman—regardless of the advanced levels of
intelligence and insight his father might impute to him—could so readily
see the real killer emerge from those pages, how could some of the region’s
top detectives so blatantly miss the obvious solution as it sprang up right
before their eyes? How could they misinterpret proof of Pam Hupp’s guilt
that came mostly from her own mouth and was so clear in a careful reading
of the statements of other witnesses and in the reality of the hard evidence?
Could the case against Pam Hupp be any more obvious? Could the case for
Russ Faria’s innocence be any more obvious?



CHAPTER NINETEEN

June 25, 2012—six months after
the murder of Betsy Faria

The big, bald cop had no reaction when his prime witness casually tossed
off the most unexpected, shocking comment Joel Schwartz had ever heard
in a police interview. He watched the video of this new interview intently as
Pam Hupp explained to Sergeant Ryan McCarrick that the many personal
issues she was juggling—selling a house, buying a new house, her own
medical issues—also included handling the financial affairs for her mother,
who was suffering from dementia and Alzheimer’s, while living in a
residential care center.

In the middle of that lengthy diatribe, Pam casually told the cop, “And if
I really—hate to say—wanted money, my mom’s worth a half a million that
I get when she dies. My mom has dementia and doesn’t half the time know
who we are.... I know this sounds morbid and stuff like that, but I am a life
insurance person. But if I really wanted money, there was an easier way
than trying to combat somebody that’s physically stronger than me. I’'m just
saying.”

What was she just saying? Schwartz backed up the recording and played
it again. Yes, he had heard it right the first time. Pam Hupp had just raised
the question of whether she killed Betsy Faria and suggested it would have
been easier for her to kill her own aged, ill mother if she wanted money.
And she had added—apparently as a factor she thought counted in her
defense—that Betsy was stronger than she was and would have been more
difficult to kill.

Schwartz stared at the image of this bizarre woman in the video for a
long time. Had she just actually weighed the options of killing her mother
or Betsy? Had she actually pondered her level of risk in each option? Had
Betsy Faria died because she came up on the fatal end of a monstrous
calculation by this disturbed woman?

Schwartz was learning that Pam Hupp was an unfiltered font of
inappropriate, off-the-wall, inexplicable comments—shockingly ill-



conceived utterances that often were self-incriminating. Why in the world
would she raise with the top cop on the case the question of whether it
would be easier to kill her mother for $500,000 or her friend for $150,0007?

Schwartz watched the exchange on the video again and again. On June
25, 2012, just two days short of six months after Betsy’s murder, Sergeant
McCarrick—the case officer for the Major Case Squad investigation into
the Betsy Faria murder, and the detective who probably knew more about it
than any other cop—had not even blinked as Pam discussed her options for
killing for profit.

He just leaned forward with his arms folded on the table in front of him
in a small interview room in the Lincoln County Sheriff’s Office and
continued to look at Pam with no change in expression. He didn’t even
make a note on the legal pad in front of him. And she simply moved on to a
discussion of how Betsy’s family had harassed her over the insurance
money.

“As soon as the phone calls started with her family—it was her father,
her mother, her sisters, calling. ‘Pay for the funeral. Pay for this. Pay for
that.” I was like, ‘I’m not paying for a funeral that her husband killed her.
I’'m not having Betsy pay for that.” I’m sorry. That’s my view.”

“OK,” McCarrick said flatly.

Pam Hupp’s voluntary discussion of the advantages of killing her mother
versus killing Betsy had come shortly after McCarrick mentioned her
receipt of Betsy’s insurance money as an issue the defense was sure to raise
when she testified against Russ Faria at his trial set for a month later in July.
McCarrick scheduled the interview—meeting Pam for the first time—to
“hammer out” some of the discrepancies in her comments to various
detectives. But it was clear to Schwartz that McCarrick and, by extension,
the rest of the detectives and the prosecutor were not addressing suspicions
that Pam Hupp could be a suspect in Betsy’s murder. The meeting clearly
was to prepare Pam to be a valuable witness against Russ Faria and to stand
up to questioning by the defense.

McCarrick had opened by explaining that Russ’s family had spent a lot of
money to hire a “pretty good law firm” to defend him.

Pam—dressed casually in a yellow T-shirt, gray capri pants, and flip-flop
sandals and sipping on a bottle of soda—Iistened intently as McCarrick
said, “Their whole job is to make sure that Russ is not prosecuted for
murder and to try to find anyone else on the planet to blame, but him, so



their client gets off. You’ve seen TV. You know how these things go, what
they try to do.” And then he casually dropped the kind of cheap shot
Schwartz was used to from cops like McCarrick. “This guy . . . this guy will
put his mother up for the murder if he can get his client off. OK?”

Schwartz chuckled and shook his head.

Thirty minutes into the interview, the burly detective had rolled his chair
back from the table and was leaning back casually when he unexpectedly
broached the subject that had to be worrying the cops and prosecutors.

“The insurance policy,” he said without a hint of drama.

Pam’s head bobbed down and then back up as she said softly, “Uh-huh.”

“Huge in this case, obviously,” McCarrick explained. “The biggest doubt

that they are going to try to create is that you . . . prior to her murder . . .
wound up being the benefactor of $150,000 in cash.”
“Uh-huh.”

“What you’re originally telling investigators is that she wanted you to do
this to try to take care of... make sure the kids are taken care of because . . .
she’s afraid Russ and the kids will blow through it. However, now you have
this money and have not turned any of this money over to the family or the
kids.”

“That’s correct.” Pam nodded without a hint of concern.

“That’s a huge problem.... I'm not telling you you’ve got to do that. I’'m
just telling you that it’s going to be a huge issue of doubt in court because,
by your own volition, Betsy has told you that she wants you to hold on to
this money to make sure the family . . .the girls are taken care of. Yet they
haven’t seen a dime of that money. You still have it and—"

“I think if you really look at my wording, it wasn’t exactly she wanted
me to make sure the girls are taken care of,” Pam interrupted as she began a
shameless rewrite of history to justify refusing to give any of the insurance
money to Betsy’s daughters. Rattling off a list of the daughters’ alleged
issues and problems, she declared she had intentionally avoided any
involvement with them. “Honestly, they’re not that nice to her (Betsy) . . .
have never been nice to her.... I know all of the problems with them . . . all
that crap.... Again, not my world.”

In fact, Pam now maintained, Betsy did not want the girls or her family
to get the money. “She did not want them to have their hands on the money.
... Not that she didn’t want me to help or do whatever I wanted with it. ‘Do



not let them get their hands on it, or the family, because the family will give
it to them.” That was her major concern.... They’d ‘piss it away.” ”

Pam added with that same smugness that $150,000 was not a lot of
money to her and she had not spent a dime of it. And, almost as an
afterthought, she said she had been planning to set up a revocable trust for
Betsy’s daughters, but had not done anything about that yet.

McCarrick said he had already received calls from people wanting to
make sure he knew Pam had put her house up for sale and had bought a
new house. Pam insisted she hadn’t used any of the insurance money for the
new house and had, in fact, paid $65,000 less for it than she made from the
sale of her previous house. Downsizing to a smaller ranch house was part of
the Hupps’ ten-year financial plan for retirement after her two adult
children left home, as well as an accommodation for her physical
limitations resulting from a fall in 2009.

And then she casually tossed out her stunning consideration of whether it
would be easier to kill her mother or Betsy.

Without any real reaction or discussion about that, McCarrick returned to
the issue of a trust for the Day sisters with another reminder that Pam would
help the prosecution’s case against Russ if she set it up before the trial. She
nodded and then reminded McCarrick, “I had told you on the phone
originally, it will be set up before the trial. My husband believes in that.
We’re all on board. That’s not a problem.”

She said her issue with providing money to the girls was whether they
were responsible enough now to handle it. Betsy had entrusted the money to
Pam so she could help the girls if they built more solid financial
foundations. She would establish criteria for them to receive the money.
“Like Mariah—you will go to school and you will graduate before you
touch anything.... Leah, the same thing. And I’'m doing that in honor of
Betsy, because that’s the right thing to do.”

Schwartz wondered why Pam Hupp’s head didn’t explode in flames.
How could the person who was responsible for Betsy’s death get away with
saying anything she had done was in honor of Betsy, especially when it also
involved screwing the rightful beneficiaries out of Betsy’s money?

A few more minutes into the interview, Schwartz was surprised again
when McCarrick bluntly asked Pam the question that hung over this case
like a summer storm cloud. As Pam was saying she had probably only



spoken to Russ Faria once on the phone, the cop asked abruptly, “Did you
have anything to do with Betsy’s murder?”

Pam was unfazed as she calmly responded, “No, absolutely not.”
McCarrick quickly retreated from what could have seemed an accusation by
adding, “That’s exactly what’s going to be asked of you. You know what I
mean?”

“That’s what the detectives asked me, too,” she said. “I expect that.”

“And it’s going to come sooner or later, you know? I mean, that’s . . .
that’s unfortunately the way of the beast.”

“That’s fine . . . I don’t mind that. I know myself . . .”

“Uh-huh.”

“. .. I’m not physically able to do . . . maybe if I had a gun. . .. I’m not
physically able to do that.”

“I’m not suggesting that you murdered Betsy for real.... I’'m saying that
they’re going to suggest that you may have had something to do with the
planning or the conspiracy to commit that murder because of your financial
windfall . . .”

“OK.”

“. .. which either way, like I said, it helps, obviously, if that trust is going
to be set up for the girls before the trial.”

“It will. And I told you that in the first phone call.”

He repeated his prediction that the defense attorney would challenge her
as a suspect in the murder. Was there anything the defense could find to
attack her? Financial problems?

“No . .. nope. Never had financial problems, other than the normal when
I was eighteen and on my own . . . whatever. Lack of money—not
problems.”

She said speeding tickets were the only other thing the defense might
find. McCarrick tossed off a casual “Well, I ain’t worried about that.”

Pam launched into a confusing ramble about the timing of the change in
beneficiaries and Betsy’s murder that again seemed self-incriminating. “She
has to be killed.... How does that work? She has to be killed or they have to
receive it (the beneficiary form) before she’s killed. Otherwise, he’s still the
beneficiary. . . . So, why wouldn’t I wait a few more days? I mean, I just. ..
That’s practical to me. . . . Why didn’t I just wait until Friday to be sure
they got it?”



Schwartz shook his head again in frustration. Pam couldn’t wait until
Friday because Russ was at game night on Tuesday, giving her the
opportunity to take Betsy home and be alone with her—or perhaps to bring
in someone to assist in the murder. Pam’s timing was so obvious that
Schwartz couldn’t believe McCarrick was looking right past it—and past
her.

Pam’s warped logic and circuitous, rambling style of responding to
questions had been remarkable to Schwartz throughout the interview. And
she constantly employed one of her annoying verbal habits—substituting a
bored “blah, blah, blah” for details she apparently found too tiresome to
repeat.

McCarrick began addressing the primary reason for the interview—the
contradictions in her various statements. He asked her to commit to one of
her two versions of where Betsy was when she left—on the couch under a
blanket or waving good-bye from the front door. What he got was a loopy
monologue, which either demonstrated a memory so muddled, as to destroy
her credibility, or, as Schwartz believed, a deviously evasive response that
made it impossible to pin her down to one factual account.

“I know she was on the couch,” Pam began, “because she was put . . . she
was going to put in a movie. She was going to watch a movie. I want to say
she walked me to the door—now—but she may have been still on the couch
because she had her blanket.”

“OK.”

“And she had her blanket on her. And at one time, she was sitting there
showing me something she got for Christmas. But I know she always puts a
blanket on her and she had it on her. Right now . . . and it may just make
sense to me—she walked me to the door. She may not have. She may have
still been on the couch. But today, it makes sense that she walked me to the
door . . . but she could’ve been still laying on the couch.... All that
happened really fast and I’m used to her walking me to the door.... Maybe
not, but I want to say—today—she did.... Maybe she was still on the
couch.... She was off and on the couch that, you know . . .”

Schwartz was amazed that any rational human being—especially an
experienced detective—could think that string of illogical reversals and
half-completed thoughts could even approximate an answer to the question.
But McCarrick seemed to accept her tortured dithering with a series of
understanding interjections: “Right. Sure. OK. Uh-huh.”



Had he found some logic in Pam’s rhetorical meandering, or was he
simply willing to accept her verbal gymnastics so he could continue to rely
on her long list of accusations about Russ? After all, he had applied many
of them in his probable-cause statement that L.eah Askey used as grounds to
charge Russ with murder. Schwartz thought anyone who found Pam’s
answer to this basic question to be reasonable, let alone mentally
competent, was either amateurishly naive or unabashedly biased toward her
as a witness.

As McCarrick continued his questioning, Pam made her disapproval of
Russ a centerpiece of her relationship with Betsy, even adding an arrogant
claim of being socially superior to him and Betsy. Despite a close friendship
between the women, the Hupps and the Farias did not socialize. “This is
going to sound bad,” she warned. “Me and Betsy are very different people.
We come from very different worlds, though we liked each other genuinely.
I didn’t really care for Russ that much, or his type.”

“When you say ‘his type,” what . . .”

“His type to me—he is a hoosier,” she said, trotting out the Midwestern
slang for a redneck or hillbilly or even the uglier white trash. “I’'m just
going to be honest with you . . . he’s a hoosier. He does things that are
inappropriate in my social circle, and I’'m very uncomfortable in that....
He’s a heavy smoker. He’s a drinker. He doesn’t really care for women that
much. He’s a hoosier to me.”

“OK.”

“And I just . . . you know, I’ve known her a long time and she’s been
married to Russ the whole time. I don’t like him. My husband has never
socialized with him—nor would he.”

McCarrick said he was good with her explanation that she called Betsy
from the road soon after leaving her house because she was worried that
Betsy was angry with her for not staying longer. But McCarrick said the
defense would attack her justifications for calling her husband, Betsy, and
Janet Meyer and then texting Betsy, all so shortly after she left her at home.

Pam said multiple phone calls and texts were a normal practice for her
and Betsy. She had made some of those calls because her husband and
Betsy worried about her driving at night. “My sense of direction is horrid
and always has been. It’s gotten worse since my accident,” she explained.

If driving at night in an unfamiliar area was so risky, why did she
volunteer to drive Betsy home?



“Because she wanted to go home,” she said with a shrug that suggested it
was no big deal and certainly not suspicious. She often helped friends or
family like that and didn’t worry about getting lost, because she eventually
found her way home. “My friend who I was at chemo with wants to go
home. That’s not abnormal for me. It just happened to be at night.”

McCarrick reassured his witness by interjecting, “You realize I’m not
being accusatory. I’m trying to get some of these things hammered out....
I’m not pointing a finger at you. I’m telling you that the defense attorney is
most certainly going to do that.”

“Right . . . and I get that.”

Two weeks after his interview with Pam Hupp, McCarrick filed a three-
and-a-half-page, single-spaced report detailing her recollections, comments,
and explanations in response to his questions. Near the end of the report, he
offered this conclusion: I asked Pam about the subtle difference in her
statements to me from the statements she originally gave. Pam said she had
documented memory loss due to her accident, which involved a head injury.
Pam said she has to write things down on a regular basis to remember
them. Pam said I could ask her questions again in two days and her
statements probably would be somewhat different.

The cop and the defense attorney couldn’t know it then, but there would
be so many more interviews with Pam Hupp—and describing some of her
statements as “different” would be a world-class understatement.



CHAPTER TWENTY

September 11, 2012—nearly nine
months after Betsy Faria’s murder

Movement in the case against Russ Faria was routinely slow through the
summer of 2012, and it was finally scheduled for trial in November before
Circuit Judge Dan Dildine. At Leah Askey’s request, the Missouri Attorney
General’s Office had assigned one of its trial lawyers, Richard Hicks, to
assist her.

The standard pretrial motions and activities continued to inhibit Joel
Schwartz’s goal of a full-out assault on the charges that he hoped would
lead to their dismissal by the judge. He was haunted by the image of the
innocent Russ Faria sitting in a cell in the county jail in Troy, counting on
Schwartz to rescue him. Russ was patient and understanding of the court’s
glacial momentum, but he still wanted to get out of that cell as quickly as
possible. And he remained confident Schwartz would get the charges
thrown out. Russ’s unfaltering confidence weighed heavily on Schwartz as
he thought about Russ spending every agonizing second behind bars.

Schwartz was relieved when a hearing on his motion to reduce the
unattainable $1 million cash bond was set for September 11. In a forceful
and almost angry tone, he argued that there was virtually no evidence
against Russ Faria, and certainly not enough to justify the high bond that
was keeping him in jail. Russ had strong ties to family and the community
that made him an unlikely flight risk if he was free on bond.

Prosecuting Attorney Askey argued the polar opposite: The case against
Russ was strong and backed by significant evidence, the brutality of Betsy’s
murder marked a free Russ as a threat to society, and none of the defendants
in the dozen charges of murder or manslaughter she had filed during her
eighteen months in office had been released on bond before trial or
disposition of their cases.

Judge Dildine agreed with Schwartz that the bond was too high and
reduced it to $25,000 cash It was a Pyrrhic victory; Russ still lacked the
financial resources to meet the bond. He would stay in jail.



But at the end of the hearing, Schwartz got an unexpected hint of the tone
he might expect from the prosecutor from then on. He overheard Askey say
to a colleague that Schwartz was the “biggest asshole defense lawyer” she
had ever encountered. Schwartz made a quick decision not to escalate the
situation with a really biting response, but he couldn’t let it pass.

He breezed past Askey as he said in a fairly sarcastic tone, “Your depth
perception is miserable when you whisper—and you’re wrong. I’m not
even in the top three assholes in my office.” He left his affectionate
reference to his good friends and partners, Scott Rosenblum and John
Rogers, unfinished.

He didn’t look back as he left the courtroom. But he feared PA Askey’s
remark signaled a sharp new edge in her demeanor that did not bode well.
Personal animosity between the prosecutor and the defense attorney added
an ugly and complicating dimension to the natural conflict between them.
He hoped he and Askey could get past this initial skirmish and focus on the
mutual goal of both of their jobs—to find justice for the victim and the
defendant. But he not only could not foresee how wide the chasm would
become between the State and the defense, he also could not imagine the
depths to which the prosecution would sink.

Schwartz was aware of what appeared to be Askey’s reluctance to try the
case before Judge Dildine. She had even tossed off a remark privately that
she might have to reconsider the entire case if Dildine continued as judge.
Schwartz had begun to hear rumors that Dildine was planning to retire soon
and a surprising tactical move by Askey to delay Russ Faria’s trial date of
November 27 seemed to confirm that. Askey filed a nolle pros motion on
November 16 that dismissed the charges against Russ on the grounds that
the prosecution had decided not to prosecute them. That canceled the
scheduled trial before Dildine. Askey then had a grand jury return a new but
identical indictment against Russ on the same charges on the same day,
essentially restarting the pretrial process from the beginning.

Judge Dildine soon announced his retirement, and on December 5, a
quite-literally new judge was assigned. Circuit Judge Christina Kunza
Mennemeyer was not just new to the case—she had just been elected judge
a month earlier as a Republican in an upset victory by less than 1 percent of
the vote over a more experienced Democratic associate judge. She had
never participated in a jury trial during the months she had served as an
assistant prosecuting attorney handling traffic and juvenile cases under



Askey’s predecessor, or while she was in private practice after getting her
law degree from the University of Missouri-Columbia in 1997. She had
tried a civil case shortly after she was elected judge, but Russ Faria’s case
would be her first venture into felony criminal law.

Mennemeyer was an unknown quantity to Schwartz and he could only
hope she wouldn’t become another disadvantage to the innocent man she
was about to try.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

March 18, 2013—nearly fifteen
months after Betsy Faria’s murder

Pam Hupp was a money-hungry bitch, but she didn’t kill Betsy Faria.

Janet Meyer’s head was tilted up slightly and her jaw was set—the pose
of someone who knows what she knows, and nothing, not even an
avalanche of facts or logic, would change her mind. Her daughter had been
murdered and her granddaughters cheated out of the life insurance money
they should have received. And Janet knew what she knew. Pam Hupp was
the cheater, but not the killer.

Joel Schwartz had deposed other witnesses with conclusions set in
concrete like Janet Meyer’s and it could be maddening. But he had to know
what she would say when she testified in Russ’s trial, and this was his
chance.

He had just asked Janet for her thoughts about the change in the
beneficiary on Betsy’s life insurance policy to Pam Hupp.

“That she’s a money-hungry, grabbing B.I.T.C.H. OK?”

“We’re talking about Ms. Hupp?”

“We are. Sorry, but that’s the way I feel. She didn’t commit the murder,
but that’s the way I feel.”

“When you say she didn’t commit the murder, how do you know that?”

“Because I know who did it. That’s why,” she said with just as much
certainty.

“Who did it?”

“Russ! No ifs, ands, or buts.”

“How do you know that?”

“You know he did it, too,” Betsy’s mother quipped. “It’s just you have to
defend him. That’s a murder of passion, of betrayal. He loved her. There’s
no doubt in my mind . . . and that’s where it comes into murder because it
was . . . she took his name off the policy. And nobody stabs anybody fifty-
five times unless they loved that person and they were betrayed. Nobody’s
going to do it any other way. Pam Hupp did not kill her.”



Schwartz needed to know how this grieving mother would explain and
defend her unshakeable conclusions when she testified at Russ Faria’s
upcoming trial. He had to challenge those opinions now.

“Now, initially, when you found out about Betsy, you couldn’t believe
that Russ would do something like this, did you?”

Her eyes narrowed. “You want to know something?”

“What?”

“Yes, I did. And don’t ask me why. I just . .. It all came together to me,
in my mind.”

Schwartz asked who gave her the “crime of passion” phrase. She said
they were her words.

“Did a detective meet with you or a sergeant meet with you and tell you
those words?”

“I don’t recall that. I just feel it’s a crime of passion.”

Schwartz repeated the phrase with an emphasis on the important word.
“You feel that way?”

“I just feel . .. yeah.”

“Because she was stabbed so many times?”

“Right.”

Someone clearly had provided Janet Meyer with the “crime of passion”
talking point, and Schwartz was fairly certain he knew who. He challenged
her again.

“So, it was either a crime of passion or somebody wanted it to look like a
crime of passion?”

“It was a crime of passion. No doubt in my mind.”

Janet believed Russ killed Betsy and cleaned up the blood. When
Schwartz pressed, she couldn’t remember who had told her that, but it was
probably a police officer. She believed Russ killed Betsy after he got home
from game night. He had been very angry about her decision to remove him
as beneficiary and lost his temper. Janet believed Russ found out about that
when he got home or possibly even earlier.

“Has anyone indicated to you when he got home?”

“Yeah, we’ve talked about it.”

“Who’s ‘we’? Ms. Askey and Mr. Hicks?”

“McCarrick.”

There was the name Schwartz had expected. It seemed that Sergeant
Ryan McCarrick was making sure witnesses who would testify against Russ



Faria were equipped with the pertinent details to support the State’s theory
—a la “a crime of passion.”

“Officer McCarrick,” Schwartz repeated slowly. “And what were you
told?”

“That he came home after he played the games—and took care of

business.”
Yeah, Schwartz thought, that sounded like McCarrick. And the sergeant’s

turn on the hot seat was coming up the next day.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

March 19, 2013—nearly fifteen
months after Betsy Faria’s murder

The big, bald cop was one of the most defensive, if not outright hostile,
witnesses Joel Schwartz had ever deposed. Questioning Sergeant Ryan
McCarrick in a conference room in the Lincoln County Prosecuting
Attorney’s Office in Troy, with Nate Swanson, Leah Askey, and Richard
Hicks, Schwartz hoped even reluctant and petulant comments by McCarrick
would expose facts demonstrating how the police incompetently, or perhaps
corruptly, focused solely on Russ Faria, ignoring all of the evidence that
should have made Pam Hupp a suspect.

Schwartz started his interrogation of McCarrick at ground zero. Hadn’t
the police been advised by first responders that Betsy’s body was cold and
stiff when they arrived?

McCarrick offered a different view: “What we got was an opinion from a
medic that said that she felt like she could’ve been stiff.”

“Well, there was a medic and a fireman. Correct?”

“The only one I remember was the medic. If there was a fireman, I
apologize.”

Schwartz named EMT Supervisor Mike Quattrocchi and fire Captain
Robert Shramek as the first responders quoted in police reports.

“I’m aware that there’s reports that are written discussing those
individuals being on the scene. What I’m telling you is what I remember
here today is that Mike Quattrocchi is the one that said he felt she . . .
thought that she was stiff.”

McCarrick wouldn’t even acknowledge that Quattrocchi and Shramek
said Betsy’s body was cold and stiff, only that they thought it might have
been. Schwartz ignored the equivocation and asked, “Now, assuming she
was cold to the touch and stiff, what does that indicate to you?”

“We’re making a lot of assumptions,” the cop responded.

Schwartz replied that Quattrocchi and Shramek—with fifty years of
experience between them—said in police reports that Betsy’s body was cold



and stiff. McCarrick discounted their experience—“Those are all fifty years
of being human”—and referred to their reports as opinion he couldn’t
confirm because he wasn’t there. After more back-and-forth about
assumptions and opinions, McCarrick finally said if a body was cold and
stiff, “it usually means that somebody’s been dead for a couple hours, at
least.”

Schwartz asked if McCarrick had any information to suggest the first
responders were wrong.

“I don’t know any of them.... Therefore, I can’t tell you whether or not
their opinions could be validated or not. They may be complete idiots. I
don’t know.”

Schwartz realized that bit of evasion—beyond making McCarrick look
unprofessional for throwing the first responders under the bus—could force
the cop into a revealing admission.

“So, for you to validate an opinion, you need to know them personally?”

“Yeah, if I’'m going to validate somebody’s opinion.”

Schwartz pounced with an unexpected question he hoped would draw an
unscripted response. “Is Pam Hupp telling you the truth about where she
was that night?”

That sudden challenge seemed to rock McCarrick. “Do what?” he replied
awkwardly.

“Is Pam Hupp telling you the truth about where she was that night?”

“Don’t know.”

“You have no idea, do you?”

“No.” McCarrick tried to regain his footing. “I have no idea whether or
not she’s telling me the truth, other than what I can tell you from my
training and experience and talking to her. I did speak to her personally. I
didn’t speak to those other three individuals. I spoke to Pam.”

Schwartz upped the pressure with one word. “And?”

“And based on my opinion of speaking with her, I did not visibly observe
any deception when I was speaking to her.”

Schwartz tested the basis for McCarrick’s confidence in Pam’s
statements.

Did McCarrick know what she was wearing that night?

No.

Did he believe her statement that she left Betsy’s twenty or thirty minutes
after she had called her husband at 7:04 p.m.?



“My opinion doesn’t matter, sir.”

“Well, you’re the one who filed the probable-cause statement that caused
his arrest.”

“I did file a probable-cause statement based on what I gathered during
that. OK? But my opinion here, or in court, doesn’t matter.”

Schwartz asked if much of the information in the probable-cause
statement was now known to be incorrect. McCarrick said he believed the
information to be accurate when he wrote it—as he had stated in the first
paragraph.

Schwartz was surprised when McCarrick said he had no reason to believe
the game-night players were lying and no reason to doubt Russ Faria was at
Mike Corbin’s, as they said, or that he left at nine o’clock. That was a
significant admission. Schwartz thought the whole case should turn on
whether Russ could have been home to kill Betsy sometime around 7:30
p.m.—at least two hours before her body was found, in order to be cold and
stiff.

McCarrick confirmed it took twenty-three minutes to drive from Arby’s
in O’Fallon to the Faria home in Troy. Schwartz asked if McCarrick
believed Russ Faria made that drive and then killed his wife when he got
home.

“That he went home and murdered his wife? Yes. I believe he got home
sometime around nine thirty—ish or so.”

“And murdered his wife?”

“Yes, [ do.”

“And then what did he do?”

“Called 911.”

Schwartz thought about how much he was going to enjoy cross-
examining McCarrick in front of a judge and jury. Judges usually won’t let
a witness get away with equivocal or vague answers. And jurors generally
know when a witness is shading his testimony, being unnecessarily
combative, or stubbornly denying an obvious fact—and they discount that
witness’s credibility.

McCarrick agreed Betsy had not answered three calls from her daughter
between 7:21 and 7:30 p.m., but wouldn’t agree that indicated she was in a
struggle or already dead. “Maybe she’s in the bathroom. Maybe she took a
nap. They said she was tired. Maybe she was getting something to drink.
Maybe she simply didn’t answer her phone because she didn’t want to talk



to anybody. . . . You’re asking me to make assumptions about a woman I
never met.”

Schwartz asked what McCarrick’s assumption that Russ killed Betsy was
based on.

“It’s based on one hundred five—"

“What is it based on specifically?”

“If you want me to answer the question, then stop talking.... One hundred
five leads.”

“All right,” Schwartz sighed.

“I don’t know why you’re getting so frustrated with me, sir,” McCarrick
said. “But I am trying to answer your questions.... It’s based on one hundred
five leads of investigative information during a Major Case Squad callout.
It’s based on the previous information gained prior to that Major Case
callout. And it’s based on the information gathered following the
deactivation of the Major Case Squad. It’s based on about six months’
worth of work.”

“All right. Now I’d ask you to answer this question. Give me one fact it’s
based on—one fact.”

“It’s not based on ‘one fact,” sir.”

“It’s not based on any facts, is it?”

“It’s based on one hundred five different leads and information prior to
and after. It’s not based on ‘one fact.” ”

McCarrick had to agree that some of the “facts” he was citing had come
only from Pam Hupp, such as Russ putting a pillow over Betsy’s face, and
Betsy writing a letter to Pam, which couldn’t be found. And Pam was the
only person to get $150,000 from the change in beneficiaries four days
before the murder and the only person known to be alone with Betsy two
hours before she was confirmed dead. Of the 104 leads McCarrick cited, he
had to agree not one confirmed where Pam Hupp went after she left the
Faria house.

Was Pam’s husband asked to confirm when she arrived at their home?

McCarrick didn’t know.

Was that ever confirmed?

“We asked her where she was. She explained to us where she was. That’s
the only thing I can do.... How do you want me to confirm it? Do you want
me to pull a magic trick? That’s the best I can do for you.”

“Ask her husband?” Schwartz suggested.



“OK. Well, that’s the best I can do for you. . . . Her husband was
interviewed. And I can’t tell you exactly what the interview said right now.”

McCarrick had to admit he would not have handled an interview with
Mark Hupp the way the police did.

Should Pam Hupp’s account of that evening have been checked out more
extensively?

“Again, that’s why I reinterviewed her. And when I reinterviewed her, I
didn’t see any signs of deception . . . indicating anything that was untrue, to
me.”

Would McCarrick agree that the actions of Russ and everyone else
involved in the investigation except Pam Hupp were accounted for until
nine o’clock?

Yes.

Did Pam Hupp tell McCarrick that she had been fired from two insurance
jobs for forging signatures?

“No . . . this is the first I’'m hearing of it that I can recall. Obviously, if ...
if I would’ve been told that somewhere along the line, I probably would’ve
asked her about that.”

McCarrick said he assumed Betsy turned to Pam to control the insurance
money because she didn’t trust Russ, her mother, or anyone in her family to
get it to her daughters correctly. He added, “So, outside of that, again, I
can’t tell you what was going through Betsy Faria’s mind before she was
murdered by your client.”

“Well, you’re assuming that, right? . . . That she was murdered by my
client?”

“No, I’'m not assuming that.”

Schwartz couldn’t let that go unchallenged. “You were there?” he asked
with justified sarcasm.

“I’m saying that based on one hundred five leads or one hundred four
leads, as we’re sitting here, not ‘one fact,” like I said before, but several
facts.”

Schwartz asked again for one fact indicating Russ’s guilt.

McCarrick said Russ’s story about his activities that night changed more
than anyone else’s in the case. He once reversed the order of two of the
places he stopped on the way to Mike Corbin’s. Russ claimed he got home
at 9:45 p.m., which was several minutes after he placed the 911 call. Russ



said he had lain on the floor in front of Betsy’s body, but he had no blood
on his clothes.

“I’d like to know how that’s possible when we’ve got wet blood on the
floor. Your client changes his story as much as everybody else. Your client
failed his polygraph. How many facts do you want?”

McCarrick’s mention of the polygraph reminded Schwartz that he
suspected the police had not really given Russ a polygraph, but had faked it
so they could tell Russ he failed to get more leverage as they badgered him
to confess. Leah Askey had told Schwartz the police could not find a copy
of the test, and the camera and audio recorder that Detective McIntyre told
Russ were recording the test apparently did not work. Lying to a suspect
about polygraph results is a court-approved tactic in Missouri, but the test
results must be turned over to defense attorneys. In Russ’s case, Schwartz
thought the results didn’t exist because there had not really been a test—and
failure by the State to disclose a faux test was unconstitutional.

Schwartz asked if Pam Hupp claimed the effects of her brain injury
meant she might give different answers to the same question if asked on
different days. McCarrick said that was part of her explanation for her
memory problems, but he had not reviewed her medical records.

Didn’t he think it was necessary to confirm her medical condition?

“She is telling me that she’s got a head injury—and there you have it, and
there you are.”

Schwartz moved into what he thought was significant misconduct by
McCarrick—his suggestion to Pam Hupp that funding a trust for Betsy’s
daughters before Russ’s trial would be helpful to the prosecution.
McCarrick agreed he asked her three or four times to open a trust when he
interviewed her on June 25, 2012, just before the trial date in July that was
postponed.

Why did it need to be before the trial?

“It’s what the family wanted.... They wanted it done before the trial....
The family wanted to make sure that they’ve got some kind of peace of
mind.”

“So you don’t want it together before the trial because you think it would
look better—it would make your case better if it . . .”

McCarrick had to agree: “Oh, I'm sure it will look better for us. Yeah.
Absolutely.”



Schwartz switched back to the contradictions in Pam Hupp’s stories that
McCarrick had called “subtle differences.” She said the last time she saw
Betsy, she was wrapped in a blanket on the sofa, watching TV. But then she
said Betsy waved good-bye from the front door as Pam was leaving.
Schwartz asked, “Those are subtle differences, or those are major
differences?”

“Yeah, I ... and that’s why I asked her to follow up with it.”

When Schwartz asked about the several contradictions in why she made a
phone call after she left Betsy’s and whom she called, McCarrick said he
only remembered Pam saying she called Betsy because she was afraid
Betsy was angry with her. When Betsy didn’t answer, she became worried
and called Janet Meyer.

Schwartz asked if McCarrick remembered that Janet said Pam told her
during that call that she did not go into Betsy’s house. McCarrick didn’t
remember ever hearing that. Schwartz showed McCarrick the detectives’
report on the first interview with Pam Hupp when they quoted her as saying
that.

Schwartz asked, “Is that a big difference to you—‘No, I didn’t go in the
house’?”

The cop was ready with an excuse. “No. If she’s just been told that her
friend’s dead, and she corrects herself immediately on a statement—no, I
can deal with it.”

“You can deal with that. So when Russ was told his wife—or knows his
wife is dead, and he’s making a statement that night and he got the order of
two stores wrong, at least initially, that’s a big deal to you?”

“When you’re being asked what your chain of events was and you’re
under the gun for murder—yeah, I consider that to be a decent deal.”

McCarrick agreed Russ’s correction about the order of his visits to stores
had been confirmed by police. But Schwartz’s next question pushed the
difficult deposition into open hostility.

“Pam Hupp’s never been confirmed as to where she was, what she did.
And she’s not under the gun—"

“What’s your question?” McCarrick interrupted abruptly.

“Pam Hupp’s stories have never been confirmed, have they?”

“What’s your question?” McCarrick’s tone took on a more hostile edge,
and Schwartz was getting frustrated and a little angry.

“Listen, please,” the defense attorney said with a sigh.



“I’m trying, but you’re not asking a question.”

Schwartz tried again. “Pam Hupp’s stories, as to what she did and where
she went, have never been confirmed?”

McCarrick snapped, “We answered that thirty minutes ago.... It’s still
no.”

It was time to call McCarrick on his obstinacy. “Why are you so angry?”

“Me?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve stayed in my seat the entire time, Joel. You’re getting up, walking
around, swinging your chair around, getting mad, calling me ‘Sergeant
McCarrick,” and huffing. . . . I'm trying to agree with you, Joel, but at the
same time, we’re still having this problem with you asking me the same
questions over and over again.”

Schwartz wasn’t going to let McCarrick dictate questions or control the
deposition. “Because I’'m getting different answers the entire time.”

“You’re not getting different answers. You’re getting the same answer,
Joel.”

Schwartz’s tone intensified as he began, “Do you believe . . .”

Hicks tried to defuse the conflict by jumping in. “Hey! Hey!”

“What?” Schwartz snapped.

“Objection. This is argumentative.”

McCarrick kept talking. “I find it funny—" he began in a condescending
tone.

“On whose part?” Schwartz interrupted.

“. .. that you think I’'m aggravated with you. I find that humorous.”

The cop and defender also disagreed about the way McCarrick’s
probable-cause statement characterized the tests on kitchen floor tiles and
front of the towel drawer. McCarrick wrote that the tests indicated “blood
evidence, which had been cleaned from the crime scene.” Didn’t later tests
show no blood was found?

McCarrick insisted that, because of dilution of the evidence, the lab was
unsure if there was blood, but the reports suggested there was “blood
evidence.”

Schwartz asked if the lab reports had concluded there was no blood on
the mark on Betsy’s pants, the floor tiles, or the drawer front, or the mop
head and sink traps. McCarrick repeated that he had based the evidence he



cited in the probable-cause statement on what he had been told by
investigators at that time.

Schwartz ended the difficult deposition with a couple of simple
questions:

When McCarrick saw Pam Hupp earlier that day, did he ask her about the
trust for Betsy’s daughters?

No.

When they analyzed her computer, did police find the letter she said
Betsy was writing to her about things Russ was doing?

No.

Did the insurance company tell McCarrick how or when they received
the change-of-beneficiary form?

No, they just said it was “imaged” into their system on December 28 or
29—one or two days after Betsy was murdered.

When Schwartz turned over the deposition to prosecutors for questions,
Hicks held up his hands and cracked, “No more questions. I ain’t asking
any.”

Sergeant Ryan McCarrick had been an obstinate and surly witness, but he
had basically confirmed Schwartz’s suspicions that McCarrick and, by
implication, Leah Askey had based their conclusion that Russ Faria
murdered his wife on suppositions and conclusions unsupported by even
one solid fact that pointed beyond a reasonable doubt to Russ as the killer.
And while they were trying to twist evidence to conform to their
conclusions, they were not only ignoring the obvious prime suspect, but
they were also accepting her contrived and contradictory statements as
damning evidence against Russ.

Schwartz couldn’t wait to depose Pam Hupp the next day.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

March 20, 2013—nearly fifteen
months after Betsy Faria’s murder

“I did not kill Betsy.”

The unsolicited declaration from the woman sitting across the table from
Joel Schwartz caught him by surprise. He would never have expected Pam
Hupp to initiate a conversation about suspicions that she killed Betsy Faria.
But that was exactly what she had just done as Schwartz was taking her
deposition, with the same participants, in the same conference room, where
he had deposed Sergeant McCarrick the day before. She had been
explaining that, although she and her husband were financially secure, she
could not afford health insurance after an injury kept her from working. Her
husband, who worked for a building rehab company, had also been without
health insurance for a while, but had it now. Schwartz started to ask why
someone who had sold life insurance hadn’t maintained health insurance,
but she interrupted.

“I sold life insurance for over twelve years,” she said, “and I don’t have
that, either.”

“Why not?” Schwartz asked in surprise.

“I don’t believe in it for myself,” she said.

“But you obviously believe in it for other people if you were selling it.”

“That was my job.”

“So I’m not clear what you’re saying. You sold . . .”

“My job was to sell life insurance. If I had to sell grapefruits, I would.
But that doesn’t mean I’d eat them.”

“Fair enough.... Does your husband have life insurance?”

“Yes, he has life insurance.”

“And...”

“I sold him that, too, and, amazingly, he’s still alive.”

What did she just say? Schwartz caught his breath. “I’m sorry?”

Pam responded with smug aggression. “I said, ‘Amazingly, he’s still
alive,” because it’s a lot, and I sold it to him, so ...”



Schwartz was stunned. “What do you mean by that?”

“I mean, I guess if I wanted a lot of money, I could kill him instead of
her.”

For a second time, Pam Hupp had analyzed the dollar value in killing
someone besides Betsy Faria. First, Pam’s mother, and now, her husband.

“Who said you killed Betsy?”

Pam was calm, but defiant. “You did—or at least your private detective
told my friends that.”

“And you didn’t kill Betsy?”

“I did not kill Betsy.”

Schwartz asked if she was willing to take a polygraph. No, she didn’t
want to now. She denied sending her doctor a note asking him to say she
could not take a polygraph for medical reasons. Schwartz was surprised by
her willingness to lie about things that could be so easily proven. He had a
copy of the note she sent to her doctor asking him: Could you please write
Det. Kaiser a letter stating that I was not able to do my polygraph due to
medical reasons? Did she not realize her note would be found by the police
or the defense attorney? Did she just not care?

Pam was delivering exactly what Schwartz hoped to draw from her in
this deposition. The more he could get her to open up and talk, the more
likely she was to lie and contradict herself and make up more absurd
stories. The more she talked, the more ammunition she provided Schwartz
when he tried to impeach her testimony and credibility as a witness against
Russ at trial. She would prove herself to be a pathological liar, a person who
couldn’t be trusted to tell the truth about anything, especially what
happened at the Faria house between seven and eight o’clock on Tuesday,
December 27, 2011. With so many lies and contradictions, how could a jury
believe anything she said—especially about Russ Faria and the supposed
danger he presented to Betsy?

Pam said a neighbor named Susan, with a Hispanic last name, told her
Schwartz’s investigator said she killed Betsy.

“And you didn’t kill Betsy?”

“I did not kill Betsy.”

Schwartz broached the possibility that someone had helped her kill Betsy
—perhaps an accomplice more physically suited to the demands of a violent
murder.

“Did you have someone kill Betsy?”



“No, I did not have someone kill Betsy.”

“You would agree—if Betsy died, you had a considerable amount of
money to gain?”

“In your opinion.”

“In my opinion what?”

“That’s a ‘considerable amount of money.” ”

“You had money to gain?”

“Absolutely” was her more brazen response.

Pam Hupp had just supplied her motive to kill Betsy, so Schwartz moved
to opportunity. Why did she drive Betsy home from her mother’s that night?

“Because she asked me to.”

“Actually, you asked her if you could take her home.”

“No, she asked me when we were at chemo if I could take her home.”

“So, if the text messages say you offered a ride to her, that would be
incorrect?”

“That would be incorrect.”

She agreed Betsy sent her a text that afternoon saying Russ would drive
her home that night. But she said she had not seen the text because she was
driving and she does not “text and drive.” So she didn’t know Betsy had
arranged for Russ to drive her home, until Betsy mentioned it when she and
Pam were on the way home.

Pam said her husband was lying on the sofa when she got home that
night and she sat there to watch TV with him for a while before taking a
shower and going to bed. She confirmed that she also took a shower when
she got up the next morning, as she always did.

“That’s my normal routine because, honestly, I don’t like messing around
with somebody who’s been sweaty from all day. So, yes, that’s my routine.”

Another curiously odd and inappropriate remark in a deposition in a
murder case.

Schwartz turned back to the money—the motive. Pam said she had not
set up a trust for Betsy’s daughters, but had been thinking about it.
McCarrick asked her in June 2012 to set up a trust fund and she told him
she would.

“Why did Betsy leave you the money? Why did she tell you she was
leaving you the money?”

“She trusted me. She liked me. Her family dynamics at that time, as all
the time, had a bunch of stuff going on with it that she couldn’t trust with



the money.”

“She just gave [the money] to you free of any stipulations?”

“That’s right. She just wanted me to take care of it and make sure that her
daughters and her mom didn’t ‘piss it away’—were her words.”

“Do you intend to give it to the daughters?”

“I don’t know. It’s on my mind to set up a trust.”

Schwartz asked repeatedly why she never told the police she had gone to
the post office with Betsy.

“They didn’t ask me that,” she said. “They asked me if Betsy ever mailed
that. And today, I don’t know for sure. They never asked me if I went to the
post office.”

Pam denied telling Janet Meyer that she did not go into Betsy’s house
when she took her home. Betsy’s mother must have been confused if she
told police that. “Janet’s quite often confused.”

He quickly caught her in another significant contradiction when he asked
why she had gone to the chemo session after Betsy texted her that she
wanted to spend some “one-on-one time” with Bobbi Wann. She said she
probably hadn’t read that text yet and didn’t remember it at all. He read her
the transcript of their texts that day, including the one Betsy sent at 10:35
a.m.: “‘Bobbi is going and I want to spend some one-on-one time with her.’

Schwartz added, “One minute later, you responded, ‘Bummer.” Would
that indicate to you that you read the text?”

“Yes.”

“Do you remember reading the text?”

“No. I don’t remember the reply, either.”

Pam said she would have gone to the chemo session even if she had seen
Betsy’s text. “Because Betsy is—was—a good friend of mine and she was
dying and I wanted to spend as much time with her as I could. It didn’t
matter what she said.”

The next contradiction was even more glaring and equally inexplicable.
Schwartz asked if she and Betsy had gone door-to-door collecting money
for cancer research. She said they had not gone door-to-door, but were
trying to raise money for a woman who was dying of cancer. When
Schwartz asked how they were raising funds, Pam said, “Just door-to-door
collecting.”

“Didn’t you just say you didn’t go door-to-door?”



“Did I? I don’t know. Did I say that?”

“You said it.”

“I don’t know.”

She said she gave the money they collected to Betsy, but didn’t have any
paperwork related to the effort.

Schwartz asked what condition qualified her for monthly disability
payments through Social Security.

“I’m not sure what they classify it as.... I know I have drop foot and
balance problems. I don’t know what the classification is.”

She said her injuries occurred in 2009 when she worked for
UnitedHealthcare. She tripped in the office and hit her head on a file
cabinet. She filed a worker’s compensation claim, which remained
unresolved.

Pam said she worked in insurance for more than twelve years and had
met Betsy Faria the day in October 2001 that she applied for a job with Bob
Davenport’s State Farm agency, where Betsy worked. She said Davenport
had been “let go” by State Farm, but she didn’t know why.

“You were never told that Mr. Davenport was accused . . . that people in
his office or somebody in his office was forging documents?” Schwartz
asked.

“We weren’t told anything by corporate. There was a lot of gossip.”

“What was the gossip?”

“Some that he was forging documents; other that he was selling
insurance across state lines. A bunch of stuff like that.”

“That he was forging documents or someone in his office was forging
documents?”

“I think it was somebody forging—Irma Donley.”

“Irma Donley was forging documents? What kind of documents were
being forged?”

“I have no idea. I wasn’t with her when she was doing that.”

“Were there any repercussions as a result of some of the rumors and
innuendoes—to you? Specifically, was your car keyed?”

“Yes. Yes.”

Pam said she later went to work for another State Farm office run by
agent Al Wansing, but he eventually let her go without explanation and
rehired a former employee.



“Did he ever accuse you, to your face, of forging notary seals on
documents?”

“No ... no, he never said any of that.”

Pam agreed that she and Betsy would have known how to write a life
insurance policy with contingent beneficiaries. She showed no recognition
that Schwartz was implying they easily could have added Betsy’s daughters
as contingent beneficiaries on Betsy’s policy without taking the radical step
of making Pam the sole beneficiary with only a verbal, unwritten agreement
to use the money for the girls.

Schwartz wanted more information about Pam’s medical condition, but
she said she couldn’t name the injury to her head. “I have balance problems.
Why? I don’t know what that’s called.”

She said she had had a CAT scan, but the doctors’ conclusion was “ ‘We
don’t know what’s wrong’ . . . I think.”

She said she wouldn’t release her medical records to Schwartz or Askey
“because that’s my business and I don’t want my business out, medically.”

She said she had stopped seeing her doctor because she couldn’t afford
the visits; her health insurance had lapsed and she was not old enough to
qualify for Medicare. She said her last visit might have been January 3,
2012—just seven days after Betsy’s murder.

“What kind of symptoms do you have as a result of your head injury?”

“I have balance problems—fall down. I can get migraines from fans.”

“Do you have memory issues?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me about those. How do you know you have memory issues?”

“Well, because you’re asking me questions and I don’t remember.”

Schwartz closed his questioning by addressing one more contradiction.
Had she told police initially that she had been driving her Nissan Sentra
when she took Betsy home that night, when she was actually driving a
Honda Accord?

“Well, I might have, but I don’t know why I would say that. I haven’t had
one for a long time. Don’t even know anybody who has one.”

The prosecutors didn’t have a single question for their primary witness
and Schwartz’s first confounding exposure to Pam Hupp was mercifully
over. He had gained an important insight about this strange woman: she
knew there were suspicions that she was Betsy’s killer and she was driven
to proclaim her innocence.



And he had reached one defining conclusion about the prosecution’s star
witness. She was as slippery and slimy as a fish coated in oil.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

May 28, 2013—seventeen months
dfter Betsy Faria’s murder

The one-page order from Circuit Judge Christina Kunza Mennemeyer was
the most catastrophic four paragraphs Joel Schwartz had ever read in one of
his cases. The judge had just prohibited the defense from arguing,
presenting testimony or evidence, or in any way implying that Pam Hupp
could have been Betsy Faria’s killer. In fact, Schwartz would not even be
able to cross-examine her in a way that suggested she had motive and
opportunity to kill Betsy or that her long list of contradictory and
inconsistent statements about almost every aspect of the case suggested any
guilt on her part.

He couldn’t question her about becoming the beneficiary to Betsy’s life
insurance, just four days before her murder. He wouldn’t be able to point
out that she had said repeatedly that Betsy made her the beneficiary so she
could give the money to Betsy’s daughters later, but was now denying that
and saying the money was all hers. He would not be able to argue that the
real killer could have been Pam Hupp, even though the essence of an alibi
defense is “some other dude did it” because the defendant was elsewhere at
the time of the murder.

The judge had agreed with Leah Askey’s position that none of the issues
involving Pam Hupp qualified as the “direct connection” to the murder, as
Missouri case law required. Russ’s bloody slippers and his claim that Betsy
had committed suicide established a direct connection to Betsy’s murder,
but there was no such connection for Pam. Askey insisted case law decided
motive and opportunity were not enough unless the person also had a direct
connection to the crime.

The judge’s decision was wrong on the law and wrong on the facts, and
Schwartz was almost as furious as he was astounded. In a hearing before
Judge Mennemeyer a week earlier, Schwartz had explained meticulously
how scores of cases in Missouri—if not more than a hundred—supported
the defense’s right to treat Pam Hupp as a suspect. Case law established that



a person with motive and opportunity to commit a crime, who makes
inconsistent and contradictory statements, or who was with a victim at or
near the time of death had a direct connection that justifies the defense
treating them as a suspect. Case law gave the defense the unrestricted right
to cross-examine a witness who had any kind of interest in the outcome of
the trial—such as maintaining a claim to $150,000 in life insurance or
helping convict someone else of a crime the witness may have committed.
Schwartz argued the facts involving Hupp created more of a direct
connection for Pam Hupp to Betsy’s murder than any of the State’s
evidence against Russ Faria.

Over the next few months, Schwartz would make repeated efforts to
convince Judge Mennemeyer to reverse her decision—all without success.
He would become so frustrated during one hearing—when he had carted in
a huge stack of cases to support his position—that he would risk a
contempt-of-court citation by proclaiming, “Judge, I don’t know what to do
to get you to listen. Would it work if I strip down and bang my head against
the bench?”

Russ Faria likened the judge’s decisions to sending Schwartz into a
boxing match with one hand tied behind his back—or perhaps both hands.
But he agreed with Schwartz that they could still convince a jury of Russ’s
innocence even without mounting a full-frontal assault on Pam Hupp. Russ
had an invulnerable alibi for his time between 5 and 9:30 p.m. The forensic
evidence proved Betsy had been dead for some time, perhaps as long as two
hours, before Russ called 911 at 9:40 p.m. Even with this wrongheaded
decision by Mennemeyer, the jury would hear that Pam Hupp was the last
person to see Betsy alive in the place where, and about the time, she was
killed. There wasn’t a speck of blood on Russ or his clothes from a savage
knife attack on Betsy. And Russ’s bloody slippers appeared to have been
dipped in her blood—an act anyone could have committed as a fairly
obvious attempt to frame Russ.

Surely, a jury would see the obvious truth.

X ok 3k
About a week before Russ’s trial was scheduled to begin on November

18, Leah Askey called Joel Schwartz and asked what it would take to make
a deal for a guilty plea. Schwartz almost laughed before he said, “Dismiss



the charges against Russ and hire me as a special prosecutor. I guarantee 1’11
get a conviction against Pam Hupp.”
Askey wasn’t interested.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

Monday, November 18, 2013—first day
of testimony in Russ Faria’s trial

Prosecuting Attorney Leah Askey was barely five minutes into her opening
statement to the jury of seven men and five women—the first five minutes
of the murder trial of Russ Faria—when she handed Joel Schwartz the
grounds for his first motion for a mistrial. He had expected the trial to be
contentious, but he was surprised how quickly Askey had stepped over the
line on a key issue. She had begun her opening statement by attacking
Russ’s shocked and confused initial assumption that Betsy had killed
herself, and she used his own words against him.

“ ‘I just got home from a friend’s house and my wife killed herself.” That
is what the defendant said when he called 911 after he saw his dead wife
lying on the living-room floor with some fifty-six stab wounds [the correct
number was fifty-five, but it was often misstated] in her, after he saw her
arm nearly severed off, after he saw a knife still protruding from her neck.
‘My wife killed herself.” That’s what the defendant said. You’ll hear him
wailing in despair on the phone with the 911 operator as he’s moving about,
trying to convince her and himself, likely, that that is, in fact, what had
happened.”

That last sentence, just her fifth of the trial, drew Schwartz’s first
objection as improperly argumentative in an opening statement. Askey
withdrew the comment before Judge Mennemeyer could respond. Just
several sentences later, Schwartz made another “argumentative” objection
when Askey told the jurors, “Folks, this is a murder about greed.” Again,
Askey withdrew the remark.

But the first real explosion occurred just sentences later as Askey said,
“You’ll hear evidence the defendant was well aware that Betsy had three
insurance policies totaling—"

Schwartz quickly interrupted with an objection and asked for a sidebar
conference with the judge at the bench. He argued that the judge’s rulings
on motions, including one that very morning, prohibited either side from



discussing the insurance policies. He motioned toward Askey and said,
“She just said, “You’ll hear evidence that Betsy Faria had three insurance
policies.” ”

Askey parsed her sentence more precisely. “That’s not what I said. What
I said was the defendant knew she had three policies. That’s what he tells
the detectives.”

Schwartz was furious about the entire insurance issue and the State’s
position now. “I will ask for a mistrial based upon that statement to the jury
at this time.”

Richard Hicks seemed flabbergasted as he spat out, “What?” Which
rulings by the judge, he asked, could be interpreted as prohibiting the
prosecution from saying there were life insurance policies listing Russ as
beneficiary? “That’s establishing black-and-white, motive evidence that
there were three insurance policies in his name,” he said.

Schwartz noted the judge had granted the prosecution’s motion barring
him from mentioning the change in beneficiary to Pam Hupp and had just
denied his motion that morning for her to reconsider. “The State cannot get
into the fact that there was an insurance policy that exists and then keep us
from arguing that the policy had been changed,” he said. Surely, the judge
hadn’t ruled that the defense was barred from alleging that being a
beneficiary gave Pam Hupp a motive to kill Betsy, but the prosecution was
allowed to argue that being a beneficiary gave Russ a motive to kill Betsy.

Judge Mennemeyer rifled through her file and said all she could find was
rulings barring the defense from mentioning the change in beneficiary and
from arguing that someone else committed the murder.

“At this point,” Mennemeyer added, “the court is not granting a mistrial.
We’re just going to direct the parties to stop talking about insurance at this
time.”

Schwartz then asked the judge to instruct the jury to disregard Askey’s
last statement about the insurance policies. And then he added, “. . . and I
would then request a mistrial.”

Hicks asked the judge to reconsider banning the mention of insurance.
“Judge, this is a vital issue.... This evidence that he knew about the
existence of three insurance policies goes right to motive.” He argued again
that a lack of direct evidence linking Pam Hupp to the murder made the
change in beneficiaries irrelevant, while direct evidence against Russ, such



as his bloody slippers, made the policies with him as beneficiary relevant as
a motive.

Mennemeyer continued to search her rulings until she found two that she
said supported the prosecutors’ position. She told Askey to proceed with
her opening statement.

Schwartz asked again, “Your Honor, so I can make a record . . . the last
order from the court correctly stated that the issue of any insurance policies
is inadmissible and will only serve to confuse the jury.”

Mennemeyer shook her head. “That’s a mischaracterization. . . . I'm
saying the fact that they mentioned it at this point doesn’t mean anything.”

“So my motion for the jury to disregard is overruled?”

“Right. That’s correct.”

“And my motion for a mistrial . . .”

“Is overruled.... The State may proceed.”

As Askey stepped back in front of the jurors to resume her opening,
Schwartz returned to the defense table with the confirmation that unjust
rulings by this judge would continue. He glanced at Russ and was pleased
that his client remained unruffled, even stoic. Russ certainly was not
surprised to see more of the adverse rulings the defense had suffered for
almost two years. But he remained optimistic that, with Joel Schwartz and
Nate Swanson conducting his defense, the jurors would see the truth.

Askey picked up where she had stopped when she was so rudely
interrupted by Schwartz’s attempt to ensure a fair trial. She explained that
Russ knew his wife was insured for between $300,000 and $400,000. And
then she began to create a version of Russ Faria the jurors might be able to
see cutting his wife to shreds.

“You are going to hear that the defendant had a short temper, a short fuse.
He oftentimes would instigate arguments that would result in name-calling
and disrespectful statements to his wife and her daughters. You’re going to
hear that his language that he chose to use is some that I don’t even feel
comfortable saying to you, frankly. You’re going to learn that sometimes his
anger got so far out of control he was even abusive to the family dog.”

Askey began to attack Russ’s alibi by offering a warped view of game
night. “Now, this wasn’t a game like you guys are probably thinking about.
I’m not talking about poker. Not pitch. Not blackjack. No three-card stud.
No, this is a role-playing game where this band of merry men dressed like
hobbits, act like monks, sorcerers, all sorts of things that I don’t really



understand, and they do this every Tuesday night while they smoke pot and
drink beer.”

Schwartz bristled again, but still decided not to object. Askey had just
lied to the jury. No one had ever said the players dressed like hobbits or
acted like their characters. That was an intentional lie designed to cast the
players as vaguely threatening weirdos involved in sinister activity fueled
by drugs and booze. Yeah, there was a little pot, but there was seldom even
a beer. And this harmless game was not that much different from any board
game, even the dangerous, mind-bending adventures in capitalism called
Monopoly.

Askey was on a roll. She cast the texts between the Farias that day like
this: “You’ll see text messages from Betsy to Russ where she says, ‘Do you
have a game tonight?’ Do you think he says no? No. Instead, he starts
orchestrating a plan with the same people. ‘I know we can’t play the game
tonight, but how about, instead, let’s get together and watch Conan the
Barbarian or something.” He waits until he gets some commitment from
them that they are all going to get together anyway, and then he tells her,
“Yeah, I’m playing.” ”

Orchestrating a plan with the same people? Schwartz and Russ looked at
each other, marveling at how Askey could make friends getting together to
play a game or watch a movie sound like Osama bin Laden and his cadre of
terrorists designing the 9/11 flight plan.

Askey’s next target was Russ’s call to his mother while he drove to game
night to explain that errands would keep him from attending dinner at her
house. “The errands are my favorite part,” Askey quipped. And then she
reached for the absurd again by saying, after Russ talked to Betsy and his
mother, “The wheel gains momentum.”

She trotted out a neat little semantic trick when she began to attack
Russ’s stops on the way to game night. Each time she mentioned his stops
for gas, cigarettes, and iced tea, she emphasized, “Got a receipt. Got on
video.” Three times. “Got a receipt. Got on video.” She had to break her
pattern to mention his stop to buy dog food because he only “Got a receipt.”
She mentioned his stop at Arby’s on his way home: “Guess what? Keeps
the receipt. That’s his alibi.”

She told the jurors that first responders at the scene would testify, “This
guy’s emotions were all over the place. He was really up, wailing, crying....
You’ll hear the 911 tape, and the only time he’s not wailing and crying—



with no tears, by the way—is when he’s answering their questions or
asserting his alibi. He can just shut it off, answer a question, and then
commence the wailing.”

She started her listing of evidence against Russ with the alleged paw
print in Betsy’s blood on the hip of her pants left by the dog who, Russ said,
was outside. There would be “evidence and testimony that there were
cleaning agents used on the floor between where her body was found and
the back door where the dog chain was.” Betsy’s blood was found on the
switch plate for the light in the master bedroom, where Russ told police he
had not gone, and on the slippers Russ always wore that had been “tossed in
the back corner of a closet—a very disheveled closet.”

To close her attack, Askey moved to Russ’s account of arriving home to
find Betsy’s body. After saying he should have been able to see Betsy’s
body as soon as he walked in the front door, she said, “He tells the
detectives how he was so distraught he laid down next to her. He shows
them he laid this close to her, just trying to get it together and figure out
what to do, realizing she was gone. But you’re going to find out, not only
did he not have one speck of blood—not on his hands, not on his clothes—
but he lay next to her.

“A woman who has been stabbed fifty-six times, who has a knife
protruding from her neck, whose wrists are lying upright and are almost—
her hands are almost cut off—and he lays this close to her. And yet, when
he calls 911—°I just got home from a friend’s house and my wife, she killed
herself.” ”

Askey let her last line reverberate for a second before she ended with,
“Ladies and gentlemen, after you hear the evidence, the State trusts that you
will return a verdict of guilty.”

Across the courtroom, Joel Schwartz wasn’t impressed by Askey’s
presentation or her evidence. He knew how he would address each part of
the specious story she had just tried to sell to the jury. And he would begin
by acquainting jurors with a family not much different from theirs—a
husband and wife just struggling to build a good life with each other.

“The evidence is going to show that this is absolutely a tragedy,” he
began as he stepped before the jury. “It’s a tragedy for the Meyer/ Faria



family. It’s also a tragedy for Russ Faria. His wife of eleven years was
brutally murdered on December 27, 2011—and he’s the one who found
her.”

Calling the Farias “a typical family today,” with a stepfather, a mother,
and two stepdaughters, Schwartz explained how they had moved to Troy in
2010 when they found a house at a good price. He recounted the fatal
diagnosis of Betsy’s cancer and her decision to keep her plans for a cruise
with family and friends in November. He took jurors through family parties
over the Christmas holidays and Betsy’s stay at her mother’s in Lake St.
Louis on Monday night to be closer to her chemotherapy session the next
day in St. Peters. Russ spent that Tuesday working a normal day in his
home office and exchanging texts with Betsy about getting dog food on his
way to his regular game night from six to nine o’clock, which Schwartz
emphasized as “a cheap, fun, easy way for them to enjoy their evenings.”
But the absence of one of the usual players meant they couldn’t play
Rolemaster and, after some exchanges of texts among Russ and the players,
game night became movie night.

Schwartz explained the pivotal change in plans that originally called for
Russ to pick up Betsy on his way home. Betsy texted Russ that afternoon—
while mentioning the essential detail that she had picked up toilet paper—
that her friend Pam Hupp would be driving her home early so she could
rest. Russ asked if Pam was taking Betsy home to Troy, and Betsy
responded, Yes, she offered and I accepted.

X ok 3k

At five o’clock, Russ started his drive to Mike Corbin’s house and
stopped at Conoco to get gas. Schwartz pointedly rebuffed Askey’s
misleading attempts to deride Russ’s alibi. “He doesn’t ‘get’ on video, but it
later turns out he is ‘on’ video getting his gas and it shows the time he’s
there . . . approximately five sixteen to five twenty.”

Schwartz hoped the jury would catch the difference in how Russ’s
appearances on surveillance videos at three of his stops that evening were
portrayed. Askey’s snarky “gets on video,” implying a devious scheme,
versus Schwartz’s explanation that Russ simply appeared on the video in
the normal course of conducting his business. And, Schwartz noted, the
videos showed Russ was wearing the same clothes he was when the police



seized them for testing that showed “not one speck of blood on that
clothing. Not one speck of blood on his hands. No blood—anywhere.”

All four of the players at game night would testify that they were with
Russ every second between six and nine o’clock as they watched movies.
And, Schwartz said, records from cell phone towers would show that Russ’s
phone was in exactly the locations he said at the times he said.

Schwartz drew the first objection from Askey when he recounted the
texts between Betsy and Pam over attending the chemotherapy session.
Before Schwartz could tell the jurors that Betsy had texted Pam that she
preferred to have some one-on-one time with Bobbi alone, Askey objected
to citing Betsy’s text as hearsay. The attorneys gathered before the judge for
Schwartz to argue that it was not hearsay because police documented it
when they examined Pam’s phone. But Judge Mennemeyer agreed with
Askey that there was no hearsay exception for texts by Betsy to Pam and
sustained her objection. Schwartz was limited to telling jurors that Betsy
and Bobbi went to the chemo session together and Pam showed up later.

Schwartz emphasized Pam’s insistent insertion of herself into Betsy’s
plans that day, explaining to the jury that Pam went to Janet Meyer’s
apartment later and took Betsy home about 6:30 p.m., in time to arrive at
Betsy’s and call Pam’s husband at 7:04 p.m. He also explained Betsy had
agreed to answer a call from her daughter sometime after seven o’clock, but
her calls went unanswered at 7:21, 7:26, and 7:30 p.m. He hoped the jurors
would see that as establishing the first half of the seven o’clock hour as the
time of Betsy’s death.

Firing an opening shot in his attempt to impeach Pam Hupp’s expected
testimony, Schwartz explained that cell phone analysis showed that Pam’s
call to Betsy at 7:27 p.m., when she had, at first, told police she had arrived
at her home in O’Fallon twenty-seven miles away, was actually placed from
the same sector of the cell phone tower as the call to her husband from
Betsy’s house at 7:04 p.m. Schwartz followed that quickly by telling the
jurors that Pam, at first, told police she did not go into Betsy’s house, but
then changed her story and admitted she did.

Askey asked for a sidebar with the judge to say Schwartz’s mention of
the cell phone location and Pam Hupp’s contradictory statements about
going into the house signaled he was going to suggest Pam “committed this
crime.” Under the judge’s earlier rulings, Schwartz could not argue that,
and, therefore, his last two statements to the jury had to be stricken.



Schwartz offered a simple defense: “It’s the facts and it’s the evidence.”
Swanson added that legal statutes said prior inconsistent statements by a
witness were admissible to impeach the witness. Hicks said the cell phone
tower locations, and whether Pam entered Betsy’s house, could only be
relevant if Schwartz could argue that Pam killed Betsy—and the judge had
already prohibited that. Judge Mennemeyer agreed with Hicks and
prohibited Schwartz from getting into those matters.

With an edge of incredulity in his voice, Schwartz asked Mennemeyer,
“So I can’t open regarding the statements that she made to the police that
are inconsistent. Is that what you’re saying?”

She responded, “I don’t think they’re relevant at this point. That was a
prior ruling. I don’t know how that would change.”

When Schwartz said, “That has nothing to do with the court’s ruling that
I can’t get into her motive or opportunity to commit the crime,”
Mennemeyer snapped, “Just no. It’s sustained. Let’s move on.”

Schwartz returned to the jurors to explain that the timing of pings from
Russ’s phone off the cell phone towers showed that the earliest he could
have arrived at home was 9:38 p.m. He did indeed tell the police he thought
his wife had killed herself, but the jurors would hear testimony that Betsy
had threatened suicide in the past. As he started to recount what Betsy’s
sisters would say, Hicks objected that testimony from them was hearsay.
Schwartz and Swanson disagreed with the State again, saying the testimony
would not be hearsay because it would include only the women’s
knowledge that Betsy had threatened suicide in the past. Hicks said if that
testimony was admitted, he should be able to introduce evidence that Betsy
was happy and excited about talking to Russ when he got home that night
about her idea to move into her mother’s former house. The judge said that
testimony might be admitted at the proper time; she told Schwartz to
proceed with his statement to jurors.

Schwartz decided to be less specific. Referring to Russ telling the police
she had committed suicide, Schwartz said, “You’ll hear an explanation and
you’ll understand as to why that was stated.”

He hoped to establish the time of Betsy’s death as some two hours before
Russ got home by quoting the paramedic and fire chief who were first to
inspect her body. “They will each tell you that the body was stiff, they will
tell you the body felt cold, and they will tell you that the blood was matted,
coagulated, and drying.”



Schwartz took on the prosecutors’ number one piece of evidence—the
bloody slippers—describing them as “soaked in blood, including the
bottoms of those shoes.” And then he added, “But what you won’t see is
any bloody footprints anywhere in that blood. What you won’t see, after
fifty-five stab wounds and incisions, is a speck of blood anywhere on
Russell Faria.”

And finally, what about Russ’s alibi? Schwartz said the police
interviewed the four alibi witnesses from game night and found the receipts
and videos, all confirming Russ’s account of his whereabouts during the
crucial time when his wife was murdered.

“After you hear the evidence,” Schwartz said, “I will stand before you
and I will ask you to return a verdict of not guilty.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

“A lot of bickering and fighting,” Mariah Day told the jurors. “A lot of
cussing at each other.”

Leah Day echoed her younger sister when she testified next: “It was just
a lot of bickering and fighting.”

Betsy Faria’s daughters were Leah Askey’s first two witnesses and she
quickly led them into accounts of squabbling between their mother and
stepfather. Askey asked nineteen-year-old Mariah if the cussing by Russ
was aimed at her mother.

“Usually toward my mom. Sometimes toward me and my sister,” Mariah
said.

As Askey began to ask if Mariah’s occasional fear of Russ played any
role in her decision to live with her grandmother, Mariah began crying and
trembling so badly that Askey handed her a cup of water and suggested
taking a minute for her to calm down.

Her sister, Leah, now twenty-three, had the same emotional response
while testifying next. Askey started by asking for more information about
the words her stepfather had used.

“The C word.”

“The C word,” Askey repeated for effect. “And would that word be used,
directed, at you?”

“Yes.” Now Leah was crying.

“Would it be directed at your mother as well?”

Leah was struggling. “I don’t know. I don’t know.”

Askey handed Leah a cup of water and promised the questioning
wouldn’t last too long.

“Tell the jury about the situation with regard to your dog.”

“Like, I don’t want to do this,” a sobbing Leah said. “I really don’t. I
don’t want to do this.”

Schwartz interrupted with a request to approach the bench to argue the
judge had already ruled that prosecutors could not bring up any prior “bad
acts” by Russ, and Askey’s questions suggested she and Leah had a
discussion about some incident involving the dog that was never disclosed



to the defense—a discovery violation. Askey and Hicks said discovery rules
only require information to be disclosed to the defense if it was
memorialized in a report based on a witness’s statement. Judge
Mennemeyer decided to prohibit discussion of any incident involving the
dog until she had a chance to research the situation in the Missouri Rules of
Evidence.

Russ Faria felt an intense ache in his heart as he listened to the two young
women he had loved as his own daughters tell twisted, exaggerated stories
of their lives with their mother and him. He soon found the word to describe
the ache: betrayed.

On cross-examination, Schwartz asked Mariah if Russ and Betsy’s
relationship hadn’t gotten better after Betsy was diagnosed with cancer in
2009. Mariah offered no support: “I couldn’t tell you about that.”

The judge sent the jury out of the courtroom so Schwartz could make an
offer of proof—an on-the-record presentation without the jury of what the
evidence would be if the defense was allowed to present it to the jury and a
tactic that also preserved the evidence or legal point for consideration by
the appellate court. With the jury out, Mariah testified that, about an hour
after Russ was arrested, she went to their bank, withdrew approximately
$9,000 from an account in Russ’s and Betsy’s names, and deposited it in her
savings account. She said she didn’t get Russ’s permission to do that, but
her account was linked to her parents’ and it was legal for her to transfer the
money.

She also said she and Leah had never received any of the money from her
mother’s life insurance that she assumed Pam Hupp had.

Schwartz tried to get Mariah to repeat the comment she made to police
that her first thought was that Betsy had committed suicide. Mariah resisted,
saying instead that she had been confused and hadn’t known what to think.

“But you had told the police that you had found a note several years
before of your mother contemplating suicide?”

“Right.”

Judge Mennemeyer said she would decide later whether Schwartz could
question Mariah about the bank withdrawal in front of the jury. She would
eventually decide against it.



Leah Day had been on the witness stand for only a few minutes when
Schwartz filed his second motion for a mistrial. Askey had Leah identify
photos of the jewelry box Russ gave Betsy for Christmas as it leaned
against the wall in the master bedroom with a broken leg and some chips to
the finish.

When Schwartz objected on relevance, Askey responded, “It shows a
struggle ensued. You typically don’t struggle when you are committing
suicide.”

Schwartz’s temper flared again. With the jurors listening, he said Askey
was intentionally distorting Russ’s suicide remarks, again, to imply he had
been lying and trying to mislead the police.

“Your Honor, I would ask that be stricken from the record and I would
ask for a mistrial.”

The judge ignored the mistrial request, but said, “The last statement will
be stricken from the record. At this time, the exhibit (the photo) will not be
admitted into evidence.”

Schwartz was again realizing that he would not only have to be
extraordinarily vigilant to put all of the evidence into the proper perspective
for the jurors, but he also would have to combat Askey’s improper
implications and snide insinuations. She was quickly proving to be a master
of ringing the bell—as in the old courtroom adage that you can’t unring a
bell once a jury has heard it.

On cross-examination, Schwartz focused on Betsy’s promise to answer
the call from Leah sometime after seven o’clock the night of the murder.
Although she said she was getting confused when Schwartz quoted the
exact times of her three unanswered calls, she readily agreed that Betsy had
not answered the calls she made at 7:21, 7:26, and 7:30 p.m.
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Askey called another pair of sisters to the witness stand after that—
Betsy’s sisters Pamela Welker and Mary Rodgers. Much like Betsy’s
daughters, Pamela and Mary focused on allegations of Russ’s poor
treatment of their sister. Pamela described Russ as condescending to Betsy.



She said Betsy was “really not herself” at the family Christmas parties.
“She just seemed tired and just not her cheery self.”

Schwartz had Pamela confirm that she, Russ, and some of their friends
from church had gone on the cruise the month before Betsy was killed and
that she was undergoing chemotherapy during the holidays, when she
seemed tired and not herself.

And then Schwartz told the judge in a sidebar that he wanted to ask
Pamela if her first reaction to news of Betsy’s death was that she had
committed suicide. Mennemeyer seemed ready to prohibit Schwartz from
asking about this, but Hicks said the prosecutors would stipulate that
Pamela had told the police that—a rare agreement between the sides that
would avoid the need for Pamela to testify about that. The judge would
explain the stipulation to the jury later.

Mary Rodgers’s criticism of Russ was a stronger than her sister’s. She
called Russ’s behavior toward Betsy demeaning and recounted getting a
frantic call while she was at work six or seven years earlier from Mariah
and Leah because of an argument between Betsy and Russ. Mary said she
went to the Farias’ mobile home and heard Russ calling Leah and Mariah—
the younger daughter was only around twelve years old—the C word. Russ
pushed Betsy and that was when Mary called the police and took the girls
out of the house.

“When I was walking out of the house, I heard him say something like,
‘I’m going to cut her up into several pieces and bury her,” or some kind of...
grotesque . . . that I can’t even imagine,” she said.

On cross-examination, Mary agreed with Schwartz that the incident had
been six or seven years before Betsy’s death. When Schwartz asked if Russ
and Betsy got along better after her cancer diagnosis, Mary said, “For a
spell.”

The prosecution called Russ’s mother, Luci Faria, in a veiled attempt to
cast suspicion on his game-night alibi. Adopting a friendly and solicitous
approach to Russ’s mother, Richard Hicks asked if Russ had called to alert
her that he could not make her usual Tuesday night dinner the night Betsy
was Kkilled. Yes, she said, he called and said he wouldn’t be there because he
had some errands to run.



Schwartz was ready with a very short, but pointed, cross-examination.
How often did Russ call and say he could not attend?

“Oh, I’d say at least, might be, twice a month,” she said.

“So, fair enough to say half the time?”

“Yes, half the time. Correct.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

Pam Hupp took the witness stand, embodying Joel Schwartz’s greatest
challenge in the trial. He had to overcome her ability to make lies sound
reasonable, while also working around the judge’s ruling barring any
implication that she could be Betsy’s killer. He was still optimistic that,
first, he could reveal to the jurors the real Pam Hupp—a lying, conniving
narcissist and likely murderer whose testimony had to be viewed with the
greatest skepticism—and second, that he could plant enough clues about her
motives for the jurors to suspect that she had framed Russ Faria because she
was the killer.

But before he could try to accomplish any of that, Schwartz had to listen
to another muddled recitation of her version of the life and death of Betsy
Faria as Richard Hicks questioned her. Pam started by explaining that she
was wearing a TENS unit on her waistband. (TENS is an acronym for
transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulation.) It stimulated the nerves to
reduce pain in her right leg resulting from an injury in an accident that left
her unable to work and on disability payments.

“I lost some discs. I have a plate in my neck,” she said. Before the
accident, she was working in an insurance office, when she met Betsy Faria
and they became close friends. Betsy began to confide in her about the
problems with her health, her daughters, and—especially—her marriage to
Russ. “I ended up being a sounding board for her and a lot of things going
on in her life,” Pam said.

What were her observations about interactions between Betsy and Russ?

“To me, he was very degrading to her. Talked down to her. Made her feel
like she was simple, not that smart.... My husband and myself never
socialized with him, nor did our group of friends, and their husbands did not
want to socialize with him . . . because he made people feel uncomfortable,
the way he talked to her.”

Pam said she often accompanied Betsy to her chemotherapy sessions and
joined Betsy and Bobbi Wann there on December 27, even though Betsy
asked her not to come.



“Selfishly, I went there to spend time with her.” Pam said Betsy asked her
to drive her home from her mother’s later that evening. They arrived at
Betsy’s home between 7 and 7:05 p.m. Pam called her husband to tell him
she was in Troy, but got his voice mail. She left a message and Betsy took
the phone to wish him happy holidays. Still sitting in the car, they “gabbed
for a few minutes because she was trying to talk me into staying all night
with her . . . and then we went into the house.” After turning on some lights,
Betsy took her dog, Sicily, outside.

“We’re goofing, talking about Christmas, what we got, what the kids got.
Blah, blah. Girl stuff . . . then she wanted to show me her Christmas present
in the bedroom.”

“So you went into the bedroom?”

“Yes.”

Pam said she was in the house “twenty, thirty minutes or so.” Betsy tried
repeatedly to get her to spend the night or at least stay and watch some
movies; she was angry when Pam refused.

“She said [Russ] was on his way home, or should be home shortly, and I
just really did not want to be there. I had never been around him that much
or socially. So that made me uncomfortable.”

Pam said she left and called Betsy from the car to make sure she felt OK
and wasn’t still angry at her, but got no answer. She called Betsy’s mother
later that evening to alert her that Betsy had not answered her phone. She
didn’t know Betsy was dead, until six o’clock, the next morning, when the
police knocked on her door.

Schwartz wasted no time attacking Pam Hupp’s thick catalogue of
contradictions that he hoped the jury would see as manipulative lies. After
quoting her testimony that Russ degraded Betsy, made her feel simple, and
made people uncomfortable, Schwartz got her to agree that she had told
police in her first interview: “I don’t know him that well. I’ve only met him
maybe three times in ten years.”

Schwartz wanted to add some perspective to Pam’s decisions to go to the
chemo session on December 27 and then go back to Betsy’s mother’s to
give Betsy a ride home. “Were you trying to track her down?”



Pam’s voice reflected her objection to Schwartz’s implication. “ “Trying
to track her down’? I knew she was going to chemo, so I didn’t have to
‘track her down.” ”

Schwartz zeroed in on the witness’s lie about who suggested giving Betsy
a ride home later. She said again that Betsy asked her for a ride and denied
knowing until later that Russ was planning to pick up Betsy and take her
home. She said she hadn’t seen Betsy’s text about that, until she had arrived
at Janet Meyer’s apartment on the way to the chemo session.

Schwartz pointed out that Pam lived about ten minutes from Betsy’s
mother’s apartment, suggesting she could have easily gone back home from
there rather than driving to the cancer center, driving home, returning to
Betsy’s mother’s, making the thirty-minute drive to Troy to take Betsy
home, and another thirty-minute drive back to her own house. That was a
lot of extra effort to furnish a ride Betsy didn’t need.

“Yes, because she asked if I could just take her, then she would tell
Russ.”

Schwartz put Pam Hupp in the house with Betsy about the time of the
murder. She agreed she had gone into the house after calling her husband,
Mark, from the driveway at 7:04 p.m. and stayed twenty minutes or even
longer. She agreed that 7:27 p.m. would be about the time she left, if that
was what the police said her cell phone showed.

“Did you tell the police that you called Betsy to tell her you were home?”

“Yes.”

Schwartz decided to mix things up. “Let’s step back for a moment.
Initially you told the police, when they interviewed you, that you never
went in the house?”

“Correct.”

“And then you changed it and told them, “Yes, I did go in the house,” and
[you] went in this room and went in that room?”

“Right.”

“ ‘I went in the bedroom.’ Correct?”

“Correct.”

But Pam said she didn’t remember telling Janet Meyer in a phone call
later that she did not go into the house.

Schwartz let another lie by Pam hang in the air and then moved back to
her call to Betsy at 7:27 p.m. Did she tell the police she called Betsy
‘when I got home to tell her I was home’ »?



“That’s not what I said.”

“Are you certain?”

“No.”

Richard Hicks asked for a conference at the bench to object to questions
that could lead to a suggestion that Pam Hupp was the killer. Schwartz
defended cross-examining her on this point: “It’s prior and inconsistent
statement.” He said Pam had not really answered the question of whether
she told police she called to tell Betsy she was home; Hicks said she had.
Schwartz offered to narrow the question.

Schwartz read Pam Hupp’s statement from the transcript of the interview:
“‘I called Betsy. That’s right. I called Betsy to tell her I was home.” ” Pam
agreed that was accurate. She also agreed it was impossible for her to be
home by 7:27 p.m. So, why had she said that to police?

“Because that’s not exactly what I meant. As we continued our
conversation, what I said to them was that, when I got out of her
neighborhood, because I don’t know Troy that well, and I get to the
interstate, I give her a call and always say, ‘I’m home,” which means I’'m on
my way home. I made it out of your neighborhood. I made it home free.
That’s what it means to me.”

Schwartz hoped the jury would see through the witness’s contrived
nonsense and recognize it for what it was—a failed effort to put herself at
home at 7:27 p.m. as an alibi, if the time of Betsy’s death was established as
between 7 and 7:20 p.m.

“Now, when you were interviewed by the police the next morning, you
told them the last time you saw Betsy, she was sitting on the couch with her
blanket on, watching television. Is that correct?”

“Yes—or she was putting a blanket on.”

“Well, you said . . . Let’s be accurate . . .”

Hicks objected to the form of the question and Schwartz reworded it
without waiting for the judge to rule. “How was Betsy positioned when you
last saw her?”

“She was going to get cuddled up to watch a movie on the couch with her
blanket.”

“What did you tell the police two days later when you talked to Detective
Kaiser, when she came back to see you? She asked you, “When was the last
time you saw Betsy?’ What did you tell her?”

“I don’t remember.”



“Isn’t it true that you told her the last place you saw Betsy was at the
front door, waving good-bye?”

“I don’t remember.”

Pam rejected Schwartz’s offer to read the police report. He moved on,
this time hoping the jury would catch a clue in the way she talked about the
time of Betsy’s death while interviewed by the police the next day.

“Did you ask them, toward the end of your interview, ‘What time did this
happen? This morning?’ ”

“I don’t remember that,” she said before rejecting yet another offer to
listen to the recording of the interview.

Schwartz cited the phone call with her brother during the police
interview. “You told your brother . . . ‘My friend—something happened to
her last night and I have two police officers here asking me questions.” Do
you recall telling that to your brother?”

“Yes, [ do.”

“So, why did you say later in the interview—why did you ask them, ‘Did
this happen this morning?’ ”

“If T did, I just found out my good friend has been killed and, I don’t
know, I ... Obviously, I did just say it...”

And then Pam Hupp created a new excuse for the contradictions in her
statements and testimony.

“I have a little bit of a memory problem. I’'m fifty-five and going through
menopause. It’s been two years. I can’t tell you every minute of what I have
said about anything, honestly.”

Schwartz couldn’t let this new attempt to wriggle out from under her lies
go unchallenged.

“Is this memory problem the reason why you would have told the police
that you didn’t go inside?”

“No.”

“Is this memory problem the reason you would have told . . . the police
you called her when you got home?”

“No.”

Schwartz aimed his last attack at putting her exactly where the bloody
evidence was found. Pam agreed that Betsy had shown her the jewelry chest
Russ gave her as it sat in the bedroom with a broken leg. That not only put
her in the bedroom, where police found the bloody slippers and light



switch, but it also put the lie to Askey’s comment to the jury that the broken
leg suggested there had been a struggle when Betsy was killed.

On redirect examination, Richard Hicks hoped to get a final answer to
whether Pam Hupp told police she did not go into the house and then said
later she did.

“Did you ever lie to them and say, ‘No, I never went in’?”

“Never . . . I told them every room I was in and what we did and what we
talked about and what we saw and everything. [ was always up front.”

That persistent lie ended Pam Hupp’s testimony before the jury. But
Schwartz had more questions for her in an offer of proof to the judge after
the jury left the courtroom. He hoped to convince Mennemeyer to allow
him to question her in front of the jury about the beneficiary change on the
life insurance policy.

Under the new line of questioning, Pam agreed that Betsy had made her
the beneficiary, but remarkably denied knowing who the beneficiary was
before. Schwartz asked why she never told the police, the morning after the
murder, that she and Betsy had gone to the post office, where she assumed
Betsy mailed the form.

Pam said she didn’t know why it wasn’t mentioned, adding that she
wasn’t sure then that Betsy had mailed the form. She agreed with Schwartz
that sometime after Betsy’s death, she told the insurance company that she
and Betsy went to the post office to mail it. She said she hadn’t told police
because it didn’t seem relevant. She said she knew the insurance company
scanned the beneficiary form into its system the day after Betsy was killed.

“Now, why did Betsy change that policy to you?”

“She said that she wanted, she just wanted to change it to me. She didn’t
want whoever was on it—and we had talked about Russ, I assumed it was
Russ on it—any longer, and she was changing on all her policies. She had a
sister as a secondary on one of the policies . . . and she was going to change
another policy to her cousin that also had breast cancer.”

Pam said she may have told the police in the first interview that Betsy
wanted her to give some money to her daughters when they were older. But
she denied telling the insurance company that Betsy’s daughters would get
none of the money. Schwartz said he had an affidavit from the insurance



company’s business records department quoting Pam as making that
statement to a company official. She said she thought that was wrong,
adding, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

On redirect, Hicks asked who brought up the insurance policies when the
police first interviewed her.

“I did. They didn’t know anything about it.”

He asked about the costs of changing a beneficiary compared to drawing
up a trust. She said changing the beneficiary was free, but she spent $1,400
to set up a trust. He asked about the insurance money.

“I received a check for one hundred fifty thousand dollars.... I put one
hundred thousand in a trust for the girls and the other fifty thousand dollars
—my other girlfriend died of breast cancer in August and she had a twelve-
year-old daughter that I’'m trying to help.”

“But one hundred thousand is in a trust fund for the girls?”

“Absolutely. I have the paperwork right here.”

Schwartz came back immediately to ask when she created the trust.

“It was official, I think, in July . . . June or July.”

Schwartz didn’t argue with her, even though he knew she had not created
the trust until the week before this trial in November. Instead, he
commented that opening a trust fund in June or July would have been right
before the trial was originally scheduled.

“I got it done when I could get it done,” she said. “I have a son with
cerebral palsy. My mother just died on the thirty-first of Alzheimer’s, that I
had been taking care of. So it’s taken me a bit to get around to it. But if it
was done for court, I probably would have done it the first time around.”

Pam’s mention of her mother’s death seemingly passed without notice. It
wouldn’t be the last mention, however.
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Pam Hupp completed her testimony and, under the umbrella of protection
by Judge Mennemeyer’s rulings, avoided explaining to the jury the
potentially incriminating fact that she was the last person known to see
Betsy Faria alive, just four days after Betsy made her beneficiary to a
$150,000 life insurance policy.

Although the judge would later deny Schwartz’s request to educate the
jurors about that, he hoped they would find the long list of contradictions



and lies he had been able to expose reason to doubt anything Pam Hupp
told them and to suspect she might even be a murder suspect.

But one man in the audience couldn’t believe that what he had just heard
from Pam Hupp about becoming Betsy’s beneficiary—just days before the
murder—would not be presented to the jurors. Chris Hayes from FOX 2,
the only reporter covering the trial, could barely restrain his reaction. He
thought, What the hell is going on? This is astounding! Why isn’t the jury
hearing this testimony?

He would ask Joel Schwartz for an explanation at the next break, and
Schwartz directed him to the judge’s decisions prohibiting the defense from
presenting evidence about the insurance or cross-examining Pam Hupp
about it.

Hayes realized he had just discovered what was really at the center of the
Faria case.



CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

Russ Faria’s call to 911 was about to be played for the jury. The defense had
agreed with prosecutors that the dispatcher who took the call did not have to
testify and her supervisor could introduce the recording. But when Leah
Askey began questioning the Lincoln County Director of 911 Services,
Margie Harrell, about Russ’s behavior on the call, Nate Swanson
immediately saw this testimony going off the rails.

At a sidebar with Judge Mennemeyer, he objected to Askey eliciting
Harrell’s opinion on Russ’s demeanor on the call. An opinion from Harrell
would invade the jurors’ rights and duty to judge the call for themselves.
Richard Hicks argued it was proper for Harrell, who had taken thousands of
911 calls in sixteen years, to describe her observations of Russ’s behavior.
The judge agreed and overruled the objection, adding that Swanson could
object again if he believed specific questions were improper.

Askey asked Harrell if she found Russ to be hysterical and Swanson
objected. But Mennemeyer overruled Swanson again and allowed Harrell to
answer—just as Swanson had feared.

“Yes, ma’am, at first.... Normally, if we have a hysterical caller, it’s very
hard to derive information.... You’re more trying to get them to breathe, to
where you don’t have a second patient at the scene, more than you are
anything else. It’s hard to get further information from them. Whereas, with
this one, there was hysteria. Then it was, you would ask a question, you get
an answer. It would stop. You get an answer, and then it would go back to
be hysteria again.”

Askey played the 911 recording and the judge allowed a transcript to be
projected on a screen by the witness stand. At the defense table, Russ Faria
lowered his eyes and locked them on the table as the sounds of his own
wailing and sobbing filled the courtroom. It was impossible not to relive
those moments. The image of Betsy crumpled on the floor ripped into his
heart almost as viciously as it had that night. Joel Schwartz had advised
Russ against any display of emotion in front of the jury and Russ was
determined to remain stoic. Schwartz and Swanson had heard the call many
times before, but it still wounded them to hear the man they had come to



know so well sound so shattered and helpless. Across the room, the jurors
kept their eyes glued to the transcript as it scrolled on the screen.
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Swanson was ready for cross-examination and quickly guided Harrell
through the protocol for dealing with a hysterical caller. She said the goal
was to calm the caller by asking questions and telling the caller to breathe.
That was exactly what the dispatcher on this call did, she said.

“So, when you said this is odd—that’s what you said earlier—this is an
odd audio?”

“I said that it’s odd in reference to hysteria—when you are talking to
someone to try to get them to calm down . . . to be able to get good
information.”

“But that’s what your training requires you to do?”

“Yes.”

“That’s what this dispatch person did?”

“Yes.”

So, Swanson thought, the 911 dispatcher got a call from a hysterical
husband who had just found his wife’s body and used her training to calm
him down so he could answer her questions. And there was something odd
or suspicious about that?

The first Lincoln County deputy sheriff who arrived at 130 Sumac Drive
was now a patrol officer for the City of Troy. Officer Chris Hollingsworth
told the jury he knew immediately that Betsy had not killed herself. He was
in the house less than a minute before he ushered Russ Faria to a chair on
the front porch. Worried that Russ might go into shock in the cold night air,
he then moved him to a warmer patrol car.

The two men talked for an hour, perhaps less, mostly about the nearby
Florissant/Hazelwood area, where they both grew up, and the places where
they hung out as kids. When Hollingsworth asked about an area called
Bubblehead Road, Russ joked that he “used to take women there and scare
the hell out of them.”

“And at that time, while he was having this conversation about
Bubblehead Road and scaring women, did he seem Ilike he was



hyperventilating?” Askey asked.

“No, ma’am. He was calm and we were laughing.”

Askey’s voice rose. “He was laughing?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Other than at the beginning, when you were out on the porch and trying
to control his breathing, was there ever a time after you got in the car that
he was crying, hysterical?”

“When he had made statements regarding . . . telling his mom and the
daughters about the incident.”

“But other than that, he was able . . . to have normal conversation?”

“Normal conversation. Laughing.”

“Jovial?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Joel Schwartz began cross-examination by having Hollingsworth repeat
all the steps he had taken to try to calm the “visibly upset” Russ. And then
he asked, “How much grieving had he gone through in 2009 when his wife
was first diagnosed with cancer?”

“I couldn’t tell you. I didn’t know him in 2009.”

Schwartz tried to ask Hollingsworth if he was familiar with all of the
events that could have caused Russ to grieve for Betsy before that night, but
Askey objected that there was no foundation for that. Schwartz tried a
different approach, but the judge sustained another objection by Askey,
drawing a surprised “I’m sorry?” from Schwartz.

The judge said, “Sustained as to lack of foundation.”

Schwartz tried to provide a foundation. Was Hollingsworth with the
Farias in Rhode Island when they got the news that her cancer had spread?
Was he with them on their so-called survival cruise in November 20117
Askey objected again and the lawyers argued at the bench before the judge
ruled Schwartz could ask if Hollingsworth learned any of those things while
he was with Russ. But she would not allow Schwartz to ask “fifteen
questions we know he doesn’t know.”

Schwartz had Hollingsworth confirm that he did not know how much
grieving Russ had done since Betsy’s fatal cancer diagnosis.



Schwartz ended his cross-examination by having Hollingsworth use
photographs projected on the screen to explain that if he walked in the front
door and focused on the door to the garage on the left, he wouldn’t
immediately see Betsy’s body to the right in the living room. So much,
Schwartz thought, for Askey’s attempt to discredit Russ’s account of putting
down the dog food and taking off his jacket before he saw Betsy’s body.
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Betsy Faria’s body was cold and stiff, and her blood was dried, when first
responders arrived at her home, Lead Medic Michael “Mike” Quattrocchi
told the jury—but only under cross-examination by Nate Swanson.

Prosecutor Richard Hicks had focused his direct examination on
Quattrocchi’s assumption that he was in a crime scene as soon as he walked
in, not the scene of a “suicide by blade,” as had been said by the dispatcher
for the Lincoln County Ambulance District.

After Swanson drew Quattrocchi’s testimony on cross that the body was
cold and stiff, and the blood was dried, he asked the veteran of twenty-five
years as a paramedic, “What did that suggest to you?”

“That she had been down for quite a while.”

“A couple hours?”

“I’m not a medical examiner, but yeah.”

Quattrocchi described the cut on Betsy’s arm: “There was no blood in it
or anything and it was laid open.”

“And what does that suggest to you?”

“Maybe she was already . . . bled out when that one was done to her.”

On redirect, Quattrocchi told Hicks that he did not get any blood on his
hands or knees when he knelt down to check the body. He also testified that
when people cut their wrists to commit suicide, there is always a lot of
blood—another redundant attempt by the State to prove Betsy didn’t
commit suicide.

Under recross, Quattrocchi referred to his original report for the time he
arrived at the house—9:51 p.m., just eleven minutes after Russ called 911.

Not much time for a body to get cold and stiff and for the blood to start
drying.



CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

Tuesday, November 19, 2013—
second day of trial testimony

To open the second day of the trial, the deputy commander for the Major
Case Squad’s investigation into Betsy Faria’s murder spent a long time
explaining how the MCS operates—without saying anything about the
actual investigation. Lieutenant Mark Schimweg of the St. Peters Police
Department described the process for local departments to request the
manpower and expertise from the MCS and how detectives from member
agencies respond to the call for assistance.

Leah Askey’s questioning finally got around to the case at hand.
Schimweg said MCS officers made an initial arrest of Russ Faria two days
after the murder, but Askey had said there was insufficient evidence to issue
formal charges until more investigation was completed a few days later.
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Joel Schwartz began cross-examination by asking what that meant.
Schimweg explained that police have limited time to get a warrant—a
formal charge—from the prosecuting attorney before they have to release a
suspect. Schwartz pointed out that Russ Faria had been arrested two days
after Betsy’s murder and asked, “You applied for warrants and they were
refused at that time?”

“Yes.”

“The more information you have, the less chance of making a mistake
and arresting the wrong person. Correct?”

“Sure.”

“And you wouldn’t want to make a mistake and arrest the wrong person.
Would you?”

“No.”

Schimweg confirmed that several detectives interviewed Russ several
times and also visited places and people—including everyone from game



night—to check on his alibi. They interviewed witnesses to confirm
everyone was where they said they were during the time Betsy was
murdered. Schwartz wanted to know why Pam Hupp’s whereabouts and the
clothing she wore that night weren’t similarly investigated and confirmed.
Richard Hicks objected, citing the judge’s prior rulings limiting questions
about Hupp, and the judge sustained the objection.

Schwartz thought there was just no bottom to the prejudicial decisions
this judge would make to deny Russ Faria his rights to a fair trial. And then
there was immediately another one.
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Askey had just started her redirect examination of Schimweg when
Schwartz filed his third motion for a mistrial. She asked if the repeated
interviews with the game-night players were designed to get them to take
polygraphs.

Meeting in a sidebar with the judge, Schwartz objected and Hicks said
the point Askey wanted to make was that the game-night players had
refused to take polygraphs. Schwartz argued they weren’t officially asked,
but he moved right to the heart of the issue.

“It’s inadmissible in court. It is incredibly prejudicial with this jury. I
would ask the jury to be instructed to disregard the last question and I
would ask for a mistrial based on that last question,” Schwartz declared.

Hicks shook his head. “One, the mere mention of a polygraph is not error
in a trial. The case law—"

Schwartz interrupted with a new threat. “We can recall Pam Hupp. We
are talking about refusing to take a polygraph. That’s fine if we want to go
down that road.”

“These are your alibi witnesses,” Hicks fired back. “Anyway, the issue
here is not whether they took a polygraph. It’s the fact that they were not
willing to.” He argued that Pam Hupp couldn’t be asked about not taking a
polygraph because case law said that, except for a defendant, refusal by a
witness to take a polygraph could not be used to impeach the witness.

Schwartz was amazed. Hicks had just argued it was appropriate to ask if
some witnesses—the game-night players—had refused to take a polygraph,
but it was inappropriate to ask if a different witness—Pam Hupp—had
refused to take a polygraph.



As the argument continued, Askey said she would withdraw the question.
That didn’t satisfy Schwartz.

“I would still request a mistrial.”

Judge Mennemeyer said she would instruct the jury to disregard Askey’s
last question and added, “The request for mistrial is denied at this point.”

Xk ok 3k

The bloody slippers and switch plate, the knife in Betsy’s neck, and all of
the photos of her body and the house—Crime Scene Technician Amy Pratt
from the St. Charles County Sheriff’s Department (SCCSD) said she and
other technicians spent six or eight hours collecting evidence and taking
photos at the Farias’ house the day after the murder. She identified a photo
of the white plastic switch plate and noted that there appeared to be a
pattern in the blood. She said the light switch was about eight feet from the
closet where the slippers were found in plain view, seemingly just “tossed”
on the floor at the back by the men’s clothes.

For a moment, the Farias’ dog (now happily living with Russ’s parents)
became the focus of the trial. Pratt identified the photos she snapped while a
detective took paw prints and fur samples from a scared Sicily, whom Pratt
incorrectly remembered as a male. She was worried because Sicily looked
like “he” was freezing on the back porch.

“He actually seemed a little sad, standing at the door watching us,” Pratt
said.

To explain the need for Sicily’s paw prints, Askey had Pratt identify the
photo she took of what the police thought was a paw print on the hip of
Betsy’s pants.

Nate Swanson started cross-examination by getting Pratt to agree the
pattern on the switch plate appeared to be a “crosshatched pattern” that
could be made by fabric.

“So someone likely touched that switch plate with a piece of fabric that
had blood on it, leaving a stain?”

Askey objected that the question called for Pratt to speculate and the
judge sustained it. Swanson tried twice to reframe the question, but
Mennemeyer sustained Askey’s objections each time.



Swanson moved to the bloody slippers. When he asked if there was any
way for blood to get on the soles other than stepping in blood, Pratt said
simply, “That’s a good question.” She didn’t know how the slippers got in
the closet, but she had not found any bloody footprints leading to the closet
or anywhere else in the house.

Swanson showed Pratt a report on Bluestar Forensic testing of Betsy’s
pants and had her read the last paragraph that concluded there was no blood
present. An objection from Askey fomented a long argument over who
could say what about Bluestar test results.

Swanson said the judge had already prohibited the State from saying a
positive reaction from tests on the kitchen floor indicated there could have
been blood there, but had ruled the defense could elicit testimony that a
negative reaction proved there was no blood. Schwartz added that the
defense was justified in presenting testimony that tests found no blood on
the alleged paw print because Askey had said in her opening statement that
it was blood.

When Judge Mennemeyer decided to take a break before ruling,
Schwartz protested that would allow prosecutors to confer with Pratt before
her testimony continued. The judge said there was no rule prohibiting that,
and Schwartz was free to ask Pratt about it. When court resumed, the judge
ruled prosecutors could present evidence that Bluestar testing had produced
a positive reaction, but could not say that meant blood was present.

Swanson immediately asked Pratt if she had talked to prosecutors during
the break. Yes, they discussed the fact that, while she did not write the
report on the testing, it accurately stated that she conducted the tests and
described the results. He led Pratt on a lengthy explanation of Bluestar test
results and then asked if the alleged paw print showed no reaction to
Bluestar, expecting her to confirm her earlier answer.

“It did react,” she said this time.

That was not what Swanson expected or wanted to hear. He responded,
“It’s not what the report says.”

Pratt said the reference to negative results meant they had not been able
to enhance the image they believed was a paw print; it did not mean there
had been no reaction to a test for blood. She didn’t know if there was blood
because that would have been determined by a different test by someone
else at the laboratory.



In short, rapid-fire questions, Swanson got Pratt to agree that she did not
know if the mark was in blood, did not know how old it was, and didn’t
have a clue how it got on Betsy’s pants. Schwartz wanted a more direct
attack on Pratt’s sudden change in testimony and asked Pratt to identify the
test and the result.

“When we enhanced it for the paw print, it was negative as a paw print,”
Pratt said.

She was hedging and Schwartz couldn’t let her get away with it. “That’s
not what you testified to earlier when Mr. Swanson was questioning you.
You said you enhanced it with Bluestar luminol and that it was negative.”

“To enhance it.”

“So you never enhanced it for blood?”

“We did enhance it for blood.”

“And that test was negative?”

Pratt seemed to be struggling to maintain her new position on the purpose
of the test. “I do not . . . It was used as an enhancement tool to try to draw
the paw print up. That was the whole reason for it.”

“And you keep calling it a paw print, but now you are saying you
enhanced it to determine if it was a paw print, and you can’t even say that.
Can you?”

“I can’t. I can’t tell you if it was a paw print.”

Schwartz got Pratt to agree that the mark could have been on Betsy’s
pants for a month and could have been made in mud from when the dog
was outside.

Schwartz was frustrated. He could only hope that the jurors had found it
suspicious that, after conferring privately with the prosecutors, Pratt
changed her testimony from saying the test found no blood was present to
insisting the test was to determine if the mark was a paw print. Would the
jurors interpret Pratt’s changing testimony as the result of the prosecutors
coaching the witness?

Several of Betsy Faria’s relatives left the courtroom as the next witness
took the stand. They didn’t want to hear Dr. Kamal Sabharwal, the medical
examiner, describe the scores of wounds to their beloved Betsy—and they



especially didn’t want the photographs of her body to become their last
visual memory of her.

But as questioning began, Schwartz objected to testimony by Sabharwal
about cadaveric spasm, the much-debated theory that a part of a body that
undergoes extreme strain or stress just before death could immediately enter
rigor mortis—the stiffening of muscles and tissues that develops normally
two to four hours after death. Schwartz knew Askey and Hicks hoped to use
the cadaveric spasm theory to suggest Betsy’s body could have entered
rigor mortis in the ten-to-fifteen minutes between the time they said Russ
killed her and first responders found her body cold and stiff.

Judge Mennemeyer had already denied Schwartz’s motion asking for a
special hearing to take scientific and medical testimony on whether the
concept of cadaveric spasm met the legal standards for evidence in a trial.
Hicks agreed now there was “no scientific measure or test that can be done
to figure out if this happened” and that it was a rare phenomenon. But he
said it was supported by many doctors, including Sabharwal. It was up to
the jurors to determine if cadaveric spasm could explain the condition of
Betsy’s body. Mennemeyer rejected Schwartz’s new request for a hearing,
ruling prosecutors could ask about cadaveric spasms and Schwartz could
make more objections then.

Dr. Sabharwal then began the litany of stabbing and cutting and slicing,
describing all fifty-five mutilations by location, direction, length, and depth
as the photos of the wounds came up on the screen. He said all of the entry
wounds were on the left side of the head, face, and neck. The cutting and
slicing wounds all over the right arm and wrist could be consistent with
defensive wounds.

Hicks led the doctor on an explanation that a knife making the gash
across the right forearm, more than one and a half inches deep, would have
to cut through the skin, underlying soft tissue, tendons, muscles, and some
blood vessels. Hicks clearly was fishing for a comment from Sabharwal that
would imply the killer was more likely to be a man with the strength to
inflict that kind of wound with a steak knife. But the best answer he could
get was “It would take a little effort, yes.”

When Hicks asked the doctor to define “cadaveric spasm,” Schwartz
resisted the urge to object again. Another unfavorable ruling from the judge
might lead jurors to assume the defense was trying to hide something more
important than this really was.



Sabharwal explained to the jurors how rigor mortis naturally occurs as
muscles and tissue stiffen, usually starting two to four hours after death. He
said rigor mortis could occur almost immediately if there was a lot of
exertion or physical activity just before death. That could deplete adenosine
triphosphate (ATP), the chemical that causes muscles to contract, and that
could cause the muscles to go into spasm—or rigor mortis—faster. That
was the rare event called cadaveric spasm that medical reports said had
happened under certain circumstances.
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Schwartz went directly on the attack.

The doctor agreed that there was no test to determine if cadaveric spasm
exists or had happened in a specific case, and that some doctors accepted
the theory of cadaveric spasm and some rejected it. The pathologist said he
believed it could happen if extreme physical exertion depleted the ATP.

Schwartz hoped to minimize the value of this speculation as he asked,
“Cadaveric spasm would not account for cooling of the body or drying of
blood, would it?”

“That’s correct.”

Sabharwal agreed he didn’t know if he had ever seen an incidence of
cadaveric spasm and couldn’t tell if it had happened to Betsy’s body.

“Here, you have no basis to say that it did happen?”

“In this case, no.”

The doctor also agreed that, since he did not know when Betsy’s body
was discovered, he had no way to tell when rigor mortis would have set in
naturally.

Looking again at the photo of Betsy’s body lying on her living-room
floor, Sabharwal agreed with Schwartz that he would expect to see more
blood from the seven-inch-deep wounds to her abdomen and back, as well
as the gash to her right wrist, if she had been alive when they were inflicted.
Schwartz asked if Sabharwal would expect, given that he said Betsy had
“bled out,” and there were defensive wounds to her arms and hands, that
whoever stabbed her would have blood on them somewhere.

“I would think so.”



Hicks came back for quick responses to some points Schwartz made on
cross. Sabharwal agreed there had been significant internal bleeding from
the abdominal wounds. He said the only way to tell if rigor mortis had set in
would be to move the body—not simply touching it or looking at a
photograph. And the doctor said the time it takes for blood to begin drying
depends on the volume of blood and the thickness of the layer of blood.

Schwartz used more recross to show the doctor the photo of Betsy’s body
with the blood under her head and to ask how long it would take for a pool
like that to dry.

“The area where there is a lot of blood—that would take longer than
minutes. That would take some time to dry up or coagulate,” Sabharwal
said.

If it would take longer than minutes, Schwartz thought, then Russ
couldn’t have spilled Betsy’s blood just minutes before first responders
examined her body. He hoped the jurors could put those commonsense facts
together.



CHAPTER THIRTY

Crime Scene Technician Tiffany Fischer had written the report that seemed
to confuse the issue of whether there was blood on Betsy Faria’s pants, in
what may or may not have been a dog’s paw print. Referring to the report
Leah Askey handed her, Fischer said Bluestar was not used to test for
blood, but the stain there was consistent with other stains on the pants she
described as “red bloodlike stains.” She used Bluestar to try to enhance the
pattern, but was unable to improve it beyond what could be seen with the
naked eye.

Nate Swanson had Fischer confirm again that there was no reaction to
Bluestar when she applied it to the mark on the pants. She didn’t know what
the laboratory did with that stain or mark after that.

Swanson was only too happy to move on and have Fischer identify the
photos she took of the front passenger seat of Russ’s car showing the paper
bag and receipt from Arby’s, two bottles of Brisk iced tea, and a carton of
flip-top boxes of Edgefield cigarettes. For a complete effect, Swanson had
her read the receipt for two junior cheddar-melt roast beef sandwiches that
was dated December 27, 2011, at 9:09 p.m.

On redirect, Askey tried to reframe the testing of the paw print by asking
if a positive reaction to Bluestar indicated there could be blood present.

“There was a chemical reaction that caused the chemiluminescence,
which would indicate the possible presence of blood,” Fischer said.

Swanson wouldn’t let that stand. “When you say ‘possible,” you don’t
know if it’s blood?”

“I do not know if it’s blood.”

“You don’t know what it is?”

“Correct.”

The first detective to arrive at the Faria house that night told the jury he
immediately rejected the possibility that Betsy committed suicide because



“those were not self-inflicted wounds that she had, and . . . the majority of
the wounds on her hands and arms appeared to be defensive wounds.”

Detective Mike Merkel also said Russ was cooperative during the initial
four-hour interview at the police station. Hicks asked what Merkel observed
on the remote TV broadcast while Russ was alone in the interview room.

“Well, on more than one occasion, it appeared that his demeanor was, I’ll
call it erratic. He would be overwhelmed with emotion at times and then
what appeared to be completely emotionless and just stoic at other times.”

“What about any observations you might have made about him crying?
Was he sobbing or crying?”

“I think, when you say ‘crying’ . . . was he shedding tears? Not
necessarily. He would sob, but it didn’t appear as though . . . any water was
coming from his eyes, any tears were coming out.”

Schwartz was disgusted by the cynical attempt to suggest to the jury that
Russ’s heartbreaking reaction to the bloody death of his wife was anything
less than genuine and sincere. Who has the right to judge the emotional
response of someone who has just discovered the brutal murder of his wife?
Who sets the standard for the correct way to grieve?

Merkel told the jurors Russ demonstrated how he dropped to the floor
about a foot in front of Betsy’s face. When Hicks asked if Merkel
questioned Russ about how he could have done that without getting any
blood on him, Merkel’s memory was inaccurate.

“I don’t think I questioned him as directly as that sounds. I more inferred
that I had needed to understand if there was any trace evidence from this
person that did that on him, and if we needed to collect any of that from
him.”

What did Russ say when asked why he didn’t embrace Betsy’s body?

“I don’t think he really provided an answer.... I don’t know that he was
expecting that question or even knew how to answer it.”

Knowing that Schwartz would attack that misleading answer, Hicks
handed Merkel his own report on the interview. With his recollection
refreshed, Merkel said, “According to my report, when I asked him that, he
said she was already gone.”

“Did he tell you what he believed had happened as far as why she was
dead?”

“He stated that he thought she had killed herself.”



Hicks handed Merkel his report on the search of the house on January 3,
2012, the day before Russ was arrested, when the police used Bluestar to
look for evidence of blood in the kitchen, dining room, and bathroom.
Schwartz objected and told the judge in a sidebar that the defense had never
seen that report—written by Merkel and approved by Sergeant Ryan
McCarrick on April 3, 2013, exactly fifteen long months after the search—
or the photographs the police took that day.

Schwartz said Merkel should be barred from testifying about the search
or the Bluestar testing. Hicks said he had just received the report and agreed
it should have been provided to the defense, but added that Schwartz
already knew about the Bluestar tests. Swanson responded that the defense
had asked specifically for reports on forensic testing in the house and had
been told no such report existed. Askey shot back that all of this had been
discussed when the prosecution’s witnesses were deposed. And Hicks
added that none of this meant Merkel couldn’t testify now that the tests
showed only the possibility of blood. Schwartz relented and said he would
accept Merkel’s testimony, as long as he didn’t say the tests were positive
for blood.

Judge Mennemeyer offered a final ruling: “Everybody can say it’s
presumptive: could be, couldn’t be.” And then she said to Schwartz, “You
could say it couldn’t be, right?”

But before Schwartz could answer, Swanson brought up the related issue
of the photographs of the tests Merkel would say produced a glow from
positive results. “Those pictures would have been important to document
your investigation, yet none of those pictures were developed successfully.
You don’t have any of those to give to anybody?” Swanson asked.

Hicks said, “I think he [Merkel] will tell you, sadly, that is the case.”

It would be some time before it was known if that, indeed, was the case.

Xk ok 3k

When testimony resumed, Hicks wasted no time taking Merkel to the
Bluestar testing on January 3, 2012. He asked Merkel to step down from the
stand and approach the screen where photos of the kitchen and dining room
were being displayed for the jury. He explained the police didn’t spray the
entire floor, but followed a trail of positive reactions.



“It’s just like, follow the trail of bread crumbs, essentially,” he said. He
identified spots on the kitchen floor and near the table in the dining room
that reacted to Bluestar with “a positive chemical luminescence,” as did the
front of a drawer on a kitchen cabinet.

” Do you recall what was in that drawer?”

“If I recall, there were towels . . . hand towels.”
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Schwartz’s cross-examination first targeted the January 3 date of the
tests. Merkel didn’t know if the house had been returned to Russ’s control
after he was released by the police on December 29, but he did not
remember any police barricades around the house on January 3 and if the
house been released. Merkel knew of nothing that would have prevented
Russ, his family, or anyone else from cleaning up the scene before the day
of the tests.

Merkel said he had reviewed the photographs taken that day and they
showed “absolutely nothing . . . because of a malfunction in our camera that
we have had, since then, repaired.”

“There’s no photographs we can see?”

“They did not produce any results because of the camera malfunction.”

Police claims of malfunctioning equipment or cameras irritated Schwartz.
While he had no specific examples of lying by police, claims of evidence
unavailable because of some mechanical malfunction always seemed too
convenient. He thought his suspicions would someday prove justified, but
he didn’t know then just when that day would arrive.

Schwartz drew Merkel’s agreement that Bluestar testing could yield
“false positive” results, but he said he wasn’t aware if “common household
cleaning agents” could cause false positives.

Schwartz returned to Russ’s behavior in the interview room, having
Merkel explain the police do not inform people that they are recorded by a
hidden camera. He agreed that Russ cried; repeatedly whispered, “No, no,
no, no, no, no, no, no”; prayed; put his head into his hands on the table and
sobbed; and fell to his knees, while whispering “no” again. Merkel couldn’t
remember if Russ banged his head against the wall, but he agreed after
Schwartz showed him his own report.



Schwartz cast a quick glance at the jurors. My God, what else should
Russ have done for his grief to be judged genuine by a cop? Would those
twelve people agree with the police that he somehow had not shown enough
“real” grief to avoid being tagged as the killer?

Merkel agreed that, “to the best of my knowledge,” the police confirmed
everything Russ told them about his activities the day and evening of the
murder. Looking at a photo of Betsy’s body, Merkel also agreed that there
were no more than a few “droplets” of blood on the floor where Russ said
he lay to look at her. Schwartz hoped that would negate any concerns by
jurors over the lack of blood on Russ’s clothes or body. And he followed
that by asking if the video of Russ pumping gas at the Conoco station didn’t
show he was wearing the same clothes he was wearing when police arrived
at the house—the same clothes the police seized from him in jail. Merkel
said he didn’t remember exactly what Russ was wearing in the video, but
agreed Schwartz’s description of an orange T-shirt, blue jeans, and boots
sounded familiar.

Under redirect, Hicks returned to the issue of Russ’s grief. Merkel agreed
he had interviewed other witnesses who cried and that he had given them
Kleenex tissues.

“Did you ever have to do that with Mr. Faria?”

“No, sir.”

Schwartz shook his head. So Kleenex was now the standard for the
appropriate level of grieving.

The next witness, Major Ray Floyd of the Troy Police Department,
would surely resurrect the continuing conflict over testimony about Betsy’s
life insurance policies. Schwartz asked for a sidebar to object again to the
judge’s rulings limiting testimony about insurance to the fact that Russ told
police he was beneficiary on $300,000 to $400,000 in policies on Betsy.
Schwartz argued again that it was wrong to allow prosecutors to say money
from life insurance was Russ’s motive to kill Betsy, while preventing
Schwartz from saying that money from life insurance was an equally valid
motive for new beneficiary Pam Hupp to kill Betsy.

Hicks began his argument with what Schwartz thought was a profound
admission. “I would agree, absolutely, that that would be motive for Pam



Hupp,” Hicks said. “But Pam Hupp—that’s not relevant for us to bring up
because there’s no direct evidence of her involvement. That’s the
difference.”

The frustration was unending for Schwartz. Pam Hupp stood to profit
substantially from Betsy’s death, was the last person known to see Betsy
alive, and was the only person known to be at Betsy’s house about the time
she was killed—yet the prosecutors and the judge found no “direct
evidence” linking her to Betsy’s murder.

Schwartz fired back, “I would argue there’s less—substantially less—
direct evidence that Russell Faria was with her at the time of her death.”

Schwartz thought Hicks was desperately flailing about to try to justify his
position: “There is much more evidence against Mr. Faria than there is
against Pam Hupp. There is a history of animus and anger and fighting
between these two. There is her blood.... He has her blood on his slippers in
the closet. There is him finding her and claiming that she committed
suicide, when it’s clear to everybody else that she didn’t commit suicide.”

And then Hicks shocked Schwartz with what seemed another admission
about the State’s case against Russ. “I think that, in and of itself, may not be
enough direct evidence to ultimately convince a jury. I don’t know. We’re
going to find out. But it is much more direct evidence than they have, than
just her mere presence—Pam Hupp dropping her off during that time
period.”

Judge Mennemeyer quickly confirmed her previous decisions. Floyd
could testify that Russ said he was the beneficiary on Betsy’s policies.
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Hicks started by having Floyd tell the jury the questioning of Russ Faria
“started at roughly four o’clock in the morning and probably concluded
somewhere around four o’clock in the afternoon” on December 28. The
actual interrogation took up five or six of those twelve hours; the rest of the
time was for breaks to get Russ cigarettes and water, for him to use the
restroom, and to feed him. Schwartz hoped the jurors would remember that
the twelve hours with Floyd came after almost six hours of interrogation by
Detective Merkel or Russ sitting alone in the tiny interview room with his
grief. Would jurors think about what it must have been like for a man who
had just found his wife’s butchered body to spend those hours alone in



haunted disbelief interrupted by intense police questioning and accusations
that he murdered her?

Hicks chose a curious place to start that story—with questions about the
Farias’ chow/golden retriever mix, Sicily. Asked what Russ told him about
the dog, Floyd said, “He said that strangers—it would probably come at
them. Friends and family, it was friendly with.”

There was the implication Hicks was seeking—that Sicily would attack
any threatening stranger who came into the house. Therefore, the Kkiller
must have been a family member.

Hicks also led Floyd through a series of questions designed to make
jurors think Russ was adamant that Betsy had committed suicide and was
trying to deceive the police. Floyd agreed that Russ said several times he
believed it was suicide.

“And would keep coming back to it, right? He believed that she
committed suicide?”

“He believed she committed suicide.”

“But then did you ask him . . . if she committed suicide, why would she
have picked this time to do it?”

“He thought it was because he was going to be away from the house at
that time.”

“Did he acknowledge to you in any way whether . . . there were life
insurance policies on Betsy’s life?”

“Yes, he did.”

Schwartz chaffed at the word “acknowledge,” as if Floyd had to beat that
information out of a reluctant Russ, instead of him informing them in a very
matter-of-fact way during what he thought then was his effort to assist the
investigation.

Hicks closed his direct examination by asking about Pam Hupp. Floyd
said Russ considered Pam and Betsy close friends. He thought Pam was “a
nice lady,” the two of them had a good relationship, and he considered her a
friend, too.

Schwartz wanted to immediately put the life insurance policies and the
discussion of suicide into the proper perspective for the jurors. He started
cross-examination by having Floyd confirm Russ told police Betsy had a



short time to live because of the new cancer diagnosis. Floyd also said Russ
agreed the way Betsy died was not a typical way to commit suicide and he
hoped she had not taken her own life. Russ said Betsy once left a so-called
suicide note, but Floyd didn’t remember Russ saying Betsy had actually
tried to commit suicide once.
Schwartz returned to what he thought was abuse of Russ by the police.
“So, how long had he been up when you were talking to him?”
“Thirty-six hours.”

The prosecutors knew their next witness would draw more objections
from the defense, so they called for another sidebar. Hicks warned Betsy’s
life insurance agent, Lee Lester, would testify that Russ called him on New
Year’s Eve, four days after Betsy’s murder, to ask about collecting on the
State Farm policy. Schwartz argued that would violate the judge’s limits on
testimony about insurance policies.

Hicks naturally disagreed. “It’s not just he knew about it, but he was
concerned about it. He was interested in it just a few days after his wife’s
death.... It goes directly to motive.”

The argument continued until Schwartz had almost passed his breaking
point and he threw out a comment that could have raised some judges’
eyebrows, if not their tempers.

“Judge, you do what you want,” he said in a tone he was sure conveyed
his opinion that the situation already caused by the judge’s rulings was
ridiculous.

Mennemeyer agreed with Hicks. “I think . . . the timing of it is
probative.”

But Schwartz then objected because the agent had been sitting in the
courtroom all day listening to testimony. That violated the judge’s order
excluding witnesses except for Betsy’s family. Assured earlier testimony
had nothing to do with questions for Lester, the judge agreed he could
testify.

Lester said Russ called him because “he wanted to get the money, he
said, for her funeral.... I said there was going to be an investigation before
that can happen.... He was, like, maybe, surprised by that. He was like,



‘Really? An investigation?’ I was like, ‘Yeah, any kind of case like this gets
pushed up to our special unit.” ”

Schwartz asked if Russ told Lester the funeral home suggested calling the
agent to get money for funeral costs.

“That’s correct, I believe.”

A computer analysis of Russ Faria’s cell phone showed that between the
four hours of 5 to 9 p.m., on December 27, 2011, there was only one call
out and one call in. Captain Michael Lang of the Lincoln County Sheriff’s
Office, an investigator for the Major Case Squad’s Technical Operations
Group (TOG), testified the call from Russ’s phone at 5:22 p.m. was to his
mother and lasted thirteen minutes. The call into his phone was at 8:57 p.m.
from Betsy’s mother and went to voice mail.

Askey asked if the records indicated that Russ listened to Meyer’s voice
mail.

“Yes . .. a call to the number that was listed as voice mail . . . about thirty
seconds later.”

Lang also testified that he was among the officers sent to arrest Russ at
his mother’s house on January 4, 2012. Lang said he seized handwritten
notes next to the phone on the desk where Russ was seated when police
arrived. There were three phone numbers with names written next to them;
the names were Sergeant Ryan (McCarrick), Ryan Lance (a friend of
Russ’s), and Mike (Corbin). And there was a note that said “Elizabeth
policy,” followed by a policy number; the names Russell S. Faria, Mary
Rodgers, and Deb Suchomski (Russ’s aunt); and then “$150,000.”
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On cross, Nate Swanson had Lang confirm he did not know who wrote
the notes and had not been told the funeral home advised Russ to call the
insurance agent about money for Betsy’s funeral.

Swanson also challenged Lang’s conclusion that Russ listened to the
voice mail thirty seconds after Betsy’s mother called his phone. Wouldn’t
her call to Russ’s phone still have been connected to voice mail in thirty
seconds?



Lang admitted, “It could be a call to the voice mail. It just wouldn’t be
able to retrieve the voice mail yet.”

“So there’s no evidence that Russell Faria ever listened to the phone call
from Janet Meyer?”

“No.”

Swanson hoped the jurors would realize that Lang had just contradicted
his direct testimony for Askey that Russ’s phone proved he had listened to
the voice mail. That wasn’t what the data showed and Lang had to pull back
his testimony.

Swanson referred to the texts beginning at 3:46 p.m. between Russ and
Betsy, when she told him Pam Hupp had offered to drive her home: “ ‘She
offered and I accepted,” ” Swanson read the 3:52 p.m. text aloud. He
wanted to be sure the jury understood the arrangement for Pam to drive
Betsy home. Swanson asked, “[Russ] told her he would come and get her? .
.. She told him he didn’t need to, that Pam Hupp had offered, she accepted,
and Pam Hupp would be bringing her home?”

“That’s correct.”

Another direct and provable contradiction to Pam’s false testimony that
Betsy asked her to drive her home, and more evidence that Pam was
determined to be alone with Betsy, at the house, at the time she was
murdered.

Judge Mennemeyer sent the jury home for the night.



CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

Wednesday, November 20, 2013—
third day of trial testimony

The numbers sounded impressive, but they proved very little.

The chance that the blood found on the outside and the sole of Russ
Faria’s right slipper belonged to someone other than Betsy Faria was one in
178 quadrillion—quadrillion being the number that comes after a trillion,
which comes after a billion. So that’s one in 178,000,000,000,000,000—
with fifteen zeroes. And the chance that the DNA found inside the slipper
was from anyone other than Russ Faria was one in 978 billion—one in
987,000,000,000.

So, Joel Schwartz thought, the jury now knew the blood at the scene of
Betsy’s murder was hers and Russ had at some time worn his own slippers.

The rest of the testimony by Daniel Fahnestock from the crime lab at the
St. Charles County Sheriff’s Department didn’t prove much, either. The
DNA analysis only proved that someone—no one knew who—had put
Betsy’s blood on Russ’s slippers. And proving that Russ had worn his own
slippers certainly didn’t prove he killed his wife.

But Askey had Fahnestock, the crime lab’s DNA technical leader, present
all of his analysis, starting with his description of the blood on the slippers
as “droplets,” adding “they weren’t smears. They didn’t appear to be
transfers.”

“So, not like someone could pick up the slipper and rub it in the blood?”

“That’s not what it appeared to be to me.”

Fahnestock said the blood on the switch plate from the master bedroom
was a mixture from two people. The major contributor was Betsy. The other
contributor was male, but the sample was so small as to be “of no
comparative value” for identification. A loose end Schwartz thought didn’t
cut in favor of the prosecution or the defense.

Fahnestock said the rape kit—standard in the murder of a woman—
showed a mixture of material from Betsy and Russ, including eight sperm
cells, in her vagina. A swab from the outside of the rectum showed a



mixture of materials from Betsy and a male. But again, the sample was too
small to allow identification.

Swanson used cross-examination to put the lab tests into perspective.
Fahnestock had not found any blood on Russ’s T-shirt, jeans, socks, belt,
and wristwatch. He did not know how old the blood on Russ’s slippers was
or how it got there. Betsy’s T-shirt showed extensive amounts of her blood,
but Fahnestock never saw Betsy’s pants. No blood was found on any of the
cabinet doors or the floor tiles from the kitchen and dining room, including
one he tested after it reacted to Bluestar/luminol. He agreed with Swanson
that the reagents had a high level of false-positive results to “things like
plant materials. It could be dirt, bleach. A lot cleaning supplies will give
false positives.”

Material from fingernail clippings from Betsy’s right hand was mostly
Betsy’s. There was one particle of DNA called an “allele”—a tiny form of a
gene located on a chromosome—from someone else. It was not from Russ,
but it was too small to identify another source.

Askey immediately tried to rebut implications from Swanson’s cross-
examination, starting with the possibility of DNA from an unidentified third
person. Fahnestock said one allele under Betsy’s fingernails meant nothing
and could have been deposited there during normal activities. Without
referring specifically to Betsy’s pants, he said he would not typically even
test an article of bloody clothing from a victim unless there was a specific
reason to do so. He said being unable to reproduce the reaction to Bluestar
on floor tiles and cabinet and drawer fronts—because the liquid reagent just
rolled off the surfaces—did not mean the glowing results when police tested
them were wrong.

Swanson thought the jurors were certain to be confused by that round of
questions by Askey. He asked Fahnestock if the high rate of false-positive
results from Bluestar meant a reaction was not meaningful if he couldn’t
confirm it.

“It’s not meaningful for us to continue with doing DNA analysis. It may
be meaningful in the reconstruction of the crime. But for me to proceed
with DNA analysis, that’s only meaningful if I can confirm it’s blood.”



Nate referred to the lack of bloody footprints anywhere and especially on
the carpet near the pooled blood around Betsy’s body. “You were not able to
confirm any blood here?”

“I was not.”

Askey called her next witness, apologized for putting her on the stand,
and asked her to identify herself.

“I’m Janet Meyer, Betsy Faria’s mother,” she said.

Askey had Janet explain that she had called Russ at 8:57 p.m. to check on
Betsy’s whereabouts after she failed to answer a call. She left a message,
but Russ didn’t return it, as he usually did when it concerned Betsy.

Askey ended her short examination by asking if Betsy usually showered
before she went to chemotherapy or other events, a question clearly aimed
at doubting the timing of the deposit of the seminal material Russ said was
during sex on Christmas night.

“Yes, yes, yes. She was a very clean person.”
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It was clear to Schwartz that Askey did not like the inference that the
seminal material was from the Farias having sex Sunday night before her
death on Tuesday night. He would have to wait until closing arguments to
find out why. But he addressed that in his first questions for Janet Meyer.
Yes, she had heard that Betsy and Russ had sex on Christmas night. She
didn’t remember what Betsy was wearing when she came to her home on
Monday.

Schwartz asked if Janet told police that Pam said she had not gone into
Betsy’s house, but that drew an objection from prosecutors and led to a
lengthy debate at a sidebar. Hicks argued the only reason to pursue what
Pam said about going into the house was to point the finger of guilt at her.
Schwartz responded that Janet could testify about what she told police and
that was proper impeachment of Pam’s denial that she told Janet she had not
gone into the house.

Judge Mennemeyer was obviously tiring of the arguments over Pam
Hupp, but in a rare event, she still ruled for Schwartz. “You can ask her
what she said, but we’re not going to go over and over and over the issue.”



Schwartz had Janet confirm again that Pam called her at 8:52 p.m. “And
then did you also tell [police] that Pam had indicated to you she did not go
into Elizabeth’s residence because the house was dark and the door was
unlocked?”

“I think so0.”

“All right. You didn’t make that information up, if it says it in your
report?”

“If it says it, yeah, right. It would be true, yes.”

Schwartz and Betsy’s mother fenced a bit about whether she told police it
wasn’t unusual for Russ not to return calls on his game night. Schwartz
asked, “But if he didn’t listen to the message, he wouldn’t have known what
it was pertaining to, correct?”

“I feel like he listened to it and didn’t call me back. That’s how I feel.”

“You feel like he listened to it?”

“I do.... That’s my feeling.”

Schwartz decided not to ask her how she could know that. The jury might
not like further challenges to the grieving mother of a murdered daughter.

As Janet Meyer left the witness stand, Judge Mennemeyer turned to
Askey. “Further evidence on behalf of the State?”

“No, Your Honor,” Askey said. “The State rests.”



CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

Joel Schwartz immediately made his motion for the judge to acquit Russ
Faria at the end of the State’s case. As he expected, Judge Mennemeyer
immediately denied it. He had tried few cases where a judge’s “directed
verdict of acquittal” was as warranted as it was in the People of the State of
Missouri v. Russell Faria. The State had failed to present a case jurors
could conclude proved Russ guilty beyond a reasonable doubt. The defense
team thought the State proved only that Russ was miles away from his
home from five o’clock until at least nine thirty—certainly the time frame
when Betsy was murdered. An objective analysis of the State’s evidence
should result in an overwhelming doubt—way beyond a reasonable doubt—
about Russ’s guilt. The judge should order Russ acquitted now. But
Schwartz knew Mennemeyer would deny the motion—and she did.

Before Schwartz could call his first witness, Mennemeyer also denied his
motion to reconsider her rulings limiting cross-examination of Pam Hupp.
The judge agreed case law established the defense’s right to cross-examine
a witness on accuracy, veracity, and credibility, and that the interest of the
witness in the outcome of a case is never irrelevant. But she confirmed she
found no direct connection between Pam Hupp and the murder, so she was
correct to prohibit Schwartz from questioning her about some points,
including becoming beneficiary of Betsy’s insurance—four days before she
was killed. The jury had heard there were inconsistencies or contradictions
in some of her statements and testimony because the defense had been
allowed to cross-examine her on those points. But it was inappropriate to
engage in questioning that would get into who Pam Hupp thought killed
Betsy or whether she killed Betsy. Pursuing those questions “would be
prejudicial and confusing,” the judge said.

Schwartz had known exactly what was coming. He responded with a
cool, flat, and vaguely sarcastic “Thank you, Your Honor.”

And then he began presenting his case to prove that Russ not only did not
kill Betsy, but that he could not have killed her.



The first defense witness was the first firefighter or EMT to examine
Betsy’s body. Captain Robert Shramek of the Lincoln County FPD said the
body was cold to the touch when he checked for a brachial pulse on her
upper arm. When he tried to move that part of her arm, her entire arm
moved.

“What did that mean to you as a firefighter for thirty years?”

“That she had been there for some time and that rigor mortis had started
to set in.”

“Did you notice the condition of the blood?”

“It was set up. It was coagulated, I guess you would call it.”

“What does that mean in layman’s terms?”

“The blood was cold. It had been there for some time.”

Richard Hicks’s cross-examination took Shramek right to the State’s
major theme: He never thought Betsy committed suicide. But he also told
Hicks he thought Betsy’s body had entered at least the onset of rigor mortis,
which could happen within a couple of hours after death.
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Schwartz hoped Shramek’s testimony would help the jury set a time of
death close to 7:30 p.m., so his next four witnesses—the game-night players
—could establish Russ’s alibi for that time. He began with host Michael
Corbin—a forty-one-year-old sign maker who had known Russ for fifteen
years and had been playing fantasy board games since junior high school.
Mike explained the details of the Rolemaster game for the jury: Players take
on specific characters—a monk for Russ and an elf investigator for Mike’s
girlfriend, Angelia Hulion—and roll dice to move around a board that Mike
utilizes to set up fantasy adventures.

Mike verified everything Russ had always said about game night. He
remembered Russ’s phone ringing once, with its distinctive ring—the
recognizable “Imperial March” music from Star Wars. Russ looked at the
phone and put it back in his pocket without answering it.

Was Mike “100 percent” certain no one left the house between six and
nine o’clock that night? “I am positive of that. We all sat within eight feet of
each other the entire evening, except if one of us got up to go to the
restroom.”



Prosecutor Hicks took the group’s role-playing game in an odd direction,
starting by having Mike explain that he served as the referee who made up
the adventures and drew up the game board. Did Mike have to be
imaginative to do that?

“Somewhat . . . you have to be able to think on the fly.”

“Right. You are thinking on the fly. You’re trying to come up with story
lines, adventures. I think you used the term ‘missions’?”

“Yes, that would be one way to look at them. I usually refer to them as
adventures.”

“ ‘Adventures’ or ‘missions’ where a particular character has to
accomplish something?”

“Usually it’s the entire group working together.”

Mike said he had to write Russ’s “peaceful, monk-type character” out of
the game after he was arrested. The monk simply wandered off into the
woods, never to be heard from again.

Hicks asked, “I thought you told me in the deposition he was a martial
arts expert?”

“He did have those skills, but he didn’t use any weapons—typically, tried
to defuse situations in the game, so . . .”

“Then, in that same deposition . . . do you remember . . . when I asked
you about Conan the Barbarian, your response was ‘Oh, well, we don’t
play those types of games’?”

Mike offered a pointed answer to correct Hicks’s memory. “Actually, you
had asked me about missions that involved kidnapping people, and I stated,
‘No, we don’t have any kind of ill will in any of the games.” Typically, I run
a heroic-type game, where these are good guys trying to defeat bad guys.”

Are there “nonheroic-type role-playing games”?

“There are people that do that, but I think that’s kind of an unhealthy
thing.”

“Somehow for you, that’s different from just watching the movie Conan
the Barbarian?”

“I guess watching the movie is a much more passive type of activity.”

“Rather than to actually become the character?”

“Than to actually play out or act out. I mean, you know, we don’t dress
up or anything. This is just a board, pieces of paper, dice.”



Schwartz had to shake his head. Hicks seemed to be trying to turn a
harmless fantasy board game among friends into Charlie Manson’s “Helter
Skelter”—inspired mayhem playing out before a murder.
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The second player up to bat was Marshall Bach, a twenty-nine-year-old
auto mechanic who offered the same details Mike Corbin had just
recounted. Again, Hicks went right to the board game in cross-examination.
Marshall confirmed his character was a weapons master named Oden.
Hicks asked if the players got to know each other’s game characters better
than they knew the players themselves. Marshall agreed, admitting he didn’t
know Betsy had cancer or whether Russ had children.

Hicks challenged Marshall’s testimony that he and Brandon Sweeney
arrived just after Russ. Hadn’t Marshall said in his deposition that Russ
arrived after them?

“Right. It’s hard to remember a lot of this stuff. . . . He might have been
there. I don’t know. If any kind of time span, it’s minutes, though.”

Hicks also questioned Marshall’s ability to remember where everyone
was sitting that night. But Marshall had a reason to remember he was sitting
on a dining-room chair: “I was the only one that didn’t have a nice chair.”

The witness confirmed again that he and Brandon, his friend since grade
school and current roommate, left just after Russ, at what he remembered as
exactly 9:03 p.m. by the clock in Brandon’s car. They followed Russ in his
car until they got to the turn to their house, just a few blocks and two or
three minutes from Mike’s. Brandon dropped Marshall at home and then
drove to the nearby Jack in the Box to get something to eat. He agreed that
the Arby’s where Russ stopped was across the street from Jack in the Box.
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The third gamer to the stand was Brandon Sweeney, twenty-eight and an
employee of the federal Centers for Medicare and Medicaid—he simplified
that as Obamacare. When Betsy was murdered, he had been a regular at
game night for about a year. He had known Russ for ten years or so.
Schwartz asked if Rolemaster was violent.

“Sometimes. I mean, like I said, it’s kind of Lord of the Rings-style, so
every once in a while, there would be a horde of orcs that you would have



to go kill off because they were trying to raid the town and steal whatever
from the town, like goods or like special gems, stuff like that. So every once
in a while, yeah, it would get a little violent.”

“Did you ever actually leave to conduct a mission?”

“No, sir.”

Schwartz then had Brandon explain that he still had the receipt from his
purchase at Jack in the Box at 9:13 p.m. He had crumpled it and thrown it
into the backseat of his car. The detectives who interviewed him the next
morning advised him to keep it. He even made a copy in case the ink on the
original faded. Brandon pulled the receipt from his wallet and handed it to
Schwartz, who entered it as evidence.
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The last of the game-nighters to testify was Angelia Hulion, the forty-
year-old employee of a uniform company who had lived with Mike Corbin
for twenty years and was the mother of their son. She offered the same
general description of Rolemaster and remembered everything else exactly
as her friends. Asked how she remembered they watched a movie from the
Conan the Barbarian series, she delivered a line that put the entire case—
that evening, the investigation, and the trial—into perspective.

“How do I remember that? I’ve only talked about it, I guess, five or six
different occasions now, so it’s pretty stuck in my mind.”



CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE

Joel Schwartz had to make at least one more attempt to get Judge Christina
Kunza Mennemeyer to reverse her decision barring testimony that could
establish a murder motive for Pam Hupp. With the defense’s case nearly
complete, Schwartz tried to demonstrate the relevance of Pam’s interest in
Betsy’s insurance with an offer of proof with testimony from Betsy’s close
friend and confidante, Linda Hartmann.

“Betsy’s husband is a relative of my husband and I met her through the
family,” Linda explained in her soft English accent. “I found out that she
had breast cancer and that’s when I got in touch with her, because I had just
got over breast cancer, too.”

When Schwartz asked about the girls’ weekend in Branson just before
Christmas, Linda said the Monday-to-Thursday getaway could have lasted a
couple more days, but Betsy said she had to go home because she had a
meeting with Pam Hupp on Friday, December 23, at 9:30 a.m.

Linda added, “And she didn’t want to go to the meeting with Pam.” “She
told that to you?”

“Yes.”

“What did she tell you about her passing—her eventual passing?”

“She said to me, one day she just said to me, ‘Linda, do you know I'm
OK about passing on?’ Because we had not spoken about, you know, her
leaving, and I got very sort of emotional about it when she said that. And I
said, “Yes.” And she said, ‘I’'m OK with passing on because when I leave,
I’'m going to be leaving life insurance with Russ and the two girls, so it’s
going to be split into three.” She said, ‘So I’m really, you know, pleased that
I’ve been able to do something once I’ve been here.’ ”

“So that would be approximately—unfortunately—about a week before
she died?”

“Yes, yes.”

Schwartz couldn’t understand how the judge could prohibit jurors from
hearing what she had just heard. Linda’s insight to Betsy’s desire for Russ
and her daughters to share her life insurance money—and her reluctance to
attend the meeting with Pam to change the beneficiary—created a



suspicious perspective that jurors should hear. The judge made no
immediate ruling on Schwartz’s request to present Linda Hartmann’s
testimony to jurors.

Schwartz was eager to call his next witness when the jury returned—a
detective who would help confirm, if unintentionally, essential facts of
Russ’s alibi. Dean Frye of the O’Fallon Police Department had worked with
the Major Case Squad and was assigned to check on Russ’s account of his
stops on the way to game night. He collected videos from the Conoco, U-
Gas, and QT stations and a receipt from Greene’s Country Store.

On the screen facing the jury, Schwartz projected the video snippets Frye
collected. At the Conoco service station, the first of Russ’s stops, Frye said,
“That’s him there” as he pointed to the image of Russ putting gas into his
Ford Explorer. Checking his own report, he added that Russ had been at
pump nine from 5:16 to 5:20 p.m.

When the video from U-Gas played, Frye identified Russ driving up to
the store at 5:29 p.m., wearing the same clothes as when he was arrested.
Frye identified the receipt he collected at Greene’s Country Store showing
that Russ paid for dog food with a credit card at 5:52 p.m. Frye next
identified the video from inside QuikTrip showing Russ entering and
leaving the store.

Schwartz had Frye agree that he confirmed Russ had been to exactly the
places and at the times he told police and was wearing the same clothes
police seized.

To save time, Schwartz had agreed to let prosecutors question Frye about
matters not discussed by Schwartz rather than forcing them to call Frye as
their own witness. So, what did Hicks want Frye to talk about? He first had
Frye describe the burnt marijuana smell that he and his partner identified
outside and inside Corbin’s mobile home about six o’clock on the morning
after the murder. Frye then denied that Brandon Sweeney mentioned the
receipt from Jack in the Box or retrieved it from his car at the detectives’
request. Frye said he would have kept the receipt as evidence if Brandon
had mentioned it.



Joel Schwartz’s private investigator told the jury he bought food at the
Arby’s in Lake St. Louis and then drove to Russ Faria’s house in Troy
several times, each time taking between twenty-eight and thirty-two
minutes. Schwartz wanted the jurors to hear again that Russ could not have
possibly been home before 9:35 p.m., scant minutes before he called 911 at
9:40 p.m. Kurt Ponzer, a thirty-seven-year veteran investigator whose
career began as what used to be called “a Pinkerton man,” submitted a
video he took while driving Russ’s route. Ponzer made it simple for the
jurors; the drive home, which Russ began at Arby’s at about 9:09 p.m.,
takes approximately thirty minutes. Prosecutors had no questions.

Ponzer had given the jury a pretty good time frame, but Schwartz hoped
his next witness would nail it down beyond any doubit.
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Greg Chatten, a forensic computer analyst certified as an expert by the
courts in Missouri, had charted the activity by Russ’s cell phone in what is
called “cellular mapping and data forensics”—a specialty that requires a
license issued by the Missouri Board of Professional Regulation. He
explained that cell phone towers make a record of every incoming or
outgoing call, text message, and data transaction, such as connecting to the
internet or receiving information from the internet. Each tower’s range
creates a circle around the tower that he compared to “Grandma’s home-
baked pie and split into thirds.” The tower identifies which third a phone is
in when each activity is recorded.

Using information from T-Mobile, which the defense received from
Askey, Chatten created a map showing which “pie slice” of each tower
Russ’s phone was in every time it activated. Chatten walked up to the
screen and offered the jurors an uncomplicated explanation of the data on
the map. At 5:07, 5:08, and 5:10 p.m., Russ’s phone was in the sector that
included his home. At 5:11, 5:13, and 5:22 p.m., the phone was in the same
sector as the Conoco service station. At 5:50 p.m., the phone was in the
more populated, congested area close to Lake St. Louis and O’Fallon. At
7:50 p.m., the phone was in the area that included Mike Corbin’s house. At
9:25 p.m., Russ’s phone was in a sector at least ten miles from his home. It
arrived in the same sector as his house at approximately 9:37 p.m.



When Swanson asked if Chatten had received information from AT&T,
Hicks asked for another sidebar with the judge. Assuming Swanson was
about to ask for the locations of Pam Hupp’s phone at 7:04 and 7:27 p.m.,
Hicks said, “There would be no reason to do this other than to suggest that
she’s the one who committed this murder. And so, based upon a pretrial
motion, I don’t think it’s relevant.”

Schwartz replied that the defense was entitled to use the cell location
map to impeach Pam Hupp’s contradictory testimony about where she was
when she called Betsy at 7:27 p.m. to say she was “at home” or “home
free.”

Judge Mennemeyer asked why Schwartz was trying to impeach Pam
Hupp’s testimony, when she admitted “home free” did not mean she was at
home. Schwartz said Chatten was about to testify that Pam was still in Troy
when she made the call at 7:27 p.m. Mennemeyer said Schwartz could
make an offer of proof on that point later, outside of the jury’s presence.
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Hicks’s cross-examination drove directly into “paid witness” territory.
Chatten said the defense paid him $250 an hour for work in his laboratory,
$350 an hour for work outside of his lab, and $1,500 a day for testimony.
He couldn’t say whether Hicks’s estimate of a total of $3,000 to $3,500
would be accurate.

Hicks asked if Chatten testified only for the defense and he said yes,
mostly because the police and prosecutors had state-operated labs that did
such work for them. Had Chatten refused over the lunch hour that day to
discuss his testimony with Leah Askey? Yes, because he thought she was
getting into defense trial strategy, which would be improper for him to
discuss.

On redirect, Swanson asked Chatten if his role as a defense witness
affected the results of his cell phone analysis.

“Not at all. I'm a fact finder, whether I do cell mapping or forensics. The
fact is the fact. The data is the data.”

“Would your answers have been any different if you had been hired by
the State?”

“No.”



Hicks asked, “How would we know? You’ve never been hired by the
State.”

Chatten smiled. “You should hire me.”

Schwartz ended what he thought was an effective and convincing defense
of Russ Faria as he announced, “Your Honor, at this time, the defense
would rest.”

Leah Askey quickly moved into the State’s rebuttal case by calling
Detective Patrick Harney of the Lincoln County Sheriff’s Office with fresh
challenges to Russ’s alibi. Harney said that, at Askey’s request that day, he
checked on the availability of Brisk iced tea and the price of a carton of
Edgefield cigarettes at the Conoco station in Troy and the U-Gas station in
Wentzville the day of the murder. He said cigarettes at U-Gas were only
sixty cents cheaper than at Conoco, noting Russ had driven an older SUV
fourteen miles to save that small change. He didn’t know the price of gas on
that date, but agreed with Askey that they couldn’t remember a gallon
costing less than $3 in a long time.

Schwartz noted that Russ had not gone into the store at the Conoco
station. “My point is, Officer Harney, you have no idea if he knows what’s
sold at the Conoco, do you?”

“I don’t know what Russ Faria knows.”

“Exactly.”

The State’s rebuttal was complete and the judge sent the jury out of the
courtroom so Schwartz could present his offer of proof about Pam Hupp’s
phone calls.

Schwartz called Greg Chatten back to the stand to explain his analysis
showed Pam Hupp’s cell phone was in the same cell tower sector as Betsy’s
house when she made the calls at 7:04 and 7:27 p.m. The second call could
not have been made when she was on Highway 61, south of Troy, or at her
home in O’Fallon, as she had told police previously and testified under
oath.

Schwartz thought the evidence placing Pam Hupp at or near—perhaps
even inside—Betsy’s home at 7:27 p.m. was damning. But the judge later



would refuse to allow the jurors to hear that from Chatten.

With the testimony and evidence complete, Schwartz filed another
motion for an acquittal because the State failed to prove the charges beyond
a reasonable doubt. Mennemeyer immediately denied the motion and sent
the jury home for the night.

And first thing the next morning, Prosecuting Attorney Leah Askey
delivered the most deceitful, spurious, cynical, demented fantasy of a
closing argument that Joel Schwartz had ever heard or could even have
imagined.



CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR

Thursday, November 21, 2013—
fourth and last day of trial

“I’m going to tell you how I think it happened,” Leah Askey told the jurors
as she stood before them to begin her closing argument. She pointed at Russ
Faria. “He decided that this would be the ultimate role play—the ultimate
game. The ultimate way to stage. But it required all hands on deck. It
required a pretty good script—one that could be committed to memory and
one that could be anticipated—anticipation of every move.

“Now, I’m not suggesting that he knew all along that December twenty-
seventh was going to be the day. But I am suggesting that months before—
maybe years before—he had the idea and I think he brought it to his friends.
I think he talked about it. ‘How would we do this? How would the ultimate
role play happen?’ ”

Oh, my God, Joel Schwartz thought. She’s accusing Russ’s game-night
friends of being co-conspirators in a murder plot, which would open them
up to murder charges, too. He looked at Russ Faria and Nate Swanson,
whose wide eyes showed they were arriving at the same astounding
realization.

Askey told the jurors Betsy learned her new cancer assault was terminal
at the same time her marriage was getting worse. Askey suggested Betsy
was asking herself, “‘I’m going to just wait this out? Live in this life? Die
with this man? Or am I going to take care of my kids?’ What was her goal,
as a mom, do you think?

“He knew she had three hundred thousand dollars in life insurance, at
least.... I think he started this conversation. And once he realized his wife
calls on December twenty-seventh and says—well, she texts, actually—and
says, ‘I think I’'m going to come back. I'm going to be coming home
tonight.” And he says, ‘Here?’ ‘Yeah, home to Troy.” He didn’t expect her.”

Askey said Betsy’s decision to go home that night sealed December 27 as
the day she would die. Askey said a “doting husband” who knew his wife



was tired and sick would have likely canceled game night and picked her up
early to take her home to rest.

“No,” Askey said, “he knew she was tired and he knew if he told her he
had a game—which he later orchestrated the get-together—that she’s not
going to wait around until nine o’clock. She’s tired. She’s had two days,
three days of Christmas, and, let’s face it, folks, she’s got cancer. So she
says, ‘You know what? I’m going to head on home. A friend is going to
take me.” ” Askey paused and then added, “Exactly what he wanted to
happen.”

Schwartz continued to be absolutely stunned by what he thought was an
absolutely insane theory. He thought again about objecting and even asked
Swanson what he thought; Swanson shrugged. Schwartz decided that
Askey’s argument was so outrageous, such an extreme departure from any
reasonable interpretation of the facts, that no juror would ever find it
believable. He decided to let Askey ramble on while he demonstrated to the
jury that her theory was too ridiculous to warrant an objection.

Askey’s voice intensified. “And so the ball starts rolling. The momentum
starts gaining. He makes all of these stops so that he can establish an alibi.
Not a bad idea. He goes to the Conoco station in Troy, and I thought it was
interesting, and you guys probably noticed, he pumped fuel for less than
three minutes in an Explorer SUV. How much gas do you think he got? Do
you think he didn’t have enough to get down to U-Gas, where those
cigarettes were so much cheaper? Fifty-nine cents, I think he saved. Did
that seem strange?

“He laid it out. Canceled dinner with his mom because he had lots of
errands that he ran. . . . He got down there and he said, ‘Tonight’s the night.’
I don’t know if any of you picked up on it when Brandon Sweeney was on
the stand. But when defense counsel said, “When was the last time you saw
Russ Faria?’ he said, ‘Not since the night.” Not ‘That night. That night we
played. That night we watched Conan the Barbarian. That night we
celebrated Christmas.” The night. ‘The night we’ve been talking about for
months, for years. The night. It’s here. Tonight is the night.” ”

Schwartz was thinking that Askey was stretching a prosecutor’s right to
draw reasonable inferences from the evidence so far past “reasonable” that
the whole courtroom might explode. She had just pushed four innocent
people into the center of a murder plot using the most outrageous and
unsupported accusations. And she was nowhere near done.



“He leaves his phone [at Mike Corbin’s] and he heads back to Troy. He
comes into the house. Betsy is on the couch/love seat. She’s covered with a
blanket, and I submit to you that he has sex with her. That he violates her
one more time. That he controls her just one more time. ‘I’'m going to
humiliate you in a way that only I can.” One more time. Knowing she’s
tired, that she’s sick, that she’s not well. She lay there, probably disgusted
with many things at that point.”

Russ Faria struggled not to react to this tawdry and demented fantasy
Askey was spinning for the jurors. Russ had violated Betsy, had humiliated
her, before killing her? His relationship with the woman he loved was being
described in sadistic terms that made him want to scream or throw up.
Schwartz again withheld an objection, even though Askey was now
contradicting Fahnestock’s testimony supporting Russ’s account that he and
Betsy last had sex two nights before the murder.

Askey was rolling. “And why doesn’t he have blood on his clothes?
Because I don’t think he was wearing clothes. I think he walks past her in
the kitchen. I think he goes around the refrigerator to the butcher block,
where he knows it is. I think he gets the steak knife out in his own kitchen. I
think he gets this knife out and he comes around to where she’s lying on the
sofa.... I think he comes around the corner and I think he’s really hopeful
that he’s going to stab her one time in the neck and it’s going to look like a
suicide.

“And, folks, I’'m not going to pretend that I think the stabbing in the neck
is a suicide or even looks like one, and I’'m sure you don’t, either. But guess
what? The defendant sure does. And why do we know that? Because when
he called 911, he said, ‘I just walked in. My wife killed herself and she had
a knife sticking out of her neck.” He believed that’s plausible.

“I think he stood over, [on] top of her. He stabbed her in the neck. When
she moved, he stabbed her with such force in her bicep as she lay on her
side that it went through her bicep and into her lung. I think she, at some
point, obviously gets up. She sits up and she struggles somewhat, but not
much. Luckily for her, I would imagine that she died within a minute.

“But it was personal. It was passionate. He gets her on the ground, and at
some point, I think, the overall feeling is ‘Oh no! This went horribly
wrong.” Reality sets in. ‘Now what do I do?’ The killer gets careless. He
starts—‘I’m going to cut her arms.” Except we know that happened after
she died. “What do I do?’ He goes back, takes a shower, gets any evidence



off of him that he has, and then he comes out. And the killer is careless
because—guess what? They have got a family dog and he forgets that a
dog, by nature, is going to be inquisitive. When there’s blood, they are
going to be inquisitive, and, let’s face it, it’s the dog’s owner and so the dog
is kind of investigating things, and he’s like, ‘Oh no!” He picks the dog up.
He throws it over to the kitchen and then gets it outside on the chain. He’s
careless.”

Russ simply could not believe the increasingly unhinged and despicable
fiction he was hearing from this officer of the court. He thought Askey
sounded like a lunatic as she spun a ridiculous story about a psycho, naked,
apres-sex killer who butchers his wife and thinks he can make the police
believe she committed suicide. How could even one juror believe any of
this?

But Askey was just warming up. “At some point, either he goes down to
Wentzville, Lake St. Louis, and picks up his phone, gets his Arby’s bag, and
heads back to Troy to call in the suicide—or I would submit to you that
Brandon Sweeney is the one that goes to Arby’s, gets the receipt, then
drives across the street to Jack in the Box, just about five minutes later is
the time on those receipts. Gets his receipt, because he wants to cover his
own behind, and then he drives to Troy, brings the defendant his phone, and
just as he’s bringing the phone so that he can get the receipt in the other car,
the defendant’s calling—on the landline—911.”

Schwartz reached an entirely new level of shock and amazement. Askey
had just named Brandon as an active co-conspirator in this crazy murder
plot created by contorting the facts and logic beyond all reason. She had
already suggested the four game-night players were at least aware of a
demented plot by Russ to kill Betsy, if not co-conspirators. But Askey had
just elevated Brandon to a major player in the construction of Russ’s alibi
and his cover-up of murder.

Askey didn’t slow down. “And he’s on the phone and, ladies and
gentlemen, you will be able to listen to that 911 call if you want to. I ask
you to listen to things like the differences in the pitch, the differences in the
echo of his voice. You can tell that he’s moving when he’s on that call, and I
would submit to you that, while he’s talking to 911, he realizes—the
slippers. The killer gets careless. He’s thought of everything else. It’s
perfectly staged, but the slippers . . . He runs back into his bedroom and the
light’s on. 911 is already on the phone. He knows they are dispatching. He



turns the light off because he doesn’t tell them he was ever in the bedroom
and he quickly tosses the shoes in the closet.”

Askey turned to the “doglike paw-print pattern” on the hip of Betsy’s
pants. The jurors could make their own comparisons that would show that
the print was similar to every paw print taken from the family dog. That
was important because Russ told the 911 dispatcher that the dog was
chained outside when he came home. “How did he know that? He just
walked in the door. How did he know where the dog was, unless he put it
there?” she asked.

The reactions to Bluestar on the kitchen floor and cabinet drawer fronts
could have been false positives, but also could have been reactions to
cleaning agents. “And I’'m OK with all of that, because I don’t know
anybody that just cleans one drawer facing and I don’t know anybody that
just cleans one path on the kitchen floor that goes from the dead body to the
back door and to the one drawer that, incidentally, is not next to the sink,
but the one drawer that holds the kitchen towels. So it could be a cleaning
agent. It could be serological fluid. But we know that’s where the Bluestar
reacted.”

Askey took a sideways shot at the suggestion that the semen found in
Betsy’s body at the autopsy on December 28 was from sex with Russ on
Christmas night. “Common sense . . . reason,” Askey said to imply that the
semen was more likely from sex Russ forced on Betsy before he killed her.

She began wrapping up her argument by suggesting that Russ Faria’s
conduct throughout the investigation had been so incriminating that it
already had been judged by others.

“We heard from the 911 operator. He’s hysterical, and then he can answer
a question; he’s hysterical, and then he can answer a question. She judged
him a little bit.

“We heard from Officer Hollingsworth, who said, ‘Hey, this guy, I think
he’s going into shock. And then minutes later, he’s in my car smoking
cigarettes. We’re laughing. He’s talking about how he used to take girls
down to Bubblehead Road and scare the hell out of them. Laughing it up,
not even an hour after his wife is dead.” He judged him.

“Detective Merkel, Detective Floyd, Detective Harney—they judged
him. He’s crying, he’s on his knees, he’s wailing, though he never needs a
Kleenex—not one time in all of those hours.

“And, ladies and gentlemen, I’ll be frank. I judged him, too.”



Askey told the jurors that reasonable doubt was “a doubt based upon
reason—common sense.” She trotted out the worn cliché to define
reasonable inference: “If you go to bed at night and you wake up and
there’s snow on the ground, you can infer that it snowed. In this case, you
need to make reasonable inferences.”

Askey was parsing the difference between doubt and inference to try to
convince the jurors to accept her preposterous scenario as reasonable
inference from the evidence. If she considered her hallucinogenic account
of the plot and execution of Betsy Faria as reasonable, Schwartz wondered
how far-fetched a story would have to be for her to consider it
unreasonable.

Askey closed with the standard call for a conviction. “I believe that the
State has proved its case beyond a reasonable doubt. I believe that, based on
the evidence, based on all of the things that I’ve described here, and that
you’ve heard over the last several days, that you should be firmly convinced
—and you should return a verdict of guilty on all counts. Thank you.”



CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE

Leah Askey’s almost-demented flight of fancy still seemed to be echoing in
Joel Schwartz’s ears when the judge called on him for the defense’s closing
argument. Schwartz didn’t even take the time for any introductory niceties
before he launched into his attack on Askey’s shameful fiction.

“It sounds to me that she just accused four people of being complicit in
murder—Michael Corbin, Brandon Sweeney, Marshall Bach, and Angelia
Hulion,” he began. “They just got accused of murder by the prosecutor of
Lincoln County—without one shred of evidence.... That’s offensive.”

Askey objected to personalizing the argument, but the judge shrugged it
off and Schwartz didn’t even slow down.

“Those people were accused of murder five minutes ago.” He struck a
tone of disbelief as he mocked Askey’s suggested call to arms by Russ.
“Tonight’s the night’?” he said incredulously.

“Let’s talk about the word ‘proof.” She talked about reasonable doubt. I
talked to all of you about that in voir dire. Proof! Let’s not go to reasonable
doubt. Let’s talk about proof. All she said was ‘I think. I think he came
home, got undressed, and had sex—because there were eight sperm cells
left inside of his wife.” Fahnestock said, if it’s recent, there’s thousands, and
it can last for a long time. Yeah, and a smudge on the rectal area? That can
last for a long time, even if you shower.... She’s still in the same clothing
from the day before. She’s wrapped in that blanket, curled up on that couch.
When did she have sex? He’s naked and she’s wrapped up cozily in that
blanket? Proof?”

To counter Askey’s barrage of conclusion-jumping speculation, Schwartz
detailed the proof the defense presented to support everything Russ told the
police, starting with the videos and receipts from his stops on the way to
game night. “That’s proof. We saw it. You saw it with your own eyes. You
saw the time and it corresponds with his cell phone.

“Four people—one who only knew him six or eight months—Marshall
Bach—he testified he was there. Angelia Hulion. Michael Corbin. Brandon
Sweeney. Are those four people complicit in murder? That’s proof he was
there.”



Schwartz reminded the jurors Russ appeared on videos or had timed
receipts proving he had been exactly where he told police he was, at the
times he claimed, and conducting the business he described. “That’s proof
beyond a reasonable doubt.”

Schwartz scoffed at Askey’s questioning of Russ’s purchase of cigarettes
at U-Gas. “Well, what does the State prove to you? That he spent sixty-
seven cents less—because that’s where he gets his cigarettes.”

The defense had produced the photo showing the bag of dog food leaning
against the door to the garage, just where Russ told police he put it when he
got home. “I showed that to you—not the State,” he added.

Buying Brisk iced tea at QuikTrip? They’re specially priced at two-for-
one there, Schwartz suggested. Russ drank one bottle on the drive home,
while eating the two sandwiches he bought at Arby’s. Police found the
almost-empty bottle and the unopened second bottle in his car.

With a tinge of anger in his voice, Schwartz turned to Askey’s
unsupported suggestion of a grand conspiracy of murder and mayhem. He
asked the jurors to read the texts between Russ and Betsy, and Russ and his
game-night friends. Betsy reminded Russ to get dog food and asked if he
had “game” that night. Russ responded, “ “Yeah, I got game tonight and I’ll
get the dog food when I come in’.... He’s not setting up something. This is
what they do every Tuesday.... So, what is this plan? He’s going to go pick
up his wife and bring her home so she can spend the night at home on a
Tuesday night. She responds, ‘OK. Great, honey.” Is this a victim of
domestic violence?

“What have you heard as far as domestic violence? That teenage
stepdaughters, who had moved out, were having problems when he cussed.
From a sister who, I think, in 2004 interfered in a domestic argument that
they were having and he made a threat, five, six, seven years earlier. That’s
what they are using as proof? That’s not proof.”

He noted that Betsy texted Russ that Pam Hupp had offered to take her
home. “ ‘She offered. I accepted,” ” he recounted.

Schwartz gestured toward Askey. “ “Tonight’s the night,” like she said?
Boy, that was a pretty detailed plan. ‘Hey, if the police talk to you, don’t
remember what I wore, because that would sound too obvious. Tell them we
watched movies. Tell them we watched Conan and we watched The Road.’
Nobody would say that. ‘Remember where we sat.” That’s crazy.”



The prosecutors were unable to prove anything the game-night players
said was untrue. Not a single statement during multiple interviews and
recorded statements from all four had proven to be false.

Schwartz turned to more facts that contradicted Askey’s magic murder
theory. The medical examiner testified Betsy’s killer would certainly have
blood on them. “There was no blood on his hands, on his feet, on his hair,
on his skin, under his fingernails . . . and it’s not because he cleaned up and
cleaned his fingernails and washed his hair, because Detective Merkel told
you they looked at those drains. There’s no blood anywhere suggesting the
cleanup. None . . . Fahnestock told you . . . Not one iota. Not a scintilla of
blood. And we know how detailed it can get because there was one
microscopic, unable-to-see cell of somebody under her fingernails that
wasn’t Russ and it wasn’t Betsy. I don’t know where it came from. I’m not
telling you it was the person who Kkilled her, but that’s how detailed this
stuff can be. There was a lot of blood. There wasn’t one scintilla of blood
on him. He apparently got naked—but kept his slippers on—to kill his
wife? That’s crazy.”

The police searched Russ’s car and, again, found not a speck of blood
anywhere. If Russ hauled off a mop or towels or anything used to clean up a
bloody murder scene, there surely would have been some trace of blood left
behind.

Askey’s suggestion that Russ had sex with Betsy just before he killed her
was absurd. Russ told police he and Betsy had sex Sunday night—Iess than
forty-eight hours before she was killed—and vaginal tests at the autopsy on
Wednesday found eight sperm cells. The medical examiner said that was
consistent with sex as much as seventy-two hours earlier. Again, the
evidence proved Russ’s statements.

“Miss Askey’s theory is now that he left his phone down there [at Mike
Corbin’s]. Well, there’s nothing to prove that. That’s conjecture. That’s a
guess.... That’s jumping to a conclusion.... Russ jumped to a conclusion
when he walked in there and saw his wife laying on the floor. He jumped to
the conclusion of suicide. That was the wrong conclusion. Based upon that,
the police apparently jumped to a conclusion and focused on him to the
detriment of investigating this thing properly.

“But not you. You have now heard it all. The State has not proven it.
Don’t you jump to a conclusion.”



Schwartz argued that Russ’s assumption of suicide was understandable.
In the shock of finding his wife dead, all he really saw was her slashed wrist
and the knife in her neck. She had threatened suicide at least twice before.
With those threats, a history of depression, and the recent diagnosis of
terminal cancer, it was not unreasonable to jump to a conclusion of suicide.
But it was absurd to suggest that the killer who inflicted fifty-five gruesome
wounds to Betsy would expect the police to be misdirected by a suggestion
she committed suicide.

Schwartz said the police questioned the way Russ was grieving, even
though he was crying, praying, wailing, and whispering repeatedly, “No,
no, no, no, no.” How would the critics have reacted in Russ’s
circumstances? “I’m not saying how anyone would react. Nobody knows.
This is grief. His wife is now deceased. Did he grieve appropriately? I don’t
know. He tried to be helpful. He was hysterical. You can . . . listen to the
tape. You make a judgment. It’s not a fair judgment, because none of us
would have any idea.”

What about the supposed paw print? There was no conclusive evidence
the mark was a paw print; if it was in blood, mud, or some other substance;
or how or when it got there. There was even disagreement between the
technician and Fahnestock about whether the mark was sent to the
laboratory and analyzed there.

Then Schwartz addressed the State’s only physical evidence—the
slippers and switch plate. The blood on the switch plate appeared to be in a
pattern that clearly resembled cloth fabric, a pattern similar to the fabric of
Russ’s slippers. It seemed someone had been carrying the bloody slippers
when they turned on the light. “If that somebody was Russ, don’t you think
he would have wiped this off? Don’t you think he would have gotten rid of
the shoes?”

He asked the jurors to look at the blood on the slippers to see it wasn’t in
droplets from dripping blood or blood spurting from knife wounds. It had to
be from someone wiping the slippers in blood. There were no footprints in
the pooled blood near Betsy’s body or on the carpet nearby, and no bloody
footprints leading to the closet where the slippers were found.

“Ask the State to tell you how blood gets on the bottom of those shoes
without making an impression in the blood—and not someone dipping them
in the blood and carrying them back, flipping on the light switch, and
putting them in that closet to deflect suspicion from whoever that person is.



And that person is not Russ. . . . Don’t be fooled by these slippers. That’s
the only thing that they can present to you that links him to this—the only
thing.”

Schwartz noted the forensic expert for the police had no answer when
asked how there could be that much blood on the soles of the slippers and
not a single bloody footprint anywhere. “And if you’ve got a good question
like that, with the only piece of evidence that potentially links him to this,
that is reasonable doubt.”

Schwartz also rejected Askey’s conclusion about the stab wounds. They
were not inflicted by a killer in a rage, but by a killer who wanted it to look
like they were in a rage. Almost all of the wounds were precise and inflicted
from the same direction, and that certainly didn’t fit the pattern of someone
in a rage. Betsy had not been moving when the knife struck again and
again. She was already dead from the wounds to her neck when nearly all of
the other wounds were made—including the gash to her wrist.

“Whoever did this wanted to make it look like something like passion or
rage. They didn’t want to make it look like suicide. And whoever did this
certainly wasn’t going to say it was suicide. This thing was set up.”

Schwartz thought surely the jurors would see that Russ was set up, too.
He reminded the jury of the sad truth hanging over this whole tragedy. If
Russ’s motive was to collect the insurance money, he didn’t have to devise
a complex conspiracy with his game-night friends and then brutally kill his
wife and expose himself to life in prison or even a lethal injection. All he
had to do was wait a little longer. Betsy had terminal cancer. If it was
money he wanted, he knew it was coming—free and clear, sooner rather
than later.

Schwartz began his final approach by asking what the State had proven.
That Russ yelled at his stepdaughters and sometimes used inappropriate
words? That his sister-in-law thought he could be degrading to Betsy? That
a friend of Betsy’s who met Russ three times thought he could be
demeaning and didn’t like him?

What about this bizarre murder conspiracy Askey concocted? Russ
would have had to set everything in motion after 4 p.m. when he learned
from Betsy that Pam Hupp was giving her a ride home. He would have to
decide to make all of those stops to set up his alibi on the drive to Mike
Corbin’s house. Then he had to instruct the four players to cover for him
when he went home to kill Betsy. He “hightailed it” on a thirty-minute drive



back home to let the dog in, put on his slippers, stab Betsy fifty-five times
without getting blood on himself, and remember to put his slippers back in
his closet, where they could easily be found by police.

Schwartz looked at the jurors and deadpanned: “I submit to you—not any
chance that anybody who did this was wearing slippers.” Then Russ
“hightailed it” back to Mike Corbin’s to get his phone and add another
instruction for his co-conspirators: “‘Oh, yeah. If you happen to go to Jack
in the Box, save the receipt.” ” Schwartz had a two-word response to the
State’s allegation that Brandon Sweeney kept that receipt as part of the
conspiracy, and that Brandon was the one who actually bought the
sandwiches in the drive-through at Arby’s before he stopped at Jack in the
Box: “That’s crazy.”

“I don’t have to prove to you that he didn’t do it,” Schwartz said as he
faced the jurors for a final few moments. “I don’t have to prove to you he
wasn’t there, but I think I did. They have to prove he was there. They have
to prove it beyond a reasonable doubt—and they can’t.

“Everything she said was, ‘I think he had sex with her. I think he was
naked. I think those four people are lying for him. I think he went there, left
his phone, and drove home’—only because she can’t possibly think
anything different because I can prove his phone was there. I can prove he
was there. I can prove he went . . . to those places. So, what’s she got to
work with within those contexts with the things I can prove?”

As the bailiff announced the end of Schwartz’s time, he quickly offered a
final thought. “Shame on them for judging his grief. Shame, shame, shame!
Find him not guilty. Find that they did not prove their case beyond a
reasonable doubt.”

Askey launched her rebuttal argument with an attack on Russ’s alibi by
claiming the game-night players couldn’t remember whether they watched
one or two movies. Schwartz objected that she was mischaracterizing the
evidence and asked that jurors be instructed to recall the evidence as they
remembered it. Judge Mennemeyer sustained the objection and echoed
Schwartz’s instruction to the jurors to remember the evidence for
themselves.



Askey ticked off a list of questions from Russ’s alibi. Why didn’t he
drink his iced tea at game night when they were smoking marijuana, but
claimed they didn’t drink anything? Why was the only call to Russ’s phone
at 8:57 p.m. and not earlier, as the other players remembered it? Why did
the records show that Russ listened to the voice mail from that call from his
mother-in-law within thirty seconds after she left it?

Askey’s sarcasm was obvious as she said, “Are we to assume that this is
a ghost killer—that someone just came in and killed her and wanted to
make it look like a suicide—but wait, ‘Maybe I want to set him up, too, and
I’m going to do a really bad job of it?’ ”

Why would Russ say Betsy had committed suicide? “Because at that
point, it’s so far gone you have to say something. He’s committed himself to
it. He’s married himself to it and, by God, he’s going to stick with it all of
the way through his ten hours . . . of interrogation.”

Schwartz thought that may have been the most inane explanation she had
offered yet. But she topped it with comments about the slippers. Russ
wasn’t wearing them when he killed Betsy; he put them on after he took a
shower and took them off again when he was putting the dog outside. “He’s
got to step out of them. That’s why there’s no tracks,” she said in yet more
baseless silliness.

She said Russ’s cell phone records didn’t really prove he was at Mike
Corbin’s between six and nine o’clock. He could have left the phone there
while he went home to kill Betsy.

“What about Brandon Sweeney and his receipt? Who keeps a receipt
eighteen months after they buy a sandwich at Jack in the Box? And not only
keeps the receipt, but makes a copy, keeps it in their wallet on their person,
and then lies and says that law enforcement told them to do that? Who does
that?

“Folks, we talked about reasonable inferences and evidence. There isn’t
any evidence that points anywhere else.”

Schwartz erupted with an objection as Askey violated the judge’s order
banning comments about alternate suspects—the whole point of his long
and unsuccessful battle to introduce evidence against Pam Hupp.
Mennemeyer sustained the objection and, as Schwartz requested, ordered
Askey’s statement stricken from the record and for the jury to disregard it.

Askey moved toward the moment when the jurors would begin
deliberations.



“Folks, in every crime scene, the victim leaves behind a voice. In this
case, Betsy Faria left her voice on the light switch in her bedroom. She left
her voice on the slippers in her closet. She left her voice throughout the
kitchen on those positive reactors. I would submit to you the very fact that
they were able to determine that she not only had sex, but that she had sex
recently—her voice. She left it through her dog, Sicily . . .

“I’m asking you to hear Betsy’s voice and return a verdict of guilty.”

Schwartz looked at Russ Faria next to him at the defense table. The
evidence and the arguments were complete in the People of the State of
Missouri v. Russell Faria, and the jurors were just minutes from beginning
to deliberate on Russ’s fate. Schwartz and Russ remained as optimistic as
possible that the jurors would see through the State’s fog of faulty
conclusions, unsupported innuendo, and shamelessly fictitious scenarios.
Swanson was less optimistic, but he kept that to himself. Russ was
convinced that the judge’s rulings—especially on offering Pam Hupp as the
killer—had sent Schwartz into the battle with both hands tied behind his
back. Even so, Russ thought Schwartz had provided jurors with an
abundance of reasonable doubt that Russ butchered Betsy in their living
room two days after Christmas. Russ was scared and nervous, but he was
confident that all or at least some of the jurors would look at the ridiculous
case against him and see an innocent man. He was still thinking, We’ve got
this.

Sitting in the courtroom to hear his boss deliver the closing argument
against Russ Faria, Assistant Prosecuting Attorney Mike Wood had been
embarrassed. He had expected listening to Askey deliver the closing in her
first murder trial would be valuable to him as a young prosecutor in her
office for only ten months, mostly handling low-level criminal cases. But
Askey’s outrageous argument left Wood not only embarrassed for her, but
also for everyone in her office, all members of law enforcement, the courts
—the entire justice system. She had presented this demented closing
argument without a shred of evidence to support her wild scenario accusing
the game-night players as co-conspirators in a murder that, if true, would
have warranted arresting all of them. She was so far beyond the ethical
limits for closing arguments that Wood could only think of one word to
describe how he felt at that moment—embarrassed.



In fact, Askey’s performance in the closing argument was so disturbing to
Wood that he left her office about a month later to become an assistant
prosecuting attorney in adjacent St. Charles County. But he wasn’t leaving
Lincoln County’s justice system permanently. He would be back.



CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX

Thursday, November 21, 2013, 11:30 a.m.

Experienced prosecutors and defense attorneys generally agree a jury that
reaches a verdict in a murder case after four to five hours of deliberations
will return a conviction. If jurors begin deliberations at 11:30 a.m., as they
did in the Russ Faria case, a verdict returned about 4 p.m. would probably
be guilty. That would be just enough time for jurors to have lunch, elect a
foreperson, conduct a conversation and assessment of the evidence without
any serious disagreements, and sign the forms for a guilty verdict.

The jurors took just over two hours to eat lunch and begin deliberations
before they sent a written request to Judge Mennemeyer at 1:45 p.m. They
wanted to see the receipts from Arby’s and Jack in the Box, photos of the
inside and outside of the Faria house, the medical examiner’s autopsy
report, the crime lab’s DNA report, reports by detectives and crime scene
investigators, emails, phone records, transcripts of depositions by defense
witnesses, maps of cell phone locations and cell towers, and videos taken
by police as they drove the routes Russ said he had traveled.

After conferring with the State and the defense, Mennemeyer sent jurors
a note explaining they would get everything they requested except for the
witness depositions and the written evidence reports, which had not been
introduced into evidence.

Schwartz and Russ hoped the request was a good sign. The jurors were
taking all of the evidence seriously and weighing it with careful
consideration.

The prosecutors and defense attorneys who predict a conviction in a
verdict after four to five hours will also say that the longest seconds and
minutes known to man are those between the time the jury returns to the
courtroom with a verdict and the time the verdict is announced.

That clock began for Russ Faria and Joel Schwartz at 4:30 p.m.—exactly
five hours after the jurors began deliberating. As the jurors solemnly filed
back into the jury box, Schwartz and Russ searched their faces for some



clue to the verdict—and found nothing. No eye contact. No red eyes or
weeping. No signs of stress or relief.

In response to Judge Mennemeyer’s request for the foreperson to rise, a
man identified as Juror Number 44 stood and handed the verdict forms to
the bailiff, who quickly handed them to the judge. She asked the defendant
to rise and Russ, Schwartz, and Swanson stood uneasily.

The judge read: “‘As to Count One, we, the jury, find Russell Faria guilty
of murder in the first degree ...’ ”

Schwartz felt his body jerk backward, his head drop, and the bottom fall
out of his stomach. He quickly turned to Russ, whose face betrayed the
same shock and surprise that Schwartz felt in his gut. They could hear gasps
from family and friends of the Farias and the Meyers, followed immediately
by sobs and tears on both sides.

The judge continued to read the jury’s verdict without reacting to
growing and conflicting sounds of grief or relief rolling up from the
audience. “ “We assess and declare the punishment for murder in the first
degree at imprisonment for life without eligibility for probation or parole.
As to Count Two, we, the jury, find Russell Faria guilty of armed criminal
action.” ”

In less than thirty seconds, the judge delivered soul-crushing guilty
verdicts that consigned Russ to the hell of a prison cell for the rest of his
days.

Through rising shock and disbelief, Russ thought, I’'m going to prison for
the rest of my life? Someone came into my house and murdered my wife,
and I’'m going to prison for the rest of my life?

He had been optimistic the jury would return to the courtroom and
declare his innocence. But these twelve good citizens of Lincoln County—
still averting their eyes from him now as they sat in the jury box—had
somehow believed Leah Askey’s mind-bending tale of a killer husband’s
money-driven conspiracy with a coven of sinister game players to murder
his terminally ill wife.

As the judge called on the jurors, one by one, to confirm their guilty
verdicts, Schwartz fought through the