How did your friendship with Smitty first start?
We would see each other at the “Sunset Rollerama” roller
skating rink, where they had dances with national headliners
like The Drifters and Fats Domino, but it was just in passing.
Then one afternoon I was at Thrifty drug store talking with a
mutual friend when Smitty came into the store and joined our
conversation. Afterward I was walking home and Smitty drove
up beside me and asked if I wanted a ride. He drove me home
and we started hanging out regularly after that.
You indicate in your description of your relationship with
Smitty that you were friends for several years, despite his
flaws. What drove your desire to continue to be friends
with him even though he was a con artist and had a volatile
personality?
Well, he went downhill. He wasn’t a creep when I first met
him. He was the guy that everybody wanted to be around. I
can remember being at Tucson High School which was an open
campus. There was a street that ran right in the middle of the
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high school between the cafeteria and the athletics department,
and I remember him driving down there at lunchtime in a red
Chevy convertible and everybody running to his car. He wasn’t
wearing a patch over his nose and painting his face. He was a
cool guy back then. By the time he had evolved, I’d become
quite afraid of him.
Can you go into detail about your fear of Smitty when it
came to Kathy?
He kept giving me reasons to fear for Kathy. When I was with
him I didn’t have to worry about where she was. But when I
wasn’t with him, then I got this panic; which drove me onto her
street, which drove everybody on the street crazy, and they all
thought I was nuts—maybe I did go a little nuts.
I can remember being on Kathy’s street early on in my vigil.
I was walking on the sidewalk when all of a sudden I saw his
car turn the corner onto her street and I ducked behind some
hedges. I don’t know why I ducked, because I had no reason to
hide from him, but I did. He stopped his car about a house away
from Kathy’s. He got out and walked onto Kathy’s lawn and
then walked up to Kathy’s bedroom window. He meandered
around there a bit and then got back into his car and drove off.
I was scared shitless that he was going to see me in his rear view
mirror crouching down and hiding. I would have absolutely no
way in the world to explain to him why I was hiding from him.
It wasn’t the first or last time I saw him on her street, which just
reaffirmed my suspicions.
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You share that Smitty was aware that you were watching over
Kathy. Since he didn’t know you were trying to protect her
from him, why did he think you were watching over her?
He understood and appreciated my watching over Kathy
because he was obsessive and jealous in his own relationships.
As far as he was concerned, if a girl was in a relationship with
him, she belonged to him, so my assumed obsession with Kathy
was something he could relate to. I was doing his thing.
By allowing him to believe that I was keeping her captive in her
home because I was jealous and didn’t want her seeing other
people, I had him believing that I was as crazy as he was. In this
way it was easy to hide my true motives in watching over her.
As long as he believed I was crazy too, he could trust me. I was
good at getting him to trust me, but at that point we were the
opposite of friends.
Do you think he knew that you were the opposite of friends?
No. I did a good job, but I also realize that he was playing me
too. I have no doubt now that he had plans for framing me all
along.
Can you elaborate on that?
Looking back and knowing what I know now, I can see that
there was a way for him to commit the perfect series of murders
and get away with it. If he had picked me up one night and
killed me. And then, later that same night, went to Kathy’s
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window and coaxed her to go out with him, killed Kathy, and
then buried the two of us in the same spot (which, by the way,
if he had buried us where Alleen Rowe was buried, that area
is still undeveloped today), our bodies would have never been
discovered.
The next day, when Kathy came up missing, who would have been
responsible? Richard would have been responsible. Everybody
would have unanimously agreed that Richard was the person
responsible. Sometime later the bodies of Gretchen and Wendy
would have been discovered, along with my fingerprints, and I
would have been blamed for it all.
Do you believe that was his plan?
He had enough foresight to make sure I left evidence at the
gravesite by throwing Wendy’s shoe, which was black patent
leather, so it must have left a nice pristine fingerprint. Then
my sunglasses came up missing. They were found later near the
bodies, which didn’t make sense because the only time I went
out there was that night with Smitty and I wasn’t wearing my
sunglasses. Then, the night that Gretchen and Wendy went
missing, Gretchen’s car drove by my house. I was sitting outside
in a friend’s car when we saw her car driving down my street and
then make a u-turn to head back the other way. We couldn’t see
who the driver was, but I’ve often thought it must have been
Smitty driving by to pick me up. If I’d gotten into her car that
night my fingerprints would have been in her car. When he
saw me with someone else he must have decided to get out of
there. And then the evening of my court date, in which I was
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Sunglasses found at the grave site of Gretchen and Wendy Fritz /
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ordered to leave town, I was riding in a friends car up north of
the city when Smitty came from behind and honked for us to
pull over. He stopped behind us after we pulled over and then
walked up to the passenger side to talk with me. He asked me
how my court date went. It never made sense that he was at
that same spot which was way north of the city. He had to have
been following me. I told him that I had to leave for Columbus,
Ohio the next day. That must have irked him to no end, if in
fact he had been planning to kill me and Kathy, thereby making
me the perfect patsy for all of his murders.
You say that Smitty confided that he killed four times, not
three. Did he ever share any specific details about a fourth
murder with you?
No. I remember during the trials hearing rumors about a guy
he might have killed, but he never shared anything about that
with me.
It seems that every article or story ever written about Charles
Schmid mentions his stuffed boots. As his friend were you
aware that he was stuffing his boots to appear taller?
I was more surprised than anyone when that information came
out. I had no idea. I knew he had a peculiar walk, but I thought
it was just the way he walked.
Thinking back, can you ever remember a time when you saw
him without his boots on?
Never. In fact I remember one time in particular that I went
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with him to a local boot maker because he wanted to have some
custom Beatle boots made. The boot maker asked Smitty to take
his shoes off so that he could trace his feet for the pattern, but
Smitty refused. Smitty had me take my shoes off and had the
guy use my feet. Well, of course, once the boots were finished
they didn’t fit Smitty. He ended up giving me the boots, which
was a good deal for me since they were expensive, custom boots.
I thought it was odd that he refused to take his shoes off that
day, but I never gave it too much thought.
In the trial for the murders of Gretchen and Wendy Fritz,
Smitty’s defense was that you were the murderer. What types
of questions did you have to face on the stand?
Well, just to show that I’m not biased, I don’t believe Smitty had
a completely fair trial. As soon as his defense attorney started to
raise those types of questions with me, the judge stated, “Mr.
Bruns is not on trial here,” and shut that line of questioning
down. I remember Smitty getting upset and throwing his pencil.
I was prepared to answer anything they asked, but I didn’t end
up having to answer any of those types of questions.
You share that you attempted to find work in Phoenix to
distance yourself from the trials, but you ended up staying in
Tucson. How long after the trials did it take for the negative
backlash toward you to calm?
It never did—and I never understood that. Everybody assumed
that I was a criminal. Everybody assumed I did jail time, when
in fact I’ve never spent a second of my life in jail. I’ve never
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been booked. I’ve never had my mug shot taken. I’ve never been
fingerprinted. I was just a witness. All I did was help to take a
killer off of the streets of Tucson, and potentially save a girls life,
and for that I’ve been raked over the coals.
It affected every job I ever had. While I did eventually find
steady work, the backlash continued. Even in my mid-forties,
when I went back to school to get my teaching degree at the
University of Arizona, they found out who I was and put me
through an inquisition before I was allowed to continue in my
studies. I’m still pretty pissed off about the whole thing.
When you look back on the period of the 1960s, and compare
that period to today, what kinds of changes in the youth do
you see?
When I think back to the 60s, I feel like young people were
looking for something outside of themselves. I think that the
war had something do with that. There was a lot of fear, and
young people were looking for purpose or something to believe
in. I think that opened up opportunities for people like Charles
Schmid. Shortly after, you had Charles Manson. I don’t believe
today people like Charles Schmid or Charles Manson would
have the attraction they had back then.
Did you ever see or speak with Kathy, Paul, or Smitty again?
I ran into Kathy a number of times, but we never spoke. Paul
once made a delivery to a print shop I worked at. We saw each
other but never spoke either.
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Like I wrote in my account, while I was hitchhiking to Phoenix,
I saw Smitty being transferred to Florence Prison. To me, that
was quite traumatic. It was literally like we came to a fork in the
road; he on his way to life in prison, and me onto my new life.
I guess that’s the end, isn’t it?
We know what happened to Smitty. What were the highlights
of the past fifty years for you?
I have three beautiful daughters and three wonderful
grandchildren. They are my highlights. For my seventieth
birthday I went to Six Flags Magic Mountain with two of my
daughters and one of my grandsons to ride the roller coasters.
I was definitely the oldest person there, so I consider myself
fortunate.
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