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When I first saw the e-mail in 
my inbox, I barely gave it a second 
glance. 

“Police search for missing RSO 
Level Three,” it read, or something 
like that. 

Snohomish County is a big place 
with a lot of Level-3 sex offenders, 
so when I see those e-mails from 
Rebecca Hover over at the sheriff ’s 
office notifying the press of the 
release of one, I only check on the 
off chance the offender is coming to 
the Sky Valley. 

I gave it a cursory glance. Nope, 
the guy was supervised by the Mon-
roe office, but fled from a Snohom-
ish address. 

Later I read the news story, and 
my attitude took a sudden turn-
around. 

“They told the guy to live under 
the 88th Street bridge?” I said aloud, 
incredulous. 

Sure enough, there had been no-
where for David Torrence to live, so 
officials drove him to the overpass, 
gave him a poncho and sleeping 
bag, and told him to stay there be-
tween 9 p.m. and 6 a.m.

Suddenly the story became one of 
the most ethically interesting prob-
lems  of which I had ever read. 

There are a lot of intriguing fac-
tors, and they raise a lot of ques-
tions. 

The bridge was within five miles 
of the woman Torrence grabbed off 
the street and raped 14 years ago, 
when she was a teenaged girl. She 
had been notified when he was first 
released from prison, but not fol-
lowing his subsequent arrests and 
releases. 

Should victims be notified not 
only when their attackers are re-
leased from prison for the assaults 
on the victims, but every time the 
attackers are rearrested and re-
leased? 

The perp was placed quite near 
the victim, who now lives in Mon-
roe. 

If an attacker moves within a cer-
tain distance of his victim, should 
that person be notified, even if that 
attacker lives far enough away to not 
have to notify her community of his 
presence? If so, how far? 

In today’s information age, 
perhaps a victim could be notified 
every time a major legal event oc-
curs in the attacker's life, such as an 
arrest, a move or a lawsuit. 

Or would that be a constant pain-
ful reminder? 

The man was in essence sentenced 
to live under a bridge, because if 
he didn’t remain there all night, he 
could go back to jail. 

Because of buffer zone laws, an 
offender could have family willing 
to house him, he could own a home 
of his own, or there could be rental 
units available to him, yet if any of 
them fell within a certain distance 
of a school or park, he would be 
barred from living there. 

His house standing empty, he 
could instead find himself driven 
to a concrete bridge and directed to 
take his place amid the dirt, spiders 
and hoboes located there under, no 
matter what his former station in 
life. 

And he could theoretically be 
ordered to remain there for the sev-
eral years of his probation, should 
community corrections officers be 
unable to locate him indoors. 

Is that cruel and unusual? I’m not 
the only one to whom that question 
will occur, I’m sure. I expect the 
ACLU any day.

And then, as I called around, I 
found out that sex offenders who 
can’t find addresses lose their prison 
“good time.” 

No matter how good their 
behavior in prison, if they or their 
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JoAnn of Monroe, Wash. was born 
in Stillwater Okla., the fourth of sev-
en children, on Oct. 28, 1933, and 
died peacefully in Everett, Wash. on 
April 29, 2008. She was preceded in 
death by her parents, Dolli May and 
Marion Clinton Dryden, her sister, 
Lorene Olds, her in-laws, Paul and 
Hazel Rule, and many other family 
and friends.

After graduating from Stillwater 
High School she met John Wood-
all and they married in 1955. They 
moved to Santa Fe, N. M., where they 
had three children. In 1962 the fam-
ily moved to Seattle. After parting 
with John in 1964 she met the love of 
her life Robert Rule. When they mar-
ried in 1966 their friends joked that 
it was about time they got married 
– after all they had seven children – 
ages 5 to 9. She did an amazing job 
of assuring that all felt well cared 
for and loved. In 1971 they moved 
to Monroe where they had opened 
Thunderbird Park Campground. She 
managed the park until it was sold 
on the last day of 1989. After Rob-
ert retired from Boeing in 1990 they 
traveled to many places including 
visiting her family in Oklahoma and 
having fun in Reno, Florida, Hawaii 
and Mexico. In addition to spending 
time with her family and friends, she 
enjoyed bowling – playing in leagues 
for several decades – country music, 
southwest decor and for many years 
she arranged her TV schedule around 

the Mariners, Seahawks, Sonics and 
Storm. 

She is survived by her family who 
already miss her so much. Her hus-
band Robert; her children: Linda Sue 
Woodall, Margaret Birgen, Richard 
(Karen) Woodall, Kathleen Rule, Da-
vid Rule, Larry (Lisa) Rule and Kath-
ryn (Mike) Ballinger. She was known 
to her grandchildren, of whom she 
was so proud, as “Mom Mom”: Dia, 
Brad, Brandon, Casey, Villina, Ash-
ley, Savannah, Andrea, Paul, Dan-
ielle, Tanner, Brooke, Kaylee and 
Jaden. Her siblings in Oklahoma and 
Texas: John Dryden, Zelma Jardot, 
Clara Rae Whisenant, Mary Ruth 
Harrison, Rose Marie Jones and sev-
eral nieces and nephews.

At her request there will be no ser-
vices. In lieu of flowers donations 
may be made to the Monroe Fire 
Department, 163 Village Ct., Mon-
roe, WA 98272. We welcome your 
memories and invite you to share 
them with us at: http://joann-rule.
memory-of.com

She cherished the friends she 
made over the years, her neighbors, 
bowling teammates and friends 
from Thunderbird Park. To honor her 
memory please share your friendship 
with someone new.

supervisors can’t find a place for 
them to live, they serve the entire 
length of their sentences, which 
could be several more years than 
legally required. 

The legal implications of that 
are unsettling. Is it discrimination 
against the homeless, especially 
when the bar is so high for finding 
a home?

It’s easy to want to blame the 
Department of Corrections, but are 
they to blame if housing is impos-
sible to find? Or should they have 
forseen this and set up interim 
housing of some sort?

There is some irony to the situa-
tion, too. 

Because David Torrence could 
pretty much go where he pleased 
during the day, we the community 
were only safe at night. 

The other weird thing is that very 
few sex offenders have committed 
the type of crime committed by 
David Torrence; that of a stranger 
abduction. 

Torrence is the guy people think 
of when they think of level-3 sex 
offender, but of the several dozen 
level-2 and -3 living within a 
15-minute drive time of Monroe, 
most molested children or other 
victims known to them. 

Level ratings are based less on the 
gravity of the crime than the likeli-
hood that the offender will commit 
the crime again. Does it make sense 
to make buffer zone laws based on 
what type of sex offense the person 
is considered likely to repeat?

Would it make sense to differenti-
ate between those who are likely to 
reoffend if placed in a home with a 
child or inebriated date and those 
who are considered likely to nab a 
stranger again? 

And should the state pick up the 
tab for housing for sex offenders 
while the rest of us struggle and toil 
to pay for ours? Could the state re-
quire offenders find jobs, then take 
a percentage of their income while 
living in offender housing, as they 
do for federal offenders at halfway 
houses?

These are all questions officials of 
all kinds are scrambling to answer 
as the embarrassing details of the 
Torrence case emerge. 

One thing is for sure. We aren’t 
any safer releasing sex offenders to a 
life that is worse than prison. 

Then what do they have to lose?

The lights went dim and the mu-
sic started. With a smile pasted on 
my face, I wriggled with excitement. 
Then I heard her voice. My smile fell 
to form more of a gaping hole. My 
arms and legs were covered in goose 
bumps, and my eyes were wide with 
awe.

That voice. It was unlike any-
thing I had ever heard before. Polly 
Keary can sing The Blues. The stage 
belonged to the Oxford Saloon but 
she owned it for the night. Polly 
violently swayed back and forth 
punishing her bass guitar. She 
performed her own crowd favorites, 
“Don’t Lie to Me” and my personal 
favorite, “Possum in my Tree.” Her 
sultry voice punched out notes new 
to my blues-virgin ears. I was told 
that Polly could sing; I had no idea 
that Polly was a “singer.”

I turned my head toward my 
Monitor boss, Ken Robinson, seated 
next to me. He leaned over and 
shouted in my ear, “Too bad she 
can’t write worth a damn!”

Well, apparently she can. She is 
the very decorated Ace Reporter and 
Editor of The Monroe Monitor and 
Valley News, a local business owner, 
and now an award winning singer/
songwriter.

The Washington Blues Society 
recently recognized Polly as 2008 
Female Vocalist of the Year and 
Songwriter of the Year.

We have always been big fans of 
Polly as we have watched her whirl 
around the office in a flurry of curls. 
It is nice to know we are not biased. 
She really is great.

Congratulations, Polly “O’Keary 
and The Rhythm Method.

JoAnn 
Dryden Rule

WATER GUSHES� across Hill Street from a fire hydrant Friday afternoon, dous-
ing passing cars. It was part of an annual line-flushing operation, said Monroe 
city employee Eric Simpson, who said the yearly project keeps hydrants in good 
working order.  “If you don’t exercise the valves, they go bad,” he said. 
� PHOTO BY POLLY KEARY
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