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Springfield, Missouri
April 22, 1982

Detective Rob Harris pulled his police issued dark blue four door 1980 Ford LTD sedan over to the side of the road and turned off the ignition. At the age of twenty-six, Rob was both the youngest and newest detective in the Springfield, Missouri police department. He watched his partner, Luke Murphy stub out his cigarette in the overflowing ashtray. Looking at the old cigarette butts and ashes that were threatening to fall over onto the grey carpet of the car, Rob made a mental note to empty the repulsive thing the next chance he got. He pulled his gaze away from the ashtray with a look of revulsion on his face. 
“Yeah, yeah, I know you don’t like me smoking in the car, but I gotta do something to calm my nerves while you drive like a maniac,” Luke said with a smirk. Rob just shook his head. Luke chuckled as he looked at the younger man and sighed. “So, kid, are you ready for this?”
Reaching for the door handle, Rob paused and turned back to his partner. “I’ve asked you not to call me ‘kid’. Besides, you’re only four years older than me, right?”
“Yeah,” Luke responded as he pulled his cigarette pack and lighter out of the breast pocket of his suit jacket. Seeing the look on Rob’s face, he thought better of it and put them back in his pocket. Luke studied his partner of less than a month and took in his wavy dark hair, bright blue eyes, and boyish good looks. With a chuckle, Luke said, “I’ll stop calling you ‘kid’ when you can grow more than peach fuzz on your chin.” Seeing that Rob was not going to take the bait, he became serious and asked, “Are you ready for this?”
“Sure,” Rob answered with more self-assurance than he felt.  
“Okay. Since you’re the lead on this case, I’ll just hang back on the sidelines. But I won’t be too far away that I won’t be able to catch you if, and when, you fall.”
“Gee, thanks,” Rob said, his voice dripping with sarcasm as he opened the driver door. He grabbed his coat and stepped out of the vehicle. As he quickly put his coat on to ward off the damp morning chill, he took a moment to survey the area while he waited for Luke to walk around to his side of the car. He saw an area of Westside Park across the street roped off with yellow police tape while a group of patrolmen stood around talking to each other. Leaning against a police cruiser parked just outside of the park was an older man that Rob guessed to be in his early sixties with a small dog on a leash. 
Rob took the lead and walked across the street toward the park with Luke in tow. He looked at the oldest man in the group and said, “Sarge, what have we got?”
Sergeant O’Reilly looked Rob up and down then turned to Luke. “Is the kid really in charge of this one?”
Luke tried his best to hide a smile but failed. “Yeah, Detective Harris is in charge of this case.”
“Oh, Detective Harris,” repeated the sergeant with a smirk. 
“He doesn’t like to be called ‘kid’,” Luke explained.
“Hmmph,” Sgt. O’Reilly replied. 
“Are you two finished now?” Rob asked.
Sgt. O’Reilly looked at Luke before he shrugged his shoulders and took on the stern demeanor that intimidated many of his subordinates. “At approximately 0740 hours this morning, our witness over there,” the sergeant began as he pointed to the older man still leaning against the cruiser, “Mr. Albert Matheson, was walking his dog around the park when the dog got loose and ran off. When Mr. Matheson finally caught up to the little mutt, it was sniffing around that copse of trees. The witness picked up his dog and that’s when he noticed the victim’s legs sticking out from under the trees. He called the police from that pay phone on the corner. When we arrived, he was sitting on the bench by the bus stop on the same corner saying that he didn’t want to see the dead body again.”
Rob turned and looked at the witness who was watching them. Rob nodded and said, “I’ll check out the scene before I talk to the witness.”
“Right,” responded the Sergeant.
Rob and Luke made their way over to the yellow police tape. Rob nodded to the young patrolman who was guarding the scene. 
“Detectives,” the patrolman said as he held the tape up for them and watched as the two detectives bent down and walked into the perimeter of the crime scene. 
Rob walked closer to the trees and surveyed the scene as Luke stayed two steps behind and let the younger man take the lead. Bending down, Rob lifted the sheet covering the victim and felt as if he was sucker punched in the gut. The victim’s shoulder length honey blonde hair hung around her oval face as her lifeless hazel eyes stared up at him. She was wearing a long sleeved pink cotton top, dark pants, and pink jelly shoes that were the current rage with young women, and a ring on the middle finger of her right hand. The stone looked to be an emerald. With her high forehead, slightly upturned nose and full lips, this victim looked a lot like Rob’s younger sister, Candy. He quickly recalled finding Candy’s lifeless body in the basement of their parents’ home just two months earlier. His sweet little sister dead of a barbiturate overdose at the tender age of nineteen. He knew that he should have kept a closer eye on her after he had moved out three years ago. He also knew that Candy had fallen hard for a “bad boy”. Little did Rob and his parents know just how bad he was. He pushed all thoughts of his sister into the recesses of his mind where he would take them out later and analyze everything for the hundredth time since her death. 
Luke cleared his throat before he said, “Are you okay, kid? I mean, Rob.”
Still holding the edge of the sheet in his hand, Rob looked up at his partner. “Yeah.” He looked back down at the victim again. “The victim is a young woman, Caucasian, probably early to mid-twenties. It looks like she’s been beaten and possibly raped.”
“Why do you think she was raped?” questioned Luke.
Rob looked up at his partner once again. “Because her pants are half way down her hips and they’re all twisted like someone tried to hastily pull them up.”
Luke nodded in agreement. “Cause of death?”
Rob looked back down at the victim with sadness in his eyes. “Her throat has been slashed. And from the looks of it, it’s pretty deep, so I would say that it didn’t take long for her to die.”
“Good observation,” Luke commented as he watched Rob check the victim more closely.
“There’s no id on her,” Rob stated as he gently laid the sheet back on top of the victim. He turned and scanned the area. “I don’t see a purse or wallet anywhere nearby.”
“Nope,” Luke agreed as he glanced around. 
Rob slowly walked closer to the edge of the road where he saw tire marks and a cigarette butt in the grass. “Fresh tire tracks,” he stated to Luke who had followed him to the edge of the road.
Luke nodded. “It’s a shame it rained some overnight. Not sure how much help those tracks are going to be.”
“Maybe. There’s also a cigarette butt that could be from the victim or the murderer. I’ll be sure to have the techs get that.” Rob looked around and his gaze settled on the witness. “Well, I guess it’s time to talk to Mr. Matheson.” He and Luke crossed under the yellow tape and made their way to the police cruiser where the witness still leaned against the car. “Mr. Matheson, I’m Detective Rob Harris and this is my partner Detective Luke Murphy. I need to ask you a few questions.” 
The terrier mix, leery of the two men, leaned closer to its master. Mr. Matheson looked up at Rob. With raised eye brows, he asked, “You’re a detective?”
Luke did his best to suppress his chuckle with a fake cough as Rob looked over at him and frowned. Rob turned his attention back to the witness and calmly stated, “I can assure you that I am indeed a detective.”
“Okay,” Mr. Matheson said with little conviction as he glanced at Luke for confirmation. Luke nodded to the older man before they both turned their attention to Rob.
“Can you tell me how you came upon the victim?” Rob asked.
“I already told the officer over there,” Mr. Matheson stated as he pointed to Sgt. O’Reilly.
Rob glanced over his shoulder at the sergeant who was watching them intently before he turned back to the witness. “I understand that, sir, but please tell me about this morning.”
“Well, Trudy and I were taking our morning walk like we always do. I live just two blocks over and we like to walk to the park every morning,” Mr. Matheson explained. Rob gave him an encouraging nod, so the older man continued. “Well, I stumbled over a rock on the path in the park and dropped Trudy’s leash. Next thing I know, she took off toward those trees.” He stopped talking and glanced over to where the victim lay but he quickly averted his eyes. He swallowed audibly before he looked back at Rob and stated, “When I caught up to Trudy and grabbed her leash, she was right next to the trees where I saw the legs sticking out. That’s when I called the police from the corner pay phone and sat down on the bus bench to wait for them.”
“And did you see a purse or wallet near the victim or any identification?”
“No,” Mr. Matheson stated as he vehemently shook his head. “I didn’t see any purse or wallet and I didn’t want to get too close to the body.”
“Okay, thank you, Mr. Matheson. Did you give the officer your contact information?” Rob asked.
“Yeah, they know how to get in touch with me,” the older man stated as the dog began to whine. “Can I go now? This has been an ordeal for me and Trudy.”
“Yes, of course,” Rob stated as he watched the older man pick up his small dog and cross the street on his way to his home.
“So,” Luke began. “What do you make of all this?”
Rob looked at his partner and simply stated, “We’ve got ourselves a Jane Doe.”

