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Chapter One

“Jane, will you give me a hand with the roast?”

October 23, 1983, seemed like a typical fall Sunday in Marin County. Jane Alexander was attending a 49ers football party, a weekly ritual in thousands of homes throughout Northern California. Nancy Martell, the party’s hostess that week, needed Jane’s respected advice in the kitchen. It was the custom to eat just after the game, and the hostess had to estimate just when the game would finish, so that dinner could be served at the right time.

“Haven’t you put the roast in yet?” asked Jane, mother of six grown children.

“No. Should I have?”

“We’re at the end of the second quarter. You should have had it in twenty minutes ago. Nancy, if you only knew more about football,” Jane said with a laugh, “you’d be a better cook!”

Jane Alexander was in good spirits that day. An athletic, articulate woman of sixty-one, known for her fiery conservative opinions and dedication to family and friends, Jane seemed happier than she had been in years. This was largely thanks to the company of Tom O’Donnell, a tall and charismatic family friend who had become her romantic partner three years after her husband’s tragic death. He was fifty-seven, a ballroom dancer, a world traveler, and world-class raconteur. Tom was a welcome addition to the comfortable upper-middle-class social set that Jane had enjoyed for decades.

Thanks to her late husband’s foresight and financial planning, Jane owned a large and beautiful home in Sleepy Hollow, a two-and-a-half acre slice of paradise just fifteen miles north of the Golden Gate Bridge. Her mortgage was a mere $40,000, less than a tenth of the property’s value. Although Jane had not gone to work after his premature death, she was meeting the payments and living securely on Al’s modest pension and Social Security benefits.

If Al’s early death had caused any financial worry, her fortunes had improved when she and O’Donnell fell in love, since he had amassed a sizable Swiss trust fund that was just months from maturity. Between the two of them, there was more than enough to live comfortably on for the rest of their lives.

The phone rang, and the hostess answered it.

“It’s for you, Jane,” Nancy said.

“Who would be calling me here?”

She recognized the voice of Hugh Fine, a friend who was spending the weekend with Jane and Tom while studying for his final college examinations. The sixty-two-year-old father of nine was pursuing a lifelong dream of becoming a chiropractor, and Jane and Tom were happy to supply him with a place to stay in her roomy five-bedroom house.

Hugh sounded worried. “Cousin Irma called,” he said. “She’s very upset. She says she called your Aunt Gert’s house about eight-thirty last night with no answer. She thinks something awful has happened.”

Jane was immediately concerned. Gertrude McCabe was a surrogate mother to Jane, helping to raise her when her parents divorced. Aunt Gert lived alone in San Jose, seventy miles south of Jane’s Marin County home. At age eighty-eight, Gert was active, healthy, and predictable as a Swiss watch. At 8:30, she should have been home watching television or reading.

Jane immediately called her cousin Irma Clark in San Francisco.

Irma was nearly hysterical. “I called just now and a stranger answered, so I hung up, thinking it was a wrong number. When I called back, he told me he was a police officer!”

Irma said the officer refused to answer any questions concerning Aunt Gert. Jane told Irma to stay by the phone and try not to worry.

Among the company was Jim Rohde, Jane’s attorney and longtime friend, who advised her to call the San Jose Police Department. All the police dispatcher would offer was a curious statement: “An entry has been made for 165 Arroyo Way in San Jose.”

Next, when she telephoned Gertrude’s house, the man who answered identified himself as a San Jose police officer.

“This is Jane Alexander. I’m the niece of Gertrude McCabe.”

“Where are you calling from? What is your phone number?”

Jane gave him the information he requested then asked, “Why are the police at the house? Is Gertrude sick? Is she in the hospital?”

“I really can’t say, Miss Alexander. I’m not in a position to reveal any information at this time.” He concluded by telling Jane that someone would call her back in a few minutes.

Jim Rohde waited with Jane until the phone rang a few minutes later, and then listened in on the extension. It was the San Jose coroner, Nat Gossett.

“Mrs. Alexander, are you the niece of Gertrude McCabe?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry to tell you that your aunt Gertrude has been the victim of a homicide.”

“What?”

“Your aunt has been the victim of a homicide.”

“Homicide? Was she shot?”

“No.”

Jane pressed for more information, but the coroner was no more forthcoming than the police officers had been. Finally, Jane told him she was coming to San Jose.

“I’m sorry, the officers have not yet finished at the crime scene. There’s nothing you can do. Please don’t come down at this time.”

The news quickly dampened the spirit of the football party, and everyone fell silent. What was there to say? A few made a halfhearted effort to watch the game again. Tom came into the kitchen with Jane.

“Should I phone cousin Irma?” she asked.

“Better if we tell her the news in person,” said Tom. “I’ll get our jackets. We’ll drive to San Francisco.”

Tom drove them across the Golden Gate Bridge to Irma’s high-rise apartment on Lombard Street, atop picturesque Russian Hill. Jane talked the entire way, wondering aloud how someone could kill an old woman, why they would choose Gertrude’s house, one of the more modest on a street of expensive dwellings. Gertrude McCabe was 88 years old, weighed barely over a hundred pounds, and would have surrendered anything to anyone who confronted her.

Tom and Jane arrived at the building. When they exited the elevator on the fourth floor, Irma’s apartment door was open. They could hear her sobbing. “Why? Why? Why would someone do this? Who would do such a horrible thing to an old woman?”

Irma, 84, had been on the phone with Gert’s next-door neighbor, Juanita Lennon, who had recounted the little she knew. That morning she had noticed two days’ newspapers in front of Gert’s door. Normally Gert read her newspaper early every morning then passed it over the back fence for Juanita.

Nervously Juanita had rung Gert’s doorbell but gotten no response. Too frightened to investigate on her own, she summoned a neighbor, who noticed a sliding door on the side of the house was wide open. Through a living room window the neighbor also noticed drawers open and their contents scattered about the room. The police were quickly called and arrived just before ten o’clock. “They carried her body out on a gurney,” cried Irma.

Irma spurned Jane and Tom’s offers to accompany them back to their house in Marin. Before they left, Jane and Irma made several more calls to the San Jose police and to Gertrude’s home. Each was met with a refusal to reveal any further information.

When Jane and Tom arrived back home in Sleepy Hollow, houseguest Hugh Fine was on the phone with a reporter from the San Jose Mercury News. He handed the receiver to Jane.

“Mrs. Alexander, was your aunt one of the San Jose McCabes?”

Jane replied that she was. The McCabes were one of the original pioneering families in San Jose. At the turn of the century Jane’s grandfather had opened a First Street haberdashery in what later became the city’s downtown. The McCabes had a long and distinguished history in Northern California. Gertrude McCabe was part of the second generation of McCabes to live in the Santa Clara Valley.

“When was your aunt born?”

“January 1, 1895.”

“Any relation to Jay McCabe?”

“She was his sister,” Jane said, “and the last of that generation.”

James (Jay) Aloysius McCabe had been a towering figure in San Jose politics. He was a quintessential Irishman who led the St. Patrick’s Day parade every year. An inveterate prankster, he was famous for playing elaborate practical jokes on visiting dignitaries – jokes that sometimes involved buckets of green paint. He had a fifty-year career promoting conventions and tourism in San Jose, and helped put the city on the map. Jay was personally credited with attracting more than fifty million dollars in convention revenues to the San Jose area. So important were his promotional contributions to the burgeoning city that the new convention center in downtown San Jose was named Jay McCabe Convention Hall upon his retirement in 1963. When he died in 1971, he left an estate worth more than a quarter million dollars at a time when that figure was still a significant sum. Gertrude McCabe, his younger sister, was the heir to his estate.

The reporter told Jane that her aunt “was bludgeoned several times on the head with a blunt instrument then stabbed in the chest and neck a dozen times. Then she was suffocated.”

After the reporter hung up, Jane dropped the phone to her chest.

“Tom, I’ll kill the animal that did this.”

No one who had witnessed the bizarre turn of events that balmy day could ever have predicted the odyssey that the death of Gertrude McCabe would trigger.


Chapter Two

Arroyo Way is seven blocks east of the sprawling San Jose State University campus. A quiet, tree-lined street laid out in the 1930s, the former fruit orchard is now a solidly middle-class neighborhood populated by longtime residents. In the 1960s Jay McCabe helped his sister Gertrude buy one of the most modest single-story houses on the block. By 1983 the neighborhood real estate prices were booming, and today many of the gracious old homes are worth a million dollars or more.

Although violent crime in adjacent San Jose neighborhoods was rising due to the proliferation of street gangs and drugs, murder was still an unthinkable event on Arroyo Way. That changed on October 23, 1983.

Responding to a 911 call phoned in by Gertrude McCabe’s neighbors Juanita Lennon and Dominic Kovacevic, San Jose patrol officers Santiago Asencio and Ernest Carter arrived at the McCabe home at 9:57 A.M., just two minutes after the call was received by the dispatcher.

While police are always reluctant to enter a home without a warrant, Officer Asencio felt the neighbors’ concerns were genuine. He and Officer Carter rang the bell and called out to McCabe several times. Since the front door was locked, they circled around the house, continuing to call out Gertrude’s name.

The two officers tried the rear door adjacent to Gertrude’s laundry room. It was unlocked. Officers Ascenio and Carter made their way through a narrow hallway and kitchen. When they reached the den, Asencio found the body of an elderly woman, prostrate on the floor.

It was a horrible sight.

Gertrude McCabe was lying on her left side, wearing a gray knit skirt with a patterned sweater. Her skirt was hiked up to reveal nylon stockings and black shoes. The left side of her face appeared to be pressed down on a blue and brown oriental rug. Her hair was thickly matted and her face caked with dried blood. It appeared she had crawled or been dragged a short distance. The carpet behind her was soaked with a trail of blood.

Officers Ascenio and Carter knew they had a homicide, but before they could call forensic experts and detectives, they had a more pressing concern. Where there is one victim, there is often another. And a perpetrator. Drawing their service revolvers, they moved cautiously through the house, checking the bedrooms adjacent to the room where Gert was found. One room was ransacked, with dresser drawers open and objects scattered about. Nothing seemed out of place in the second bedroom.

Retracing their path through the house, they entered the bathroom nearest to Gert’s body, where they discovered two throw pillows and a towel in the bathtub. The pillows and towel appeared bloody, and the bathtub had a faint reddish-brown ring.

Finally they checked the living room, where the sliding glass door was open. Convinced there was no one else in the house, they holstered their weapons and exited through the front door. They quickly radioed for assistance from the Crime Scene and Homicide units. By the time the next squad car arrived, Asencio and Carter had the exterior of the house taped off to prevent contamination of the crime scene.

Within minutes, neighbors had begun peeking from their windows. Rumors spread quickly. Over the course of the next few hours, two dozen different officers arrived at Arroyo Way to question neighbors, gather evidence, and examine the body. The street was closed to traffic. The nightmare of urban life had come to another quaint and tranquil enclave.

Detectives Joe Brockman and Robert Frechette arrived on the scene by eleven, along with the coroner, Nat Gossett. Brockman and Frechette felt safe in their assumption that the victim was indeed Gertrude McCabe. Like the other officers, Brockman and Frechette were shocked by the frail nature of the victim. Despite having seen dozens of homicides, the two veteran officers found it difficult to believe that anyone could brutalize such a helpless old woman.

An examination of the crime scene revealed several things about the perpetrator. Although the front door was locked, there was no sign of forced entry. That indicated the victim might have known the perpetrator and let him in, locking the door behind them. The rear door, which had a heavy dead bolt with a key still in it, was closed but not locked. Whoever killed Gertrude might have been granted entry via the front door, then unlocked the back door and slipped away.

Brockman and Frechette continued their investigation. The two pillows and towel in the tub were still damp and bore obvious blood stains. The pillows, based on the size of the remaining stains, apparently had been used to cover Gertrude’s face during the attack, probably to muffle her screams. Then the killer had filled the tub with water and left the pillows and towel to soak, hoping to destroy any evidence of blood. The tub had drained since the murder, leaving the reddish-brown ring.

On the sink was a pair of plastic gloves. They were much too large to have belonged to McCabe. Whoever killed her had planned thoroughly enough that they thought to bring a pair of plastic gloves to avoid leaving fingerprints. That hinted strongly of premeditation.

Sergeants Bud Harrington and Bill Santos of the Crime Scene Unit arrived to take photographs and collect evidence. They followed a path they believed the killer had followed, photographing every item in the house, with particular attention to the den, where the body had been found. They photographed the ransacked drawers and desks, and the bathroom with the pillows and towel in the tub and gloves on the sink.

They dusted for fingerprints but were not very lucky. Although the killer had apparently used gloves to prevent discovery, he need not have worried. Less than a dozen partial prints were found in the entire home, none of which appeared fresh.

Yet Brockman and Frechette found one physical clue in the bathroom. Although a consistent layer of grime covered the walls and cobwebs filled the corners where the old woman could not reach, above the light switch in the bathroom was a fresh, clean swipe. Brockman figured the height of the cleaned area as approximately eight feet. The killer had to be at least six feet tall to wipe that high on the wall.

They were able to make an additional assumption. The drawers had been pulled from several desks and dressers, their contents scattered as though the perpetrator had just opened them and flung them across the room. The disarray had “bogus burglary” written all over it. Burglars are notoriously lazy. They do not dump drawers on the floor or fling their contents about the room. They would have to bend over and look for things, and burglars traditionally do not get on their hands and knees to look for anything. They go through drawers, flinging out unwanted objects until they locate something of value.

What’s more, nothing seemed to have been stolen. Coroner Nat Gossett, the only person to touch or closely examine Gert’s body, had already pointed out two expensive, if blood-soaked, diamond rings on her fingers. On top of McCabe’s dresser, clearly visible, was a glass jewelry box. Through the glass could be seen a gold charm bracelet, strands of pearls, a diamond watch, and several other items of silver and gold. Dust patterns on top of the jewelry box indicated the intruder had not opened it.

Her purse, hanging in plain sight from the doorknob in her bedroom, contained two hundred and ten dollars in cash. Later investigation turned up an unlocked strongbox on the closet floor nearby, plainly visible from anywhere in the room. It contained an additional four hundred dollars in cash.

No burglar would leave such obvious bounty as diamond rings and untraceable cash to ransack through clothing drawers.

Brockman and Frechette felt strongly that burglary was not the motive, which pointed toward the motive being personal. A few other clues added to the suspicion that Gertrude McCabe had known her killer. A cable-knit sweater hung over the edge of the couch with a book beside it. The book Fatal Vision by Joe McGiniss, a 1983 best-seller about the Jeffrey MacDonald/Green Beret murder case, had a small envelope for a bookmark on page 342. The sweater had probably covered Gertrude’s legs as she read. When someone appeared at her door, she had likely set the sweater aside, marked her book, and gone to answer the door. Since blood evidence began in the entryway and the initial head wound appeared near the rear of her skull, the attack probably had begun as soon as she turned her back to the assailant.

The marked book also helped narrow down Gert’s time of death. Two days before, she had been seen raking leaves late in the morning and had spoken to Juanita Lennon shortly before noon. Police soon found out that Gertrude watched a number of soap operas daily from twelve-thirty to three, so the murder probably took place afterward. Detectives determined that the light from the window failed about four o’clock and Gert could not easily read after that time without a light.

The murder victim was interrupted from her reading between three and four o’clock, opened the door to greet someone she never expected to assault her, and was bludgeoned in the back of the head as soon as she turned her back.

The question now was: who among the people who had known Gertrude McCabe was capable of committing such a heinous crime?


Chapter Three

At five o’clock that afternoon, Jane Alexander, who had been anxiously pacing her living room all afternoon, telephoned Gertrude McCabe’s house in San Jose and pressed Detective Harrington for more information. He patiently explained that he had no additional news and that his investigation had just begun.

When Jane insisted she was driving to San Jose, Harrington told her not to do so. In the background, though, Jane could hear another officer speaking to Harrington. The officer told Harrington that unless someone stayed at the house to keep people away, he would have to assign two uniformed officers from the night shift to stand duty outside the house. The officer said he would prefer not to take a patrol car off the street for the entire night.

Harrington relented. He told Jane that she could come if she would stay in the house and follow police instructions. She quickly agreed.

Within a few minutes, she had packed a small bag and she, Tom O’Donnell, and their German shepherd, Duke, were en route to San Jose. Jane talked incessantly during the two-hour journey. Any attempt to calm her anxieties was futile.

While Jane and Tom drove, the police in San Jose were finishing up the first part of their investigation. Guffy Removal Service arrived at the McCabe house and removed Gertrude’s body in a green plastic bag. The sight shocked and dismayed neighbors, particularly Juanita Lennon next door, who watched in horror, fearing that a maniac was loose on the streets. As Gertrude’s body was loaded into the ambulance, she vowed to sell her house and move.

When Tom and Jane arrived at 165 Arroyo Way at seven that evening, they were met at the front door by Sergeant Harrington. Once inside, she met homicide detectives Brockman and Frechette, who offered their condolences.

As they entered the hallway by the front door, Jane looked to her left and saw a large brown stain on the carpet in the den. To officers, she appeared in a state of disbelief, asking repeatedly, “How could someone do such a thing?” Brockman led Jane and Tom to four needlepoint chairs arranged in front of the living room fireplace. Jane pestered the officers for information on the murder, but they responded that they had none to offer.

“But what was the motive?” she asked repeatedly. “This is not the fanciest house on the block. Practically every house in this neighborhood is bigger and more expensive. She didn’t have an enemy in the world; she was kind to everyone.”

Veteran officers, Brockman and Frechette showed warmth and compassion to both Jane and Tom, who they assumed was her husband and called “Mr. Alexander.” Yet all the detectives could tell her was that they did not believe it was a burglary. “We found cash, diamond rings on her fingers, and jewelry on her dresser. No burglar would pass those things up, especially the cash. The other evidence points to a simulated burglary. Since there was no forced entry, we think she knew the assailant and willingly gave him or her entry.”

Jane asked them to confirm what she had learned from the San Jose Mercury reporter. Slowly Brockman verified the report. “She was bludgeoned, beaten, and strangled. It appears she may have been stabbed and tortured.”

Jane continued to have questions, but Frechette and Brockman politely refused any further comment. She offered to go to the morgue and identify Gertrude’s body if necessary. Tom O’Donnell interrupted and offered to make the identification for her, attempting to spare Jane further pain and anxiety. He mentioned how distraught Jane had become when she heard that Gertrude was attacked so violently.

At first the detectives accepted Tom’s offer, but after a brief consultation they said it would not be necessary. Gertrude had identification and photos of her about the room that had convinced the detectives that Gertrude McCabe was indeed their victim.

After verifying that Jane and Tom would spend the night in the house, Frechette said detectives would return in the morning to continue gathering evidence. Tom did not like the idea of spending the night in a bedroom less than twenty feet from where Gertrude was murdered. He felt it would be frightening and disturbing to Jane, but she insisted.

Brockman and Frechette then made three additional requests. They asked Jane and Tom to save any facial tissues that they might find. They would not explain why. Second, the investigators asked them to keep an eye out for Gertrude’s check registry. They explained the unusual request. They had found Gertrude’s checkbook, but the registry – the record of the checks she had written – was missing. To detectives it was a tiny but potentially significant detail: no-one separates the records of the checks they have written from their checkbook.

Frechette and Brockman were looking for clues to support their emerging suspicions. They felt the check registry might hold the name of a disgruntled workman or someone with whom Gertrude had had a business disagreement. After receiving payment, he or she might have returned, killed Gertrude in anger, faked a burglary, then removed the check registry to conceal their identity. In addition, he or she would also have to destroy the check Gertrude had written. If one of Gertrude’s last checks was not returned to the bank for cashing, it might confirm their suspicion.

The investigators’ last request was for Jane and Tom to stay out of the front bathroom, where the bloody pillows, towels, and the plastic gloves had been found.

Jane consented and thanked the officers for their kindness and efforts. At approximately nine o’clock Sunday evening, the officers left, marking the first of many unusual events that would plague the investigation throughout its course. They left Tom and Jane alone at the crime scene, a crime scene that had not been fully processed. The fact would not sit well with subsequent investigators.

Dazed by the day’s events, Jane found clean sheets in the hall closet and made up the bed in the extra bedroom. Tom spread newspapers over the dry bloodstains on the carpeting in the den. Then he fed their German Shepherd, Duke, and gave him his evening walk.

Though exhausted, they stayed awake for a couple of hours. They were jolted by an evening news report that showed a tape of the house in which they were sitting. The report reiterated the scant details, conveying the shock felt by neighbors over the savage murder of eighty-eight-year-old Gertrude McCabe. “Police report there are no suspects,” the reporter concluded.

At 11:30 P.M., they went to bed. Tom fell asleep, but Jane tossed and turned for hours.

By then Coroner Nat Gossett had finished the preliminary examination of the body. Piece by piece, he began to reconstruct the crime.

The first thing he noticed when he turned Gertrude McCabe onto her back was the cuts in the front of her sweater. When he examined the body more closely, he found nearly two dozen stab wounds in her neck, face, and chest. None of them appeared to be very deep; the loss of blood from the stab wounds had been insignificant.

The blood on her matted hair had been caused by blunt-force trauma to her skull. Someone had hit her with a thin, round object, a club or perhaps an iron pipe, something that left no splinters or residue. Whatever the object was, it was hard and very smooth. Even so, the wounds appeared to be almost glancing blows. They had not even knocked her unconscious, as was evident by the scraped knees and carpet fragments under her nails. She had tried to crawl away from the assailant after the initial blow to her head. Whoever had inflicted those wounds on Gertrude seemed, on cursory examination, to be either physically weak, small of stature, or very timid.

Using long forceps, Coroner Gossett removed what appeared to be a brown, blood-soaked piece of paper wadded in Gertrude’s mouth. He carefully unfolded it, noting that it was a distinctive blue-and-white floral design. It also bore a faint smear that later proved to be lipstick. Detectives Brockman and Frechette noted that it matched a tissue found next to Gertrude’s leg.

The coroner turned to the cable around her neck. It was a bicycle lock: a thin steel cable wrapped in clear plastic. The attached padlock had been wrenched down so tightly that the cable had embedded itself in Gertrude’s neck. From the broken blood vessels in her eyes and the open mouth, the coroner determined that she had suffocated to death as the result of strangulation.

Homicide detectives always keep one or two pieces of information out of their reports and thus from the media. In case they find a witness or extract a confession, that information is used to confirm the identity of the killer. They know he or she did not read it in the newspapers; only a killer or accomplice would be privy to that particular detail. Detectives Brockman and Frechette determined that the tissue as well as the bicycle chain and the lock, the exact cause of Gertrude McCabe’s death, would be their hidden fact.

Jane Alexander had a very difficult time falling asleep. Only at approximately 4:00 A.M. did she drift into a tortured, shallow doze. She was awakened, alone, shortly thereafter by the sound of running water. At first she thought that Tom was taking a shower.

Duke was asleep on the floor next to her, his head resting between his paws. She called out to Tom. As she was getting out of bed, Tom came down the hallway and told her to stay put.

She asked him why he was up. He explained that Gertrude had left a can of orange juice on the sink, and somehow it had exploded. The sound had startled him, and he had gone to investigate.

When he saw the mess in the kitchen, the fastidious O’Donnell had stopped to clean it up. The sound of running water Jane had heard was from the kitchen sink. Since it was beyond the crime scene, it had not tainted any area of interest to the police.

For the rest of the night she was unable to sleep. Something inside was killing her.


Chapter Four

The morning papers were filled with the story. MEMBER OF PIONEERING SAN JOSE FAMILY SLAIN, reported the San Jose Mercury News. GERTRUDE MCCABE, 88, BEATEN, STABBED TO DEATH IN HER SAN JOSE HOME.

The article quoted Lieutenant Donald Trujillo, chief of Homicide for the San Jose P.D. “You have an elderly woman, slightly built, probably weighing less than a hundred pounds and living alone. She could have been anybody’s grandmother. If you wanted something from her, she would not resist. Why did he or she or they have to brutalize her in such a fashion?”

Trujillo reported that a task force from the Robbery, Burglary, and Homicide units was already forming. The age of the victim, the longstanding stature of the McCabes, and the inexplicable violence had roused the entire department, indeed the entire city. Crime Stoppers offered a $1,000 reward for information on the case.

On October 24, 1983, at 10:00 A.M., Sergeants Harrington and Brockman returned to the house on Arroyo Way to continue collecting evidence. While the officers worked, Jane looked from the picture window in the den and saw several news vans arriving. Tom O’Donnell, who had made a habit of rescuing Jane from emotionally trying circumstances, intervened again. He went outside and politely informed them Jane was too distraught to speak. Tom explained that the two women were very close and that Jane considered Gertrude a surrogate mother. Tom also told them the police were diligent in their efforts and reiterated what Lieutenant Trujillo had also said in the papers. “We know of no suspects. We have no idea who did this.”

Inside the house, the investigators debated the conflicting theories of how the crime occurred. It might have been someone she knew and permitted entry to the house. Then again, an intruder might simply have walked in the open doors and Gertrude surprised him, though the location of the assault – within a few feet of the front door – made them favor the former theory.

The varied methods of assault – the blow to the head, the multiple stabbings, the suffocation – might indicate a drug addict or psychopath. But neither would stop to clean the crime scene, and an addict would not have left cash in her purse and diamonds on her fingers. Plus, the superficial wounds also discounted this theory.

Why would anyone fake a burglary and leave so many obvious things to steal? Why would a perpetrator be calculating enough to bring plastic gloves and then leave them behind? Was the intention burglary or murder? That led the investigators back to the missing check registry. Could a disgruntled workman or merchant have been so incensed over a dispute that he would brutalize an old woman? They finished processing the scene at midday, still unsure what the evidence was telling them.

For her part, Jane began to search through Gertrude’s papers. First she found her will. It named Gertrude’s cousin Irma as executor. Jane muttered aloud that she was not happy about that fact: “Irma never told me this.” The will also declared that the remainder of the estate be divided equally between Jane and Irma.

Then Jane found two passbooks, one in her name and one in Irma’s, for twenty thousand dollars each. Gertrude had opened a savings account for each of them as a gift.

Jane called her cousin, who was still distraught by the events, and asked what funeral arrangements should be made. Irma stated that Gertrude wanted to be cremated. That also surprised Jane, but Tom found a pamphlet from the Neptune society indicating that Gertrude had indeed intended to be cremated.

Shortly thereafter, Jane telephoned Detective Frechette at the San Jose Police Department with a confusing piece of information. She had found Gertrude’s check registry in the corner of one of her dresser drawers, leaning flat against the side. Frechette was surprised by the revelation. He felt his officers had made a thorough search of the premises and not found the registry. He thanked her and immediately drove to Arroyo Way to retrieve it.

By five o’clock that afternoon, Tom had reminded Jane that she had not eaten anything since the day before. Jane tried to get something out of Gertrude’s refrigerator, but the sight of her late aunt’s food made her ill.

Tom insisted on taking Jane to Original Joe’s, a landmark all-night restaurant in downtown San Jose. He ordered both of them a drink, hoping it would help Jane calm down
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