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Officer Rogers twisted the steering wheel and stomped on the brake pedal to avoid hitting the man who ran out of the darkness into the street in front of him. The car fishtailed to the accompaniment of squealing tires and came to a stop with it’s nose against the curb. His heart racing, Rogers unbuckled his seat belt and stepped out to confront the man, now stopped and bent over with his hands on his knees, catching his breath.

In grimy pants with a hole in one knee and a once-white shirt with a frayed collar, he was obviously homeless. As Rogers approached he raised his head to peer at the officer through a fringe of shaggy, matted hair, then straightened up

“There’s a dead body in the tunnel,” he gasped before Rogers could speak.  

Rogers squinted trying to see through the darkness to the tunnel entrance. The tunnel had originally carried traffic through the hill. It was abandoned after an earthquake collapsed the majority of it. Although it wasn’t very safe, homeless people often sheltered in the remaining portion.

“Get in the car,” Rogers said. “What’s your name?”

“Bob. Just Bob,” he added when Rogers glanced at him.

“Where is this body?” Rogers asked, driving toward the tunnel a hundred feet away.

“In the first alcove on the right.”

“That’s what, fifteen or twenty feet from the entrance?”

“Yeah, about that. “

Rogers stopped the car near the tunnel. He grabbed a flashlight and stepped out.

“Come on. Show me.”

Bob led Rogers along a narrow foot path through knee high grass and weeds to the entrance. Inside they picked their way over chunks of broken concrete mixed with dirt.  Bob stopped where the tunnel abruptly widened into a small alcove. 

“In there,” he said, pointing.

“Stay here.” 

Rogers stepped forward and played the flashlight beam over the little alcove. A crumpled form lay against the rear wall. Dark stains marred the front of the white shirt. Rogers turned away.

“Come on. Outside.” He jerked his head toward the entrance. “I have to call this in.” 

When Detective Kennedy and his partner Detective Rowan arrived ten minutes later, Bob was sitting in Rogers’ squad car under the supervision of another officer while Rogers guarded the tunnel. After speaking briefly with the officer by Rogers’ car, Kennedy and Rowan climbed the trail to the entrance.   

“What do we have, Officer Rogers?” Kennedy asked.

In a few words Rogers reported the finding of the body. “I didn’t go into the alcove to check the body. The victim is obviously dead. I didn’t want to disturb any evidence.”

“Jay, call for crime scene and the medical examiner, will you?” Kennedy asked. “I’m going to take a look.”

While Rowan made the call, Kennedy followed Rogers to the alcove.  Crouched at the entrance, he examined the floor in the beams of his and Rogers’ flashlights. There were visible scuff marks. He didn’t see any footprints, but maybe crime scene would find something. His light found the victim; a man wearing jeans, a white shirt, and running shoes. 

“Dale,” Rowan called from the tunnel entrance. “Crime scene’s on the way.”

Kennedy stood up. “Good.” He and Rogers retraced their steps to where Rowan waited. “Let’s go talk to the guy who reported it.”

They found Bob in Rogers’ car and introduced themselves. 

“We’d like you to tell us how you found the body.”

“Can I get out of the car? It’s kind of hot in here.”

Kennedy nodded and stepped back from the open door. After Bob stepped out the two men flanked him.

Bob mopped the sweat off his face with a grimy handkerchief.

“I was sleeping in another alcove a little further down on the other side of the tunnel. Voices shouting woke me up. I looked out and saw the shadows of two men in the other alcove.”

“How? It’s dark as pitch in there.”

“There was a light; a flashlight, I think. It was laying on the floor.”

“Anyway, they shouted at each other for a few minutes, then one of the men knocked the other one down. He looked around for a minute, looking around. I was afraid he would see me, but he didn’t. Then he dragged the guy to the back of the alcove next to the wall and went through his pockets. He took his wallet and watch, and something else. I couldn’t see what it was. Then he picked up the flashlight and left the tunnel.”

“What did he look like?”

“I don’t know. I never got a look at his face.”

“What was he wearing?”

“Black. A black hoodie, pants, and shoes. And gloves. He had black gloves.”

“How long did you stay in the tunnel after he left?”

“Not long. As soon as he was out of the tunnel, I went to the entrance and looked out. I heard a car start up. I waited another couple of minutes to make sure he was gone. Then I saw the police car coming and ran out to stop the officer.”

Kennedy exchanged glances with Rowan. “We’re going to have you taken downtown,” he told Bob.

“Why? I’ve told you what happened.” Bob’s voice descended into a whine.

“We need to get a formal statement from you,” Rowan told him. “It’s routine.”

The arriving crime scene van passed the squad car transporting Bob to the station. Kennedy filled the lead tech in and left them to do their work. He leaned against his car and pulled out his cell phone. Detective Ramirez answered on the first ring. Ramirez worked in vice now but had patrolled a beat in the section around the tunnel before making detective. Kennedy hoped he could tell him something about Bob.

“Yeah, I know him,” Ramirez said after Kennedy had explained the situation and described the man. “His name’s Robert Cash. Four or five years ago the company he worked for downsized and he lost his job. He couldn’t find another job, ended up losing his house, and his wife left him.

“Thanks, Julio. One more question. What are the odds Bob is telling us the truth?”

“Pretty good. Bob’s a straight arrow.” 

“Okay. Thanks, again.” 

Rowan walked up. “Crime scene’s about finished. They didn’t find much.” He lifted his chin toward an approaching van. “There’s the ME.”

Kennedy nodded. “I talked to Ramirez,” he said watching the van’s driver maneuver as close to the tunnel entrance as he could. “He thinks Bob is Robert Cash.” He repeated Bob’s history to Rowan as they walked back to the tunnel. 

“Hello, Doc.” Rowan said as he and Kennedy came up to the medical examiner. 

“Get that gurney and my kit,” Doctor Drake said to his assistants before returning Rowan’s greeting. Taller than the stocky Rowan, but shorter than the tall thin Kennedy, Drake was a muscular man with serious gray eyes and brown hair turning gray at the temples. “What do we have?”

“Dead man in one of the safety alcoves in the tunnel,” Kennedy told him. “Crime scene’s working on the site, now.” At Drake’s lifted eyebrow he added, “The grounds messed up.”

Drake nodded. “Okay,” he said to his assistants, “Let’s get inside.”

A few minutes after Drake entered the tunnel, some of the crime scene team filed out. Kennedy and Rowan waited for them to go past, then went in. They found the lead tech standing beside lights set up to illuminate the alcove.

“We didn’t get much,” he said when they stopped beside him. “There were a couple of footprints. We found a few drops of blood near the front of the alcove and more mixed with drag marks. Looks like he was killed near the front and dragged to the back wall. We’ll analyze the footprints and blood evidence further in the lab.”

“Thanks.”

The three men stood watching Drake and one of his assistants work over the body while the other assistant waited beside the gurney. Finally Drake stood up and nodded to the man by the gurney, then walked over to the detectives. They waited for him to speak.

“The victim is male, approximately thirty years of age, approximately one hundred sixty to one hundred seventy pounds. He was stabbed twice in the chest, and also suffered blunt force trauma to the head. Either could be cause of death. I won’t know until I do the autopsy. He died within the last hour.”

“Any idea what caused the blunt force trauma, Doc.?”

“No. Could have had his head bashed against the wall.”

“We didn’t find any hair or blood on the walls anywhere,” the crime scene tech said. “We checked,” he added as everyone looked at him.

Drake nodded. “I would expect nothing less.” He watched as his assistants came out with the gurney, then followed them down the tunnel.

“Anything else you want to see before I take down the lights?”

“I don’t think so,” Kennedy said. Rowan shook his head. “Go ahead and take them down. 

They waited until he had, then Kennedy used his flashlight to lead them out of the gloom into the moonlight. 
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Kennedy found Bob sitting in an interview room under the watchful eye of an officer. He had been given a sandwich and a cup of coffee which he had gratefully consumed. The officer reported that Bob hadn’t said anything beyond thanking him for the food.

Kennedy dismissed the officer, set another cup of coffee in front of Bob, and sat down opposite him. Rowan joined them a minute later and sat beside Kennedy, placing a file folder and a notebook on the table. Bob looked at the folder then lifted his eyes to Rowan’s face. He licked sweat from his upper lip trying to disguise the action by taking a sip of coffee.

“We’d like to go over your story again, Mr. Cash.”

“Just Bob. I stopped being Mr. Cash a long time ago.”

“Okay, Bob. Just go through it one more time.”

Bob nodded. “I spent the night in the tunnel,” he began in a low voice and repeated what he had told them earlier. 

Kennedy nodded. “Can you add anything to the description of the man you saw?”

“Not really. Not in any detail.” He
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