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Chapter 1

It was a cold, wet morning on November 10, 1979. It had rained nonstop the night before. The dark clouds had cleared seemingly to allow the morning sun to wake up the farmers in Caledonia, a rural area about a half hour’s drive from Rochester, New York. 

Although he didn’t know it at the time, this day would be one that stuck with Wes Clements the rest of his life. 

Wes Clements was around ten years old in 1979. He and his father lived and worked on a farm in Caledonia and had risen with the sun that day, happy to see it after a long stretch of rainy weather. The pair was getting ready to go over their cornfields with the ol’ combine tractor that morning, but their plans got delayed when they made a startling discovery. 

Just inside the borders of their cornfields, the part of their fields that backed up on a nearby freeway, was the body of a teenage girl face down. 

“We didn’t know at first that it was a dead girl,” Clements has said. “We thought it might be some kind of Halloween prank gone wrong, like a balloon that had floated away or something.”

In fact, it was the body of Tammy Jo Alexander, but Clements wouldn’t know that until over 35 years. At the time, she was just the girl in the cornfield.

The girl in the Clements’s cornfield looked like a young teenager. She was petite, about 5 feet 3 inches tall and 120 pounds. She had brown eyes and light brown hair that was bleach blonde at the ends. Her hair was wavy and was just long enough to dust her shoulders.

The girl’s skin was tan, she had visible tan lines from a halter top and her face and shoulders were speckled with freckles and acne. She was cute, but not quite old enough to be beautiful yet. She had had plenty more growing still to do before her life was cut recklessly short.

The Clements’s also couldn’t help but notice the girl’s clothing. She was dressed fairly typical for a girl her age—she was wearing a plaid button-up shirt and tan corduroy pants—but her jacket was seemingly unique. It was a man’s nylon-lined, red windbreaker jacket with thick, stark black lines running down the arms. Later, a label inside the coat was found marking it as manufactured by Auto Sports Products Inc. 

Along with typical clothing, the young girl was also wearing jewelry. She had a silver necklace with three small turquoise stones around her neck and two silver keychains attached to her belt loops. The first was shaped like a heart and read He who holds the key can open my heart. The other was the key, made to fit a cutout on its heart-shaped companion. 

When Wes Clements and his father Harry realized what they were looking at, they immediately called police. 

The first responder on the scene was John York of the Caledonia Police Department. 

“I was not far away. I arrived on the scene with Harry and his son as we walked to the area where the body was found,” said Officer York. “She was laying face down in a cornfield. Somewhat off the road, about 20 yards laying in the corn.”

It seems silly to dump a murder victim so close to a popular freeway on paper, but in reality it was almost impossible to see the spot she was left for dead from the road. Corn stalks are tall and grow thickly. The dense vegetation is difficult to see through. Officer York himself needed guidance from Harry Clements and his young son Wes to navigate through the crop to the body.

When Officer York first laid eyes on the girl he thought she may have been the victim of a hit-and-run accident. Maybe a trucker was going a bit too fast and didn’t see the girl crossing the road until it was too late. It made sense. However, when he got closer to the body he saw two distinctive gunshot wounds—one on her head and the other on her back. She had been shot than left for dead in the cornfield. 

“We secured the area and began an investigation that we thought would be very normal,” says Officer York. “But it became anything but a normal homicide investigation.” 

The young girl had no identification on her, her pockets had been turned inside-out seemingly by her assailant, so she was officially declared a Jane Doe. As her case continued and her identity remained a secret she took to the grave with her, she became known more specifically as Cali Doe after the area she was found in. 

Chapter 2

The investigation into Cali Doe’s death had the odds stacked against it from the beginning. 

First, there was the rain. Caledonia had been soaked by heavy rains that fell consistently for days before the discovery of Cali Doe’s body. The whole crime scene and surrounding area was soaking wet, saturated with rain. 

Second, there was the location. Caledonia was a small community, but one on the road to bigger places. The freeway that ran through the town and right next to where Cali Doe was found was the 520, a major truck route that connected Canada to the US. Across the road from the farm was also a heavily treed pull-off area where a lot of trucks were known to stop and rest. 

Third, there was the fact that she had no identification.

All three of these factors had a major effect on the case. The rain meant that any physical evidence around Cali Doe’s body had been either degraded, destroyed, or washed away. The location made it difficult because it indicated that a truck driver may have been involved, meaning that the perpetrator would be from out of town and not known by the locals. The lack of identification meant that investigators had nowhere to start. 

In the face of all this hardship though, Officer York stayed positive and focused on what little evidence he did have to work with. He became the lead investigator on the case and stuck with it for decades, even after 

Officer York was intrigued by the fact that Cali Doe’s skin was so tan. She had had the marks of a halter top or bikini engraved into her skin by the sun. Especially in the face of all the rain Caledonia had gotten lately, the recent tan mean that Cali Doe was probably from a sunnier part of the country—that or she’d just got back from vacation. 

Initially, Officer York thought that he would find a missing person's report matching Cali Doe’s description when he began looking in the larger area of Livingston County but he never did. 

“We thought if we looked in Livingston County we would get an identification the next morning,” said Officer York. “If we put it on the television, someone would pick up the phone and someone would say I know that girl.”

No such phone call ever came. 

Wes Clements and his father Harry, who had discovered Cali Doe’s body on their farm, were quickly cleared from the case. They were questioned separately and provided matching accounts of their morning and night before. The father and son also willingly provided shoeprint samples and other forms of forensic samples when requested. 

Little physical evidence was found where Cali Doe’s body had been left in the cornfield, but more evidence was found in the surrounding area. After the coroner’s report revealed that Cali Doe had been shot in the back in the spot she was found, but she had first been shot in the head somewhere else. 

Investigators tried to recreate Cali Doe’s pathway through the cornfield to the road and found an area along the roadside that appeared to be stained with blood. Cali Doe had been shot in the head unaware on the side of the freeway and then dragged into the field where she was shot in the back once more for good measure. 

Investigators tried to search the surrounding cornfield and areas along the freeway to find more evidence such as a discarded ID card or purse contents but retrieved nothing. 

The coroner’s report revealed a few other clues about the identity and last day of Cali Doe’s life such as the girl’s last meal. Within an hour of being killed, Cali Doe had eaten a simple meal of corn, potatoes, and boiled ham. Eatery food. It filled you up, but it wasn’t fancy. 

It hurt Cali Doe to chew her final meal. A molar on her left side seemed to have had a cavity for over a year and one on the right was even worse. To have either fixed would’ve meant the first trip to the dentist for the sixteen-year-old. 

While her last meal seems like inconsequential evidence, it lead to one of the most important discoveries in the early days of the Cali Doe investigation. It lead Officer York and his team to Marge Bradford, a waitress at the Lima Diner 25 minutes down the road from the Clements’s cornfield. 

Chapter 3

After the coroner assigned to Cali Doe’s case revealed that the young girl had eaten a typical diner meal of corn, potatoes, and boiled ham within an hour of being killed, Officer York was struck with an idea. 

“We wanted to find something or someone who had seen Cali Doe right before she ended up in the cornfield. I assigned investigators to then drive down the road and visit every rest stop and restaurant they ran into.” Said Officer York. 

Officer York and his team visited over 70 restaurants. Eventually, they came across the Lima Diner, which was nestled into nearby Lima’s downtown—an intersection dubbed by locals as The Four Corners. 

In 1979 Marge Bradford was a waitress at the Lima Diner. She was 21-years-old and lived in a trailer down the street, close enough for her to walk to work. 

On November 11, 1979, Bradford met Officer York and his team when she arrived to work around 2pm. They asked her if she had seen anyone matching Cali Doe’s description two nights earlier and astonishingly, she had. 

November 9 was a Friday, and every Friday night at the Lima Diner was fish fry night. At about 8:30pm, two people walked into the restaurant and sat in Bradford’s section. 

“I’d never seen them before. They were strangers,” Bradford told the officers. “On Friday nights you usually got the regulars, you know, always the same people for fish fry night. Most of them were my friends.”

But these two weren’t. The pair had arrived in the restaurant fairly late for a fish fry night, which was a busy time for the small diner. By the time Cali Doe and her mystery companion walked into the restaurant almost all the locals had cleared out since the dinner rush, but it was still too early for the bar crowd to start shuffling in. They were just about the only two people in the restaurant besides staff at the time. 

According to Bradford, Cali Doe’s companion was a man around 25-years-old, was around six feet tall, and had light brown curly hair and glasses. 

“They seemed know each other but didn’t seem like they were boyfriend and girlfriend. More like brother and sister or something like that,” Bradford said. “That was the impression I got.”

Bradford told police that there didn’t seem to be anything unusual about the two’s time in the diner. The young girl matching Cali Doe’s description seemed happy, she didn’t seem nervous or upset about anything. She in fact spent most of the time laughing with her companion. 

––––––––

Nothing about the pair struck a chord of worry in Bradford or any of the other staff, which in itself is one of the strangest aspects of the case. Cali Doe was found murdered only eight-and-a-half miles up the freeway. 

“Why would you buy someone dinner and kill them 25 minutes later and throw them in a cornfield? I had never made any sense to me. She didn’t act worried at all. Or afraid.” Said Bradford. 

Investigators worked with Bradford to draw up a composite sketch of the man seen with Cali Doe and the sketch was spread all around the county but it never lead to a suspect. They remained confident that Bradford had seen the actual Cali Doe though as Bradford had been able to describe her distinctive jacket in detail. She also described the meal she served to the young girl that night—it had been a simple meal of corn, potatoes, and boiled ham. 

Chapter 4

After Marge Bradford, a waitress at the Lima Diner, was able to prove she had seen Cali Doe alive and well and with a companion within an hour of her death, investigators and lead officer John York were confident they were now on the right path to discovery who Cali Doe was as well as how she ended up dead in a cornfield. They were wrong. 

Bradford’s description of Cali Doe’s companion turned up no new leads, and the diner provided them with no new information about Cali Doe except for the direction she had been travelling in. The case began to lose heat quickly, investigators had nowhere to go with the case. 

“Typically within a week somebody’s called. A friend, a family member, somebody has reported her missing and launch the missing person report. But a week went by, months went by, nothing.” Said Officer York.

So Officer York began searching in new places, and remained the primary detective on the case for decades to come despite being promoted to the Livingston County Sheriff’s department in 1989. No one worked harder on the case than York, who had felt the weight of the young girl’s case since he was first led into the Clements’s cornfield. 

“The investigation began for me in November 1979 and continued for 36 years,” said now Sheriff York. “You like to take pride in your work and think you’re going to get resolve and justice for every victim. It’s not realistic but you believe that. My personal belief was that Cali Doe had the right to better. She deserved better.”

The more the years passed, the more York wanted answers for the young girl. He began to take the case personally, as it soon became the only unsolved case he had ever worked on. He became obsessed.

York spent months alone trying to dig up information on Cali Doe’s distinctive jacket. It didn’t look like it belonged to her, so he was hoping it could’ve been her killer’s. Plus, it looked different than any jacket you could buy in a typical department store. It looked unique, unique enough to lead directly to one individual person—or so York hoped. 

York spent weeks trying to locate the jacket’s manufacturer, Auto Sports Products Inc., which was named in the jacket’s tag. He sent photos of the jacket along with the company’s name to the FBI and received no response. He wrote letters to every State Senator in the country as well. One Senator recognized the label, and replied to York. The manufacturer was a mushroom farmer in California. 

Again, York was initially hopeful but couldn’t be for too long. The mushroom farmer, as it turned out, had been the Vice President of a major car manufacturer in the late ‘70s. He had made several thousands of the coats, which were given away to auto sports companies and other car manufacturers as a promotional item. There was no way to tell where the coats had been sent and who had received them. It was another dead end. 

York remained ever determined, but he now began to scramble. He had artist renderings of Cali Doe made from autopsy photos and sent them all over the country along with the sketch of her companion from the night she was killed. He took the story international to Mexico, and began personally talking to police departments across the country, begging them to double check their missing persons and runaway reports. Nothing pertinent ever came up.

In the late 1970’s hitchhiking was fairly common and sadly so was occurences of hitchhikers becoming vulnerable targets for predators. That’s why York decided he had to consider that Cali Doe had been killed by the worst of the worst—a serial killer. He wanted to talk to some serial killers that had modus operandis that matched the evidence in the Cali Doe case. One of those men were Henry Lee Lucas. 

Henry Lee Lucas was a serial killer from Waco, Texas who liked to confess to murders he didn’t commit—many of which remain attributed to him today. Officer York decided to interview Lucas in 1984. Lucas, in his normal style, confessed to the crime but was unable to provide any new facts about the murder and got several facts about the murder incorrect during his confession to York, including the colour of Cali Doe’s distinctive jacket. 

After talking to Lucas, York was convinced he had played no role in the murder and crossed the serial killer off his list of suspects. Ottis Toole, another serial killer who was a friend of Henry Lee Lucas’s, was also interviewed by York. Although Toole’s description of events matched the story Lucas had given York, he was also ruled out as a suspect. York believes that both men got what little information they did know about the case from newspapers and the TV as the case was widely publicized across the nation thanks to York’s efforts.

Although York refused to give up on the case, it would be over 20 years before any new information emerged.

Chapter 5

In September of 2005, Cali Doe’s body was exhumed in order to have DNA samples collected. The hope was she could eventually be identified through a DNA match with any living relatives. It had been 26 years since the young girl’s body was found in the cornfield and countless advances in forensic science and investigation practices had been made. Cali Doe’s DNA was automatically ran through CODIS, the Combined DNA Index System used by the FBI, on the off chance one of her family members were in the system but unsurprisingly a match was not found. 

Cali Doe’s DNA was collected by the University of North Texas Center for Human Identification. Despite Cali Doe being buried for almost three decades, they were able to produce a mitochondrial DNA profile for the girl through DNA profiling. 

While her body was consumed, Cali Doe also had several of her teeth removed, which were then sent for mineralogical and forensic isotope analysis. This was done because investigators still had no idea where the young girl was from. Luckily, tap water across the US varies in quality because every area of the US has different mineral compositions and combinations. When you drink the water in your own area, the specific mineral compositions leave markers in your bones and teeth as they develop. Using this modern forensic science, investigators were able to prove for the first time that Cali Doe was definitively from the Southern region of the US. 

This evidence was strengthened in 2006 when forensic palynology was conducted on Cali Doe’s clothing. This meant that pollen from her clothing was collected, analyzed, and matched with an area in the US that contained all samples. If an area of the US could be found, that would likely be the area that Cali Doe was from. 

The pollen found on Cali Doe’s clothing was determined in 2006, and again in 2012, to have originated from California, Arizona, or Florida.Amazingly, nine years after the pollen was first analyzed, the palynology findings would be proven correct when Cali Doe was positively identified in 2015.

Chapter 6

Facebook has been one of the most defining elements of the 2000’s since it was made available to the world in 2006. In a very strange way, it also helped uncover the true identity of Cali Doe. 

In 2015, a woman that had gone to school with Cali Doe began perusing the social media website looking for old classmates. While she was able to find an account for most of her old friends, she failed to find one for one of her favorite friends from high school, Tammy Jo Alexander. 

Tammy Jo Alexander and the woman had attended high school together in Brooksville, Florida. After the summer of ‘79 Alexander never came back to school, and no one ever really knew why beyond rumours. While she couldn’t find any trace of Tammy Jo Alexander on the internet, Alexander’s classmate was able to track down Alexander’s half-sister Pamela Dyson, who now lived in Panama City. 

Dyson wasn’t able to provide much information about Alexander’s current whereabouts. Alexander had worked as a waitress in a truck stop and had a habit of running away. She liked to hitchhike and would often catch rides with the men she met in the truck stop. One summer, she took a ride to California on a whim with her best friend. She loved travelling and told her folks upon her return that she planned to do it again. 

Dyson knew her sister had gone missing in 1979, but her home life at the time left her in the dark about any developments in the case. Alexander and Dyson’s mother had been a violent alcoholic who was addicted to prescription drugs and often lashed out at the girls. It was a volatile environment and both young girls did everything they could to avoid confrontations. When Alexander disappeared, Dyson quickly learned that it was not to be spoken about. 

But Dyson did believe that her mother had filed a missing persons report so Dyson went with Alexander’s classmate to the Hernando County sheriff’s office to check in on the report. When they arrived, there was no report on file. It is likely that Alexander’s mom wasn’t taken seriously when filing the report as Alexander had a history of running away. 

Up to this point in her life, Dyson had believed that Tammy Jo Alexander had walked away from her volatile home life to start fresh somewhere else. She pictured her in California, living by the beach with a husband and children. It would’ve been a loving household, as Alexander remained happy and bright-spirited despite living in a volatile hell. 

When Dyson found out no one had looked into what had happened to her sister back in the late 70’s she became very worried—the idyllic image she had had of her half-sister crumbled to pieces. She decided to file her own missing persons report. Tammy Jo Alexander was officially listed as missing, and her file was posted into the National Missing and Unidentified Persons System, or NamUs. NamUs is used across America to identify Jane and John Does and to make missing persons information available nationwide. 

Along with basic information about her sister and their life, Dyson included an old school photo of Alexander from the year before she went missing. Shortly after Alexander’s missing persons profile was entered into NamUs, her photo was recognized by an unbelievable source. 

Carl Koppelman was a Californian artist who had spent his life creating artistic reconstructions from unidentified corpses. Officer York had gotten Koppelman to create a reconstruction of Cali Doe both in 2010 and 2014. A year since his last reconstruction of the young girl, he was now positive he was staring at her real face and her real name. 

Koppelman immediately emailed the Livingston County sheriff’s office, which was still overseeing the Cali Doe case 36 years later even though John York had retired in 2013. The resemblance was confirmed after Dyson’s DNA was compared to Cali Doe’s taken in 2005. The results were clear—the two women shared the same mother. 

Cali Doe was finally identified as Tammy Jo Alexander.

John York, the primary detective on Cali Doe’s case for 34 years found the identification to be bittersweet. He was relieved to know that Tammy Jo Alexander wouldn’t have to rest unnamed any longer, but it was a stark reminder that they still didn’t know who her killer was. The identification of Cali Doe as Tammy Jo Alexander did not bring in any new viable leads, although the as of January of 2017 the case remains classified as active. 

Cali Doe had been buried in the Dansville Cemetery in Dansville, New York since her autopsy. Her grave had been marked by a donated headstone inscripted with the name Caledonia Jane Doe and an approximated lifespan. 

After Tammy Jo Alexander’s identification, Dyson decided to keep her sister buried in peace where she had been for so many years. A proper funeral service was finally conducted for the young woman and a nearby funeral home paid to have the headstone replaced with another that told the true story of the young girl’s life. 

Tammy Jo Alexander’s death was both tragic and uplifting. It is always tragic when a young life is taken in a brutal way, especially when they remain nameless for decades after, but it is equally uplifting to see a community embrace a victim who had no one else to stand up for her. The community in Livingston County and Officer John York made sure Cali Doe was never forgotten. And for their efforts, a family and many friends now know what happened to the bright, beautiful, and bubbly Tammy Jo Alexander.
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