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			Introduction

			It is said that truth is stranger than fiction, and the following story is proof of that. In the course of writing this true crime book, I interviewed over thirty sources involved in the 1981 Janice Starr missing person case. I was provided firsthand access to the original police files, crime scene photos, and police reports. My source material also included written transcripts from the 1981 police interviews of suspects and witnesses. For brevity, only the relevant portions of those interviews appear in this book. Every effort was made to tell this story as accurately and completely as possible. My primary source was retired detective Kay Lewis Schucker, who shared with me her extensive memories from working as the lead investigator in this landmark case from forty-plus years ago. As typically happens with recollections from decades gone by, information shared from many of my other sources may not precisely align. Some of my source’s memories of details are contradictory. In those instances, I did my best to piece together what I felt was the most accurate telling of events. Throughout the book, there is dialogue between the characters. In many instances, these may not be the actual words used by these individuals but are a realistic representation of what was probably spoken and how it may have been said, based on my research and interviews. And finally, to protect the privacy and reputation of several individuals involved in this true story, some names have been replaced with pseudonyms.

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Janice

			Neck deep in the ocean, Janice Starr looked out at the horizon as a rolling wave approached. As she loved to do, Janice ducked beneath the Virginia Beach waves, submerging her head below the surface of the salty aqua-blue surf. Underwater, she felt totally at peace, weightless as the wave passed above. Some of Janice’s happiest moments in life took place at beaches like this. This was one of those moments. It was the summer of 1981, and the beautiful Old Dominion University (ODU) student had her whole life in front of her, not a care in the world.

			Janice came to the surface of the ocean, exhilarated, gracefully treading water as she looked toward the shore. Her boyfriend, Randy, was sitting on a blanket near the water’s edge, smiling as he watched her. Janice waved and smiled back, her perfect white teeth a stunning contrast to her bronze tan, brown eyes, and long black hair. Enthusiastically, Janice motioned for him to join her.

			“Come on in, Randy,” she yelled. “The water’s awesome!”

			Randy was happy to oblige, and he stood and walked to the water’s edge. The cold, rolling surf greeted him as he waded through the breakers toward Janice. When he was waist deep, he dove headlong into a wave and swam through the chilly water until he reached her. Janice greeted him with a hug, and they held each other close, bobbing with the undulating ocean. Beneath the surface, she wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him tightly against her as she locked her ankles and squeezed. He felt her warmth. “I’ve got you now,” she said in a sultry voice. They closed their eyes and shared a deep kiss, the salty sea lingering on their lips.

			Janice and Randy had been dating for three months. Their romance, like that of many young couples, was sparked by a strong physical attraction. Janice had fallen for Randy’s blue eyes, curly-blond surfer-boy hair, and fun-loving attitude the moment they met. And similarly, Janice’s alluring beauty made her the kind of girl that Randy couldn’t just date casually. Their relationship had progressed at record speed for both. When they went on their first date, they talked for hours, making effortless conversation as both shared their hopes and dreams. On their second date, they slept together, the lovemaking exceeding both their expectations. Within a week, she had told him she loved him, and he’d reciprocated. They now lived together, having shared an apartment the past month, a step neither had envisioned happening so quickly. But in their hearts, it seemed like the right thing to do; of that there was no question.

			After enjoying the ocean’s surf together for about ten minutes, Janice and Randy made their way ashore, arm in arm, back to their beach blanket. They sat side by side, as close together as they could be, and looked out over the ocean, admiring the incredible vista. They basked in the sun as it slowly warmed their bodies. After a few minutes in wonderful silence, Randy reached into a foam cooler on the blanket, his hand emerging with two ice-cold cans of beer. Mischievously, he pressed one of the icy cans against the small of Janice’s back, catching her by surprise. She flinched and let out a playful high-pitched yelp, shivering. They laughed as Janice took the beer from Randy and opened it. Parched from her swim, Janice took a big sip, enjoying the taste of what would quickly lead to a midday beer buzz. She scooted even closer to Randy and laid her head on his shoulder, closing her eyes. They were serenaded by the sights and sounds of waves crashing on a perfect eighty-five-degree day.

			“It doesn’t get any better than this,” Janice said, quoting a familiar line from a popular television commercial of the time.

			***

			Janice Starr was not a typical college student. Her age, twenty-three, was one of several factors that set her apart from other ODU sophomores. In some ways, she was mature beyond her years. But in others, she had never quite grown up. Unlike most college coeds, she had been out and seen the world. A US Army veteran, Janice had previously served her country for three years, spending much of that time traveling internationally, including duty at an army base in Korea. But beneath her worldly exterior, she was quite vulnerable, as an upcoming series of events would soon show.
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			Janice was born in Brooklyn, New York, in 1958. Her given name at birth was Janice Lynn Wiener. Her parents, David and Jeanne Wiener, were of the Jewish faith, and her early years included an upbringing grounded in the tenets of Judaism. When Janice was six years old, her parents sat her down and told her they needed to talk with her. They were getting a divorce. Janice was totally blindsided: at only six years old, she understood the concept of divorce but never thought it could happen to her family. As is often the case when children see their family collapse, Janice initially blamed herself and felt guilty.

			She had always been closer to her mother, so despite her father’s efforts, Janice’s relationship with him grew distant. Janice’s mother was granted full custody, which seemed best for everyone involved. What had been an indifferent relationship with her father gradually deteriorated. As with so many children of divorce, Janice’s emotions manifested in a fear of abandonment. According to friends and family, these abandonment issues seemed to follow Janice for the rest of her life.

			Janice’s mother remarried within a year and a half, in 1965. Janice took the last name of her new stepfather, Starr, and from then on, her legal name was Janice Lynn Starr. Ted Starr was a successful insurance sales executive with Mutual of Omaha’s New York office. He was a good husband to Janice’s mother, and materially, Mr. Starr provided very well for the family. But his relationship with Janice was aloof and distant, similar to that of her birth father. Janice’s mother was the main source of nurturing and love.

			Within a few years, Ted Starr received a promotion at work. Mutual of Omaha—perhaps best known in the ’60s and ’70s for its sponsorship of the popular television show Mutual of Omaha’s Wild Kingdom—was in a period of rapid growth. Janice’s stepfather was given the opportunity to relocate the family and become the unit manager for the company’s Miami office. It was a great offer, one Mr. and Mrs. Starr could not refuse.

			Janice was initially upset over the move, but the change in latitude quickly became a welcome one. It was on the Miami beaches of South Florida during her teenage years where she fell in love with the ocean. In school, she was an outlier socially, never quite finding her niche despite participating in a healthy array of activities, clubs, and sports. Physically, Janice was attractive, and she had an engaging personality to match her good looks. This granted her popularity, but she did not fit squarely into any cliques—nor did she want to, taking pride in being a free spirit. She was content being a lovely beach bum.

			The ’70s were an incredible time to be young in South Florida. Friends and family would later speak of Janice’s early initiation into Miami’s vibrant party lifestyle. The drinking age back then—eighteen years old—was loosely enforced. So, along with her high school friends, Janice gained admission to South Beach’s coolest discos and nightclubs. Her beauty attracted plenty of male suitors, and she dated often. According to her friends at the time, Janice’s tendency was to avoid serious romantic relationships, but she was seldom without male accompaniment.

			While schoolwork typically took a back seat to the South Beach nightlife for Janice, she continued to make good grades in high school. She was smart, savvy, and a fast learner. Her academic record shows all As and Bs in an advanced curriculum for college-bound students.

			Spiritually, by this point in her life Janice had drifted away from Judaism, not attending temple as she had when she was younger. She occasionally joked that although she no longer considered herself Jewish, she was definitely Jew-ish, often obsessing over minor details and worrying about things that never came to pass.

			Janice graduated with honors from Miami’s Killian Senior High School in June of 1977. The summer after graduation, she continued to spread her wings, enjoying even more freedom. Her days were spent at the beach, enjoying the ocean with friends. In the evenings she worked a job as a waitress. Then, late night after work, Janice made a beeline for the clubs, enjoying the Miami nightlife until the wee hours of the morning. Her stepfather’s running joke was that Janice was getting quite a South Beach education, double majoring in guys and parties.

			As for her future, Janice’s parents made it clear that they were willing to pay for her college education and support her financially as long as she was a full-time college student and got good grades. She almost took them up on that offer, as it was clearly the easy route to take. But after considerable soul-searching, Janice declined, not feeling motivated to pursue any particular academic course of study or career field.

			Midsummer in 1977, Janice accompanied a boyfriend to his meeting with an army recruiter. Quite by accident, she overheard the conversation and began to ponder the unique opportunity offered by Uncle Sam. The recruiter’s pitch was well polished: Join the army, see the world, and develop some self-discipline along the way. Attend college later on the G.I. Bill. By then, you’ll be more mature and know what you want to do with your life.

			The message resonated with Janice, who had a deep desire to travel internationally. It was as if a giant light bulb went off above her head, cartoon style. She said, “This is what I want to do!” Her close friends and family, surprised that Janice was interested in military service, did their best to discourage her. But by summer’s end, on August 10, 1977, Janice signed her enlistment documents for the US Army.

			Janice scored well on her preliminary physical training testing. Though she had not participated in competitive sports in high school, she had always been naturally athletic. Janice was in great physical shape: tall at five-foot-eight, and not overweight. She had not previously jumped on the ’70s jogging bandwagon but was a strong runner. However, as one might expect, boot camp at Fort Benning, Georgia, was a rude awakening for Janice, the youngest recruit in her class of twenty and one of only two females. The grueling physical training was made even more difficult by the humidity of Georgia, which made the summer of ’77 one of the hottest on record. But Janice proved to be a survivor. She endured not only the physical demands but also the emotional abuse of her male drill sergeant and his nonstop taunts. As was his custom, the “Sarge” gave each recruit a derogatory nickname. Janice’s was “Barbie.”

			The rigors of army boot camp were designed to break a new recruit down physically, mentally, and emotionally and rebuild them stronger. It was the training philosophy the US Armed Forces were based on. All indications were that the military indoctrination process did indeed break Janice down, as intended. But there were also signs that, rather than rebuilding her emotionally stronger, the process instead planted a seed of inferiority. Though most recruits make it through boot camp with increased self-confidence, for Janice it seemed to have had the opposite effect. Acquaintances would later describe her as less confident than before. Some friends attributed it to the constant reminder that she was a female in a male-dominated army. A woman in a man’s world.

			Nonetheless, Janice was proud to be an army soldier and was determined to bring honor to her uniform. After completing basic training, she was stationed at Fort Bragg (now known as Fort Liberty) in Fayetteville, North Carolina. Her recruiter had previously given Janice hopes of an exciting duty assignment, perhaps intelligence or airborne. Instead, she received clerical training and was assigned to a typing pool in support of a logistics battalion—the standard female soldier’s gig circa the late ’70s.

			At that point, the culture in the army workplace, as in every branch of the service, discriminated against female soldiers. Janice sometimes complained about it in conversations with coworkers but was essentially told, as the musician Bruce Hornsby paraphrased in a song a decade later: “That’s just the way it is.” Janice was further disturbed to learn the military did little to discourage sexual harassment. Janice’s beauty stood out, even with her in loose-fitting army fatigues with no makeup and her hair tucked beneath her cap. Not surprisingly, she was a frequent target of innuendo and inappropriate advances in the office.

			Janice would later describe how she would sometimes show up for work in the morning to find Playboy or Penthouse magazines on her desk. Or how her male coworkers went out of their way to tell dirty jokes in her presence. She ignored it, but when it persisted, she finally decided to report the harassment to her superior. Rather than intervene, the sergeant shrugged it off, telling Janice to stop being so thin-skinned.

			Janice dated occasionally in this period, but the only eligible men in the army town of Fayetteville were fellow soldiers. As a result, she found the social landscape tough to navigate. Her dating relationships ran the gamut: one soldier she really cared for got frustrated when she wouldn’t sleep with him. He ended their relationship and started a rumor on the base that she was a lesbian. Another fellow soldier she dated who outranked her turned out to be a kiss-and-tell type, sharing intimate details about their relationship with other soldiers on the base. They whispered behind Janice’s back, sometimes deliberately talking loud enough for her to hear their crude comments. Fayettenam, as some called Fayetteville, sure was a long way from Miami’s South Beach.

			After a year at Fort Bragg, Janice’s chance for international travel finally came when she was transferred to South Korea in 1978. She was thrilled to be stationed at Camp Humphreys, located near Seoul, South Korea, one of the largest US overseas military bases. There, good fate shined on her when she was assigned a roommate in base housing—a young lady who would quickly become her best friend: Paula Mateo.*

			Paula, originally from New Mexico, was of Native American heritage. She identified strongly with her indigenous ancestry, which had inspired her throughout her army career. Paula had grown up as an army brat, attending high school overseas in Germany at the Stuttgart American High School at US Army Garrison Stuttgart.

			Paula had a lot in common with Janice, and they hit it off immediately. Both were fiercely independent and saw themselves as free spirits, trying their best to navigate the strict parameters of army life and the challenges of being female in a man’s world. Before long, Paula and Janice were inseparable, not only living together as roommates at the barracks but also spending most of their free time together. In her conversations and letters with family and friends back home, Janice referred to Paula as “the best friend I’ve ever had.”

			Paula later said, “We loved each other as sisters. We were soulmates. It is difficult to explain how close we were. Many people assumed we were lovers; however, there was never any physical intimacy between us. We seemed to think alike and feel the same about so many things.”

			At twenty-four, Paula was four years older than Janice and considerably wiser. Having grown up as an army dependent, Paula was more familiar with the ins and outs of military life overseas. Janice found her insight to be invaluable.

			Paula and Janice often double-dated together, and Paula was a protector of sorts, helping Janice avoid the romantic pitfalls that had previously plagued her. Paula generally had a better read on social situations and was quick to share those insights, for which Janice was always grateful. Like Janice, Paula always enjoyed a night on the town, and many of their evenings out together were spent in the familiar haze of smoky nightclubs and alcohol. This was not unusual for US service members stationed in South Korea, a deployment that featured abundant nightlife opportunities.

			Most people who encountered Janice and Paula socially would have described Janice as the more physically attractive of the two while Paula had the more engaging personality. If one were casting characters in a romantic comedy, Janice would have been the beautiful lead character who often made bad choices in her relationships, and Paula would have been the loyal friend with high empathy who was always there to provide sage advice.

			During their year together in Korea, Janice and Paula often talked about the future. Paula had previously earned her bachelor’s degree and had set her sights on eventually attending law school. With Paula’s encouragement, Janice became motivated to begin her college studies. By early 1979, Paula and Janice had made a joint decision to leave the army. Good news arrived in the form of Paula’s acceptance to George Washington University Law School (GW) in Washington, DC. It was a metropolitan area that could also offer Janice several colleges to choose from to pursue her undergrad degree.

			Their plans firmed up in the fall of ’79 when each accepted their honorable discharges from the army and moved to the DC area. They rented an apartment together just across the Potomac River from the nation’s capital in Virginia’s Old Towne Alexandria area. Paula began law school at GW while Janice enrolled at Northern Virginia Community College. Janice’s plan was to attend community college for a few semesters and then transfer to one of the region’s four-year colleges, possibly the University of Maryland or George Mason University.

			Both Janice and Paula had the goal of reenlisting in the army once they had earned their degrees. While this might have seemed surprising—given some of the bad experiences they both encountered as enlisted personnel—each was highly motivated by the thought of being an army officer. Once Janice had her bachelor’s degree, she could reenlist as a lieutenant and pretty much choose her field. And as for Paula, once she earned her law degree, she could become a military lawyer (known as a judge advocate) in the JAG Corps, a very prestigious position.

			It was perhaps most encouraging to both Janice and Paula that as officers, neither would have to endure the discrimination they’d faced when they were enlisted. It would be a whole new ball game. As Janice expressed in a letter to one of her high school friends back in Miami, “The same enlisted guys who used to harass me will have to salute me and follow my orders.”

			Janice had maintained close contact with her parents, and once again, they offered to step in and pay for her college education and living expenses. But Janice was now prouder than ever of her independence. She politely declined. The GI Bill would cover her tuition, and she could fund her living expenses by signing up for Army Reserve duty and serving one weekend a month. She also took a part-time job with a local tech company called Datatel doing data entry. She was determined to make ends meet on her own, with no help from her parents.

			An excerpt from a composition Janice wrote for an English class her first semester at Northern Virginia Community College titled “Independence” perhaps best sums up her mindset at this point in her life:

			Through sheer determination, I, as a single woman, endured three years of crude, belittling army life. I have shown myself, through this sheer determination, that I can accomplish and succeed at the goals I have set.

			Janice’s activities in these years were well documented because she kept a diary in a large spiral-bound notebook. A great deal of information could be gleaned about her lifestyle from these journal entries, diligently entered each day.

			From her diary entries, it was clear Janice was quite active socially; the entries described lively nights out with friends at bars in Old Town Alexandria, including the Fish Market, Bullfeathers, and Chadwicks. There were also mentions of weekend parties at the apartments and houses of new friends. Paula was her frequent companion.

			Her diary also describes details of several relationships with men. It would be easy to conclude from these journal entries that Janice tended to fall for a man very quickly. In one of many similar instances, she wrote, “Have only known Lionel for a week, but I swear I love him and think about him all the time,” only to write a few days later that “Lionel is such an asshole. He called me three or four times today, and I didn’t even answer the phone.”

			Paula and other friends attested to Janice’s emotional vulnerability; one friend noted that “Janice was the type of person who would fall in love very quickly. She’d meet a man and have a strong romantic connection right away. Then, before you knew it, she’d fall out of love just as fast, break up with the guy, and never want to talk to him again.”

			Given her life experiences to this point, it wasn’t surprising that Janice seemed to struggle at times with her mental health. She wrote in one journal entry, “Have been really depressed all week,” and in another, “My life is so damn depressing right now.” Still another diary passage is particularly concerning: “Sometimes I wonder if my life is even worth it. I mean, why should I even go on?”

			In a related theme, her diary also reveals that, like many young women, Janice struggled with body image. Pictures of Janice from this period show a beautiful young lady with an attractive figure, yet some of her diary passages are quite to the contrary. Janice wrote more than once, “I am so fat.” In the summer of 1981, she wrote, “Am starving, but have not eaten anything all weekend. Lost eight pounds and look a lot thinner.” Then two weeks later, she described an eating binge: “Got home from work and ate five pieces of pizza. Stuffed myself. Slept for two hours. Woke up and ate half a bag of chocolate chip cookies. Shit, I am fat now.”

			Very often, it was her best friend and closest confidant who was there to provide emotional support to Janice. Paula would later say, “Looking back, Janice was prone to frequent episodes of low self-esteem. I would always try to build her up and was always there to talk to her and help her feel better about herself.”

			In hindsight, it would seem obvious even to a layperson that at this point, mental health counseling might have been helpful to Janice. But the ’70s and ’80s were a different time, and those services were not as readily available. Nor did mainstream society encourage individuals to seek out psychological services or therapy.

			

			
				
					* A pseudonym.

				

			

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Randy

			Janice’s love life seemed to take a positive turn on a Saturday night in April 1981. She went with friends to a nightclub in Alexandria called Streamers, where a mutual friend introduced her to Randy, who was in town visiting from Virginia Beach. Janice’s first impression of Randy was that he was different from the stereotypical button-down corporate type DC-area men she had been dating. He was beachy, with blond hair, a tan, and a likeable surfer sort of vibe. He reminded her of the guys back in Miami, which was a very good thing.

			Sparks flew between Janice and Randy, and they hit it off immediately. After dancing into the early morning hours together, Randy came back to Janice’s apartment and spent the night. In her diary, Janice wrote, “We stayed up all night, just talking, and didn’t even fool around that much. Just made out a little. We have so much in common and he is so easy to talk to.”

			The following weekend, Janice drove to visit Randy in Virginia Beach, about two hundred miles south of DC. It was her first time visiting the Virginia region known as Hampton Roads. Over the next few months, there were more weekend visits. Their relationship progressed, as did Janice’s affection for coastal Virginia.

			Janice’s diary entries in this period reveal just how hard she had fallen for Randy. In one passage she wrote: “Randy and I went to the beach and had a fabulous day. ‘Unreal’ is the only way to describe it. We’re so caring and thoughtful for each other. He’s forever telling me I’m gorgeous. He’s so kind and so romantic.” Another entry gets more specific: “Randy got me a card, four roses, and champagne. He cooked dinner and made a cake. We made love—beautiful. I love him so much.”

			On one of Janice’s visits to see Randy, she toured Old Dominion University, or ODU, located in Norfolk, a neighboring city of Virginia Beach. Around 1981, ODU was in the midst of an exciting period of growth. The college had blossomed from a small commuter school to a rapidly expanding regional university. Located in a scenic area along the Elizabeth River, ODU’s campus bordered some of Norfolk’s trendy neighborhoods featuring cozy Craftsman bungalow–style homes, many of which were student rentals. The college was a short drive from Virginia Beach’s oceanfront, which checked another box for Janice. The proximity to the ocean gave ODU a cool, coastal vibe. Many students wore flip-flops, T-shirts, and shorts to class year-round. It seemed to fit Janice perfectly, and she wrote in her diary, “In some ways, it reminds me of Miami. Finally, I seem to have found a home.”

			Janice was not much of a sports fan, but she couldn’t help but be impressed by the buzz around ODU’s NCAA athletic teams, the Monarchs. Everyone loves an underdog, and part of ODU’s identity was built around the fact that the Monarchs were extremely competitive against many of the country’s larger, more established universities. ODU’s sports teams often proved themselves to be Davids in a land of Goliaths. The students loved it and attended campus sporting events in big numbers.

			Old Dominion was also at the forefront of what would later become a national trend by investing heavily in women’s sports. ODU was among the first universities in the country to award athletic scholarships to women. The flagship sport on campus was women’s basketball; the Lady Monarchs were fresh off national championships in 1979 and 1980. Women’s basketball home games at ODU’s on-campus arena, the Fieldhouse, were raucous and packed with enthusiastic students, routinely drawing more fans than men’s sports. The message was clear—in an era when Title IX was paid lip service, Old Dominion walked the walk when it came to gender equity. This resonated with Janice, whose experiences to this point had been quite to the contrary.

			It was perhaps also noteworthy that ODU’s number-one athlete at the time was Nancy Lieberman—two-time winner of the prestigious Wade Trophy as the country’s player of the year in women’s college basketball. Lieberman was also of Jewish heritage and, like Janice, originally from Brooklyn. She was ODU’s poster child—literally, as promotional posters featuring an action photo of Lieberman (along with the Lady Monarchs basketball schedule) were posted on walls throughout campus and at many of the surrounding businesses.

			Janice was over the moon with excitement about potentially attending ODU. She applied and within a week received the results: she’d been accepted. The icing on the cake was that ODU had a strong army ROTC program, in which she was offered a spot. This dovetailed nicely with her contractual commitment to the Army Reserve, as her schedule could accommodate both ROTC and reserve duty. She would earn an ROTC stipend to help cover living expenses in exchange for serving a four-year stint in the army upon graduation from ODU. Once she had her degree in hand, she would be commissioned as an officer, and everything would be so much better than before. It all seemed too good to be true.

			All the pieces had fallen into place for Janice as the plan for her next chapter of life came together. In June of 1981, she submitted her transfer paperwork to Northern Virginia Community College, turned in her resignation at Datatel, and informed the Army Reserve that she was relocating to Hampton Roads, where she would attend ODU. Her transfer to a Hampton Roads Army Reserve unit was quickly approved. Her future had come into focus and was now crystal clear.

			Janice’s last day of work at Datatel was Friday, July 3. Her boss and coworkers in the data entry pool took her out to lunch and then had cake and ice cream that afternoon in the office. Janice’s positive mindset is clear from her subsequent diary entry: “It really made me feel good when they gave me a going away party at Datatel. Great to know I did such a good job there, made friends, and that they like me so much.”

			The next day, Saturday, July 4, Janice and Paula celebrated by taking a bike ride along the Potomac River from Alexandria to the Washington, DC, mall area, where the Beach Boys were performing a concert. It was followed by the annual DC fireworks extravaganza, a perfect send-off for Janice. She spent the next day, Sunday, packing up her Alexandria apartment for the big move. Paula helped her, later recalling it as a bittersweet moment in their relationship. “It was sad that Janice and I would not be living close to each other,” she said. “But I was so happy for her…she was so positive and enthusiastic…she seemed to be in such a good place emotionally.”

			A major part of Janice’s decision-making process around her relocation to Hampton Roads had involved a heart-to-heart talk with Randy about their future. Putting it all on the line, Janice told Randy that she loved him and wanted to spend the rest of her life with him. She was overjoyed when he told her the same. In short order, another momentous decision was made—they would live together. Janice officially moved down to Hampton Roads on July 6, and she and Randy spent the next few days apartment hunting together. There were no rental vacancies that suited them in the immediate vicinity of ODU, so they eventually decided to move into an apartment complex called Cambridge Manor, located just across the city line from Norfolk in Chesapeake, only a few miles from ODU’s campus. Things were continuing to look up; the future she dreamed of seemed more real than ever, and Janice could not have been happier.

			Janice’s next order of business was to find a summer job in Hampton Roads for when she wasn’t pulling weekend Reserve duty. Waitressing seemed to be the ideal gig, as she had previously made good money in tips back in Miami. Plus, it offered flexibility: she could do it full time in July and August and then transition to part-time work once classes started at ODU in September. Diligently, she began applying to restaurants and bars in the Norfolk/Virginia Beach/Chesapeake area. In a journal entry dated July 8, Janice wrote, “Fixed myself up and went out from 10:00 a.m.–7:30 p.m. looking for a job. No luck. Wanted to cry.”

			A day later, Janice landed a cocktail waitressing job at the Naval Station Norfolk’s chief’s club, a bar/lounge known then as the Coxswain. The Norfolk naval base, the world’s largest navy installation, was located just a few miles down Hampton Boulevard from ODU’s campus. The Coxswain’s clientele was primarily enlisted men who held the rank of chief. Janice described them in a letter to Paula: “In the Navy, if you’re an enlisted guy without a college degree, chief is as high as you can go. So, a lot of them have a chip on their shoulder because they can’t be officers.”

			In the weeks that followed, Janice described in her diary how the chiefs at the Coxswain were light on the tips but heavy on the sexual advances. “I only made $7.50 tonight,” Janice said in one journal entry. “But if I had a dollar for every navy chief who hit on me, I’d be rich right now.”

			[image: ]

			In addition to the waitressing gig, Janice also landed a part-time job at the ODU Veteran’s Administration (VA) office located on campus. She worked in three- to four-hour blocks a few days a week answering phones and doing filing and light clerical work. The manager of the VA office, a jovial fiftysomething military veteran named Charlie Hobbs, was accommodating, offering Janice and the other students in his employ flexible hours to fit in with their class schedules.

			Paula came down from DC to visit Janice for a weekend in mid-August after Janice had settled in. It was a wonderful time for them to catch up. Along with Randy and a group of friends, they spent a lively Saturday night barhopping around ODU’s campus. The evening began with pizza at the 4400 Campus Club, a classic college bar with loud music and cheap beer. The 44, as students called it, routinely went through as many as twenty-five kegs of beer on a busy weekend night. A few doors down on Hampton Boulevard was Sir Richard’s Tavern, a go-to spot for live music in Norfolk. On this particular Saturday night, a local favorite, the Robbin Thompson Band, was playing at Sir Richard’s. Janice and her friends danced until the early-morning hours to the songs that later became regional hits for Robbin Thompson: “Sweet Virginia Breeze,” “Candy Apple Red,” and “Brite Eyes,” among others.

			Paula would later say that she had never seen Janice so happy. “She really had this sense of optimism,” Paula recalled. “Over the years I’d known her, she’d always been a worrier. Even when things were going well for her, she would stress out over what might go wrong. Like she was waiting for the other shoe to drop. But she really seemed to be in a great place emotionally…like everything had fallen into place.”

			The wonderful weekend eventually ended, and on Sunday afternoon, Paula said goodbye to Janice and drove back to the DC area. They promised to stay in touch and—as they always did—kept that promise. In the years that they had been best friends, whenever separated by distance, they had diligently stayed in touch. Phone calls between them, prohibitively expensive in those days for penny-pinching college students, were limited to once a week. Instead, they corresponded mostly via handwritten letters. Similar to the way Janice wrote all her thoughts in her diary, she shared details of her daily activities in her letters to Paula. These letters would later prove significant.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Thunderbolt

			Janice was excited when classes at ODU began on Monday, August 31. She savored the fresh new feeling of taking her next step toward a college degree. Her course load included English literature, intro to economics, business management, biology, and a military science course required by her enrollment in the ROTC program. She found each of her professors to be interesting and dynamic and made several new friends on her first day of class. Her first semester at ODU was definitely getting off on the right foot.

			She attended an ROTC social the evening after her second day of classes and got to know several of the other cadets in the program. Being a bit older than most other students at age twenty-three, Janice felt a bit awkward but all in all got the sense that she fit in well. A few of the girls in the ROTC program mentioned to Janice that they were in a sorority and asked her if she might be interested in rushing and possibly pledging their sorority. Janice kindly thanked them, told them she would think about it, but expressed that she already had a lot on her plate.

			Along with her schoolwork, the most important thing to Janice was her relationship with Randy. By every indication, things seemed to be going extremely well. The time they spent together, according to numerous diary entries and letters, was golden. Randy seemed to be understanding in giving her the space she needed for school and ROTC activities. She journaled at the time that “Randy is perfect. I couldn’t ask for anything more.”

			At the end of Janice’s third day of class, on the afternoon of Wednesday, September 2, 1981, she came home to her apartment in a great mood, eager to tell Randy about her day at school. But when she walked in the door, something was terribly wrong. Randy was not there, nor were any of his belongings. What in the world is going on? she said to herself. It took a few minutes for Janice to actually process what had happened. She walked through every room of the apartment in slow motion as reality set in.

			There was a handwritten note left by Randy on the kitchen counter: “I’m so sorry but I have to leave you. I’m moving back to New York and getting back together with my wife and kids.”

			“Wife and kids?” Janice said out loud. “What!” Her knees buckled, and she struggled to make her way to the couch in disbelief. Beyond shocked, she collapsed and burst into tears, crushed. In her mind, she thought about how vague Randy had been about his past. She should have known he’d been hiding something. But he had given absolutely no indication that he was married and separated. She’d had no clue. It was difficult to fathom. As she continued to process it, she felt not only heartbreak but also a tremendous sense of shame for having
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