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			FOREWORD

			His dream had finally come true.

			At a little before 9:00 A.M. on June 18, 2012, retired detective sergeant Roy West sat outside of Criminal Court 2 in downtown Indianapolis. The dream he’d had for more than twenty-six years—of finally seeing justice for thirteen-year-old Dawn Marie Stuard—was at last coming true. West looked down at the thick folder he held in his lap. Dawn’s case had never left his thoughts for the last twenty-six years, and he had never given up hope that this day might finally come. Even after retiring from the Indianapolis Police Department five years earlier, West had kept the file and looked through it frequently. Then, when he began working as an investigator for the Marion County Prosecutor’s Office, he had continued to revisit the case over and over in the hope that something new would pop up. West would reread the interviews and notes from his investigation, thinking back over the years and wondering what he might have missed. He had talked with prosecutors a number of times over the years, asking what they felt the case needed in order to make it viable for prosecution. West had had a long career with many successes, but this particular case still haunted him.

			West had served on the Indianapolis Police Department for more than thirty-five years. He’d joined in 1972 and had held various positions within the department until he transferred to the Homicide Branch in 1986, where he’d found his niche and served until his retirement in 2007. Although West was much too modest a man to ever believe it, he became something of a legend during his time as a homicide investigator, not only for solving many, many murder cases, but even more notably, for solving a number of cases that other homicide detectives had labeled unsolvable. He had even closed the North LaSalle Street murder case, unquestionably the most infamous murder case in Indianapolis history, which had lain unsolved for thirty years before West began looking into it.1

			But even with all of his successes, the one case he couldn’t solve but had never given up on had been the Dawn Marie Stuard murder case. It had been his first case as a homicide investigator. More important, though, to West, it had been a case that involved a totally innocent thirteen-year-old girl. West could never get that out of his mind. A young child just starting out in life had been brutally murdered, and even though West knew without a doubt who had committed the murder, he had never been able to gather the evidence necessary to bring the case to trial.

			For the tenth time, West looked down at his watch. The jury selection would be starting soon. The former detective couldn’t help but be excited that modern science had finally done what he had been unable to do in 1986. Modern science had produced the evidence that West had searched for for over a quarter of a century. Still, along with the excitement, West could also feel his stomach roll with uncertainty. He had taken part in dozens and dozens of jury trials during his career and knew that the outcome of a jury trial was never certain. Would the new evidence be enough? Would it convince the jury to convict Dawn Marie Stuard’s murderer?

			After a moment, West pushed his worries aside, since there was nothing he could do about them, and began reviewing his notes on the case again. He didn’t want to look confused or uncertain when he testified. Thumbing through the folder, West went back to 1986.

			
			
		

	
		
			ONE

			Thirteen-year-old Dawn Marie Stuard disappeared on March 16, 1986.

			At the time, the Stuard family lived in the 1600 block of North Dequincy Street on the east side of Indianapolis, Indiana, but Dawn’s father, Ted Stuard, had been working at a propane company in Ohio and was researching the possibility of purchasing Apollo Propane in Dayton. Before he and his wife, Sandy, could manage the purchase, though, they needed to be certain that they would have enough contracts in place to assure the business would prosper, so Ted and Sandy would drive to Ohio during the week, leaving their daughter, Dawn, in Indianapolis with an aunt, then come home every weekend. It was a bit stressful on the family, but Ted hoped it was just a short-term necessity.

			“It was just a temporary thing,” Ted said. “We didn’t want to have to take Dawn out of school until we were absolutely sure about moving permanently to Ohio.”

			More than anything, Ted’s dream was to give his family a financially secure future. Once he and his wife owned the propane company, then this could all come true. They would make much more money and be able to provide a higher quality of life for their family. There would be no more traveling back and forth to Ohio every week. There would be no more evenings apart. There would be no more of these long drives and of living at a motel. Although Dawn would have to change schools, they knew she was a very sociable little girl who made friends easily. They felt certain she would make the transition smoothly. Ted and Sandy both looked eagerly toward the point when their family would be together all of the time. Yes, things were soon going to be great for the Stuard family.

			On Sunday, March 16, 1986, Ted and Sandy rose early in the morning. Even though it was the weekend, they had to go back to Dayton to nail down the purchase of Apollo Propane. As usual, they had arranged for Sandy’s sister, Ramona Collins, who lived just two blocks north of them, to watch Dawn that day. They left instructions with their daughter that, after she cleaned her room, she was to go straight to her Aunt Mona’s house.

			The day couldn’t have looked brighter for Ted and Sandy as they left Indianapolis en route to Dayton. They were certain that Dawn would clean her room and then go straight to her aunt’s house, just as they had told her to do. Dawn was an exceptionally good child who always minded her parents. She attended eighth grade at nearby Forest Manor Elementary, had always gotten good grades, and got along well with her teachers and classmates. She had never really given her parents any problems at all. Ted and Sandy left for Ohio with no worries, only dreams of the great future awaiting them.

			Later that morning, though, Dawn’s Aunt Mona became concerned when her niece didn’t show up as planned. Even if Dawn had poked around at home cleaning her room, she still should have made it to Mona’s house by now. It wasn’t so late yet that Mona panicked, but late enough that she started to worry—and as more time passed and Dawn still didn’t arrive, Mona became even more concerned. She sent her nineteen-year-old son, Wesley Collins, down to his cousin’s house to see if Dawn was there. She wasn’t. At 3:00 P.M., Mona called Ted and Sandy in Ohio and told them she hadn’t seen Dawn yet but that she had some more places to check and she would call them back. Mona then had Wesley ask around the neighborhood whether anyone had seen Dawn or knew where she was. Wesley stopped at every place he could think of that Dawn might be, but he couldn’t find her. He heard from several people, however, that his cousin might be at the Reese house at 1428 North Bosart Street, just a few blocks away. Apparently, according to the people Wesley talked to, Dawn had been seen there several times before.

			This information made Wesley very uncomfortable, his stomach a bit queasy. The Reese family had a bad reputation in the neighborhood. In addition to forty-three-year-old Paul Reese Sr. and forty-four-year-old Barbara Reese, their four sons lived in the house: sixteen-year-old Paul Reese Jr., fifteen-year-old John Reese, fourteen-year-old Brian Reese, and thirteen-year-old Jeremy Reese. There were also two daughters: twelve-year-old Jenny and six-year-old Cynthia. People who lived nearby felt nothing was safe from being stolen by the four Reese boys. Because of the Reeses, no one in the neighborhood ever left anything of value sitting out in their yard.

			Two of the Reese boys, Jeremy and John, had recently been arrested and were being held in the Indianapolis Juvenile Detention Center. Even the matriarch of the family, Barbara Reese, had once been convicted of embezzlement. But the Reese family also had a darker reputation than just for thievery. As most of the people living around there knew, the father, Paul Reese Sr., had been released a few years earlier from prison, where he had served time for trying to kill his then girlfriend. (That revelation had undoubtedly figured into the legal separation and divorce Barbara had filed for in 1979.) In 1986, Paul Reese Sr. lived mostly with his father but visited and stayed at the North Bosart house often.

			Wesley couldn’t believe that his little cousin Dawn would be at the Reese house. Why would she go somewhere like that? Who knew what could happen to a child who went in there? neighborhood parents would warn their children. A number of the parents in the neighborhood said that they gave their children strict orders to never go into the Reese house, and one woman with whom reporters later spoke said she’d told her daughter not to even walk close to the Reese house.

			Even so, several people Wesley talked to said that Dawn had been there before, and that she might be there now. So of course, he had to check.

			Wesley went to the Reese house and talked to two little girls playing out front. They said Dawn had been there but that she had left. Barbara Reese, the mother of the family, then appeared, and Wesley asked her if she had seen his cousin Dawn. He was told no, but something just didn’t feel right about Barbara Reese’s denial. It all seemed very nervous and edgy to him. Wesley managed to talk his way into the house, so that he could look around. He didn’t find anything but would later say that the house gave him chills—as if it were a bad place, where bad things happened. Later that day, he returned several times and sat in a car near the Reese house, and even followed a visitor to the Reese house, a seventeen-year-old boy named Timothy Keller, to a nearby apartment and questioned him about Dawn. Timothy said he didn’t know anything about where Dawn might be.

			By the time Wesley returned after going to the Reese house, with no news of what had happened to Dawn, it was nearly 5:00 P.M., and Mona decided she needed to call her sister and brother-in-law again. She telephoned them in Dayton, and this time Ted and Sandy dropped everything and raced back home, a 115-mile trip.

			“It was a two-and-a-half to three-hour drive to Indianapolis. But getting back home was the fastest trip I’d ever made from Dayton,” Ted recalled. “I’m surprised I didn’t get stopped by the police.”

			Ted and Sandy went first to Mona’s house, then hurried home to see if they could find any clues there about what might have happened to their daughter. Ted could feel cold sweat running down his sides as he and Sandy stepped into their house, not knowing what to expect. Every nerve in his body seemed to be firing. They called over and over for Dawn but got no answer. They then began searching every room of their house. Nothing seemed alarming or out of place. Their house looked just as it had when they’d left that morning, except that Dawn’s room was now tidy. Whatever had happened to her, she’d cleaned her room as instructed before leaving home.

			Now icy, electric panic began setting in for Ted and Sandy. Where could Dawn be? Why hadn’t she gone to Mona’s house like she was supposed to? Ted and Sandy called every hospital and clinic where a sick or injured child might have been taken, but no one had a report of a child matching Dawn’s description being brought in that day. They then got into their truck and began visiting Dawn’s friends, asking if they had seen her or knew where she might be. No one did. The fear now began to squeeze them tighter and tighter with each failure to find any news about Dawn. They next began visiting all of the places they thought she might have gone.

			“By the time we got back [home] it was getting close to dark,” Ted recalled. “We went to all of her hangouts, all the places she might be. I was just trying to look for anything that might tell us where she was or had been. But it [was] getting later and later with no word about her.”

			Dawn’s parents were worried sick about their little girl.

			“She was a beautiful blond-haired, blue-eyed little girl,” said Ted. “She didn’t know an enemy or a stranger. She was friends with everybody. She liked to sing in the church choir. Dawn loved singing, even though she couldn’t carry a note. At thirteen she had just recently discovered boys. She also liked to collect rocks. She was a good kid, a smart kid, did well in school. She had pen pals all over the world. She thought everyone was her friend. She never knew a stranger. Even as a baby she would walk up to people she didn’t know and start talking. I could never get her not to do that. Everyone was a friend.”

			While their nephew Wesley had, of course, told them that several people had mentioned to him that Dawn might have been at the Reese house, it was one of the few places Ted and Sandy hadn’t looked yet. But after their search turned up nothing, they decided that they had to try checking the Reese house on North Bosart.

			“Wesley had already been to the Reese house three or four times trying to find Dawn because that was where a lot of people seemed to think she had gone,” Ted said. “He did a lot of going back there and sitting in front of the Reese house. But there wasn’t much he could do. Still, he had a feeling that Dawn was there.”

			Unlike most people in the neighborhood, Ted and Sandy didn’t know about the Reese family’s reputation. Since the Stuards spent so much time in Dayton, neither of them had picked up the neighborhood gossip. Even so, Ted had a hard time believing, no matter what people had told Wesley, that Dawn would go to the Reese house when they had told her specifically to go straight to her aunt Mona’s. Dawn was a good little girl who had always done as she was told. However, Ted did recall that Dawn had once brought over to their house a little girl she was friends with at school, a girl named Jenny Reese. Jenny had seemed to Ted like a nice little girl.

			Ted later found out that, unknown to him or Sandy, Dawn had been to the Reese house several times previously.

			“I don’t know why she kept it a secret from me, but probably because she was afraid I wouldn’t approve of it once I found out about them,” Ted said.

			He also recalled that Dawn had been talking for some time about wanting to get a paper route so that she could earn some money. “She used to send little gifts to her pen pals, and I guess she wanted some extra money so she could do more of it,” Ted recalled. He remembered Dawn mentioning to him that there was an older woman in the neighborhood who had a paper route she wanted to help on. Could that have been Mrs. Reese? Ted didn’t know, and at the moment didn’t care. He just wanted to find his daughter. Leaving Sandy and Mona behind to continue the search elsewhere, Ted, Wesley, and Wesley’s girlfriend, Michelle Lynch, headed over to the Reeses.

			When Ted and the others pulled up to the house on North Bosart Street, their failure so far to find any hint of where Dawn was seemed like the type of nightmare a person wakes up gasping and sweating from. But this wasn’t a dream. It was reality. Where the hell was she? As he stepped out of the truck, Ted said a silent prayer that his daughter would be at the Reese house.

			“I drove over to the Reese house,” Ted said. “It was kind of late. Paul Reese, the father, wasn’t there. The mother, Barbara Reese, a couple of her sons, and the youngest Reese daughter were there. I told the mother that I had heard that Dawn was over there, and she told me that, no, she hadn’t seen Dawn that day. I insisted that several people had told us that Dawn had been there. The little girl, she couldn’t have been more than five or six, spoke up and said, ‘Mommy, Dawn was here . . .’ The mother whirled around and slapped the little girl really hard across the mouth.”

			As Ted witnessed this act, it both stunned him and made it blatantly obvious to him that his daughter had been there, and that Barbara Reese was lying for some reason. Why else would she slap the little girl? He knew that there was no way he was just going to leave. This was the closest thing to a clue they’d gotten so far about where Dawn might have gone that day.

			“When the mother smacked the little girl in the mouth, that pretty much told me they had something to hide,” Ted recalled. “You just don’t smack a child as hard as you can unless you’re really scared of what she might say.”

			Ted, now overcome with a sick dread, wouldn’t let Barbara close the door. Something was wrong. He just knew it. He insisted that he be allowed to come inside and see for himself that Dawn wasn’t there. Barbara, though at first reluctant, finally said fine, come on in. She still insisted that Dawn wasn’t there, though, and that she hadn’t seen her that day. Ted, Wesley, and Michelle stepped inside before Barbara could change her mind.

			“When I was over there trying to find my daughter they were very deceptive about everything,” Ted would later tell the news media. “It was obvious to me they weren’t being truthful from their actions and the glances between them.”

			When Ted walked into the Reese home, he couldn’t believe its condition. “Practically every space in the house was covered with piles of junk,” he recalled. Never in his life, Ted would later say, had he seen such a cramped, cluttered house. The family had what looked like trash stacked and piled everywhere. Ted made his way along the paths that wound through the stacks on the first floor of the house, calling out Dawn’s name over and over. Next, he looked around in the garage, also packed with junk, once more calling out his daughter’s name. The garage, however, had no electricity, and Ted hadn’t brought along a flashlight, so he couldn’t really do much of a search. Finally, Ted went down into the basement, where he saw a pool table—and more piles of junk stacked everywhere. They could have hidden an elephant down there, he thought, and no one would have seen it.

			Like his nephew Wesley, Ted also said that something about the basement disturbed him. It gave him an uncomfortable, queasy feeling.

			“I really didn’t feel comfortable in the house. I went down into the basement, but there was so much stuff stacked around that I couldn’t do a thorough search. I had a really bad feeling while I was in the house. The hair on the back of my neck stood up.” Ted looked around in the basement as best he could and called out Dawn’s name over and over, but to no avail.

			He left the Reese house reluctantly, feeling that something was very wrong there. But he didn’t know what else he could do. Barbara Reese had let him come in to search, but Ted hadn’t found anything that showed Dawn had been there. Wesley told Ted about following a visitor to the Reese house back to an apartment, so Wesley and Ted drove to the apartment and again talked to Timothy Keller. Timothy still denied knowing anything, and took them to another person who knew the Reeses, but he couldn’t give them much information. Finally, Timothy went with Ted and Wesley back to the Reese house, but Ted still couldn’t find out anything about Dawn. Frustrated and now in real fear for his daughter, Ted went back home, where he and his wife Sandy tried to figure out if there was any place they hadn’t yet looked for Dawn.

			Ted and Sandy began double-checking all of the places their daughter might have gone to. They rechecked the church, the school playground, and all of Dawn’s friends’ houses. They asked every person they met about whether he or she had seen their daughter, but no one had, and it soon became too late to wake up people they had already spoken to just to ask them again if they knew where Dawn might be.

			After realizing that there was nowhere else to look, they finally decided it was time to call the police. Like many parents of missing children, Ted and Sandy hadn’t wanted to involve the police until they realized they likely weren’t going to find their daughter on their own.

			However, when Ted and Sandy went to the local police substation to file a missing person report, they were told that a report couldn’t be taken until Dawn had been missing for twenty-four hours. That was standard policy in 1986, but still Ted simply couldn’t believe it. A young, innocent little girl was missing, and this officer was telling him that the police couldn’t be bothered to look for her until the next day? That was unbelievable! Who knew what could happen to her in that time? Ted was furious.

			The officer was sympathetic and offered a solution: If, rather than filing a missing person report, Ted and Sandy filed a runaway complaint, the police could start looking for Dawn right away. Ted knew that there was absolutely no way that his daughter would have run away from home. She was a good kid who had never given him or her mother even the smallest sign that she was unhappy. As a matter of fact, he thought, Dawn was the happiest little girl he had ever known. Ted and Sandy stood there for several moments, not knowing what to do. They didn’t want to give their daughter a police record as a runaway, but they also knew they needed the police to help them look for Dawn. They finally decided that they could work out the runaway problem later. So just before 1:00 A.M. on March 17, 1986, Sandy Stuard signed a complaint saying that she believed her daughter Dawn was a runaway.

			After receiving assurances that the police would now join in their search for Dawn (which they did, including several officers who searched the Reese house themselves), Ted and Sandy then went back to trying to figure out where their daughter might be. After his uncomfortable visit there, Ted still felt certain that Dawn must’ve been in the Reese house for at least a little while earlier that day. The little girl who had gotten slapped had very likely been telling the truth. But Dawn certainly wasn’t there now, or the mother wouldn’t have allowed him to come in and look around. But why would Barbara Reese lie about her having been there earlier—and where could Dawn be now?

			And so, even though Ted and Sandy knew that the police were now out looking, too, the longest and most horrible night of their lives passed. Unable to sleep, they continued to search their neighborhood, while at the same time always hoping to hear from the police or perhaps from one of the many people they had contacted. They desperately wanted someone to call with news of where Dawn was. But the night dragged on and on without any such call. With every passing minute, the fear and dread that had now settled on them like a suffocating black mist became more intense. They circled around again and again to places they had already checked. Who knew, they told each other, she might still show up at one of those places. They also decided to investigate these places more thoroughly. Dawn could have been injured and was lying unconscious somewhere out of sight.

			As they continued their search, Ted and Sandy turned their minds against the worst-case scenarios of what might have happened. Most parents won’t allow themselves to think about these. Instead, frightened parents try to think of other possibilities. At any moment, they believe, their child will turn up, having just gotten lost or maybe having stayed too late at a friend’s house. Or perhaps the child is lying injured and unconscious at the one hospital or clinic they hadn’t called. Or maybe the child is a runaway after all. Maybe the child just wants to be rebellious and has run away but will return before long. These are the kind of thoughts that will allow the parents of a good child who has disappeared to keep their sanity. To think about or even consider the other possibilities, many parents believe, would almost certainly bring on insanity.

			Ted knew that if Dawn had actually run away or had gone to some friend’s house they hadn’t visited, that as a parent he should be angry when he finally found her, and that he might even try to act that way for her. But in reality, he knew that he would want to hug and kiss her, and to hold her in his arms and tell her how important she was to him and Sandy, and how much they loved her.

			Later that Monday morning, March 17, 1986, Ted checked back in with the police. Had they found out anything? They had not. So Ted and Sandy continued revisiting every location they could think of where Dawn might be. They again checked with their neighbors, Dawn’s friends, all of the nearby businesses, teen hangouts, Dawn’s school. But no one had seen her.

			At a little after 1:30 that afternoon, Sandy received some extremely unsettling news. A friend who had a police scanner called to tell her that she’d heard a police call go out over the scanner saying a woman had reported finding a body in the 4600 block of East 23rd Street, about a mile north of Ted and Sandy’s house. When Sandy told Ted the news, his heart felt as if it had suddenly turned to granite and simply dropped loose in his chest.

			As he and Sandy got into their truck and raced toward the East 23rd Street address, Ted kept telling himself over and over that it didn’t mean anything. The police probably found bodies all the time. The body could be a drug killing just dumped there, or it could be a homeless person who had died while camped out there. It couldn’t be Dawn. His mind simply wouldn’t consider it. His daughter was still going to show up. He was just sure of it.

			Still, a deadly cold had settled over him, though he tried to shrug it off. At 4600 East 23rd Street, an area where only a few homes bordered a wooded section that ran along a little creek called Pogue’s Run, Ted parked his truck next to several Indianapolis Police Department cars. Nearby, he saw a couple of obviously unmarked police cars also parked there. The area, he noticed as he and Sandy got out of their truck, had what looked like rope wrapped around a number of trees and an unmarked police car, closing off an area on a steep hill that ran down to the water. Several grim-faced uniformed police officers stood guard just outside the barrier. Ted could see that inside the roped-off area two men in suits were bending over what he supposed was the body they had discovered, but, because the hill was so steep, he couldn’t see anything else from where he was.

			Ted approached one of the uniformed officers and gave him his name, and told him that he had a daughter who was missing. The uniformed officer told Ted that the detectives were busy but that he would convey Ted’s information to them, and that he was certain they would want to speak with him. So Ted stepped back and waited. He’d already convinced himself on the trip over there that there was no way this body could be his daughter, so he started feeling a little guilty about wasting time just standing around when he and Sandy should be out looking for Dawn. Still, he watched anxiously as the detectives seemed to move in slow motion, and became particularly anxious when one of the detectives elected to give a press interview before coming over to talk to him.

			“I was just standing there trying to see what was going on,” Ted recalled. “We had to just stand there and wait as the detective gave an interview to the press.”

			Like the previous evening at the police substation, Ted wanted to scream in frustration, but he knew that the detectives were just doing their jobs. And so, since there was nothing else they could do, Ted and Sandy Stuard had no choice but to simply wait.

			
		

	
		
			TWO

			Detective Sergeant Roy West sat in the Homicide Office of the Indianapolis Police Department on St. Patrick’s Day, March 17, 1986. The Homicide Office, located on the fourth floor of the six-story police headquarters at 50 North Alabama Street, was the ultimate assignment for any detective. It was the assignment most detectives strove for and dreamed about. Being assigned to the Homicide Branch meant that the detective was the best of the best. Being assigned there meant that the detective was part of the elite.

			But there was no easy route or straight shot to the position. A police officer first had to demonstrate exceptional ability as an investigator, and it often took officers years to work their way through lesser detective jobs before getting an assignment to the Homicide Branch. And once they did earn the assignment, the hard work was far from over. Being a homicide detective wasn’t merely an eight-hour-a-day job. It required working long, long hours until a case was either solved or every lead had been exhausted. It meant sticking with a case until there were no more clues to be investigated, staying sixteen to eighteen hours a day on the job, grabbing a couple hours of sleep, and then coming back for another sixteen- to eighteen-hour stint. New homicide detectives were under a lot of pressure to prove themselves worthy of the assignment. Therefore, their first few cases could be extremely stressful.

			On that March 17, 1986, Detective West, a fourteen-year veteran of the police department, had been assigned to the Homicide Branch for less than two months. He’d transferred there after serving nearly three years as a narcotics detective. West had quickly discovered that homicide investigation differed drastically from narcotics investigation, not just in the long hours the job required, but more particularly when it came to the victims. Practically everyone West had dealt with in narcotics investigations had broken the law by being involved somehow in the illegal drug trade, either as a user or a seller. He had encountered very few guiltless individuals as a narcotics detective. But in a homicide, the victim could indeed be totally innocent. Certainly, some homicide victims were involved in illegal or violent situations, where their less-than-blameless lifestyles pointed to a motive and possible suspect. But there were also cases where the victims did nothing at all to bring about the fates they suffered.

			Although West had been excited for the chance to work as a homicide detective, having at last attained a position so many others coveted, he’d also been extremely anxious and nervous the last few days, waiting for the next homicide call to come in. With homicide cases, the detectives worked as teams, assisting one another with the various tasks that needed to be completed. In each investigation, though, one person would be designated the lead detective, the one ultimately responsible for the case. Since West was new to the Homicide Office, he had not yet been assigned a case as lead detective, but now it was time. West had been put into the case rotation. He knew that the homicide commander had decided the next case that came in on West’s shift would become his case to investigate. West’s chest filled with electricity and his stomach pulled into sickening knots every time a police radio broadcast came out or the main telephone in the office rang.

			Up until now, West had just been assisting other homicide detectives as they worked their cases, trying to pick up the nuances of the job. And the job, West quickly discovered, was extremely complex, with dozens of details that had to be taken care of, each one crucial to the success of a case. Not a single detail could be overlooked.

			The man West had been partnered with, veteran homicide detective Tom Minor, had been very patient with him and had tried to give West the benefit of his years of experience as a homicide detective. Still, West felt jumpy and nervous. Screwing up a narcotics investigation by forgetting some detail mainly only affected his pride. The worst that could happen with a bungled narcotics case was that the perpetrators would be cut free, but they would almost always be back committing crimes immediately and so could usually be arrested again fairly easily. But screwing up a homicide investigation could have monumental and disastrous results, not only to a detective’s career, but more importantly to the victims and their families. Screwing up a homicide investigation could mean that a murderer would walk free, and that justice would be denied forever to the victim. There was a belief held by all of the detectives in the Homicide Office that since murder victims couldn’t speak for themselves, homicide detectives spoke for them. They were the victim’s voice, one that demanded justice. And no homicide detective wanted to fail the victims he or she spoke for.

			At around 1:30 in the afternoon of March 17, 1986, the call West had anxiously been waiting for finally came in. The body of a possible murder victim had been found.

			According to the report West received, a woman named Kathleen Rueter had called the police a few minutes earlier. She told the dispatcher that while walking her daughter to school after lunch, she had spotted a body lying on a small hill in the 4600 block of East 23rd Street. Mrs. Rueter said that she hadn’t wanted to alarm or traumatize her daughter, so she took her on to school before calling the police.

			West and his partner, Detective Tom Minor, put on their suit jackets, grabbed their notebooks, and left the office. They took the elevator (which seemed to West to travel extra slow that day) down to their car. West felt like he should be running but knew that it wouldn’t have looked professional. Since uniformed officers would quickly secure the incident scene and then guard it against intrusion, there was really no reason for homicide detectives to run or even to drive with their flashing lights and siren on (as was often shown in the movies or on TV, for dramatic effect). But still, West didn’t want to waste any time getting to the possible crime scene.

			In 1986, the neighborhood they were headed to was a sparsely populated area of Indianapolis, mostly woods that ran along a small creek named after early Indianapolis settler George Pogue. Although largely an underground stream, Pogue’s Run in the 4600 block of East 23rd Street babbled along aboveground, only a foot or less deep in most areas.

			When West and Minor arrived, they found that, as protocol and police department policy demanded, the scene where the body had been discovered had been marked off with rope. The officers had wrapped the rope around a police car and around numerous trees in the area. Several uniformed officers stood just outside the rope, guarding the incident scene against unauthorized entry. West was glad to see that, because a guarded, uncontaminated crime scene can often make the difference as to whether a murder case is solved or not.

			Although it would seem logical for detectives to immediately go into the cordoned-off area and head for the body at a homicide crime scene (as is often depicted in books and movies), there are other matters that must be taken care of first. In most homicides, detectives find the best and most damning evidence at the crime scene. Therefore, the crime scene has to be properly and carefully processed, beginning with a thorough documentation of the scene by crime scene technicians. Fortunately for Detective Sergeant Roy West, the scene on East 23rd Street didn’t appear to be overly disturbed or to have attracted an exorbitant amount of outside attention. The uniformed police officers, after assuring that the scene was safe and no witnesses were nearby, had quickly cordoned off the area and protected it until West arrived.

			The weather on March 17, 1986, was cloudy and relatively warm, low fifties, with no snow on the ground (as occasionally could be the case in Indiana at that time of year). West was relieved not to have to worry about any evidence on the ground being hidden by the snow and consequently hard to find. On the other hand, no snow meant no tracks in the snow from the perpetrator coming into or leaving the crime scene.

			While the crime scene technician was photographing and videotaping the crime scene, Detective West spoke with the first responding uniformed officer. This would give him a clear picture of what the officer saw when he’d initially responded, and of any changes that had occurred to the crime scene since then. The first responding officer had been Patrolman Jeremiah Sedam. He made the original report, which the police department designated case number 296589F. Following this, West performed an initial walk-through of the crime scene on East 23rd Street. The body lay on a steep slope, and there appeared to be a footprint from someone who’d slipped at the start of the steep slope. That would be photographed and preserved. West also spied several pieces of the Indianapolis Star, the city’s morning newspaper, on the ground close to the body. The pieces appeared to have blue and black spray paint marks on them, as though someone had spray-painted something that had been sitting on the papers.

			Since the ground around where the victim lay contained scant evidence and also appeared mostly undisturbed, West’s immediate tentative theory was that the victim had likely been killed elsewhere and then brought there and dumped. The perpetrator, he surmised, had stopped a vehicle on the nearby road, carried the body down to this site, dumped it, and then walked back to the vehicle and left.

			After marking the pieces of newspaper as evidence for the crime scene technicians to recover, West finally walked over and examined the body. He found the victim to be a young, white female with blond hair. He guessed her to be between four feet ten and four feet eleven (she would later be found to be actually five feet two and weighed 119 pounds) and between twelve and fourteen years of age. She was lying facedown on the side of a steep hill, surrounded by discarded tires, old lumber, chunks of concrete, and other trash. The area, it appeared, was an illegal dumping site. West noted that the girl wore blue jeans, a blouse, brown deck shoes, and a lavender jacket. West could see small green and gold fibers, later identified as carpet fibers, in the victim’s hair and on her clothing. He also saw several small pieces of carpeting near her. When the deputy coroner arrived, West made certain to point out the fibers to him so that they wouldn’t be lost when the body was transferred to the morgue for an autopsy.

			Of course the deputy coroner, in his own examination, likely would have known to note and remove those carpet fibers and place them in evidence envelopes, but West needed to be certain it was done. Since he was new to homicide, West wasn’t yet familiar with the deputy coroner (in this case, Dr. Dean Hawley). In Indiana, the coroner is an elected official who isn’t required to have any medical training at all, nor are any of his or her deputy coroners (though many, such as Dr. Hawley, do). West knew that the competence of a coroner could mean the difference between a successful murder investigation and a failure, since much of the information a homicide detective uses in his or her investigation comes from the coroner.

			The coroner’s job at a homicide crime scene is not to determine the official cause of death (that will be determined later at the autopsy) but to examine the body for injuries (including defensive wounds, which are wounds sustained trying to ward off an attack); to look for any evidence on the body
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