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  Author’s Note


  This is a true story. It belongs to the men and women of the Philadelphia police department and the people in other law enforcement agencies who tried so hard a half-century ago to rescue a dead child from anonymity.


  The story belongs especially to the small band of investigators who “adopted” the little boy for life, never flagging in their desire to give him an identity even as they contemplated the end of their own days.


  Some parts of the book have been dramatized—that is, I have created scenes and dialogue to make the past come alive as best I can. This is, after all, a story, not a tome. But in dramatizing, as opposed to fictionalizing, I often had the benefit of people who were there, and who shared their memories with me. In other instances I relied on the accounts of people who were close to the participants, and at other times on news accounts.


  I have changed names to protect the privacy of several people, like the Good Samaritan who was kind enough to share with me his memories of a mysterious encounter along a narrow road on a winter afternoon, a meeting that might have been a brush with death.


  This story does not belong to me, although I have stood over the unknown boy’s grave and been privileged to know some of the men who pray over it often. Most of all, the story belongs to the boy, who was given so little in this world and left it before his life had really begun. Peace to his spirit.


  Chapter 1

  

  A Graveside Gathering


  February 26, 2007


  They look their age, these once-tough cops who shiver in the cold this morning in Ivy Hill Cemetery in northwest Philadelphia. It is fitting that they stand in a place that evokes thoughts of eternity, for they are at a place in their lives where they ask themselves, “My God, where did the time go?”


  They ask in reverence as well as wonder, for these are men of faith. “Heavenly Father, bless this unknown child,” says one old investigator, whose name is Bill Kelly, over a grave nestled among rhododendrons. Not far away, a bagpiper plays “Amazing Grace.”


  These men of eighty years or thereabouts are gathered at the resting place of a boy of four or five, maybe even six— nobody knows for sure. He had a name once, a long time ago. Now it just may be that no one alive on this earth knows his name.


  And yet Bill Kelly and his good friend Joe McGillen, another old investigator, and a few others have not lost hope that the child will have his name back before they die. It is even possible, they think, that whoever snuffed out his life could still face justice in this world. Or, given all the time that has gone by, maybe that person has already answered to a higher power.


  On this Monday morning, Kelly and McGillen are hoping that a woman of middle age is true to her word. If she is, she will meet them in the cemetery, near the child’s grave. And possibly, just possibly, she will give them the key to the mystery.


  Not many days ago, she called the Vidocq Society, a Philadelphia fraternity of retired lawmen who investigate cases that have gone unsolved for years.


  I have pictures, she told McGillen, a Vidocq member, over the phone. I have pictures, taken a long time ago, of a little boy. He looks so much like the little boy found dead in the box way back when.


  It’s hard for McGillen to follow her story. But as he listens patiently, it seems to break down like this: The woman on the phone has two aunts who live with her. Both are old and frail. Anyhow, one aunt had a husband, now thankfully gone from this world. He was a mean, hot-tempered man. He and his wife had a son; the father believed in slap-and-strap discipline, and then some. Once he got so angry at the little boy that he threw him out a window. The boy suffered a nasty cut on the chin.


  A cut on his chin? That makes McGillen sit up. The boy buried in Ivy Hill Cemetery under the rhododendrons had a distinctive L-shape cut under his mouth.


  “What happened after that?” McGillen asks.


  “Pretty soon, the boy wasn’t there anymore,” the woman says.


  Her story is disjointed, marked by memory gaps. But that is nothing unusual. Truly coherent stories about violence are the exception. Besides, the woman on the phone was probably just a toddler herself when the boy got tossed out a window. Who knows how much of her story is recollection, and how much was imprinted by family tales told by grown-ups?


  But McGillen wants to hear more. The woman agrees to come to the cemetery for the graveside ceremony. She will bring some pictures.


  Fine, McGillen says. He’s philosophical. There have been a lot of false leads over the years. This woman will either show up or she won’t, and he can’t make her.


  But he wonders why she is just now coming forward. She talks on, and answers his question: “It’s been weighing me down all these years.”


  Joe McGillen understands that, all right. Police work teaches some things—the terrible things people are capable of, how a flash of temper can change things forever, the awesome burden of shame and guilt.


  


  The woman keeps her word this chill morning. She approaches Kelly and McGillen after the graveside service and shows them a black-and-white photograph of a little boy, probably no more than three years old. The photo appears to be from several decades ago, at least.


  “I have some more,” the woman says, explaining that they are from a family album.


  Kelly is riveted by the picture. The boy’s face, the shape of his head, the outline of an ear—the features look a lot like those of the boy over whose grave they have just been praying.


  Yes, Kelly says, we’d love to see more pictures. But, of course, the pictures will mean nothing in the end. What would mean something is a sample of the DNA from the frail old woman who was cursed with a violent husband a long time ago. Imagine if her DNA matched that of the unknown child buried under the rhododendrons!


  Kelly and McGillen have been disappointed too many times to let their hopes soar. Still, they are intrigued. If the child is ever given a name, it may be because someone cannot bear to keep a terrible secret any longer. Could the someone be this woman with the pictures?


  To be sure, the hope shared by Kelly and McGillen and a few others their age is based on more than blind faith. Get them talking, and they’ll tick off a list of “what ifs.”


  What if the Good Samaritan had stopped on that road to help a woman just half a minute later all those years ago? What if two young men had not been too afraid of the police to come forward way back then? Most of all, what if the poor haunted “Mary” had not kept her dark secret all that time?


  Not so long ago, the woman they call Mary told them a horrible story about her childhood in the Philadelphia suburb of Lower Merion, and a little boy who was taken in by her parents, suffered terribly under them, and died in their house.


  The woman backed up her account with facts; she recalled times and places and—most intriguingly—a chance meeting with a stranger, a Good Samaritan, along a narrow road. That encounter could have been, might have been, a vital missing piece to a puzzle a half-century old. Just a difference of a few seconds . . .


  Get Kelly and McGillen talking and they’ll tell you that, in a sense, they think they do know who the boy was, even if they don’t know his name. If you think about Remington Bristow’s theory on where the boy came from and match it up with the story told by Mary, they don’t cancel each other out. Far from it.


  Ah, Rem Bristow! A terrific investigator, and an even better man. It’s a shame he can’t be here. A longtime investigator in the medical examiner’s office, Rem had a special devotion to the little boy’s case. He kept the investigation alive; if it hadn’t been for him, the case would have become just a few cartons of yellowing and forgotten paperwork in a storage room.


  So maybe the woman who came to the cemetery this morning with her pictures has more pieces to the puzzle. But for now, in the words on the lovely black granite stone etched with the figure of a lamb, the boy is America’s Unknown Child.


  “My little friend,” Kelly calls him. He saw the boy in the dead flesh, saw him as scraps of bone. He sees him in his mind’s eye still as the child he should have been allowed to be, and the man he could have become.


  Kelly has been to the grave many times, to pray and hear other prayers, Catholic, Protestant, and Jewish. No one can say which prayers the child would have liked best.


  Another old cop steps forward, slightly stooped, and stares at the grave. His name is Elmer Palmer. He was the first police officer to see the boy’s body. The moment lives with him.


  Sam Weinstein also belongs with the cemetery gathering. Tough man, gentle man. Sam was on the case from day one, literally, and it took over a corner of his life. It’s a shame he’s not here.


  Kelly, McGillen, Palmer, and their brethren can smile at the touching paradox. The grave and the ground around it are strewn with toys and well-wishers’ cards written for a child. All this for someone who would be middle-aged if time had not stopped for him.


  “More love in death than he ever had in life,” Kelly observes. It is this sad thought that keeps him going. But there is also consolation for Kelly and the other men of faith gathered in the cemetery. They can imagine the child’s soul nearby, free of life’s troubles, free to wander through time. Happy.


  For, indeed, this is not just a crime story. It is a love story. And this day, Monday, February 26, 2007, marks a half-century, exactly, since it all began, in a place called Fox Chase.


  Chapter 2

  

  Trapper and Peeper


  The Fox Chase section of Philadelphia got its name when William Penn was alive; the colony he founded was still truly Penn’s Woods, and rebellion against Britain lay seven decades in the future.


  In 1705 Philadelphia was a burgeoning commercial and port city, vying with New York and Boston for supremacy in the Colonies. That year an inn opened in northeastern Philadelphia. It prospered as a stop for traders, trappers, and adventurers traveling from the City of Brotherly Love into the interior of the Pennsylvania wilderness.


  The inn also catered to Philadelphians who preferred to stay closer to home. These were wealthy men and women, people who had braved the Atlantic crossing to come to the New World. Some were homesick for the pleasures of England. So on the wooded tracts at the city’s fringes, they hunted foxes. The inn that gave food, drink, and shelter to travelers became popular with fox-hunters as well. Appropriately enough, it became the Fox Chase Inn, and though the thunder of horses’ hooves and the baying of hounds eventually were heard no more, the region was forevermore known as Fox Chase.


  After the American Revolution, some of Philadelphia’s elite built vacation homes in Fox Chase, which was too far from downtown for daily horse-and-buggy travel. For decades Fox Chase was a country retreat for the rich.


  Then came the railroad. In 1876, when Philadelphia was host to the Centennial Exposition, track was laid from downtown Philadelphia out to Fox Chase. Now the city’s aristocrats could live there and commute easily to central Philadelphia. Many chose to do so, and although they didn’t call themselves commuters or suburbanites, they were in the vanguard of a movement.


  Even with the coming of the automobile, the people of Fox Chase managed to preserve some of what had drawn the early settlers there. To this day, the comfortable homes of Fox Chase sit near parks that span woods, meadows, and marshes for geese and ducks. There are trails for hikers, bikers, and horseback riders. The remnants of colonial mills stand like stone guards, protecting the past.


  In the middle of the twentieth century, Fox Chase was sparsely settled, especially by the standards of post–World War II America. Susquehanna Road was a narrow country lane, just a half-mile long, linking Pine Road on the west with Verree Road on the east. (Verree Road was named after a family whose house was raided by British troops during the Revolutionary War; the house is still there.)


  There were no houses on Susquehanna Road then, but there was a large school for “wayward girls” run by the Catholic Sisters of the Good Shepherd. On the south side of the road stood a line of woods, which quickly gave way to fields and stretches of scrub growth that were home to rabbits, muskrats, and other small game. Remarkably, considering that the area was within the boundaries of one of America’s great cities, a few fur-trappers still worked the land of Fox Chase.


  Yet, sadly, the woods and fields were being spoiled: Some people who lived in the vicinity used the stretch along Susquehanna Road as a dump. A favorite spot was a patch of woods and thick underbrush across the street from the Good Shepherd School.


  


  One trapper who worked the area was John Stachowiak.* Fittingly, he was torn between past and present—between two worlds, really.


  John was eighteen years old in February 1957. He was Polish-American, and although he could live with the hyphen, in his mind he put the emphasis on “American.”


  He loved and respected his parents, Waclaw and Appolina, who had brought him to America eight years earlier. But they were not just from the old country; they were of the old country. John’s feelings toward his parents darted from affection to embarrassment to amusement; sometimes he felt all those things at once.


  If any of his high school classmates could see his parents’ wide-eyed bewilderment as an Elvis Presley song was playing on the radio, they would laugh out loud, John thought. Sometimes he did.


  Sadly, John knew the distance between him and his parents was widening. Because school had been hard for him at first, he was only a junior. But now his English was growing fast, while the Polish his parents clung to was fading.


  His parents didn’t like the way American teenagers danced, didn’t like how they dressed, didn’t like the duck’s-ass haircut so many boys favored. John wore his hair longer than his parents preferred. Each school-day morning, he waited until he was out of the house, out of sight, before combing his hair into the best duck’s ass he could manage.


  But there was one thing John had absorbed from his parents: to distrust, to fear authority. Waclaw and Appolina had seen their homeland crushed under the Nazi boot, and the Soviet boot; had seen friends and neighbors taken away in the night.


  Men in uniforms, men with badges and leather belts and hard eyes, were to be avoided, if possible.


  Those feelings had been cruelly reinforced just a few months earlier. John’s brother, Kazimir, had been walking through another field in the Fox Chase section when he’d come upon the body of a man hanging from a tree limb. Kazimir rushed home and called police. When he took officers to the spot, Kazimir was shocked again by the sight of the dangling suicide, and how it didn’t seem to bother the policemen at all.


  When the police took Kazimir home, his parents cried with relief—although, of course, Kazimir had done nothing wrong and had never been in danger. But seeing how upset his parents were, John made a promise to himself: He would do nothing to bring the American police down on him, and he would keep his distance.


  John, who lived on Pine Road near Susquehanna, was not thinking about the police or Elvis Presley or old memories of Poland early that afternoon on the last weekend of February. He was bicycling down Susquehanna Road on his way to play basketball in a church gymnasium. He knew the patch of woods by the road: He was a trapper, and he had nineteen muskrat traps deployed in the woods. His parents didn’t like his hobby. Too cruel, they said, and for what? To kill some poor animal for its fur?


  He hadn’t checked the traps lately; it was near the end of the season, and he hadn’t had much luck for a while. Still, he glanced at the field and was disgusted, as always, by the trash. Rusted cans, part of an old hot-water heater, the throne of a toilet.


  Some people are such pigs, he thought.


  Then he saw a large cardboard box, lying on its side. It hadn’t been there the last time he’d been by the woods. The cardboard hadn’t begun to sag into pulp from snow and rain, so it had to have been left fairly recently.


  John was curious. Leaving his bike by the side of the road, he walked to the box and reached down with his right hand to pull it upright. Feeling the weight, he let the box down. Walking partway around it, he peered inside. When he saw the naked doll, partly wrapped in a blanket with its head just sticking out, he wondered why it had been tossed in the woods. Why would a girl who had such a big doll, with such real-looking hair—?


  Oh. The skin was not the flesh-pink of dolls. It was real people–colored, except greenish around the stomach. The head was as big as a little boy’s, the hair cut like no doll’s hairdo he’d ever seen.


  Standing in the chill, John understood. He looked all around, in a circle, and saw that he was alone. The feeling in his stomach, the awful sadness in the presence of death, made him think of his parents, of his brother. Made him want to go home to them.


  John pedaled back toward his home. He felt sick and dizzy, his head full of crazy thoughts: If I tell the police, they might take away my traps.


  His parents were surprised to see him.


  “I changed my mind,” John said. “Don’t feel like playing basketball. I’m going to lie down.”


  In his room, he closed his eyes. He could not forget what he had seen. But at least he could keep the men with uniforms and hard eyes away, if only he didn’t say anything.


  


  Rabbit!


  Frank Guthrum* smiled with excitement as he spotted the creature darting into the underbrush along the woods off Susquehanna Road. He quickly pulled to a stop. He liked to sneak up on rabbits, see how close he could get before they ran away.


  It was the afternoon of Monday, February 25, and Guthrum was driving home from his classes at La Salle College. Although he was in his mid-twenties, Guthrum was only a junior at La Salle. It had taken him longer than some other guys to get serious about his schooling.


  Funny, he thought. Two Mondays before, on February 11, almost the same thing had happened. He’d been driving past the thicket when a rabbit had run in front of his car and into the woods. Then, too, he’d stopped to pursue the animal. He never did see the bunny again, but he did come across two steel traps.


  Guthrum had found a long stick and jabbed the little metal plate between the jaws. Clang! He pulled the stick free and thrust it into the other trap. Clang!


  Guthrum had smiled, knowing that the trapper would be pissed off. Serves him right, he’d thought. Those metal teeth could have clamped onto some poor creature’s leg instead of a stick. There was no reason for trapping. Philadelphia wasn’t the frontier, for God’s sake!


  Now, on this Monday, February 25, he decided to check the two traps again. When he found them, he smiled. They hadn’t been reset.


  But when he looked around him, Guthrum frowned. Who was worse? Trappers, or people who used the woods as a dump? They were all assholes.


  A well-worn path from the road’s edge extended about fifteen feet into the woods, where all kinds of trash had been left: cans, bottles, car batteries, a chair with its springs and stuffing falling out.


  And a cardboard box about three feet long, lying on its side, partly covered with vines and brush. Guthrum was sure it had not been there two weeks before. He approached and looked inside. Doll, he thought. But as he stared at the form, which was partly wrapped in a blanket, he wondered. It was pretty big for a doll.


  Not a doll, not a doll. He was almost sure.


  Guthrum hurried back to his car. He wished he had never chased any rabbits, never seen the traps. Then he wouldn’t have seen . . .


  Guthrum had his own reasons for avoiding the police. They had confronted him recently about reports that he was in the habit of hanging around Susquehanna Road to glimpse the young women who lived at the Good Shepherd School for Wayward Girls across the street from the woods. We’re not saying you did, not saying you didn’t, Frank. But a word to the wise, okay?


  No, he didn’t want to see the police again.


  


  Guthrum didn’t sleep well. Driving to school on Tuesday morning, he tried not to think of what he’d seen the day before. He had the car radio on for distraction.


  “Police in southern New Jersey are searching for a four-year-old girl missing from her home in Bellmawr . . .”


  Frank felt sick. Bellmawr was just across the Delaware River. Maybe that was the body of the missing girl in the box. Instead of going to class, he sought out two faculty counselors and his brother, Carl, who was a priest. He told them what he had found.


  “Frank,” his priest-brother said gently, “you know what you must do.”


  Just after ten o’clock in the morning, Guthrum called police. The switchboard operator listened only a moment before transferring the call.


  “Homicide, Sergeant Gargani speaking.”


  Detective Sergeant Charles Gargani listened patiently, jotting notes as Guthrum told his story. Then Gargani ordered a radio message broadcast to the officers in the “red cars,” as the police cruisers were known.


  


  Footnotes


  * Name changed


  * Name changed


  Chapter 3

  

  Rain and Sorrow


  “Investigate a cardboard box in the woods off Susquehanna Road, across from the girls’ home. Could be a body inside, or could be a doll . . .”


  Patrolman Elmer Palmer wasn’t far from the scene that chill, drizzly Tuesday morning. Could be a body, could be a doll. Well, it shouldn’t be that hard to tell the difference. Palmer knew such calls were usually nothing.


  The windshield wipers swept off the tiny drops as he steered the car down Susquehanna, through wisps of low-hanging fog. He could feel the tires sliding ever so slightly on the slick asphalt.


  Palmer, who was not quite thirty, and his wife, Regina, had a little boy and a little girl. Elmer liked police work all right, but he liked to leave the job at the station and go home to his family. Being a father was wonderful, but it was more work than he had ever imagined it would be. He understood now why the guys who had gone before him into marriage and fatherhood looked so sleepy some mornings.


  He stopped the patrol car and reached for his rubber outdoor boots, on the floor to his right. For a moment he thought about opening the driver’s side door and swinging his legs out. The boots would go on easily that way.


  No. The whole point was to keep his shoes and pant legs dry. Same with the raincoat: It would be real easy to put it on while standing outside, but by then he’d already be wet and cold.


  Getting the boots on in the car was a struggle. Then he tried the raincoat. The first arm went in easily, but to get the second arm in he had to thrash like a fish.


  Finally ready for the elements, he stepped outside. Instantly he was glad he’d donned his foul-weather gear in the car. It wasn’t that cold by the thermometer, but the wet, raw chill made it the kind of day to stir longings for a fire-place at night and hopes for an early spring.


  The weeds lining the narrow footpath tugged at his boots. There. The box. Palmer stopped a few feet away. A doll? The head sticking out was so real-looking. And the skin didn’t look like a doll’s.


  Not a doll. He knelt at a corner of the box to look closely. But only the top of the head and part of the torso were visible. The arms were folded, and the form was partly covered by a rust-and-green blanket. For a moment, Palmer was sad.


  Then the cop in him took over. He went back to the patrol car and radioed headquarters. Body confirmed, Palmer said. A child’s body in a cardboard box, confirmed.


  Backup on the way, Palmer was told.


  The young officer went back to the box. FRAGILE, HANDLE WITH CARE, the label said. He stood in the drizzle, a futile sentinel over a lost life.


  “Excuse me.”


  The woman’s gentle voice startled him. He turned to see a nun, holding an umbrella that did not shield her entirely. Her black gown was wet from the knees down.


  “Sister.”


  “I’m from the girls’ home across the road. We saw . . . Oh, dear God . . .”


  Palmer was about to ask her not to come any closer, but there was no need. She had already turned her back, bowing her head and making the sign of the cross. The nun walked away, her shoulders slumped in sadness under the umbrella, leaving Palmer alone, shivering in the drizzle with the dead child.


  Before long Palmer saw another patrol car coming down Susquehanna. It stopped just behind his car. The officer who got out already had his raincoat on.


  “Elmer! Where’ve you been?”


  “Sam!” Palmer could smile even in the presence of death, now that Sam Weinstein was here. He liked Weinstein very much. Weinstein was about Palmer’s age, also fairly new on the force, a man who couldn’t hide his friendliness beneath a gruff exterior.


  An older man got out of the passenger side. Palmer saw from the hat that he was a captain. Palmer hoped he hadn’t messed up.


  Palmer and Weinstein shook hands; they hadn’t seen each other for a while. Weinstein knelt by the box for a moment. He stood up, his face tight. Weinstein was no innocent; he’d served with the Marines in the Pacific in World War II. But he was a husband and father; he and his wife, Sally, would raise two daughters and a son.


  “Captain.” Palmer offered his hand.


  “’Morning, officer.” The captain’s handshake was strong and friendly. “Anyone else been here?”


  “Just a nun from across the street, captain. She came to see.”


  “She touch anything?”


  “No, sir. She didn’t get as close as we are. Just turned her back and prayed.”


  Weinstein was heading back to his patrol car—to call the medical examiner’s office, Palmer presumed. He and the captain stood in the drizzle. For the moment, there was nothing to do, not much to say.


  Palmer saw Weinstein get out of the car after hearing that two homicide detectives were on their way, along with Dr. Joseph W. Spelman, the city’s chief medical examiner. Just then, a teenage boy came down the road on his bike. Weinstein stood in front of him and raised his hand commandingly. The boy stopped. Weinstein exchanged words with him, then gave him a friendly pat on his back and sent him on his way.


  “Says he lives near here,” Weinstein said. “Hasn’t seen anybody stop here lately.”


  The captain nodded approvingly.


  Very soon more police cars, more uniformed cops in glistening-wet raincoats were on the scene. They were followed by men in rumpled suits and overcoats, their fedoras pulled low against the chill. These were the hardened detectives who seemed so unaffected by death.


  A few men knelt in awkward positions around the box, taking photographs. Other men ran a long, heavy string from the cardboard box to a telephone pole on the road. They noted the number on the pole (31304A) and the fact that the box was found thirty-four feet south of it.


  An ambulance arrived. Finally it was time to take the body out of the box. Weinstein knelt down and reached in. He did not recoil from the feel of cold, dead flesh—not after the war—and he pulled the body free with little squeamishness.


  “Bruises, all up and down,” Dr. Spelman said.


  Weinstein had never seen a murdered child before. The look on the boy’s face touched him deeply, although his own face did not show it. So much hurt. So much fear. His hair had been cut crudely; patches of it were scattered on his body. A small blanket, cut in two pieces, had been wrapped around the body. The child appeared to be four or five years old.


  Who would do this, Weinstein thought. Who?


  The hard shell for which Weinstein was known had been acquired early. Weinstein never knew his father, murdered in a tough South Philadelphia neighborhood when Sam’s mother was pregnant. His mother died when Weinstein was a toddler, so he was sent to be raised by an aunt and uncle. The aunt was Lutheran, but she knew Weinstein’s mother would want him brought up in the Jewish way. And so he was.


  Young Weinstein was quick with his fists, a good skill for a boy who would never grow tall and would one day have eyeglasses that looked like storm windows. Weinstein was strong, and he didn’t scare easily. Woe unto the neighborhood bully or, when Weinstein became a cop, the street thug fool enough to judge Weinstein by his unremarkable appearance.


  Yet for all he had been through, and all the heartbreak that was still to come in Weinstein’s life, the sight of the dead child in the box would haunt him forever.


  

  The sight had the same effect on Palmer. He gazed at the eyes, half-closed, the eyeballs sunken into the skull. Mouth partly open. But it was the look on the face that chilled him, a look he would see in his mind’s eye even in old age.


  The mouth looked as though the child had been crying, or been about to cry, when his life had stopped. Had this child died in sadness and shame and fear? Had he died knowing, as children do, that he had been a disappointment one more time?


  And what had the child done, Palmer thought as he stood up and felt the cleansing drizzle on his face. Sassed his mother or father? Spilled his cereal? Wet the bed?


  What a shame, Palmer thought. When he and Weinstein talked later, they recalled having the same feeling: I hope whoever did this burns in hell.


  And maybe the killer would burn in the electric chair first, or at least go to prison for a long, long time. Other prisoners were very rough on convicts who had harmed children.


  Palmer and Weinstein took some consolation in those thoughts as they watched the little corpse being strapped onto a stretcher and carried to an ambulance.


  Very soon they would know the child’s name—they were certain of that. Even bruised, the face was very recognizable. The newspapers would probably run photographs of it.


  Someone in Philadelphia or nearby was probably wondering right now what had become of the little boy next door, or down the street. Once this someone heard about the boy in the box and saw his picture, the poor child would have a name. And since most homicide victims are killed by people they know, the boy’s killer would be found soon.


  Neither officer wanted to think about another possibility: that the child had fallen prey to a sexual sadist. But since he was naked, the idea could not be discounted. Very soon, a dozen more uniformed officers were deployed along Susquehanna Road to look for the boy’s clothes.


  At least there are plenty of clues, Palmer and Weinstein thought. There was the box, measuring thirty-five by nineteen by fifteen inches, with labeling on the outside. There was the blanket, with a distinctive diamond-plaid design in green, rust, brown, and white.


  And, perhaps most promisingly, there was a man’s blue corduroy Ivy League–style cap (size 7 ⅛ ), found on a path seventeen feet
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