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      In 1998, two years after I first learned of Jane Doe, I was hired by the Boulder Daily Camera to write a weekly history column. I had written for the newspaper in the late 1970s, then switched to writing books as well as freelance articles for other local newspapers and magazines. Although I continued to work out of my home, my research allowed me to poke around in the newspaper’s archives, and my new position gave me yet another excuse to dig into the lives and events in Boulder’s past.


      The Daily Camera’s archives were housed in a room that always smelled the same—like ink or musty old paper or an odd mixture of both. Wedged between the newsroom and the now-antiquated offices and darkroom of the photography department, the cluttered but quiet space was, to me, a haven—an overflowing treasure trove of microfilm, newspaper clippings, and photographs. As a historian, I grew to love this place. It is where I got to do the work of a historical detective, rummaging through files to research Boulder’s colorful characters. The more information I found, the more the people of the past became real to me. I especially enjoyed finding photos of the people I featured in my articles, matching faces with names. Far from seeming mundane, the process filled me with anticipation, much like a prospector searching for gold or a gambler hoping to hit the jackpot at any moment.


      I usually began with the small envelope files, which bulged with clippings, old photographs, and long-forgotten obituaries. Then, when I had exhausted those resources, I moved on to the bulkier files that were housed in large manila folders and stuffed into metal cabinets that covered the entire west wall of the room. A gray metal ladder, squeaky and on wheels, was the only way to access the drawers near the top. On a slow news day in the fall of 1998, however, I was only concerned with the files at waist level. That was because I was searching the “Murder” files in the “M” drawer of the cabinet, in hopes of learning something—anything—about Jane Doe.


      The drawer contained a dozen or so dusty old folders filed alphabetically under different murder victims’ names, and as I flipped through them, I began to despair of finding any information on my nameless victim. After only a few minutes, however, I spotted, in the very back, a battered manila folder that read: “Murder, Unidentified Girl.” What a find!


      Inside the folder were brittle, yellowed clippings from the Daily Camera. The articles had been glued to numbered sheets of white-glue-stained paper, presumably long ago by a conscientious librarian who also clipped stories from the Rocky Mountain News and the Denver Post. Throughout the years, careless reporters had mixed up the pages, so I spread them out like jigsaw puzzle pieces and sorted them chronologically. After copying, reading, and absorbing the whole file over a period of several months, I put together a rough scenario of what I thought had likely happened:


      Somewhere, in a place where there were no known witnesses, the victim’s attacker struck her on her head with a “blunt, broad weapon,” as Sheriff Art Everson, in office at the time, had speculated. Possibly, it was the handle of a pistol. Very little blood was found with the young woman’s body, leading investigators at the time to believe that her assailant beat her in another location, then transported her, perhaps still alive, to the rocky edge of Boulder Creek, three hundred yards below the parking lot at Boulder Falls.


      To get to this spot, Jane Doe’s murderer either drove up the canyon from Boulder or down the canyon from the former tungsten mining town of Nederland. Parts of the road were dirt in 1954, but the road was—and still is—the main thoroughfare through the narrow mountain canyon immediately west of Boulder. Today’s paved road follows the same roadbed and continues to provide access to the Boulder Falls parking lot, one of the few places a driver can pull off the road. During daylight hours in good weather, the lot is traditionally filled with the cars of tourists who continue to visit the waterfall, a long-popular attraction on a tributary of Boulder Creek that flows in from the north.


      If the victim’s attacker did bring her to this parking lot, he would have realized that the drop-off to the creek was not steep enough for him to easily discard her body. While reading the articles for the first time, I speculated that the attacker drove downhill until he found a spot where the pitch of the embankment between the road and Boulder Creek had increased. In a successful attempt to erase her identity, he then stripped his slender victim of all of her clothing, jewelry, and personal belongings until all she had left were three bobby pins in her wavy light-brown hair. Then, I speculated, he dumped or threw her limp body out of his car or truck, and she slid to her final resting place on the rocks at the edge of Boulder Creek.


      Under the cover of darkness, the unknown assailant left his young victim—naked and alone—to die of shock and exposure. Very briefly, between storms in an overcast sky, a tiny sliver of a waning moon (some called it a “toenail”) flickered and went out in the western sky. Within a few hours, falling snow blanketed the body and erased the tracks of her killer and his vehicle.


      Throughout the first week of April, the victim’s battered body lay exposed to the elements. Each day, it froze in the early morning hours, then baked in the direct rays of the sun. As the snow began to melt, mammals—perhaps joined by ravens or crows—plucked out her left eye, gnawed off her right ear, and tore away at the flesh on her face, neck, hands, and feet, while buds formed on scrubby currant bushes in an annual display of new life. A few tufts of green grass poked through the straw-colored sticks of the previous year’s undergrowth. The steepness of the embankment was just enough to keep the victim’s body out of view of passing cars.


      A week or more had passed before April 8, 1954, when two University of Colorado students accidentally found Jane Doe’s body lying on the rocks at the edge of Boulder Creek. Wayne Swanson and James Andes were roomers in a half-century-old, two-story frame house at 1719 Marine Street, a short walk downhill from the university campus. The Swedish family who owned the house took in a few male roomers each year to help pay the mortgage. The college freshmen had just finished the last of their midterm exams and were beckoned out of doors by the warm weather—a very pleasant seventy-two degrees in the mid-afternoon—and the early blooms of spring. The bright yellow flowers of forsythia bushes contrasted with the first pink and white blossoms on fruit trees scattered all over town.


      Lanky nineteen-year-old Wayne, from Batavia, Illinois, never turned down a chance to hike. He and James, also an Illinois native, did not waste any time heading into the hills. If the young men reflected the tastes of their peers, their car’s radio may have vibrated with Bill Haley and his Comets’ brand-new release, “Shake, Rattle, and Roll.” Competing for airtime with this first rock-and-roll song to sell a million records was the latest hit from the harmonic Spaniels (and made even more popular by the McGuire Sisters), “Goodnight, Sweetheart, Goodnight.”


      The two college students were not alone in their desire to drive into the mountains. “See the U.S.A. in your Chevrolet,” pleaded Dinah Shore to viewers across America who watched the singer on small lacquered black-and-white television sets. Automobile sales had boomed after World War II. With twenty-nine-cents-per-gallon gasoline, motorists took every chance they could to take to the highways. In Boulder Cañon (still with the Spanish spelling in the 1950s), families parked on scenic turnouts where they fished, had “steak fries,” and enjoyed the serenity of the clear cold mountain stream.


      After a fifteen-minute drive, Wayne and James parked at Boulder Falls. Instead of taking the short walk to the waterfall, they decided to explore Boulder Creek. James took along his camera. Despite the dramatic increase in warm weather, the first week of April was still too early for the annual spring runoff of melting snow from the watershed that hugged the eastern side of the Continental Divide. The water level in the creek was at its seasonal low, allowing the students greater access to the creek bed.


      “We walked down the creek, stepping on stones,” James told a newspaper reporter the following day. “I picked up a few pieces of driftwood for a fire, and we laid them along the bank, intending to come back for them later.” James added that they worked their way down the east side of the creek, sometimes on one bank, sometimes on the other, and sometimes on rocks in the creek. He estimated that they went a quarter mile down the creek, then climbed up on the road and started back.


      At that point, the two students were walking along the shoulder of the road and looking toward the creek for more wood. Suddenly, they noticed what looked like a figure lying on the rocks at the edge of the creek. “At first we thought it was a store window dummy,” said James. “We didn’t think it could possibly be a human body.”


      Wayne and James scrambled down the bank and then stopped in horror when they realized they were face-to-face with the partially decomposed body of a nude young woman. She lay on her back, her flesh blackened and bruised. “I don’t know what we said,” Wayne told the same reporter. “We just left in a hurry.”


      “It was a funny feeling,” the student continued. “We weren’t exactly scared in the sense that we wanted to run, but I sure wish we hadn’t found the body. But I suppose if we had just agreed it was a mannequin and gone on, our consciences would have bothered us, and we would have had to come back and find out anyhow.”


      After Wayne and James’s startling discovery, they jumped in their car and sped back down the canyon. Daylight was quickly fading when they pulled up on Pearl Street in front of Boulder County’s art deco–style courthouse, where they found Sheriff Everson working late in his office on the first floor. At the time, the sheriff’s office only had six or seven employees, including a secretary. Although skeptical at first, the sheriff and coroner George Howe accompanied the students back to the scene. The coroner had seen many corpses in his nearly twenty years in office and covered the young woman’s battered body with a sheet. The men gently placed the victim on a gurney, carried her back up the hill, slid her corpse into a Cadillac hearse, and drove to Boulder’s Howe Mortuary on the corner of Spruce and Eleventh streets.


      The sheriff’s office had no detectives of its own, so Sheriff Everson asked for and received assistance from the Boulder Police Department, only slightly larger. Boulder Police Detective Roy Hendricks immediately called fellow police detective Roy Hill, and together they viewed the body at Howe Mortuary, where coroner George Howe and his brother, Norman Howe—the mortuary’s owner—had moved the unidentified victim down a flight of stairs to the basement. There, in a white tile–lined morgue and embalming room, brightly lit with overhead fluorescent lights, the men placed the slender woman’s body on her back on a cold white porcelain table. Her disheveled shoulder-length hair held twigs and pine needles, and her right arm lay at her side. Her left arm was folded so that her left hand—with well-manicured fingernails—rested on her abdomen. A towel covered her genital area. The flesh on her neck and face, except for her forehead, was so ravaged by animals that it appeared incongruously attached to her badly bruised but otherwise intact body.


      A telephone call to the Boulder Sanitarium summoned pathologist Dr. Freburn L. James to come at once to perform an autopsy. The young medical specialist would discover that in addition to multiple contusions and abrasions, the woman had sustained fractures to her skull, jaw, left arm, left collarbone, and the first to fourth ribs on her left side. The collarbone and rib fractures formed a nearly vertical line, indicating that all were incurred at the same instant. The victim’s only significant identifying feature was an appendectomy scar. She had no fillings in her teeth, which precluded the use of dental records in attempting an identification. She was determined to be approximately five foot three inches tall and was thought to have weighed between 100 and 110 pounds.


      Before beginning the autopsy, the mortuary owner dialed Hillcrest [HI] 2-1202.


      “I need you here immediately,” he shouted in the telephone to Laurence Paddock, son of A. A. Paddock, who was the publisher of the Daily Camera. “Bring your camera and bring [reporter Bob] Looney. I’ve got a story for him!”


      The following morning, Detectives Hendricks and Hill were joined at the crime scene by the police department’s third detective, Willard Spier. They searched the area, but, reportedly, did not find anything of importance. The students who found the body and reporters from the Boulder and Denver newspapers climbed around on the rocks, too.


      After visiting and photographing the crime scene, the newspaper reporters rushed back to their offices, where they cranked out lengthy articles—the same ones I had avidly read in the Daily Camera archives. Only the following one-inch Associated Press “wire” story, however, was sent to major newspapers in the rest of the country. A teletype operator in Boulder relayed the text that was then converted into a code and transported over telegraph lines. His, or her, story read:


      The unidentified body of a blonde girl in her late teens lay unnoticed for about a week only 30 feet from a busy road 9 miles west of here, officers said today. Sheriff Art Everson declared, “There is no doubt she was murdered.” Two Colorado University students spotted the body as they returned from a mountain stroll here yesterday.


      Teletype machines in other newspaper offices around the country converted the telegraphed code back into words for print in big-city newspapers. Many residents in rural areas—or across the country where I lived at the time—did not get the news at all.
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          On the day after James Andes, left, and Wayne Swanson, right, found the victim’s body, they returned to the scene to point out the exact location to reporters. Reprinted with permission of the Rocky Mountain News.
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          Officials also posed at the crime scene. From left to right are Police Detective Willard Spier, Deputy District Attorney Joe Dolan, Police Detective Roy Hill, Police Detective Roy Hendricks, Sheriff Art Everson, and coroner George Howe. When the case was revisited in 2004, the only man still alive was Roy Hendricks. Photo courtesy of the Daily Camera.

        

      


      When Jane Doe’s body was found, I was seven years old, living with my parents in an ultramodern house in Lancaster, Pennsylvania. The only child of a middle-class suburban housewife and an electrical engineer, I had had a pleasant and relatively uneventful childhood. My mother was a homemaker but disliked housework and spent a lot of her time writing music and playing the piano. My father designed tubes for television cameras, but during most of my childhood—including April 1954—he would not allow a television in our home. I thwarted his efforts to shelter me from outside influences by going to my best friend’s house to watch “Buffalo Bob” Smith and the Howdy Doody Show, as well as the latest episodes of I Love Lucy. When my parents finally did get a television in 1955, we never missed an episode of the then-new family show, Father Knows Best.


      Some of my earliest recollections are of Sunday drives with my parents. Long before the days of seat belts and car seats, I stood on the floor of the backseat of our 1950 Plymouth so I could get a better view out the window. My parents took me through Amish farmlands where we watched men in plain dark clothing and straw hats plow their tobacco fields with mules. I learned to recognize tobacco barns, with slats on the sides to allow air to circulate and dry the tobacco leaves that hung inside. When my friends and I were old enough to go to school, we would stop on our way home from the bus stop and suck the “honey” from honeysuckle vines that grew along the side of the country road.


      My only fear—admittedly a big one—was of nuclear war. My parents and I lived in a one-story house without a basement, and I remember at a very young age during the Cold War era convincing an elderly neighbor to let us set up a fallout shelter in her solid brick home. I also had an above-average curiosity about prisons, no doubt sparked by the looming presence of the Lancaster County Prison, built in 1852 and still in use. With its commanding stone towers and arched gateway, it intrigued me and looked like a medieval fortress. (I later learned that I was not far off, as the prison was a near-replica of Lancaster Castle and former prison in Lancaster, England.) I remember staring at the imposing red sandstone structure on East King Street every time my mother and I drove from the suburbs into the city to shop at the A&P grocery store. I tried to imagine what the prison was like inside, but I had no experience from which to draw. I thought I was rather knowledgeable for a kid, but none of my friends were missing, and I had no firsthand experience with violence or with domestic or sexual abuse. I knew nothing at all about murder.


      During my senior year in high school, I wanted to apply to Penn State University because many of my friends were planning on attending. My mother had been a world traveler and suggested I go somewhere more adventurous for college, somewhere in the West. At the time, I was unaware that my parents’ twenty-three-year-long marriage had begun to unravel. My mother, who may have enjoyed a vicarious pleasure in influencing my college plans, came up with the University of Colorado. In September 1965, I moved to Boulder. Although I majored in psychology, I took some sociology and criminology classes that even included a field trip inside the Colorado State Penitentiary.


      Like nearly every college student, I was caught up in the present. I lived in Sewall Hall because I liked the 1930s style of the dormitory, but I was unaware at the time that it was one of the best examples of architect Charles Klauder’s Tuscan-style sandstone buildings that now define the University of Colorado at Boulder. From my window, I had a view of the Indian Peaks of the Continental Divide, including a bit of the Arapaho Glacier. I shared the room with a Colorado girl from a big family who, to my amazement, could actually sleep with the light on. All of us freshmen girls lived in fear of the housemothers who stood with keys in hand to enforce our ten o’clock weekday, and slightly later weekend, curfew. Every Sunday evening was the cook’s night off, and several of us from the dormitory would walk downhill to the Gondolier Restaurant, then located on Broadway near Marine Street.


      Rarely did my friends and I venture the few more blocks to Pearl Street, the main thoroughfare of downtown Boulder. Nationally, the Vietnam War was heating up, and singer Bob Dylan expressed the mood of the country with his popular song, “The Times They Are A-Changin.” My first year in Boulder, however, the “sleepy college town,” as it was called by the press, was quiet. In those pre-pedestrian-mall days, downtown motorists had no trouble finding a place to park, and the F. W. Woolworth Company’s store, with its large soda fountain, occupied the entire southeast corner of Pearl Street and Broadway.


      Years later, at the Daily Camera, when I continued to read the microfilmed and clipped articles from the time of Jane Doe’s murder, I could easily envision Boulder in the 1950s—only a decade before I arrived. Unlike the spiritual diversity in Boulder today, the majority of the city’s 23,200 residents in 1954 were Christian. Indeed, only a day after the victim’s un-embalmed body was zipped into a black rubber body bag and placed in a refrigerated room in the basement of Howe Mortuary, a 90 by 215 foot string of brilliant white lights configured in the shape of a cross was illuminated on the side of Flagstaff Mountain, overlooking the city of Boulder. This was not a tribute to Jane Doe but rather a Holy Week tradition that had begun in 1948.


      According to the Daily Camera, the gigantic cross that glowed from six o’clock to eleven o’clock in the evening was meant to be “spiritually comforting,” but reporters were quick to point out that the upcoming Christian holiday was the “first Easter of the H-bomb era.” Only a few weeks earlier, on March 1, 1954, the United States had set off the world’s biggest man-made explosion when its government tested the hydrogen bomb in the Pacific archipelago of Bikini. In Boulder, researchers at the University of Colorado kept a close watch for fallout, however the collection of atmospheric dust on suction filters in the university laboratory had, so far, not varied more than two percent from normal. One writer stated: “Rejoicing that Christ is risen mingles with fear that man has fashioned a weapon that could doom civilization,” adding that much of the free world’s burden rested on the shoulders of U.S. president Dwight David Eisenhower.


      Churches all over town advertised their upcoming events. The First Methodist Church announced that its Palm Sunday service would be the cantata “Seven Last Words.” The musical composition’s opening line was: “All people who travel upon the highway, hearken to me, and behold me.” A Gallup poll reported that ninety-four percent of the U.S. population believed in God. In fact, that very year, during President Eisenhower’s administration, the U.S. Congress modified the Pledge of Allegiance from “one nation indivisible” to “one nation, under God, indivisible.”


      Friday evening was also date night, and university coeds on the eve of their upcoming weeklong Easter holiday brushed out their Veronica Lake–style hairdos and piled into Fords and Chevrolets with their boyfriends. Some of the students drove east on Arapahoe Avenue for the opening night of the sixth season of the Motorena Drive-In Theater. While munching on popcorn, couples watched the movie The War of the Worlds, in which scientists and Marines repelled a Martian invasion of Earth. Violence close to home or the murder of a woman their own age was far from their minds.


      Meanwhile, the young murder victim’s cold corpse lay in the morgue for two long weeks, while newspaper writers in Denver and veteran Daily Camera reporter Bob Looney, in Boulder, published almost-daily articles in the hopes that someone would come forward with an identification. No young women were reported missing from Boulder or from the University of Colorado, but the Denver police came up with the names of two women—one considered too heavy and the other, at age twenty-four, said to have been too old.


      Detail-oriented Bob Looney tucked a stubby number-two pencil and three or four sheets of horizontally folded copy paper into his suit-coat pocket and tagged along after police and sheriff officials who combed a ten-square-mile area searching for clues and the victim’s clothes. They even went as far west as the mining community of Cardinal, where they sifted through ashes in the woodstove of a recently abandoned cabin. When a slender blonde wearing white moccasins was reported missing from Salt Lake City, Utah, and a mountain resident found a white moccasin in a canyon west of Boulder, the shoe was considered a good clue until it was learned that it had been in the same place for months. After a day in the field, reporter Looney returned to the building that had housed the newspaper offices at Pearl and Eleventh streets since 1891. The wooden floors creaked under his feet as he sat down at his desk in the newsroom. Pecking away with two fingers on a Royal typewriter, he quoted Sheriff Art Everson as saying: “We just haven’t a thing here that’s any good.”
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          A few years prior to Jane Doe’s murder, Sheriff Art Everson, right, was photographed with Deputy Don Moore in the sheriff’s office on the first floor of the Boulder County Courthouse on Pearl Street. Photo courtesy of the Daily Camera.

        

      


      City officials then announced their intention to bury the victim in the southwest corner of Columbia Cemetery, but the plans did not sit well with the local community. “It would be a darn shame when someone’s daughter is to be buried in a pauper’s grave, and we decided we would try to do something about it,” wrote a woman who lived in a boardinghouse in Denver. “We are enclosing this check to start a fund for proper burial of this unfortunate girl.” Each resident chipped in one dollar. The group mailed its joint check for twelve dollars to the Daily Camera. The newspaper also collected the donations of church groups and individuals, including one from a Boulder police officer. Echoing the donors’ sentiments was Coroner Howe, who publicly stated: “We don’t know who she was or what religion she followed. We can only do what we think is right.”


      On April 22, the day of the victim’s funeral, a Denver woman arrived at Howe Mortuary and asked to view the body. She explained that she thought the deceased was her daughter from a former marriage—a daughter she had not seen in four years. Little did she know at the time that her daughter was alive and well in Ohio. The woman sat with the corpse for an hour, then reluctantly allowed the coroner to re-zip the body bag shortly before the funeral was scheduled to begin.


      At two o’clock in the afternoon, thirty people somberly climbed the concrete steps of the mortuary’s original front entrance on Spruce Street. Men, in suits and ties, and women, in dresses, hats, and gloves—average citizens who came from a variety of occupations and Christian denominations—seated themselves on the wooden pews in the chapel. One of the men in attendance was seventy-three-year-old Francis Tobin, a white-haired former miner who ran an investment company from his home. His compassion for the victim may have stemmed from his thirty-year search for information on his missing grandfather, who, he finally learned, had been murdered in 1867 while laying track for the Union Pacific Railroad in Dawson County, Nebraska.
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          Individuals, as well as florists, sent flowers to Jane Doe’s funeral. One of the accompanying cards was simply addressed “To Someone’s Daughter.” Carnegie Branch Library for Local History, Boulder Historical Society collection.

        

      


      Two of the women, Josephine Gibbons and Jessie Nevills, were sisters. Professionally, the middle-aged women were nurses, but they shared an interest in writing jingles, a popular and often lucrative pastime in the 1950s. Both women won cash and free groceries and participated in radio programs that included “The Phrase That Pays.” Josephine, however, was the big winner when she entered a “Lovely Lux Girl” contest, and the Lux Soap Company’s manager rewarded her with a brand new 1951 Ford.


      A few of the women wept when organist Margaret Haskell began to play familiar hymns on the mortuary’s small pipe organ. Conspicuously empty, on the right side of the room behind a partially open velvet curtain, was a seating area known as the “family room.” The closed casket, in the front of the room, was banked with eight floral pieces. One arrangement, along with others of lilies, roses, sweet peas, and pink and white carnations, was a spray of red gladiolus. Accompanying the gladiolus flowers was a card—most likely from one of the twelve Denver boarders—addressed “To Someone’s Daughter.”
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          Members of the local community gathered in Columbia Cemetery for graveside services. Mortuary owner Norman Howe is in the foreground on the left, Reverend Paul Fife and Chamber of Commerce secretary Eben G. Fine are on the right. The two ladies with arms folded behind the left side of the casket are the “jingle sisters,” and the man with arms folded behind the right side of the casket is Francis Tobin. Reprinted with permission of the Rocky Mountain News.

        

      


      Reverend Paul Fife of Boulder’s Sacred Heart of Jesus Church began the funeral with Psalm 130: “From the depths of despair, O Lord, I call for your help. Hear my cry, O Lord, pay attention to my prayer.” A Denver Post reporter noted that the preacher mixed Catholic and nondenominational rites and there was “a blank, an almost imperceptible pause at each point in the service where the name of the deceased normally was recited.” After the formal service, the casket was placed in the hearse for the short drive to Columbia Cemetery. Mourners followed in their cars and then assembled around her grave as Reverend Fife gave the victim his final blessing.


      Boulder Laundry owner Francis Gilmore, retired electrician Charles Timberlake, and former highway construction worker Charles Walker, along with coroner George Howe and his brother and mortuary owner, Norman Howe, served as pallbearers, and they gently lowered the casket with its fragile remains into the freshly dug grave. Law-enforcement officers kept watch for any sign of recognition among the mourners, in case the killer might have been in attendance, but they did not note any suspicious activity. “The services were simple,” wrote the Denver reporter, “restoring in death the dignity her murderer destroyed in the last violent moments of her life.”


      Maybe the newspaper’s headline that had accompanied the graveside burial photo was right—maybe Jane Doe’s grave would mark an unsolved mystery. I decided to dig deeper for clues.
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      While pondering the question of the unsolved mystery, I decided to see if I could find some context—some insight into how the brutal murder of an unidentified young woman had fit into the day-to-day lives of the people of this small western city. I continued to hand-crank the Daily Camera’s old microfilm reader and found, however, that it had not fit in at all. Actress Donna Reed was featured at the local movie theater, and average Boulder families appeared to lead stereotypical lifestyles as depicted on their favorite television shows—Ozzie and Harriett and Leave It to Beaver.


      Crimes against women were rare, and murders more so, with one exception, and that was the 1948 murder of University of Colorado student Theresa Foster. Joe Sam Walker, her convicted killer, was locked in prison, but he professed his innocence. Unless someone else killed Theresa, her murder could not have had any connection with the murder of Jane Doe. Parents may have hugged their children a little tighter after reading Bob Looney’s newspaper accounts of the Boulder Cañon victim, but there was no indication of widespread fear or hiding behind closed doors.


      As I continued reading, I was startled to learn that something suspicious—and possibly related—had happened just two days after Jane Doe’s body had been discovered. According to an article in the Daily Camera, an Oklahoma state patrolman stopped a 1950 Ford that bore Colorado license plates. While the officer was writing the driver a speeding ticket, he noticed that the backseat of the car was soaked with fresh blood. The officer searched the car and found a red hair ribbon with strands of blonde hair. The driver, who was thrown in jail, said he knew nothing of the girl found in the canyon, but he admitted killing someone else. Samples of blood and hair found in the car were sent to the Federal Bureau of Investigation laboratory in Washington, D.C. An urgent teletype message to Sheriff Art Everson asked him to send samples of Jane Doe’s blood and hair as well. Eventually I would learn that the sheriff did send a hair sample.


      The more I learned about Jane Doe, the more I wanted to know. My possible involvement in the case, however, had become real to me even before I systematically sorted through all of the Daily Camera’s files. On April 30, 1998, my husband, Ed, called and said he would be working late, so I settled in on the couch with our two eight-week-old kittens, Maggie Brown and Nellie Bly. As they jumped all over me, I started flipping through the television channels and literally stumbled upon the CBS 48 Hours program titled “Never Give Up.” It featured Todd Matthews, a young man in Livingston, Tennessee, who had identified a homicide victim found wrapped in canvas and previously known only as the “Tent Girl.”


      The young woman had been murdered in 1968, two years before Matthews was born. On May 17 of that year, a water well driller, waiting for instructions from his boss, was killing time in Scott County, Kentucky, an hour’s drive north of Lexington. The man was searching along a wooded stretch of the roadway for old glass insulators but, instead, found a five-foot-long bundle. He tugged at its tarpaulin cover, and out rolled a partially decomposed human body! The driller rushed off to call the sheriff, who returned with the coroner, who took the body to a morgue. All the medical examiner could determine was that the body was that of a white female, thought to have been between sixteen and eighteen years old, with short reddish-blonde hair. She had been dead for an estimated four to six weeks. The local newspaper was the first to call the unidentified victim the “Tent Girl.” In the hopes that credible leads would reach police, the magazine Master Detective published a full account in a 1969 issue but, even with the national publicity, her case remained unsolved.


      The unidentified victim was buried in the county-owned section of a cemetery in Georgetown, the seat of Scott County. Unlike our Jane Doe’s simple gravestone with the engraved words, “Jane Doe, April 1954, Age About 20 Years,” the Lexington, Kentucky, community put up a stone with a reconstructed sketch of the victim’s face, as well as the following:


      Tent Girl. Found May 17, 1968 on U.S. Highway 25 North. Died about April 26–May 3, 1968. Age about 16–19 years. Height 5-feet-1 inch. Weight 110–115 lbs. Reddish-Brown hair, Unidentified.


      Twenty years after the young woman’s murder, the well driller moved to Livingston, Tennessee, where his daughter became engaged to Todd Matthews.


      Todd’s future father-in-law had been carrying around a copy of the 1969 Master Detective for years. He showed it to Todd, who immediately became fascinated with the story. Although Todd was a high school senior working part-time in a grocery store and—like me—had no background in detective work or tracing missing persons, he was determined to come up with the victim’s identification. He even contacted the coroner and asked that the victim’s remains be exhumed, but initially he got nowhere. Then, in the mid-1990s, following the advent of the computer age, Todd began searching missing-person websites on the internet. Late one night, ten years after he began his quest, he sat at his computer and came across a query which read:


      My sister Barbara has been missing from our family since the latter part of 1967. She has brown hair, brown eyes, is around five feet two inches tall, and was last seen in the Lexington, Kentucky, area. If you have any information, please contact me at the address posted.


      As Todd’s story goes, he woke up his wife by shouting: “I’ve found her!”


      In March 1998, Todd again asked local authorities to exhume the “Tent Girl,” and this time they agreed. They obtained her DNA from one of her teeth and compared her profile with one taken from a cheek swab of the victim’s sister. A month later, the results positively identified the victim as Barbara Ann Hackman-Taylor, a twenty-four-year-old—who actually was several years older than the estimated age of her body. The victim’s carnival-worker husband had told her family that she had run off with another man. Was he the murderer? No one would ever know, as he died of cancer in 1987. Barbara Ann was given a new gravestone, with her own name on it at last.


      Todd’s successful identification of the “Tent Girl” made a lasting impression on me. I was still reflecting on the television program—and my pieced-together scenario of Jane Doe—a year and a half later, in October 1999, when I met archeologist Jack Smith for a beer in Tom’s Tavern. The no-frills beer-and-hamburger joint just west of Boulder’s upscale Pearl Street Pedestrian Mall had been in business since 1959 and was popular with long-time Boulder residents. Indeed, my friend Jack was an old-timer himself, and the excuse to meet was so that I could borrow a photograph from him for one of my history columns. The tavern was across the street from the Daily Camera office, a sprawling brick building that, in 1963, had replaced the former building that had become old and cramped in reporter Bob Looney’s time. I had just turned in my latest article, which was titled: “Jane Doe Mourned But Never Identified.” Her story was fresh in my mind as I slid into one of the restaurant’s red-vinyl-seated booths.


      I found myself telling Jack about the “Tent Girl” program and how the Kentucky victim’s DNA was used to determine her identity. What little I knew about DNA I had picked up from actor O. J. Simpson’s murder trial four years earlier, as well as the more recent Monica Lewinsky scandal which identified president Bill Clinton’s semen on the White House intern’s navy blue dress. I soon learned that the first use of DNA to solve a crime had been in England, in 1986, then the following year it was introduced to the United States in a criminal court case in Florida. My friend suggested that perhaps Jane Doe could be exhumed and her DNA profiled, as had been done with the “Tent Girl” in Kentucky. Was this something I could initiate? On television, it looked so easy, but the reality might be altogether different.


      Still, bolstered by the realization that modern technology might make it possible to identify Jane Doe, I passionately talked about her to anyone and everyone who would listen. That included Sergeant Dan Barber, a Boulder County sheriff’s deputy I met one day in the Carnegie Branch Library for Local History while doing research for my newspaper column. The uniformed officer was working on a history of the sheriff’s office, so I naively asked him if I could read the Jane Doe case file. When he got back to me a few days later, he told me that the case files prior to 1970 had mysteriously disappeared after the then-incumbent sheriff was not reelected. Even if the sheriff’s office did have the file, he said, I, as a member of the public, would not be allowed to read it. I understood that there is no statute of limitations on murder and all unsolved murder cases remain open, but I was horrified to learn that the file for this case no longer existed. Equally appalling was the realization that all of the files from the whole era were missing!


      The sheriff’s office referred me to a former deputy who was the under-sheriff at the time of Jane Doe’s murder. Dorse “Dock” Teegarden had been interviewed by the Denver Post in April 1999, on the forty-fifth anniversary of the murder. He stated that he was out of town, picking up a prisoner, the day her body was found, but he participated in the subsequent search of mountain cabins. “It was a heartbreaker,” he told the Post reporter. “We followed lead after lead, but nothing ever panned out.”


      I contacted the retired officer myself, but he had no new information to add. As he had told the reporter, his theory was that she came from someplace else and got a ride with a trucker who “did her in.” He added what I already knew—that most of the people connected in some way to the victim were likely dead themselves. Still, I realized the importance of reinterviewing anyone formerly connected with the case.


      My next stop was the Boulder County Coroner’s Office, in the hopes of finding any additional shred of information. A clerk in the office confirmed that the “unidentified woman” had a death certificate, but it was not public information and she would not let me see it. When I emailed the incumbent coroner a few days later and asked, again, about the death certificate, he wrote back and related that it did, indeed, list the manner of death as “homicide.” The coroner permitted his clerk to give me a copy of the one-page “Verdict of Jury,” the office’s report following the former coroner’s inquest. This court proceeding, held in the Boulder County Courthouse, upstairs from the sheriff’s office, took place four days after the students had found Jane Doe’s body. The jury of six men included three high school teachers, a carpenter, an auto mechanic, and a University of Colorado law student who also worked at Howe Mortuary. The jurors examined the evidence provided by coroner George Howe and determined that “death resulted from shock caused by severe beating by person or persons unknown, with felonious intent.”


      The only other information stated in the jury’s verdict was that the members estimated that the victim’s death had occurred from four to ten days prior to April 8, 1954, and that the body was found on Highway 119, about nine miles west of Boulder in Boulder County, Colorado, three hundred yards east of Boulder Falls, and twenty-nine feet below the roadway along the creek.


      Since the official court document failed to give me much new information, I turned to a Daily Camera article from April 12, 1954, to flesh out the details. Present at the inquest as a witness was Dr. Freburn L. James, the pathologist who had performed the autopsy. Also in the room was Boulder Police Chief Myron Teegarden, who “identified pictures he took at the scene,” although no one, not even his son—the former under-sheriff—has any idea what happened to them. The pathologist, Dr. James, described the victim’s multiple fractures, bruises, and abrasions, adding that it was difficult to give the specific cause of death with certainty. He stated that his final conclusion—severe shock—was a term meant to embody all of her injuries, and that it was proper to assume that her skull fracture was the proximate cause of death.


      When the district attorney asked if all of the facts were consistent with murder, Dr. James testified, “They are.” A dentist who had X-rayed the victim’s teeth also testified and stated that based on the position of the lower right third molar, he estimated her age at between nineteen and nineteen and one-half years old—in the upper age range of Dr. James’s assessment but below the newspaper accounts and the gravestone that would read: “Age About 20 Years.” The unidentified young woman had no fillings in her teeth and only one cavity that needed to be filled. The dentist suggested that the excellent condition of her teeth indicated that she may have spent her childhood in a community with a water supply that contained fluorides.


      I hoped to contact the jurors but found that all of them were deceased. Then I wrote to the Federal Bureau of Investigation in Washington, D.C., wanting to know what they had on file since newspaper accounts had mentioned the FBI’s request for blood, hair, and fingerprints. My one-page letter was returned with a sticky note that read “too vague.” Sometime later, Carol Taylor, the librarian at the Daily Camera, suggested I file a request under the Freedom of Information Act, the federal law enacted in 1966 that allows any member of the public the right to obtain information from a federal government agency.


      Learning not to take “no” for an answer, I filed the request, then was surprised when a woman from the FBI personally telephoned. She told me that on July 1, 1993, in a “routine records destruction,” an archivist had deemed that the file on the 1954 Colorado murder was no longer worth keeping. Unlike the pre-1970 files in the Boulder County Sheriff’s Office that had mysteriously disappeared, this file had been deliberately purged. It then took ten months to get the caller’s comments in writing, complete with the federal statutes (44 U.S.C. § 3302 and 36 C.F.R. § 1228) that defended the file’s annihilation by “burning, pulping, shredding, macerating [soaking in liquid], or other suitable means.” If only the agency could have held onto the information just a little longer. As I would soon discover, the government agency’s purging of the Jane Doe file was just the tip of the iceberg of a decades-long practice of routinely destroying records of unsolved homicides and missing persons.


      Wondering why the FBI would have crime-scene evidence in the first place, I did some background reading on the federal agency. I learned that after World War II, the FBI began to devote a significant proportion of its resources to assisting state and local law enforcement. This was due, in part, to advances in forensic science—the application of science to decide questions arising from crime or litigation. Cardboard files in drawer after drawer of the FBI’s fingerprint collection contained lists of criminals and noncriminals alike. In addition to anyone who had been arrested, fingerprints were on file for those who had been federally employed, naturalized, or in the military service. The Boulder County sheriff and the Boulder police chief no doubt believed it was possible that Jane Doe’s fingerprints could already have been on file, and a match with the victim’s fingerprints would provide a positive identification.


      The use of fingerprints for identification purposes can be traced back in time to Sir William Herschel, a British officer who, in 1858, worked for the civil service in India. There, he required thumbprints (or whole palm prints, as sources differ) as a substitute for the written signatures of his illiterate laborers. Sir Herschel’s practice was refined by Sir Edward Richard Henry, who developed a print classification system using only the tips of fingers. His method of analysis was based on the assumption that no two persons have exactly the same arrangement of raised skin surfaces, or ridges, and that the patterns of these ridges of any one individual remain unchanged throughout life. Sir Henry classified the number of these ridges as well as the loops and whorls of their patterns so they could be filed and compared. Eventually, the Henry System became the standard in Europe and North America, and its inventor became known as the “Father of Fingerprints.”


      In 1901, Sir Henry was appointed assistant commissioner at London’s Scotland Yard. Three years later, an officer from Scotland Yard attended the World’s Fair in St. Louis, Missouri, where he was assigned to guard a display of the British Crown Jewels. At the fair, the London police officer passed on his knowledge of fingerprint analysis to police officers in St. Louis. Although the New York Civil Service Commission had initiated the use of fingerprints in the United States for its applicants as early as 1902, the St. Louis Police Department, in 1904, became the first police department in the United States to officially adopt the new identification technique.


      Fueling and influencing the public’s interest in forensics, British author Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, meanwhile, had created the fictional character Sherlock Holmes. In A Study in Scarlet, published in 1887, Doyle displayed an uncanny ability to describe scientific methods of detection years before they were officially discovered and implemented. In Doyle’s novel, Sherlock Holmes was able to discern between human and animal bloodstains fourteen years before the inception of serology—the science of identification of body fluids in a crime laboratory.


      In 1908, president Theodore Roosevelt’s administration initiated the Bureau of Investigation—renamed, in 1935, the Federal Bureau of Investigation. Under the jurisdiction of the United States Department of Justice, a force of thirty-four special agents investigated federal crimes, including those in which perpetrators evaded state laws by crossing state lines. Congress had passed the “White Slave Traffic Act” in 1910, making it a crime to transport any individual over state lines for prostitution or any sexual activity for which the person could be charged with a criminal offense. Crossing state lines certainly was in the mind of the Oklahoma state patrol officer who, two days after Jane Doe’s body was found, had stopped the speeding driver of the car with Colorado license plates and discovered fresh blood in the backseat.


      J. Edgar Hoover ushered in an era of professionalism when president Calvin Coolidge’s attorney general appointed the then twenty-nine-year-old law school graduate to head the federal agency in 1924. One of the director’s first accomplishments was to establish an Identification Division to track criminals by their fingerprints. He set up a central card repository of rolled ink finger and thumb impressions. Within two years, law-enforcement agencies across the country began to contribute their identification cards as well. It was in this central repository that Boulder officials had hoped to find a match for Jane Doe.


      Still considering how the Federal Bureau of Investigation might be able to help me with the Jane Doe case, I looked up the local branch in Boulder and asked the clerk who answered the telephone if his office had retained any files on the unidentified murdered woman. When I told the man who answered my call that the murder had taken place in 1954, he simply stated, “I wasn’t born then.”


      My confidence was shaken by this lack of information, and I began to have real doubts about my ability to further research Jane Doe. I believed that identification was technologically feasible but highly unlikely without any official law-enforcement files. During the year 2000 and into the beginning of 2001, I stopped occasionally at the cemetery and visited the victim’s grave, but Jane Doe was relegated to the back burner as I tackled other research and writing projects.


      The murder victim, however, would not let me go. I had started on a mission and felt compelled to continue to move forward. Gradually, I came to the realization that there still could be someone in Jane Doe’s family waiting for answers, and those answers were not going to come forth on their own. Knowing that no one else was attempting to solve the case, I rededicated myself to the task. At the same time, I came to the conclusion that this project was more than a one-person job. As a new internet user, I timidly posted my first query—like the sister of the “Tent Girl” had done—on the genealogical website Rootsweb.com. I wrote:


      Do you know of a 17–20-year-old WOMAN who was MISSING in 1954? “Jane Doe” was murdered and buried in Boulder, Colorado, in April 1954 and has never been identified. If she could have been your sister, mother, cousin, or friend, please contact pettem@earthlink.net.


      Unsure of where my request would lead, I hoped I would hear from someone, and I wondered how long I would have to wait.


      The answer turned out to be fourteen months, which was a tumultuous period for me—and for the nation. After the terrorist attacks against the World Trade Center and the Pentagon in September 2001, the “Meet the Spirits” cemetery reenactment that had been scheduled for late September was put off a month. No one felt like doing it. Meanwhile, my husband and I had moved into the mountains west of Boulder, where we chose not to hook up our television. Instead, we began to watch a lot of movies, mostly film noir and—with Jane Doe nagging at me—anything from the early to mid-1950s.


      One film that kept us on the edge of our seats and gave us a great back-in-time look at midcentury forensics was Mystery Street, released in 1950 by Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, Inc. The black-and-white whodunit contrasted Ricardo Montalban, a rookie cop, with Bruce Bennett, a tall, handsome Harvard Medical School forensic expert and professor. Rereleased on DVD as “a revealing-for-the-era procedural,” the movie epitomized the film noir genre, known for its dark themes, stark camera angles, and high-contrast lighting. The film’s documentary style incorporated and explained a crime-scene investigation within the setting of a classic post–World War II crime drama. Most of the scenes, including those at Harvard Medical School, were filmed on location. The fictional story involved the murder of a beautiful young woman who was stripped of her clothes and dumped on the edge of a beach on Cape Cod Bay, near Barnstable, Massachusetts.


      Months later, a birdwatcher discovered the victim’s skeletal remains and called police. Lieutenant Peter Morales, portrayed by Montalban, did not even know if the deceased was a man or a woman, but his enthusiasm to solve the case set him in search of an academic expert. First, the lieutenant put the victim’s bones, hair, and some poison ivy leaves into in a cardboard box. Then, carrying the box in his late-1940s black Ford, he drove to the medical school in Boston, where—long before crime-scene investigation television shows like today’s CSI—“Dr. McAdoo” dazzled movie audiences with state-of-the-art forensics of the early 1950s. Viewing the film was a reminder that many of the forensic practices in use today are not new after all.


      In the bow tie–attired forensic specialist’s orderly and spotless laboratory, he magnified a few strands of hair and determined that they were lighter at one end than the other. His conclusion was that the victim had been a bleached blonde. Then Lieutenant Morales handed over the poison ivy leaves and said that they had been found under the skeletal remains. Dr. McAdoo explained that if the murder victim collapsed on the ivy leaves and no one had moved the body, the leafiness of the ivy would give an approximate date of death. The plant was almost in full leaf when it had stopped growing, so the expert estimated the date of death at the third week of May of the year that the skeletal remains were found.


      Within days, Dr. McAdoo reassembled what he could of the entire skeleton but noticed that some of the bones were missing. He instructed Lieutenant Morales to go back to the scene of the crime and sift the beach sand to a depth of one foot in a search for more bones, just as forensic anthropologists would do today. By this point in the fictional investigation, the forensic expert had determined that the skeleton belonged to a woman, as the bones were lighter and smaller than a man’s would have been. He measured her thighbone and estimated her height at five feet five inches. One look at an enlarged bone in her foot made him speculate that she might have been a toe-dancing ballerina.


      Then the expert told the lieutenant to search through all the photographs that his police department had obtained of missing young women. In an attempt to find a match, they would project the photographs of the women, one by one, on top of an image of the victim’s skull. According to the fictional Dr. McAdoo, the procedure—now called photo-superimposition—had been done only once before, in Scotland.


      The next scene showed a discouraged Lieutenant Morales at his cluttered desk, shuffling through file after file of photographs of faces of missing women. Before long, however, he and the forensic expert—with his jacket off and his sleeves rolled up—were seated in a projection room. One slide projector, with two slots, threw two separate, overlapping images onto a screen. One was of the murdered woman’s skull and the other was an individual image of a missing woman’s face. Over and over, various women’s faces were projected onto the screen, and one by one they were discarded when the women’s facial features failed to align with the bones of the skull.


      “If the skull does fit, it may not prove it’s the right girl,” cautioned Dr. McAdoo, “but if it doesn’t fit, it certainly eliminates the wrong one.” All of a sudden, the men found a startling match, right down to the alignment of her teeth.


      Excited by this likely prospect, Lieutenant Morales narrowed his focus to his most likely candidate—a three-months-pregnant nightclub entertainer whose suitcase, left behind at her rooming house, just happened to include a pair of toe shoes. The bleached blonde had been having an affair with a respectable family man. When the lieutenant went back to the beach and sifted sand in his search for more of the victim’s remains, he found the bones of her unborn child. He also found a missing rib of the victim—a rib that had been pierced by a bullet.


      A search crew then dredged a nearby lagoon and found the stolen car that the woman had driven. Two officers reenacted the scenario of the shooting (with the “victim” sitting in the car) and discovered a .45-caliber bullet embedded in the floorboard at exactly the angle they had envisioned. They then traced the bullet to the pistol of the man with whom the blonde had been having an affair. After a fierce chase through a busy Boston railroad yard, Lieutenant Morales arrested the woman’s murderer.


      Near the end of the film, the lieutenant explained that “professors work with their heads, and cops work with their feet.” The main theme of the story, at least to me, however, was that the use of forensic science was—and still is—extremely valuable in solving crimes. Dr. McAdoo reminded me of Edward O. Heinrich, a 1908 University of California, Berkeley graduate, now generally recognized as America’s first academically trained forensic scientist. In 1915, he was appointed chief of police in Alameda, California. Interestingly, he also had a Boulder, Colorado, connection.


      Boulder had adopted the city-manager form of government in 1917. One hundred candidates, including Edward Heinrich
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