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This book is dedicated to my husband, the real private investigator.
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Monday, January 7, 1985

I’m a 32-year-old female private investigator named Danny Markham, once divorced, now single and free.   I am average height (5 foot 7 inches), average weight (130 lbs.), and average everything.  My hair is medium-length and what they call dishwater blond.  I have a degree in Criminal Justice from the University of Maryland and three years of intern experience training with Harry Briggs, an established local private investigator.  I live on a 32-foot wooden cabin cruiser docked at a marina off Chesapeake Bay.  There are few female PIs in the bustling port city of Baltimore, Maryland.  My business with only one employee, me, has eked by for six years with a usual clientèle of women with cheating husbands or run-away kids, child custody disputes, missing persons, background searches, and the occasional insurance scam.  I usually don’t get involved with murder and I’m not in the habit of shooting people.

My office, which is located about 30 minutes from my boat, consists of the rented bottom floor of an aging three-story brick building.  It used to be someone’s home, but now the first floor is my office, and the top two floors are rented apartments.  My landlord is a Korean lady whom I seldom see.  Level two is rented by a young male college student, who spends most of his time at his girlfriend’s apartment, and so is hardly ever around.  Level three is rented by a traveling salesman of marine ship supplies who comes and goes only in the middle of the night.  I call him  the ghost.  Indeed, I wonder if he even exists.  Everyone in the neighborhood is nodding-friendly, and our building is in a relatively safe part of town, and only a few blocks from the ongoing multi-million-dollar redevelopment of the Inner Harbor. 

The glass door to my establishment has been embossed in gold letters; Danny Markham, Private Investigator licensed and bonded, and the address: 3400 Eastern Ave.  My office furniture is all good-will contemporary, much of it discards from when I moved from an apartment to my boat.  The entry room, the former living room, has an overstuffed fraying charcoal-brown sofa, a couple dilapidated armchairs and side tables with outdated magazines, such as Home and Gardens and the American Rifleman periodical.  Off to the left side is the opening to a full-sized kitchen, complete with table and chairs, a microwave, stove, refrigerator, and a Black and Decker coffee machine.  The main event is my office, the former master bedroom, where I contemplate the intricacies of life while reclining in my black swivel chair with my feet propped on the antique wooden desk.  Clients can choose from among several functional and well-padded chairs.  Other assorted furniture includes a smaller desk with my IBM Selectric typewriter, file cabinets and assorted lamps, etc.  On the back wall is the opening to a second former bedroom, which is now used for storage and serves as my crash site, with my old mattress on the floor in case I end up spending the night in the big city.  It also has my black and white television, VHS player, stereo and record collection.  In the closet there is a built-in wall safe where I keep my important records and my Smith and Wesson Model 36 revolver.  The ammo I keep hidden elsewhere: just something my dad advised me to do.  This second-bedroom storage room and bathroom are especially useful in the winter.  I only have a 40-gallon water tank on my boat, and during a long freezing spell when I can’t refill the tank, I shower at the office.  I also store my skis, bicycle, summer clothes, and other junk that don’t fit in the boat.

There are few decorations in my office to distract me or my clients.  A few posters from some of my favorite old-time detective movies, like Casablanca, Dial M for Murder, and one of my favorite Betty Davis movies, The Letter, decorate the walls.  I gave up on plants, or rather they gave up on me.  On my desk, I have a few pictures of my immediate family; my mother, a teacher, my father, a city of Baltimore City cop, and my younger sister, the pride of the family.  She is in her third year of medical school at Georgetown University.  I am considered the black sheep of the family.

The year has recently turned to 1985.  And this morning was a typical freezing day in Baltimore, where the average January temperature is 31 oF and the ground is covered with a dirty layer of snow.  It was a challenge getting out of my nice warm bunk to walk down the icy pier to my brown and tan 1981 AMC Spirit, which happily decided to start today.  I let her warmup as I scraped the ice off the windows.  Big gray fluffy clouds hid the sun and threatened with more snow.  The drive to work was uneventful, with light traffic and country music crooning from my car tape player to lighten my mood.  I was grooving with the America tape that has an old favorite of mine, “A Horse with No Name”.

I’m usually not an early riser; I just arrived at the office around 10 am, one of the perks of being your own boss.  I was enjoying my first cup of coffee when I heard the office door swish open. My heart raced and I hoped a paying customer had just entered.  I was not expecting anyone, but I could sure use extra money for some unplanned car repairs.  When I entered the front room, a tall clean-cut looking guy, six foot three with at least 200 pounds of lean flesh, was scanning the office.  He looked like he was about to turn and leave when he noticed me, looked puzzled, and asked “are you Danny Markham?”  He introduced himself as Jack Roberts.  He had a deep resonant voice.

After my quick assessment of him, a good-looking middle-aged guy, I responded “yes, how can I help?  People often think I am a man.  My parents named me Danielle.”

“I need to hire someone to find my daughter,” he said with military efficiency. “I know she doesn’t want to see me, but I would like a chance to meet and talk with her.  Then, if she wants, she can never see me again.”  He spoke with hesitation and suppressed emotion.  I put him at about 50 years of age, with short, sable-colored hair beginning to gray around his temples.  His pale-blue eyes seemed older or wiser, with wrinkles and bags under his eyes like he’d had a hard life.  He possessed large, chapped, yet clean hands, with indications of one or two previously broken fingers.  I noticed he didn’t have a wedding band on his left hand, and I could see the curved end of an anchor tattoo peaking from the sleeve of his right arm.  We moved into my office where he selected the chair nearest my desk.  As I settled in my chair I took out a pad and pen to take notes.

“When did you last see her and why do you think she is hiding from you?”  It didn’t seem unusual that a young woman, I assumed, would want to run away and break out on her own.  Usually, they have quick regret when they start missing meals and don’t know where to spend the night. Then they rush home with their tails between their legs and a new appreciation for the comforts provided by their parents.  Typically, this only takes a week or two at the most.

“It’s a long story,” he said after a pause, and he seemed to struggle where to start.  “It began soon after I retired from the Navy, after a 20-year enlistment.  My family moved a lot during my various deployments; all over the country and even overseas in Spain and Morocco.  After my retirement, however, we bought a house and settled in Baltimore as a good place to live with great schools for my daughter, Patricia.  It seemed strange to put down roots in one place and not have to work every day.  My wife Elaine and my daughter Patricia began arguing a lot, and they acted irritated with my more frequent presence.  I couldn’t understand the rebellious behavior of my daughter, and I felt like I was somehow interfering in my wife’s life.  Elaine found an engaging job as a legal assistant in a big law office.  Patricia was in her last year of college at Johns Hopkins, majoring in economics.  After she got to her teens, she stopped calling me Dad.”  

“We lived in a typical Baltimore red brick house in an area of the city called Little Italy.  It was a nice two-story building in a safe neighborhood with great bakeries and restaurants. Elaine and I also began to fight a lot, usually about how to discipline Patricia.  Other times, she resented me asking where she was going or who she was seeing.  She was hardly ever home from work in time for supper.  I even thought about hiring a private detective to see where she went in the evenings.”

He paused and I suddenly remembered my manners and offered him some coffee, which he gladly accepted.  I went to find a second mug and secretly washed it before emptying the carafe in his cup.  He took his coffee straight, with no cream or sugar.  

“I decided I needed to start a new career.  I signed up to take classes at Baltimore City Community College to learn how to become a tax consultant, with the hope of someday earning a CPA.  Such a job would be quite a change from my work in the Navy as an aviation structural mechanic.  But I am good at math, and I thought this could be something I would enjoy.  And we could use some additional income to pay off Patricia’s tuition debts.  

One Monday night after class, I went to meet an old Navy friend of mine who happened to be in town.  We visited a bar by the docks and started drinking and talking.  By the time I finally came home, it was after 11 pm.  The house was completely dark.  Patricia was supposedly at the library studying with her boyfriend and I expected my wife to be out late too.  I unlocked the front door and walked into the kitchen, when I heard the TV blaring in the den.  I yelled at my wife to turn it down.  She didn’t answer, so I went in, and she wasn’t there.  I went upstairs and found her laying on the floor in our bedroom with stab wounds to her torso and neck and blood was everywhere.”

“Oh wow, I’m so sorry,” I blurted out.  “It must have been a horrible shock for you.”  He looked like he was re-living the horrible scene, and I noticed a tear in the corner of one eye.  After a minute or so he gathered himself together and continued.

“That was just the beginning!  I called 911 and ran searching through the house praying my daughter wasn’t home.  The police arrived after about 15 minutes and asked me to step outside.  Almost immediately they began treating me like a suspect.  They were suspicious since there was no evidence of a break-in, and I understood they always suspect the spouse first.”

He paused and took a long drink of his now cold coffee.  He seemed to be getting more-and-more wound-up the longer he spoke.  He was hyperventilating and glancing around at my posters.  I thought he was having second thoughts about hiring me and he was getting ready to fly out the door.

“I understand,” I said, not able to really comprehend how he must have felt.  “Please go on.”

“I’ll just make this short for now,” he said breathing out.  “I was arrested and indicted for first-degree murder.  They thought I had a motive and the opportunity.  However, they had no strong evidence. They couldn’t find the murder weapon and there was no sign of a struggle or injury on me.  The den and bedroom, however, showed signs of a vicious physical fight.  I was taken downtown and interrogated for hours.  They offered me a ‘deal’ of second-degree murder if I would just confess.  But I refused.”  Jack got angry here and emphatically stated “why would I confess to murdering my wife when I was innocent.”

“There was a trial, you may have read about it in the papers.  I spent two years in jail waiting for the trial to start, and during all that time my daughter never called or visited.  After a short very public trial, however, I was acquitted.  The coroner put my wife’s time of death at about 7 pm.  At that time, I was in the middle of a class with 30 other people and after that, I met with my friend until after 11 pm.  My friend Randy, unfortunately, shipped out on a container ship the next day, and he wasn’t around to verify the later hours of my alibi.  A jail house snitch tried to say I confessed to him.  But the jury didn’t buy it.  So, after destroying my life, I was let go without even anyone saying sorry.”

Here he paused, drank the rest of his coffee, his face began to lose its bright red color, and he sighed deeply.

“I haven’t seen or heard from my daughter in over two years now.  She must hate me and believe I did kill her mother.  She even testified during the trial about our frequent fights and how my wife was ready to file for divorce, which was news to me.  I’ve searched everywhere for her, talked to her friends and anyone who might know her.  I filed a missing person’s report with the police.  But I don’t think they tried very hard, after all she is an adult, and the cops still thought I was guilty.  I’ve run out of ideas and most of her friends won’t talk to me.   I was hoping you could help me find her.  I have my Navy pension, and I can pay you.  I just want a chance to talk to her.”

I pride myself in being able to read people.  It’s a huge asset in my job where I often interact with frauds and people who may even believe their own lies.  I had a good feeling about Jack.  He seemed genuine and kind, and no red flags were flying in my subconscious.  I could understand why most PIs would be reluctant to take his case, involving a well-publicized murder suspect.  But I usually operate with my gut instinct, and I believed him.  But still I had to be cautious, and so I told him I would think about his case and would get back to him in no later than 48 hours.  I had another case I was working on, and hopefully, it would finish tonight.  And I wanted a day to do some background research into his past and the murder trial.  I didn’t think it would be hard to track down his daughter.  I’d successfully completed many missing-persons cases.

We exchanged our contact information, and I promised to call him within two days and tell him what I decided.  He looked somewhat relieved and exhausted as he said goodbye and he slowly walked out of my office.  I watched as he climbed into a worn-out looking Chevy Impala and pulled away.
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Tuesday, January 8, 1985

After Jack left, I was eager to trot over to the Highlandtown library, so I could immerse myself in the news stories about Elaines’s murder and Jack’s trial. But first, I needed some time to digest the info and the impressions I had gleaned from my interaction with Jack.  I’ve discovered that sometimes, if I step back from a problem while it’s still fresh in my mind, I’ll have time to clarify my impressions.  Often this allows me to come up with new insights.  So, I sat at my desk and jotted down my thoughts on paper.  I made a list of what I needed to find out before I started the search for Jack’s daughter.  Then, I had to prepare for my gig tonight.

Madeline Switzer was one of my clients with a wandering husband, at least that’s what she suspected.  Having been in that situation myself in a previous life, I knew exactly what she was feeling.  It tears you apart.  You think you are the biggest fool in the world, yet you hope and pray you are mistaken.  You can’t help snooping and listening to his every call.  You search his jacket pockets and car seats for evidence of an affair.  You hate the type of person you have become.  In my case, it was a pair of woman’s glasses in our car’s glove compartment after a so-called hunting trip.  I removed the glasses.  I knew eventually he would have to ask me for them.  That was the final proof, the end of doubt, and the end of all trust in our marriage.  I knew that Madeline needed proof, one way or the other.

After a quick stop for a lunch of burgers and fries, I drove to the house of my distressed client.  Madeline and James were married for five years, had two lovely boys and they lived in an upper middle-class house in a yuppie neighborhood.  James was a stockbroker who worked in a swanky office surrounded by beautiful and ambitious women, all younger than Madeline.  He didn’t try hard to hide his dalliances.  About twice a month he would claim he had to work late, so late he would spend the night in a hotel near his office.  Madeline had every reason to be suspicious.  He told her he would be working late this evening, getting prepared for an important client the next day.  She wanted me to follow him and see where, and with whom, he was with tonight.  She suspected he was going to see one of the secretaries from his work.  

I was sitting in my car on Broadway outside the offices of Sherlock and Williams at 5 pm, when I expected James would be leaving work.  Sure enough, he drove out of the underground garage at exactly 5:10 pm and I followed.  He drove directly to a cheap motel, not a hotel close to his office, and checked in for a room.  The cashier greeted him and seemed to know him very well.  They talked and laughed for a while and then he parked outside one of the rooms on the back side of the motel.  He unloaded a duffel bag from the trunk of his black Mercedes and disappeared into his room for about an hour.  He emerged from his room looking like he’d just showered, and he was wearing comfortable, western-style clothes.  He had shiny new cowboy boots, a string tie, a plaid western shirt that snapped, and a large silver buckle anchoring the belt holding up his tight-fitting, dude-style jeans.  With his bald head and slightly poached-out belly, he didn’t look ready for the rodeo.

I followed him to a Denny’s restaurant, where he leisurely dined on a coke, spaghetti and meatballs and cherry pie for dessert.  I watched from the parking lot, munching on my baloney sandwich, mountain dew, and a ding-dong.  He ate alone, so I figured he was either on the prowl to meet someone new or had planned to meet someone later.

I followed him again after he left the restaurant.  We drove out of the city to an eastern suburb, not too far from the marina where I live.  At 7 pm he was standing in line at the Country Palace, a local warehouse-sized country-western music and dance bar and pick-up spot.  I must admit I was glad he chose that place, because the bands there were usually outstanding.  I was familiar with the place because I sometimes went there myself to hear good music.  I’ve always wondered why Baltimore has such a large following of country-western music fans.

The place was packed, even on a weekday night.  I bought a ticket and followed him in.  I don’t normally like beer, but it is the cheapest drink available, and I wanted to fit in.  I can easily sip on one beer all night.  A faux Alabama band was playing “Song of the South” as I entered, and the dance floor was crammed with cowboy and cowgirl wannabes, with a ring of spectators drinking and gawking.   James was sitting at a table, sipping a beer and scanning the women on the floor like a lion searching for his super.  Several women gave him the eye, but he didn’t seem interested.  

Smoke was filling the joint and I was feeling like I needed some oxygen when a tall, skinny brunette with spider eye lashes and a face melting from the heat and multiple layers of foundation, sidled up next to him.  She was dressed in an incredibly short leather skirt and a diving low-cut cotton blouse.  She looked to be at least 10 years younger than him.  James enthusiastically greeted her with open arms and a sloppy kiss.  She wiggled into the seat next to him.

I spent the next two hours watching them drinking, dancing, and laughing.  They refilled their drinks several times and they both were having a good time.  I was impressed with James’s dancing skills.  He obviously had a lot of practice or took lessons.  His partner, however, had a few too many drinks, and she struggled to keep upright with him on the dance floor.  I continued to sip my one beer and turned down three drunk cowboys who wanted to dance.  Finally, James and his partner tired out, and started to put on their coats and got ready to leave.

I surreptitiously followed, pulling my camera from my purse.  I snapped a couple pictures as he walked her to her car, and a couple more as they hugged and kissed before he closed her car door.  Then he slid into his Mercedes and drove away.  She followed him in her Dodge while I got ready to follow them both.

However, when I got to my Spirit, I saw an angry-looking man slap a gorgeous-looking redhead across the face and try to wrestle her into his car.  She struck her head on the corner of his car door, and she fell to the ground stunned.  “Hey I yelled.  Let her go!”  My blood was boiling, and I ran to their car to do, I don’t know what.  He whirled around and shoved me as I dug my fingernails into his arm.  Two other guys in the parking lot heard the commotion and started running toward us.  Mr. Tough Woman Abuser jumped into his car and screeched off. 

“Are you okay,” I asked the woman.  Blood was streaming down her face, and one eye was already looking puffy.  “Thank goodness you came” she said, and “I can’t believe you were so brave.”  

“Did you know him,” I asked.  “Not really,” she said after a long pause.  “We talked a bit in the bar and danced one dance.  But he was too handsy and he got insulting when I tried to get away from him.  He followed me out and tried to get me in his car.”

“I think we should get you to a doctor.  There is a 24-hour urgent care facility located a few blocks away.   I’ll drive you, as you probably shouldn’t drive.”  She looked like she was having trouble keeping her eyes from crossing.

At the urgent care the nurse said she probably had a concussion, and she should be watched closely for at least the next 24 hours.  They also put five stitches in her forehead.  I found out her name was Chantel Bixby, she was 23 years old, and she could not go home to her father in this condition, drunk!  She told her father she was going to a movie with her girlfriend, and she was planning to spend the night at her friend’s place.  He would kill her if he knew she went to a bar.  

I drove her back to the storage-bedroom at my office.  I spent an uncomfortable night trying to sleep on the old sofa in the office anteroom.  And my shoulder was aching from where the man shoved me.  Chantel slept like a baby on my mattress on the floor.

Wednesday, January 9, 1985 

THE NEXT MORNING, I was up well before the sun.  I rushed to the motel hoping to snap more incriminating pictures of James and his brunette kissing in the parking lot.  I figured right, they both needed to leave in time to pick up her car from the Country Palace and still arrive at work by 9 am to start their workday.  They kissed, then got in his car, while I snapped away.  It looked like this was their regular routine, I bet every two weeks.  My mission was accomplished.  I know I shouldn’t, but it makes me feel great to nail such hypocritical creeps.  I predict he will stroll home after work with a “daddy’s home”.  However, I also feel horrible for the jilted wife.  But the best thing for her is to get far away from him with a good chunk of his money.  She’s still young enough and pretty enough to find someone who will care for her.

I drove to my boat and picked up some fresh clothes.  I checked to see everything was okay.  The bilge was not overflowing with water, and the boat was securely tied to the pier.  The bubblers and the ice eater in the water around the boat were chugging away to keep frozen water away from the hull and the pier.

After dropping off my film at a local camera shop, I returned to my office and found Chantel wandering around the kitchen trying to make coffee.  She had a terrific headache, and I gave her two Tylenol from a bottle I always kept handy in the office.  All the lights were off because she said they hurt her eyes.  I was struck again by how beautiful she was, even in her condition.  Her most striking feature was her butt-length chestnut red hair.  Last night she wore her hair in an elegant ponytail that rose above the back of her head and cascaded all the way down her back.  This morning, she had her hair twisted and pinned behind her neck.  When she moved, she had a dancer’s figure and poise.  Wide hazel-brown eyes and a delicate nose were positioned on a perfectly oval face with a translucent complexion.  She reminded me of the depiction of Snow White in a comic book I read as a child.

She was a delicate-looking thing, who I quickly learned was deathly afraid of her father, a powerful estate lawyer and a partner in a prominent law firm.  He expected her to do the same and become a lawyer in his firm.  Her parents sent her to Stanford University to get a political science undergrad degree, which would prepare her to enter Georgetown Law School.  However, after two years in Washington D.C., she quit.  She had just moved back home with them and didn’t have a job yet.  Her parents were not happy about any of this, especially her father.  While at Stanford, instead of learning the political science injustices of the world, she discovered an intense interest and knack for working with computers.  She took every computer science course they offered and participated in an extramural computer club to learn how to write programs.  She was an intriguing mixture of obsessed nerd and privileged socialite.

Chantel showed an unusual interest in my lifestyle and my work.  She critically examined my office, pacing up and down.  She had great plans for me, about how to get “up to date” by adding computers, a printer, and even a mobile phone.  “You could type your notes so they would be readable and tabulate all your expenses to prepare professional-looking bills”.  I just said, “uh huh”.  “And how am I going to pay for all of this high-tech stuff.”  “Oh, no problem.  I can loan you some money from my trust fund.  My grandfather left me a ton of money that officially became mine when I turned 21.  Not that I can spend most of it, since it’s tied up in investments.  But I do get monthly dividends.”  I wondered who paid her tuition to Stanford and Georgetown!  She became very enthusiastic, critically evaluating everything in the office, talking faster-and-faster. She intended to remodel the space with new furniture and wall decorations.   I was a little insulted but smiled anyway.

I could have guessed she was a “trust baby”.  Her optimistic approach to life is seen only in those with unlimited resources who haven’t had to work hard just to get by.  My upbringing was much more modest.  I grew up in a comfortable, but financially tight, middle-class family with a working mother and father.  They were raised by parents who lived through the Great Depression and so had a strict conscience compelling them to save, save, save.  They are conservative in all aspects of life, strict orthodox Catholics, conservative Republicans, and they lived in Baltimore all their lives, except for the brief period when Dad was in the marines.  Mom is a grade-school teacher and Dad is a beat cop.  He could have been promoted to detective years ago, but he prefers to walk the streets and get to know the people he helps.  And I have a younger sister who is away at college.  I have a comfortable relationship with my parents, and I visit as often as I can. 

To distract Chantel from reorganizing my office, I told her about my latest client, Jack, and how I planned to go to the library today and read about his murder trial.  “Oh, can I go too, she exclaimed.  It sounds so interesting.”  I offered to drive her home to her parent’s house, but she said no, no one would be home.  Since someone had to keep an eye on her, I agreed she could come.  
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January 9, 1985, continued

Conveniently my office is one block from the Highlandtown library.  In my line of work, I spend a great deal of time at a library, doing research on my cases and pleading for help from the librarians.  Chantel and I walked one block down Marshall Street to the library on Fleet Street.  This is a typical, blue-class area of Baltimore, with narrow streets and small convenience stores on most corners.  This time of year, the view is of grey clouds, skeletal trees, and dirty snow.  The library is in the center of an acre square of dead grass and bare rosebushes.  In the summer a garden club attends the grounds, and there are still little signs naming the flowers from the past year.  The three-story building itself is one of those impressive gray stone buildings that look like they’re from a scene in a Civil War documentary.  It dates from the mid-1800s.

Soon, my favorite librarian brought us the Baltimore Sun newspapers from around the times when Jack's wife was found dead on Sept 2, 1981, when Jack was indicted, and during his 1984 murder trial.  Luckily the hard copy newspapers were still available and had not yet been burned onto microfiche.  I attribute my need to wear reading glasses to the hours I’ve spent reading microfiche.

Chantel and I got an efficient system going, where she would scan through the selected newspapers, putting sticky slips on any relevant pages.  I would then quickly read the marked articles, and she would xerox the ones I wanted to save.  I reluctantly admit, Chantel was a great help, and we breezed through the material in record time.

On September 3rd, 1981, the Baltimore Sun reported that a call came into the 911 center at around 11:15 pm the night before.   A hysterical male voice was sobbing and saying his wife had been killed.  He was told to check and see if she was indeed dead, and if so, to wait outside his front door.  The officers soon arrived and made the grisly discovery.  Elaine Roberts had been stabbed multiple times with cuts to her torso, arms and head.  It appeared she was watching TV in the den when she was attacked and ran upstairs to her bedroom.  From the destruction in the house and the blood spattering the walls and floor of the bedroom, she had put up a fierce fight.  There was no sign of rape, burglary, or a forced entry.  She had either known her attacker or left a door unlocked.  Her husband, who had found her body, stated that they always locked their doors.  Their daughter, Patricia Roberts, arrived at the scene shortly after the police.  She became violently ill when told what had happened and was taken to her aunt’s house to be questioned later.

It appeared the killer may have tried to clean up the scene after the murder.  The murder weapon was not found, and the perpetrator wiped up any fingerprints or footprints he left anywhere in the house.  A bloody hand towel was found near the sink where the murderer cleaned his hands after the stabbing.

I had a worried look on my face after reading this article.  Chantel coming up with the next newspaper couldn’t help but notice and commented, “It looks like an inside job by someone with a personal grudge.  Don’t you think so?”  I just grunted in response.

The next paper from two months later reported the expected indictment.  No other suspects were mentioned, and it was surprising it took so long before they arrested Jack.  He was held without bond until his trial a little more than two years later.  Throughout it all, he vigorously proclaimed his innocence.

Several papers covered the trial which lasted from February 12 to March 2, 1984.  The prosecution put forward a strong circumstantial case.  Jack’s daughter was one of their primary witnesses. She testified about the frequent verbal and physical fights between Jack and Elaine.  She said her mother confided in her that she was searching for a divorce lawyer, as she couldn’t take Jack’s abuse any longer.  Other friends and neighbors confirmed hearing, or seeing, heated verbal arguments.  But none of them reported seeing any physical contact. 
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