
THE CORPSE HITH NO NAME 

by 

Samuel L. Blumenfeld 

Maybe you rn€:'fr this man. He was bea. ten to bloody unconsciousness on the 

night of July 11, 1973 by trIO Y0l:;ths on Hanover Street, i!1 Boston's North End, ard 

died the following day at the Y;assachusetts General Hospital. The assault "jas seen 

by at least three witnesses who came to the man's aid am called the poliC'e. An 

hour before the assault, the man had casually conversed "lith an advertising 

executive at a crcMded, expensive bar, but never gave his name. An:! during the 

fourteen months that the body lie in the morgue, all attempts to identify him led 

to dead ends. Finally, on September 19, 197w, he was buried in Potter's Field at 

Mt. Hope Cemetery in Boaton. On his death certificate, where his nane should be, 

are the words, Itunknrnm white m2.1e." 

Who was he? 1;Jhere did he come from? Where was he going? No one knows the 

answers. In the annals of the Boston Police Denartm~ nt's homicide unit, he has 

become knorm as the victim with no name. The FBI had no fingerprints of him on 

file in Washington, and Interpol had none in Europe. And neither the dental nor 
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medical examinations have led to an identification. They found a half dozen items 

in his pockets, but no wallet. Yet, the police ruled out robbery as the motive 

for the assault. Hhen I askec. one of the detectives who had worked on the case 

if he had any theories about the man, he answered, "I don't go through that theory 

stuff anymore. It's always wrong an;y-way." 

Yet, they do have a theory. They think he ndght have been an artist because 

he had a fcll beard arn soft hams, not the hams of a laborer or a seaman. They 

did firrl a set of nail clippers in his pocket. The medical report described the 

victim as being a "well-develoned and nourished white man who appears to be 25-35 

years of age measuring 69 inches in length and weighing an estimated 170 Ibs. 

The eyes are blue, the pupils rourrl and equal measuring L mm. The teeth are 

natural, in goed corrlition with absence of the two upper incisors. The penis is 

not circumcized •••• The hair is brown with slight grayi~. There is a fcll 

beard and moustache with graying of the chin whiskers." 

The estimates of the man's age vary with each report. The death certificate 

gives it as being between 20 and 30, while a newspaper story set the prObable age 

at between 35 and Lo. At the trial of the suspected murderer, the medical examiner 

said, "His blood vessels were smooth and elastic and upon that basis I estimated 

his age to be rather young." "/hen I saw an eight-by-ten glosSY of the dead man's 

bruised face, I was jolted by its night~Brish look. But I was also struck by its 

youth. Smooth skin, not a line nor a \rrinkle. I thought he might be in his late 

twenties or early thirties. It was the slight gray in his beard that terrled to 

make investigators think he was older. 

Clues? His personal effects am the contents of his pockets prOYided more 

than you would expect: nail clippers, a comb, a new-looking Timex watch, a pair 
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of keys on a rint; with a Dutch coin attached.; the keys had the wcrd "Lockwocd" 

stamped on them; a pack of Winchester cigars; 8 Zippo lighter with the word 

"Atlantis" stamped on the bottom; a few bucks and some loose change; a piece of 

paper with the na~ DaTid Taylor written on it; a menu from the Rusty Scupner, 

the restaurant-bar in which the man had conversed with the ad executive, whose 

name was Jack Butler and wh~e business card was also found in the victim's 

pocket. On back of the card Butler's home telephone number had been written 

in a large handwriting along with the word "Sailing." 

The Rusty Scupper was located at the waterfront, near fashionable apartments, 

shops am offices in restored old wharves. It was the "in" place in 1973 and 

attracted an affluent mixed. crowd. It was tile kim of place that was knO'.offi by word 

of mouth. That night it was rather crowded, ara Butler told the police that he 

struck up a conversation with the man \-Tho gave the impression of being a writer or 

an artist. They talked about boat3 and sailin,;, with the Man mentioning that he 

had just come up from Florida and was staying temporarily in the area. He seemed 

to have a guttural accent of some sert -- Dutch or GerMRn -- with a touch of 

British. He told Butler that he had bp.en taught English by an Englishman. He also 

said that he had a boat in Connecticut and was looking for s emeone to sail it with 

him to Maine. Butler told the man about a yacht he owned that was berthed in 

France, aOO the rnan discussed the possibility of charterirll: it. Butler gave the 

Tran his card, but did not get the man's name in return. This is not unusual. 

Some peo-ple go to bars to talk, others to remain anonyrr,ous am listen. But usually, 

when you give a card to a man you've just met in a bar, you generally exchange 

names out of courtesy. Am then some ad men compulsively give out cards to whomever 

they meet. But from what the few clues tell us, the victim-to-be was neat in his 
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appearance, but not at all self-assertive. Nobody else in the bar remembered 


having seen him there. He was the classic loner. 


The man must have left the Rusty Scunner about 11:30 p.m. or so, for it was 

not a long ;'Jalk to his "rerrlezvous with death." This may soum like one of the 

oldest cliches in the book, but if you have a strong sense of fatalism, tho idea 

is irresistible. It was one of those overcast summer nights, with intermittant 

rain, in which the sky is luminous and brightens the streets below. On exitin~ 

the Rusty Scupper the man may have turned right on Atlantic Avenue aM then 

headed dawn Richmorxi Street toward Hanover into the heart of the North End, the 

Italian casbah of Boston. Although its streets are narrow arrl its alleys are 

dark, it has not been known as a dangerou~ part of town. On the contrary, a lot 

of sinr,le working girls have been attracted to the area because of its rela ti.Te 

safety as a family nei~hborhood where everyone knows everyone else. And if an 

assault were to occur in the area, Hanoyer Street would be the last place to 

expect it. Hanover Street is the North End's main thoroughfare, well lit by street 

lights and the neon signs of shoos an:! restaurants. And the exact spot of the 

assault, in front of Jem's Discount Store, was located bet~een two of the most 

popular restaurants on the block, one of which attracted people from all (Ner 

Boston. But at that particular hour on that particular night, the stre8t was 

strangely deserted. The stores were closed and there was no traffic. Everything 

seemed to conspire to make an assault possible. 

How the assault began is a mystery. One of the detectives told me: "It was a 

typical North End street thing. They took offense maybe because he wore a beard." 

. The assailants were two teenagers, arrl what they took offense at we shall never 

know. But what we do know is that they beat, kicked, am clubbed the man with 



pieces of wood the size and thickness of baseball bats until he was almost dead. 

And apparently he put un no resistance. If he was the classic loner, he also seems 

to have been the classic victim, caught by surprise, totally unprepared, physically 

paralyzed by violence. Undoubtedly the attack was so sOOden, so savage, aOO so 

une~ected that resistance was impossible. But whatever the circumstances, had 

you been there you would have had the rare but blood-curdling experience of hearing 

the sound of '101000 bashing against a human skull. 

There were witnesses. Jessie Spring, a 21-year-old single girl, who looks a 

little like Sandy Duncan, lived on Prince Street, a few blocks away from where the 

assault took place. During the day she worked as a tax assistant at a aowntown 

law firm. That evening she had had two of her former Northeastern University 

clas3mates over for dinner, Gary Silverman and Mark Harris. At about 11:40 p.m. 

they decided to walk Gary to his car which had been parked near Durgin Park, the 

celebra ted res ta urant at the Quincy Harket. 

Fro~ Prince Street they took a short cut throu~h the comnunity center court 

yard to ParMenter. When they emerged. on Hanover, which struck theM as being 

unusually quiet and empty, they could see scuffling about a block ahead. "Oh, my 

Goo," Jessie gasned. Someone was d ~-n on the sidewalk and two men were starrling 

over him, ldcldng and beating him. One was wielding a three or four foot piece of 

wood with ~ich he was beating the man repeatedly, while the other threw a bottle 

at the victim, which shattered. From Parmenter Street to the front of Jem's 

Discount Store is approxirra. tely a hl..lnired. walking steps. At about sixty steps 

along the way is Spanguolo's Restaurant, aOO as Jessie am her friends continued 

to 'Nalk in the direction of the assault, she could see in her view a heavy-set, 

pot-bellied Man step several times out of the restaurant doonffiY and look in the 
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direction of the a!sault. When Jessie and her friends reached the front of 

Spagnuolo's, m~e than halfway to the scuffle, the two attackers stopped beating 

the man, tossed aside their weanons, and started to run toward Jessie am her 

friends. Gary and Mark continued walking, but Jessie stooped dead in her tracks. 

She wanted to get a good look at, at least, one of the assailants, and when one 

of them ran to her right, she looked directly into his eyes as he passed. She 

was so stunned by the oair of eyes she saw that she knew she would not forget them. 

Jessie and her frien::is then rushed to the victim' 8 aid. She later told the 

Gram Jury: n1 "rent am saw that he was very badly hurt. He was choking on his 

blood, and 1 turned almost imnediately aOO ran back to the bar and went in there 

rather hysterically askinG for the use of the phone and was told not to use the 

phone or that there was no phone -- 1 don't remember the exact words, but they were 

negative as far as helning me -- ani sip,hted on the wall just inside -- there is 

like a back door and just inside that doorway -- 1 don't know if there was a door 

the re was a !'8y phone, am at that time I turned aroun:l to go back to my frierrls, 

realizing I didn't have any money, and there was a man in the doorway of t~e bar 

and I said, 'Quick, give me a dime,' am he gave me a dime and 1 ran and called 

the 911 number am I ran out of the bar again to the gentleman." 

To prevent the victim from choking on his blood, Jessie and her friends turned 

him on his side to let some of the blood drain out. She used. her fingers to help 

get some of it out of his mouth. H~lever, in minutes the police were there, and 

they took over, putting in a call for an ambulance. Since there was nothing fl~ther 

they cocld do am it had started. to rain quite heaTily, Jessie and her frierrl~ 

left the scene am completed their walk: to Gary's car. They could hardly believe 

what they had just experienced am didn't say much. But when they finally ~ot to 



the car, Gary's parting words were, "Don't call me. I'll call you." 

Mark walked Jessie back to her apartment. On the way up Hanover, they looked 

aroum for the piece of wood. that had been used to beat the MB.n who, by then, had 

been taken away. Jessie had seen the attacker drop it uOOer one of the parked cars, 

but now it was nOHhere to be found. SOr'Ieone had ap-parently disposed of it. Back 

in the apartment, Jessie phoned the police to give them her name and address as 

a witness should they need her. She was still shaken by the evening's strange 

events. The man's bloodstains were on her shirt, aOO there was blood under her 

fingernails. But she was sure she could identify at least one of the assailants. 

Meanwhile, the victim had been rushed to the Massachuset~ General Hosoital, 

am a police officer from District One had gone there to find out the man's ident:tty 

and the cause for the assault. The -victim briefly regained some consciousness, and 

the officer'-s report describes the scene: 

"I went into one of the emergency rooms where they had this unknCMn white male 

on a table, and the doctor and nurse were working on him; and I attempted to talk 

to him to learn his identity am. also the cause of his injuries. He appeared to 

be semi-conscious ani sort of raving or hysterical, ani to my q Gestions as to what 

his name was, he said, "No, I won't tell you"; or kept shouting, "No, no, no. 

Don I t don't." • • • I was unable to learn anything frcm him, unable to learn his 

identity or what had happened to him." 

L3ter the victim fell into an unconsciousness which he would never come out of. 

The next day, after s 1.:r~ical treatment, his heart sterped beatint; __ Attenmt~ were 

made with a defibrilator to revive him but failed, and he was pronounced dead at 

2:20 p.m. A.ccording to the death certificate, he died of a "blunt force injury of 

head with fract1.:re of skull and cerebral contusions." It was now a matter of 
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homicide, Boston's s£xty-fifth of that year. 

That afternoon the officer who had been to the hospital called Jessie and 

arranged to meet her after work. They went over the scene of the assault and 

Jessie described what she had seen the night before. She described the assailants 

as being between 17 amd 20 years old, of average height for that age. The one 

she got a goed look at, was clean-cut am hands orne, the other slim a rrl Tmlscular. 

Two weeks 18 ter she am Mark were asked to corned OW'n to police headquarters to 

look over hurrlreds oipictures of possible st:snects. But neither she nor l-1ark 

could find anyone amOl"l.~ the nictures who lookP.d 1 'ike the assailants. 

Meanwhile, attemot~ te identify the victim were leading to a series of dead 

ends. Not that the h~micide bur~au had had any great sense of urgency about the 

matter. There was always ~e assumption that sooner or later, as inevitably hanpens, 

someone or sonething~ould turn up that would pinnoint the identity of the victim. 

In the meantime, they were busy trying to solve other murders in what was t~ning 

out to be Boston's record year for violent deaths. In fact, on July 26, only two 

weeks after the assaUlt, there was another murder in the North End. In this incident, 

a 32-year-old reside~t of the area was shot to death on Prince Street, only a short 

walk from where the rrr,an without a name had been attacked am beaten. But in this 

seoo~ incident, the~~ were no witnesses, at least none that came fo~rd. 

By December, the police still had no idea either who the victim of July 11th 

or his assailants might be. Then, a counle of daJ 6 into the month, they receive& 

an anonymous note fram someone in the North End naming two brothers, Daniel am 

Victor Paolino, as bein~ responsible for the two murders: Daniel, 17 years old, was 

identified as the one who had clubbed the unidentified man with the board, and 

Victor, 19, was iderrt..ified as the killer of the North End resident. The note errled 



with, ItBoth brothers, No Goro. tt 

The Noeth Enders were being terrorized by this new impulsive generation of 

If·oung killers, and n~ne of them was willing to take the risk of "~etting involved." 

A\nonymous notes were all well and good in helping to steer the police in the right 

direction, but they could not serve as warrants for arrest or as evidence in a 

COl~troorn. HO\olever, a few days after the note was received, an incident occurred 

:in the North Em that would provide the basis for making an arrest. But before tTe 

d~scribe the incident, we must raturn to the night of July 11th. 

On that night, the last we saw of om' assailants was as they were fleeing 

down Hanover Street past Jessie am her two friends. Hhen they got to Parr.l8nter, 

they swung left am. fled do-wn that street. We kno-W' this because they were seen by 

two patrolmen who had been walking toward Hanover on Richmond which runs directly 

~nto Parmenter. They heard the two yocths running, but did not know what they 

were running !r0l1i. They saw the youths turn dO-lin Parmenter. And they got a pretty 

goo::!. look at one of them because he had grabbed hold of the fire alarm box on the 

eorner am swung completely around it, so that the officers saw his full face and . 

?rofile before he fled down Parmenter. The patrolmen then gave chase, but lost 

t.he youths somewhere in the narrOll streets. 

It was some minutes later, after tho? two natrolmen were called by tmlkie-talkie 

to the scene of the assault, that they realized what the boys had been running from. 

Later on, back at the District One station, they went through a picture file of 

North End youths but could not find the ones they had seen. 

Then, five months later, on Sunday, December 9th, came the first break. At 

about 6:30 p.m. the same two natrolmen who had given chase to the two youths in 

July, were called to the scene of an auto accident ani fight in one of the North 
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End streets. On arrival, they were told by a 31-year-old man that his brand new 

car, while parked at the curb, was struck by a VW with four young white 1M1es in it. 

While passin~ papers a fight broke out and the man was assaulted by the youths, 

cne of whom pointed a sawed-off shotgun at his head. The man's wife pleaded for 

them not to shoot, after which they fled. 

The two officers investigated further and fcum the 'TVI later tha t e'Tenin~ 

-parked about a block down from where the fight had taken olace. Two youths were 

sitting in the car, aOO the butt of a sawed-eff shotgun was quite vi5ible protruding 

from umer the front seat. But what was even more intE!res ting was tha t the 

officers recognized the youth in the passenger seat as the one they had seen back 

in July fleeing from the scene of the assault. He was Danny Paolino, and it was 

his striking good looks that had given him away. It was not a face you would 

easily forget. 

The two youths were then arrested on a charge of assault am battery with a 

deadly weapon, brought to the District One station, booked, advised of their rights, 

sent to the identification section to be photographed and fingerprinted, ani 

subsequently released on bail. Meanwhile, District One inforned htmicide that they 

had one of the suspects in the July II th murder. It was now UP to homicide to get­

an indictment. But first the:r had to make sure that they had the ri~ht S11Spect. 

The detectiTe in charge of the cas~, John Daley, called Jessie Spring to find 

01;_t if she was available to make an identificatioo on the day that PaoHno was due 

to appear in Juvenile Court. She replied in the affirmative. Daley then called 

Paolino's lawyer aOO asked if he preferred to have his client viewed at a lineup 

or in a less formal setting, among a crowd of people in the corridor of the Juvenile 

Cocrt. He chose the latter. 
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Jessie's place of work '\olas only a short walk from the Juvenile Court and she 

got there in the late morning. She had been given no infor~ation whatever about the 

suspect and was asked to wa:!. t near the entrance to the c orrid or. Knowing that a 

man's fate was at stake, she made an effort not to look at anybcdy in order not to 

preju:l.ice her mind. So she concentrated her attention on a man am. woman who 

were discussing their own nroblems right in front of her. 

After a twenty-~~nute wait, D~ley returned and told her to walk the length of 

the corridor, to also look into the side rooms, to see if she could identify the 

man she had seen in July. The sixty-foot corridor was crowded with from seventy 

to a hundred people milling about. Jessie walked slowly down its entire len~th, 

looking into the side r00m8 1 almost completing the tour when she suddenly cane upon 

him quite unexpectedly. As she saw his eyes, a bristling feeling of electricity 

rushed thro\1gh her. She becal'le very nervous and continued to walk by him. She 

then turned around, approached the individual from the front, and looked directly 

into his eyes. Yes, these were the eyes she had seen in July. 

The man she had picked out in the crowded corridor was Danny Paolino, aOO on 

the basis of that identification he was charged with the ml,:.reer of an unidentified 

whi temale on the night of July 11, 1973. In February 197L, the Gram Jury haOOed 

down an indictrrent. Am it wasn't until a full year later, in February of 1975, 

that the case finally went to trial, a trial that would last focr days and deperrl 

mainly on Jessie Spring's testimony for its outcome. 

The defense attorney realized how heavily the state was relying on its central 

witness for a conviction, and so he whittled away at Jessie's testimony until she 

had to admit that her identification of the accused rested almost entirely on her 

recognition of his eyes. Those eyes had left an indelible impreSSion on her mirrl 
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becanse, as she explained, "I could not believe how YOt!ng and innocent-leoking they 

were. I just couldn't believe that this face was hurting anyone. And I think that's 

why I remember the eyes so clearly." 

That was indeed the irony of it all. The eyes of the killer who ran nast her 

that night were "rourrl, soft, liquid, gentle, exnressive." Arrl that's why she 

could not forget them. She couldn't believe, when she first saw them, that their 

owner had just finished beating soreone to death. She had told the court: "They 

were sensitive eyes. I was surprisoo, to put it bluntly, that he just didn't look 

like sOJ"'leone who would have been doing what I just saw him doing." 

All during Jessie's testimony, the accused sat quietly in the defendant's box, 

handsomely clad in a dark blue suit, avoiding Jessie's eyes. Yet, in the course of 

the trial their eyes met ever so quickly once or twice. It gave Jessie a ueculiar 

sensation, but it never frightened her. 

The strategy of the defense was to orove that the accused had been nowhere near 

the scene of the crime on the night of July 11, 1973. They contended that he was 

at a SUJllj.ler cottage on Cape Coo, atteming an aunt's birthday party, ani they 

produced several emotional relatives who testified that they wer~ pretty certain 

that Danny was aMong tte celebrants. In addition, the defense, in a very clever 

move, had persuaded Mark Harris, Jessie's boyfrierrl, to testify as a defense witness. 

Mark simply told the court tr.at he did not get a goa:! enough look at the assailants 

to be able to identify them. 

Of course, the jury was told nothing about the anonymous note, or about the 

incident with the sawed-off shotgun which led to the defemant's arrest. Arxl they 

were not told of the phone calls Jessie had recoived during the trial from 

terrorized North Emers praising her for having the courage to COMe forward as a 
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witness. This information would have pre.iu1iced the jury. The jury had siJnply 

eeen a handsome ei~hteen-J~ar-old, accused of murder, identified by witnesses who 

could have been mistaken, deferrled by relatives who said that he was at a birtl:-day 

party. After the stmlJ"8.ticms by both prosecuting am defense attorneys, the ju::lge 

put the matter to the jury in very clear terms, 

"The ultimate i~sue of identification is one that you have to resolve • . . 
Now whether you do or whether you don't, when you come to the basic issue of 

identification, an imnortant consideraticn is the witness who makes it•• . . 
cv­

"Proof beyorrl a resonable doubt does not mean proof beyorxi all doubt nor 
A 

beyond a whimsical or fanciful doubt, nor proof beyorrl the possibility of innocence. 

If an unreasonable do~t or a mere possibility of innocence were sluficient te 

prevent a conviction, practically every criminal would be set free to orey noon 

the community. Such a rule would te wholly imnractical, am would break down the 

forces of law am order and make the lawless supreme." 

The jlU7 deliberated for fifteen hours but could not reach a verdict. The 

eo~ declared a mistrial, and the accused was once more released on bail until a 

new trial be convened. But in May of 197, the U. S. Supreme Court harned down a 

decision in Breed v. Jones ruling that "the prosecutien of a jt."Venile defeniant as 

an adult in Superior Court, after an adjuiicatory riming in Juvenile Court that 

he had violated a criminal statute and a subsequent riming that he was unfit for 

treatment as a juvenile violated the Double Jeonardy Clause of the Fifth Amendment." 

It was all very technical, but it meant that Danny Paolino, the suspect with 

the eyes of a poet, could not be tried again for the same crime, unless the state, 

through an appeal, could get a ruling in its favor, which was unlikely. He was, 

in other words, inordinately blessed with good luck, while his victim was not. 
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Am if one believes in fate, or predestinati on, one may uorrler the mysterious 

design of life whereby killers and victims cross paths and act out their .inevitable 

and irresistible rites of violence. Even the judge sensed the mystery in the case 

when he told the jury: 

"We haven't much direct evidence, at least from the peoule who were involved 

there that night as to what caused the scuffle. What was the start of it? Who 

was the a~gressor? Who did what and. urrler what circumstances? We will probably 

never know." 

But the biggest mystery of all is still the identity of the victim. Finding 

out who he is has become the oersonal obsession of Detective Jack Spencer of the 

Boston homicide unit. Spencer, a tall granite-faced veteran of twenty-five years 

on the force, cannot re1l'\ember a similar case. Unidentified bedies are not rare, 

but an unidentified murder victim with a kn~m defendant is unheard of. The problem 

is usually that of trying to fim out who did it, not who ~ it. In this case, 

Spencer has left no stone he can think of unturned. He carries the victim's set 

of keys with the Dutch coin attached to his own in the hone of fiming the locks 

into which they will fit. Whenever he sees a d oorknob-t~ Lockwocx:l lock, he 

takes 01:t the keys am tries them. He has tried hurxireds of locks in the city of 

Boston, but without any luck. 

He has talked to Butler, the ad executive, a half-dozen times, trying to get 

him to remef.1ber anything snecific the victim might have said that would lead to an 

identification. But Butler's memory of the conversation has always been kind of 

sketchy, and had not the man been killed, the conversation wocid no doubt have been 

forgotten like so much barroom talk steeped in alcohol. The only vivid impression 

Butler had of the man was his voice, its guttural accent which was laced with a 
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refined sort of English accent. otherwise, there was nothing specific. 

The clues told their CMTl story. A catalog from the Lockwocrl comn.any identified 

the type of locks the keys were made to fit. There were thousarrls of such doorknob 

locks allover Boston, hurrlreds of thousands of them allover America. The Timex 

watch, it turned out, had been manufactured in Puerto Rico three months before the 

Tictim's death. But the watch, a popular $9.95 medel, could have been bought in 

Puerto Rico or anywhere in the United States. The word Atlantis stamned on the 

bottom of the lighter could have been the name of the Japanese manufacturer or 

a ship. Spencer had checked this out and had fourrl a cruise ship named A tl2.ntis 

that had belonged to the Chamres Line. But the ship had been sold and its nare 

changed, and the former skipper of the vessel, whO!'ll. Spencer had located, was unable 

to identify the mystery man. Spencer also fouro a ship named Atlantis attached to 

the Oceanographic Institute at Woods Hole, Cape Cod, which was used for scientific 

e~editions, but no one there could inentify the dead man. 

All of these clues, plus the foreign accent, the barroom conversation on 

sailing, the Dutch coin, seemed to suggest that the man was a seaman. But the soft 

hams and the pale, unmuscular bcrly suggested a non-nhysical, sedentary, intellectua,l 

type. Nevertheless, S!,€ncer checked out all of tbe seamen's rooming houses am. 

all of the ships that had been in port at tho time of the murder. In addition, 

about five hundred sketches of the man were sent to rooming house owners at license 

renewal time. But nothing turned up. 

The victim's clothes offered no fruitful leads. He had been wearing a new 

but cheap work shirt, a very neat nair of light chino pants, a pair of inexpensive 

imported Italian shoes, a well-worn bron~ leather belt with faded gold lettering 

reading "Town and Campus Shop Jordan Marsh." The belt was old am from Boston's 
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leading department store. It could have been bought in anyone of a numcer of 

second-hand clothing stores, or it could have beEn bOt!ght new some years back 

when the victim had lived in Boston. Perhaps he had gone to school in the area. 

The nan's dental work provided the most promising avenue of investigation b'l:.t 

in the em merely compounded the mystery. A very thoro'l:.gh and careful examination 

was made by a leading oral diagnostician at the Tufts University School of Dental 

Medicine. It was foun:l that the man took fastidious care of his teeth aoo that 

he had about a thousarrl dollars worth of plastic veneered gold crOW!13 am silicate 

restorations, all of which seemed to have been done by an American dentist. 

The May 197L issue of the Journal of the AM8rican Dental Association published 

a sketch of the man plus a description of his dental work, but no dentist came 

forth to claim the work as his own. A seaman who had read about the victim's 

dental work in a Boston paper sent Spencer an anonymous letter informing him that 

there was a Chinese dentist in Bombay who was wPoll kno.rn among seamen the world 

over am who might have done the work. His name was Dr. Chen. Spencer comnosed 

a very polite letter to the Chinese dentist, enclosing a picture of the dead man 

plus a copy of his dental chart. But Dr. Chen did not know him. 

Fingerprints, dental charts, and the artist's conception were all sent to 

the FBI, the Royal Canadian Mounted Police, arrl Interpol in West Germany aOO the 

Netherlatris, with negatiT8 results. A laundry mark found on the pants also led 

nowhere. The slip of paper found on the victim with the name David Taylor written 

on it also proouced no results. They checked out everyone in the Boston nhone 

book and the city directory with that name, but no one could identify the victim. 

tJor could the National Crime Information Center in Washington come up with an 

al1.9wer or even a lead. It was the moo t frus tra ting inves tiga tion Snencer had ever 
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been involved in. He was puzzled by the obvious contradictions of character: the 

juxtaposition of cheap clothes am ex-pensive dental work, an interest in, sailing 

but an umnuscular body, the bare essentials in his pocket3 but a taste for an 

expensive drinking place. There was nothing to irrlicate that the man was anything. 

"He's a nothing," Spencer cried out in despair after shCMing me the results of 

months of investigation, "a nothing. l1 

But no one is nothing. Am in this case it was the lack of identity that was 

creating, ironically, something out of nothing. The corpse with no name was getting 

a great deal of attention and achieving a fame of sorts because it defied 

identification in a world where ego, name, am identity were all imDortant. But 

in Spencer's eyes, there was also the matter of human dignity, and he felt very 

bad~.1 tha t the rna n had to be buried in Potter's Field, with no funeral, no mourners, 

no prayers. The man had been brutally deprived not only of his life, but also of 

his identity. 

looeed, the wonder is that a man could looe both his life and his name while 

casually walking in the middle of Boston, one of the world's great centers of culture 

am learnin~. How could it hapoon? Moreover, in our society any man who reaches 

the age of thirty leaves a long, cluttered trail of records behirrl him: birth 

records, school records, medical and dental records, employnent records, social 

security number, selective service record, bank accoun~, library cards, credit 

cards, passport records, tax records, police records, insurance policies, utility 

bills, rental receipts, cancelled checks, cashed checks, letters, diaries, driver's 

licenses, automobile registrations, telephone listings, directory listings, address 

books, club merrberships, subscriptions, pronerty ownership records, sales receipts, 

yearbooks. One becomes integrated in the fabric of society by all of these inter­
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weaving threads. One becomes a consumer, a name on a mailing list, a subscriber, 

a member, an alumnus, a credit risk, a taxpayer, a sooebOOy. The process may lead 

for sOlTIe pe0!11e to a listing in Who's Who. Or one can become a "drop- out" am , 
in the process, a nobody. S!,encer speculated that this was the case with the victim. 

In his notebook he wrote: "There are indications that t.~is nan led a gooo life 

in the not too distant past ani suddenly he 'drooped out. In But why would anyone 

drop out of a gooo life? Had he suidenly been deoriTed of a gom source of income? 

I interviewed Gordon Parry, the chief clerk in the office or the Medical 

Examiner of S~folk County (Northern Section), in whose custooy the booy had been 

kept for the fourteen months until its burial. Parry is a tall lean man in his 

early forties who has been on the job for twenty years. He told me that unidentified 

bOOies were becoming more and more common because more am more peonle were leaving 

their wallets at home for fear of being robbed or mugged. Every week they got 

one or two unidentified bOOies at the mortuary. But in a few days or a couple of 

weeks at most somebOOy cones looking for the missing person am the identity is 

established. The mortuary has a ninety-nine oorcent batting average for identifying 

the booies brought to it. But they get one or two a year that defy identification. 

TJsually it's a skidrOW' type or a suicide. But this is the only murder victim that 

in Parry's experience has not been identified. 

Parry is convinced that the man was not a sailor or a ~earnan. He was not the 

physical or outdoors type, am. in July he had no suntan wha tever. There was a 

certain deliea te or refined air about him, as if he lived by his wits, his brain. 

He had probably gone to college am did not earn his money by !,hysieal work. He 

was probably a thinker, an intellectual, or maybe a con man, or a divinity stuient 

as one of the detectives suggested. But if he had been anyone of these things, 



wouldn't he have been mis3ed somewhere by someone? Wouldn't his larrllady have 

wondered what had happenoo to him? Wouldn't the postman have inquired about his 

forwarding address? Wouldn't his creditors haTe tried to firrl him? Wouldn't old 

friends have become concerned about his long absence? But people were disappearing 

allover the nation, leaving bags behirrl, with no forwarding addresses, giving no 

inkling where they might be. There was, Parry told me, no central clearing house 

of inforn~tion on missing persans in this country, not even in the state ot 

Massachusetts. This means that there was no regular channel of inquiry whereby 

a missing persons report in, say, Tamoa or San Francisco could be 1'18 tched with an 

unidentified body in Boston or Buffalo. Nor do rooming houses as a rule report 

missing guests to the nolice. The assumntion is that the mi9si~ guest skipoed 

out to avoid naying rent. In such cases, whatever possessions are left behind are 

more likely to be sold than turned over to the police. Ani if any large sum of 

money were to be found among the possessions of the miSSing guest, you can bet that 

the owner will keep mum about the whole thi~. 

Twenty years of seeing cadavres brought into the Boston mortuary in every 

possible s~te am shape has made Parry umerstamably cynical about the human race. 

Re knows what human beings are capable of doing to one another. Reality is stranger 

than fiction because it does not have to conform to human expectatiol13 or preju::lices 

or fantasies. "There's a lot of hors8shit on television," Parry said in reference 

to hOW' crimes are neatly solved on the boob tube. "You can depend that when there's 

a kinky shOW' on TV we get a few calls from nuts." Concernin~ this case, he said, 

"You see so many strange things, you get almost psychic in this business. But with 

this guy we ran up against zero." 

There was sane soeculation that the man might have been a foreign agent or 
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involved in the narcotics traffic. But there wasn't a shred of evidence to suggest 

either possibility. He could just as well have been a victim of amnesia. When you 

know next to nothing about a person, anything is possible. In any case, by putting 

toge~~er the few certainties we do have, a picture of the man begins to emerge: 

someone between 2, and Lo but probably in his early thirties, five feet nine inches 

in height, 170 pounds, in good physical health but nonathletic in build, a full 

beard and a full head of brown hair, blue eyes, fine hands, with neat self-grooming 

habits, a moderate smoker, inexpensive clothes and common personal effects, 

expensive dental work, a taste for an affluent drinking place, a foreign accent, 

probably Dutch with a touch of British, an interest in sailing, obviously nret~ 

well connected in former years, and a very cautiously nrotected ego. 

The only unco~on item found on his person was the Dutch silver coin attached 

by a sl'l1all chain to the key ring. The coin, worth two and a half Guilders, is about 

the size of an American silver dollar. A small hole has been carefully drilled 

through the tiny zero of the coin's 1930 da te. On one side is a profile of Qt:een 

Wilhelmina. The coin is not a collector's item, and thus it must have been of some 

sentimental value to its owner who carried it with his keys. Perhaps it was the 

victim's only memento of his maternal origin, symbolized by the portrait of the 

Queen mother. Who knows? 

But somewhere in this world, someone in a moment of agonized puzzleMent Must 

be asking, "Whatever hapnened to ••• ?" 


