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Chapter 1

The Tip

As a journalist, you spend a lot of time searching for a good story — deciding which ones to 
research, which ones to pitch, and which ones to let go.

But sometimes, a story chooses you. And call me superstitious, but I think this story found the 
exact right person at the exact right time.

I’m an investigative reporter at CBC News in Toronto, and I remember it was in October 2015 
when I got the tip that started this unbelievable journey.

You hear of journalists getting anonymous phone calls from whistleblowers, or brown secret 
envelopes filled with secret documents, but this tip came to me in the most mundane way.

By email.

I didn’t recognize the sender, but the subject jumped out at me right away: “Alberta Williams 
murder.”

Intrigued, I clicked it open. I still get chills when I think about what it said.

“she was murdered by **** ***** ******”

That was it. Just one sentence long.

But it was the beginning of a journey that would take my producer, Marnie Luke, and me across 
the country and into the centre of an unsolved murder.

She was murdered by **** ***** ******.

For now, we’re concealing the identity of the person named in that email. For legal and ethical 
reasons, we can’t point a finger at someone in an unsolved murder without more information.

After reading the email, I immediately Googled Alberta Williams’s case.
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She was murdered in 1989 in Prince Rupert, British Columbia. Twenty-seven years later, her 
case is still unsolved.

Who was Alberta? Why was she killed? And why is the person who wrote that email so sure he 
knows who killed her?

There was only one logical place to begin. I need to start with the man who wrote the email.

As soon as I read his email, I wrote back and gave him my number, and we talked on the phone 
that very afternoon.

“Why did I hit send? Because it was the right thing to do and… well, to be quite blunt with 
you if I can, when you called me back, I almost didn’t even know if I should answer the phone. 
‘Cause it was like, ‘Oh my god, what have I done?’”

His name is Garry Kerr, and he is not just some armchair detective who sends random messages 
to journalists. He’s an actual detective, a former cop. And he was the lead investigator in Alber-
ta’s homicide. 

I was shocked to find out who he was.

Garry and I spoke many more times after that, but it was a few months before we were actually 
able to meet face to face.

We’d spoken so often on the phone that I’d begun to develop a picture of him in my head. He 
told me that he grew up on a farm in Saskatchewan. That’s where I’m from. So I imagined a big 
guy with a handlebar moustache.

But when I went to his house on Vancouver Island, the guy who answered the door was different 
than I had pictured. He was shorter, with a friendly face that was immediately welcoming.

“So Garry, you sent us a pretty compelling email. What compelled you to write that email to us, 
and why are you convinced that you know who’s responsible for Alberta Williams’s murder?” I 
asked.

“I guess it’s just — it’s a case I’ve always thought about. I do go back online once in awhile and 
I look at various cases,” he said. “Or, you know, it’s an interest because I was so involved in so 
many of them. It’s a case that stuck with me right from the day it happened. And it’s, you know, 
really got me thinking again at the time. I do know it’s an unsolved case, and I just felt I wanted 
to reach out to somebody. Something inside me just said, ‘Hit send.’”
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I’ve spoken to a few police officers about other homicide cases I’ve reported on. But none were 
like Garry. He’s so candid and open.

I was surprised when I learned that for over 30 years, Garry worked for the Royal Canadian 
Mounted Police. He’s retired now, but clearly his cases are still with him.

For most of his career, Garry worked in major crimes. The cases he worked were among the most 
violent: abductions, robberies, sexual assault and homicides.

“You know, over the years I spent — I couldn’t even put a number on it, but like way too many 
murder investigations. I don’t know — 50, 60. And some of them really stick with you. And the 
ones that generally stick with you are the ones where nobody’s ever been brought to justice.

“And the family — I hate that word ‘closure,’ I really do — but you know, you just want the 
family to know that somebody has been found responsible for killing their daughter, their sister, 
their aunt. Out of all the years I was in the RCMP and all the years I worked homicides, you 
know, there’s probably about three or four, maybe five cases that… it really sticks in your guts.”

Alberta Williams’s case is one of them.

I want to tell you more about Alberta, but first I feel like I need to stop here, to explain some-
thing.

Alberta’s story is not an anomaly. It’s part of a horrific trend in Canada. 

Indigenous women are disproportionately victims of terrible violence. We are three times more 
likely to go missing and four times more likely to be murdered. According to the RCMP, there 
are more than 1,200 missing or murdered Indigenous women in Canada.

But advocates believe that number is actually much higher.

And the problem doesn’t seem to be getting better. It seems a week doesn’t go by without an 
alert. Another woman or girl has disappeared. Or worse, is killed.

It’s become a major issue in Canada. The federal government has launched a national inquiry, 
and every news organization in the country is reporting these stories. 

But for me, it’s more than an important story. It’s personal.

I’m also an Indigenous woman — Cree from Saskatchewan. I grew up on a reserve. I’ve expe-
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rienced the good, and the bad. I know about the realities of life for Aboriginal women, and how 
until recently, these stories have been largely ignored.

It’s the reason I became a journalist, and for the last two years, I’ve been focused on helping to 
tell stories of missing or murdered Indigenous women and girls. Not just about the crimes or the 
violence, but who they were, how they lived, how much they are loved and the impact their death 
or disappearance still has on their communities and their families, even decades later.

This is the story of one young woman.

* * *

I’m looking at the Prince Rupert Daily Herald from Sept. 1, 1989.

In the classified section, right next to an ad for a local hair salon, a picture of a pretty girl jumps 
out. It’s Alberta, and she’s smiling. It’s not a huge grin — it looks more like she was caught in a 
partial laugh.

Her dark hair is shorter at the top and parted down the middle and feathers out at the sides, down 
to her shoulders. She’s wearing a shirt with a black collar, with small, delicate earrings and a 
beaded necklace.

I don’t know how much of what I’m about to say next is coloured by what I’ve heard about Al-
berta from friends and family, but she looks nice. Kind, with warm eyes.

Right above her picture, it says: “Missing since Friday, August 25/89. Alberta Gail Williams, 5’2, 
115–120 lbs, 24 years old. Shoulder length dark brown curly hair.”

This next part will become important later on:

“Last seen wearing blue sweatshirt and black stretch pants and slip on shoes.”

After months of looking into Alberta’s case, I feel like I’ve gotten to know her a little bit.

I want to find out what really happened on the night she disappeared, and if the person Garry 
named in that email is actually responsible for her death.

I met Alberta’s sister Claudia Williams at a park near her house in Vancouver. It was a gorgeous 
spring day and we sat on a bench surrounded by cherry blossoms and a children’s play structure 
just a few feet away.
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I’m excited to meet Claudia, but I’m also nervous. Interviews with family members of missing 
and murdered indigenous women are incredibly hard. I know these are important stories and 
families want to tell them, but my probing sometimes feels like an intrusion, and I feel guilty 
bringing up the pain and hurt and trauma of losing a sister.

But I also really want to tell Claudia about Garry’s email.

“One day we got an email from somebody, and the subject said, ‘Alberta Williams murder,’ and 
in the body, it said… ‘she was killed by’ and the email named a person. And I think you know 
the person I’m referring to.

“Yeah, yeah, I do,” Claudia said.

“So I wrote back and I got in touch with the person who sent the email. And it turns out he’s a 
former RCMP officer who was the lead investigator in her homicide, so someone that you would 
have met.”

“Mmm-hmmm. Yeah, it’s good that, you know, Alberta’s case is not forgotten.”

Claudia only sort of remembers Garry. It was 27 years ago, and her parents, Lawrence and Rena, 
were the ones that had the most contact with the RCMP.

Both of her parents have since died and now Claudia feels it’s her responsibility to try to get 
justice for her sister. And since the night that Alberta disappeared, she’s also had her suspicions 
about who killed her.

“Does it surprise you that [Garry] says he thinks he knows who’s responsible for Alberta’s 
death?” I asked.

“No. Doesn’t surprise me at all.”

“Why not?”

“Ah, simply because, you know, for me, I know myself. You know it’s again, it’s a matter of evi-
dence and all of that. I know for myself that you know Alberta didn’t just go missing. She didn’t 
just go missing and she didn’t just walk away. You know, she trusted — it’s what she did.”

“She trusted the person?” I asked.

“Yeah. She did. She knew the person. She trusted the person. Nothing to fear. Yeah, and not only 
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that — I was with her that night.”

Claudia and Alberta spent a lot of time together. In 1989, they both lived in Vancouver — Alberta 
with her boyfriend and Claudia with her young son.

“Tell me a bit about her,” I said. “How would you describe her personality?”

“Fun. A lot of fun. She never took anything serious, she’s so much fun. Even if somebody pissed 
her off, she’d shrug it off. That’s the way she is. She shrugged it off. She was just very caring.”

“With her parents she was really close. They were a very close-knit family,” said Geraldine Mor-
rison, who was Alberta’s best friend. “We went out picking berries, walking along tracks, did a 
lot of walking, babysitting.”

Geraldine was also Alberta’s next-door neighbour growing up. “We’d bang on a wall and have a 
certain bang that we’d call each other and when we were ready, when we were done our chores 
and everything because we didn’t have a phone. We weren’t allowed to step out the doors unless 
all our chores were done. And we also helped, like, with our parents being in the fishing industry 
and we helped look after each other’s families. Yes, she was very, very helpful that way.”

“What were Alberta’s dreams?” I asked. “What did she want to be doing?”

“When we were younger, she used to always talk about travelling, getting away from the small 
villages. Just travel. We used to talk about being nurses.”

“Do you think Alberta would have been a good nurse?”

“Yeah, yeah, just ‘cause she was so kindhearted. She had a lot of empathy.”

“Was she a good friend?”

Here, Geraldine started to cry. “Every time I drive by, going to Prince Rupert, she’s on my 
mind.”

* * *

There is only one road into Prince Rupert, along Highway 16, a winding road with mountains on 
one side and the Skeena River on the other.
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In 1989, Alberta and Claudia were struggling to make ends meet in the big city. The sisters de-
cided to return home to Prince Rupert for the summer to make some money.

The Daily News in Prince Rupert calls the port city “the key to the Great Northwest.” If you 
don’t know it, it’s a pretty remote spot in northern B.C., about halfway up the coast. Back then, 
it was a boom town, packed with people migrating there to work in fishing, on boats or in the 
canneries, like Alberta and Claudia.

At the same time, Garry Kerr was a young constable stationed at the RCMP post right down-
town.

“At that time, in the RCMP there was only two of us that were working in plainclothes. At the 
time it was called a general investigation section. Now, you’d call it maybe a major crime unit or 
something, but there was only two of us. And so then we started the investigation into Alberta.

“At the time she went missing, she was going to school in Vancouver, and she had come back to 
Prince Rupert to work in the fish plants or fish cannery for the summer. Because the fish canner-
ies at the time were literally going a hundred miles an hour. Prince Rupert was — it was a crazy 
town at the time. It was extremely busy. It was just a crazy, wild place.”

“Did you guys have a good summer in Prince Rupert that summer?” I asked Claudia.

“Mmm. It was okay. It was okay for me. A lot of work. It was a lot of work. The purpose of go-
ing there was just to work. Work and make some fast money, then come home.”

Working in the cannery was hard, and by the end of August, both sisters were looking forward to 
going back to Vancouver. But it was time for one last night out.

“Tell us what happened on the last night that you saw Alberta.”

Claudia: “The last night that I saw Alberta, it was actually our last day of the cannery. It was pay 
day, time to come back to Vancouver. And then, you know, everybody kind of, you know, ‘Oh, 
we’re going to go here, we’re going to go there, we’re going to go to the cabaret, go to Bogey’s, 
the big cabaret in Prince Rupert.”

“It was called Bogey’s?”

Claudia: “Yeah.”
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I’m going to stop here and admit that I am still confused about the bar that Alberta and Claudia 
went to that night. Claudia says it was Bogey’s, but the first time I talked to Garry, he said it was 
Popeye’s.

Both Bogey’s and Popeye’s were in the former Prince Rupert Hotel. One was upstairs, one 
was downstairs. I’ve discovered you can use the names interchangeably. If you say Bogey’s or 
Popeye’s, locals will know where you mean. And by all accounts, it was the place to be on that 
Friday night at the end of summer.

Claudia: “Everybody was in Bogey’s, you know — table full of people, probably a couple of 
tables pulled together. I knew everybody at that table. So did [Alberta]. And it was quite packed, 
the table, and I thought, well, you know what, they’re already ahead of the game, they’re laugh-
ing.”

“How was Alberta that night? How was she doing?”

“Good. She was having a good time. You know, I was looking at everybody else, but then I stood 
there and I looked at her. And she was laughing so hard, you know. I looked over. I just smiled. 
You know, just let her know I’m here.”

“You were keeping an eye on her.”

“Yeah. I don’t know, something told me, just keep an eye on her. So I did. You know, other than 
that, you know if I was going to leave, I would have told her. ‘Hey, you know what, this is a 
bit boring for me. I’m going home.’ But that’s the way we were. We let each other know where 
we’re going, what we’re doing.”

I tracked down a few other people who were there that night, including a woman named Eva who 
didn’t want us to use her last name. She was at the bar that night as a designated driver.

“Do you remember seeing Alberta that night?”

Eva: “Yes, I did. She was sitting at the same table, only all the tables were joined together. They 
put the tables together so it was quite a big, long table.”

Everyone describes it as busy. Lots of people and a band playing. Geraldine Morrison confirms 
Alberta was in a good mood that night.

“We were all sitting around, laughing, dancing, talking with everybody. And everybody that was 
there was all happy. I hadn’t seen her in a while and it was good to see her and her sisters.”
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“Was she having fun that night?”

“Yes, we were. It was crazy. Girls — a lot of girl talk. Everything was going the way it should 
have been going.”

I found this interesting and a bit odd, but Claudia said she never sat at the table with the group.

“Did you trust everyone at the table that she was with?” I asked.

Claudia: “I had no reason not to trust — distrust anybody. I had no reason. They didn’t give me 
any reason, at the time, not to trust anybody. To me, it’s a bunch of friends getting together, one 
last night. And… unfortunately that was one last night for her.”

Claudia, Alberta and most of the group at the table stayed at the bar for hours. They stayed until 
after the band finished, after last call, until closing time.

“So that last night in Prince Rupert, what happened at the end of the cabaret?” I asked.

Claudia: “At the end of the cabaret, everybody walked up those stairs and then outside. There 
was a bunch of people to my left. Alberta was maybe from here to you, but this way. And I was 
standing there and then I thought, well, what now? And I said, ‘We have to get back to Vancou-
ver.’ And Alberta said, ‘Come with us, come with us. We’re going to a party.’ And she told me 
where the party was.”

“Who was hosting the party?”

“She said who was hosting the party. And then in between her saying that and my head turning 
like this, and then she’s like, ‘Claudia, Claudia,’ she goes, ‘Come with me.’ And then, you know, 
I just looked and I said a couple of words to my boyfriend. I turned around. In that short a time 
she was gone. Gone.”

That was the last time Claudia saw her sister alive. And what happened next is murky, to say the 
least.

Did Alberta go to the party that she told her sister about? Was there even a party there that night? 
Did she see another friend and go somewhere else? Was she picked up by a stranger?

Was she kidnapped?

There are numerous theories.
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But Claudia believes the simplest scenario is also the most likely. That Alberta went to that party.

* * *

When Alberta didn’t come home, her parents filed a missing persons report with the local RCMP, 
and it landed on Garry’s desk.

Reading from his notebook, Garry Kerr said: “The date is August 25th, 1989. And the first thing 
I’ve got noted there is, ‘Missing Person, Alberta Williams. July 8th, 1962,’ with a question mark 
behind it. That would have been her birthday. ‘24 years old. Was in Popeye’s pub Friday night 
until closing.’ And that was, I guess, how it all started.”

People disappear all the time. According to the RCMP, most missing adults are found within 24 
hours, and 90 per cent within a week.

But Alberta’s case was different.

“There was nothing initially that would have really suggested anything criminal,” said Garry. “I 
mean, people were reported missing all the time. And the more we dug into it, it was, you know, 
something wasn’t adding up here, like very, very quickly. I mean from all the interviews we had 
done, and it wasn’t just with her family, it was the people she was with that night. 

“I believe there was at least one of her sisters there, I think it was Claudia, if I remember right. 
Maybe even another sister. There was other family members present. We interviewed everybody, 
you know, we possibly could. And again, it was just, from never having met Alberta in person, it 
was apparent very, very quickly that this was completely out of character for her.

“Everybody we talked to said she was, you know, responsible. And a lot of times people will 
maybe tell you what you want to hear, as opposed to the truth, but again, from everybody that we 
talked to, I mean, there was just no red flags raised. She’d never been a runaway, there was no 
history of drug abuse, from what I can remember, she wasn’t a heavy drinker by any stretch. It 
was just, sort of all those things kind of put together, raised those flags.”

“It was out of character?” I asked.

Garry: “It was absolutely out of character.”

“So when she didn’t come home for days and then weeks, I mean, what… was going through 
your mind?” I asked Claudia.
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“My parents were super worried. They were super worried. And for me, I needed more time. I 
needed more time, to process everything. And to find out and re-trace the steps. Where did ev-
erybody go? And who left? And when everybody left. I didn’t have all that information. The only 
thing that I did have was Mom and Dad, worried, and I was with her that night. And that was the 
worst part…”

“Because you were there?”

“I felt if I didn’t turn my head away, she would be here. She was calling me to go with her. I 
don’t know if it would have made the situation worse, or if it could have been both of us? Or it 
could have been the other way. She could be here today and it could be me in her shoes. So to 
me, to find out the answers is the most important thing I can get out of this life. Because whoever 
did that to Alberta, that person needs to be held accountable for that.”

* * *

Three weeks after she disappeared, Alberta’s body was found near the Skeena River outside 
of town. Just off Highway 16, which is now known as the Highway of Tears, because so many 
women have either disappeared or been killed while traveling along it.

According to Garry, “The investigation went very quickly from a case of a missing person to a 
homicide case. In this case here, it’s sort of your worst-case scenario as a policeman. A female, 
young. And I believe she was killed where, not right in the location where she was found, but 
within, you know, probably feet of there. Because it was again evidence, in my opinion… that 
there had been a very violent struggle. I mean there’s not a doubt in my mind that Alberta did 
whatever she could to get away from whoever it was. She died a horrible death. I mean it is — 
like, there’s no way to minimize it. It’s… horrible.”

It wasn’t only the horrific violence. Alberta’s case has stuck with Garry because he always felt he 
knew who was responsible, but he was never able to prove it.

“I know it’s not that long ago, but 1989, in terms of forensic examination of forensic evidence, I 
mean, it’s like night and day,” Garry said. “I mean, you can’t even — I don’t think I’d even heard 
of DNA. I don’t think DNA was even on the chart. Like, we never had computers. Everything 
was pen and paper. That’s what you had.”

Twenty-seven years later, Alberta’s killer has never been caught. But Garry believes this cold 
case could still be solved.

“I’m not pretending to be judge and jury, because I’m not. But just from having been on that 
investigation from the day Alberta was reported missing to where she was found, and even going 
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through the experience of the autopsy, again is just — you know, sometimes you just like to sit 
down and say to somebody, ‘I think I want to tell you who did it.’ And go do something, but I 
mean you can’t. 

“I believe it is a solvable case, and I think there’s probably more than one person knows some-
thing. I really, really do. Because she died an absolutely — I don’t know if I can imagine a worse 
type of death, because if the person that I think is responsible is responsible, that’s somebody you 
should have been really able to trust.”

Trust. Was Garry right? Did Alberta trust the person who killed her? And did the person he 
believed killed Alberta really do it? If he was so sure, why wasn’t that person ever charged or 
convicted?

Garry seems like a reliable source, but I need to be very careful before I reveal the identity of 
someone who could be completely innocent.

But the person Claudia believes killed her sister is the same person Garry named in his email.

A relative. Someone Alberta should have been able to trust.
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Chapter 2

The Investigation

In the summer of 1989, Alberta Gail Williams was 24 years old, working in a fish cannery in 
Prince Rupert, a remote town on the coast in northern B.C.

Aug. 25 was her last day of work. It was a Friday night. She went out to a local bar to celebrate 
the end of the summer.

It was the last night any of her family saw her again. She disappeared.

And three weeks later, her body was found in a remote area along a highway outside of town.

It’s been 27 years and Alberta’s death is still a mystery.

Reporting on an unsolved case is always tricky. No one has been ever been charged. Nothing has 
been heard in court. You can’t rely on transcripts or evidence. It’s sometimes a struggle to piece 
together even the most basic information. And getting information from police is always difficult.

Because no matter how old a case is, if it’s unsolved, it’s still considered open. And because it’s 
open, police are very careful about what little they say.

We asked the RCMP about Alberta’s case. Here’s a statement from Staff Sgt. Rob Vermeulen:

“Given that there is an ongoing investigation into the homicide of Alberta Williams, I can only 
provide limited information on this case.”

He goes on to describe things that we already know. Things that were published in a local news-
paper when she disappeared. Details like when and where.

“Alberta was last seen in the downtown area of Prince Rupert during the early morning hours of 
August 26, 1989.”

When she was last seen.
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“Alberta was wearing a pale blue sweatshirt, black cloth pants and black leather shoes, carrying a 
black shoulder strap purse.”

And then information about where her body was found.

“Her body was located approximately 37 km east of Prince Rupert along Highway 16 on Sep-
tember 16, 1989.”

And this key phrase:

“Foul play is suspected.”

Foul play is suspected.

In another story, it might have ended there. But Alberta’s case is different, because one of the 
lead investigators in her homicide is now retired.

Garry Kerr hasn’t stopped thinking about Alberta Williams and the person he believes got away 
with murder.

Garry: “There’s lots I haven’t told you and I never would tell you because if the investigation, 
maybe it’s ongoing right now. I would never want to do anything to compromise any investiga-
tion. But… in my heart, I know who’s responsible.”

Garry can’t tell us everything. But he’s willing to share a lot. He’s given us unprecedented access 
to Alberta’s case in interviews, but also in his police notebooks from the time.

“I literally had to go downstairs and dust off a bunch of books and dump through them to find 
them,” Garry said when I met him in person. “And it’s emotional standing here talking to you 
because… I lived it, I breathed it.”

I’d never actually seen a police notebook before. It’s basically just a little black book, about the 
size of a passport. And about as thin. Only about 30 pages — easy to flip through.

On the front of every book is a white label with his name, Constable Garry Kerr. Location: 
Prince Rupert. And a date range: September 6 to 17, 1989.

And inside every cover is a copy of the charter of rights, and the section police must read to ev-
ery person they arrest.
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Garry: “This is the Charter of Rights, an official warning that appears in my notebooks from 
1989. ‘It is my duty to inform you that you have the right to retain and instruct counsel without 
delay. Do you understand? You are not obliged to say anything but anything you do say may be 
given in evidence.’”

After 30 years in the RCMP, Garry has recited those words countless times. But there is one per-
son he wishes he could have been able to say them to.

Garry: “The person that I’m speaking of is somebody that for all the right reasons you would 
think you would want to sit down with the police and do absolutely everything they could to find 
Alberta. And that didn’t happen.”

Garry told us in an email the name of the person he believes killed Alberta. But before we re-
veal that person’s identity, we’re tracking down people who were with Alberta that Friday night. 
Through our interviews and Garry’s notebooks, we want to try to piece together as much infor-
mation as we can about Alberta’s murder. And her last night.

Claudia Williams recalled that going out that night “was kind of a spur-of-the-moment decision. 
She asked me, she said, ‘Claudia, we’re all going to Bogey’s tonight. You wanna come?’ And I 
said, ‘Well, I don’t know. Maybe.’ Then I thought about it and I’m like, ‘Well, I’ve got nothing 
else planned, so may as well go.’ So I did.”

Claudia says she didn’t sit at the table with Alberta at the bar that night. But she watched her all 
night.

Claudia: “That table was full and there was no place to sit so I guess — I really can’t tell you 
why I was keeping my eye on her. Maybe my gut instinct told me to keep an eye.”

Claudia remembers Alberta sat with a large group of friends and family members that night. I 
called Claudia back after our interview, just to double-check the names of the people she remem-
bers seeing with Alberta.

There was Carol Russell — that’s Alberta’s cousin.

Carol was there with her boyfriend, Kevin Kitchen.

Alberta’s close friend Phoebe McLean was with her husband, Gordon McLean.

Then there was Jack Little and his brother, Alphonse Little.
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We tried contacting some of them, but to be honest, we didn’t have much luck at first.

It’s been 27 years. People scatter. And some people just don’t want to talk about it, much less to a 
reporter.

But my producer, Marnie Luke, and I were able to reach some of the other people who were at 
the bar that night.

“I noticed, ah, Jack. He called me over. I said, ‘Hey, would you like a beer?’ And then he said 
yes. And then when we were at the table, I seen someone named Carol and she was with, I be-
lieve, it was a white guy.”

“Was Alberta at the table as well?” I asked.

“I think she was there, she was there.”

“We were at the table beside her but up on a platform, and I noticed she was pretty intoxicated 
and I kept trying to talk to her and then I spoke to Carol trying to get her to get Alberta home.”

Marnie: “Who was at that table from what you can remember?”

“At that time I was only fixated on Alberta. I didn’t even think to see who else was there.”

Marnie: “You don’t have any recollection of Jack being there, you said?”

Gordon McLean: “No, no I don’t.”

Marnie: “Did you know a guy named Kevin Kitchen?”

Gordon: “Kevin Kitchen…the white guy?”

Marnie: “I don’t know, you tell me. That’s what we heard, it might be. Who is he?”

Gordon: “I only heard his name, but I never really met the guy, but I remember… I can’t remem-
ber if it was Audrey Russell’s boyfriend or… I’m not too sure… or Carol’s…”

Marnie: “Carol Russell?”

Gordon: “Yeah, Carol Russell. That’s who Alberta hung around with.”
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Connie: “Do you remember seeing Carol at the bar that night?”

Eva: “Yeah, I did.”

Connie: “Was she sitting with Alberta?”

Eva: “I don’t recall. But I know they were always hanging together.”

Connie: “Carol was dating someone around that time — a white guy named Kevin Kitchen. Did 
you ever meet him?”

Eva: “Yeah.”

Connie: “What was he like?”

Eva: “He’s outgoing.”

Connie: “Is Kevin still in Prince Rupert?”

Eva: “I don’t even know where he is at all. Gordon McLean. He was there too — him and his ex 
wife, Phoebe, they were both there, too.”

Connie: “Oh, OK. Were they there at the end of the night as well?”

Eva: “Everybody scattered.”

Geraldine Morrison, Alberta’s best friend, was at the bar that night and says she left early. But 
she remembers they had a strange interaction with a man in the bar before she left.

Geraldine: “There was one guy who came in and was hollering away at us. I don’t know if he 
was hollering away directly at her or what, but he was kind of upset with what was happening at 
the bar. I don’t know who he was. Could have been just a stranger.”

Connie: “What did he look like?”

Geraldine: “He was short, um… Light brown hair, fair, clean face, medium build.”

Connie: “Was he white or Native?”
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Geraldine: “He was Caucasian. He looked white.”

Connie: “When did you notice him that night?”

Geraldine: “Um… probably about… 11:30, 12. It was kind of late. About 11.”

Connie: “And he came into the bar — or up to you and Alberta?”

Geraldine: “He came right up to the table we were all sitting at.”

Connie: “What did he say?”

Geraldine: “He was just saying that we were being loud and it’s kind of stupid how you get 
together and we told him, ‘Just leave, it’s none of your business. We don’t know you.’ But the 
bartender came and asked that person to leave us alone ‘cause we weren’t being rude or anything 
in the bar. We were just laughing and they understood. But this guy he came up and was getting 
pissed off.”

It’s a lot to expect people to remember anything about a random night in a bar 27 years ago.

Memory is a tricky thing. Are people remembering what they actually saw? Or what they or 
possibly others have recalled over the years? I have no real reason to doubt any of their accounts, 
however specific or vague. But I’m mindful of the contradictions that inevitably surface when 
you’re asked about events that happened decades ago.

Claudia seems to have a vivid picture of the last night she saw her sister, and what happened in 
the moments before she disappeared.

Claudia: “I turned around and in that short a time, she was gone. Gone. So were all the people 
there. Where did they go? Where did — how come they moved so fast? I was part of the group. 
Why did they, why did they feel the need to move fast? Alberta was calling me. So what hap-
pened to her out there? Did somebody just grab her? Somebody must have just grabbed her, in a 
way for Alberta not to, you know… She was calling me. She was calling me.”

Connie: “She wanted you to go with her.”

Claudia: “And she wouldn’t just leave me like that. She wouldn’t just leave me and say, ‘Okay, 
you know what, I’m going anyway.’”

In an instant, Claudia’s life changed forever. Alberta was gone and she would never see her sister 



19

again.

But for 27 years she has not given up on finding her sister’s killer.

Claudia: “It took me the longest time because I was consumed with this. I was consumed with 
it because every day, you know, before I go to sleep at night, I was thinking, well, you know — 
this person was over there, that person was over there…”

Connie: “Running it all through your mind.”

Claudia: “All again. It was, like, continuous. Then I thought, you know — it was a lot of self-
blame. A lot of self-blame. Then I thought about it. You know what? There’s nothing I can do 
about it right now. The most I can do about right now is to find out who did this.”

Connie: “Do you feel like you know who’s responsible?”

Claudia: “Yeah.”

* * *

The first entry in Garry’s notebook about Alberta Williams is for Aug. 29, 1989. Four days after 
she disappeared.

We asked Garry to read some of his notebook entries for us.

Garry: “This is book number one A, pages 13 and 14.”

These are from the day after Alberta was reported missing.

Garry: “2010 hours Popeye’s pub enquiries. Marjorie Nylan. Worked behind the counter all 
night. Negative.”

Garry goes on to list 18 bar employees. And behind some of their names it says “neg,” or nega-
tive.

Connie: “And why would you have crossed them out? You talked to them and they don’t have 
information or what was —”

Garry: “Yeah, I think what I would have done here, I probably got the list of people that were 
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working that night. And then as I spoke to them, I just put a single line through it, and then you 
can still read the name and their contact numbers and whatnot.”

Then, the next 10 entries in his notebook are about another, unrelated case. A fraud investigation.

I’ve looked at several of Garry’s notebooks and that seems pretty typical. Things jump around a 
lot. The RCMP detachment in Prince Rupert was small, with only two plainclothes officers like 
Garry. He seemed to work on several cases at once.

Reading Garry’s notebooks is incredibly helpful in understanding the timeline of events after 
Alberta disappeared. But there are also gaps.

Garry’s notebooks only tell part of the story. It quickly becomes apparent that he wasn’t the only 
investigator working on Alberta’s case.

Like this next entry about Alberta from Sept. 1, 1989.

Garry: “RR and self enquiries on Crestview. I’m referring to Rick Ross and myself making 
neighbourhood enquiries on Crestview Avenue.”

It seems like in the three days that Garry was busy working on the fraud case, another investiga-
tor heard about a possible party on Crestview Ave., a quiet residential street.

Garry: “‘Wendy Andreesen. Had grew up with Alberta in Port Edward. Had not seen her for 
about one year. Does recall hearing about a party on what she feels was last Friday night. Strange 
to see or hear a party around here. Jack Little negative.’”

Maybe they talked to Claudia or someone else who was with Alberta that night, but something 
obviously led the investigators to start door-knocking on Crestview Ave.

I asked Garry how he remembers the investigation unfolding.

Garry: “You have to start some place and where you start is at the beginning. And you go from A 
to B to C. You don’t go from A to Z and jump back to whatever. So start with the people she was 
last seen with. To me, this is like basic police work. And that’s where you start. And from inter-
viewing the number of people we did — and again, that was family. That was friends. That was 
the bar staff that night.”

More notes: “‘144 Crestview Dave McKenzie. Jan 29/64 phone 624-9029. Home last Friday 
night, got home around 2130 to 2200. Noted people getting together last Friday. Does not know 
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the missing female. Says Jack has lived next door for one to two years. Very quiet around 2200 
— nothing else heard all night long. No problems with Jack at all. Does not recall seeing a pick-
up truck — possibly a black Toyota 4x4. Does not know if it was in yard or not. A female at 145 
Crestview says it’s strange that Little blinds are now always closed.’”

According to Claudia, there were two men with that the last name Little at the table that night 
with Alberta. Alphonse Little and his brother Jack.

Jack Little lived at 140 Crestview Ave.

Claudia says it was his party that Alberta said she was going to that night after the bar, something 
she says he later denied. But Claudia admits she’s not sure if that’s where Alberta went or even if 
there was a party at Jack’s house that night.

It’s one of many lingering questions that she wants answers to.

Claudia: “The people that were at the table, they’re not saying anything. Why are they not saying 
anything? And you know, and the person who hosted the party, how come you were saying you 
didn’t have a party, if my sister told me you did? You know, she was inviting me there.”

Garry also wanted to talk to Jack. According to his notebook on Sept. 7, 1989, almost two weeks 
after Alberta disappeared, Garry knocked on Jack’s door.

Garry: “‘1618. 140 Crestview. Jack Little res. No one home. No vehicles.’”

Because this next part is important, I want to explain something else.

Garry is reading his notebooks for us because he is literally the only person who can actually 
read his handwriting. So the pauses you occasionally hear as he is reading are not for tension or 
drama, but because sometimes even Garry has trouble deciphering his own chicken scratches.

Garry: “‘1639 Friendship Centre Jack Little — questionnaire. Tip number 50. When attended 
Little was busy. Waited in hallway for him. Red shorts, white T-shirt, glasses, silver bracelet on 
right hand. Little and self to a large room at end of hallway. Little sat and self next to him. Intro-
duced self and explained questionnaire. Little appeared to be very nervous, almost scared. Nu-
merous times put head between hands and down toward tabletop. Said that he was trying to help 
out as best he could. Question number eight. “You have to understand that I have a bad memory.” 
Times three. “I just can’t think right now.” Not able to recall names of people he saw. When the 
questionnaire complete he told me of the psychic and he also feels there has been a tragic acci-
dent.
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“‘Jack said the psychic called him from Calgary. Last name Shira Faro. She felt there was a lot of 
confusion and she feels the situation has gone from bad to worse. She feels there may have been 
an accident. Feels Alberta could be around Terrace, Smithers or Prince George. Said that after the 
long weekend that everything would be okay and that Alberta was heading to Vancouver. This 
info about the situation being OK was received by Jack’s wife from her family. 1729 depart.’”

Jack Little wasn’t just a casual acquaintance. He was related to Alberta, her uncle through mar-
riage.

Since Alberta told Claudia she was going to Jack’s house that night, Claudia says in the days 
after she disappeared, her family called Jack’s house to ask if he’d seen her.

Claudia: “I’m not too sure who did the phoning around, ‘cause it wasn’t me, you know. It may 
have been Mom, I’m not too sure, that phoned and said, ‘Is Alberta there?’ ‘Nope. Nope. No.’

“Mom was very like Alberta — very calm. Like you know, she doesn’t get angry or anything. 
She just says, ‘Oh, I’m looking for Alberta.’ ‘Oh, didn’t see her.’”

Alberta’s parents searched Prince Rupert and contacted other friends and family, but no one had 
seen Alberta.

It was unusual for her to disappear like that, and as days turned to weeks, her family and Garry 
began to worry that something was terribly wrong.

Garry: “And the more we dug into it, it was — you know, something wasn’t adding up here, 
like very, very quickly. And again it was just from never having met Alberta in person, it was 
apparent very, very quickly that this was completely out of character for her. You know, she was 
responsible. She was — I mean, all the good qualities. And she was looking forward to going 
back to school. She’d had a great summer up there, and she had gone out on her last night to 
town, just to you know, unwind, have a few drinks, have a few laughs, I guess. And when she left 
the nightclub that night, it was the last time she was ever seen alive. So again very quickly things 
progressed into… we didn’t have a focus on any specific suspect. You know there’s initially ev-
erybody’s a suspect, I guess, if you will. But the more we looked into it, um, it was pretty appar-
ent that something had probably happened to Alberta. You know, maybe she had met with foul 
play?”

In mid-September, three weeks after Alberta disappeared, their worst fears were confirmed.

Garry: “I think it was a Saturday. I got a phone call at home that there had been possibly some 
human remains found outside of Prince Rupert. Pale blue sweatshirt, black cloth pants and black 
leather shoes, carrying a black shoulder strap purse.”
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Connie: “Did you think about Alberta when you got that call?”

Garry: “You know, initially, if I remember it, the call was it could be human remains. ‘We don’t 
know what it is.’”

Alberta’s body was found just off the road. Along Highway 16, which is now known as the 
Highway of Tears. It’s called that because since 1969, nearly two dozen women have either been 
killed or disappeared there.

Many of the cases are still unsolved, and people have long suspected a serial killer was targeting 
women.

In 2014, a local man was convicted of the murders of four women who were found or went miss-
ing from the Highway of Tears. But many believe he was not the only person preying on women.

Prince Rupert is where Highway 16 begins.

Garry: “If you can envision driving east on Highway 16, very busy highway, lots of heavy bush. 
It’s basically a rainforest up there. Then off to the right is the Skeena River, which is a massive, 
big, huge river. And then, we pulled off Highway 16 to the right and there was a bit of a pull-off 
and I think it was used by railway crews at the time to maybe, I don’t know, fix rail cars or some-
thing. It wasn’t… a manicured spot. It was more of a gravel pull-off; vehicles obviously used it.”

Unless you knew to look for it the turnoff is really easy to miss. Garry says it was a miracle that 
Alberta’s body was ever found.

Garry: “And the people that had found it — actually, they didn’t know what it was. If memory 
serves me right, it was, well, I know it was a family with a couple of kids and they had gone out 
there that day, and they were, I forget what they were looking for. Whether it was mushrooms or 
bottles, I can’t even remember. But I do know it was one of the kids that stumbled across some-
thing and he had called one of his parents over or maybe both, to look at whatever this was. Kind 
of a boggy area, and it was, there was a bit of indentation on the ground. Sort of like an actual 
hollow. There was quite a bit of water there, and it was… obviously a body as soon as we seen 
it.”

Connie: “You recognized it as —”

Garry: “Oh, absolutely. You know, right away, soon as you look at it, you know it’s a human 
body. But… the body was face down, in this trench, if you will. And there had been a bunch of 
debris and stuff placed over the body.”
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Connie: “Someone was trying to cover it up?”

Garry: “Yeah, absolutely.”

Garry’s notebook has several pages filled with details about where Alberta’s body was found, in-
cluding a map of the exact location, the position of her body, what she was wearing, her physical 
injuries. The details are incredibly graphic. We won’t share them all.

* * *

Garry says they spent days there searching for evidence to help find Albert’s killer, or killers.

Connie: “What do you do when you’re there for two or three days?”

Garry: “One of the first things you do is to just cordon the entire area off. And then we had a 
huge area, just like you’d see in the movies. The police tape; somebody’s always there recording 
who’s coming and going. Basically, the first thing you do is you don’t touch anything. And then 
you bring in the forensic people. So the scene was meticulously examined. And there was a fair 
amount of forensic evidence seized at the time. It was obvious to me and my partner that there 
had been, I would say, a very violent struggle at that location. And the reason we come to that 
conclusion again is because of what was found at that location. Like two and two was adding 
up to four pretty quick, in terms of, was she sexually assaulted? I mean I can’t say conclusively, 
but… if it was just my opinion: absolutely, without question. Horrendously.”

We have to remember that no matter how careful or meticulous Garry and the other officers were 
with the physical evidence, this was 1989, before DNA analysis became crucial to police work.

They were limited in what they could determine using physical evidence alone.

Connie: “Did the autopsy reveal anything surprising for you?”

Garry: “It did, yeah. It did. There was… I just, I’m reluctant to say too much —”

Connie: “Sure, yeah, absolutely.”

Garry: “There was a couple of things that were… I don’t know if they were unique, but certainly 
one of them was unique.”

Connie: “Were you able to determine cause of death for Alberta?”
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Garry: “Yes.”

Connie: “Is that something that you released or was —”

Garry: “No. We can’t. What I can say is she was murdered. Absolutely, no question. You know 
she was a victim of a homicide. She was killed. She died a horrible death. I mean it is… there’s 
no way to minimize it. It’s… horrible. And everything from the investigation does suggest that 
she was killed that night. There’s absolutely nothing to suggest that she… went to Vancouver for 
the week or something and then came back.”

Connie: “So the people she was with that night became persons of interest?”

Garry: “Absolutely. So again, the investigation went very quickly from a case of a missing per-
son to a homicide case.”

Their homicide investigation began the same place as their missing persons case. Back at the 
beginning. Trying to find out what happened after Alberta left the bar that night. And how she 
ended up in that remote spot by the river.

Garry: “So you go back to square one, if you will. You go over the statements. You re-interview 
people: ‘Are you sure you’ve seen this? Are you sure you didn’t see that?’ And you’ll review 
the statements. OK, what did so-and-so say? What did so-and-so say? And… again, it certainly 
wasn’t overnight by any stretch, but we did focus on a certain person. And… then, some people 
maybe choose not to cooperate with you and you start to wonder why.”

Connie: “That’s what happened in Alberta’s case?”

Garry: “Yeah, absolutely. And it was — again not that that makes somebody a murderer. I’m not 
suggesting that for a second. But you know sometimes, it’s those little red flags, and it may be a 
number of little red flags will catch your attention enough.”

Part of an investigator’s job is to follow those red flags, but also to keep an open mind and inves-
tigate all leads — even the ones that seem implausible.

Garry: “This person who we believe was the last person to have seen Alberta, this person said 
that Alberta had got into a pickup truck — I don’t even think there was a colour attached to it — 
with a Caucasian guy with long, blond hair. And this person said that’s the last time he had seen 
Alberta. Well, we couldn’t find anybody else… that, you know, had seen this truck, albeit vague 
description, this unknown white guy with long, blond hair. And quite frankly, I don’t think it ever 
existed. And the person — again, that was what this person told us, is that they’d seen Alberta 
get into this vehicle. They went to a house and then when this person woke up, Alberta and this 
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guy with the long, blond hair was gone.”

Was this mystery white guy another possible suspect in Alberta’s murder? Or a red herring meant 
to distract Garry from someone who was becoming a main suspect.

Garry: “Prince Rupert’s a very small place in terms of… we’re not talking downtown Vancouver. 
And especially in a situation like with Alberta that night, she was with a number of close friends, 
family members —”

Connie: “Her sister Claudia.”

Garry: “Her sister Claudia. Again, people that I would say are credible. They’re believable. 
They’ve got no reason to lie to you. But why nobody else would have seen this mystery vehicle 
with this mystery person of whom the description was so generic, it would be… like, a Cauca-
sian guy with blond hair. Like, are you kidding me? But nobody seen that pickup truck, there was 
no white guy with blond hair sitting at their table. I mean, there wasn’t.”

Garry says they put out a bulletin for the white guy and the pickup truck, but nothing turned up.

Claudia also heard the rumour about a blond-haired guy with a truck outside of the bar that night.

Claudia: “I can’t remember where I heard that, but that was kinda the story that was going 
around. I’m like, well, who the heck is a blond-haired guy? I don’t see any blond-haired guy at 
the table. And she didn’t know any blond-haired guys. And Alberta wouldn’t go off on her own 
with anybody.”

Connie: “At the end of the night, did you see a blond-haired guy in a pickup truck outside the 
cabaret?”

Claudia: “No. Nope. I don’t think there is a blond-haired guy. I think it’s something to distract 
the police in another direction. That’s what I think.”

Gary says in their investigation into Alberta’s murder, they did something that was unusual at the 
time. They brought in a profiler, someone who had been trained by the FBI.

Garry: “When we met him, as the investigators, when we first met him, he doesn’t want to know 
anything about the case. Like, nothing. He doesn’t want to know the name of the victim. He 
doesn’t want to know — he doesn’t know what I want or why, I think he doesn’t care. So his job 
is to basically take the evidence, and in those days, it would have been these banker’s boxes, full 
of papers. And he would have gone through all the papers, and then he would give us his opinion, 
which he did, as to whether he felt there was anything from a profiler’s point of view that might 
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assist with the investigation. And he did. And the information he gave us, albeit fairly generic, 
certainly fit with what we’re sitting here talking about today.”

Connie: “Sort of… gave weight to your suspicions.”

Garry: “It did. Again, it wasn’t the silver bullet by any stretch, but again it certainly confirmed to 
some degree what we were… looking at.”

Garry had his suspicions about what happened that night, but he needed more evidence before 
anyone could be charged. But based on everything he gathered, he came up with a theory about 
Alberta’s murder.

Garry Kerr: “This is just my own belief. I know we spoke about the Highway of Tears. I mean 
it’s horrible, the number of women, Aboriginal or otherwise, that have gone missing or murdered 
or whatever. But I don’t believe this was a case. I believe this was a one-off. I believe the person 
that did it… I think it was, ah… I don’t think it was ever intended to happen. I think it was just 
something that got out of hand. Alberta was a young, very attractive girl. I think it was just some-
thing that kind of went from maybe having some fun or a few laughs to like, ‘My god, what have 
I done? Now I have to do something because you can’t tell, you can’t ever tell anybody what I 
did.’ That’s what I believe.”

Connie: “It’s chilling to think that.”

Garry: “Yeah, it is.”

Garry’s investigation continued, and looking through the rest of his notebooks, it looks like he 
didn’t personally get to talk to everyone who sat at the table with Alberta that night.

Maybe one of the other investigators did. Or maybe they didn’t. But ultimately the homicide 
investigation into the death of Alberta Williams hit a dead end.

Connie: “You hit a brick wall.”

Garry: “Yeah, absolutely. A big brick wall. I’m sure there’s still investigative options available to 
it. But I guess being realistic about it, it’s like — you know when we speak to you of the High-
way of Tears. You know all the missing and murdered women… unfortunately, there’s another 
murder. And then another murder, and then another murder. And then, and you hate to say it, but 
it’s the truth: I mean, there just simply isn’t the resources [to investigate them all].”

But now there is unprecedented attention on the Highway of Tears and the hundreds of other 
cases of missing or murdered Indigenous women. A national inquiry is underway. And although 
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police may have hit a dead end, our investigation into Alberta’s murder Is just beginning.

Was there a mysterious white guy in a pickup truck that Alberta went with at the end of the 
night? Did Jack have a party? Did Alberta go? How did Alberta end up along the Highway of 
Tears?

To answer some of those questions, we need to track down some of the people who were with 
Alberta that night.
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Chapter 3

A Suspect

As soon as I read Garry’s initial email, I knew this day would come. The day when we would try 
to track down the person he named in that email, the person he believes killed Alberta.

It was a gray morning, cold and windy, when we got on the ferry to Vancouver Island. With ev-
ery passing minute, I felt increasingly anxious.

Almost as soon as we started looking into Alberta’s case, we came up with a list of people we 
wanted to talk to. People who were with Alberta on the night she disappeared. People who might 
have answers about Alberta’s unsolved murder.

We’ve talked to Garry Kerr, the former RCMP officer who was the lead investigator in her homi-
cide case, and Alberta’s sister Claudia Williams, who was with her the night she disappeared.

But there were at least five more people we didn’t talk to. A mix of friends and family members. 
They were the other people we’d heard sat with Alberta that night at the bar.

I thought, if Alberta said she was going to a party afterwards, maybe they went, too? Even if they 
didn’t, they might know who Alberta left with.

But it wasn’t as easy as calling them up and getting all of the answers we wanted. Some of the 
people we contacted didn’t want to talk about Alberta’s death. It brought up too many painful 
memories. Some didn’t even respond or acknowledge our requests. Others, we simply couldn’t 
find.

But there was someone we didn’t even try to contact. Someone we wanted to wait before calling. 
Someone we were pretty sure wouldn’t want to talk to us. The person who was named in the 
email that started us on this road. The person Garry believes killed Alberta.

The person whose identity we haven’t revealed until now.

Alberta’s uncle, Jack Little.

Jack was Alberta’s uncle through marriage. He was married to her mom’s sister, Rosie Marsden.
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Claudia told us that when she last saw her sister that night 27 years ago, Alberta told her she was 
going to a party at Jack’s house.

Before I go any further, I absolutely need to stop here and point out that Jack has never been 
charged in connection with Alberta’s death. He certainly has never been convicted. In fact, as far 
as we can tell, Jack has no criminal record at all. Unlike some of the other people on our list.

I also think it’s important to point out that Garry’s suspicions about Jack are based on his inves-
tigation from nearly three decades ago. Despite his beliefs, the RCMP’s investigation into Alber-
ta’s murder hit a dead end in 1989.

But Garry has always believed that Alberta’s murder can still be solved.

Garry: “Absolutely it’s a solvable case. If some person or persons were just willing to, you know, 
step up the plate, if you will.”

We were taking a gamble getting onto that ferry. 

Jack didn’t know we were coming. We had no idea if we’d even be able to find him. We had an 
address in Port Alberni, a small city on Vancouver Island. But honestly, we had no idea if Jack 
still lived there.

Or if he did live there, would he be home that day?

We didn’t know if he had a job. We didn’t even know if he was still married. We actually knew 
very little about Jack.

It was difficult to try to track down information about him without alerting him that we were 
coming. We had to get special approval from the head of journalistic standards and practices 
at CBC News to try to interview someone without first asking their permission. Those kinds of 
requests are only granted in certain circumstances.

We talked a lot before we left about whether to try to contact Jack in advance to ask for an inter-
view. We knew that he left town when police were first investigating Alberta’s murder and we 
didn’t want to lose the chance to have a conversation with him.

But trying to find Jack wasn’t the only thing making me anxious. I was more worried about what 
would happen If we actually found him. What would his reaction be to us showing up, out of the 
blue, asking what he knew about the murder of his niece 27 years ago?
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A murder in which, according to Garry, he was a prime suspect?

Would he talk to me? Would he slam the door in my face? Would he get angry? We had no way 
of knowing. And that only added to my anxiety.

Garry told us what happened when police tried to talk to Jack after Alberta’s body was found.

Garry: “I hate to use the word ‘cooperate’ with us. It’s not cooperating with us — it’s just simply, 
‘Tell us what you seen. Tell us what you did. Tell us where you where.’ And that person who was 
very close to Alberta — and that was confirmed by all the family — and chose very, very quickly 
after the body was found — again, I hate that word ‘cooperate’ — but chose not to speak with us, 
I guess might be the best way to put it. And that… still raises huge red flags, if you will.”

Garry says he wasn’t the only RCMP officer who suspected Jack in Alberta’s murder.

Rick Ross was also an RCMP officer who worked with Garry.

Rick Ross: “I left Rupert in ‘92, and got transferred down here in Chilliwack.”

He’s also now retired, but remembers Alberta’s case well.

Rick: “It’s one of those cases when you do retire, you always think about — the ones that you 
never solved. And Alberta Williams is one, I got to know her family very well, and we worked 
on the file. It was a small town, too, so, you know, it’s kind of hit home pretty hard.”

Rick and Garry worked closely together, so maybe it’s not surprising that they drew the same 
conclusions.

Rick: “We pretty much identified who we thought was responsible right away. Probably within 
the first 24 hours, yeah. And that’s never really changed. Gary and I talked about that. I’ve talked 
with other investigators about it, and everybody pretty much shares the same view, yeah. But, 
you know, it’s the old story, and that’s the game we play: You’ve gotta have the evidence, you 
know, before charges are laid. You gotta have the evidence and we just never quite had enough 
evidence.”

Rick says hundreds of people were interviewed in Alberta’s case. He says their interviews and 
their evidence pointed back to one person: Uncle Jack.

Rick: “Everybody that we interviewed said that they basically saw her leaving with her uncle, 
and there was just nobody else that she was seen with that night, right? And he’s still a prime sus-
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pect today from what I can learn. It was just a whole lot of series of events that led up to… you 
know, concluding that. On the other hand, too, you never want to get tunnel vision, you know, so 
we always left every avenue open. But it always came back to him.”

Like Garry, Rick didn’t believe Jack’s story that Alberta left the bar with a white guy in a pickup 
truck.

Rick: “There was always a mysterious pickup truck with some, I believe, Caucasian guy that 
Jack Little told us about and that never really went anywhere. We always felt that was always 
sort of a, you know, something that was thrown out there to mislead us a little bit and I never did 
believe that, but yeah. So according to him, she supposedly left the bar with this guy in a pickup 
truck, went back to their house. But we, you know, I think that we put out a composite sketch of 
the truck and a description of him but it never ever materialized in anything.”

Marnie Luke: “Did he give you enough of a description to actually even make a composite 
sketch?”

Rick: “No, we didn’t do a composite, but I do believe he gave a physical description. He de-
scribed the Caucasian guy as very young and I think he described a Ford pickup truck, an old 
Ford pickup, 4x4-type truck. He described a truck, and that just never, ever went anywhere, we 
just never came up with anything. And of course I only know that she was back at his house, so 
the mysterious guy in the pickup truck never did, never went anywhere.”

Marnie: “And you know she was back at his house how?”

Rick: “Well, Jack told us that. I mean, he told us that this white guy in this pickup truck had 
driven her back to his house. Now, why he would’ve went there unless Alberta steered him there, 
who knows, if there was such a guy. But they did supposedly arrive at that house and that’s the 
last place we can put her down at.”

Like Garry, Rick says his suspicions intensified after Jack refused to cooperate with police.

Rick: “Well yeah, that’s what jumped out at us right away, like why wouldn’t an uncle want to 
talk to you right away, right? He was the last person who’d seen her, right, you know, family 
member that saw her at his house the night before. Yeah, there should’ve been 110 per cent co-
operation and we didn’t get that, so right away, our antennas went up, right — there’s something 
not right here.”

Marnie: “Was he ever given a lie detector [test], polygraph or anything like that?”

Rick: “I think he was, yeah. He was requested to do so and he wouldn’t take one, on the advice 
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of his lawyer, as I recall, yeah. Oh, no that was considered right away. That would’ve… cleared 
up a lot of things for us, if he had’ve done that, but he chose not to and that’s, he exercised his 
right, which is his right. But if he were, yeah, if he were a family member, the last person saw 
your niece, you’d think you’d want to do that, right, to clear your name, right? But that’s the 
world we live in, right?”

The police weren’t the only ones who noted Jack’s behaviour after Alberta vanished.

Larry Marsden is another one of Alberta’s uncles. He remembers when he first heard about her 
disappearance.

Larry Marsden: “I was there most of the day Sunday, and Rena and her husband [Alberta’s par-
ents] were really upset, and they just didn’t know where Alberta was, and already at that time… 
different stories came out, who all seen Alberta that night. And the first person of interest that 
came up was my brother-in-law.”

Jack’s wife, Rosie, was out of town that weekend. She and their son went home to Gitanyow, 
a reserve two hours east of Prince Rupert to attend a party for her mother — Alberta’s grand-
mother.

Marnie: “And do you recall if Jack was there, too, at the gathering on Saturday?”

Larry: “He came late, like I think we were at the dinner when we heard that Alberta went miss-
ing. This was on Saturday. And we were at the dinner, and everybody started getting concerned 
about it.”

Connie Walker: “Did you notice anything about Jack when he came to the dinner? Was he just, 
like, acting normally, or was there anything significant?”

Larry: “I didn’t really talk to him until we got back to Rupert. We seen him, and he looked — he 
was really nervous. He said he was there that night, he seen Alberta, and after a while we kept 
questioning him, and he started changing his story, saying different things after. And he was real-
ly nervous. At that time everybody knew that he was with her that night.”

Connie: “Do you remember… how his stories changed, or what he originally said?”

Larry: “I can’t really remember what he was saying, but all I remember him saying was that he’s 
seen her that night. And then after that I noticed he was changing, started to say — change his 
stories and Rena noticed it, too, and started to really question him. ‘Cause they really wanted to 
find out where [Alberta] was.”
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On Sept. 27, 1989, Garry went to talk to Jack’s brother, Alphonse Little, who was also at the bar 
the night Alberta disappeared.

Here is Garry reading his notes from his conversation with Alphonse: “‘Jack getting phone calls. 
Caller never says anything. Alphonse was there on Sunday night when two calls came. No voice 
on other end of line. Thinking of selling the house and car, leaving and starting all over again. 
Jack has said he was very drunk that night and feels the person who was with Alberta may have 
been the one who killed her. He cannot recall the male who was in the house. Feels he fell asleep 
and when he awoke they were gone. Losing sleep — taking prescription sleeping pills. Father 
flew up from Port Alberni on Monday and back Thursday — a week ago. He says the cops were 
harassing him. Has told Jack and Alphonse and father that he should get a lawyer.” 

Jack was a pallbearer.

Dick Chadwick was a neighbour of Jack’s when he lived in Prince Rupert. They both lived on 
Crestview Avenue, a quiet street in a residential neighbourhood.

Dick Chadwick: “Basically, if I looked straight out my front window into his front window, his 
driveway lined up with my driveway.”

Dick didn’t know Alberta, but distinctly remembers what happened on Crestview Avenue after 
she disappeared.

Dick: “On at least one and I think maybe more occasions, my wife and I we were woken up in 
middle of night. Something was going on across the street, very noisy — it was a group from 
Alberta’s family that were at Jack’s house trying to get in. They were shouting, chanting, scream-
ing, they were pounding on the door.”

Connie: “Do you remember what they were saying?”

Dick: “No. I didn’t want to get close. It was fairly soon after that he left Prince Rupert.”

Connie: “So his move out of Prince Rupert was pretty abrupt?”

Dick: “My guess from the amount of anger that night… they were pounding on his door, scream-
ing and yelling, there was so much anger. And at that point, I don’t think it was safe for him 
anymore to be in Prince Rupert. That’s just my personal opinion. And very soon he just disap-
peared.”

In one of our earliest conversations, Garry told me that after Alberta’s body was found, Jack 
stopped talking to police and abruptly left town. Garry found that suspicious.
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But Garry never mentioned that Alberta’s family was harassing Jack. That may have been the 
actual reason he moved away.

Connie: “Did you notice if the police ever came to talk to Jack?”

Dick: “I can remember him once either leaving or coming home in the back of a police car.”

Dick says that police also came to question him about Jack.

Dick: “They came to CIBC, where I was working. Just one police officer. Wish I could remember 
which one, I knew most of them.”

Connie: Was it Garry Kerr?

Dick: “Maybe. Was he a sergeant?”

Connie: “Or Rick Ross. I think Rick Ross was the sergeant.”

Dick: “Could have been. I think it was a non-com, not just one of the regular constables just sort 
of getting background info of Jack himself, as a neighbour living across the street. Had some 
questions about, if I could recall any info. I basically told them what I knew at that time and what 
I could recall.”

Connie: “Did you recall anything suspicious, comings and goings at Jack’s house after Alberta 
went missing? We heard that another neighbour referenced his blinds — it was strange that his 
blinds were always closed after Alberta disappeared.”

Dick: “I can’t really recall that, whether that was the case or not.”

Connie: “Did you ever talk to Jack around that time?”

Dick: “No. After Alberta went missing and her body was found it was wide knowledge in town 
that he was the last person to be seen with her. That was common knowledge in Prince Rupert 
at that time. She had been at his house, being his niece, she and Jack had gone out in downtown 
Prince Rupert drinking beer or whatever that night.”

Alberta’s friend Geraldine Morrison was at the bar that night and was questioned by police after 
Alberta disappeared.
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Geraldine: “After I left [the bar that night], I never seen or heard her again until the cops came up 
and asked if I’d seen her or know where her whereabouts were, and asked to me to trace where 
we went. I said we didn’t go anywhere, we just stayed at Bogey’s. We didn’t go to no house party 
that I knew of that she would have gone to. They asked me where she might have gone.”

Geraldine says she noticed something strange about Jack that night, and the way he was treating 
his niece.

Connie: “What about other people at the table? We also heard that Phoebe was there with Gordon 
McLean and Alphonse Little was there with his brother Jack Little. Do you remember any of 
them?”

Geraldine: “Ah, Jack Little, he… wasn’t very happy with Alberta.”

Connie Walker: “Why?”

Geraldine: “He was acting like he was the fiancé and stuff like that.”

Connie: “What do you mean?”

Geraldine: “Kind of being bossy.”

Connie: “He was bossy with Alberta?”

Geraldine: “Yeah, like overprotective of her, like… he didn’t agree with what she was doing and 
she shouldn’t be out and stuff like that. It seemed weird to me that he would be doing that to her 
when she wasn’t really close to him.”

Connie: “What was their relationship like? Do you think Alberta liked him?”

Geraldine: “No.”

Connie: “Why not?”

Geraldine: “Just the way he would give her attitude.”

Connie: “And what was Jack like that night with Alberta?”

Geraldine: “Ah… bossy. If we went outside he’d be like, ‘Where you going? What are you do-
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ing? Why are you going outside?’”

Connie: “Did that strike you as odd?”

Geraldine: “Yes.”

Connie: “Why?”

Geraldine: “He wasn’t acting like a family member. He was acting like he was the boyfriend, like 
he was with Alberta. Like that.”

Connie: “Did he and Alberta ever have a relationship?”

Geraldine: “No, she didn’t like him.”

Geraldine had to work the next morning, so she left the bar early. But she said that Alberta and 
her cousin Carol called her after the bar closed to try to convince her to come back out. Geraldine 
didn’t think her grandparents would approve of her going out, so she stayed home.

It’s a decision she has regretted for 27 years.

Geraldine: “I was back at the hotel and she was down at Bogey’s. ‘Cause they were wanting to 
go somewhere and I had wheels. I had a vehicle at the time.”

Connie: “Oh, so they wanted a ride somewhere.”

Geraldine: “Yeah.”

Connie: “Where did they want to go?”

Geraldine: “I don’t know. I don’t know. That’s why I say, I should have not listened [to her 
grandparents] that night, maybe she’d be home. She’d still be with us. If I’d only not listened that 
one night and went out when they asked me to. That’s what I keep telling my mom, too.”

Connie: “It must be agonizing to think that way.”

Crying, Geraldine said, “I’ve been thinking that way for all these years. If I’d only gone out and 
picked them up when they asked me to, she’d be home. I’d know where she is. And I still think 
it today — if I’d only gone out and picked them up when they wanted to be picked up, they’d be 



38

home. None of this would be going on. And my best friend would be having babies.”

Connie: “I’m so sorry, Geraldine.”

Geraldine: “But yeah, that place haunts me all the time. And I just finished talking to my mom. 
‘Ma,’ I said, ‘I should have not listened that one night.’”

It’s been nearly three decades and Alberta’s death is still so painful for so many of her family and 
friends.

* * *

The ferry docked in Nanaimo, B.C. and we got back into our rental van to drive to Port Alberni.

Our GPS said it would take about an hour to get there.

Our cameraman, Harold, drove. Marnie, my producer, sat next to him. And I sat in the back.

You might be wondering why we were travelling with a cameraman. Well, when we set out to do 
this story, we never imagined it would turn into this, an eight-episode podcast.

We were actually aiming to do a standard news story for TV and online. We never expected what 
was going to happen.

The drive to Port Alberni was along Highway 4. It was a winding road. And I started to feel sick 
sitting in the back seat. I didn’t know if it was motion sickness or anxiety.

We had a lot of important questions to ask Jack. Questions that Alberta’s family has also wanted 
to ask for decades. Even though I’d known this day was coming and had time to prepare, I was 
incredibly nervous about what we were about to do.

We arrived in Port Alberni and wanted to check out the address we had for Jack right away.

We didn’t necessarily want to knock on the door, but we wanted to get a lay of the land, to see 
what we were dealing with.

We plugged the address into the GPS and within a few minutes we were pulling onto a quiet 
residential street.
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It wasn’t a house like I’d expected. But a row of eight townhouses, beige two-story buildings 
with short fences in front and minimal landscaping. Each townhouse had a white door next to a 
large living room window.

We drove up the street very slowly, looking for the house numbers. They were written on the 
door but were really hard to see from the van.

We passed the first house, then the second — and before I even saw the next house number,

I saw a woman standing right in the middle of the big living room window staring out at the 
street.

I recognized her immediately. I’d seen her photo online. It was Jack’s wife, Rosie.

It was like she was waiting for us.

I ducked down in my seat, paranoid that she could see me, even though I was in the back and the 
windows were tinted.

I urged Harold to drive faster and we parked down the street, out of her view. My heart was rac-
ing.

What was she doing standing right in the window like that? Was she waiting for us? How did she 
know we were coming?

We had interviewed Claudia the day before in Vancouver — maybe she’d told another family 
member that we were coming to try to find Jack? And maybe they told Rosie?

We didn’t have a concrete plan, but when I imagined approaching Jack, I didn’t picture Rosie 
there.

We ended up parked in a spot where we could see their house, but still far enough away that we 
weren’t arousing suspicion.

What should we do? Knock on the door and ask, “Is Jack home?” Wait until Rosie left and then 
knock on the door?

We were still trying to figure out our next steps when a white cable van drove past us and 
stopped right in front of Jack’s house. Relief flooded over me. Rosie wasn’t waiting for us! She 
was waiting for the cable guy to show up.
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The cable guy went inside and we tried to figure out what we should do next.

We wanted to know if Rosie was home for the day or if she’d be leaving. We knew where she 
worked, so we called her office.

Woman: “Good afternoon [beep beep], Summer speaking.”

Connie: “Hi there, can I speak to Rosie Marsden, please?”

Woman: “Um, Rosie’s out of the office on lunch right now, would you like her voicemail?”

Connie: “What time is she expected back?”

Woman: “Uh, I’m not sure, she’s on a late lunch, so, um, and she’s got an appointment, so —”

We settled in. Our new plan was to wait until Rosie left to go back to work and then we would 
knock on the door.

We had no idea if Jack would be home. Or even if he still lived there with Rosie.

After about half an hour, we saw the cable guy start packing up his van. And we got another idea.

My producer Marnie waited at the end of the block and when the cable guy, left she flagged him 
down and asked him if Jack was home. The cable guy said he’d been all over the house but Jack 
wasn’t there. Rosie was the only one home.

We weren’t sure what to do next. We could wait outside all day. But what if Jack never showed 
up? What if he didn’t even live there anymore?

We decided to contact another family member, Alberta’s uncle Wally Samuel, who also lived in 
Port Alberni.

We were a little reluctant to contact him, because we didn’t know how close he and Jack were.

We were worried that he might tip off Jack off that we were in town, and we were looking for 
him. But we were running out of options, so we took a chance.

Wally met us for coffee and agreed to do an interview about Alberta.
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Connie: “What was Alberta like?”

Wally Samuel: “Oh, she was nice, ah, young girl, you know, she was like a daughter to us. She 
liked having fun, you know, she worked hard. She always had a job and had fun on weekends 
like any other young person. Yeah. It’s… been really hard because some of our immediate family 
members were persons of interest, suspects and being involved with Alberta that night. But no-
body seems to be cooperating, ah, as so-called witnesses or people that were in, ah, contact with 
Alberta that night. And a lot of them were family members.”

Connie: “They’re not talking?”

Wally: “They’re not talking. I don’t know if they ever told the family their, their version or their 
story of what, of how they seen Alberta that night, what she was doing or where they seen her. 
That’s the real frustrating part. Immediate family members and community members have not 
been cooperating with the family.”

* * *

That’s the part of Alberta’s story I hadn’t really considered before.

Like Alberta, I come from a really big family. Lots of aunts and uncles, tons of cousins. There is 
always a family event happening. Birthday parties. Graduations. Weddings. Funerals.

I can’t imagine what it has been like for Alberta’s family to go to these everyday events with the 
man some people suspect was involved in her murder.

Although some family members have suspected Jack from the very beginning, no one we’d talk-
ed to has directly confronted him with their questions.

Connie: “I know that you haven’t spoken to him about any of this but if… you could ask him 
something, what would you want to know?”

Wally: “I would like to know where he was that night and if he seen ‘em and where he last seen 
her. You know, and compare it with other stories. But you know what I heard was that they were 
all together in a bar that night, him and other people from the community.”

Connie: “And Alberta.”

Wally: “Yup, and Alberta.”
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Connie: “And there’s a rumour that he hosted a party.”

Wally: “That’s what I heard, yeah, there was a party in his house ah that night. That’s all I know. 
And I heard that he cleaned up his house, ah, you know, these are all rumours I hear. I wasn’t 
there so I just go by what I’m told.”

I was glad we called Wally. Not just because he gave us this interview, but because he also gave 
us the information we needed about Jack.

Yes, he lived in Port Alberni. Yes, we had the right address. Yes, he would be home later that 
afternoon.

Wally said Jack worked as a courier. He drove from Port Alberni to Nanaimo to Tofino and back 
every day.

The irony is that we had spent all of this time trying to find out where Jack was and what he did, 
and the information was right in front of us. We just didn’t know where to look.

Wally showed us his phone. He’s active on social media, part of a group on Facebook for people 
looking for rides around Vancouver Island.

A group that Jack is also a part of. One that he posts to every day looking for passengers.

This is Jack’s post from the day we were looking for him:

“Off to our beautiful west coast as usual folks. Port Alberni to Ukee at 10 ish. Then leave Ukee 
to Tofino 11:50. Tofino to Port Alberni 1 ish. Port Alberni to Nanaimo 3:45. Return to Port Alber-
ni and leave Nanaimo 5:15. Hook me up if you need a ride. Text me. Be safe out there.”

Leaving Nanaimo at 5:15 and returning to Port Alberni, according to his post in the group, Jack 
would be back in Port Alberni around suppertime.

* * *

I remember one of my very first conversations with Garry Kerr about his investigation into Al-
berta’s murder. He outlined all of the reasons he suspected Alberta’s Uncle Jack.

He was the last person seen with her and couldn’t remember key events from the night she dis-
appeared. Jack said she left with a mysterious white guy that police could never find and didn’t 
believe existed. After Alberta’s body was found, Jack stopped talking to the police and refused to 
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take a lie detector test. Shortly after Alberta’s body was found, Jack left town and moved hun-
dreds of kilometres away.

It might seem like suspicious behaviour, sure, but not exactly a silver bullet.

I know that Garry and Rick haven’t told me everything they know about the case. There is some-
thing called “holdback information,” key details in an investigation that only a handful of police 
officers are privy to. Information that only a perpetrator would know.

Garry hasn’t shared that information with us because he says he doesn’t want to jeopardize the 
investigation into Alberta’s murder. So maybe there is more that has made him convinced that 
Jack killed Alberta.

But I’m not so sure.

I still have questions about that night. And I’m going to have to face my anxiety to try to answer 
them.

We headed back to Jack’s house. We needed to figure out the best place to park so that when he 
got home, we would be ready to jump out of the van and try to talk to him.

There was a front door and a back door. The back door was connected to a little carport.

And in the front, the street was wide enough that people parked right in front of the townhouses.

We didn’t know which entrance Jack would use, so we parked in a spot where we could see both.

In order to find out more about Alberta’s last night we needed to try to get Jack to engage with 
us. We thought he’d be more likely to talk to me if I was alone, if my producer and cameraman 
stayed back in the van and filmed from there.

But I wasn’t so sure about that approach. Truthfully, it made me nervous.

I had no idea how Jack would react and I didn’t want to be stuck out there on my own.

We called our senior producer in Toronto to discuss.

We decided that instead of filming from the van, Harold, our camera guy, would come out with 
me but stay back a little and hold his camera in his hand, not on his shoulder.
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So now we had a plan.

We knew Jack was coming home. We were in a good spot. All we had to do was wait.

And wait. And wait.

Waiting can be stressful. You can’t do much while you’re sitting in a van with your colleagues.

There is only so many times you can go over the plan. Imagine how things will unfold. There is a 
lot of time to think about everything that could go wrong.

I grew more and more anxious the longer we sat there. I’d only ever done one other “unsched-
uled interview” before, about a completely unrelated story. It was a similar scenario, though. 
Sitting in a van for hours, riddled with anxiety, not sure if the guy I wanted to talk to would even 
show up.

He did and it was awful. The man we confronted got angry. Pointed his finger in my face. And at 
one point he actually reached out and touched my cheek.

He didn’t actually slap me, but I think he wanted to. And although his reaction in the interview 
revealed a lot, we didn’t actually get any answers to our questions.

I didn’t want the same thing to happen with Jack.

As the minutes passed the tension got even worse. Our camera was set up in the back ready to 
roll at the push of a button. I had my mic on and was ready to go. Marnie was in the driver’s seat 
with a little handicam. She was planning to film from the front window, but also to be ready to 
start the van if we needed to get out of there quickly.

Every car that pulled on to the street made my heart race.

Was this him? No. There was only a moment of relief before I was jumpy again.

Wally told us Jack drove either a dark SUV or a black Dodge Caravan.

After we’d been waiting outside for a few hours a black van pulled up and parked in front of 
Jack’s house.

My heart raced. This was it. The black van.
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It stayed parked there for a few seconds before anyone got out.

Was it Jack? Was this our chance?

It was a bit earlier than we were expecting, but then an elderly man got out of the van from the 
passenger side. He moved very slowly and walked with a cane.

I didn’t recognize him.

Two other men got out of the van, but neither was Jack. And I didn’t know what to do. It wasn’t 
Jack.

The men only stayed at Jack’s house for a few minutes and our wait began again.

One of the neighbours came out to walk her dog, and walked right by the passenger side window 
where I sat.

I turned away and tried to avoid eye contact.

If anyone was paying attention to us, it must have seemed so strange. Three people sitting in a 
van on a residential street for hours on a Tuesday afternoon.

It was starting to get dark. Jack was supposed to be home by now. But maybe he stopped some-
where else. Maybe he had car trouble. Maybe he and Rosie were going out for dinner that night.

When the sun starts to set, there is a small window camera people call “magic hour” when there 
is still enough light to be able to shoot, and the sky looks incredible.

But it doesn’t last long.

Harold began to worry that we were losing our light. We only another had 10 or 15 minutes be-
fore it would be too dark to shoot anything. And we’d have to pack up and call it a night.

I felt conflicted when he said that. I didn’t want a day of anxiety and waiting to be for nothing.

But honestly, I was mostly relieved. We could put it off for tomorrow. Try again in the morning.

It would be light out. Things look better in the daytime.
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We decided to wait another few minutes. And suddenly, headlights swung onto the street and lit 
up our front seat. A dark SUV was pulling into the car port. It was him.

I jumped out of the van and quickly crossed the street.

I saw Jack get out of his car and start toward the back door.

Connie: “Jack? I’m Connie Walker, I’m a reporter at CBC News. Do you have a minute? We’re 
doing a story about Alberta and we’re hoping to talk to you [about] Alberta Williams.”

Jack looked up at me when I called his name, but as soon as I mentioned Alberta he turned away.

Connie: “We really need your help trying to piece together the final night before she vanished. 
Were you with her? Was she at your house?”

Jack was looking down at his keys and walking quickly to his back door.

Rosie had been doing dishes at the kitchen sink and as soon as she saw me and the camera she 
flipped the blinds closed with a flick of her hand.

Connie: “Can you tell us? We just want to ask you a few questions about it.”

Jack: “I’ve been working all day, so, sorry.”

Connie: “Was she there that night? Some people think you might have been involved, Jack. Were 
you?”

Jack walked in the house and closed the door.

Connie: “We just have a few questions. Can we come back tomorrow?”

All that — for that. A whole lot of nothing.

I was relieved that things didn’t escalate, but also surprised by how calm Jack was. He seemed 
unflappable.

When Jack went inside and closed the door I could still see into their house through a small win-
dow on the back door. I saw Jack walk through their kitchen into their living room, where he sat 
on a chair and slowly started taking his shoes off. Like it was any other day.
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I watched for a minute, then headed back to the van to regroup.

Connie: “Well, I hope he talks to us. I don’t know what to say after that.”

Wally had given us a number for Jack, so we decided to call, to let him know we really wanted to 
talk to him. If now wasn’t convenient, we could come back anytime.

Rosie answered the phone.

Connie: “Hello?”

Rosie Marsden: “Hello.”

Connie: “Hi, is Jack available?”

Rosie: “He’s just eating dinner right now.”

Connie: “OK, should I call back in a bit?”

Rosie: “Umm, who’s calling?”

“It’s Connie Walker calling from CBC News. Just wondering if tonight wasn’t a good night if we 
could talk to him tomorrow.”

After a long pause: “Um…”

Connie: “We are going to do this story and I think it’s really important to have Jack’s side of the 
story. We want to give him a chance to be heard and we want to give him a chance to tell us his 
side of the story.”

Rosie: “Maybe try back tomorrow.”

Connie: “OK, I’ll try back tomorrow. What time is a good time to reach him?”

Rosie: “I’m not too sure. He works 10 hours a day, so…”

Connie: “Well we can come any time. We can come first thing in the morning or we can meet 
him on a lunch break. Any time that’s convenient for him, we can definitely come. I know that 
it’s… we’re definitely doing this story about Alberta and we really just need his help trying to 
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piece together some of the last hours of her life, and it’s really important to have his side of the 
story because we’re speaking to other people, and you know we want to make sure that we’re 
being fair and balanced.”

Rosie: “Well, try him back again tomorrow.”

Connie: “OK, we’ll we’ll try again in the morning, maybe, and see how it goes, but please think 
about it, because we are doing this story. We’ve heard from a few other people that have raised 
some concerns about Jack and we really want to give him a chance to tell his side of the story. I 
understand you know he spoke to… police about seeing someone in a pickup truck and we really 
want to get as many details as we can about what happened.”

Rosie: “Alright.”

Connie: “Thank you very much. I appreciate it. We’ll try to call you tomorrow.”

Rosie: “Alright.”

Connie: “Thank you.”

After the call was over, I said to my producer, Marnie, “I guess we’ll try him again tomorrow. 
They didn’t hang up, which is always a good sign.”

Jack may not have been rattled, but I was. I was exhausted. Mentally and physically.

We left hoping for a better outcome tomorrow.

The next morning, we got up early. We wanted to call Jack from right outside his house on the 
off chance he’d spent the night thinking it over and decided he wanted to talk. 

We’d be ready.

Jack Little: “Hello.”

“Hi Jack, it’s Connie Walker calling from CBC.”

Jack: “Sorry, I’m just out the door, I’m going to work, thank you.”

Connie: “We’d just like to talk to you for a quick few minutes.”
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But Jack had hung up.

A few seconds later, he walked out his door.

Connie: “Hi Jack. We just really want a couple of minutes. I don’t know if you can spare a few 
minutes to chat with us —”

Jack: “Sorry, I can’t. I’m on my way to work, sorry.”

Connie: “We really just want to get your side of the story. We’re doing a story about Alberta and 
we really just want to hear from you about her last night. Can you tell us anything about it? Was 
she at your house?”

Jack was silent and quickly closed the car door.

Connie: “Was she there?”

I wasn’t surprised Jack refused to talk to us, but I was disappointed. We’d come all this way and 
we didn’t get two words out of him about Alberta.

We were no closer to finding any answers about her last night and we were running out of op-
tions. We waited for a few minutes and tried calling him again.

“Your call has been forwarded to a voice mail service that has not yet been initialized…”

We sat in the van for a few minutes and tried calling him again. We weren’t saying much to each 
other. We weren’t really sure what to do next.

Then the phone rang. It was Jack.

We scrambled to record the call.

Jack: “Connie, it’s Jack here. You guys are being very aggressive and I will let you know later on 
today whether I’ll do an interview.”

Connie: “OK, thanks, Jack, I really appreciate that. We definitely want to speak to you. If we can 
set up a time that’s exactly what we want to do.”

Jack: “I will let you know later on today, thank you.”
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Connie: “OK, so we’ll call you back, this afternoon?”

Jack: “I will call you when I’m free, OK? I’m busy, thank you.”

But Jack never called back.

We waited until early that evening and tried him one last time.

Connie: “It’s Connie calling from CBC News. I’m just wondering if there’s a time we can talk 
today.”

A passenger who was in the truck with Jack and was holding the phone told me to wait a mo-
ment; Jack had just pulled over.

Jack: “Connie, you got a pen handy?”

Connie: “Yes, I do.”

Jack: “1-250…”

Connie: “Who’s this I’m calling?”

Jack: “Just take the number please, and I’ll tell you.”

Connie: “OK.”

He gave me the rest of the number.

Connie: “OK, who’s that?”

Jack: “No further communication. If you have any questions, you talk to my lawyer, Steven Lit-
tley.”

Connie: “Steven…”

Jack: “I don’t want to hear from you again. Littley. ‘Little’ and ‘ly.’”

Connie: “L-I-T-T-L-E-Y.”
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Jack: “‘Little’ and ‘ly.’ You know how to spell Little.”

Connie: “Ah, yes, I know how to spell Little. We really just wanted to talk to you for a few min-
utes and ask you about Alberta`s last night. We really want to get your side of the story.”

Jack: “Goodbye.”

And he hung up.

We contacted Jack’s lawyer.

In an email he wrote, “Mr. Little will not be making himself available for an interview with you. 
He asks that you not contact him or his household any further with respect to this matter.”

It was official.

Like the police 27 years ago, our investigation hit a brick wall.

We got back on the ferry to Vancouver exhausted and disappointed.

I thought our story might be over.

But it turns out it was just beginning. We were about to hear from someone with more informa-
tion, who had never spoken to police.

A man who said he saw Alberta with someone else after she left the bar that night.
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Chapter 4

The Brothers

**TRIGGER WARNING**

We started this story looking for answers about Alberta Williams’s unsolved murder. But the 
deeper we got into the story, the more I thought about the bigger questions.

Why are there over 1,200 cases of missing and murdered Indigenous women in Canada? Why 
are we more likely to be physically and sexually assaulted? Why are we more likely to be killed? 
What is at the root of this horrific violence?

My hope in telling Alberta’s story is to begin to connect the dots. That by telling a single story, 
we can help illuminate something bigger.

A warning: Some of the material in this episode is difficult to hear and may be triggering for 
some people.

After Jack refused to talk to us, we thought our story might be over. We headed back on the ferry 
to Vancouver, but there was one more lead we wanted to look into before flying back to Toronto.

We’d heard there was someone else who might have information. Someone who might have been 
at Jack’s house the night Alberta disappeared.

Alberta’s sister Claudia told us to try to talk to one of her cousins.

Claudia Williams: “I don’t know. They keep their distance from the Marsdens.”

Alberta’s aunt Donna Samuel called us. She’d also heard that Jack wasn’t the only one at his 
house that night — that he had a nephew who was staying in a spare bedroom that night.

And according to Donna, Jack put him on a bus the very next day.

She said his nephew never picked up his last cheque from the cannery where he worked that 
summer.
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Donna said his name is Brad Marsden and that he lives in Vancouver.

We tracked Brad down and he agreed to meet us for a coffee the next day.

We met at a Starbucks in the Kitsilano neighbourhood in Vancouver. Brad didn’t want us to re-
cord our conversation, but we talked to him for over two hours. It was intense. 

It was more than a conversation — it was an education.

Brad is in his 40s now, and works as a facilitator giving presentations about Canadian history. 
But not the history that is typically taught in schools. Brad speaks about the true history of the 
relationship between Indigenous people and the rest of Canada.

Our conversation that day stayed with me for a long time. Not only because of what he told us 
about the night Alberta died, but because Brad helped me begin to understand how her murder 
and the story of her family and community could be connected to this Canadian history that he is 
so passionate about teaching.

We called Brad again a few months later, hoping he would change his mind about an on-the-re-
cord interview.

Connie: “Hey Brad, how’s it going?”

Brad: “Nervous. I’ll be up front, I’m not going to beat around the bush, it’s a little nerve-wrack-
ing.”

Despite his nerves, this time he agreed to let us record our conversation.

Brad: “Right, OK, and what are we going to be talking about?”

Connie: “I think what we’re hoping is to talk about a lot of what we talked about that day at the 
Starbucks.”

In 1989, Brad, like Alberta, was working in the fishing industry in Prince Rupert, B.C.

Brad: “I was working in the fish cannery, I was working there and usually go there every sum-
mer. That particular summer, I got there, I believe, beginning of July, and I usually head back in 
end of August to start.”
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Connie: “What was the city like back then? Do you remember? Has it changed?”

Brad: “Rupert?”

Connie: “Yeah.”

Brad: “You know, as a young boy growing up, that was the mecca. You know it when the fish-
erman came in and all the money was flowing around them, it was a really, really busy small 
town.”

It was tough. Brad worked long hours in the cannery and at night he slept in his car. He had no-
where else to go. He was grateful when his uncle Jack and aunt Rosie offered him a place to stay.

Connie: “And so that summer you ended up staying with your uncle Jack?”

Brad: “Yes, I did. We never really connected all that much with my dad’s side of the family, 
which would have been his wife, my auntie Rosie, and they offered me a place to stay and you 
know, that was a great, great gesture and I love them for it. So yeah, that’s how I ended up there.”

Connie: “Did you know Alberta at all?”

Brad: “Like I mentioned, you know, the dynamics around my family, concerning my dad — my 
dad passed away, and I never really got to know that side of the family, my dad’s side of the fam-
ily. So to answer you, no I didn’t really connect with them.”

Connie: “So would Alberta have been, like, your distant cousin? Is that how it worked? Or were 
you related to Jack’s side of the family?”

Brad: “No, I was more related to Alberta… she would have been my first cousin, because my dad 
and her mom were brother and sister.”

We wanted to talk about the night Alberta disappeared. But Brad started at the beginning of his 
own story.

Brad is Gitxsan, a nation from northern western B.C. His father died when he was a baby and his 
young mother was struggling on her own. So Brad and his brother Doug were left to live with 
their grandparents.

Brad: “I’m really forthcoming in my workshops and I really tell them about my experience and 
my childhood. And in the beginning, when I first started out of there, it was so hard to hold back 
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tears, you know, it was emotional. But now, you know, I’ve come out on the other end, where 
you know I’m able to still be present and still acknowledge my history and my personal history 
and relate it to, you know, the broader picture of what happened to all of our people across the 
country.”

Brad’s workshops focus on an era some say is the darkest chapter in Canadian history: Indian 
residential schools.

For over 100 years, 150,000 Indigenous children were taken from their homes. Children as 
young as four years old taken from their mothers and fathers and forced to attend residential 
schools. They weren’t allowed to go home, they weren’t allowed to speak their language. They 
weren’t allowed to practice their culture.

Some kids had their heads shaved on arrival. Others had their names changed. Some were given 
a number. It was part of government policy.

The goal was total assimilation. What became described as a campaign “to kill the Indian in the 
child.”

We know now that thousands of children experienced horrific physical and sexual abuse. Thou-
sands died in residential schools. Some of them died while trying to escape.

The schools affected generations of families. There were over 100 schools across the country.

The first one opened in the mid to late 1800s and the last one closed in 1996.

A truth and reconciliation commission travelled across the country recording testimony from 
thousands of survivors. Testimony about their experiences in residential schools but also about 
how the legacies still affect communities today.

You’re probably wondering, why the history lesson? What does learning about residential 
schools have to do with Alberta’s murder? Truthfully, I don’t exactly know yet. But I’m betting 
there is a connection.

In the years that I’ve focused on reporting on stories of missing and murdered Indigenous wom-
en, one of the things I’ve noticed is how similar so many of the women’s stories are.

At CBC News, we compiled a database with over 250 profiles of women whose disappearance or 
death is still unsolved. Including Alberta’s.
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And as you read their stories you begin to see patterns in the violence. To connect the dots. You 
begin to understand just how closely the issues are related. Or rather, how the legacies of residen-
tial schools impact all of the issues we see in our communities today.

Justice Murray Sinclair said, “There is not one aboriginal person in this country that has not been 
touched by the residential school experience.” I was in the room when Justice Sinclair said that 
at the final Truth and Reconciliation event in 2015. It was a truth that every Indigenous person in 
the room understood.

It’s a truth that Brad Marsden knows too well.

Brad: “I’m a product of being like all the people who raised me, you know. They had their ex-
periences with colonization, residential schools and… a lot of those viewpoints, beliefs, fears, 
anger, you know, that molded a lot of our communities’ minds. And, you know, I’m just a five-
year-old little boy coming into this world. I’m very dependent on my caregivers and you know 
my mind was developed as if it’s very influenced by the residential school. My mind, the way I 
view the world, is probably very similar to some of the survivors, because you only teach what 
you know, right?”

Connie: “So you are a survivor as well, in a way.”

Brad: “Yeah. Today we call it ‘intergenerational survivors.’ Like, even though I never went to 
those residential schools, my primary caregivers did. Their views and attitude and outlook in life 
were heavily influenced by the residential school.”

I think I was so moved by talking to Brad because I felt like I wasn’t only learning about him, 
but that in a way I was also learning about myself and my family. About how my own childhood 
experiences give me a unique understanding about how these issues are connected.

Because in some ways, the violence at the root of this issue made me who I am.

I don’t have a lot of memories from my childhood, but the ones I do remember are frightening.

My father was an alcoholic and he used to hit my mother. I remember many times being woken 
up in the night by the yelling and the violence. Sometimes, we would run away from him and 
hide in the alleys, worried he was coming after us.

At the time, I didn’t know that he was a residential school survivor. Sent to Qu’Appelle Indian 
Residential school when he was a child. I still don’t know what happened to him there. But I can 
imagine.
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Because the pain and the fear he inflicted on us came from somewhere in him.

It was bad for a long time but it ended in one night when I was seven years old. The night he 
threatened to kill my mother. I remember being paralyzed with fear, but not much else. I don’t 
remember how we got out of that room.

The rest of the night and the days afterward are a blur. But I know the police were called.

He went to jail. And we didn’t see him again for years.

We escaped. The lucky ones.

Having those kinds of experiences as children can’t help but shape who you become

as an adult. Or what you do.

“So why are you in particular personally compelled to do this kind of work?” I asked Brad. 
“What is it about… you and your experience that makes you want to do this, because I can’t 
imagine it’s in easy job?”

Brad: “No. You know, that is a great question that I often ask myself because of my history. 
My personal upbringing and part of the residential school was, you know, like, there’s a lack of 
affection. I was always wondering why, you know, nobody gave me a hug or told me they loved 
me. So as a child, you grow up with the perceptions about yourself that either you’re lovable 
and wanted or unworthy and I’m not going to lie, that kind of stayed with me and… doing these 
workshops, it sort of helps me personally to go against those beliefs about myself.”

Connie: “You were a kid that felt unloved, and unwanted?”

Brad: “Yeah, yeah.”

Brad didn’t want to go into detail about his childhood or how the trauma he experienced may 
have affected the way he responded to events on the night Alberta disappeared.

So what did Brad know about the night Alberta vanished? Remember, Alberta told her sister 
Claudia that she was going to a party at Jack’s house. His wife, Rosie, was out of town that 
weekend.

Claudia said later Jack denied hosting a party. Police say that Jack told them that Alberta did go 
to his house after the bar with a mysterious white guy who drove a pickup truck. But when he 
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woke up they were both gone.

Jack wouldn’t tell us what he remembered about that night.

But Brad was asleep in the back bedroom.

What did he know about the night Alberta disappeared?

Connie: “Was it a big house or small house? Like, how far was your room from the living 
room?”

Brad: “Probably about, maybe 30 feet.”

Connie: “How many bedrooms were there?”

Brad: “I believe it was three.”

Connie: “I know that it was a long time ago, but what do you remember about the night that 
Alberta went missing?”

Brad: “I was asleep when I heard voices and I can’t say whose voices they were, and they could 
have been anybody, but yeah, I was asleep when I woke up probably about three or somewhere 
[in the morning]. I don’t even know what time, it’s been so long, but I can’t even think about… 
whose voices or how many voices…”

Connie: “Did you recognize Jack’s voice?”

Brad: “No, I don’t remember. I don’t think in terms of geez, who is out there, and I’m just like, 
geez, can I get some sleep. You know that I was very appreciative of being there in the first place 
and probably put a pillow on the side of my head and covered my ears.”

Connie: “Do you remember… anything else that sticks out in your mind about that night?”

Brad: “No, nothing at all… I kind of understand someone’s parties in the living room and you 
just try your best to go to sleep.”

Connie: “You want to avoid that.”

Brad: “Yeah, you just try to avoid it. You understand it. I know all those people are… I’m just 
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going to try my best to get back to sleep and get to work in the morning.”

* * *

Although Alberta’s aunt and her sister both heard the rumours about Brad, in 27 years, neither 
had ever asked him if it was true.

Connie: “We heard that that you were staying at Jack’s that summer, but that he put you on a bus 
shortly after Alberta had disappeared. Is that true?

Brad: “Wow, wow, wow. Whoever told you that is… wow. That’s all I got to say, is that is totally, 
totally not true.”

Connie: “That didn’t happen?”

Brad: “That absolutely didn’t happen, and I wonder how somebody would have fabricated that 
story or came up with that story.”

Connie: “I mean, it was that you were put on the bus not long after Alberta disappeared, and that 
you didn’t pick up your last pay cheque at the fishery.”

Brad: “Yes, and I believe we spoke about that as well, they sent me my cheque to Prince George, 
right?’

Connie: “So that’s true, but that was not out of the ordinary?”

Brad: “For me to leave my cheque?”

Connie: “Yeah.”

Brad: “Oh yeah, I’ve done that in the past, where I didn’t want to wait around for my last cheque 
in order to leave right away. They usually send me my last cheque in the mail.”

So Brad didn’t see anything the night Alberta disappeared. And although he heard voices, he 
says he didn’t hear a fight or disturbance. And he didn’t even know if he heard Alberta there that 
night.

Connie: “Does anything stand out in your mind about the next few days after that?”
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Brad: “Not really. All I remember is I spoke to Claudia and I was having lunch at one of the 
restaurants and she came, and I said that, you know, I heard some voices in the house, and, you 
know, that’s the only thing I really remember sticking out after the couple days went by.”

Connie: “What about with with Jack himself, because Claudia told us that almost immediately, 
questions started being asked of Jack, about what happened that night.”

Brad: “I hate to say that, but you know, I was at work for 12 to 14 hours a day, and, you know, 
when I got home, all I knew is that they left me a dinner out to eat at 10 o’clock. I love that, you 
know. I was so appreciative of that, for somebody to, you know, to leave out a meal for me and 
then I just quickly go to bed after that, and I really didn’t have any contact with anybody. You 
know, 7:30 a.m. gone till possibly 10, 10:30 at night.”

Connie: “You had mentioned the party, or what you thought was… a party to Jack in the days 
following.”

Brad: “I don’t think I mentioned it to him, I believe he may have said that wasn’t a party. That 
was about it, that’s all I remember.”

Brad says that it wasn’t until weeks later, after he left Prince Rupert, that police came to talk to 
him about Alberta’s murder.

Connie: “So what do you remember about that visit from the police?”

Brad: “I remember they showed up at my door and we went down to a local detachment. I 
remember them hypnotizing me, asking me various questions about do I remember a colour of 
a truck, do I remember voices, do I remember license plates, and I just told them, you know, I 
don’t remember. ‘Cause I was sleeping, right?”

Connie: “They hypnotized you?”

Brad: “Yeah, I was aware of where I was, but I guess I was totally relaxed and after that, one of 
the gentleman he mentioned, ‘Wow, you were really under, weren’t you?’ And I didn’t feel like 
it.”

Connie: “Wow.”

Brad: “Yeah, so I believe they did a lie detector or… something standing out to me about that.”

Connie: “Do you remember anything about what you told them? I mean, did you remember see-
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ing a truck?”

Brad: “No. I don’t even know where they would have got that.”

Connie: “And what about the voices? Were you able to give them any information about the 
voices?”

Brad: “No, no.”

Connie: “According to the RCMP, Jack told them that he saw Alberta get into a truck with a 
white guy after the bar that night. Do you have any recollection of a white guy being around?”

Brad: “Around Jack’s place?”

Connie: “Yeah.”

Brad: “No, no, not at all.”

Connie: “How would you describe your relationship with Jack that summer?”

Brad: “You know, I really like Jack. He’s very friendly and he’s very talkative and jokey and it 
just felt good to have my auntie and my uncle open their house to me. It’s one of those things you 
remember. It goes against your own personal self-concepts, the unlovable, unwanted, unworthy, 
so it’s nice to be seen that way. So it was nice.”

Connie: “That is really nice. Certainly you must have heard rumours about that night and about 
Jack’s potential involvement, because we’ve also heard them.”

Brad: “I don’t believe them. I believe that they probably just had some beers and then everybody 
went their separate ways. And that’s what I believe. So getting back to the question, I don’t be-
lieve the rumours.”

I’m a little disappointed that Brad doesn’t remember more from the night Alberta disappeared. 
When we first spoke, Brad talked more about his childhood. He didn’t go into details but he 
alluded to reasons that might explain why his instinct was just to put a pillow over his head that 
night.

And in general keep his head down.
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Brad: “You know, I never heard about the residential school until l was about 23 or 24. I came 
out of my mother’s womb and was introduced to… my world, you know, the Indian reservation. 
These negative social problems that we see that are in our communities today, this was what I 
thought was just the way it is on the reservation, right? Now that I know what exactly was in our 
history, all of the trauma that collectively our people across the land experience… it’s kind of 
mind-boggling, now that I think back. I was left to my own devices to sort of piece together my 
world and 23 years old when I heard about it, I was already hardwired. I already had these deep-
set core beliefs about myself, my people and such, right?”

That was something I also related to. I didn’t know until I was an adult that my dad was a sur-
vivor of residential schools. By then, he quit drinking and embraced the culture and community 
that was taken away from him as a child.

My dad not only overcame his addictions, he transformed his entire life. He became a cultural 
leader in his community and a loving and supportive father to me and my siblings. I think Brad’s 
resilience also reminded me of my father’s… and my mother’s.

Connie: “What is it exactly that you’re trying to teach the people who attend your workshops?”

Brad: “Well, what I’m trying to teach is we’ve got all of these, you know, these negative stereo-
types, like ‘Indians get everything for free, Indians are lazy, blah, blah, blah,’ all of these nega-
tive stereotypes and when I show about law policy, about… we weren’t allowed to leave our re-
serves without a note… how helpless we were and the whole process of our children taken away 
and so they start to really see how, how we changed as a result of all of these impacts, and then 
they can better understand us. And you know go from a state of frustration, ‘Oh, all those Indians 
get everything for free,’ now it’s more of, ‘Oh I see why they have these certain dynamics… in 
these communities. I see why some of these native people may act the way they do, behave the 
way they do, think the way they do,’ and such.”

* * *

Alberta didn’t go to residential school. But her uncle Jack did.

I found out when I Googled his name. An article popped up written by Indigenous scholar Jeff 
Corntassell. It’s called “Indigenous Storytelling, Truth-telling, and Community Approaches to 
Reconciliation.” In it, Jeff quotes many residential school survivors and covers much of the same 
subject matter as Brad’s workshops: colonization, Canadian history and the legacies of residen-
tial schools.

The following passage is from Jack Little himself, as it appears in that article.
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“To the public I would say, ‘Listen.’ Listen to my story, listen to our story. It is reality, this is 
what happened to me, this is what happened to my siblings, this is what happened to my parents, 
this is what happened to my grandparents.

“And I would paint a scenario and let them know how we were treated. My father would get 
beaten to a pulp by supervisors and he still talks about it and he is almost 74 years old. I would 
paint the scenarios of when residential schools came. I would want them to be in my shoes if 
they could.

“I would paint that scenario and say now the government agent is coming to your home and 
taking your child away. How would you feel? Here is what happened to me: You are hungry and 
you didn’t eat that day and so you stole from the kitchen. They taught us how to steal. If you got 
caught, heaven help you if you got caught then you really got punished.”

The residential school that Jack went to was called the Alberni Indian Residential School on Van-
couver Island. I don’t know when Jack attended or for how long, but the school was in operation 
for over 70 years.

In 2015, it was discovered that students at the school were part of a nutritional experiment during 
the 1940s and ‘50s. The experiments were implemented by the federal government, and involved 
deliberately denying children food and health care to study the effects of malnutrition.

“So tell my story and give them nothing but facts, and ask them how they feel. So that is what I 
would do to the public at large. To the government that is a different story! The government is a 
lot harder to deal with but I would let them know that I am very hurt by what happened to my-
self, my siblings, my family. Honestly ask them if a life is only worth this much? I have heard 
horrendous stories of when people got their money. Money is not going to solve it. You can’t buy 
respect, you can’t buy love!”

Along with the hunger, the loneliness, the isolation, the children at Alberni residential school also 
had sexual predators in their midst.

In 1995, a former supervisor named Arthur Plint plead guilty to 18 counts of indecent assault 
against children. Plint was a supervisor for 20 years at Port Alberni residential school. His vic-
tims ranged in age from six to 13 and they gave horrifying testimony of brutal physical and 
sexual abuse.

The judge who heard Plint’s case called him a “sexual terrorist” and said, “The Indian residential 
school system was nothing more than institutionalized pedophilia.”

Plint was sentenced to 11 years, but was granted day parole six years later.
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In 2003, another supervisor at the same school was charged with 12 counts of assault. Donald 
Bruce Haddock plead guilty to four counts of indecent assault and was sentenced to 23 months in 
jail.

I can’t say for sure, but I think what Jack is referring to when he’s talking about money and com-
pensation is the Indian residential school settlement.

Threatened with class-action lawsuits for their role in residential schools, in 1999, the Canadian 
government agreed to pay $1.9 billion to survivors.

The settlement included something called a common experience payment: $10,000 for anyone 
who attended a school, and if they experienced physical or sexual abuse, they could apply for 
more compensation.

But first they would have to prove it. Survivors would have to reveal in excruciating detail the 
abuse they experienced at residential school. Many survivors said it was a traumatizing process. 
Some said it wasn’t worth the extra money they received.

I remember one interview that I did with a support worker who sat in with a survivor during her 
hearing. He said that it was her first time ever telling anyone about the abuse she endured. Her 
first time ever saying the words aloud. And that throughout the whole hearing, she kept her head 
down and her voice never raised past a whisper.

I just want to say again that some of this will be difficult to hear.

But it was a formal process with government lawyers and people keeping track of every detail. 
Survivors were expected to give extremely specific accounts of abuse they experienced as chil-
dren.

Was it level 5 sexual abuse? This is describe as repeated, persistent incidents of anal or vaginal 
intercourse.

Were they penetrated with an object?

Or was it Level 3 sexual abuse? This is one or more incidents of intercourse.

How harmful was this abuse to you? Did it result in serious dysfunction, like psychosis? Or harm 
resulting in some dysfunction like PTSD or severe panic or anxiety attacks?

After going through all that, if a survivor couldn’t prove their abuse, sometimes their claims were 



65

denied.

Both of my grandparents also went to residential school. My grandfather never said much about 
his experience. He was forced to go when he was six years old.

My grandmother was sent to a residential school in Manitoba and she hated it so much that 
she ran away. Luckily, she made it home. She never went back and she vowed none of her kids 
would ever go.

I used to wish that my grandparents had lived to see the apology and to receive compensation 
for their experiences in residential schools. But after covering these stories and hearing just how 
harmful the process was for many, I’m not so sure.

I remember thinking after leaving that coffee shop in Kitsilano, after our talk with Brad, that it 
would take some time to be able to process everything we’d heard.

But in reality, we didn’t have long. Because along with the lesson on residential schools and col-
onization, Brad told us something that we hadn’t heard before.

He wasn’t the only person in the spare room at Jack’s house on the night Alberta disappeared.

His brother Doug was also there. Asleep next to him.

* * *

Brad thought we should talk to Doug. That Doug might remember more than he did.

We met Doug the very next day. Doug is a little older than Brad, so he was able to get into the 
bar on the night Alberta disappeared.

Doug: “I do remember, umm, a place called Popeye’s. And I do remember seeing people in 
around the table, and it’s near a pool table, I believe.”

Connie: “Did you notice anyone else at the bar. Did you notice Claudia?”

Doug: “I didn’t see Claudia. But I think I seen, ah, Kathy. It was Kathy and Carol, Jack and the 
guy I mentioned. And um, who else did I see? Um, Alberta.”

Connie: “And you were staying at Jack’s house that summer?”



66

Doug: “Yes, I was.”

Connie: “And what happened after you left the bar that night?”

Doug: “When I left the bar, I just went back to Jack’s place and I went to sleep. And when I was 
sleeping, I remember hearing noises in the house. But when I got up to go to the washroom, I 
seen everybody. I do remember seeing Carol there. And I do remember seeing Jack. And I do 
remember seeing Alberta.”

Connie: “And so what was the scene there? Was it… were people happy? Was it a party? Were 
people arguing? What was —”

Doug: “It was, it was a party. They were laughing. They were just making loud noises. And that’s 
all I heard, that’s all I know about how they were talking.”

Connie: “And you didn’t hear any kind of argument that night or anything out of the ordinary?”

Doug: “I hadn’t heard a thing. Not a thing at all.”

So this is an important point.

Garry and Rick were the RCMP officers who investigated Alberta’s case. They didn’t believe 
there was a party at Jack’s house that night.

Here’s what Garry said when I asked him about it: “Were you ever able to verify anyone else 
went to that house party?”

Garry: “There was no one — no one went. Nobody. Other than Alberta and this mystery person. 
And then when this person woke up, Alberta and this mystery person were gone.”

But Garry never talked to Doug. Neither did Rick.

In fact, Doug says in the 27 years since Alberta’s murder, he has never been interviewed by po-
lice.

Doug: “No, I wasn’t interviewed at all. ‘Cause the family, they used to think me and my brother 
looked very similar. We probably did when we were much younger, but now… you can tell the 
distinction between the two. They seen him all night but they were actually talking to me.”
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But if police didn’t know, or didn’t believe there was a party, they also didn’t know there were 
other potential witnesses that could have helped them find out what really happened to Alberta 
that night.

Connie: “Because Alberta disappeared that night, did you ever think, I should talk to the police 
and say I saw her that night? Or did you ever think that you wanted to come forward with any 
information?”

Doug: “A lot of times when days go by, and you don’t really understand that the moment that 
maybe I should say something… because you think something happened. I had no idea what 
happened.”

Doug says he didn’t realize that he might have information the police would have wanted to 
know. But there is another reason why Doug might not have been eager to talk to the police.

And it could be the same reason that Jack refused to cooperate with them.

The history of the RCMP in Indigenous communities is dark and troubled. Admissions of racist 
police officers and shoddy investigations into cases of missing and murdered Indigenous women. 
It’s been a troubled relationship for over 100 years.

RCMP Commissioner Bob Paulson apologized for the RCMP’s role in the Indian residential 
school system at a truth and reconciliation event in 2014.

Their police officers were often the ones forcibly removing the children from their homes.

And when the children ran away, it was sometimes the RCMP who forced them to return.

It was hearing directly from one survivor that helped Paulson come to terms with just how much 
the RCMP failed Indigenous children.

I think knowing this history is important.

Having this context is crucial in understanding why there is a mistrust of police in indigenous 
communities.

And why some witnesses in Alberta’s case have stayed quiet for 27 years.
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Chapter 5

The Black Truck

One thing that I’ve learned in covering unsolved cases is that time does not heal all wounds. No 
matter how much time has passed, the families of missing or murdered women still agonize over 
the loss of their loved one. And never give up on finding justice.

I’m sure that is true for anyone grappling with such a horrific loss. But for Indigenous families, 
there’s another layer of injustice. A society that for a long time has been indifferent.

It’s really only been in the last few years that these stories have been deemed newsworthy. Now, 
journalists and Canadians more generally are paying attention.

It’s been the families of missing and murdered women and girls who have pushed their stories 
into the spotlight.

Myra Anderson lost her 15-year-old niece Leah Anderson in 2013. I first heard about Leah’s sto-
ry after Myra posted a photo on Facebook. It was a picture of Leah, in front of a Christmas tree 
at their home in Gods Lake Narrows, Man.

Right next to her face, it read: “Hi my name is Leah, this picture was taken a few weeks before I 
was murdered. I loved everything about my life. Please help my family find my killer.”

Myra posted that photo because she was desperate to get some attention. She hoped it would help 
pressure police to work harder to find Leah’s killer.

“It’s on my mind every day,” said Myra Anderson. “Who could have done this? Do I see this 
person? Is he around here? Is there a suspect? I wonder if this is the day they’ll make an arrest.”

Tootsie Tuccaro also wonders when that day will come. Her daughter Amber’s remains were 
found outside of Edmonton in 2012. Tootsie doesn’t know how her daughter ended up there.

The only insight she has comes from a recording of Amber’s last phone call.

Amber: “Yo, where are we going?”
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This audio was released by police two years after she disappeared. They were hoping to identify 
the man Amber is with in the vehicle.

Amber: “You better not be taking me anywhere I don’t want to go. I want to go into the city.”

She thinks she is going into Edmonton. But it becomes clear that is not where he seems to be 
taking her.

Amber: “Yo, we are not going in the city, are we?”

Man: “We are.”

Amber: “No, we are not.”

Man: “Yes.”

Tootsie Tuccaro said she has nightmares about that. “But you know what? As much as my heart’s 
broken, as much as I want my girl back, it’s not about me. It’s about Amber. And to get justice 
for Amber.”

Myra and Tootsie are not alone in their grief. CBC News has a database of over 250 cases, all un-
solved. We’ve interviewed over 100 family members. Our profiles try to show who these wom-
en and girls were and illustrate just how much they’re loved and missed, and try to bring some 
attention to their stories.

Alberta’s story wasn’t really reported on when it happened. There were a few pictures in the pa-
per when she disappeared. But no one interviewed her family or her friends at the time.

CBC has had a station in Prince Rupert for decades, but there is nothing in their archives about 
Alberta. The first mention I could find about Alberta in any of our archives is actually from 2010, 
when her sister Karen took Alberta’s photo to a march in Vancouver to raise awareness about the 
Highway of Tears and missing and murdered Indigenous women.

Karen Williams: “She was the kindest, politest person, she wouldn’t hurt a fly. My dad, I remem-
ber seeing him break down and cry and he said, why are my daughters looking for where their 
sister is in a dumpster, in the bushes?”

Karen is holding a stack of posters at the march. As she hands them out, you can see a picture of 
Alberta and in red letters it reads, “Alberta Gail Williams, Unsolved Murder.”
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Karen is Alberta’s youngest sister, the baby in the family.

I had reached out to her months ago, but it wasn’t until after the first episode of this podcast was 
released that she wrote back to me and we spoke on the phone.

Karen still hopes that Alberta’s murder will be solved.

Karen Williams: “Oh definitely, hope for it. I hope we find out eventually.”

Connie: “You want to know the truth?”

Karen: “Yup. I want to know what happened to her that night.”

Alberta’s family has always believed that someone out there has information about her murder. 
Over the years, they’ve heard rumours. Stories whispered about at family gatherings.

One rumour in particular bubbled to the surface. The day before we were due to head back to 
Toronto, Alberta’s aunt Donna Marsden called us.

She said years earlier, at a family gathering, a distant relative named Amanda said she saw some-
thing suspicious the weekend that Alberta disappeared.

Donna Marsden: “Her mom told her, ‘You need to go to the police and tell them.’ But she said, ‘I 
don’t want to do that because I don’t want nothing to happen to your sister Rosie.’ She was afraid 
for my sister if she spoke out, eh. Amanda is our relative. I was encouraging her, too, to go to the 
police and I told her they would protect my sister. But I don’t know if she went.”

Just a reminder: Donna and Rosie are sisters, and Rosie is married to Jack Little.

Donna said she didn’t have a number for Amanda, but said she would try to track one down for 
us.

My producer Marnie and I went back to our hotel and called Alberta’s sister Claudia. We wanted 
to know If she had ever heard this rumour before.

Connie: “Did you happen to know anyone named Amanda that also lived in Prince Rupert at the 
time?”

Claudia: “Amanda? I know Amanda.”
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Connie: “Did you have any contact with her at the time, or did you hear anything from her in the 
years following?”

Claudia: “No, except that there was a lot of talk that Alberta was seen in Terrace. This is coming 
from Yvonne and Amanda. They said that Alberta came to Terrace. She was in a truck with three 
guys and she was heavily intoxicated.”

Connie: “Did they give descriptions or identify the three guys?”

Claudia: “They said it was Jack.”

Connie: “When did they tell you this?”

Claudia: “Maybe a year, a year or two later, and I said, ‘Well, why didn’t you guys go to the 
police?’”

If this rumour was true, Claudia wondered why Alberta would be in Terrace, a town an hour and 
a half away from Prince Rupert? And why wait nearly two years after Alberta’s death to mention 
this?

Connie: “So they said the night that she went missing they saw Alberta with three guys in a 
truck?”

Claudia: “Umm-hmmm.”

Connie: “Who was with Jack and Alberta? Who were the other two guys?”

Claudia: “They recognized Jack right away. And the other two, they didn’t know right off the 
bat, they just knew that there was two other people in there. It’s just really odd, you know. I just 
looked at Yvonne, I said, ‘Well, why do you guys just sit around and wait? Why don’t you guys 
say something?’”

After hearing Claudia’s skepticism, Marnie and I weren’t sure what to make of this information. 
We were intrigued, but our trip to B.C. was wrapping up. If we were going to pursue this rumour, 
we needed to talk to Amanda or Yvonne. Right away.

After a lot of calling around, we found a number for Amanda around 9 p.m.

“Hello?”
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Connie: “Hi, is this Amanda?”

Amanda: “Yeah.”

Connie: “Hi, Amanda. Are you the same Amanda who lives in Terrace and knows Claudia Wil-
liams?”

Amanda: “Yeah.”

Connie: “OK, good. I’m glad it’s you. I was just talking to Claudia tonight. My name is Connie 
Walker, I’m a reporter for CBC News.”

Amanda: “Oh, yeah?”

Connie: “Yeah. We’re looking into cases of missing and murdered Indigenous women, and we’re 
doing a story about Alberta.”

Amanda: “Oh.”

Connie: “We’ve been interviewing people down here in Vancouver and on the island for the last 
week, about Alberta’s case.”

Amanda: “Oh, yes?”

Connie: “And a couple people said we should talk to you.”

Amanda: “Oh. That’s a long story.”

Connie: “Yeah. Hmmm.”

Amanda: “Long story.”

Connie: “Can you tell us what you remember about that night?”

Amanda: “I’m — I don’t have time right now. I’m in the tub.”

Connie: “Pardon me?”
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Amanda: “I don’t have time to talk right now because I’m taking a shower.”

Connie Walker: “Because why?”

Amanda: “I’m taking a shower.”

Connie: “Oh. So we’ve spoken to some… of Alberta’s family members about that night.”

Amanda: “Oh yeah?”

Connie: “Yeah, and —”

Amanda: “Hmmm. I… I’m going to get cold. Could you call me back tomorrow?”

Connie: “Can we call you back in 10 minutes?”

Amanda: “Um. I don’t know what time I’ll be out of the shower.”

Connie: “We heard that you saw something that night.”

Amanda: “I can’t talk right now. Can I take a shower? Can you phone me back tomorrow?”

Connie: “Yeah, we can phone you back, will you tell us what you know tomorrow?”

Amanda: “Yes, yes. Yeah, I will.”

I thought that was a bit odd.

A reporter calls you to talk about an unsolved murder, something you’ve said you might know 
something about, but you can’t talk because you’re in the shower? Who answers their phone in 
the shower?

I wondered if Amanda just didn’t want to talk to us.

We tried calling her again the next morning.

Machine: “Hi, we’re not home right now, please leave a message and your phone number and 
your name and we’ll get back to you.”



74

Connie: “Hi, my name is Connie Walker, we spoke last night. I’m calling from the CBC because 
we’re doing a story about Alberta Williams…”

Our flight back to Toronto was that afternoon. We only had a limited time to verify the rumour 
that Amanda may have seen Alberta in Terrace after she disappeared.

Donna said Amanda’s sister Yvonne was also with her and that she might have information.

“Hello?”

Connie: “Hi, is this Yvonne?”

Yvonne: “Yeah.”

Connie: “Hi, Yvonne. My name is Connie Walker. I’m a reporter with CBC News and I’m doing 
a story about Alberta Williams. Do you remember Alberta?”

Yvonne: “Yeah.”

Connie: “Yeah. I was told by someone that I should contact you, that you might have some infor-
mation about that night.”

Yvonne: “About that night.”

Connie: “Yeah.”

We found out that Yvonne and Amanda were Alberta’s cousins, but Yvonne grew up on reserve, 
so she says she didn’t know Alberta very well. But she remembers when she went missing and 
the strange dream she had.

Yvonne: “I dreamt again that I was walking, walking, walking, and my feet were getting really 
wet because of the soft ground I was walking, and I saw this big guy walking and he had Alberta 
in his hands. I followed, followed, followed, but that’s a dream. Four days after, I think they said 
they found her outside, across the railway.”

Connie: “When you say she left with two guys, was that in your dream?”

Yvonne: “No, no, no. The best person you could be talking to are the sisters of Alberta, because 
they knew who she left with.”
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Connie: “Yeah, we spoke to Claudia —”

Yvonne: “It wasn’t Claudia.”

Connie: “Who?”

Yvonne: “It was umm…”

Connie: “Karen?”

Yvonne: “No. Kathy, I think they call her Kathy. She was in Rupert.”

Connie: “Is Kathy related to Alberta?”

Yvonne: “That’s their sister.”

Connie: “Oh.”

Yvonne: “Yes. How come those guys didn’t mention it?”

Connie: “I don’t know.”

Yvonne: “I don’t know why they’re not telling you guys the story. I think somebody saw that she 
was taken into a truck with two guys.”

Connie: “Was one of them Jack?”

Yvonne: “I, I don’t wanna say anything, but I’m surprised that their wives don’t wanna say any-
thing. You have to talk to them. Really question them, what went down.”

Connie: “Talk to Rosie?”

Yvonne: “Yes. And Kathy.”

Connie: “What we heard was at the bar that night, in Prince Rupert at a place called Bogey’s or 
Popeye’s —”

Yvonne: “Yes, that’s where they last seen her. And I don’t know why they are not telling what is 
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going on. Because we weren’t there, but she came by Amanda’s late that evening. It was raining 
when there was a knock on the door. It was late at night.”

Connie: “Are you sure it was Alberta?”

Yvonne: “Yeah, that was Alberta.”

Connie: “And she was with two guys in a black truck?”

Yvonne: “Yes.”

Connie: “And that was in Terrace or in Rupert?”

Yvonne: “In Terrace.”

Connie: “In Terrace.”

Yvonne: “Yeah, but they were on their way to Rupert, she said. She came by the door and she 
called Amanda and Amanda was talking to her out in the rain.”

Connie: “And the guys that she was with — did you see them?”

Yvonne: “No, my sister Amanda, she took her out of the truck because she needed the bathroom 
and she wanted to borrow money. She wanted to borrow 20 bucks.”

Connie: “Did your sister Amanda tell you who it was?”

Yvonne: “No. I — she will tell you who they are.”

Connie: “Was one of them Jack?”

Yvonne: “I — Amanda will fill you in because she knows more about that.”

Connie: “I’m going to call Amanda but… just give us some indication who she saw in that 
truck.”

Yvonne: “Well, she said that Jack was there. And I think she said that white guy was in the… 
Kathy’s husband.”
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Connie: “Kathy’s husband was the white guy?”

Yvonne: “I think so.”

Connie: “Do you know if Jack had access to a black truck?”

Yvonne: “I think Kathy’s husband did. They were saying he was a cab driver in Terrace before. 
But Amanda will fill you in, because she knows more because she met that cab driver and she 
knows who that guy is, because they know who he is, yup.”

Connie: “If you talk to Amanda, you can let her know we talked, and we’ll be calling her again, I 
guess.”

Yvonne: “Yeah, OK, thank you.”

We got off the phone with Yvonne more confused than ever. Alberta was seen with two guys in a 
black truck? She has a sister named Kathy that we didn’t know about? Why would she have been 
in Terrace? Who was this cab driver? Had they ever investigated another possible suspect? And if 
it was true, how would it fit in with their suspicions about Jack?

Claudia said Amanda saw Alberta with three guys in a black truck, but Yvonne only saw two. 
Which was it?

We really needed to talk to Amanda. We tried calling, but again there was no answer. We called 
Claudia back to ask if she had a sister named Kathy.

Claudia: “I do. Kathy is in Prince Rupert. She lived with Jack at one time, long time ago. She’s 
the one that was saying, ‘Oh, the police are doing their job and all that,’ you know, she’s not 
much of a person to, you know, try and get answers. So, that’s Kathy.”

Connie: “Was she there that night?”

Claudia: “For some reason I don’t think she was there. I think she was having a lot of problems. 
She had a boyfriend at the time — Tim.”

Marnie: “Oh, Ken?”

Claudia: “Ken Collinson.”
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Marnie: “Collinson?”

Claudia: “Yeah. And Ken was the one that had a little black truck at the time.”

Connie: “And was he white?”

Claudia: “Yup.”

Connie: “He was her boyfriend, but you don’t remember them at the bar?”

Claudia: “No. No. I don’t remember them at the bar. But I know that Ken and Kathy were having 
a lot of problems. You see, they were together at the time, I’m not too sure but I know that there 
was a lot of talk about the black truck and that’s what came to mind was that little black truck. 
They had a little black truck.”

We wondered why Claudia never mentioned Kathy before, or why she never pointed out that

Kathy’s boyfriend was a white guy with a black truck.

Remember that there was a mysterious white guy in a pickup truck that Jack told police he saw 
Alberta with that night. But police never believed his story.

Connie: “So Ken could have been at the bar that night. You are just not sure if he was there or 
not?”

Claudia: “He could have been at the bar that night. Prince Rupert is a very small town. Every-
body knows what everybody’s doing.”

Connie: “And you think he was a friend of Jack’s?”

Claudia: “He was a friend of Jack’s.”

Connie: “How do you know?”

Claudia: “Because I’ve seen them, you know, in Prince Rupert. There’s not a lot of people to be 
friends with in Prince Rupert. Only your circle of friends, which were there that summer. I didn’t 
see Ken at that table, so when everyone was talking about a black truck, the only black truck that 
I can think of was that. But at the same time, I thought, you know, he was just pointing fingers, a 
black truck and a white guy.”
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* * *

Claudia has always wanted to find out the truth about Alberta’s murder. She’s heard a lot of spec-
ulation in the years following, but she wasn’t always sure just what to believe.

Claudia: “People reached out, and they say, ‘Oh, you know, I’m so sorry about your sister, and 
all of that,’ and I said, ‘Yeah, well, you know what,’ I said, ‘the pain is there, it’s never gonna go 
away.’ It makes me angry that people don’t talk. She meant something to me, she was somebody. 
And Yvonne was the one who — Yvonne and Amanda were saying something about, ‘Oh, yeah, 
she was in a black truck when she showed up in Terrace,’ and I said, ‘Well, you need to go to the 
police with that.’ Then I seen them again, I said, ‘So what happened, did you talk to the police?’ 
And they go, ‘No, we’re scared.’ I know they were talking about a black truck and there was 
some guys in there with Alberta.’

Connie: “And where Alberta’s body was found, it’s between Terrace and Prince Rupert, right?”

Claudia: “Yes.”

Connie: “Do you think Kathy will talk to us?”

Claudia: “Of course she will. Kathy will talk, but again, approach Kathy, it’s kind of weird be-
cause, you know, she’s like, ‘Well, the police are doing their best,’ so that’s her way of dealing 
with it, I guess. She’d rather not be, you know, thinking about it every day, maybe?”

We tried calling Kathy immediately but we weren’t able to reach her.

Now, we had a tough decision to make. We were supposed to fly back to Toronto in a few hours, 
but now had more questions than answers. We had enough to do a short news story.

We could head back and keep trying to reach people from Toronto. But we’d come all this way 
and it felt like we were starting to get some momentum. People were starting to talk, we didn’t 
want to give up now.

We called our senior producer, Heather Evans, in Toronto and decided to change our plans.

Instead of going back to Toronto we would to fly north to Prince Rupert to track down Amanda.

And find out if there was really something behind this story of Alberta and two or three men in a 
black truck.
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On our way to the airport, we checked back in with Garry to see if he’d ever heard of this rumour 
or talked to Alberta’s sister Kathy or her boyfriend, Ken.

Marnie: “We just wanted to ask you: Did you ever throughout the course of your investigation 
come across Kathy Williams, Alberta’s sister?”

Garry: “Yeah, actually I think… I know she had more sisters than just Claudia.”

Marnie: “So she has a sister Kathy…”

Connie: “Who might have been there that night as well.”

Garry: “Hmmm. Well, what I can do is like I’ll definitely go back through my notes again. I can 
see whether I’ve got that name in there or not.”

Connie: “The other name that came up today is that Kathy was dating on and off a guy by the 
name of Ken Collinson.”

Garry: “Ken Collinson? OK, well I’ll write that name down. So Kathy and Ken Collinson. Kathy 
Williams —”

Connie: “And Ken was a taxi driver in Terrace, I think? Or in Prince Rupert.”

Marnie: “From Terrace, but drove taxis in Prince Rupert, apparently.”

Garry: “OK.”

Connie: “And then the other thing is he may have driven a pickup truck to Terrace that night, and 
Alberta may have been there.”

Garry: “Yeah, like I said that doesn’t ring any bells at all. But like I said I’ll certainly check out 
those names for you, though. So you are heading back tonight, then?”

Connie: “Well, we’re actually going to head to Prince Rupert.”

Garry: “Oh, wow. Oh my god, good for you, guys! Well, like I said, I’ll certainly go through 
those names and I’m sure I’ll be able to do that for you, if not this evening then first thing in the 
morning. But as soon as I go through my notebook I will give you a call to see if any of those 
names are in there.”
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Marnie: “That would be great. Thank you.”

Garry: “Awesome, let me know how you make out. Enjoy Prince Rupert.”

The plane that flies from Vancouver to Prince Rupert is a Dash 8. Not a tiny plane, but not big, 
either. I don’t like flying in general and I definitely don’t like flying in smaller planes. 

I was a bit apprehensive about heading up to Prince Rupert. It’s hard to explain why.

I grew up on a reserve in southern Saskatchewan and I have really only travelled to a few north-
ern communities for work. I went to Gods Lake Narrows, a small fly-in community in northern 
Manitoba, to do Leah Anderson’s story. And then to Fort Chipewyan, Alta., to talk to Amber 
Tuccaro’s family.

Both of those trips were really difficult. Diving deep into a community to talk about an unsolved 
murder would be stressful anywhere. But there is something about northern communities sur-
rounded by wilderness that adds to the tension.

When you fly to Prince Rupert, you actually land on an island where there is a tiny airport. After 
you collect your luggage, you get on a school bus. It travels on a gravel road for about 10 min-
utes, then the bus drives onto a ferry and heads to the mainland.

We got off the bus during the short ferry ride. The sun had come back out just in time for the 
sunset. It was gorgeous. An orange light reflected off the water to the west and we saw misty 
mountains covered in trees to the east.

When the ferry docked, the bus headed toward downtown. I looked out the window as we drove 
past houses and apartment buildings. Many of them were run down.

It was clear this is no longer a boom town.

The bus dropped us off at a small terminal. Our camera guy, Harold, went to get the rental van. 
Marnie and I waited for our luggage. While we were waiting, Marnie decided to head outside to 
check things out. She noticed a taxi stand just outside the terminal and a cab parked in front.

She went up to the driver and started making small talk.

Marnie: “I just walked up to him and said, ‘Hey, we don’t know Prince Rupert, we just got here, 
do you know where Bogey’s or Popeye’s is? He pointed up the street and said, ‘Yes, right by that 
red building, but….”
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He mentioned that he had been driving a cab in Prince Rupert for over 30 years.

Marnie: “And I said, oh, do you remember a taxi driver named Ken, who would have worked 
here around 30 years ago? He said, ‘Yeah, I know Ken. Ken still works as a taxi driver here. And 
he’s in taxi number nine and he works the 11-to-11 shift. He is working right now.’ I couldn’t 
believe it. I mean, we had no idea if he was still in town and to find out, not only is he there, he’s 
driving a taxi still. We know the taxi number and his shift. So yeah, I was shocked.”

Our first instinct was to try to talk to Ken right away and ask him about the rumour. Did he have 
a black truck in 1989? Could he be the white guy that Jack said Alberta was with the night she 
disappeared? Did Ken know anything about Alberta`s disappearance?

But we quickly realized we couldn’t do that. We’d only heard rumours.

Before we approached Ken, we needed to confirm what Amanda saw that night. And we needed 
to talk to Alberta’s sister Kathy. We checked into our hotel and tried calling Kathy and Amanda 
again.

There was no answer on Kathy’s phone, but a man answered when we called Amanda’s house. 
He said that Amanda couldn’t come to the phone, she wasn’t feeling well. But we could try her 
again in the morning.

It was getting late. But now that we were in Prince Rupert, we wanted to see the places we’d 
been hearing about for so long.

We headed to 140 Crestview Ave., Jack Little’s old house. We pulled up to a small bungalow 
with a carport attached on one side.

It was a Friday night. But the street was very dark and quiet. It looked like someone was home. 
The lights were on and the blinds were open a little bit. But we didn’t see anyone.

We did some filming outside of the house. And then decided to head out to the highway.

Harold wanted to film driving along the highway at night, so I drove.

There is really only one road in and out of Prince Rupert, Highway 16, the Highway of Tears.

When I pulled onto the highway, it was pitch black. But there was just enough light to sense the 
darkness of the mountains all around us. We headed east.
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I drove slowly, partly so Harold could get a better shot, but also because I didn’t know the road 
and its twists and turns.

Driving, it was impossible not to think of some of the women who have disappeared along this 
highway. Some of them were hitchhikers, and travelling along this highway might have been 
their only option.

The darkness and the isolation made it a tense drive. I couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to 
have to walk this highway at night.

We drove for about half an hour. I knew that somewhere along that road was the turn off where 
Alberta’s body was found. Garry told us what to look for, but in the darkness, it would have been 
impossible for us to find.

Eventually, I found a turnoff and we headed back into town. It was a relief to see the city lights.

We still had not been able to reach Alberta’s sister, Kathy. We made a plan that instead of calling 
Amanda in the morning, we would head straight to her house, just outside of Terrace.

We said good night to one another, tired from our journey.

We didn’t know what was in store for us the next day.
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Chapter 6

The Taxi Driver

Everything looked different in the light of day. 

I had gone to sleep in Prince Rupert a little spooked after a late-night drive along the Highway of 
Tears. But the next morning, when I stepped into the hotel restaurant and saw the view, my mood 
lifted immediately. There were floor-to-ceiling windows facing the harbor, and the scene outside 
looked like a postcard.

The sun was shining. The blue water was so calm, it looked like glass. There was a big cargo 
ship called Wisdom anchored in the harbour. Just above the surface of the water was a light mist.

A good omen, I hoped. Because we had a big day ahead.

We had planned to head toward Terrace and to try to find Amanda. We needed to figure out 
which of the stories we heard was true, if any of them.

According to Amanda’s sister Yvonne, the night after Alberta was thought to have disappeared, 
she had shown up at Amanda’s house in Terrace. Amanda said she was with two guys in a black 
truck. One of the guys was her uncle, Jack, and the other man was supposedly a white guy named 
Ken Collinson, a taxi driver who, at the time, lived with Alberta’s sister Kathy.

The night before, former RCMP officer Garry Kerr sent us an email. We had asked him if he had 
ever talked to Kathy or Ken, her boyfriend at the time.

But in his email he said he’d checked his old notebooks and did not find either name. 

He also attached three photos. They were screen grabs from Google Earth. One was of 2nd Ave. 
in Prince Rupert, in front of the old Empress hotel. Garry had written “Popeye’s” bar in shaky 
red letters and an arrow to a set of doors facing the street.

On the street corner was another arrow pointing to a spot on the sidewalk marked with an X and 
above, it read, “Last Seen.”

It was the spot where Claudia last saw Alberta.
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The other two photos were of Highway 16, with red arrows marking the turnoff where Alberta’s 
body was found.

We left Prince Rupert and headed east on Highway 16. Garry told us it was exactly 37.6 kilome-
tres from the RCMP detachment to the turnoff, just past an area known as the Tyee.

Despite his directions and the photos, we missed it somehow.

We turned around and tried to find it again. The turnoff was almost hidden in the trees, unless 
you knew to look for it. Garry had told us it was a miracle that Alberta’s body was ever found, 
and it wasn’t until I got there that I really understood why.

The best thing I can recommend is to find Prince Rupert on Google Earth, zoom in as far as you 
can just past the Gamble Creek Ecological Reserve. You’ll see a small, winding highway thread-
ing through what looks like dark green moss from above. You won’t be able to see much from 
that angle, but you’ll get a sense of what it’s like from the ground. Just how dense and thick the 
trees are.

We pulled into the turnoff. Twenty or 30 feet from the road, there was a small clearing and then 
two sets of railway tracks. On the other side was more bush, and then the Skeena River.

It felt like we were in the middle of nowhere, but locals seem to know the spot. While we were 
there, a couple drove up just out for a scenic drive.

It was so quiet there. Nothing or nobody for kilometres in every direction. The only noise was 
the sound of water and the occasional car zooming by on the highway. 

It reminded me of something Garry had said during one of our interviews.

Garry: “I can’t imagine being Alberta. To say it would have been pitch black that night, I 
mean there wouldn’t have been a light on for 20 miles. I think about the only thing you would 
have heard that night was maybe the odd vehicle traffic. Literally, the middle of nowhere. You 
couldn’t… it’s hard to imagine any place more desolate. Nobody would have heard her. I mean, 
there’s nobody.”

We didn’t stay there long. It was unsettling to be in that spot.

We were anxious to find Amanda. We got back into our van and headed east.

* * *
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Amanda actually lives on a reserve just outside Terrace. There aren’t streets or house numbers on 
most reserves, so you can’t just plug it into your GPS.

Yvonne had given us general directions but we still ended up getting lost — like, really lost.

What was supposed to be an hour and a half drive, took almost three hours.

But finally we pulled up to what we thought was Amanda’s house.

I knocked on the door and a man answered.

Connie: “Hi, is Amanda here?”

Man: “No, she went up to a funeral.”

Connie: “Oh, where is it?”

Man: “Gitsegukla.”

Connie: “How far is that?”

Man: “About… hour and a half.”

Connie: “Oh, do you know when she’ll be back?”

Man: “Late tonight. There’s a feast there.”

I couldn’t believe that we had come all that way and then Amanda wasn’t even home.

Connie: “OK, so Amanda’s not going to come home until later tonight.”

Man: “Can I give her your information?”

Connie: “Yeah, I spoke to her on the phone a couple of days ago, actually. My name’s Connie 
Walker, I’m a reporter for CBC. We’re doing a story about Alberta Williams. Somebody told me 
that Alberta came to see Amanda that night to borrow some money.”

Man: “Oh, yeah.”
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Connie: “Were you there then as well?”

The man speaking is Amanda’s husband, Ed. He didn’t want to let us film an interview, but he 
gave us important information. I talked to him for about 20 minutes. And then went back outside 
to fill in my producer, Marnie.

Connie: “He doesn’t want to do an interview.”

Marnie: “Why?”

Connie: “He just doesn’t want to do an interview. He said, ‘I’m done with that,’ but he was there 
that night and he saw Alberta there with Jack and another white guy. He didn’t know who [the 
man] was but they needed to borrow 20 bucks to get this guy back to work ‘cause he had to drive 
cab.”

Ed said that he remembered that day. He had just gotten home from work when there was a truck 
parked in the driveway. Ed said there were two men in the truck and then Alberta came out of the 
house with Amanda.

Jack Little was driving, Ed said. And the other passenger was a white guy. Ed said he didn’t 
know who he was but remembered he was in a hurry to get back to Prince Rupert for his shift as 
a taxi driver. Ed says they asked to borrow $20 for gas. Ed says the men offered him a sip from 
the bottle of whisky they were drinking.

Our conversation with Ed was significant for a number of reasons. He gave us a first-hand ac-
count of who was in the truck with Alberta. Although he didn’t remember the colour of the truck, 
he was certain that he’d seen Alberta with two — not three — guys in Terrace.

Connie: “But he said we need to talk to Kathy, Alberta’s sister.”

I was still confused after talking to Ed. When Yvonne told us her version of the story, I assumed 
that she was talking about seeing Alberta in Terrace after she left the bar that Friday night. But 
while talking to Ed, he said the group told him they were travelling back to Prince Rupert from 
Gitanyow, a reserve east of Terrace. It’s the same community where Alberta’s family was gather-
ing for a party for her grandmother.

But the party was held on Saturday, Aug. 26. The day after Alberta supposedly disappeared. If 
that was true, then Alberta was still alive on the Saturday.

We needed to talk to Amanda to piece this all together. Ed said she had gone to a funeral in a 
community called Gitsegukla. She wouldn’t be home until late that night.
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We decided to try to find Stella, Amanda’s sister.

We’d heard that Alberta might have stopped by Stella’s house before going to Amanda’s that 
same night.

No one answered the door at Stella’s. So we decided to call Yvonne again.

Connie: “We’re actually in front of Stella’s house but she’s not home.”

Yvonne: “Oh, she’s here.”

Connie: “Yeah, we went to Amanda’s house. She’s there, too, right?”

Yvonne: “They’re here. There’s a funeral here for my aunty. There’s a feast happening at five 
o’clock.”

Connie: “Oh, so are you guys all going?”

Yvonne: “Yes, we’re going. There’s a community hall right next to where we stay.”

Connie: “How far are you guys from Terrace?”

Yvonne: “An hour.”

Connie: “An hour from Terrace, OK. When we went to see Amanda, we talked to Ed for a little 
bit and Ed said that he remembers seeing Alberta that night. One thing I was confused about: Ed 
said that it was actually around five in the afternoon or six in the evening.”

Yvonne: “No, no, it was at night. Evening. It was raining.”

Connie: “Do you remember, was it the Friday, do you know, or was it the Saturday?”

Yvonne: “It was that same day her grandmother had that birthday party in Gitanyow.”

Connie: “Oh, so they went to Gitanyow for the birthday and then on the way back on the Satur-
day, that’s when they stopped in in the evening?”

Yvonne: “Yep. When they showed up, Alberta went in to use the bathroom and she… stood by 
the door and said she wanted to borrow $20.”
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Connie: “Did you see who was in the truck?”

Yvonne: “My sister Amanda did.”

Connie: “Do you remember if Alberta said who she was with?”

Yvonne: “No.”

Connie: “So Ed said she was with Jack and a white guy who said he was a taxi driver from 
Prince Rupert.”

Yvonne: “Oh, there you go. You should talk to Amanda because she knows about the black 
truck.”

Connie: “I heard some stuff that maybe we should try to talk to Kathy.”

Yvonne: “Oh, might be her husband that was involved with that.”

Connie: “Was that the white guy, the taxi driver?”

Yvonne: “Yep. Amanda knows that guy we’re talking about. Amanda knows some things. You 
can even go into detail with her about that black truck.”

Connie: “We do really want to talk to her. Is she going home tonight?”

Yvonne: “Late, I think, 12 o’clock. It’s a traditional feast.”

Connie: “Wow. We could potentially come to the feast, but we don’t want to interrupt, obvious-
ly.”

Yvonne: “Oh, but you can take her outside to interview her, if you want.”

Connie: “Yeah, that might be the thing to do.”

Yvonne: “Yep, you can.”

Connie: “So if we try to come today…”
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Yvonne: “Oh, we’ll look out for you. When you come into the hall, you can ask where we’re 
sitting.”

Connie: “OK, thanks very much, Yvonne.”

I turned to Marnie. “So, are we going to go to Gitsegukla?”

Marnie: “I feel like we should, we’ve come this distance.”

We got back on the road and headed to Gitsegukla.

* * *

I felt badly about interrupting a funeral feast, but we were due to leave Prince Rupert the next 
day and we still wanted to track down Ken the cab driver and Kathy, Alberta’s sister.

We got to Gitsegukla late in the afternoon. It’s a small community and we were able to find the 
school where the feast was being held right away.

I felt uncomfortable, a stranger walking into a community feast. I’m Cree, so I’m not familiar 
with Gitxsan traditions. Where I’m from, there is also a traditional feast after a funeral, and be-
fore we feast, there are prayers.

As I walked into the building, I heard a drum and someone singing what sounded like a tradition-
al song. I waited just outside the gymnasium doors until the song and then the prayers were over 
and people started talking again and walking around.

It was a packed inside, with rows of tables set up and in front, a big pile of food and bags of gifts. 
I was worried about finding Amanda and Yvonne, but the first person I asked pointed them out to 
me.

Connie: “Hi, Amanda, I’m Connie, nice to meet you. Very nice to meet you. Can we step outside 
for a minute?”

Amanda was a small woman, probably in her late fifties or early sixties, and the first thing I no-
ticed about her is that she seemed very frail. Ed mentioned that she had been going through some 
health issues and he also said her memory wasn’t as good as it once was.

We left the gymnasium to find a quieter spot for our interview. We walked up a bit of an incline 
and I held her arm to steady her.
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Connie: “I did talk to Ed a little bit. He told me that you saw Albert that night.”

Amanda: “Well, that night when she came to the house in the evening before five or six maybe. 
It was raining, pouring. So they parked right in the front of the place where I was living, where I 
used to live in town.”

Connie: “Right in Terrace?”

Amanda: “Mmm-hmmm. And somebody knocked on the door, so I went and opened the door, 
and I didn’t expect to see Roberta.”

Connie: “Alberta?”

Amanda: “Yeah. She was pretty high. I guess…”

Connie: “Was she drinking?”

Amanda: “Yeah. I had to help her to go to the bathroom. And that’s when she said she was kind 
of in a rush to pick up her purse or something in Rupert, where she left it. And she came over 
‘cause she was short with some cash.”

Connie: “Was she alone when she came over to see you that day?”

Amanda: “No, she was with these two… people and just her in the back of that truck.”

Connie: “What did the truck look like?”

Amanda: “It was a black crew cab truck.”

Connie: “And who were the guys that were with her?”

Amanda: “I’m pretty sure it looked like the brother-in-law that was driving her. I think Jack Lit-
tle was driving the truck, yes. And um… but I seen that guy that was with that driver in Rupert. 
At the time he was driving a cab, at the time when we’re in Rupert. He looked familiar to me, 
yeah.”

Connie: “Was he a white guy, a non-Native guy?”

Amanda: “Yes. Non-Native.”
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Connie: “Do you know if it’s the same non-Native guy that was dating Alberta’s sister, Kathy?”

Amanda: “I’m pretty sure that’s… yeah. Mmm-hmmm.”

Connie: “So she left with these two guys?”

Amanda: “Yeah, and they were in a hurry. And I helped her in the truck and he was really drunk. 
And I said you guys better help her. And they wouldn’t. They just stood in the dark in the back of 
that truck.”

Connie: “So the next day you heard from her parents, right? What did they say?”

Amanda: “Yes. They told me… Roberta’s missing, they said. Rena….”

I wasn’t sure at first if I was mishearing or if I was missing something. But throughout our inter-
view, it sounded like Amanda said “Roberta” whenever she talked about Alberta.

Despite the confusion over her name, Amanda did seem to have some vivid memories about that 
night.

Amanda: “She was soaked. She had no jacket on. She left it in the truck. She was too drunk.”

I want to interrupt here and point something out. Amanda said she saw Alberta’s black leather 
jacket in the back seat of the truck. That detail will become important later on.

Connie: “But you told her parents at the time that she had been at your house the day before 
that?”

Amanda: “Yes. I told… Rena. She came, she came by the house.”

Connie: “And you told her who she was with? With Jack?”

Amanda: “Yes, yes.”

Connie: “And with the other guy?”

Amanda: “Mmm-hmmm. Yes.”

Connie: “Did you ever tell police what you saw?”
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Amanda: “No, no. I didn’t. I wouldn’t talk to anybody.”

Connie: “Were you afraid to go to police?”

Amanda: “Yeah, I just had to be quiet.”

Twenty-seven years later, Amanda still seemed frightened to speak about what she saw that 
night. I walked her back inside so she could sit down.

And then we started the three-hour drive back to Prince Rupert.

* * *

Throughout that day and really ever since we found out about her, we had been trying to reach 
Alberta’s sister, Kathy. Now that both Ed and Amanda said they thought it was her boyfriend 
who was with Alberta and Jack, it seemed more important than ever to talk to her.

We had so many questions for Kathy. Did she and Ken have a black truck? Could he have used it 
on the Saturday? Did he ever mention driving Jack or Alberta anywhere?

We had less than 24 hours to find Kathy and to track down Ken. We asked Claudia and Alberta’s 
aunt Donna to try to reach out to Kathy on our behalf.

The cab driver Marnie had run into the day before told us that Ken got off work at 11 p.m.

When we got back into Prince Rupert, we found an address for him and decided to go have a 
look. We didn’t want to talk to him then, but we wanted to make sure that when we did, we’d 
have the right address.

At about 10 minutes to 11, our white van pulled onto his street. It was a Saturday night, but it 
was very quiet on the block. There weren’t any lights on at the small two-story house.

We didn’t park directly in front it. Just a few feet away. Close enough that we could see the 
driveway and the side door.

We turned off our van. And we settled in to wait.

Just after 11 p.m., a cab pulled up and parked in the little driveway. It looked like we had the 
right address.
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A white man got out of the cab and walked toward the front door.

And right then… Marnie’s phone started ringing.

It was so loud. I was sure that the man heard us.

I motioned for Marnie to answer the phone just to get the ringing to stop.

“Hi, who are you?” said the voice on the phone.

“Hi, this is Marnie from CBC. Is this Adrianne?

“No, it’s Kathy.”

I was so relieved that Kathy was calling, but couldn’t believe the coincidence. She just happened 
to call at the exact time we were outside her ex-boyfriend’s house. Kathy didn’t want to do an 
interview, but she agreed to meet us for a coffee the next day.

By then, the man walked inside, but he didn’t seem to turn on any of the lights. Instead, a few 
seconds later, I saw the living room curtains move like someone was looking out at us.

We left and planned to come back tomorrow to talk to him.

We went back to our hotel and tried calling Rick Ross, the other RCMP officer who investigat-
ed Alberta’s murder. Garry had already told us that he couldn’t find anything in his notes about 
Kathy or Ken. But we thought maybe Rick had talked to them.

Marnie: “Just a couple of things we wanted to ask you about, names from the investigation. I’m 
just curious if you ever interviewed this person or if he ever came up in your notes if you can 
recall. Ken Collinson?”

Rick: “Ken Collinson. No, I don’t think. I don’t think so ‘cause I went all through my notes this 
morning after you phoned me there. I didn’t see his name at all.”

Marnie: “OK, while we’re going through some names, a couple of others then if we could throw 
out at you. Amanda or Ed?”

Rick: “No, I didn’t see her names in my notes.”
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Marnie: “Amanda is her cousin and we heard that Alberta went there in a black pickup truck with 
Jack and this guy named Ken Collinson.”

Rick: “Oh, OK. So that was the mysterious pick-up truck then, was it? See, that maybe surfaced 
after I worked on the file then, because no, we had never been able to narrow that down at all, I 
don’t think, when I was working on the file.”

Connie: “What did you hear about the pickup truck? Do you remember anything about that pick-
up truck?”

Rick: “I think it was described as an older Ford 4x4 or something. See that was what, 1989, and I 
think it was referred to as a late-’70s, early ‘80s Ford 4x4 or something. I don’t remember the co-
lour that was given on it. But it was very vague, I remember that, and it was a vague description 
of the guy was supposedly driving this truck, eh? But now obviously somebody has narrowed 
that all down. Yeah, somebody we talked to right away had seen her getting into this truck with 
this guy or something.”

Marnie: “Amanda is her cousin, but apparently Alberta went to her place with this guy Ken Col-
linson and Jack in a black pickup truck.”

Rick: “Oh. Oh, OK, see, I didn’t know any of that. No, that’s all news to me, then.”

I don’t know why it was surprising that Rick hadn’t heard of this before. Amanda said she was 
afraid to go to police, so how could Garry or Rick have known to investigate a sighting in Ter-
race on the Saturday?

I wish they had, though. Then they might have been able to get to the bottom of some of the dis-
crepancies we’d heard. Things that were probably even more fuzzy because it has been 27 years.

Both Amanda and Yvonne said they thought Alberta came by on the Saturday. How did they 
know it was the weekend of Aug. 26, 1989, though? How did they know it wasn’t a weekend ear-
lier in the summer? 

They both pointed to the party in Gitanyow that was held for Alberta’s grandmother on the Sat-
urday. They said that Alberta, Jack and Ken were travelling back to Prince Rupert from Gitan-
yow. And Amanda says she remembers it was the next day that Alberta’s mother Rena told them 
Amanda was missing. 

But here’s the thing: Both Amanda and Yvonne said it was raining when Alberta knocked on the 
door. I asked Ed if it was raining and he said he wasn’t sure, but he didn’t think so.
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We checked the historical climate data archive kept by Environment Canada. On Aug. 26, 1989 
in Terrace, B.C. it was mainly clear. No rain all afternoon or evening.

We didn’t know what to make of that. But we hoped Kathy could help clarify things.

The sun was still shining the next morning, when we met Kathy for a coffee. We don’t have a 
recording of our conversation, because Kathy only agreed to talk to us without a camera or a 
microphone.

Before she called us back, I wondered why Kathy seemed to be avoiding us. Did she know some-
thing? 

I was so caught up in the drama unfolding, and the twists and turns of Alberta’s case, that I’m 
ashamed to say that I forgot about the most obvious reason she’d been silent.

Pain.

Talking about Alberta was incredibly painful for Kathy. It’s been 27 years, but her sister’s death 
was still so raw for her. As soon as we were face to face, I completely understood why she 
wouldn’t be in a hurry to call us back.

We sat with Kathy for a long time. She told us about her memories of Alberta and we talked 
about that Friday night. We didn’t want to push Kathy into doing an on-the-record interview with 
us, but just a few weeks ago, after being in touch off and on for months, Kathy finally agreed to 
talk to us.

Kathy said she has been listening to our podcast about Alberta’s case.

Kathy Williams: “It’s to hard to like… you guys are doing a good job. It’s just… hard to listen to, 
hard to see again. Like, I know we need closure and we need justice for my sister…”

Connie: “It’s really hard, I’m sure, to have it all brought up again.”

Kathy: “Yeah.”

I asked Kathy what she remembered about the night Alberta disappeared.

Kathy: “I stopped by my parents place there and I asked my sister if she wanted to… have a few 
drinks. We could just get something and go to my place, ‘cause I was living with a boyfriend 
at the time. She said she wanted to go downtown, so I went with her downtown, but ah… she, 
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before that, she was on the phone…”

Connie: “Who was she talking to?”

Kathy: “She was talking to Jack Little.”

Connie: “Oh, OK.”

Kathy: “And I’m not too sure what the conversation was about. All I know is that he was looking 
for a ride downtown. And there was just my sister and I, and he asked if we could pick him up, 
so we picked him up and we went downtown.”

Kathy says she went to the bar with Jack and Alberta. But after a short while, she decided to go 
home.

Kathy: “I kept asking my sister, maybe we should just go, go to my place, but she insisted on 
staying.”

Kathy said she had been dating Ken on and off for about five years when Alberta disappeared. 
They lived together in an apartment in Prince Rupert.

Connie: “Was Ken working a taxi driver at the time?”

Kathy: “Yes.”

Connie: “Do you remember what his shifts were?”

Kathy: “I believe probably afternoon shift. He’d start somewhere late afternoon, come home 
maybe around two [a.m.] or maybe around four.”

Connie: “Back then, what kind of vehicle did you and Ken have?”

Kathy: “We had a black Toyota.”

Connie: “That was a truck?”

Kathy: “Yes.”

Kathy seemed stunned when we asked if she had ever heard about Yvonne, Amanda and Ed see-
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ing Alberta show up in Terrace with Jack and her ex-boyfriend Ken. She said she’d never heard 
this before.

Kathy: “I don’t know what to think. He had access to my truck. And I don’t know if he booked 
off early that night or something like that from work. Never mentioned anything to me.”

Connie: “But he did have access to your truck? He could have borrowed it or used it?”

Kathy: “Yeah, without even asking. He had the keys and I had the keys.”

Kathy said she didn’t remember anything unusual about Ken or the truck in the days after Alber-
ta vanished. She was too preoccupied and worried about her little sister.

Kathy: “I’m surprised how my ex’s name is coming into this. Because I don’t even know what’s 
going on with that.”

After we talked to Kathy in Prince Rupert, we headed straight to Ken’s house.

A woman answered the door.

Connie: “Hi, is Ken here?”

Woman: “Who’s calling?”

Connie: “My name’s Connie Walker. I’m not from here. I’m a reporter with CBC. I’m doing a 
story, trying to talk to people in Prince Rupert who may have known Alberta Williams.”

Woman: “Is that… or… do you want…”

Suddenly a man appeared and said, “No, it’s Kathy’s sister.”

Connie: “Oh, hi.”

Ken Collinson: “Hi.”

Connie: “Hi, Ken. I’m Connie Walker. Nice to meet you. This is my producer, Marnie.”

Ken: “I’m just surprised, there was a knock at the door and I didn’t recognize you. I was on the 
other side before I could explain to her what was going on.”
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Connie: “You wanna have a smoke outside?”

Ken: “Yeah, sure, please.”

We went outside.

Connie: “I guess obviously you knew Alberta?”

Ken: “Well, I was living with her sister at the time.”

Connie: “Yeah.”

Ken: “So, that was quite a while ago, but… you’re doing a story?”

Connie: “Yeah, we’re doing a story about Alberta. We’re just trying to talk to people.”

Ken: “Oh, like because of the women that have been lost on the highway and that?”

Ken looks to be in his sixties. He wasn’t that much taller than me. His hair was white and very 
short around his ears, but is mostly bald on top. He wore a black T-shirt that said “Real Good 
Since 1927” in big white letters on the front. 

Ken leaned against a porch railing while we talked and smoked a cigarette.

Connie: “So do you remember the night Alberta went missing?”

Ken: “Vaguely. All I know is that they went out drinking that night with her uncle and… and 
never seen any of them after that. So…”

Connie: “Did you ever drive anyone to or from Bogey’s to Jack’s house?”

Ken: “No. No. Lots of other places, but not to where Jack was living at the time.”

Connie: “And how would you describe your relationship with Jack?”

Ken: “Close but distant… We were close, but not really close enough to really sit down, have 
coffee or anything. Just said hi and quick, short conversations. That was it.”
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Connie: “Sometimes have a few drinks, though?”

Ken: “Rarely. Rarely.”

Connie: “What kind of vehicle were you driving at the time?”

Ken: “Ah, a personal vehicle or for the cab?”

Connie: “Personal vehicle.”

Ken: “A Toyota four-wheel drive.”

Connie: “What colour was it?”

Ken: “Black. It was a ‘88 Toyota four-wheel drive.”

Connie: “Did you ever give Jack rides outside of the cab, like in your truck?”

Ken: “No, no, no, no, no.”

Connie: “And the truck that you guys had was a Toyota 4x4. Did it have an extended cab like 
that or, like, with seats in the back?”

Ken: “Yeah, it had, it was a small one. It wasn’t a full-size, like the ones that they have now with 
the four doors. It was just a two-door and had a small seat in the back.”

Connie: “Oh, so you’d have to, like, push the seat down to get in the back?”

Ken: “Yeah, put the seat down in order for anybody to get back in the truck. Oh pardon me, no it 
wasn’t. It was a single cab. Single cab, like there’s two doors, bench seat. That was it. Yeah, I just 
remembered now it was just like a regular pickup. It didn’t have the extension like this full-size 
truck here…”

You’re probably wondering why I’m so interested in whether or not there was a seat in the back 
of Ken and Kathy’s truck. It’s because Amanda said that when she helped Alberta back into the 
black truck, Alberta sat on a little seat in the back. And that her black leather jacket was on the 
seat next to her.

Ken: “Just a regular Toyota four-wheel drive…”
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Connie: “OK, so you had more than one black truck.”

Ken: “No. Just one truck.”

Connie: “Oh, but, so… you didn’t have a truck that had a seat in the back before?”

Ken: “No.”

Connie: “Oh, interesting, because you just said you did.”

Ken: “I, I know. I was thinking ‘cause, like, we didn’t have the truck very long. I had got the 
truck in 1988… we traded it in ‘92 for a Mustang. And it wasn’t, it wasn’t too long after that that 
Kathy and I split up.”

So, just to be clear, Ken initially said there was a small back seat in the truck he owned with 
Kathy. But then a few seconds later, no, there wasn’t a seat in the back after all.

Connie: “Did Jack ever ask to borrow your truck?”

Ken: “No… not me personally. And Kathy knew at the time I was pretty strong against lending it 
out because it was a new vehicle.”

Connie: “And did you ever give Jack a ride anywhere?

Ken: “Not that night.”

Connie: “The next day?”

Ken: “I don’t know. This is all a blur now ‘cause that was quite a while ago. I’ve given two state-
ments to the police over the years.”

Connie: “Oh, really?”

Ken: “Yeah. Shortly after it happened, and there was one just a few years back. They made an 
inquiry, called me up.”

Connie: “What did they want to know?”

Ken: “See if I remembered anything from what happened that night or shortly afterwards. So, 
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and, they wanted to do a DNA test, and I said no.”

Connie: “How come?”

Ken: “Well, ‘cause of the things that have been going on on the highway and that. They were 
trying to look for people, so…”

In case you missed that, Ken said the police wanted to do a DNA test when they came to inter-
view him a few years ago and he said no.

Connie: “You didn’t want to give your DNA?”

Ken: “Well, I had nothing to hide and that’s what I told them. But unless there was a summons 
or something, I didn’t want to. I already gave a statement at the RCMP. It was shortly after they 
found her sister, Alberta.”

Connie: “What did they ask you?”

Ken: “Where I was, what I was doing at the time, and I had confirmation I was working that 
night with Skeena Taxi. So… and then I worked the full night that night.”

Connie: “Did they ask you at all about the Saturday?”

Ken: “No. I didn’t know what was going on. All I know is that I went to work that Friday night 
and went home, went right back to work the next night again. And they’ve got that in my state-
ment as well.”

Connie: “But they didn’t necessarily check your employment records for the Saturday ‘cause 
they didn’t even ask you about Saturday, right?”

Ken: “I can’t remember. But I did work both nights and at the time, they would have had records 
up at… the company I worked for.”

Connie: “So the next day we heard that Jack and Alberta and you were in Terrace.”

Ken: “No. No, no, no, no, no. No. I was… I hadn’t seen them since the night before. I work, you 
know, 12-, 14-hour days driving. I wasn’t in Terrace the next day.”

Connie: “A couple of people said that they saw the black truck that you and Kathy had and that 



103

you were in the vehicle with Jack and Alberta.”

Ken: “No. I had no ties with him after that night that I seen him go downtown.”

Connie: “You didn’t give them a ride or drop them off somewhere?”

Ken: “No. No. No. I had never seen them after. Until, it wasn’t until sometime later that they, 
they found Alberta out on the highway out by Tyee.”

Connie: “Yeah, ‘cause we talked to two people, actually, who said that they remember you be-
cause they remember that you were going out with Kathy, and you and Jack and Alberta on the 
Saturday. And that Alberta was really drunk. She was drinking whiskey.”

Ken: “No. No, I’ve given my statement already twice to the police.”

Ken said that both times he was interviewed, police only ever asked him about the Friday night.

Not the Saturday.

Connie: “Were you there, with Jack and Alberta?”

Ken: “No. No. I’ll even give a sworn statement that I wasn’t with them.”

Connie: “So police asked you to take a lie detector test?”

Ken: “Ah yeah, they asked me, and I did. And asked me for DNA, and I didn’t. I didn’t give it.”

Connie: “Why not?”

Ken: “Over the last couple years for my chauffeur’s permit, I would need a fingerprint. ‘Cause 
then they do a cross Canada criminal check…”

That was hard to make out, but Ken said in order to legally drive a taxi in B.C., he needs a chauf-
feur’s permit that requires his fingerprints and a cross-Canada criminal record check.

Ken: “… and nothing’s ever come back on that, and I’ve done it twice.”

Connie: “Why wouldn’t you want to give them your DNA?”
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Ken: “I just didn’t feel it was necessary, ‘cause of my prints.”

Connie: “But they were questioning you about Alberta’s murder, right?”

Ken: “Oh, it was the second time that they asked me about my statement that they asked me if I 
would give DNA, but they didn’t when I first gave my statement.”

Connie: “But the second time they asked you for your DNA?”

Ken: “Yeah.”

So, Ken was first questioned by police right after Alberta’s body was found. The second time he 
was questioned was just a few years ago. And Ken says that’s when they asked him for his DNA.

Connie: “And why didn’t you want to give it to them?”

Ken: “I just, as I mentioned, I didn’t feel it was necessary with my fingerprints.”

Connie: “It could potentially absolve you from any suspicion…”

Ken: “There’s been nothing ever brought up ever since then, and that was a few years ago that I 
did the second statement. They never contacted me since.”

But while we were talking to him, Ken changed his mind and said he would give his DNA if 
police asked him for it again.

Ken: “Yeah, I’d have no problem with it. It needs closure. Not just for myself, for the family.”

Connie: “Anything else you want to tell us?”

Ken: “All I know is that I’m tired. I had a long night last night.”

Connie: “OK. So thanks, Ken.”

Right before we left, Ken suggested we contact Alberta’s cousin, Carol Russell.

Ken: “You know, I hate to bring her name up but she was out that night and everything.”
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Ken walked back into his house. 

Marnie had been standing with me on the porch. When Ken left, we started heading toward the 
van. But as we were leaving, Marnie did something that shocked us both.

Connie: “Did you just steal his cigarette butt?”

Marnie: “Mmm-hmmm.”

Connie: “Oh my god.”

It wasn’t planned. It wasn’t premeditated. And we had no idea what we were going to do with 
it. But when we got back into the van we had one of Ken’s discarded cigarette butts in Marnie’s 
purse. 

We took Ken’s advice and stopped in to see if Alberta’s cousin Carol Russell was home.

She was at the bar with Alberta on the Friday night. And Doug said that he saw Carol at Jack’s 
party, too. We had been trying to reach her for weeks, but she hadn’t responded to our messages.

When we knocked on her apartment door, I thought that I heard someone inside, but no one an-
swered. We slipped a card with our number under the door and left.

We got on the ferry to leave Prince Rupert just as the sun was setting.

Marnie wanted to film some of my on-camera segments for the TV news story we had set out to 
do. But honestly, I couldn’t think of what to say.

I was glad we had come to Prince Rupert. But after our interview with Ken, I felt conflicted.

He was emphatic in his denial that he was with Jack and Alberta or drove them to Terrace in his 
truck. But Amanda and Ed said it was him.

What if RCMP had investigated this theory in 1989? Would things be any different? Or would 
they be in the same spot?

Where would our investigation go from here? We had Ken’s cigarette butt. But realistically, what 
could we do with it? Even if we were able to get DNA from it, was there any DNA in Alberta’s 
police file to compare it to?
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How would we even find that out?

And if there was a DNA match, what would that even prove? Would it show anything more than 
the fact that Ken and Alberta had been together at some point before her death?

I felt like we might be on shaky ground.

Was it wrong to take Ken’s cigarette butt? Was it wrong to bring up these painful memories for 
Alberta’s family and friends? Especially when we were unsure if we could actually uncover any 
truths about her murder. Is bringing attention to a story or an issue reason enough to put people 
through this?

We flew back to Toronto, without answers to those questions. And truthfully, I’m still asking 
some of them today.

But we resolved to continue on. There were still more people that we hadn’t talked to. Still more 
theories we had not yet uncovered.

In the days after we returned to Toronto, it became clear our investigation was not over.
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Chapter 7

The Notebooks

This story started with an email from a police officer about Alberta Williams’s murder. But over 
the past six episodes, it’s become about much more.

Besides the incredible tip, there was something else that interested me about this story. Some-
thing intriguing, because it runs counter to the narrative we often hear when reporting on cases of 
other missing or murdered Indigenous women or girls.

It’s about a police officer who actually cares.

That may sound a bit harsh, but if you know anything about this issue, you’ve heard about police 
indifference or sometimes far worse.

When Amber Tuccaro went missing in 2010, her mother, Tootsie, filed a missing person’s report 
with RCMP. She says police didn’t respond with care or concern. They dismissed her.

Tootsie Tuccaro: “They didn’t do their job. They didn’t care. Even when I reported her missing, 
they asked me if she ever went missing before. ‘Oh, she’s probably out partying and she’s gonna 
come home, she’ll call.’ That’s what they told me, but I said I still want to report her missing. 
Then I called every day. I called all the time to the police and if they didn’t answer I’d leave a 
voicemail.”

When days and weeks passed and Tootsie persisted, she says RCMP still didn’t investigate. They 
even gave an interview to a local paper denying that Amber was missing, saying she had been 
spotted in Edmonton.

Amber’s remains were found a few years later in a field outside of the city and police released 
the audio from her last phone call, recorded the day before her mother reported her missing.

After Tootsie filed a formal complaint in 2014, RCMP admitted her case was initially mishandled 
and apologized to her family.

Trish Carpenter was only 14 when she was found dead, her body lodged headfirst into a small 
opening at a construction site in downtown Toronto. Police told her mother, Joyce Carpenter, that 
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she might have been reaching for change at the bottom of the six-foot hole.

Joyce Carpenter: “I couldn’t believe it. I said, ‘No, something happened to her.’ I don’t know 
who took her from me, but they said it was asphyxiation from her being upside down in that 
hole, for so long. But her face was black and blue, her nose was twisted, big bruise marks on her 
face. It was almost like someone took a two-by-four to her.”

Police said “no foul play” was suspected in Trish’s death. But Joyce never believed that. She 
believes racism hampered their investigation.

Joyce: “Something is going on. Why are they writing us all… why are they writing our kids off? 
They all had parents. My girl had a son, she had brothers, grandparents, mom, dad, same with 
these other girls. And they just wrote them off like they were, you know, pieces of garbage, in 
my books. And they’re not, they’re children, they’re somebody’s kids, you know?”

An inquest later found Trish’s death to be suspicious.

Joyce: “And the justice system didn’t work for us, didn’t work for us at all.”

In all of our reporting on missing and murdered Indigenous women and girls, that has been the 
one constant from families, that police didn’t take their loved one’s disappearance seriously or 
properly investigate their deaths.

Bernadette Smith’s sister Claudette Osbourne went missing from Winnipeg in 2008.

Bernadette Smith: “And when they did release her picture, it was her mug shot, the picture that 
they took at the police station when she was charged with a crime. So when that was released 
to the media, it was very difficult for our family because there were comments like, ‘Oh, well, 
obviously that’s a mug shot of her. She got what she deserved.’”

And sometimes the allegations are even worse. That police have abused Indigenous women.

In Val-d’Or, a remote community in northern Quebec, 37 complaints by mostly First Nations 
women were made against police. They allege police physically and sexually abused them. 
Women in northern B.C. made similar allegations against police that were documented in a re-
port by Human Rights Watch.

Researcher Meghan Rhoad heard disturbing allegations of police abuse, including rape and sexu-
al assault.



109

Meghan Rhoad: “The threat of domestic and random violence on one side, and mistreatment by 
RCMP officers on the other, leaves Indigenous women in a constant state of insecurity. Where 
can they turn for help when the police are known to be unresponsive and in some cases abusive?”

After an investigation into those 37 allegations against police in Quebec, two police officers were 
charged. One with sexual assault and another with sexual assault and armed assault. But neither 
was in Val-d’Or.

Women in that community say they were angry, disappointed and disillusioned with the lack of 
charges. 

And despite many families’ wishes, the national inquiry into missing and murdered Indigenous 
women and girls is not going to focus on police investigations.

Bob Paulson, the head of the RCMP, has admitted there are racists on the force and that mistakes 
have been made in the past. He has vowed to make changes.

Bob Paulson: “I understand that there are racists in my police force. I don’t want them in my 
force. We can do better and ladies and gentleman, we can do better.”

Garry Kerr has always been open and candid with us, so I asked him what the relationship was 
like between Indigenous people and police back in 1989.

Garry: “There wasn’t a lot of trust or good will between the police officers and the Native com-
munity. I mean there really wasn’t. I mean it was so bad back in 1989, like it was like almost 
kind of them-against-us mentality, if you will.”

Garry maintains that Alberta’s case was thoroughly investigated. Her race didn’t matter, in his 
eyes. And it’s hard to doubt that he seems to care a lot about Alberta and her unsolved murder. 
Why else would he send that email? Why else would he speak out after all these years?

When we got back to Toronto and took a closer look at Garry’s notebooks, we couldn’t help but 
wonder if some things had been overlooked. 

But the first thing we did before diving into the notebooks was to start looking into DNA labs. 
Even though we had no idea how or even if we could use it, we were anxious to see if we could 
get Ken’s DNA profile from the cigarette butt we had picked up.

When Marnie grabbed Ken’s cigarette butt, she didn’t just pick it up with her fingers. She used 
the little envelope that came with her hotel key card.
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It turns out that split-second impulse was spot on, because if she had touched the cigarette butt 
with her fingers, she could have contaminated the sample.

Even so, there were hurdles. First, neither of us had ever done anything like this before. Would 
our bosses give us the OK to test the cigarette for DNA? 

Second, would we be able to get a sample from it? Even though we hadn’t touched it, there was 
still a chance we would not be able to get a profile from the cigarette butt.

Third, what could we do with it, even if we got it?

We had no idea if the RCMP had any DNA from Alberta’s case. It was 1989, and Garry told us 
he hadn’t even heard of DNA back then.

We called Garry to fill him in on what we’d found out in Prince Rupert, but also to get his insid-
er’s opinion.

I told him that Ken Collinson said that in recent years, police have come and asked him for his 
DNA, but he’s refused to give it to them.

Garry: “Hmmm. That’s interesting. I guess, you know, you gotta keep your mind open, you 
know, again, anything is possible but I would also think that with the relationship that Alberta 
had with Claudia, you know I think Alberta would have said something that night to her. I guess 
I would find it hard to believe that Alberta would just go to Terrace for whatever reason the day 
she’s supposed to be flying back to Vancouver. I guess anything’s possible. I don’t… like why 
would he refuse to give his DNA?”

I could understand Garry’s skepticism. He had invested a lot of time looking into Alberta’s case 
and he never heard of her showing up in Terrace on the Saturday with two guys in a black truck.

Amanda and Ed say Alberta was with Jack and Ken. Jack wouldn’t talk to us and Ken said it 
never happened. 

But why would RCMP be asking for his DNA? Had they gone back and tested any evidence for 
DNA in Alberta’s murder? 

Could Garry help us find out?

Connie: “We’re wondering how we can find out if the RCMP also has a profile, or how can we 
find out if they don’t have a profile?”
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Garry: “Yeah, and that would be the million-dollar question. Right now, I’ve got no idea where 
the case even is.”

Connie: “Yeah.”

Garry: “I mean, it would make common sense. I mean even going… Putting my police hat back 
on, you wouldn’t ask somebody for a DNA profile if you don’t have something to compare it to. 
I mean it would be like going to a crime scene where you don’t find any fingerprints, but you go 
and ask somebody, ‘Can I get your fingerprints?’ I mean, it would be a moot point, so the fact 
that they’ve asked him for DNA would lead me to believe that they probably do have a profile.”

But Garry is retired now, and it’s been decades since he left Prince Rupert and had access to 
Alberta’s police file.

We have no idea why RCMP asked for Ken’s DNA. But we do know the RCMP have requested 
samples from other cab drivers in Prince George while investigating other cases on the Highway 
of Tears. Ken speculated that might be why they asked him.

Connie: “Why do you think the police wanted your DNA?”

Ken Collinson: “Well, cause of all the, ah, murders on the highway.”

Connie: “But why yours as opposed to —”

Ken: “Well, it could have been randomly anybody. So I don’t know.”

I was also skeptical. RCMP have been under a lot of pressure to solve some of the murders and 
disappearances on the Highway of Tears.

In 2005, they set up a special task force called E-PANA to look into those cases. But in 11 years, 
the task force has only made one arrest, in one case. And no one’s been convicted yet.

Recently, Wayne Clary, the head of E-PANA, said that if they are going to solve any more, they 
need people to speak up.

Wayne Clary: “We have turned over every stone we can, to a large degree. We’re still carrying 
on. But crimes of this nature — it’s the people out there in the public that are going to help us, to 
lead us, to where we need to go.”

I asked Garry, if they don’t have a DNA profile, did he still think it was a solvable case?



112

Garry: “Absolutely, absolutely.”

Marnie: “Is it possible then, or plausible, that if, from those swabs that were taken from Alberta, 
that there could be some viable DNA there, but that the swabs just have never even been checked 
to see if there was a profile they can get after all these years?”

Garry: “It’s possible, maybe, that they’ve never been sent down. Like, I know they were sent 
down at the time, but that was pre-DNA. Again, if this guy is correct and the police did ask 
for his DNA, that would lead me to think, well, they must have something. On the other hand, 
though, I’m a little… I would question that, because if they did have a DNA profile, like some-
body’d be in jail, I guess is all I’m saying.”

* * *

We got permission to send Ken’s cigarette butt for analysis. And while we waited to see if we 
could get a profile from it, we took a step back.

We started this story with a goal of trying to talk to everyone that Claudia had said was with 
Alberta at the bar that night: Carol Russell, Phoebe McLean, Gordon McLean, Jack Little, Al-
phonse Little and Kevin Kitchen.

We had never been able to reach Alphonse or Carol Russell. We’d tried Carol many times, but 
she never answered her phone. She didn’t answer her door, either.

We even went to her work to see if we could catch her on a break, but we didn’t have any luck.

Back in the office in Toronto, we decided to try to call her at work, and this time she answered.

Carol Russell: “Housekeeping.”

Connie: “Hi, is this Carol?”

Carol: “Yes.”

Connie: “Hi, Carol. Connie Walker. I’m a reporter for CBC. I’m doing a story about Alberta Wil-
liams and I’ve been trying really hard to get in touch with you.”

Carol: “Oh, OK.”
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Connie: “Sorry to bother you at work. We just tried you at home a couple of times.”

A reminder: Carol was Alberta’s cousin and a few people told us they were also close friends. 
Claudia told us Carol was at the bar that night, and Doug told us he saw her at Jack’s party after 
the bar.

Connie: “You were friends with Alberta, right? You guys were close?”

Carol: “Just on a hanging-out basis, kind of.”

Connie: “So can you tell me about the last time you saw Alberta, and what the scene was like?”

Carol: “It was at Popeye’s. That’s where we parted. She had her group of friends to go with, I 
went with my friends.”

Connie: “But you guys were sitting at the same table at Popeye’s?”

Carol: “Yes.”

Connie: “Were you at the party at Jack’s house on that Friday night?”

Carol: “No, no, we partied at Popeye’s.”

Connie: “OK, so you didn’t go back to Jack’s, because we spoke to someone who thought he saw 
you at the party there that night.”

Carol: “No, I went to Lorraine Johnson’s place.”

Connie: “Did you hear about who was at that party at Jack’s house?”

Carol: “All that I know is it was Jack and another friend of his whom I don’t know.”

Connie: “Another friend of his?”

Carol: “Yes, according to… Ken Collinson, I believe that is his name.”

Connie: “What did Ken tell you?”
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Carol: “He told me that it was just Alberta and Jack and some other person that was there when 
he was driving them.”

Connie: “When did Ken say that he was driving with Alberta and Jack?”

Carol: “Many years ago.”

Connie: “But Ken said he was there that night.’

Carol: “No, no, he was just driving.”

Connie: “Are you and Ken friends?”

Carol: “Through her, Alberta’s, sister. That’s how I met him: Kathy.”

I’m going to stop here, just to remind you Alberta’s cousin Amanda and her husband, Ed, told us 
they saw Alberta with her uncle Jack and a white guy they thought was Ken Collinson in a black 
truck in Terrace the day after she was supposed to have disappeared.

When we talked to Ken Collinson, he said it wasn’t him. He said he had never driven anywhere 
with Alberta and Jack — ever.

Connie: “I’m a bit confused. Where did he drive them?”

Carol: “I have no idea. I was just told. I’m not saying that that’s what really happened.”

Connie: “No, I understand you weren’t there. But what did you remember about what Ken told 
you about what happened?”

Carol: “Just this, that he was driving. He made it much more about that, just a few people…”

Connie: “And he didn’t know Jack’s other friend that was also there?”

Carol: “No, he didn’t mention the name.”

Connie: “Was it the Friday that he drove them back to Jack’s house, or was it the Saturday that 
he drove them to Terrace?”

Carol: “He didn’t say what day. He just told me what he did.”
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Connie: “What was the context of that conversation? Why did you mention that he drove Alberta 
and Jack?”

Carol: “He was just trying to say that he wasn’t really involved with what had happened.”

Connie: “Did you ask him what happened?”

Carol: “No, no, I wasn’t allowed. Not with the constable that came to pick me up to talk at the 
RCMP station — he told me not to discuss anything with anybody. Just to them…”

Connie: “Did you speak to that constable?”

Carol: “It was a couple years ago. He’s from Prince George.”

Connie: “Do you remember his name?”

Carol: “No, I don’t.”

Connie: “So he also asked you about Ken Collinson and what Ken Collinson told you?”

Carol: “He didn’t mention names. He’s not allowed to. He just wanted to talk to me.”

Connie: “So have you stayed in touch all of these years?”

Carol: “No, no. He’s got his family to concentrate on, and I have my own.”

Connie: “When did you and Ken talk about him driving Jack and Alberta?”

Carol: “I can’t really say how many years. That was… it was just like I mentioned to the consta-
ble. If I could, I would tell you when, but I can’t really say.”

Connie: “Do you remember if it was right after Alberta went missing and was found, or was it 
years after that, even?”

Carol: “Oh, he just told me that he drove, he didn’t say which day he drove.”

Connie: “Why are you guys talking about that?”
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Carol: “Because he… I don’t know, I can’t really say. It was just brought up in a conversation.”

Connie: “Had you heard rumours that Ken was there that night as well?”

Carol: “No, I hadn’t.”

Connie: “Do you know if Ken and Jack were friends?”

Carol: “No, I don’t, I don’t really know that family that well, when they were together.”

It seemed strange that Ken had suggested we talk to Carol, and yet she seemed hesitant to tell us 
what she had heard about Ken driving Jack and Alberta.

Connie: “And when’s the last time you talked to Ken?”

Carol: “I just… we don’t talk, we just give a quick wave when he’s driving the cab and walking 
down the street. We just give a quick wave and that’s about it.”

Connie: “Did you talk to him after we were in town?”

Carol: “Actually, he was the one that notified me about you trying to get a hold of me, that was 
it.”

Connie: “Oh, what did he say?”

Carol: “He said that there’s a lady from the radio. ‘The two ladies that interviewed me they are 
trying to get a hold of you.’ I said, ‘Oh,’ and what it was about. He told me about Alberta.”

Connie: “We really are just trying to find out more information about Alberta and we heard from 
some of Alberta’s relatives that she was seen after the party, that they saw her the next day, driv-
ing with Jack and with Ken in Terrace on the Saturday.”

Carol: “Oh, oh, my gosh. I don’t know about that. I hadn’t seen Alberta at all after our night out. 
We parted from the bar.”

Connie: “But when we talked to Ken, he said he wouldn’t, he didn’t do that, he didn’t drive with 
Jack and Alberta. But now you’re telling me that he told you that he did drive Jack and Alberta.”

Carol: “I can’t really say. It’s confusing. He wasn’t really clear about what he’s talking about. 



117

But then because we weren’t really allowed to discuss it amongst each other, because the con-
stable said that what we discussed with people that are involved in the investigation might say 
something and the other person might follow what he said. So that is what I was saying — we 
are not allowed to discuss it until we get confirmation from the constable.”

Connie: “Do you have information that you’re not sharing with me about what might have hap-
pened?”

Carol: “No, oh my gosh, no. I have nothing to hide. I am truthful and I would never hold any-
thing back.”

Carol got off the phone.

She said she needed to check with the RCMP to see if she could tell us more, but we never heard 
back from her. 

* * *

We had tracked down as many people as we could find who were with Alberta that night.

We were waiting to hear back from the lab about Ken’s DNA and we were running out of op-
tions.

We sat down with Garry’s notebooks. We wanted to see if there was anyone else we might be 
able to find who would have more information.

One of the first entries that caught our attention was from Sept. 11, 1989.

Garry: “629 McKay, no phone. Eva of Kitwancool said that the first weekend that she went miss-
ing she seen Alberta crying and leaving with some guy. To contact Eva go through Hazelton — 
Andy Kwok Special Constable. Eva lives with Leonard.”

I couldn’t find Eva on Facebook, but eventually I found a number for her and left her a message.

I wasn’t sure if I had the right person until she called me back.

“Hi, this is Eva. You called me in regards to Alberta Williams. Just returning the call, thank you.”

We connected a few weeks later.
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Connie: “Did you know Alberta at all before that night?”

Eva: “Yeah, she’s from the same village here.”

Connie: “Is that in Gitanyow?”

Eva: “Yup.”

Connie: “What do you remember about Alberta?”

Eva: “She was very nice, very nice lady. Always smiling. I never seen her without a smile.”

Connie: “I heard she was also a little bit shy.”

Eva: “Yeah. But when you get to know her she was really awesome.”

Connie: “And do you remember seeing Alberta that night?”

Eva: “Yes, I did. She was sitting at the same table.”

Connie: “Do you remember who she was sitting with that night?”

Eva: “I didn’t actually see, but I know who was waiting for her. At that time, the bar was clos-
ing.”

Connie: “Who was waiting for her?”

Eva: “Her auntie’s husband, Jack Little. He was the last person I saw her with.”

Connie: “Where was that? Was that inside the bar or was that outside?”

Eva: “Right inside the bar, but I didn’t see who she got in a vehicle with. She was crying, she 
was actually crying before, while everybody was leaving and nobody even seemed to ask her 
what was going on. I just asked why she was crying, and family didn’t know. That was the last 
time we saw her.”

Connie: “Did you notice who she was talking to before she was crying?”



119

Eva: “She was just sitting there crying on the table where people were, she was almost practi-
cally alone, but her uncle was standing behind her, waiting for her. Like, holding her chair in the 
back. It just never left me. Every time I see Jack myself, I remember. I remember what I saw. 
I had an eerie feeling but I didn’t know if he was trying to be an uncle to try to help her out or 
what, but I was just wondering why she was crying. Nobody told me nothing, so I don’t really 
know.”

Connie: “And did you hear anything about a party happening after the bar?”

Eva: “No, I don’t think so. I just heard that she got into a vehicle with somebody, a black pickup, 
but I didn’t see the vehicle myself.”

Connie: “So you heard she got into a black car, a black truck?”

Eva: “Yeah.”

Connie: “Do you remember where you heard that?”

Eva: “When we realized she had disappeared, that’s when I heard about it, and I vaguely remem-
ber that pickup truck.”

Connie: “But you’ve always remembered seeing Alberta that night?”

Eva: “Yup.”

Connie: “Why do you think it stuck with you?”

Eva: “Just kinda weird that Jack was waiting for her. I asked him, why is Jack waiting for her, 
and why is Alberta crying? I don’t know, nobody answered me.”

Flipping through Garry’s notebooks was fascinating and frustrating. Some of the entries were 
just names and phone numbers with no notes at all, while others were more detailed, with just 
enough information to make you intrigued, but without a full name or number.

Like this one.

Garry: “‘14:50 hours. Nicholson, or Nick-al-son. I’m not really sure how that’s pronounced. Wit-
ness. Worked painting at Tyee. Native girl possibly wearing glasses, male subject looked like the 
fishing type. Feels it was around 2330 Monday night. Witness seen the photo in the paper 89-08-
31. Male had shoulder-length blond, dirty hair, dressed in dark clothing. Witnessed had slowed 
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down quite a bit to have a look and he thought it was quite late for the young girl to be out.”

Someone may have seen Alberta on Monday near the Tyee? Remember, the Tyee is where Alber-
ta’s body was eventually found. 

I’d love to talk to this man, but we couldn’t even decipher his name. Even Garry had trouble 
reading his own writing.

Around Sept. 1, 1989, there were three entries about someone called Vera Derrick.

The first one just had her name and address.

Here is Garry reading the next two.

Garry: “Starting on page one. ‘89-09-02. 0900 — Vera Derrick. Seen on Friday and then again 
on Saturday in a vehicle. Positive that it was Saturday. 1010 hours. Vera Derrick statement taken 
by Ross.’”

Positive that it was Saturday. That stood out for me right away, because police believed that 
Alberta died that Friday night. And they never investigated the scenario that she was still alive on 
Saturday.

We needed to find Vera Derrick and ask her if she was certain she saw Alberta that Saturday. And 
what kind of vehicle she saw her in.

The number for Vera in Garry’s notebook was out of service. Nothing came up in 411. And there 
were no Vera Derricks on Facebook.

But there were a lot of other people with that last name who seemed to live in the area.

So I just started messaging random people asking, do you know Vera Derrick who used to live in 
Prince Rupert?

It wasn’t long before someone said they knew who she was, but that Vera didn’t live in Prince 
Rupert anymore. She lived in Gitanyow.

I got her number and called her right away and left a message. I kept calling back until finally 
she answered.
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Connie: “Is Vera there?”

Vera Derrick: “Yes, speaking.”

Connie: “Oh, hi Vera, I left you a message and this is going to seem weird because I’m sure it’s 
been a long time since you thought about this, but I’m working on a story about Alberta Wil-
liams. Do you remember Alberta Williams?”

Vera: “Yes. I do.”

Connie: “Did you know her personally? Why do you remember Alberta after all these years?”

Vera: “Can you call back later? I’m waiting for a ride right now.”

Connie: “Oh OK, I can call you back.”

We called Vera back the next day.

Connie: “So yesterday when I talked to you, you said that you do remember Alberta Williams.”

Vera: “Yes, I do.”

Connie: “What do you remember about her?”

Vera: “She’s a very quiet person and she’s very nice to everyone. Last time I saw her, she was in 
Prince Rupert and we made an appointment that she would come by. I waited and waited for her 
to come by, but she didn’t show up, so I went uptown and I was looking for her but I saw her in 
a car. That was the last time I saw her, and she was motioning, pointing to the back of the car. 
But they just went by, she just looked at me, and I don’t know why she was pointing in the back 
of the car when they went by. And then the next day, her parents came by and [her mother] said, 
‘Did our daughter come by to see you yesterday?’ and I said, ‘No and I saw her in town in a car, 
but she didn’t stop by.’ So they picked me up, ‘Let’s look around town to see what we can find,’ 
they said to me, so we just drove all over town, but we didn’t find her.”

Connie: “That’s terrible. Do you remember when that was? Was it the weekend that she went 
missing?”

Vera: “Yes, that was the last time we saw her. She was missing the very next day.”



122

Connie: “Do you remember what kind of vehicle she was in?”

Vera: “She was in an older-model black car. I don’t know what the make of it. There was a young 
man that was driving.”

Connie: “Can you describe the young man she was with? Do you know who it was?”

Vera: “He had dark, curly hair.”

Connie: “Was he Native?”

Vera: “No, didn’t really look like a Native.”

Connie: “What did she seem like? Was she excited, was she upset?”

Vera: “Ummm, motioning. I don’t know what she was motioning at when she saw me and then 
she waved, and then they went by. She was trying to tell me something, but I didn’t know what it 
was.”

Connie: “And this was in Prince Rupert?”

Vera: “Yes.”

Connie: “Are you sure that it was a black car?”

Vera: “Yes, it was an old-model kind of vehicle, a black one.”

Connie: “How many doors did it have? Two doors? Four doors?”

Vera: “It wasn’t four doors.”

Connie: “It wasn’t a truck?”

Vera: “No, it was a car.”

Vera was certain it was a car that she saw Alberta in. But unlike the entry in Garry’s notebooks, 
Vera was less certain about which day it was.
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Connie: “Do you remember if you saw her on the Friday or the Saturday?”

Vera: “I think it was on the Friday, because her parents came by and asked me if she showed up 
after she’d call me, and I told them no.”

Connie: “Were her parents worried about her at that point?”

Vera: “Yes, they asked me to come with them and look around town. So we just drove around 
town. We couldn’t find her.”

Connie: “That must have been really awful.”

Vera: “Yes.”

Then Vera told us something shocking. Something we had not heard before. Something that 
wasn’t in Garry’s notebooks.

Connie: “Did you ever speak to the police and tell them what you saw?”

Vera: “Somebody called me and said, ‘You won’t be able to find her in town. She’s been dumped 
off close to the tower, outside of… town. That’s where you’ll find her.’”

Connie: “Who told you that she had —”

Vera: “I couldn’t tell. I couldn’t tell who the voice was.”

Connie: “So you got a phone call from someone who you —”

Vera: “Yes, I did.”

Connie: “You don’t know who that person is?”

Vera: “No. I didn’t ask.”

Connie: “Who do you think it was?”

Vera: “I couldn’t tell. I never heard that voice before on the phone. It was a lady.”
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Connie: “Did you ask the woman on the phone who she was, or how she knew that?”

Vera: “She said she was at the party that time. But she didn’t tell me who she was. She didn’t say 
very much. All she said was, ‘If you are looking around town for her, you’ll never find her here, 
and because I knew that, that was where they dumped her.’”

Connie: “So this woman called you and what did she say?”

Vera: “She said somebody did her in and took her there. ‘So you wouldn’t find her in town. But 
you can tell them where to find her.’ So I did and her parents got in touch with some of their rela-
tives and went down there and couldn’t find her.”

Connie: “Did they go to the Tyee? Is that where she said she was dumped?”

Vera: “Yes.”

Connie: “When did you get this phone call?”

Vera: “It was after we looked around town. I think it was two days after. I guess somebody saw 
us looking around from one place to another. We even went to the bar, looked around, and in 
stores and we drove around all over. She said to me, ‘I heard you and her parents mentioned,’ 
or her parents’ name, and said to me, ‘I don’t think you’ll ever find her in town, ’cause she was 
dumped where the towers are, outside of Prince Rupert,’ she said. And she told me to get a search 
party and see if we can find her where they told us where she was dumped. And I told her mum 
and dad, and they got their relatives to go and look around there, but they couldn’t find her at that 
time. But that’s where they found her after. The hiker spotted her beside one of the roads that’s 
going up that way.”

Connie: “What was your reaction getting that kind of a phone call?”

Vera: “I was really shocked and I phoned her mum right away. So they got some search party go-
ing from her relatives but they couldn’t find her. And [the woman] told me to go and wait around 
town, she said, ‘I’ll tell you more.’”

Vera says she heard of a party at Jack Little’s house that weekend and the woman on the phone 
told her that she was at a party, but refused to tell her much more about what happened to her.

Connie: “And where did this woman tell you to meet her in town?”

Vera: “Down near one of the restaurants on the west side. And I was looking around. I waited for 
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this person. She didn’t show up.”

Connie: “Did you ever speak to the police and tell them what you saw?”

Vera: “Yes, I phoned and told them everything that happened, but they didn’t even listen to me.”

Vera said the woman would not divulge her name. 

Vera: “I asked this person and she said, ‘No, I can’t tell you my name. I might get myself into 
trouble,’ she said.”

Connie: “Did she seem scared?”

Vera: “Yeah, she’s kinda scared because she knew what happened to Alberta.”

Connie: “So when the police came to your house, you told them about seeing her in the car, but 
did you —”

Vera: “Yes, I told them everything that happened.”

Connie: “Wow, I just can’t imagine what it was like getting that phone call.”

Vera: “Yeah, terrible. I couldn’t sleep for a long time and I kept on breaking down.”

Connie: “Why do you think the woman called you?”

Vera: “She said she heard that we were looking around for Alberta.”

Connie: “So do you think this woman was a friend of Alberta’s?”

Vera: “I think so, I believe so. I don’t know if the police got it on record because I knew I phoned 
them about… the call I received.”

Connie: “Do you remember who [at the police] you spoke with by any chance — was it someone 
named Gary Kerr or Rick Ross?”

Vera: “I don’t remember who I spoke to, but somebody took that call, but I don’t think… they 
took it seriously at that time. But exactly where I was told she was dumped, that’s where the 
hiker found her later on.”
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If what Vera said was true, then someone, a woman, knows something about Alberta’s murder. 
But who was she? And why would she call Vera and not the police?

And if Vera told the police about this mysterious caller, did they investigate it?

* * *

We called Garry to see what he remembered about Vera Derrick.

Connie: “So we contacted Vera again. Just to see if she remembered what she told you guys. And 
it was this anonymous phone call and she tried to, I guess, convince this woman to meet up with 
her and they had agreed on a spot to meet but this woman never showed up. Does any of that 
sound familiar to you?”

Garry: “No, not at all. The name ‘Vera Derrick’ does, but not about the information where she 
would have received a phone call telling her that. I mean, if we were told, you know, it obviously 
would be in the file.”

Connie: “And something like that probably would have stuck out in your memory, do you 
think?”

Garry: “Yeah, like that just doesn’t… I have no recollection of that all. But is it possible she 
didn’t tell the police?”

Garry says he spoke out after all of these years because it was the right thing to do, that unlike 
other MMIW cases that were sloughed off by police, Alberta’s case was given attention. But he 
acknowledges that Alberta’s family wasn’t satisfied with their investigation back in 1989.

Garry: “I remember one day in the detachment, it was Alberta’s mom and dad and I believe it 
was… one or two other family members with them. They had come in and I remember we had 
a bit of a discussion and they were very… I wouldn’t say vocal, but they were very concerned. 
Like, ‘What are you doing? What are you doing about our daughter’s murder?’ And we said, ‘My 
god, we’ve talked to a lot of people.’ And I remember we took them into our office and we had… 
back in the day, because everything was done with paper, we used just banker boxes. And I 
remember taking them into the office and saying, I don’t even remember what it was at the time, 
but ‘Look, we’ve got six banker boxes full of paper.’ You know, to try and put some connection 
to, like, we are actively working on this. But again, for a family, it’s hard to look at a box full of 
paper and say, well, but what are you doing? And most of the time you simply can’t tell them. 
And it’s heartbreaking, it really is.”

I don’t doubt that Garry cared about Alberta’s case and did a lot of work on it. But reading his 
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notebooks helped me realize just how busy they were at the RCMP detachment in Prince Rupert 
in 1989.

Garry sent us eight of his notebooks starting in August 1989 through to March 1990. In the be-
ginning, there are a lot of pages devoted to Alberta. But as the weeks and months pass, there are 
fewer and fewer mentions. In the final book, we didn’t see a single entry related to Alberta’s case.

Sometimes the entries are just of names and numbers. It’s true, we may have missed something. 
And Garry was not the only officer working on Alberta’s case. Maybe while he was focused else-
where, another officer was investigating. Either way, I think it’s fair to say that as time passed, 
and other cases came up, Alberta’s murder investigation was put on the back burner.

Garry: “I guess being realistic about it, it’s like, you know, when we speak to you of the High-
way of Tears… Unfortunately, there’s another murder. And then another murder, and then anoth-
er murder. And then, and you hate to say it, but it’s the truth: I mean, there just simply isn’t the 
resources all the time to go back.”

Having to juggle so many cases would have made it hard to stay on top of every investigation. It 
made me wonder if some things could have gotten overlooked.

On Sept. 6, two weeks after Alberta was reported missing but four days before her body was 
found, there is an interesting entry in Garry’s notebooks.

Garry: “‘89-09-12. 16 47 hours. Self to scene. Location is on the way to the ferry terminal on the 
left hand side when going down. The large sign that states “Welcome to Prince Rupert” is almost 
to the point where the clothing was located. From the large sign you go a short distance, about 20 
feet to a set of railway tracks. Follow the tracks north for about 40 feet and the clothing located 
to the left of the tracks. When I first arrived items almost appeared to be just thrown down one on 
top of the other. Ross checked the clothing. Appears to be a sweater, and a jumpsuit. 1 shoelace, 
1 show and 2 pillowcases.’”

I’m going to interrupt here to remind you what Alberta was wearing the night she disappeared.

Garry: “‘Alberta was last seen wearing a turquoise blue sweat-top with a different-colour col-
lar. Baggie-type black-coloured slacks that are narrow at the ankle. The shoes are almost like a 
black slipper type, possibly like leather slip-on type. Probably wore socks and panties, colour 
unknown.’”

A blue sweater, black pants and black slip-on shoes. OK, back to the entry from Sept. 6.

Garry: “‘The bush behind where the clothing is located is very heavy, but there is somewhat of a 
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clearing in behind where the clothing was located. One could not easily be able to walk through 
it as still very heavy growth up to a height of two to three feet. The jumpsuit and the piece of the 
clothing and one pillowcase was grabbed by TRAP. Possibly ripped. TRAP was the name of the 
police dog. Each item was placed into separate exhibit bag by myself at 1704. Jumpsuit, blue 
sweater, shoe — slipper type, sock, shoelace, pillow cover. 1715 hours located paper ripped up 
and scrunched up just about 18 inches from where the clothing is. All of the items were seized. 
1722, all items placed into rear Delta-2. 1928 it was clear.’”

So, days before Alberta’s body was found, police found clothes somewhat matching the descrip-
tion of what Alberta was wearing.

Garry’s notebook doesn’t mention a crucial detail about this: There was blood on the clothing 
they found.

When we talked about Alberta’s body being found in episode 2 of the podcast, we didn’t include 
graphic details. But now it feels important to tell you: When police found Alberta she was naked, 
except for her bra and shirt. Police never found the rest of her clothes, shoes or purse.

Rick Ross told us how he searched hundreds of kilometres looking for them along the Highway 
of Tears.

Rick: “There were articles of her clothes missing that we never did find. And I pretty much 
walked the highway on both sides and got every dumpster between Prince Rupert and, I think, 
almost Prince George. We’d done miles and miles and we had dogs searching and we never, ever 
did find a certain article of her clothing, eh? We just have no idea where they went.”

The first thing Marnie and I both thought of when we read about the bloody clothes was Alber-
ta. Especially since they found a blue sweater and a black slip-on shoe. How could police have 
not made the connection? Or was there something else — not in the notebooks — that we were 
missing?

We called Garry to find out.

Connie: “What do you remember about that?”

Garry: “I remember I was working that day and I don’t remember, somebody had stumbled 
across these clothes, it was just kind of off to the ditch, and I went there, pretty sure Rick was 
there. And there is another policeman there by the name of Craig Gates, and it was just some 
clothing… none of it was folded or anything. It was all dirty… There were some blood and stuff 
around some of the pieces of clothing.”
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Connie: “There was bloody clothing?”

Garry: “I think there was some blood on it, yeah. I can still remember being there that day and 
Rick was there, too, and I remember, like, it was just some discarded clothing that had been obvi-
ously just thrown out of the vehicle or somebody walking on the street just thrown it down, and 
there was certainly… no attempt to hide anything.”

Connie: “I’ll read you the entry: ‘Self to scene. Location is on the way to the ferry terminal…”

I re-read the entry to Garry over the phone.

Connie: “A sweater, a jumpsuit, question mark. One lace. Is this is this jogging your memory?”

Garry: “Yeah, it is a bit more.”

Connie: “‘The jumpsuit question mark, question mark, question mark, of clothing and one pil-
lowcase.” 

Number two, blue sweater. Number three, shoe, slipper-type. Number four, sock. Number five, 
shoelace. Six, pillow cover. Seven, pillow cover. 

It really stuck out to us, because when we read it over, it sounded like what Alberta was wearing, 
what she was last seen in. Especially when you talk about a slipper-type shoe and a blue sweater.

Garry: “Yeah, you know and I wish I could remember what the rationale was, because as, you 
know, the investigation progresses, it was determined or somebody determined it didn’t have 
anything to do with Alberta’s case.”

Garry wracked his brain. He said they did make the connection between Alberta’s disappearance 
and the bloody clothes. But he couldn’t recall exactly why they had ruled it out. We went back to 
our transcripts from our earlier interview with Garry when we were at his house leafing through 
his notebooks. He actually flipped to this page, and the entry on Sept. 6, and this is how he ex-
plained it.

Garry: “This here, this was actually before her body was found. Um, we had found some bloody 
clothing in another spot that turned out not to be anything to do with her. So this is a note —”

Connie: “How common was that?”

Garry: “That was just… Sorry, I forget what, some guy had been in a fight and thrown some 
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clothing down and somebody had found them.”

So maybe there was a fight? But how many fights include pillowcases and a single black slip-on 
shoe? I wished he could explain why they were so sure.

Garry: “Well, what I would think probably happened is obviously the items were seized by my-
self and if they were even thought to be part of the murder investigation, they’re probably still in 
an exhibit lock or someplace. Again… I just can’t remember what the reason was, the rationale 
was, why it was we didn’t think they had anything to do with her case. And also, there’s a possi-
bility… they could have been disposed of. But generally anything ever seized in relation to any 
murder investigation is never… you don’t just say, ‘Well, I guess we rule this out, we don’t need 
it, it will be destroyed or we’ll just throw this out.’ You don’t cherry-pick through the evidence. I 
mean, evidence is evidence and you never know when something’s going to be useful to another 
investigation.”

Connie: “So there’s a chance this still exists somewhere in an exhibit box?”

Garry: “Yes. It would have been seized… It would have been seized because it was thought to 
have some possible connection to her disappearance. So it would have been seized… seems like 
as part of the homicide investigation or the murder investigation —”

Connie: “But it wasn’t yet a murder investigation.”

Garry: “Anything seized like that… again, if it was seized in relation to her investigation, which 
turned into a homicide investigation four days later, it would have been or should have been kept 
and probably is kept… in an exhibit locker someplace.”

But — and this is a big but — if Garry was wrong, and these clothes actually belonged to Alber-
ta, they might contain DNA. But where are the clothes now? If police had ruled out a connection 
to Alberta in 1989, were the clothes destroyed? Or could they still be sitting in an exhibit box 
somewhere?

There is one last entry that I want to point out from Garry’s notebooks. It’s something that I 
didn’t even really notice the first time I read it. It was something that only became significant 
once we started piecing together people’s stories.

On Sept. 2, 1989, Garry is with Alberta’s family. It sounds like it’s one of their first meetings. 
They are telling him about Alberta. They mention how she has a little birthmark below her left 
eye, and how she was carrying a black leather purse with two straps. There is also talk about 
what she was wearing and mention of Alberta having a black jean jacket.
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Amanda told us that when Alberta came to her house in Terrace on the Saturday, she was wearing 
a short black jacket. Amanda says she remembers Alberta left her jacket in the truck when she 
went inside to use the bathroom.

In Garry’s notebook on Sept. 2, there’s this entry, the first reference to Alberta’s sister Kathy.

Garry: “‘1132. Kathy at Digby Towers. The coat that was actually left in the truck. Alberta did 
not actually give it up. Found in the vehicle.’”

We asked Kathy about the jacket. She didn’t remember finding it. But according to Garry’s note-
book, after Alberta disappeared, Kathy found her black jacket in her truck —

The same truck she shared with her boyfriend, Ken.

* * *

Once our podcast began, we started hearing from people who said they had information about 
Alberta.

Connie: “Hi, Teresa, it’s Connie calling. How are you doing? Thank you so much for sending 
that message last night.”

Teresa: “Well, I was wondering why they didn’t come back to me. I mean, I was dead sober 
when I saw that guy with her.”

Connie: “Can you —”

Teresa: “The day it happened, or the day she went missing, it was Aug. 26.”

Teresa didn’t want us to use her last name. But she was at the bar that night. She says she remem-
bers seeing Alberta at the end of the night, after the bar closed.

Teresa: “They were standing outside. And that’s when Alberta spoke up and said, ‘Oh, do you 
guys want to come with us? We’re going to party,’ and the driver, he was kinda — I still could re-
member him, because of his eyes. You know how those people have eyes that really bulge out?”

Connie: “Yes.”

Teresa: “That’s what this guy looked like. That’s why I can’t forget him.”
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Connie: “What did that guy look like?”

Teresa: “I described him… Some detectives came to my house and asked me questions and I told 
them what I knew, exactly what I’m saying to you. To this day, I still remember that day. I never 
heard from [the police] but they put me under hypnosis and I described the guy because I told 
them I was dead sober, because I was on my way to Port Ed.”

Connie: “What did he look like — was he Native or was he white?”

Teresa: “No, he looked like he was white to me. He had a really fair complexion. Tall , thin, 
shag-cut hair.”

Connie: “What colour hair was it?”

Teresa: “Dirty blond.”

Connie: “Dirty blond. And had you ever seen him before that day with Alberta?”

Teresa: “No, no. I’ve never seen before.”

Connie: “So… that was the Friday night, then?”

Teresa: “Yeah, it was Friday, that was our payday. Yeah, we’re standing around and I looked 
at those two guys and I said, ‘Carol, you can’t just jump in a van. You don’t know these guys, 
they’re not from around here.’”

Connie: “What kind of vehicle was it?”

Teresa: “It was one of those older vans. It was a van with two doors. And they had the doors 
open already, and Alberta said, ‘Let’s go, let’s go.’ And I kept telling Carol, ‘No, call her, you 
don’t just get into a van with people you don’t know.’”

Connie: “Did she say where they were going?”

Teresa: “No, they said they were going to a party. Alberta was the only one that jumped in that 
van. Just her and him and the driver.”

Connie: “You gave the statement to police and they put you under hypnosis?
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Teresa: “Yup.”

Connie: “Do you remember if they did a kind of sketch based on the description you provided?”

Teresa: “They did. I signed it. That’s why I was surprised it wasn’t on TV. I said, ‘What the hell, 
there isn’t anything on TV about it.’ I thought they would have mentioned the van. And they 
were from Alberta. These people weren’t from Prince Rupert. I mean those are pointers right 
there.”

Teresa wasn’t the only one to come forward and say they saw Alberta get into a vehicle outside 
of the bar that night.

Connie: “So Alice, you and your husband got in touch with Claudia after you heard something 
about our podcast?”

Alice Morgan: “Yeah.”

Connie: “Why did you want to get in touch?”

Alice: “I don’t know where to start.”

Connie: “Do you remember something about Alberta’s disappearance?”

Alice: “Yes, I do. We seen her getting into a vehicle that night.”

Connie: “You saw Alberta?”

Alice: “Yes.”

Alice Morgan and her husband, Randy Daniels, say they were parked across the street from Bo-
gey’s.

Connie: “And when did you see Alberta?”

Alice: “It was not long after closing time. She walked across the street with three guys. The driv-
er jumped in and Alberta… Alberta jumped in the middle, and then the second guy jumped in the 
passenger side. And then there was a third guy and he jumped in the back of the truck.”

Connie: “You saw Alberta with three guys after the bar in a truck.”
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Alice: “Yeah.”

Connie: “What kind of truck was it?”

Alice: “Looked to be a black truck.”

Connie: “How would you describe the men she was with? Were they all white or were any of 
them Native?”

Alice: “All white.”

Connie: “And did you recognize any of them?”

Alice: “No, I didn’t.”

Connie: “What happened after they got into the truck?”

Alice: “I remember watching her go into the truck, and I didn’t know any of those guys, and I 
remember looking around for Carol Russell, because Carol Russell was one of her best friends. 
Anyways, I didn’t see Carol anywhere, I didn’t see anybody else familiar. Anyways, I was 
watching her get in the truck and I remember looking at the license plate. I don’t know — it was 
weird.”

Connie: “What was weird?”

Alice: “Just the fact that she was getting into a vehicle without her friend Carol or anybody else 
with her, and the three guys who I didn’t know.”

Connie: “How did Alberta seem? I mean… Did she seem OK? Did you notice anything about the 
way she was acting?”

Alice: “She looked comfortable. Like, she looked comfortable going in the vehicle.”

Alice said she is sure that it was the Friday that Alberta supposedly disappeared.

Connie: “Do you think that you’d be able to recognize the men that you saw her with, if you saw 
photos of them?”

Alice: “I think so, yeah.”
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We called back later that afternoon to talk to Alice’s husband, Randy.

Randy: “She came across the street with three guys. Alberta got into the truck and then another 
guy got into the truck and one guy went to the back.”

Connie: “Did you recognize the men she was with?”

Randy: “No, no, I don’t think I knew them. That’s all I know, that it was a black truck. It was a 
single cab, like, you can only sit three people in there, right?”

Connie: “So it wasn’t a crew cab. Alice said it might have been a crew cab?”

Randy: “I don’t remember it being a crew cab, ’cause one of the guys had to sit in the back.”

Randy says he never went to police with what he saw. Alice said a few years passed before she 
was interviewed by police.

Alice: “An investigator finally contacted me. They tried that hypnosis.”

Connie: “So an investigator hypnotized you or tried to hypnotize you?”

Alice: “Yes, at the Prince George RCMP station.”

Connie: “Did police ever do a composite sketch, or did they show you a sketch of anyone?”

Alice: “No.”

We also spoke with Wayne Benson, who was Claudia’s boyfriend at the time. Wayne said he 
spoke to Alberta outside the bar on that Friday night just before closing time.

Wayne Benson: “She come down and she explained that there’s a party going on at Jack Little’s 
place.”

Connie: “So did Alberta tell you personally that there was a party at Jack’s house?”

Wayne: “Yes. I do recall seeing her riding in the passenger side of an old pickup truck, which 
was kind of a greenish colour. An old pukey-colour green, not too sure what type of model it 
was.”
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Connie: “Did you see who she was driving with?”

Wayne: “No, all I saw was she looked out the window and waved when they were merging from 
the intersection.”

Connie: “We heard from someone else that they saw her get into a black pickup truck at the end 
of the night.”

Wayne: “No, it was green, it was a pukey-green old truck that I saw her getting into.”

Connie: “Did you notice how many passengers they had?”

Wayne: “She was sitting right at the window, so I’m not too sure. All I did was, I saw her. I was 
standing at the doorway of Bogey’s.”

Connie: “Did you see anybody in the back of the pickup?”

Wayne: “No, it had a canopy on that truck.”

Connie: “So a canopy that’s covering the back part of the cab, or the back of [the truck]?”

Wayne: “Yes, and you can’t see inside the cab with the canopy on like that.”

Connie: “Would it have been odd for you to see Alberta leave with white guys?”

Wayne: “I didn’t see her leaving with anybody when she walked away, but she said she was on 
her way, and I don’t remember whether she told me who she got a ride with, but, um, she said 
she was on her way over to Jack Little’s place, and it wasn’t a black truck… I can’t recall what 
kind of model it was, whether it was a Ford or not.”

Connie: “Was it dark green or was it light green?”

Wayne: “Dark kind of greenish colour. It wasn’t that light-green colour.”

Connie: “Like the colour of a Christmas tree, kind of?”

Wayne: “Ah, that’s too dark. The colour green was very distinct.”

Teresa said she was sure Alberta got into a white van with two white guys at the end of the night. 
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Alice and Randy say they saw her getting into a black truck with three white guys.

Claudia said Alberta told her she was going to a party at Jack’s house, and that Alberta wouldn’t 
get in a vehicle with any white guys.

But there was another person who said they saw Alberta leave the bar with a white guy in a 
truck.

That’s what Garry told us Alberta’s Uncle Jack said.

But Garry never believed it.

Garry: “Well, we couldn’t find anybody else that, you know, seen this truck, albeit vague de-
scription, this unknown white guy with long, blond hair. And quick frankly I don’t think it ever 
existed.”

Maybe if Randy and Alice had come forward sooner, the RCMP might have had more luck find-
ing a black truck. Maybe they would have ruled it out and come to the same conclusion. What if?

It’s impossible to not think about the what-ifs.

What if Carol had remembered what Ken told her about driving Jack and Alberta? What if Eva 
had asked Alberta if she was OK when she saw her crying at the bar? What if Vera Derrick rec-
ognized the voice of the woman who called her that day? What if Garry hadn’t ruled out those 
bloody clothes as being Alberta’s? What if Randy and Alice had written down the license plate of 
the truck they saw Alberta get into?

Would any of this have made a difference in Alberta’s murder?

All of this conflicting information and the lapses in memory made me feel like we might never 
find out the truth about what happened to Alberta.

Garry says he believes Alberta’s case can still be solved, but is that realistic after all of these 
years?

I couldn’t help but think of the other 17 other women who disappeared or who were found dead 
on Highway 16.

The RCMP officer in charge of those cases, including Alberta’s, doesn’t seem as hopeful as Gar-
ry.
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Wayne Clary: “I’ve been honest with our families and I say perhaps they’ll never be solved.”

That was RCMP Staff Sgt. Wayne Clary at a town hall in October hosted by Anna Maria Trem-
onti of CBC Radio’s The Current.

Anna Maria Tremonti: “And what do you say to those who feel that the disappearances of their 
loved ones were not considered fast enough or seriously enough when they first reported them?”

Wayne: “Well, I’m going to call that the old days. It’s upsetting when I hear that kind of talk. It 
happened, and I’d like to say going forward it’ll never happen again, nor should it. Victims’ fam-
ilies deserve that kind of attention and it’s the right thing to do.”

* * *

Then one day a package arrived. The lab where we’d sent Ken’s cigarette butt was able to extract 
a viable DNA sample. We now had Ken’s DNA profile.

But what could we even do with it?

We need to try to find out if there is any DNA to compare it to in Alberta’s police file.

We need to know why the RCMP didn’t release any sketches at the time.

We need to know if those bloody clothes were actually Alberta’s.

We need to try again to talk to the RCMP ourselves.
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Chapter 8

Resilience

There is a small detail in Garry’s notebooks that I find myself coming back to again and again.

It’s not particularly relevant to our investigation. And it’s not the most haunting thing I’ve read in 
there. But for some reason I can’t get it out of my mind.

It’s a short little note entered right after Alberta’s body is found, when police are examining the 
scene. It says, “Necklace with pendant around neck seized. Was intact.” 

And after the word pendant, in parentheses, is a name: “Dave.”

So Alberta was wearing a “Dave” necklace when she was killed, and the fact that it was intact 
when police found her body was worth noting in Garry’s notebook. 

You’re probably wondering, who is Dave? 

Dave was Alberta’s boyfriend.

We haven’t talked about him yet because he’s not really part of our investigation. He lived in 
Vancouver at the time. Well, technically, they both did.

After working in Prince Rupert for the summer, Alberta was supposed to head back to Vancouver 
to be reunited with Dave.

Her best friend, Geraldine, told us that Alberta was in love with Dave. She wanted to marry him 
and was excited to be going back to see him.

Geraldine Morrison: “She found someone, someone who loves her, cares about her enough to 
marry her, do things with her. You could tell when she was in Rupert that she was happy.”

We got in touch with Dave. He’s married now, with a family of his own. He didn’t want to be 
interviewed for the podcast, but he remembers Alberta.
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And he sent us a photo of her that he’s kept all these years. The photo screams the ’80s. Even 
though it’s indoors, Alberta is wearing the kind of big, tinted sunglasses that all of my aunties 
had in the ’80s.

She looks like she’s ready for a night out. Her hair is curled. She’s wearing dangly earrings and 
is dressed all in black. Her hands are stuffed in her short black leather jacket, probably the same 
one she took to Prince Rupert that summer.

And around her neck is a thin, delicate gold necklace. If you zoom in enough, you can see it says 
“Dave.”

I can’t stop thinking about Alberta and her Dave necklace and wondering what might have been.

Over the past several months and seven episodes, we’ve uncovered a lot about Alberta’s story.

Through interviews with family and friends, we felt like we got to know her a little bit. Almost 
everyone we talked to described Alberta as nice. I guess that’s not surprising, given our tendency 
to idealize people after they’re gone.

People also described her as gentle and shy. A good person. Her close friends talked about how 
she liked to laugh, how she liked to party and how she was only shy until you got to know her.

Alberta’s sister Claudia shared a VHS tape with us, the only video she has of her sister. It was 
taken at a New Year’s Eve party months before Alberta disappeared.

It’s a house party. Alberta is there with her boyfriend Dave. The picture is pretty fuzzy and 
there’s music blasting, so I can’t hear what Alberta is talking about. But just watching her move 
around the room, talking to different people, helped me see that more outgoing side that people 
had described.

At one point in the video, she is sitting on a couch talking to two people. I can’t really see who 
they are. They’re turned toward Alberta and she is facing the camera. She is more animated than 
I would have imagined.

She’s telling a story or something. Her head bobs up and down as she talks, and occasionally she 
reaches over to touch the person next to her, like she’s saying something important or interesting 
and wants to make sure they are paying attention. I can’t see what she’s saying but she looks like 
she’s smiling and having fun.

She’s wearing a white shirt and around her neck is a gold necklace that glitters as she moves. I 
can’t tell for sure but it looks like it’s her Dave necklace. 
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* * *

Our goal in this podcast was to help tell Alberta’s story. Not only focusing on the violence that 
resulted in her death, but also helping listeners understand who she was.

Show how much she was loved and how her unsolved murder still haunts her family and her 
community, even 27 years later.

We also wanted to try to find out the truth about what happened to Alberta. We spoke to dozens 
of people, including many who were there at the bar the night she supposedly disappeared.

Woman: “There was just the one table with the three girls, Jack and Gordon, when I got there.”

Connie Walker: “How was Alberta that night?”

 
Woman: “Good, good. She was having a good time and she was laughing so hard.”

Man: “She looked like she was troubled. I was asking her what was going on, but she wouldn’t 
tell me. I was wondering what was troubling her. But she was talking to the girls.”

Woman: “She was crying, she was actually crying. Her uncle was standing behind her, like hold-
ing her chair in the back. I had an eerie feeling.”

Man: “I didn’t see her leaving with anybody when she walked away.”

Man: “Alberta got into the truck, and the other guy got into the truck, and one guy went into the 
back.”

Connie: “Did you recognize the men she was with?”

Man: “No, no, I don’t…”

Connie: “Did she seem OK or did you notice anything about the way she was acting?”

Woman: “She looked comfortable. She was comfortable going into the vehicle.”

We talked to her sister Claudia, who says she thinks about that night over and over again.
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Claudia Williams: “Alberta said, ‘Come with us, come with us, we’re going to a party.’ And then, 
you know, I just looked and I said a couple of words to my boyfriend. I turned around and in that 
short a time she was gone. Gone.”

We interviewed two of the investigators in Alberta’s homicide case. Despite never being able to 
lay charges, they both believe she was killed by her Uncle Jack.

Garry Kerr: “Everything kept coming back to that person.”

Connie: “And you still had questions, but…”  

Garry: “Still had lots of questions, but in terms of that one specific person, very few answers. Big 
list of questions, answers almost zero. You know, which again, just because it raised a lot of red 
flags. And that wasn’t only my opinion.”

Rick Ross: “I’ve talked with other investigators about it and everybody pretty much shares the 
same view. There was one guy that was always the prime suspect, and you probably know who 
that is, and that was the relative. Yeah. And he’s still a prime suspect today, from what I can 
learn.”

We had unprecedented access to police notebooks in an open investigation. We were able to 
piece together details of their investigation into Alberta’s disappearance and murder, like this 
entry from Sept. 7, 1989. 

Garry: “‘89-09-07. 1618, 140 Crestview. Jack Little residence. Feels the situation has gone from 
bad to worse. Feels there may have been an accident. Question number eight, “You have to un-
derstand that I have a bad memory,” times three. “I just can’t think right now.” Not able to recall 
names of people he saw.’”  

Along the way, we talked to some of the people in Garry’s notebooks but also to people who had 
never spoken to police.

Doug Marsden: “No, I wasn’t interviewed at all.”

Connie: “And you were staying at Jack’s house that summer?”

Doug: “Yes, I was. But I think I seen, ah, Kathy. It was Kathy and, ah, Carol, Jack and the guy I 
mentioned. And um, who else did I see? Um… Alberta.” 

Some who said they were too frightened to speak out about what they knew.
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Connie: “Why were you afraid to go to the police?”

Amanda: “Yeah. I just had to be quiet. I had to wait until… until they find her.”

We tried to talk to Alberta’s Uncle Jack.

Connie: “Hi, Jack. We just really want a couple of minutes. I don’t know if you can spare a few 
minutes to chat with us.”

Jack Little: “Sorry, I can’t. I’m on my way to work, sorry.”

Connie: “We really just want to get your side of the story. We’re doing a story about Alberta and 
we really just want to hear from you about her last night. Can you tell us anything about it? Was 
she at your house? Was she there?”

But he told us to call his lawyer, who said in an email that Jack wouldn’t talk to us.

Both Garry and Rick said Jack told them that Alberta got into a truck with a mysterious white 
guy at the end of the night. Something they never believed.

And although the details differ, we talked to three other people who say they also saw Alberta 
leave the bar with two or three white guys at the end of the night. 

Randy Daniels: “The truck was black. It was parked ahead of us. Two guys got in the front with 
her, one guy got in the back. That’s what I know for sure, as a fact.”

We uncovered a scenario that police didn’t investigate at the time — that Alberta was seen with 
her uncle Jack and her brother-in-law Ken in another city the day after she supposedly disap-
peared.

Yvonne Leighton: “She came by… Amanda’s late that evening. It was pouring rain. I remember 
the pouring rain.”

Connie: “Are you sure it was Alberta?”

Yvonne: “Yeah, that was Alberta.”

Connie: “And she was with two guys in a black truck?”
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Yvonne: “Yes.”

Jack wouldn’t talk to us and Ken said it didn’t happen.

Ken also told us he had been interviewed by police in recent years and had been asked to volun-
tarily provide his DNA, which he refused.

Connie: “You didn’t want to give your DNA?”

Ken Collinson: “Well, I had nothing to hide and that’s what I told them. But unless there was a 
summons or something, I didn’t want to.”

Connie: “Why did the police want to talk to you?”

Ken: “’Cause I was with Kathy, her sister at the time. So there was family involvement.”

Connie: “Yeah, so the next day we heard that Jack and Alberta and you were in Terrace.”

Ken: “No. No, no, no, no, no. No. I was… I hadn’t seen them since the night before. I work, you 
know, 12-, 14-hour days driving. I wasn’t in Terrace the next day.”

Despite all of this new information, we still had more questions than answers about Alberta’s 
murder.

We’d kept Garry in the loop as things progressed, but now that he’s listened to the podcast and 
heard our interviews and the new information, we wondered: what does he think?

Connie: “Has anything you heard changed your mind or do you still think Jack is responsible?”

Garry: “No, nothing has changed my mind at all. In fact if anything, I’m just as convinced now 
as the day I hit send on the computer and I’m sitting here talking to you. Again, even in your 
interaction with Jack, the reaction you received was pretty much the same reaction we received 
27 years ago. This was his niece that went missing, he was the last known person to have been 
seen with her, and you don’t want to cooperate with the police? Like I said before, I don’t like 
the word ‘cooperate,’ but just tell us what you know so we can move the investigation forward.”

Connie: “Did you hear anything in the podcast that surprised you?”

Garry: “Actually, the podcast I listened to today probably surprised me the most — about her be-
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ing seen in Terrace the day after, I guess it was. It surprised me, but again, it’s one of those things 
— there probably isn’t or hasn’t been a police investigation in the last 100 years where the police 
know absolutely everything. There will always be witnesses who for whatever reason don’t want 
to speak to the police. That’s where it’s good to have a fresh set of eyes. You get so immersed in 
an investigation. It’s tiring, long hours, it takes a toll on you and not to sound silly, but there’s 
other investigations you are attending to, too. Sometimes you’ve got maybe half a dozen homi-
cide files going at the same time. I would love nothing better than to sit down with the actual file 
and go through it again and read it.”

Garry knows that is not going to happen. Not only because he’s retired now, but because he did 
something police officers rarely, if ever, do. He talked about an unsolved — open — investiga-
tion.

And he’s gotten some flak for it from his former colleagues.

Garry: “The one question I’ve been asked is why would I do this. And like I said before, the rea-
son I did this is because it was the right thing to do, and that’s why I did it. But in terms of, some 
people have questioned, do you feel it’s not a betrayal of your time in the RCMP, and I don’t 
think it is. It’s almost three decades old and from what I knew, there was no active investigation. 
Right from the first time I hit send on the computer and I sent you those six words, or whatever it 
was, my hope at that time and still is that somebody will be charged at some point and brought to 
justice. I certainly don’t believe I’ve done anything wrong. I stand by what I did.”

* * *

I’m glad that Garry doesn’t regret his role in this podcast. I’ll admit that I worried about that, but 
my biggest concerns throughout the past seven or eight weeks have been about Alberta’s family.

With all of the twists and turns, at times it’s felt like we’ve been on an emotional roller coaster. 
Something that can’t be easy on them.

What has it been like for them to speak out? To hear people talk about Alberta or what they saw? 
To listen to each new development and be reminded of the loss of such a beloved sister?

Claudia Williams: “Well, for the family I would say that my brother’s my strength. We share 
everything on the podcast. Everybody chooses how to handle things, how to handle Alberta’s 
murder. Some of my family… it’s too hard for them to handle. That’s their own choice, but for 
me as an older sister, with my parents not being here anymore, it’s not a choice for me, it’s an 
obligation. I have to do something. My parents brought me up to who I am today, and being with 
Alberta that night, I cannot not do anything or say anything at all.”
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Connie: “You have to speak out.”

Claudia: “I have to speak out and I’m really glad my brother is supportive and I told them, I said, 
‘You know what, I am so happy, finally, you’re on this.’ I felt so alone. I had nobody there. Had 
nobody. Being with Alberta that night and within feet from her… If I didn’t turn my head, she 
would be here today.”

Connie: “What do you mean, Claudia, when you said that you felt so alone in that you had no-
body? Was this something that your family talked about before the podcast?”

Claudia: “I hold a lot of responsibility in the family. I have younger sisters. There’s three of us, 
three younger sisters.”

Kathy Williams is one of her sisters. She was the one who didn’t want to talk to us at first. 
Talking about Alberta’s murder was too painful for her.

Kathy Williams: “It was very devastating, especially for my parents and us, and now that it’s 
airing online, it just brings back bad memories about how we lost our sister Alberta.”

Connie: “Do you wish that we hadn’t done this, that we didn’t bring up these memories?” 

Kathy: “No, no, I think that this is probably better. You know, it hurts, it reminds us that we lost 
our sister in a bad way. She was taken away from us, but I think this is good. I’m really hoping 
that we get justice for my sister and closure for our family.”

Francis Williams: “Yeah, the more I listen to the podcast, the more and more I get involved in it. 
It’s heart-wrenching, but at the same time, it’s really intense and I find it really interesting.”

Francis Williams is one of Alberta’s brothers. He lives in Gitanyow. 

He says listening to the podcasts have been difficult. But he’s glad to finally be getting some 
information about Alberta’s murder. 

Francis: “Say, five years ago, or when there’s absolutely nothing, when we didn’t hear nothing 
from any RCMP. I know they keep saying that even though it’s unsolved, it’s an active case, 
but five years ago, seven years ago, eight years ago, nobody even contacted our family. And my 
mom and dad are both gone now, and still no contact from any RCMP saying it’s still active or 
what they are doing about anything. If anything. Whether it’s still sitting in the back of a file 
somewhere, I don’t know.”
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All of Alberta’s siblings talked about their parents, Rena and Lawrence Williams. How hard Al-
berta’s murder was on them and how they wish they could have gotten justice before their deaths.

Alberta’s sister Karen told us about one night after Alberta’s disappearance, when her father 
decided to take matters into his own hands. The audio quality of this call is not great, so I’ll stop 
and repeat some of the stuff that’s hard to hear.

Karen: “One point my mom hollered up to me upstairs that my dad was so mad that he went, and 
they have a gun on every boat… He had a gun.”

If you missed that, Karen says that one night her dad was so angry and frustrated about Alberta’s 
disappearance he got the gun from his fishing boat.

Karen: “He jumped in the car and I remember my mom screaming, ‘Dad, Dad, don’t do it, don’t 
do it!’ And I came running down the stairs from the living area upstairs and she said Dad’s trying 
to get into the vehicle with the gun.” 

Karen said her dad took the gun and got into his vehicle.

Karen: “He said, ‘’I’m not gonna get no answers from that son of a bitch. I’m gonna go get some 
answers.’ And I said, ‘Dad, Dad, don’t,’ and I’m trying to stop him. My brother is trying to stop 
him. And he shoves us out of the way, gets in his vehicle and spins off down Camarillo Lane 
right off to Rosie and Jack’s house.”

Connie: “He was going to Jack’s house?”

Karen: “Yeah. He said, ‘I’m going to get some answers from the son of a bitch.’ So we waited on 
pins and needles. He came back. He came back in tears. He sat at the table and poured another 
glass. He started crying. ‘Mom, I couldn’t do it,’ he said. I think he said Alberta’s spirit stopped 
him and said, ‘No, Dad, this is not the answer.’ So I guess he drove up there. Sat outside, and 
then came to the conclusion that no, there weren’t going to be answers. As angry as he was, he 
came back, he had himself a good cry and then went to sleep.”

Francis lived a few houses down from his parents in Prince Rupert. He remembers the turmoil 
after Alberta disappeared.

Francis: “It was chaos. My dad held himself together, but my mom was torn apart and then she 
turned to drinking after. She was crying and crying.”

Lawrence and Rena’s grief was no doubt compounded because this was not the first daughter 
they lost. Alberta had another sister named Pam, and about seven years before Alberta’s murder, 
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Pam was killed while walking home from a dance in Hazelton, B.C.

Francis: “You gotta understand that was her second child she lost, too. One killed by a drunk 
driver in Hazelton, in 1983. And for her to lose another child really ripped her apart.”

Connie: “How old was Pam when she died?”

Francis: “Fairly young, too, or around Alberta’s age. A group of her and her friends were at a 
dance and then they ended up walking along on the highway there and a drunk driver came along 
and ran her right over.”

The driver didn’t stop after he hit Pam. He kept going but eventually he was arrested and 
charged.

Karen: “The person who hit-and-run her, he got a few months in jail, and gave my mom a $2,000 
cheque as retribution or something like that. Whatever. My mom was a broken shell from that 
already.”

That kind of loss is unimaginable. But it’s important to acknowledge that Alberta’s family is not 
alone in their tragedy. Indigenous people in Canada see it, live it and fight it every single day.

It is a truth that Indigenous women are disproportionately victims of violence. Seventy-six per 
cent of kids on reserve in the province Manitoba live in poverty. Kids on reserves across the 
country get less money or education.

Despite making up less than five per cent of the population, nearly half of the kids in care in Can-
ada are Indigenous. In fact, there are more Indigenous kids in the child welfare system in Canada 
today then at the height of residential schools.

Indigenous people are over-represented in the criminal justice system. Our infant mortality rate is 
higher, our life expectancy is lower.

These are all things that came up during the work of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission, 
and when he delivered his final report, Justice Murray Sinclair said that the story of residential 
school is really the story of the resilience of children.

It is a story about surviving. It’s so important to highlight the incredible resilience of Indigenous 
families and communities. In spite of the adversity, somehow, families like Alberta’s have found 
the strength to fight for justice for their loved ones.
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To push police forces, push governments and push the media to pay attention.

Now, these stories have made it into the spotlight. But no doubt it has not been easy.

I asked Claudia where her resilience comes from.

Claudia: “It’s easy to numb the pain rather than deal with it. I can’t sleep at night, you know, I 
light my sage, I smudge, I light a candle for Alberta. Those are my coping skills.”

Connie: “Well, I hope that you and your siblings have the support you need and that you can 
support each other as well.”

Claudia: “I think it’ll come together. You know, for me, it’s like give them time. But then again, 
it’s the shoes that I fill. My mom is not here. She brought me up to who I am, and I wouldn’t turn 
my family away. Through all of this it’s going to bring everyone closer.

“With this closure on Alberta, it’s going to draw the family together, ’cause I remind them all 
the time. ‘You know what, we have each other, it’s all we got.’ Despite everything, we have each 
other. We stuck with each other. Now we don’t have Mom and Dad, but we’re still going to stick 
with each other through thick and thin, we’re still together. Mom and Dad never left us. They’re 
still with us. Strength is from my parents and my grandfather.”

Claudia told us that a few weeks after the podcast was launched, she got a message from the 
RCMP and a request to meet with them.

Claudia: “Wayne Clary came by from the RCMP yesterday, came and he brought with him Ser-
geant Ron Palka, I think it was.”

Connie: “So how did that meeting go?”

Claudia: “It went well.”

Wayne Clary works with E-PANA, which is a special RCMP taskforce investigating 18 of the 
unsolved cases along the Highway of Tears.

Connie: “How many times have you talked to him over the years?”

Claudia: “This year, probably talked to him about three times now. So it was only after the media 
[attention] that he started keeping in touch, and I even mentioned that yesterday. ‘That’s really 
great,’ I said, ‘that you come here to see me.’ And I asked if he had been watching the podcast. 
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He said, ‘Yes, I have.’ And I said, ‘Oh, and what do you think?’ And he said, ‘I think they’ve 
done an excellent job.’ And he said, ‘Of all my cases, Alberta’s case is top of the list now.’”

Connie: “What was your reaction to that?”

Claudia: “I don’t know. I kinda believe him. I said, ‘Rather than you coming to me asking me, 
OK, you know, what can you share with me?’, I said, ‘It should be the other way around, actu-
ally, me asking you what’s new? How close are we? What have we found out? Aside from you 
telling me, OK, I’ve watched the podcast.’ I asked the RCMP, and I said, ‘I want to know exactly 
how much time are you spending on Alberta’s case? How do you evaluate how much time you’re 
willing spend on each case? I know you have a big job.’ He says, ‘Well, Alberta case is on top 
of the list now,’ and I said, ‘Yeah, well, why wasn’t it on top of the list before?’ I said, ‘It’s not 
like Alberta went on a highway by herself. She didn’t go on a highway. She was involved with 
people and we knew the people. So why, why is it that you know all of a sudden she’s on top of 
the list?’”

We had questions for Wayne Clary as well. We had talked to him briefly over the summer about 
Alberta’s case, but he asked that our entire conversation be off the record. Given his earlier hesi-
tation, we were surprised when he eventually agreed to talk to us.

Connie: “Well, thanks very much for doing this, we really appreciate it.”

Wayne Clary: “So just so you know, I really can’t talk, you know, at all very much about Alber-
ta’s case. That’s just the way it is and I think you know that with active investigations, so we’ll 
see where we go.”

Connie: “I think most people will have an idea, but can you explain what E-PANA is and why it 
started?”

Wayne: “Well, I will say along Highway 16, investigators over the years and as recently as I 
believe the early 2000s, they were aware of these cases, unsolved and the potential for linkages. 
They established a criteria which included, you know, female victims, and I’ll call it high-risk 
behaviour, even though you know I think some weren’t necessarily high-risk behavior, which 
I would put Monica Jack in that category — a young girl riding her bike in front of her home. 
Anyways —”

Connie: “And Alberta Williams.”

Wayne: “Yeah, exactly, and um, but they were looking for a serial killer, or killers — that was 
their goal. So they settled on the 18 we have, and of course all of these at the outset appeared to 
be a stranger attack, and away we went.”
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Connie: “So just in general, when you’re investigating these historical, unsolved cases, how 
common is it to ask people to provide DNA samples?”

Wayne: “Well, of course it depends what one has at a crime scene and however we can look indi-
vidually at one case and have a person of interest, but potentially the way we often view it is if a 
person of interest can be identified to other cases. So even though there may or may not be DNA 
identified from a particular crime scene, we could identify a person of interest, and if we obtain 
that person’s DNA, they could hit another crime scene — perhaps not a murder, perhaps a sexual 
assault. But it gives us a better picture of where that person should fit in the puzzle or where that 
person may fit in the puzzle.”

Connie: “Interesting. So, I mean, what would it say to you if you asked someone and they re-
fused to provide their DNA?”

Wayne: “Well it could say a lot of things. I can tell you, most people do. Some people don’t, just 
because we’re the police and they don’t like us, or they don’t want to cooperate with us. But if 
we need to get it, we’ll get it, ah, with other means.”

Connie: “How does your unit decide how and when to retest evidence, and, I guess specifically 
in E-PANA cases, some of which are very old?”

Wayne: “Well, we actually have a scientist at our lab, that that is her job, our files. And we’re 
well aware of advances that go on, you know, year to year, and so is she. And we work together 
in looking at crime scenes and the advances are amazing. So we’re aware of that and we do go 
back in conjunction with our lab people.”

Connie: “If police found bloody clothes and bagged them and put them in an exhibit bag 27 years 
ago, but it was determined that they weren’t related to an ongoing homicide investigation, what 
would happen to that evidence? Would it still be somewhere or would it be destroyed?”

Wayne: “It depends. Generally speaking, on a major investigation such as a homicide, evidence 
which is gathered, it doesn’t really matter what it is that needs to be kept pending court proceed-
ings, ’cause we all know what the police gather is subject to disclosure. So we have to be very, 
very careful when we discard any kind of evidence.”

Connie: “But would that apply to something that had been ruled out as not having anything to do 
with a homicide investigation?”

Wayne: “It very well could. It very well could, yes.”

Connie: “So police have asked, I know, taxi drivers in Prince George to provide their DNA. Is 
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that something that E-PANA has considered asking other taxi drivers in other cities to do?”

Wayne: “Well, I think this is a bit public and there’s a file in Prince George, and I think it may 
have even hit the media that we were hounding all the taxi drivers not only for their activities for 
the time around the incident. But yeah, we would collect their DNA, for sure.”

Connie: “In Prince Rupert? Is that something that has been considered?”

Wayne: “Well, I couldn’t say specific. And clearly Alberta is a Prince Rupert case, but it’s looked 
at in all cases where it’s appropriate.”

I asked Clary about taxi driver DNA in part because of our conversation with Ken Collinson. We 
had actually phoned Ken’s boss at Skeena Taxi in Prince Rupert. His name is Bill Langthorne, 
and like Ken, he worked for the company back in 1989. 

I wanted to know if police had ever interviewed any of his drivers, or asked for their DNA, in 
connection with Alberta’s murder. 

Connie: “Do you remember anything about what police asked for in relation to Ken?”

Bill Langthorne: “They may have questioned him. He still drives here. They didn’t ask us, but 
they may have talked to him, because he was with a woman at the time that was related to the 
Williams girl.”

Connie: “Have police ever asked any of your drivers for DNA or to do any kind of lie detector 
test in relation to any of those disappearances?”

Bill: “I’m pretty sure in the mid ’80s or early ’90s we recommended that they should take DNA 
of anybody over 60, because it’s been going on all my life and I’m 74.”

Connie: “What was their reaction to that?”

Bill: “Ah… ‘Good idea.’”

Connie: “So you thought they should take DNA from anyone over 60, including cab drivers?”

Bill: “Anyone who volunteers. I don’t know if you can order it, but I would call for a public… 
for god’s sake, get DNA, so someday these things for families can be resolved, hopefully.”
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Connie: “And you thought they should take DNA from cab drivers as well?”

Bill: “I told them… I told the police investigator investigating that time that I would bet 100 per 
cent of our drivers would offer DNA freely.”

Bill was surprised when we told him that Ken Collinson had already been asked for his DNA. 
And that he refused to give it.

Connie: “So when we talked to Ken, he told us that RCMP did ask for his DNA and he didn’t 
want to give it.”

Bill: “Well that doesn’t… Well, I wasn’t privy to any of that information, but that surprises me.”

Connie: “Yeah, he said that because they already have his fingerprints on file that, you know, that 
should be enough.”

Bill: “Huh. Well, yeah, all cab drivers have fingerprints on file.”

Connie: “But we are just wondering why they would ask him, and if you know if they have ever 
asked any other cab drivers who work for Skeena Taxi for their DNA?”

Bill: “All I know is what I told the RCMP, what I previously stated, that they should ask every-
body, cab drivers included, 60 or older, to provide voluntarily DNA.”

As we were talking to Bill, another taxi driver walked into his office.

Bill: “I’m sorry, I was just reading a note. One of the drivers who worked for the company at that 
time left me a note while you were talking to me.”

Connie: “Oh, really? What did he say?”

Bill: “The driver who was working for us in those days, also working for us now, passed me this 
handwritten note, ’cause I was talking to you. ‘Ken was…’ — it’s Ken he’s referring to — ‘was 
drinking at that party that night. He was there at 549 Cassiar that night. Alberta’s uncle was a 
serious suspect.  Ken wouldn’t hurt a butterfly.  Volunteer statement if you want it. Ron.’”

Connie: “So the guy who handed you the note… I’m curious.”

Bill: “Just give me a minute… [Talks to Ron.] I gave the reporter this, Ron. That’s fine?”
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Ron [in background]: “You did? Thank you. Yeah, yeah… and I was…”

Bill: “Sorry about that — I was just talking to Ron, who left me this note.”

Ron: “Other than that, other than that, he was there with his girlfriend, Kathy — that was Alber-
ta’s older sister and…

Bill: “I knew that there was some relationship.”

Ron: “They were all drunk.”

Connie: “Where was it?”

Bill: “So you had a liquor delivery that night…”

Ron: “Ah, they were at 549 Cassiar, and I believe it was apartment 201 or 202 that night. They 
were all there, drinking. I delivered booze, cigarettes. Ken was there, drinking. He was already 
off shift. He was drinking with his girlfriend, Kathy, who happens to be Alberta’s sister. And I 
remember that morning when I actually, or that afternoon, Ken told me, he was crying on the 
phone, he said, ‘You heard?’ ‘Heard what?’ or I can’t remember what it was. It was a couple days 
after. It wasn’t that next day. And he told me, I said, ‘Did you hear anything?’ And then the fam-
ily was talking that Kathy and Alberta’s uncle was being looked at real carefully and they still 
think today — the family still thinks today that it was their uncle, but they had no proof, right?”

Connie: “So you said you heard Ken crying on the phone?”

Ron: “Oh yeah, probably about three days later, four days later, after they found Alberta’s body 
there. Me and Ken have been close friends, oh, a good 30 years. He has grandkids. He wouldn’t 
hurt a butterfly, that guy. He’s the most honest, nicest guy out there, actually.”

Connie: “And when you said they were all drinking at that party, did you see… who else was at 
that party? Was Alberta there as well?”

Ron: “Oh yeah, Alberta was there; Kathy, her older sister, was there; Ken was there; and there 
were three or four other guys there. One of them was her uncle. There was a couple other guys 
there, right, so and Kathy would definitely know who was there, because that’s Alberta’s sister. 
She would know exactly who was there that night. ’Cause I saw her. You can still see her hurt 
and pain of not knowing who did it or whatever. And it’s disturbing, the fact that it’s so close to 
home and you know someone. It’s just like, wow.”
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Connie: “Yeah. The people you saw at the party were Alberta, her sister Kathy, Ken and Jack.”

Ron: “I think there were maybe two or three other people there drinking. I think there was a 
couple of males and then another lady there. I’m not 100 per cent sure, but I remember there was 
a group there of seven, maybe eight people there.” 

Connie: “And this was at an apartment on…”

Ron: “Yeah, 549 Cassiar.”

Connie: “And do you remember if this was on the Friday night or if it was on the Saturday?”

Ron: “I’m pretty sure it was on a Friday night.”

Bill: “It was Saturday morning.”

Ron: “Yeah, Saturday morning. ’Cause I delivered it Friday, pretty sure the booze was a Friday 
night, then the Saturday. Obviously it happened some time in the early wee hours.”

Connie: “So do you have any idea whose apartment it was?”

Ron: “I’m pretty sure it was Kathy and Ken’s place ’cause I remember they were staying up at 
549 Cassiar. I think it was the second floor where I delivered it. It was so many years. But I do 
remember it myself, because I went there for a liquor delivery and I told the RCMP that I actual-
ly got questioned myself, gave them a statement in the same words that I’m giving you actually.”

Connie: “Did RCMP ever ask you to take a lie detector test or ask for your DNA in any case?”

Ron: “Ah, nope, nope, they didn’t ask, ’cause there was so many, but I told them if you want to 
volunteer, I told them no problem, no problem at all.”

Ron said he saw him at an apartment with Jack and Alberta after they left the bar that Friday 
night. Ken told us he didn’t see Jack or Alberta at all that night. Is it possible they went to the 
apartment either before or after the party at Jack’s house?

We tried to find out if Ron’s recollection was accurate. So we checked with Kathy. She said she 
and Ken lived at a place called Digby Towers, not on Cassier Avenue.

This made me wonder what other details Ron may have mistaken.
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We’re still trying to figure out how his eyewitness account squares with everything else we’ve 
learned. And how, or if, it fits in the timeline of Alberta’s disappearance and murder.

***

Now, back to our conversation with the RCMP’s Wayne Clary.

Connie: “Can you tell us how much of a priority Alberta’s case is right now?”

Wayne: “I would say it’s very active right now, along with some others for sure. And I can say 
that, ah, because of the podcast, that you know we’re getting information and I’ve been working 
closely with Claudia, as I’m sure you know well. And she’s been receiving information and then 
passing it over to me and we act on it accordingly.”

Connie: “So you’re getting information relating to Alberta’s unsolved murder since our podcast 
has started airing?”

Wayne: “Yeah. And you know, that’s to me, that’s what it’s all about. That’s why the media can 
be so helpful in these old cases. I think there’s something out there and we just need something 
from somebody, or from a group of people with information to help us move forward.”

Connie: “And just help us understand, what does an open or active investigation mean when a 
case is 27 years old, for example?”

Wayne: “Well, um, of course these unsolved cases or older cases, they’re tough. And in particular 
the E-PANA ones, ’cause like I said, they were stranger to stranger, um, mostly they’re done in 
isolation, mostly they’re done just with the victim and the perpetrator. Um, and you know — I 
will use the analogy, if you don’t shake the tree, nothing will fall out. And so what we’ve done 
at E-PANA, we’ve looked at all the work that’s been done, we’ve decided what needs to be 
re-done, we’ve interviewed many, many, many more people outside of the initial investigations, 
and from there they lead to further interviews or further lines of inquiry, and we kind of go from 
there. And it just takes hard work and we hope for a break.”

Connie: “Is there a DNA profile in Alberta’s case?”

Wayne: “That’s something, Connie, I cannot talk about. You know, because then I go to about 
talking about the investigation and clearly that, that would be a significant part of it and I can’t 
really get there, so…”

Connie: “How are you changing the way that you interact with family members of missing and 
murdered Indigenous women, especially, you know, the cases that are still unsolved after many 
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years?”

Wayne: “We are well aware of this in the RCMP, and three or four years ago, the then-officer 
in charge of major crimes throughout the division, we actually initiated policy where we would 
set guidelines about contacting with the family, and timetables and who the family contacts are, 
and we would sort of set a table that would be suitable for whatever family member we were 
involved with. And that’s kind of where we’re at today.”

Connie: “And that was done to try to, to respond to some of the concerns of families?”

Wayne: “Yeah, I think so, you know and like, we’re aware of it — that in the past, I think work 
was done, but probably communication wasn’t what it should have been, and you know, I’ve 
said this before, but you know, excellence in policing is a process, not an event, and now we’ve 
moved to this area and it’s a good place to be and the right thing to do. So that’s where we are 
today.”

Connie: “You mentioned kind of coming up with the E-PANA criteria for the cases that were 
included and you said, I think a couple of times, ‘stranger to stranger.’ Why was that? Can you 
talk about why that was part of the criteria? And I know that you can’t speak to Alberta’s case 
specifically, but…”

Wayne: “Well, most murders occur, the victim and the murderer are known to each other. That’s 
by and large the case. Um, so I guess sort of we were looking for a serial killer and it was ban-
died about in the media and we were very well aware that that could have been the case. And so 
those are the hard ones. Um, and essentially it is a stranger-to-stranger situation, so…”

Connie: “I just have to say, given what we’ve heard from Garry, that seems a bit odd then to have 
included Alberta’s case in there, considering it seems the RCMP had a strong suspect, or strongly 
suspected a family member.”

Wayne: “Well, once again, I can’t talk in that case. Ah… but I suppose it was identified to us 
through an investigation and I’m sure you’re aware, as well, there’s been a male identified 
that’s… been involved with Alberta. Um… the night she left the bar. But I can’t really say much 
more than that. And you know, I wasn’t involved in picking these cases, but they settled on 
this. And I can tell you that when I came over to E-PANA in 2012, I was curious as to why they 
picked the 18 or settled on the 18 they did, so I had one of our investigators, you know, provide 
me with a list of the other files they looked at, and I think there was 57 other homicides I actually 
looked at. I just wanted that for my own satisfaction.”

Connie: “Wow. Wow.”
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Wayne: “Yep, yep.”

Connie: “All unsolved.”

Wayne: “Yep. A lot of our E-PANA investigations were, we got general persons of interest and 
I can tell you, these are bad men. So we look at where they live, where they travel, you know, 
what’s their record. There’s a lot of, the public doesn’t realize how many men are out there that 
hurt women. It’s really quite amazing. And so that’s kept us busy and then we keep working that 
way.”

Connie: “So we’ve been talking about the podcast and that’s obviously why we’re calling. Um, 
have you been listening to the podcast?”

Wayne: “Yes.”

Connie: “What are your thoughts so far?”

Wayne: [Laughs.] Well, it’s put the case out in the public once again. I think that’s all positive, 
’cause it’s all good.”

Connie: “What do you think about a former RCMP officer speaking out in this way?”

Wayne: “Personally, um… I think he would have got more satisfaction if he’d have called our 
investigation. I’m thinking he should have been aware that the Alberta Williams case was includ-
ed in Project E-PANA and I’ll just leave it at that, but clearly he cared. And I sure can’t take that 
away from him, ’cause I can think of cases that I still care about.”

Connie: “Why do those ones stick with you?”

Wayne: “Well, because we like to solve things.”

Connie: “Do you think that Alberta’s murder can still be solved?”

Wayne: “Absolutely. I think they can all be solved. It takes work and it takes that break. Well, I 
think like Alberta’s and all these cases it’s going to take the right piece of information coming to 
the police, and then we go from there. I strongly believe it’s there in all the cases. We just need 
to get it. ’Cause we know how to do our business and frankly, I think we do it very well and we 
want to solve these cases, we really do.”

***
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Kona Williams: “My name is Kona Williams and I am a forensic pathologist at the Ontario Fo-
rensic Pathologist Service in Toronto and I am First Nations, I’m Cree and Mohawk.”

Kona is no relation to Alberta. She is Canada’s first Indigenous forensic pathologist and has 
worked on some MMIW cases.

Since Wayne wouldn’t tell us, we wanted to get her expert analysis about the likelihood that there 
is DNA in Alberta’s police file. 

Connie: “What’s your assessment on whether or not there might be viable DNA from Alberta’s 
file?”

Kona: “From what I did read, it looks as though some swabs and some samples were taken. And 
I know that that was quite a number of years back, in 1989, I believe. But as long as whatever 
the samples were, were stored properly, so if they’re stored in a dry environment under cool or 
moderately cool temperatures, without any heat, then whatever’s there, if there’s DNA there, then 
it’s possible that it would be very stable over time. If there’s DNA available, might have degrad-
ed somewhat, but if there was something there, a positive profile is possible.”

Connie: “So we know that Alberta’s body wasn’t found for a few weeks, I think it was three 
weeks after she disappeared, and that it was a bit of a boggy area, so there was some water I 
think that she was submerged in. Could that have affected any possible DNA that police would 
have been able to take?”

Kona: “Yeah, it’s possible, but you know, the decompositional process is different for everybody 
and again depending on the environmental conditions and how decomposed her body was… the 
chances are there that there could still be some viable samples, but it would make it a little more 
difficult.”

Connie: “It would make it more difficult to, um… collect or to ensure that they were main-
tained?”

Kona: “The longer somebody is… dead, the further along the decompositional process has gone, 
and it can affect the samples, unfortunately.”

In 1989, Garry travelled to Vancouver for Alberta’s autopsy.

Garry: “The purpose of me being there was obviously as one of the investigators, and to seize 
any exhibits. Exhibits could be anything from clothing to blood samples to, you know, maybe 
samples of the liver, or samples of the heart, samples of skin. Obviously, the pathologist does 
their autopsy, which I was present for. And then I seized all of the exhibits — again, which did 
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include some clothing. So once I got back to Prince Rupert, then I’ve got all the exhibits. The 
exhibits are catalogued. If they’re wet, they’re dried. And any exhibits, say a piece of clothing, 
would have been kept in Prince Rupert, once it was properly dried and properly bagged and 
properly stored. And then there’s other exhibits, whether it was clothing, may have also gone 
down to the lab to see whether there was any forensic evidence on it.”

So Garry took some efforts to ensure the evidence he collected from Alberta was stored properly. 
But I’m sure the procedures have changed a lot in 27 years. Could there still be a DNA sample? 

Kona: “Typical police storage is usually pretty stable. So as long as they were kept under those 
conditions, again, the possibility is still there that there could be viable samples.”

Connie: “So it’s not unheard of to have samples that were collected in 1989 that still contain 
DNA?”

Kona: “Yeah… it is possible, and no, it’s not unheard of.”

Connie: “I mean, if police had tested, say, five years ago, those swabs from Alberta’s case for 
DNA and weren’t able to find anything, is it possible that they could find DNA now, five years 
later?”

Kona: “Well, again, like, the technology’s moving, it’s… advancing very quickly and the main 
changes are in sensitivity. And so way back when, you’d need a lot of whatever fluid it was 
or, um, whatever sample you’d need, such as blood. But now you just need very, very small 
amounts. It is possible that they might, you know, the technology now might be more sensitive, 
um, but again I’m not 100 per cent sure.”

***

I think it’s probably evident by now that although this is our last episode, our investigation is not 
going to be tied up in a nice bow.

We may never find out who killed Alberta Williams. 

As much as I was hoping to find out the truth, this story has become about more than Alberta. It’s 
also about all of the missing and murdered Indigenous women and girls with their own stories 
and their own families’ search for justice.

And it’s about the impact of residential schools echoing through generations of families and 
communities.
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Leaving with more questions than answers is not the way we wanted to end. But we hope at least 
asking the questions and telling part of Alberta’s story was the right thing to do.

Claudia Williams: “I think it’s worth it. It’s not such a secret anymore. The book is open.”

Connie: “The book is open. Do you feel like you’re closer to finding out the truth?”

 Claudia: “I believe we’re closer to getting the truth. I believe it’s going to be solved. There’s so 
much out there. People were hiding behind the walls before and are no longer hiding behind the 
walls. There is nowhere to go.”
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