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"When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 
I summon up remembrance of things past, 
I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought, 
And with old woes new wail my dear time's waste." 

, Iii 

r:L•c~,tquatrain of Sonnet XXX 
by William Shakespeare 



To Paul c. Young, American pioneer 

in a neglected field of Psychology. 
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Chapter l 

All jails stink, and the Upper Peninsula of Michigan's 

Iron Cliffs county jail, if no worse than many and possibly 

better than most, still stank of that stale rancid odor that 

seems inevitably to cling to all places where caged men are 

held captive at close quarters. As I opened the-heavy out-

side jail door the old familiar smell smote me like a blow 

from a mallet; I had forgotten how bad it could be. 

Once inside I stood waiting for the attendant, reflecting 

that jails possessed but one of the magic ingredients of that 

ancient phrase about the wages of war revived by Sir Winston: 

blood, sweat and tears (actually what the old British lion 

had told Parliament was: "I have nothing to offer but blood, 

toil, tears and sweat"); with jails there was a difference: 

they stank of urine, sweat and disinfectant. 



Nothing had changed since my days as district attorney. 

The same cracked green,,,sbaded light still shone down on the 

turnkey's desk, casting a pallid glow on the familiar men-

wanted signs on the bulletin board over the row of visitors• 

chairs. The sam inverted-Christmas-tree-shaped eye-chart 

with its dirniui~hing-sized type. 
../41,~ 

The same ans fr• d battery 
'i-

of large dangling keys. The same slow gurgle and belch from 

the same old dented coffee maker on its stand in the corner. 

I gratefully drank in its sm 11, speculating that perhaps the 

fonnula needed revision: that jails stank mostly of urine, 

sweat, d.isinfectant--and coffee. All that had really changed 

was the cast of characters in the cages beyond. I heard the 

noisy flushing of a toilet and a door opened and the young 

turnkey emerged complacently patting his fly. 
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Chapter 2 

Ir siated th t ptation to fini b off the young 

J ltl£2"4thtr~ tv1,u- ..... ✓ ... .____. 

jailer's croa wfr.d puszle-~t4.~ would the poor 
Jp ~'AJ«tt4~ /l ~ - -- t1 . 

bored devil ~ through the night?-and inst ad turned .W. '°U't,?-, 
A !-

newapaper to the front-pag atory of the case that bad 

brought me to this re ing jail on a lovely June night. 

My law partner Parnell McCarthy had earlier left a copy 

of the ame county-wide paper on my desk at our office, 

along with 'Y phone calls, but in my hast I had only 

scanned it. I now reread it carefully and confirmed an 

earlier impression that the young report r of the Daily 

Mining Gasette, Miles Gleason, bad outdone himself; it 

had probably been his fin st hour. 

''MINING HEIRESS FOUND SU IN WXURIOUS IS D 

SUMMER HOME," the lurid headline proclaimed. nSocialite 

Bachelor Jailed for Strangulation Mu[der" it said undern ath. 

The news account itself, d.ate-lin d from Chippewa, was 

brutally brief: 



''Mrs. Jason (Constanc ) Spurrier, 3)prominent aociety 

matron and heireaa to a mininc fortune, waa found dad on the 

fioor of r bedroom early thia morning in her luxurious ialand 

a\lEl8r bane known 

Yellow Dog Lake aeveral mil north of here. The ■ani-nude 

d, Ingrid Berquist, 

22, of Chippewa, when he w t to the be to into her 

stress ot a telephone call. Miss Berqui■t 

aunnoned the polic -~ 

diately 

"The ■tate poli and Iron Cliff county sheriff' 

department joined in the inve tigation, following which State 

that the d ad vaman had been strangl and that police 

~ 
were ■till investigatin& the posaibility that abe 

been 

t have 
~ 

le ted.n (A, there it was, I tho 17ht, that great 

ambiguous newapaper eupuam,Ul,1,11 brae d verything fr 

pinching babiell to claw ~"Ro further uuu,W108d 

that Randall Kirk, 28, a fr quent I r Yiaitor in the area, 

had en arrested for the kill.in& of Mrs. Spurrier and wu 

being held without bail on an open charg of first d II" 

murder. tber police a~v--.u, who d clined to be identified, 



said that certain evidence found at the 1cene had implicated 

Mr. Kirk, ad.ding that Mr. Kirk haci already signed a voluntary 

police statement ■till further implicating himself.~ 

"The dead vaman is the former Conatance Farrov, only 

child of the late Mr. and Mn. Borden Farrow, a pioneer 

iron-mining family in the Lake Superior area. She is aurvived 

by her husband, Jason Spurrier, and by a son frcm a former 

marriage, Marius m.air, ag ll, presently attending school 

in the aat. Funeral arrang nta are incompl te pending 

conclusion of the official autopsy and the r turn of the 

surviving huaband from an eaat rn trip. " 

There it vaaJ that vaa all. I turned the newspaper back 

to the jailer's croaavord pussle and leaned back in his chair 

and studied the ye.teat ... chart on the tar vall. Despite 

/ 
the prevalence of newspaper clichea in the article and further 

~ j 
despite the inhibiting effect of recent u. s. Supr Court 

~ 

deciaiona frowning on polic n airing much 1 sa trying their 

pending criminal cases in the public press., t young Guette 

reporter had done an adroit job. 



Under the gu.ia of a d.eaa~l>cllD r port of an apparently 

routine brutal murder he had not only 1.aa1~ed to convey an 

imj,Na■ioa. ol sybaritic IJJ.pF '-n hicb pl c I ho WO 

opened up a maber of delightfully tittillating queationa. or 

one thing, what had the lov ly Connie Spurrier been doing in her 

bedroom with a •trance man while in the eemi-nude? how had 

tr)'8t hadn't be an-ang dhow bad be known that Conni'• 

huaband would conveniently out of town? What vu the true 

ad all about it, folks, in 

the future iaauea of the naily Mig:Jng Cyette ... 

I fell to tbinkhi& of tho dead wmi:um, Constance Spurri r, 

and vaa aurpriaed at my te lin& of lo•• and •adne•• aud) yea, 

resentment oYer her death. ot that I bad enr known r 

iatimatel7 or ev: n fairly v ll. For o thing I vu nearly ten 

:,ean older than ahe and had mostly n uq at colle e or l8Jtl 

achool when ahe bad •tarted "taking up with boya"-to uae 

dead mother'• artfully reprorlng pbraa • Moreover I had neYer 

run ch with the • 

young Connie had been raiaed-trout fiahin& ia a demanding form 

of • lfiabneaa, in ~ cu &ii d by poy rty-and ao had lacked 



that band7 propinquity which 1a rumored to be a helpful 

chemical veapon in the eternal I arring between and maid. 

? 
--1- Then why did I feel so -~ over her death. 

~ 
Squinting, I could almoat 1ee her again, fint u a 

spindly-legged flaahing-e:,ed youngater for the a\lDlr 

from boardiu& ■chool careening around town in agme expeNive 

car or other, alnadT vi.th a repitation among the ag.lina 

local botblooda for being "fut"J or, atill later, after her 

tint marriage, ■till aee her and her marnllou■l.7 tanned and 

•ilkT long lep aubaying down lain Street, leaving the local 

airl-watohen droolinl and appeJ or a&ain daahing alona aome 

voodland lane on a form-flecke hon. 

I NID8IDbered the la■t time I had ■een her, only a tw 

veeka before her death. I bad been dririn& al.ona a nan-w 

dirt country road, bound for fiahin& of coune, when aufdenl.7 

abe had onrtaken and roared paat • in a low sporta ~n 

the vrong aide-horn blaring, her tanned a111 pil.7 

wavin& in a taunti.n& 10-to-bell aalute-leavin& the acin& 

fol"ller choking in a min&l•d cloud of duat and duire. 
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My law partner old Parnell McCarthy had probably c 

closer than anybody to putting his fin&er on the attraction 

I'd always flt toward Conni r Spurri r. "I have a theory, ' 

he had walked into my office and proclaimed out of 1hin air le•• 

than a inonth bet'or sine the old boy po sea■ d theori 
.-,-
::;--

on almost eve~vhich h waa prone to deliv r without .. ~...) 

I wined and braced 7Belf for hi.a 

lat at one. 

minute/" 

11With luck, you an, " Maida ur d, for she too had 

~ 
oft n be n exposed to Parnell's many droll th oriea human 

behavior. 

"I hav a theory, n Parnell calmly ran on, "that in v ry 

U,~ ~:JC,#,1?1/ 
town in rica ther is on certain woman that all the n ~~t' • -

A fl 

and aecretly want to lay. ow be ne d not particularly 

beautiful or brainy or even too ch afflicted with charac~r or 

t~I? 
money-though there is no ru1 against t t. &it unc:ler McCarth7'• 

A 
Lav she must possess one outstanding quality to reign u undisputed 

local qu en of the hay." 
~ . 

''w/ta.4' t?w? .fl rkt,£~ 1~~~✓ 



;,tt111r 

~ 
"She must be Aoutrag ously bedabl • " 

"Like vbom?tr I said, f ling like the straight man 

C d7 team. 

pl/ 
a 1J/ 

.A 

''Like the VOOlan you're just thinking about.," the old bo;y 

cam back., ttllke that re Mrs. Donni Spurrier." 

'/j,t,q,, 
"The is Conni," I corr ct d him, a littl 

(' 
because it w recia ly he., mall world, that I 

thinking of. 

"Waa I ri ht or wro ?" Parnell persist d. 

111'11 ait on my constitutional rights,11 I said, folding 1f17 

~/Uni/~~¥ 
a:rma and jutting 

~~ 
theorie I'll get on wit~ the bill 

of complaint in our latest divorc case." 

"I won •t mind if you 

"Bad for office diaciplino," I ■aid-whereupon Parnell 

stalked out of y office with a disdainful snort. 

So bad the old bo;y unerringl;y . a\.llllOd u~ 1f17 f e_e . abou~L,, ,tvt/ 
vl#t1A-~Jtd. t;J(Yrr 

the lov ly Connie Spurrier. And now I sat mourning the town' a 
,ttiif ~ ~ 
) 

• cret queen _,. ,"and waiting to aee and ybe 

" defend the very man who'd slain her. The proapect did not 

beckon. 



I heard a metallic ahuffling and then the sound ot a key 

rattling in a lock and suddenly brae d JDJSelt to face that 

man--at the a t doing a most tr and unl.awy-erlike 

thing. "Randall Kirk, " I whispered., • y your soul fry in 

hell if you did this thing. " 
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H 
Chapter 3 

"Hister Kirk, shake hands with Lawyer Biegler here," Gary 

Kallio said, and we quickly shook hands and Gary shooed us into 

the conference room and, I surmised, raced out to grapple with 

his crossword puzzle. "Thanks, Gary," I called after him, closing 

the door. 

111,ell," I said, dropping my briefcase and eyeing Randall Kirk 

across the long battered cigarette-burned wooden conference table, 

the same table at which I had interviewed--"grilled, 11 the Gazette 

would have put it--so many suspected felons back in my prosecutor 

days. He was tall, taller than I, and dark, with thick rumpled 

dark hair and smouldering dark eyes out of which he stood looking 

at me with mingled wariness and wondennent. He was wearing a 

pullover cashnere sweater, without a shirt, and a pair of rumpled 

dungarees streaked with paint. On his bare feet he wore some sort 

of open-work beach sandals. 

Despite my growing tolerance for advanced hirsute adornment I 

was a little shaken to observe that he also possessed a longish 

straggly golden-blond mustache with delicately upturned ends, and 

I wondered vaguely if he dyed it. 1rwon't you sit down?" I said. 

-1-



"Yes, of course," he said, quickly sitting opposite me and 

regarding me with dull incurious eyes. I suppose he could have 

been described as handsome, as any young well-proportioned person 

may be said to be attractive, but at the moment it was an attrac-

tivencss of surfaces, there seemed to be no inner light, no 

engagement. 
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01 talhsd with 70ur mother on the phone earlier toJU.&ht and 

ahe ukedmo to come aee 70u," I aai4, "and look into 70111'-ah-

aituation. ' 

"Yea, I aaa\llled ahe had," he antvered 111 the aam.e flat non-

committal monotone. There vu no ■i&n of hoatility or evuionJ 

juat a lack of intereat and well-engagement. 

"Would you Uk• to talk about it?" I aa1d. 

His atrong tanned hand, lay cupped open on the table in front 

of him and be stared down at them comprehendingl.:,. In my work 

I had arown ptotea■ionall:, m,are that the impulae toward confuaion, 

of unburdenin&, ia atrong in all of ua, 10 I wu not too •urpriae 

when suddenly 1w buried bia head in hia banda and ,tarted aobbiDg, 

his aboulden hea'Yin& conwlaivel.J'. 

"Look, Kirk," I went on, trying to keep 1117 voice low, feeling 

at the moment a little like a father conteaaor, "you're a big bo7 

1,Uul{/"4;; ' 
better get hold of youraelt. You're alao in one bell 

~~ 

talkh11 to a lawyer tonight or would you prefer not to?" 

He lookocl up at me, bis eyea filled 



"D aperately," he whispered. "I must talk with someone. They-

they say I killed Connie." 

"Didn't 10u?• I was t .pted to aak but/ did notJ competent 

~ defense lawyera scarcely operate that wayJ for on thing their 

clients~t -wer tha. It waa aafer to sidl up to the bi& 
A 

queations, which is what made interviewing felony clients auch 

a a:us P cf atately verbal minu t. Mor than the client'• 

intereata waa invol'vedJ there was alao the little matter of .4 k~ 

saving faceJ if the lawyer finally took on the caae it waa aome-

timea better all around if the question of guilt remained decently 

shrouded in ambiguity ••• 

Instead: ' 'Maybe it would be eaaier if I aaked the qu stions," 

I oaid, and;~ I got out my notebook and pulled out 

and ignit d Jf Italian cigar-on scarcely lit the things- and 

settled down for the Big Quis. 

"Your mother, " I began obliquely, f called herself Mn. 

Stallinga over the phone. May I ass you are a child by an 

earlier marriage?" 

"Yea," he answered qui tly, smUing a little for the firat 

t ' • "Milo StaUinp is the fourth man on Mother' growing 

matrimonial totem pole. I was an offshoot of the first. All her 



previous marriages ended in divorce." Acain the •Jiaht smile. 

"Mother is an indefati able seeker after romance." 

Ah, mr man had a sense of humor, I gratefully saw-. "And 

your own f'ather?tt 

''Father was husband number one. He died abortly after Mother 

divorced him. Not of a broken heart, aa Mother still llkea to 

fancy, but in a ear accident-though in his fashion I believe 

he deeply cared for her.u 

"Any brothers or sister ?" 

He shook his head. "I was her sole adventure in motherhood." 

I had him talking now so I speeded up my questions. "I• •he 

apt to come up here from her place in Geor :ia?" 

He pondered his reply. "No, I don't think so," he said 

slowly. "If I' guilt)" her pride wouldn't let blr, and should 

Ibo innocent she'll probably conclude she's done enough to hav 

furniah d her offspring the best lawy; r money can buy." 

"That waa a pretty toueh," I said. "About the be•~• 

I mean." 

"I eeally' an it,t' he said. "Mother doubtle s loves in 

her fashion, but--" 

"Yea?" I prompted. 



"She ia quite a rich woman," be vent on, &re>Pin& for vorda. 

"Someti1111H I think the nry rich haft it even vone than the 

nr,. poor. 1'be7 fioaJ J y ccme to think they can bu7 enrJthin&--

loft, honor, happinua-eiap-l.7 by aipiog a check. I'•• put it 

"I) 
"It's a dilemma I've mnr had to face, I said. ''1ore'• 

the pity." I re-lit my cigar and auddenl7, against all rq experi-

ence and better judpent, decided to to1a him flle b. "Did you 

kill Connie purrier?" I uked aoft17, wonderio& at rq switch. 

il~ 
Maybe I vaptfd an excwae to turn down the cue or eftD to get him 

A 

to hang hiJUelf ••. "Did you kill her?" I repeated. 

He ananncl without ~ sitation. "I don't know," be aaid 

quietly. 

"I don't know," be repeated. "God damn it Bie&ler I don't 
_) ) 

I put down.,. cigar and aquared myaelt in my chair. Sollethio& 

new had been added and, with equal auddenneaa, I decided to go back 

on the oblique standard. "Did you know the vaman?" 

• r aince boyhood. • arw up together--in a a r sort of 

vq--teonia, aw:ba:in&, •aiJ1ng, picnicin& on the ach, cottages on 
/\ 

the a lake, that sort of thing." 

-s-



"Then JOU were with her in her home l.ut night--let'• aee, 

it'• DOV early Sunday morning-I an Fridq night?" 
A 

Again the quick look of batfiment. "I don't really knov-

it'• all ao mixed up and contuaed. I think I wu-the7 tell• -
I wu-but tor rq part I-I can't remmnber." 

"Were JOU drunk, 11U1 ?" 

"I Yel")" •ch doubt it. I'Ye been what JOU mi&ht call a hard 

drinker enr aince coll•&•, ,et I can't recall a time when I 

couldn't N11181lber where I wu or what I waa about." 
Vt, ftt~~ t? &' 

I fired up a new cilar and atudi d a trade calendar adnrtiaing 

handcuff• and. leg irona on-•iiiiiiliil&!ftJ!l.. 'Die propinquity and 

aymboliam waa •nthw aoberings calendan anc1 handcuff• both aened 

time. "Would JOU be wUJ1ng to take a lie detector tut on that?" 

I went on. 

"That JOU don't NIDllllber bein& at Connie Spurrier'• and that 

JOU WND1t drunk?" 

"Of courae." 

"And be wil.ling to abide by the reault?" 

"tu." 

''Hu anyone augeated-I •an the copa-that you take auch 

a tut?" 

"No." 



"id you tell them you can't r bel'--that is, about 

harming Conni Spurrier ore ing there?" 

IDOl:Dent they brought in. fl 

yo ever in past to fita of forgettulnea■ 

of blacking out and loa1 of 

enr." 

I NIDO my C ar in 

irk. 'I uk you now-do you still a:r you don't rema r ina 

with Comi e Spurrier the o r night l ■ harmin& her?" 

He answered diat ly. ''I av ar it. " 

I excused myaelt to go out to the vu.broam, u ch to 

think aa anything elae. Thia vu ■<imethina nw and different in 

my experience either aa a proaecutor or deten■o l.aw7'8r. Either 

thia attractift CUT vaa a clever liar or he vaa te1J inc • the 

■imple truth. It the latter, while that ■till vun't necu■arily 

defen.se to DU'der, it ju■t mi&ht be. And if the baatard vu 

futk 
lying I prided myaelt I could catch him at itJ tbe1' wtin& public 

tl..u 
had once fundahed • an elabor te tra1otna course in ~ art. 

Rememberina not to pat my sipper, I .. r ed nu■bed and happy and 

1ot on vith that chore. Te■tinc, tuting, I decided to take a 

clitterent tack. 



Chapter 4 

"Had you-ab-been intimate with Comde Spurrier?" I began. 

He recoiled u though I had 1lapped him, hia eyu auddenl:, 

arovn defenaift and vary. "I ■uppoae," he anavered alowly, "o 

IDicbt call it that." It I vu going to plq the little game of 

eupbendam, hia look plainl:, told , he'd pla:, alona to a point. 

"Were you and ■be in love?" 

,, 
FrowniDga Are tbeae 1ort of quutiou neceaaary?" 

"Suppo■e you let me be the judge." 

He atudied hia open handa and breathed deeply before anavering. 

''I ■uppoae," he anavered ateadily, "that I loved her deeply. 11 He 

pauaed. "And for u long u I can remanber." 

"And ahe?" 

nx don't know," be anavered ■lowly, u though lie vere cont--

platina the que■tion tor the fint time. ''I think Connie vu alv&111 

rather more in love with the ide of bein& in love." He ■miled 

faintly. ''In m&DT va,■ ■he vu like JA7 own mothei--alwaya • arch-

iDg for romance like a little girl aeeking • lo■t doll or 1trayed 

pet. Or perbapa more like a voman ••arching for a kni&ht on a vhit 

bone." Again the ahadolt of a ■mile. "The lut bone I rode vu 

ii 
muddy gray and threw me." 



11Did she ever tell you she loved you?11 

After a pause: "Yes." 

"And you say you and she were intimate?" 

Grudgingly: "Yes, we were close." 

I puffed my cigar and blew a ring and studied the out-curling 

smoke. "I wasn't there, Kirk, so I can't say how close you were," 

I said, blowing another ring. "What I want and need to lmow is 

precisely how close. I was hoping you'd get the message without 

my spelling it out. How close was close?" 

' He winced his eyes shut and shook his bead, speaking rapidly. 

"I can't tell you that .•. How can I possibly tell you that?" He 

looked at me, unblinking, not so much reproachfully as uncompre-

hendingly. "How can you-how~ you ask me that?" 

I had violated his gentlemen's code of honor, and as he fingered 

his mustache and stared disdainfully at me I fought the impulse to 

hang my head. Now while there is no law, state or federal, requir-

ing a lawyer to fal~ in love with a prospective client before 

rw .oat/ 
taking his case, it helps some if he can at least find the bastard 

~ ' ~ 
endurable--and Randall Kirk was making even that a little tough. 

I saw it was time for plain talk and I abruptly lowered the boom. 
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"Look., Mr. Kirk.," I began softly., 111 am merely a battered 

journeyman lawyer who came here tonight to intervie_. a man charged 

with the murder of the -'Oman he tells me he loved. Ueyond that 

all he tells me is he doesil't remember even being with her much less 
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J,yv,,a,tf ~ 
harmina a hair of her head. So far he wcr hasn't come within a 

'" country mile of showing a defense to hia cue. Journe:,man lawyer 

ia getting a little despondent and perhaps may be forgiv n tor 

clutching at atrawa. Are you following me?" 

"I' lia telling." 

"I cannot tell you bow personally incurious I am/\about the 

romantic aei11urea of m-y clienta--except onlr 

u their r velatio lfti&ht help to help them. 

ff~ 
{\ get that clear. If I knew you were layin& Connie Spurrier 

.. -,-,,r-1•.._,...Nl .. lllfllMlil~& 1117 main reKtion would 
M'(fllr.A 

be one 

of "9!1P1811Piiil,...,...lllth!I• ._ envy-that and the poHible cluea it 
~ 

might give me?" 

''Like what cluea ?" 

"Like maybe aomeboq else kill d her. Like maybe she killed 

henelt. Like maybe it wu an accident or • lf-defena or one of 

a halt doaen other tbinp. 0 

"Go on." 

"You, air, are in one hell of a j•. In your way you are in 

u bad trouble aa a deeply disturbed peraon on the couch of a 

paychiatriat. The latter probes hi.a patient not to hurt him, not 

to aratity hi.a curiosity or lust for t, not to run tell the world, 

but only poa■ibly to aaff th poor baatard. you beginning to 

follow ?" 



"I think maybe I am. 11 

''Good. Nov there are two vays you can play it. You can clam 

up and make like an Eagle Scout and obediently go to prison to 

spare the memory and reputation of the woman you say you loved. 

Many have done it. Or you can help the poor baffled man who's 

trying to h lp you by telling him everything-and I mean every-

thing-that might help him unravel what really happened and, with 

luck, maybe save you from prison-though in the end he may fail 

at that just as a psychiatrist sanethnes fails. Have I made 

myself clear?" 

"Yes." 

11All right. Now I'm going to ask you a plain question. If 

you prefer not to answer it simply say so and I'll gather up my 

notebooks and fake leather briefcase and go away. Are you ready 

for the question?" 

"I'm ready to hear you ask it. 11 

''Were you laying Connie Spurrier?" 

I'd made him frown and flush and look away and then slowly 

glance back at me. It was the moment of decision and he knew it. 

He stared at me and I stared back at him. Neither of us made a 

move. "Look," he fi.nally said, reiluctantly, uneasily, "if I did 

tell you would it all have to come out in court?" 
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''Mot necuaari17," I aaid, tactfull.7 neglecting to ...u.nd him 

that by uktna hia (llWation he had already prettyvell anavered 

mine. I felt I'd learned aomethina mores that he vu 10 obvioualy 

~ 

n&in before the dark arta and ■trategema of adroit croa■-exw1nat:i.on 

that vhc he'd earlier aaid he couldn't NDllllber the eftllta of the 

prerloua eftlling he had probabl7 been tellJ.ng only the 1impl truth. 

11fut it mi&ht ccae out?" ha peniated. 

"Well, I certainly wouldn't have to uk you," I 1aid. ''I aoan 

without tint varnin& you," I quickl.7 added, 1udd.enl7 enTiaionina 

that ultiaatel7 I lli&ht be forced to reveal the vbole 1tory to have 

mr chance of 1arin& him ■■o aviftly could fortune 1hift, I had 

learned, durin& the course of al-oat any jury trial in the land. 

wL 
''We mq ewntually have to .....i all," I aaid. "a&t I wouldn't 

(' 

ever do that without tint comulting you. 'lbat11 a prmiae." 

I'd tri&htemcl hill aaain and he frowned and looked way. To 

HUIUN hill I puabed.., notebook and ballpoint •&T• "SN, I von't 

eftll write dolm your anavv." 

uldtli r 
"fut{\ the other ■ide Cllltlilt uk 

"The7 could ■till uk you whither you auwer • now or not. It'• 

one ot the reuona I need to know the truth Wore ve ewr a•t into 

court. Lavy9nl are apt to aak anythin& in court---and. frequentl7 do. 



utiona are their ato in tr • ait ao are objectiou, and I 

could object." 

what ground,?" 

'Ibia vu a novel experience for the er bein& croa•-exaninetl 

by my ovn client. "Well, tor one thin& if t the trial the proaecu-

7/J 
tion aaked ,ou about your relations with Connie Spurri r laat night 

A 
you could honutly ana that n PO recoil ction," I aaid) 

pauaing to a t out a llttl trap. 1 t courae if you told othel'-

wiae in your atatement and your atat t ia finally adllli.tted in 

evidence, or il they should up in court, aq, with a poaitin 

Ya&inaJ ar-aa the new,paper r port baa vagu 17 hinted--then the 

cat ia out of the b •" I paua and cautioual7 fed out more bait. 

'lut U you didn't tell about it in your atatament and it you 

and ahe were what nic peop call 'caretul'--ab-that would 

probably be the of t." 

didn't o---" blurted and then caught himaelt and 

fiuabed again. 

"Y•?" I said ailkily, tendinc I hadn't ard. "You ver 

juat aay.Lng?" 

He made ni 

''Suppoae pro cution q a ut our rel tiona on 

other ni&hta?' be inquired. 



"I could object that the queationvu bad aa being too nmote 

another crime. 11 

"What other crime?" he aai, puaaled. 

A__.~'vx_ ~ 
'Adultery," I aid, "that ancient but still at popular ot N'U~r/ 

intramral aporta-tbo\llh u a people I auapect we frown lua on 

adultery than J etting cau&ht at it, juat u ve incline to punish 

tboae piltyl\l •• or their crime than tor their breach of COOlmw:Ll.ty 

decon1111n tting caught. Jut I di&ru•." 

11 t bow could I guilty of adultery? I' not TitD aarried." 

''In partner to the colllaion ed be 

married to mak both guilty. Guilt in adulta:ey 1a like the Aaian 

tba-it one pta it all do." I vas 

lie abook hi.a bed n • live and leam. I didn't la:row. I 

alwqs thought the lall vu otherwise." 

n, 
''Lav ia lik• precnanc.J'," I a aid. loftily, boldly plagerisiDg 

Parmll, "a little of ei can be a dangero thing. You'•• en 

)) 
Nading the vro a]maoaca. 

"Arqvq I'v• cleared that ft 
• 

nThore'll be no extra char for 

A taint Ulile plqed acroaa hi.a worried t aturu. "In other 

vorda," he aaid, "if one party ia ied both be tarred with 

the •- bruah?" 

_,,_ 



'11n the circlmtancu, fl I aaid, flI find ,our ti.pre ot apeech 

not onl.T apt bllt ----· - - ... impired. In fact you' put 

your finger on it." I glanced at my watch. fl any further 

qu stiona?" 

"I' aorr;y," 

that I' not uld ng all queatio to protect lf. Onl7 

to ,pare her. I haft juat om re." 

" Let's have it. It's ttin& lat • " 

0It the other ai uka any a qucat and 70 objec d 

you ure the Ju would uatain 70u?" 

"I not," I • "Trial judge, 

baaeball p~ at bat-- are uarely- on the pot, they ha: 

~ 
to deeido 1vittly on wbatonr the experts •~Malli1£ at 

A 
, and 

itthe7 • right 1 than half the time tho7' do 

ii not that j occ ional &OOfl bllt that they make 10 tfJltl • 

'1You respect your prof aion, don't 101:1?
11
"_1. 

i( Jl I>()) ~ 
I amrwe:Nld, f ling jolt ot urpria , ' t not 

A. 
all the atutt ahirts in it. f.7, 8ZJ7 poor l.af.Jer who keepa 

hia aoue7 on •in& what a 7 and harried judge might 

rule ii 

and apin lookecl at -,q vatch. ''alt I didn't an to make a apeech-

pecial.ly- at tbia hour. , you 
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or t e ntually out 1n court !!u. ot to know and 

know it • 1111 aak you once moro. Were you lJqing Co 

Spurrier, ,ea or no?tt 
, 

.id "Yea," said a J.y, reai dly, ''but then you •ve known all 
A 

tn&th out of a turnip." 

I wanted to aigh but did nots at last I had the lad.7 laid. It 

had be J aa the Qigl i sh aa:y, near thing. "For bow' long?" I 

"Since earl l t a1U111JJel'--j t about a 

"How about r husband, Judaon S ier? I 

"Tbe Jaao11. · 

"Judao or Jaaon--bow di you two mai~:e?" 

"Well, he vaa often out of town and vhen 

a lot." 

11Ah, a tell fis1.beJrman1" 

prof aion. 

" • 

vaa re he ti.abed 

"And a cona te one. In fact often tia d togethel'-U 

t 

So proapective lient vaa a fia tooJ it made it almoat 

j~ 
too cosy. ''Then you and r :u.ne on t ?" 

f\. 
''Yes. a iva fia p on 1 ly trout atre 

aouth of re--,I an south of Chip &--and oft n fiabed t re 

to ether." 

I 



"Did he know about you and Connie?" 

"Scarcely, or at least he never showed it. Naturally we never 

talked about it. You see, Connie and he were separated. She'd 

recently filed for divorce and gotten court papers forbidding him 

. to see her or come home." 

A handy arrangement, I thought. 110n what grounds?" 

'1Mental cruelty or some such. Connie and I never really 

discussed it. For one thing, he's considerably older than she fas-

old enough to have been her father, as the saying goes." 

"How come she ever married him?" 

He held out his hands. "I've often wondered, though I must say 

I've al.ways found him a aelightfltl companion, urbane, cultured and 

enonnously erudite--he seems to know everything about everything." 

He smiled. "But perhaps it'd take one of your psychiatrists to 

unravel the mystery of her attraction toward him, they're so 

terribly different--! mean, were so terribly different. Maybe she 

was searching for a lost father or 

Rano.:u.l Kirk, I saw, was no dl 

something." ~ 

~1u r 
"Ti-,e ;.i r 

(\ 

,f;,,tt 
.i.tten 

ground for divorce," I said, ~ t 1.ng from 
ft 

"is that the parties h!lve,.. l"ld t e oi.Pt where 

~ 

the dependable PZ,~ 

{ (.'bn ~ J/ 
they efm&:t stand e 

f\ (!4tbd/~ 



in my w-ork I've surveyed so much matrimonial wreckage that I'd 

~ 
guess the bonds that hold l marri;ige together are,\as fragile 

!iiat:I~ . 
and tenuous as those M friendship: once unraveled or broken 

all hell plus the king's men can't put them back together again." 

11You sound a little like Eric Hoffer." 

0 The name is familiar but I don't think I kno\of t guy. 

Is that a compliment?" 

"I meant it to be. Thought you might have caught him on 

television.'' 

"Don't o,m a set," I said, rising. "Didn't you know? Not 

owning a television set has become the nation's cheapest status 

symbol, the l;.atest cultural crutch, the new bargain rebellion 

preserving ~ handful of eccentrics vho don't possess one~-~ 

1Jztf/- rYft.atJ-i /ltC£-Ct l mu --u,#41, .. -~ ,/4!/._ --
~ tKe comforting illusion that they're at least a cut above ~he 

gaping canaille.n 

&,,~ 
"I don't own ette either," he said, laughing) w-hich only 

4 
spurred me on. 

• :;.,i; ftlvY(,,(f'v 

"And haven't you heard that Congress, having already given 
/\ 
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.. ~~) . -r;~l/4,J 
~ ufalt44r"f 

- tho airva,a to ~ r ;;;tl.mamt&--= clh'iae -

the Statue of Liberty. Liberty' torch will be replaced by a 
~ 

spray can." 

"All hail the day." 

"Tho idea is to facilitate the weekly rotation of spray cans 

by the highest bidder. Now isn1t that resourceful Yankee ingen-

uity for you? Good old Congress, always with an eye out for the 

main chance. Heartening to know we still got tateamen of uch 

stature in Washington.n 

I 1d made him laugh again. "You ought to be on television 

yourself," he said. ''I'd even get a set." 

"I'd be muzzled the first minute. But you ought to hear my 

partner Parnell McCarthy on the subject. He 1s so rabid he'd be 

~ muzzled and hot. He thinks Congress should not only be 

ashamed of what it1a let happen to television but impeached. He 

calla it the grmidest grand larceny since we stole a whole conti-

nent from the Indians." 

"Your partner may have something there." 

I yawned and looked at my watch. "Let1s take a give. I'd 

like aome coffee. How about you?" 

"I1d love some." 
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Chapter 5 

While out getting our coffee I reflected that while all very 
~ ~ 

had not been too surprising to learn that Randall 

Kirk and Connie Spurrier had been !h!! way about each other. And 

if old Parnell vas right in his theory about bedable vcxnen, =~ 
on my own I had discovered that these same women also inclined to 

/' 
repair there with men who attracted them. In fact learning that 

the two had been sacking up, far from giving me a clue, only in-

creased my puzzlement. Men did not nonnally dispatch ladies who 

were both attractive and compliant, especially men who also pro-

() 
fessed to be in love with the e ladies. Why? Why? Why? 

Randall Kirk sat absently fingering his mustache as I served 

our coffee. "It's getting late," I said after testing my coffee, 

"and I'd like to make one final push. Are you up to a final barrage 

of questions, all sorts of questions?" 

"Fire away, 11 he said, smiling faintly. "Regrettably it seems 

I have no pressing engagements elsewhere. 11 

"Your military status?" I began. "Tell me about that." 

''Non-existent," he said. "Ever since I just about ruined a knee 
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trying out for college footbalJ.-the thing keeps going out on me 

on the drollest ocfasions-the military services have shunned me. 

It's one of the few real rel(ards I've ever discerned in college 

athletics." 

C-5 p. 1-A 
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''We will now rut from war to love," I said. "You say you 

were in love with Conni Spurrier and had been for aome time. Did 

you ver hope to marry her?" 

"If she'd have had me, yes, 1n a minute." 

"Bad you ever told her ao?" 

"Many times." 

''Lately?" 

n late aa the night before I-before this thin& happened." 

"And she?" 

"She kept putting me off, recently sa.ying ahe pr ferred not 

~ 
to make up her mind until after 4i.be divorce. There waa a quirky 

A 
puritan strain in her makeup." 

"Do :,ou think :,ou might haft had a rival~ I•m not speaking 

~ f of J uon Spurrier." 

"No, I'm 1ure of it," he answered without heaitation. "Connie 

and I were very close." 

" I correct in aaaumin& that you did not diacuss your feel-

inga toward Connie Spurrier with the police?" 

''No, I did not." 

"Or your intimate relations with hr?" 

"Of COlll"8e not. 0 

"I 100," I 1aid. ''Did you ae today's newapaper?" 
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"No.tt 

''It aaya you signed a police tat t. Did you?" 

"Yea." 

''Do you r ber what waa in it?" 

''Not e"f\ rything. It was quite long. n 

"Did your ad it befor you signed it?" 

"Yes, but I can't recall all that vaa in it. 11 

nnid ycu tell them in it that you had 110 recoil ction of 

harming or ev being with Mn. Spurrier?" 

nrea, I've told you that already." 

''Not quite, my friend. You told earlier that you~ 

them so from the start. We are now talking about what'• in your 

statement." 

He amil d. "I sit corrected." J d.l,1'J,f/ tt, ,/IU,J/ ~ ~~ ~ 

"Tho pa n aaya one of the cop claims ,.,ur stat nt further l 
impllc t you," I pr0aaed on. ''What did he an?" 

"Well, tor on thing they shoved me l!lJ' wall t which they aaid 

they'd found at the seen and ask d me whether it 11 • fl 
1111118. 

" d?" 

"It w mine even to my snapshot on my driver's licenae--an 

.J~ 
I aaid o." 

" 
"And this is in your 

"I think so, yes." 



Well, tho cops now had him fi.nnly planted at the acene, 

statement or no statement. But police statements ar often tricky 

things, as much for the cops as anyone, and I had to cover the 

waterfront. "Listen carefully, now/' I Wint on. "Befor the 

polic too your stat nt did they t ll you that you didn't have 

to talk, that anything you aid might be used a,gainat you, and 

that you fint had a right to I ea lawyer?" 

"I think so. It all sowida familiar." 

"And your reaction? Think carefully now." 

"I tol them I was so confus d I thought I really ought to ae 

a lawyer or omeone." 

Visions of the controversial decisions in Escobedo and Miranda 

etU 
and the rest danced tbrcugh my ad. "W this before or after you ,.. 
signed your statement?" 

"I told th that from tho et~.' 

" ••• wer any lawyen pre■ent--auch as Pros cutor Canda or 

one of his as i.atants?tt 

~if 
'1Not that I know of. All of -.S wor"C) polio uniforms. Ia 

f 

it iaportant?" 

"Possibly," I aid v iv ly, not wanting to get into~ ••• 

"Back to rr," I went on. "If you can't r'eDMDl:l~:r being with 

Connie Spurrier Friday night, r haming her, do you at l aat 

NlllSber going there?" 



~ 
He closed his yea and touched his forehead/lvith the bunched 

fingera of one hand. "No," he aaid, looking up and ruefully ahak-

.1ng hi.a head, "everything'• a complete blank. It bafnea and aort 

ot acarea me." 

-
About then it vaa aort of scaring , too. "Did you have a 

date with her for Friday ni&ht7~ :,ou at leut -ber that?• 

'lifore of an undentancting., It vaa 1ort of underatood between 

WI that I could come a her an:r time I felt like it." 

I tried not to look too ch like a prying aatyr. "And hov 

often did you feel?" I caauall:, inquired. 

I fiuahed but anawred 1t adily enough. "Moat enry night. 

Scaetimea I avui over." 

yo~h ••• I quelled the unlawyerlik im.pul.ae to ask him how 

he got back. Inateads "Did you a her Thursday night?" 

"Jes." 

t 
"Unforgetable," he all but vhiapered. ''EYery occaaion vith 

A 
t 

,.. Connie waa unforgetable." 
~ 

"Eltcept the last one?'' 

'~ept the last one. 

a# 
"Now I've got '"&::JDg important question for you and I want you 

(\ 

to think bard befor answ ring. Ready?" 

"Ready." 
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ti 

you don't ........ ....,,,her being with Conni the other night, or 

even going ther , what i tho 1 t thing you do ber? t)r were -
you in a fo 

I had tossed him a bamb, all right, and hia dark eyes atared 

unblinkingly through and beyond • groping for recall. In fact 

it g,,r<tM little rie sitting there watching the man vreatlin& 

vith his l.uaiv mmno1"7. So I wouldn •t have to watch hia baffled 

ayes I c~d tho lint in my lighter, but still there waa no 

''What did you do Friday afternoon?" I pranpted , aa ch 

to broak tho ilence a.s ~. 

''Wen.t trout fishing alon watil n arly dark," be au red. 

ttI remember it cl arl7," be c back., frowning. "The fiah 

wen rising and I opt m:, limit of lovely native brook trout. In 

tact I Nmem r that when I ot back to tbe car I had myaelt a 

I avallovod 1117 envy and reaiated uking him vheN be bad 

contri to catch his limit ot wild troutJ inateads "Do you think 

ty atomach and all ?11 

"No," aaid, shaking his had, "that's daily par for the 

coune." 



Chapter 6 

Pam.ell had made me promise to check at our office after 

my interview with Randall Kirk, whatewr the hour, and as I 

drove down the deserted Main Street of Chippew.,.-the tall overhead 

street lights casting a ghostly greenish pallor as on some back 

street in hell-I glanced up at our offices over the dime store 

and, sure enough, a lone light burning in Maida's room told me 

that the old boy was still keeping the vigil, doubtless conswned 

with curiosity and bristling with theories. 

'lhe old wooden stairs leading up to our offices creaked 

plaintively as I trudged upward ,reminding me of another of 
I 

Parnell's many pet theories: this the rather droll one that a 

lawyer's standing and abilities and the general nature of his 

practice could be pretty accurately gauged merely by looking at 

the place where he hung out his shingle and at the kind of neighbors 

he kept. 
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~tit· 
''It~ taila and tlilltm:::iie::::M ne d to plow through 

/\ 
Martindale-lubbell to get a lawyer'• Dllllber," be bad recently 

pontificated, referring to a at~ lavyor'• reference and )'-

1/tt, p.~~ 
rating book. "Simply take ander where and aaona vhcm 

hanp hia hat." 

bait. 

"lb, do you mean?" I had uke~obedientl7 riaina to the 

· ·,;' ~ 
a,J~ 

''Eu7. In our acreeching C<mDercialAciwli ■ dttMl nat\U\-

' 
ally the toP-rated l.awyen in arrr ccmmmity are the onea who 

repreaent the money boyaa the bank■ and inauranc CCDpani • 

and all the more affluent buaima1 tycoons. Tbe7 are the 

i ✓ 

JUtM ... lon& tirm name• who 1it on all the 

important board■ and OOPID1 Hiom and cc:mitteu and are the 

negotiaton and caprmiaon and aettl n of the legal profeaa-

w,h ~m ·a,~ /fJ1,, • ~ 't; u~ 
ion, r-.:a:ililllc litigation u a breach of good form and 

w-~ . 
and avoi the courtroolll like ain. Naturally 

i:bey roo1tAover bank.a and po••••• tw if arrr neighbora." 

Ull 
"lb," I(\1aid. 



r'Next come the lawyers who aspire to sit over banks but who 

meanwhile philosphically console themselves by suing the clients 

of those already ·there. While awaiting their own ascension they 

also gratefully collect delinquent accounts and draft endless 

deeds and wills and sixty-page leases and, when lucky, occasion-

£1,ttM-'- i. 
ally get one of the smaller: estates to probate. Naturally they 

inhabit less rarified quarters than their loftier brothers and 

are likely to be surrounded by dentists and realtors and an 

occasional accountant." 

"And where do we fit? 11 

11Last c001e those raffish journeymen lawyers like McCarthy and 

Biegler, undisciplined and bellicose types who sue first and settle 

later and whose greatest joy is eternally to wrangle and posture in 

court. Their standing among their brother lawyers sinks in inverse 

proportion as they are regarded as folk heroes of the law by a 

panting and uninfonned-.. public. They survive mostly on the 

spilt crumbs of the legal profession and are liable to pop up in 

anything from bent fender cases to the latest five-alann divorce. 
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rhey are not choosy because they cannot afford to be and generally 

they roost over stores and garages amongst lurking chiropractors, 

photographers and beauticians." 

"Touche," I had said, remembering that our own offices were 

:filanked by a beauty operator and a hard-drinking osteopath. 

nAt least, Pam, we possess propinquity," I added. ''We do 

cODIIlalld a lovely back-door view of the town's leading bank. 11 

I had gained our office landing and inserted my key in Maida's 

1 
door, whose office separated Parnells and mine. I found it 

" 
empty but hearing heavy breathing coming from my room I looked 

in and found Parnell asleep on my black leather sofa, his hands 

clasped placidly across his rotund and gently heaving belly. 

Back in the shadows, sitting in my black leather rocker, I 

discerned the craggy features and great shaggy mane of Parnell's 

old crony, Doctor Hugh Salter, a retired local physician, 
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hia long lega ■pravled out under our library table. J' 

"Did you ·ato:11:awayaide dance?" Doc vhiaper~ ~w I 11 
"Parnell and I just about 'llliiail.,.you up. " 

f.. 

''No, Doc, " I whispered back. 0 It vaa a long ■eaaion and 

I aot late a tart. Glad to see you. " 

dt,~7 
Parnell hoard ua and sat up . ) 

rubbing hi.a •:ve/ and 

then staggered over and ■witched on the overhead. li&ht and 

t~ 
plumped hiuelt down at the library tabl , hia rumpled hair 

ft 

caught up in a silvery ewpie curl. ' ell, oll7," he 

dmand.ed . comin& abruptly to the point, ''baa the law fim of 
) 

McCarthy and Biegler got themsel••• brand new murder caae 

or haven't the:,?" 

"It•• a long atory," I said, wearily joinill& them at the 

table and JllUlhiD& uide their ,ca~ and cribbap 

board. ''Let me tell you." 

"Let'• have it, Parnell said, amooth:in& down hi• rumpled 

forelock and eagerly bnocb1ng forward. 
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So I told t the story aa Randall Kirk had told it to 

me, sparing nothing, not even the part about the yaterioua 

bell. "There you have it," I concluded, lightin& my pt nth 

cigar. "By now I'd thoU&ht I'd ard Tery tory that could 

poa ibly be dreamed up by a criminal defendant, but I'm wron&

~ 
there ii. something new under the aun. On thine ia plain: if 

A 

we take on this cue we've got ouraelvea a little daiayJ tfla./ ~ 

"lln ••• n Parnell h d, blinkin& his blue yes and 

~ PY white 1tubble on hia chin. 'Poll7,n h 

inquired aoftly, "will you answer me truly one aimple question, 

yes or no?" 

"Of courae, Pam." 

~~ 
"Do you believe the story this young fellow Kirk told 

A . 
you?" 

It waa the one large queation in th case I had not yet 

faced up to, and I did so now, taking a long pull at my cigar 

and blowinc out a thin trail of smoke before apeakinc. My 

,I <~-f>•.-2 7 
anawer ·I"' ti eh:t,, aurpris d re than i ) did them. "Yes, Pam," 



I finally sai, almost reluctantly. "I'll be godd ed if I 

don't bell ve every vord of it." 

"Then of course we'll take th caa:.," Parnell aai •• 

"Of coura , 11 I aid. 0 you didn't think for a JD011rient 

we weren't, did you?" 

"ot cour e not, P 11 aid, p-inning at his old friend 

') 

Hugh Salter. "And who else in thia mana county would dare 

repreaent the poor d rll now that that pettifoggin& old a 

Crocker is dad and one?" 

1 Crock r had been one of the last of the;\ old br d 

(J., ~ ~ 
of crandatanding 1pread-ea&]. criminal d tense lawyen, who'd 

~ . i . {\ 
en in my: hair all the while I va.s D(~ ~ th kind 

~IW. •• • • ( ' 

ofA18'tf'19r who regarded every criminal proaecution aa a nonal 

~'P~ (J/ 
affront and every trial "1Yi't'M'1 calculated .... ._,.._.. • • 

" conspiracy betw en the copa and the public pros cu tor. 

"Surely your ~ 
ber theJ\old fraud, Hugh," Parnell 1aid, 

turning to Huch alter. ''He was the nly lawyer I Yer 

who, when his c}.i nt vaa charg 
~) 

with arson, t boldly plead 
f\ 
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aJ.ibi-,,u//:. t D ,.. ............. _l'fJl!llllli!!llll .. 1118 C 

charging into court at the trial fighting like hell to shw 

that th fir was c d by d f ctive wiring." 

" 1ik not 11 it to th juq," I Jdd d ru fully. 

r,tttdl,U ) ~l, 

"I ber him," Doc 1aid, turning and i,peakin& 

A I~ 
musingly. "You say that 

Paul, is hearings sort of bell?" 

pipe. 

'Why? Do it g.i S!llllie~clu , Doc?" 

"On the contrary f pparent amn 1i 

I've ver heard of to recipitat din uch trang mann r. 

In fact I find it intriguing." 

"Then you an young Kirk was suffering fro 

'$~ 
amne ia?" I said, baying along cent. 

"Not quit , " wer d car fully. "I' 
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that if he told you the truth he vould appear to have suffered 

from a most unusual fonn of lapse of memory." 

''What you driving at? 11 

"Look, Paul, people can develop amnesia from a variety of 

causes: excessive drinking, drugs, brain injury, fever, epileptic 

attack, severe depression or repression--to name 
111~ ✓ ., 

a f~some even 

from the profound emotional and psychic shock of taking another 

person's life. &it this is the first case I've heard of where 

the apparent loss of emory was touched off in such an odd manner 

and in advance of some crucial encounter or incident, as it vere." 

He sighed. "Anyway I'm glad you 're in the case and if you don •t 

mind I'd like to go along for the ride. This unemployed senior 

citizen routine is killing me. Like most retired doctors, I once 

~>If 
spent so damn much time making money that IAcan•t get used to the 

notion of spending the balance of my days trying to make 

water." 

"Thanks and welcome aboard, Doc, I'm sure we'll need you., " 

I said. "Whether and under what circumstances amnesia 
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ia ever a defense to crime ia of coura a 1 gal headache 

Parnell and I will hav to grapple with. l anwhile I hav 

one more queation that'• bugging•• " 

"Shoot." 

"Ia it poaaible tor Kirk to recov: r hia r,?11 

"It 1a poaaible," I-ugh Salter aaid after a pauae. "&It 

then again he mi&ht not.n 

"Dtcuae , I aaid, moving onr to the phone on my 

desk. "I promised to call hi.a ther. " I put in the call 

and waa connected almoat i.Jllllediatel.y. 

'Thia ill Paul Bl.egl.er, Mn. St:aJJi:np," I aaid, and 

then for the aecond time that lo night I explained what her 

.,I: 1 kl> _r ~tvnT~ ~t-1/4/ ~t _ _ 
aon had told me omitting onl.7Athe bit about the little bellJ 

-etlL l!'!.11 aeced too c<Dl)lioated and liiaquieting to get into ov r 

the phone at auch an hour ••• 

"No, Mn. StaJlinp, I can't tell 70u what our defenae 

will be-there'• atill a lot of work to do-but ao tar it 

boil.a down to this ••• " 

-10-
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"Yea, Mrs. StaJJinga, I'll k 

the ret&Ul#Jrt;. ntion will be 

pin touch with you and 

at aatiafactory. Goodnight, 

• Stallings • " 

ch down?1• Parnell d 

~ 
"A r pittance" '} I aaid tore announcing th b at 

/\ 
of McC3rthy & Bigler had ver gotten. 

"Fi era.nd." 

"S I" P intoned, ppoaling to Hugh Salter. ' n 

cnnL(/44/d 
ell nts airtight d fens ------ 1nvariabl:, ~ ~~:Y-
fut,{ A 

broke rare occ ions when ther're rolling in 

U. Wo is 

"t ugh, n Hugh Salter aaid, arising end tretching bi.a 

powerful fr and yawning prodigiously, staggering and prancing 

about stiff-le d an e er yo stallion. ' auwbil 

I'm oin to d. Goodnight, gem en." 

I atood watching the go with a kind ot ru tul ~. 



While I knew he must be in his mid-seventies, looking at him I 

felt he would never grow old in the widignified way of ordinary 

men. He was not so much youthful-looking as ageless, like one 

of those rare mortals in whom a fickle Nature had coiled a great 

spring at birth and wound it tightly for a long run. One sensed 

that when his time came he would stand ready and uncomplaining, 

even eager, one day simply toppling and crashing and then ·growing 

still like scme proud~ v= caught in an epic gale. 

"Goodnight, Doc, 11 I called after him, and Parnell and I 

listened to him lwnber and creak his way down the stairs and 

slam the echoing street door and start his car and drive away. 



J 

Chapter 7 

11Are you thinking some of maybe making an insanity plea?11 

Parnell politely inquired, stifling a yawn. 

"Sort of," I said, spreading my hands. ''What other chance has 

the poor bastard got?11 

"Beats me. Let's kick it around a little." 

''Let's," I said, and so instead of sensibly going home to bed, 

tired as we were we began helplessly exploring the tangled sub-

ject of the defense of insanity in the criminal law and its 

possible application to our client. For in solemn truth a lawyer 

with a big new case on his hands is like a man newly fallen in 

love: general pixilation rapidly sets in and the thing utterly 

absorbs him. Thereafter no matter what else he may be doing-

bathing or shaving, drafting a lease or downing a drink, fis!ti-ng 

!:ut'~ 
or p1nhna11 area fornicating-every waking hour he is obsessed 

" by his lovely baffling goddam case and how he might win it. 

And when finally he falls asleep it dependably haunts his dreams. 
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Parnell, a bit of a pedagogue at heart, was also a stickler 

for getting down to the bare fundamentals of any now legal situ-

ation he faced, and so he began by reviewing that which we both 

well knew, namely, that while insanity was one of the chanciest 

and prickliest of all criminal defenses, it was when it worked 

also one of the best in that it was a total defense. In this 

it was akin to the claim of self-defense in the realm of homicide; 

the two differed in that self-defense claimed justification, 

insanity excuse, in which in the former the accused came into 

court in substance saying, "Yes, I killed the deceased but I had 

to in order to save my own life" while under insanity he was in 

effect saying, "Look, I may have killed him, granted, but I 

didn't know what I was doing or that it was wrong." 

"To put it another way, pard, 11 I chimed in., "every punishable 

crime requires two things, a criminal act done with a criminal 

intent., and if either ingredient is lacking there can be no 

criminal. responsibility." 

"Very good," Parnell said, spurring me on. 

".And just as self-defense goes to the first element of a 

-2-



crime-the criminal act--so too does alibi, in which the accused 

in effect says: 'l couldn't possibly have coomitted any crime, 

folks, because I wasn't there,' so insanity goes to the second 

element, the criminal intent, where in effect he says: 'I may 

have done it, folks, but I didn't mean to be mean.'" 

All this was elementary, of course, readily apparent to even 

a moderately savvy first--year law student, but Parnell and I 

also knew that the bi rub often came when one tried to apply 

what was essentially the expert medical defense of insanity to 

the "facts" in a particular case--especially when one's client 

/tA 
couldn't remember wha 7' happened and his groping lawyers wer n't 

' 

too sure what the facts were. 

"How about our chances for making the defense of irresistible 

impulse?" Parnell put in at this stage in our exploration. In 

Michigan this was a possible defense under the general defense of 

insanity in which th\l accus d l.1l cff ect argued.: "Yes, I know I 

killed the deceased and at the time I also knew it w-as wrong, but 

due to 1..1y addled n cntal state I simply coulan 't resist doing it. ' 
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We knew that the defense of irresistible impulse (in modem 

psychological circles more often called "dissociative reaction") 

was aimed at ameliorating the claimed harshness of the old 

"right and wrong" insanity test-still followed in most states-

I 
of the famous and controversial Fnglish M'Naghten's Case, 

A 
decided in 1843, wherein the House of Lords in an historic 

it.t~ 
advisory opinion bluntly laid aown/\that thenceforth the sole 

judicial test of mental responsibility for crime was whether 

the accused--! had leamed the magic phrase by heart, even to 

the English spelling-"was labouring under such defect of reason, 

from disease of the mind, as not to know the nature and quality 

of the act he was doing; or if he did know it, that he did not 

know he was doing what was wrong." 

We knew too that still other resourceful jurisdictions had 

invented still other legal pleas and devices aimed at relieving 

against the claimed simplistic harshness of the prevailing "right 

f} r~ 

and wrong" testA most of which improvisations stemmed from the 

V' f 
growing belief in many) legal circles that the classic rule of 

M'Naghten too much ignored modern psychological knowledge and 
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and progress; that it isolated and capriciously rel(arded but one 

type or symptom of mental aberration-only that which fortuitously 

involved moral blackout; and that consequently it te~ded to dis-

l t(, ae 
tort, restrict and ultimately pervert expert testimony on the 

issue of insanity, making a forensic game out of it as well as ~u,,-1,,-,,,--"'2 

~f/Jl//1 
liars out of many of the m:ii.tef!l. ill6ii who testified. 

/I 
Finally we knew that perhaps the gravest charge of all against 

J,1,~wt ~ ., u 
I 

the "right and wrong" insanity test was that if under M'Naghten a 
fl \ A 

mentally afflicted person who didn't know he was doing wrong 

truly deserved to be excused from his crime, .., •~• std I A"' 

pezM.ttC!'\ wasn't that all the more reason for pitying and excus-

ing the poor tonnented bastard who knew he was doing wrong yet 

still genuinely couldn't help doing it. And so the battle raged ... 

"Pam," I said finally, looking at my watch, "seems to me we 

d'¢1r 
still don't know enough ei.-..er about our case or our man to reach 

;1 

any final decision on insanity or irresistible impulse." 

"Agreed," the old boy said. "Pretty hard sledding trying to 

have a man who claims his mind was a total blank also claiming he 

couldn't help doing what he did. 11 
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"Seems to me one of our first big research problems," I went 

on, "is to find out whether amnesia is ever a defense to crime, 

either generally or under a plea of insanity." 

"Agreed," Parnell said. "And if he k;~he~T,,!..j}✓~ 

she being a h althy outdoor gal and all, 116-iiiaR have been ambu
,h. 

lant ssed considerable muscular coordination and control-

right?" 

•tRight, 11 I said, ''Which in turn may suggest some form of sleep-

walking." 

"And if he can't remember what he did then maybe he did it 

unconsciously. " 

"Yes," I said, making as though to get up. "So maybe not only 

amnesia but some form of somnambulism and unconsciousness are 

,.,~,,, 4£~ 
smack in the middle of our case. " as though to get up. 

11who's for bed?" 

11 greed," Parnell said, waving me back down. "Out before we 

disband let's wrap up what we may have going for us if we should 

make an insanity plea." 

"Let's have it," I said. 
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"First, isn't it elementary that criminal responsibility in 

our Western society is bottomed on the venerable notion that a 

sapient human being, exercising free moral choice, consciously 

chooses to do wrong rather than right?" 

11It certainly is," I~ M/fL-M ~~-e,;Q;. flt ~- ~Pf fo~. 

"So that if our man truly has no recollection of killing his 

lady love doesn't his case possess at least one of the crucial 

elements of a successful insanity plea?" 

"What's that?" 

"Laclc of conscious wrongdoing?" 

"Seems like, pard," I said. "Very good, in fact." 

"And isn't there also something basically screwy and unbalanced 

about a man who can calmly snuff out the llf e of a woman he says 

he adored ?11 

11Rather, 11 I agreed, unsuccessfuly stifling a massive yawn and 

again moving as though to arise. 

0 Just a little bit more," Parnell begged. "Let's take a quiclc 

gander at maybe why we shouldn't ever plead insanity. You first." 
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''Easy," I said. ''We still don't have enough dope." 

"Yes, and also because under Michigan law, as in most states, 

we'd have to give the prosecution advance notice of our pro-

posed insanity defense and thus tip our hand." 

a/dtl 
"And that way alert the other side to rustle around and gather 

~"' 
rebuttal medical and other testimony on the insanity issue," I 

came back. 

"True, Paul, and maybe worst of all because Michigan law, 
,A ,/l;/1, 

again like that of most states, 

4 
' any defendant 

acquitted on his successful plea of insanity may nevertheless 

indefinitely be held in a hoosegow euphemistically called a 

hospital for the criminally insane-a legislative device calcu-

lated, as you know, to protect the public and to discourage 

phon/y insanity pleas." 

"Against that here, 11 I said, "is that we seem to have a man 

who is not !!2!! crazy and we could probably block any attempted 

post-acquittal detention under a writ of habeas corpus or some 

such." 
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,~/ 
npossibly," Parnell agreed, pushing on. "And mai!NI. _..:ae 

/~~4,1 
insanity plea might reduce 

tain war of psychiatrists. 11 

l)tt,1, ,/ 
trial 

A 

/1 
to an expensive and uncer-

"Yes," I ran on, "and because there have been so many 

outlandish and obviously phonfy insanity pleas made in the 

-u:..~ 
recent past that skeptical jurors seem to be growing reluctant 

A 
to allow~ insanity defense ;1 

"True, Paul, and further because, win or lose, of the lasting 

stigma that so often haunts anyone invoking the defense." 

I made no conment but instead got up and headed for the door. 

11liack to you," Parnell prompted me. 

"I've run out of gas," I said. "Moreover I'm pooped and 

heading home to the sack. Wanta ride?11 

11Nope, I'm staying right here, boy. Can I sleep on your sofa?" 

"Sure, but better you go home, Pam, 11 I suggested. 

11I'm stayin' here, 11 he repeated, wagging his head. "Goodnight, 

Chet." 

11Goodnight, DaTid, 11 I said, yawning and lurching on my way. 
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Chapter 8 

The next morning, Sunday, it was nearly noon before I showed 

up at the county jail dressed in my fishing clothes. There I 

found Sheriff Wallenstein chatting with his day jailer and, 

after our greetings, I arranged with the sheriff henceforth to 

let me visit my client up in his cell. 11It will save all of us 

time and bother all around,'' I told him. 

11That it will, Polly," he agreed, ''and thanks for suggesting 

it. ~Uso it won't cost anybody a dime. " 
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Sheriff Matt Wallenstein waa a tall., amiable., craggy-

looking who alway wore a Matt Dillon type of western hat-

except possibly in bed--and whose dearest wiah waa to avoid 

{{p(f/ 
trouble with anyone. Everyone liked big good-natured Sheriff ,, 
Wallenstein and naturally he was unbeatabl in that great f', rdtt/ 

~~ autumnal lottery known as "running tor aberiff." 

/!1ta-fl1f' 
Even prickly Parnell suffered him though he had M'l!l'li~l.l. reaerva-

~ 
tions about his job. In fact, surprisingly enough., the old boy 

possessed a theory about the office of sheriff. 

"The office of sheriff is aa obsolete aa the vend.to 

appendix and just about as useless.," h had recently gather d 

;jt )l,t l/7 
and deliver d himself. " though once in a day the sheriff waa 

\ ' 
.k 

an important wheel in oommmi ty, toga.y he is reduced to the 
A a,/ 

role of a re boarding-house k eper for drunks and mystified 

/l. 



shuffler and server of p pera." 

"His el ction to office has got to be a p1rfsdis popularity 

contest with the bl s going to tho ntrant st richly endolied 

with thre things"- Parnell, grinning evilly, ticked oft 

on his fingers-"one, a reputation for being a ood guy who 

will not too much rock ahe boat, two, the poss sor of at least 

a two hundred :verage in bowlillg, and thr , above all a y 

totally unsullied by any te pr henaion of law nforc nt 

or vhat the h 11 he ia doing. " 

"Pour it on," I urg d him. 

Though ho and his men probably patrol more mil s in 

purauit of sin ahan any cop in his bailivi.ck, to a man the7 

are afflicted with a kind of motoru d myopia, a sort of prof es-

ional ti at , before which all incipient wrongdoers 

invariably vanish1~hen be is tore d to arrest a man at the st 
---

of othe be apologise J v n occasionally he uat do ao o his 

own he weeps. In short the a riff t 

symbol of the three wise eyss he• ea no evil, heara no vil, 

speaks no evil." 



"But aren't you overlooking good sheriffs like Abe Paquette," 

I remonstrated, "dedicated intelligent guys who during their 

time really tried to do a decent job of law enforcement." 

"You could count 'em !ft/- on the f~_er~of one hand," Parnell 
N/11i£,ii,i-/tf#) pv fkt . .,, Jtv,~ ~ 

came back, "and moreover to a man they quickly got their as ~ s 

beat." He shook his head. "It's the obsolete office that's 

wrong, not the men who run for it." 

t'( 7 ,, 

/1,Jt~i:t-

(( Y .. ~/ 0~ ~/JI/~ ,~ t 4'✓~ ~ 
/..,,{P,f'·'1Y/ I 

ft1v' Ct-, t'A,P ,,.,.ur/a/ to/'0 /1~~ "'f' 71'u,- 4~ ~~ 

4 /I~~,~~ z; ~~~·a/~ 
/Jt'# ~ 47~~ /Ut, /~ %~P1~ k~ 
fj- }> 

//~. 
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"Then why do we cling to the offic ?" I said. 

" , ca.us tho sheriff th only cop left in whoso 

~ ~fit~ & / 

selection y still have any voic ," h came back. "Because 

aloof new breed of sci ntific co . Because b diat and 

in a qu er way repr onts the per iatent strain of rebellion 

and lawlo snesa in all of us. cauae he i.a tho only cop left 

who manag 
/U 

the uniqu t tor ke ping both his feet and ar 
.A 

to the ground. Because in his f hion he is th rough li 

teat of the cosmnunity conscienc. 

u,d the pictur sque bastard." Parnell paus d and sol y 

croas d him9 lf. ''God bl and preserve the office of sheriff," 

he aid. 

" , 0 I said. 

t~ '// 
And s'J vhen thatt\morning Sheriff 1 tt Wallenat in had 

personally unlock d his jail door d a,mi] ing] y vav upstairs; 

he was not only ing characteristiclll1 gracious and politic but 

a.I.so tacitly t 11ing that, how ver ad things ht look for 

y client, he had not yet bee cai:muru.· ty pariah. bout then 



it was ome comfort, hollever small. 

''Good morning.," I oaid to Randall Kirk, who was lying fully 

dressed on top of his made up cot. "Here are some Sunday papers. 

Imnortallty is yours-you•ve mad the front pages of the Chicago., 

\: 
Milwaukee and Detroit papers. 

"Ah, thank you and good morning.," he said., rising and 

shaking hands and taking t mound of papers . "Won't you sit 

down?" He estured at bis cot and the seatless toilet, which 

between th exhausted the seating accomodations of the place. 

"Be my guest." 

I sat on the edge of the cot, wher he joined me, and got 

him up to date on the case . I told hiin about talking with his 

mother and about her sending us a check for our retain rJ that 

the Sheriff had agreed to let me visit him in his cell-"He 

didn't even frisk me for hacksaw blades"-; and then I planned 

for us to meet the next morning at his formal arraignment in 

the Iron Bay district court. 

"What's this arraignment busineas all about?" he inquired. 

He listened gravely as I explained that any person charged 
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with a felony ha.cl firat to be arraigned before a magistrate 

to determine whether there was probable cause to bind him 

over to stand trial in circuit courtJ that in no sense waa 

this arraignnent a trialJ and that the accused could there 

eit.her demand a preliminary examiMtion and put the ople to 

their proofs or waive such an examination and autamaticall;y 

be bound over for trial. 

"In other vorda.," I concluded., the preJim1nary arraignment 

Jia ul - it£""'11./ 

is an ancient device aimed at preventing a guy from being 

-~ 
i-ailroaded to jail and held there indefinitely awaiting trial.IL 

it makea the copa ahow their hand." 

"And at ay arraigment do we demand an examination or /t UJt-1 

waive?" be inquired. 

111 rec0111Dend ve waive?" I said. 

unecauae an examinat:Lon would only arouse further unpleaa
J 

~lF~ 
ant publicity and comnnmtty resentment, wlti w stand in no 

campelling need of. Because we already know they have enough 

on you to bind you over for trial whatever we say or do. 



Because waiving an exam.nation rill give you more ti.m posaibl7 

to cover your 

mor t to hit the law " • 

cause it vill also gi 

"Or possibly go fishing," I agr • "In fact I' oing 

this afternoon-after all I :ven't en out inc yeat rda;y. 

Also it will gi undis tur d chanc to ro about your 

caao. I have an intui ion it will t ~ bit of broo 

1 • h I could join you. Anyw ¥ 

"Your wall ," I aid. "Couldn't you hav 

~ at Conni Spurrier'• 1 oth r night?' 

"No, I had it vi.th 
~W4 

Friday." 
/\ 

If 
• 

sea hatch w a ruptly 

• 

al d. t ry," I went n. n the ev of Friday evoning 

back any 

ponder d for a apell, nibbling hia., Up. 1 o," 

answ red, widening his bands. "Ev rything that hap nod is 

atill a blank wall.n 

"You an tr you ard t e Utt 



"Yea, after I heard the little bell," 

I then told h.uu that when I left I wanted him to go see 

the Sheriff and request a lie detector tat on the story he 

had told the police. 

"Wey can't you ask him for ?" countered. "Maybe 

he'll liaten better to you." 

''Ono big reaaon, n I aaid. "is because I don't u;pect to 

testify at your trial." 

''But I tho~t--mn1t have read it a here-that the 

results of thes lie detector te ta aren't adnu.aaabl in our 

courts anyway." 

"I know," I aaid. "But with luck the f1ct that you ask d 
')it,t4,t,v' 

tor one just might be >
1 
fill you ho a ood and ask him?" 

'1Will do," be said. 

paper bag. "Her 'a a new toothbrush and s 

/'1ft'~'/(~ 

pa--.--. ahaving 

aoa~and a pare electric ruor for )'Qur Castro look. Tho 

Sheriff is an old--tashion d and sort of nos y ho t who frowns 

on viaitora smuggling in ruor a.des to his gu ts. Also a cOOlb 
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and mirror and tic lotion that I' told all the oball 

horo a ar ily dousing elv with the days betw 

co C thoughts. t1 

I bad touc d him and for a JDOE.-m:t I thought he vu going 

to cry. "Oh, thank you, Paul," 

hand. "My friends call 

" ine. I'll you ov r in court tanorrov at nine, Randy. 

NOW' I must run along." 

I left him standing in hie cell door holding the paper bag. 

"Good luck, Paul," be call d after , and I waved and quickly 

clanked y vay on down tho tal-abod stairs into freedom and 

undefiled air, reflecting o th corro ive irony of_ wiahing 

good luck. 
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Chapter 9 

"Good morning, tour Honor," I creeted the young crev-cut 

district judge, Orri.lle Wendt, refiecting that police court 

judgea IQllehow tend either to be nry old or v ry TOUD& and 

idly speculating vhy. Perhapa the job offered a painleaa leg 

up tor the eaa•r young lawyer on tbl make-after all, lawyers 

couldn't e<me out boldly and ad:nrtise-juat u it ottered a 

relatiYoly 10ft berth and u1ured. meal ticket to the v &rT old 

lawyer couting in .•• 

'~od ming, Mr. Biegler," Judge Wendt a aid ploaaantly. 

"I as1Ul!:le you're here for the Randall Kirk arraigmuent.' 

"tea, I'm waiting for him now. I'm wo prepc.red to vaift 

examioation if the People vill go along." 

"Suppoae vo find out," he aaid, motionin& the young aaaiatant 

prosecutor Alfred Cllih up to the bench. 'Diere vu a fair aprink-

lin& of apeotatora in the rooa-doubtlua including the weekend'• 

~~ 
and alao a r porter from the Oyen,. ao we discuaaed the proposed 

" waiver in an unde1--tone. 



"As an old hand at the business, Mr. Biegler," the young 

assistant prosecutor said, "I suppose you understand that the 

People can demand an examination regardless of whether the de-

fend.ant wants to waive." 

"Yes, I understand that," I said, modestly negl cting to 

remind the young man that I had learned this interesting pro-

cedural point the hard 'ffay when I had been prosecutor-but only 

after wily old Amos Crocker had once waived examination in a 

statutory rape case and later the deflowered young lady, the 

assault to her virtue having evidently been appropriately 

assuaged, had lit out for Canada, 1 aving the proofless People 

high and dry and the red-faced young prosecutor helpless to 

proceed in Circuit Court. "Something about the right of the 

People to perpetuate proofs," I urmured. 

cit 11r 
111 rather think we'll waive with you but first I'd better 

ft 
consult my boss," the assistant prosecutor went on, meaning 

the prosecutor, Eugene Canda. ''Excuse me while I go phone." 

Just then Randall Kirlc entered the courtroom accompanied not 

by one armed deputy sheriff but two, both anned to the teeth and 



both in uniforms so gorgeoualy resplendent that if it hadn't 

11tt✓ ~ 
been for their guns and stars f. might/lhave mistaken them for 

~ tkciv ~ 
strayed bua drivers who had borrowed some of the more exotic 

/\ 

plumage of tho University of Michi1an march1ng bandJ tho7 

fairly glittered. The three sat in same unoccupied jury cha:i.rs 

inside the rail, rq client wedged boween. I vent over and 

arooted him. He wu clean ahaven and tastefully druaed in a 

dark a\lllDlOr aui.t. 

"Hi," I said, indicating his attire and grown mildly 

curious. "Don't tell me you found all .!!!11 in your paper bag." 

"No, a friend brought some of my- tbinp down yesterday-

alter you'd left for your research," he said, smiling. "At 

least ever,body haan't d.uertod me in my hour of neri." 

''A fri nd in need," I aol 1 Jlliaquoted, "gathers no 

moas." 

Tho usistant prosecutor vu bade at tho benchJ I oxcuaed 

m,aelfJ it •• ed waiver wu agreeabl•J the armed bua drivers 

marched my man up to tho bench-and preato, in aoconda the whole 



thing wu oYer and Randall Kirk, vho had aaid not a word, had 

been bound over tor trial to the September tera of circuit court. 

"You und.eratand, Mr. Kirk," Hi.a Honor apl&ined, "that ainco 

murder ii not bailable I mat r-.uu:l you back to the county jail 

to await trial in cuatod7 of the aberitf." 

Randall Kirk looked at • and, getting my cue, "Yea, n I aaid, 

'I,,... ex:plained all that to rr client." • . , ~ 
t a c/w??VV~ t ~ 

nv..,. veu,• Ilia Honor •a14t -~ - vill - procaed with 

the misdemeanor arraigmenta. ' 

"I'd like to talk vi th rq client a f w IIOllenta, n I told the 

two deputies u ve moYed wq trm the bench- and ahortl7 Randall 

lirk and I were aeated alone in the ccabination conference and 

/'~ 
jury rom just off the co insulated from all intnuaion by 

tvo handaome .38 Special.a that I 1uapected had yet to be tired in 

"Thia is the week rq partner Parnell McCarth7 and I 

hittinc the law boob," I began, "ao please forgiYe me for uking 



,ou qatn • ,do JOU still £ail to recall any of the crucial eTenta 

ot laat Friday" night?" 

Th question depreas d hlm and he &at lookin& down at hia 

bands., rrood damn it, Biegler, please believe me," he 

finally said, "it's still all a baffling blank." 

~ /M r~o/ ~ 
"You still ,, .. ,...,.,.,,,-.,,.a*i,a(lJ• going to Connie •s place?" 

pf, 
nor- leaving there after you did wha.tev r you did?" 

~ 
1'No,n he repeated, thi$ ti.me in almost 1thilper. 

A 
"And do you still claim awl are willing to swear that th 

lut thin& 10u rem ber lut Friday evening vu ■ittina alone in 

your cwn cottag about dusk?" 

"I do and I w-ould. o swear." 

bor nothing a.ft.er 7ou ~ait minute"-

and I got out my fil and onaulted my notes-"'.somethi.ng like the 

faiat tinkl.ina or busing of a. bell'-to use your o~ wrds?" 
.... 

-s-



''I don't remeuber," be aaid quietly, "all1 tinkling or 

bu1zing of any bell." 

~?" I said, suddenly a~an4:ing up. 

Doggecll7, ahooat surlily, 4:l'ain ataring dovn at M. hands: 

·r htt/VJMf 
•~ ~d I doll It rer,,,mber t•1'/I bell,• 

' 'Look at ," I said harshly, trying to keep 'IAY' voice down. 

"Do you ean to ait there and t 11 that )'\lU didn't hoar aome 
r 

(/ ~~ 
sort of bell ring Friday / l'1t your cottage and that you 10 told me 

Saturday night in tho county jail and. again only yeaterdq morn

ing ~you.r c ll?" 
A 

"Right," be aaid calmly, looking at e steadily. "If I 

told you any uch stor7 I t hav made it up. TheN vaan't 

"'/Y't~J !Yp#U/ 

I auddunly flt chilled and for moment I vaa glad that 

~~ 
there~ two armed copa just outaid.e ou.r door. "Look, Kirk," 

A~~ 
I aaid, '11.et'• start frm the/\bctgiuning.. Do 70u remember talk-

ing vith me in th count7 jail Saturday ni&ht?11 



"Of courae I do." 

"And again ,-eaterdq mondn& in your cell?" 

ab !Ju ~ ~~~4..# 
"Naturally. Awl aho /\ thoughtfully broupt &H::l:llwe 

~ 
11 I di:e~A in a paper bag." 

I then got out 7 notebook and careful.1,7 took hi.a over tbe 

j1.lllpa on moat of the ttdnp he W earlier told ae that be ,sU& 

~~~ 
!Wlltlllber. all 0¥ vhich/\be -: vith fi7in& colon. There 

r4lll&1ned. a final queation1 and vhen I uked hia it I bald -,q 

breath. 

"Now, do you alao N1111Dber teJUq me the other night ~rtain 

th:1np about Connio Spurrier and your-ah-intimate relationa with 

her?" 

from his eudden t'l.uah I knev ho bad. 

•ait not al»u;;,. ~ 1 j 

"No. In fact :..•1:1 vhat you're talking about." 

A 
I aat staring at ti. IWl, fighting two opposing impul.aea i to 

1J ~ 
jap up and flee the place or HM- ab lies • r anci ahake him. 

I\ 



I did r..-ither. Instead: ''Kirk, ' I aaid hutkil;r, "if I thouaht 

~ 
you vore kiddin& me I 1d quit ,our &odd.am cue. a.&t 11~ ace~ 

t&in inYUtment of time and mere, and I'• not quite read.;r for 

tbat-,et. Nov I want JOU to liaten caretull;r and I'• coin& to 

aak you once more and it you lie to me I anar I'll nentuall.7 

find you out,...,.do you atill aa:, you don't remmaber 

bell laat lridq night and do JOU atil] • .,. you don't .... ber 

tellin& • ao the follOlfina S&turda;r night and again yeaterday 

DIDl'IWIC7" µJt_t1 ~ 
Ho sat atarin& at and beJODd •, hia eJ8a ,r-:u '·• w1tb man 

an indqcribable look of ancuuh. He aval.lwed aenral timea 
~~4 -

and bold hi.a handa out toward me in a geature or"1'1ili1fal&ilft" 
A I 

"Chriat, Biegler," be finaJ17 aaid, ''1 avear I'• not to ling you. 

~ ktu~ An-£.J /~/,~ 
I can't r ... ber 8117 bell and I can1t r .. ber eftr teU1na you 

A 
I did." 

M;r chill and growing vexation becw mixed with compu1ionJ 

if be vu teU1na the trutb--and wh., abould he lie?-bere vu a 

1adl;r confuaed and tonaented man, a man who might be tar ■icker 



fJth'ilu/1,«Y 
thau ~ dreamed. 

~) 

ttI QW to you tba.t Saturday night in he jail yuu did 
}/\ 

tell lO that tl lut thing you 
t(l-(/WV~ 

. red Fr·· day • 
I\ 

hearing ome $Ort of bell-here, I'll a you too note. I 

W'.'11 Ii and then l ked vacant Y• 

"Incr~dibl •" l nnu.,nured. 

"Do you tLink I~ tbom up?" I pr • 

~ me the •~ thing in ur cell rest•~ rning?n 

He looked me iucurio 17 a.a might regard a total atr r. 

-9-



M~.,, 

"Then if I'm aot lying," I ran on, trying to reach him, 
ll 

"can't you an how dreadtullr aerioua all this could be? The 

;lttd 
other night you told me thinp that juat mi&bt pa■•II., otferej, 

the faint &lo• of a le&al defeue. Toda7 you deny tel.li.DI me 

thGl. NOit it 70ur ovn l.aw79r can't know vhat parta of your 

p,"ttl ~ rhl,1 ~ -r; 
ato17 to believe how in bell can you expec~ bcl caa en~ perauad 

a jury to avallov arr,- part of your atoey?" 

0 I don't know," he 1aid, tugg:1Dg open hi.a tie and unbutton-

in& hia collar and bre thin& deepl7. "I don't know," he repeated 

in a 111&11 voice, cloainc bil eyu. ''Maybe I'm loainc ST mind." 

k~ 
I ~ been vonclerinc the ,_. thine but lacked the heart 

to tell him. Could he be auffering from aae aort ot progreasiv 

deterioration ot the Jllind? But then how did one account for the 

tbinp ■till remaabered? One thin& waa plains an alread7 

fairly deaperate criminal detenae situation had abruptl7 taken a 

turn tor the vone. Maybe insanity !CM. back in the cue. In u7 

event the poaaibillty had to be reaolved before Pamell and I 

could even consider an,thin& elae. 

-10-



"Kirk," I 1aid, "I' ata;yin& with the cue. I've 1illlpl1 

got to aeo thia through. For one thing I'm getting mighty 

ourioua." 

"Thank you," he •aid 1erioual1. "Whaii are we &Oin& to do 

now?" 

"Firat you've got to ban a thorough p!\YBical and mental 

examination. Will 70u go al.on&? It vill doubtleaa be long 

and ••arc:hinc and probabl:, duagreeable to boot." 

"Ot courae. AnJthin& to end thia dreadful uncertainty-

"Confusion," he aaid, 

"Ver,y well," I aaid rising. "l '11 go nov and try to fix up 
J 

the e:c.aminaUon. Meam,hile •• the word to fl'erJbodT-including 

your friend8, and I moan Mt friend. Your whole tu.ture mq 

ridin& on bolt th1a turaa out. Do you promiae?" 

nx promiae," be aaid, ami-ling wanly. "And I'm glad :,ou're 

a., .. ,.,,;.... in Paul " --.-,-.. J • 

-u-



I opened the door anc1 aignaled tb.e waiting bua drinrt, vho 

~ 
/\ came and led Randall Kirk aay tweea then. Aa I vatcbed the 

retreating procea,ioa l found -,.elt whiapering. "The poor 

to1"1D8Dted baatard," I was •~ over and. oTer. 

"AnT CC111110nt?" the eager JOUD& ou1S!ll reporter rushed up 

and uked me. 

I regarded him tho\lgbttu117. "Nothi.n& you'd dare print in 

a family newapaper., Miles," I told him. "Wben I do I proodae you 

the acoop.11 



Chapter 10 

I o oeagl lo.v tlw.t afternoon in 

tho llbracy of the county courthouse ina ad of goinc tia' • 

but now all tha.t wu cbaoae • For on thing, what w t uae 

wuting time trying to roll uavo leg apitball for a client 

nexc t· )'OU aaw him, might not N11t,em11>er you bad e r 

~ · 
been retain ? In f ct . {.AUll.iRMll.l2m ~ ao aerio I 

~ 

1impl7 had to go eoe 111¥ lav partu r P 11 icCa.rtey 

case diaa..,peared up a nu of the co1111ty j J woul have 

~ 
done , _ ?0: ~ r • I cravl d ay battered coupe and 

~ pew with rq • 

" "Hi, Maida," I greeted our currently d- aded • cretary 

at th otfic, clancia& in at a.ni ll' pt7 d k. "Whero'• 

the old 7? 0V r having cotte 1n 

''1one to bor," the coolly replied. 

''Gone to Arbor?" I echoed• pidly. 

"Gone to Ann Arbor," abe repeated, aquinaing with 1.DCiec,mt 

d li&ht onr 147° diaappointment. 



ttBut vh7 there, of all placea?" 

~ 
ttTo look up law for ,our big cue at your old school 

~ ,1 
library." 

ttBi& cue me eye-it'• getting ....U@ br the 111C1Unt," I 

aaid, and I told her br1-fi)' about tho bombahell of the forgotten 

llt'tl• bell. ''It ian't ao much that he forgot tbia m.yaterioua 

be' d alroady told ua. Don't you •ee 7 Hov can ve hope 

to defend a CU'f who can't Nlll8Dlber fNID dq to dqvhat he'• 

alroady told :,ou? 1 I ahook my bead. "And vh7 didn't Parnell 

a.t leaat pmne mo?" 

,A,i'V 

''lie tried 1everal. plaeoa Iron Ba~iacl 
&t~&-v-~ 

/\~mt no dice. So he left a note-it'• on ,our desk-

and took oft for Ann Arbor." 

"But how vill he ever get there?" I aaid, recalling that 

the once 

daily- railvq service to lower Michigan had became non-existent, 

and moreover tba.t Parnell hadn t driven a car aince I'd laat 



prosecuted him while I was still DA for complacently folding his 

~ ~tt.~ 
old ;1 around a tr e during one of his gaudier episodes of 

driving while drunk. After the old boy had been taken to jail 

and there insisted loudly that he hadn't been drunk at all but 

only blinded by the glaring headlights of an advancing dragon 

the baffled state police finally phoned me. 

"Young fella, get me to hell out of this stinkin' styt" 

h had greeted me when I got to the jail, and after a series of 

delicate conferences the cops and I had finally washed out the 

case when Parnell-who at the time I knew only casually-had 

surrendered his driver's liceinse and promised two things: never 

again to drive a car and promptly to go-and s tay--on the water 

wagon--both of which promises he'd so far faithfc.lly kept. 

In fact a solemn renewal of his pledge of sobriety had been 

a condition to our f onning our la,, partnership; while I loved 

boozJillogically enough I couldn't abide boozers; for one thing 

thoy offered so little to talk about.[: s I had kii.fflfll!l-fraa. 

sand their next 

-J-



bottle. 

pitying a grown man, I had learned, makes 

guilty and sad. Boozing 

of living, a sort 

lacking even the latter's one redeem

~~.U.a.QIP8-0lWLeehjtcfflnEttd--ga1:s J But a sober Parnell had 

opened up whole new vistas of oaring and often pi.xilated 

conversation, sometimes almost too much, while at the -

...JA-



11ame U. I'd found. him ono of the abrwdelt lawyer• I'd ever 

la.1own. 

Al I atood there tnttin& and tum.tng, I gue,sed in my w,q 

I loved the gal"ndous cantankerou old boy., and l\OV that he waa 

gone I not only mil•-« biDI bu WU WCl'l"Jing Uk a btood hen, • ,I# 
teelin.g even a atab o nt over our ww cue. I'd hoard 

~ 
or read aor.uwheNt tba- 'battlb& peraonal. or protuaiona.1 dilemmas 

often po/.aed ~ tjaea of crua for reformed aoaka. Had 

bis worr, and <,on~ern ~ the en,;gmatic caae of People '""ua 

Randall Kirk throw. him ott kilter sad aent him aham.e-fa.ccdly 

off on an epic drunk? 

"Did he drive or take a bws?" I fearfully asked Maida. 

oonstema.tion. 

"Ho flw there.n 

0 att he QSYJ?r flies•" I said. "You ,ounelt haw heard him 

rant on a hundred tilaea about boll ha hatu airplanea, th&~ 

~n•t think they're here to ata.71 and. that if they are 

' 



"He flew there. Go read your note." 

"Yea, ' , n I taid, lmowin& when I vu beaten. 
fl 

"Dear Polly," Parnell'• no_;o r•ad. I 1ve 
di t,HJ~«,,L ""'/4,n, 

bee ~ A abont 01II' caae 1114/.hitd:Dtl the boob, 1114 ba.w 

teatatively concluded that be8idoa inaanit, there are onl.7 about 

I ----- '7' three other poaaible defenau we mi&ht conaider1 amneaia, ,cmnm- " 
> 

~ 
buliam and unconaciouanea.-u -~,.....e,::a.:ai\ alread1 -,;d~ mu~ ---¥rv-ya-u!~~ 
~. All appear to be ott-beat Uttle-uaed detenau and the \ 

/1 
lit'tl law I can find '-P here is aa apane aa it 1a tantalising. 

So I' ~ing otf tor our grand old 1av achool library where at 

leut I can chaae dwn ff017 bloody lead. Meanwhile fol'aako the 

and bold the fort. 

Pam. 

P .s. You can tell ~ oriou.a I am lxn,t all thia when I contua 
\,\ 

I' f1y,f.ng down to old 

I sighed 111th relietJ at leaat the ld boy hadn't fallen oft 

tho wagon. And at l.eu~ we vere agreed oa a legal prognoaia for 

ol11 
our oli.en.t, \ noted gl~ I atasbed hi.a note way in my 

-5-



briefcase and •tarted tbcJu&htfully out the office door. 

''Where you oing?" !Aida chirpod. "Ou trout tubing 

again, I au 

I looked at her 

of an accused drurik tr one caught o r. "I'm. going out 

to a Dr. Jlagh Salter," I 1aid loftily, "to comult vi.th him 

~ 
a ut our 1.91illilil ... llllll-W cas • " 

" n n Yo VO ft ?" 

•~ the inquiaition?" I countered, already plaoning to , 

~ 
take f tor 4' rtidn • cret po 1 on tho Bi& 'Facan&ba ,.once I wu 

done vith Doc. 

''Not pl."Jing, bo s-j t thou t it t be helpful to know 

70ur liJ0 ta 11¼ the IID}J.k•l.7 ~. 
,t:J~rJ ~ 

Tent a cliont or ao11e--, in&d~ 
11 

tentl:, wander& :lffl.-t-NMI_._.-J!lft. Hov do 

" it!~ 
hair?" 

Maida bad receutl7 divorced r second huaband and I began to 

that aha had changed the color of 

her hair to celebrate the first occaaion. "Simply ranahing," I 

~ 
aaid. " ne o car WU '• droller chara.ctera one a 

/\ 



mourning LadT So-and-SO follovin& the abrupt death of h1a Lord.-

1hip, 'Ah, rq dear, I see your hair bu turned quite gold from 

grief.'" 

''Don't go literary on tr , 

o her queaky away-backed atenogr phic chair. 

' ot tor the world, 111' dear," I said, aoftly clc•in& the 

outer door after me and IMtadina tor Uugh Salter'• bouae. 

That vaa the va.y it vu bew Maida and • She vu one 

ot thoa v: , int .-..-....- vbo tr.,, to hide their 
✓ /tUt,, 

abundant t-u.g.u.vas and age ~~rAlUW fac de of 

tomboyuh a lf'-autt · i c7 and tead7 flow ot banter. She vu alao 

0 vllo &ivo oft a. ete &Ura of a1mc t boundleaa-

lV ~ef' 
-,.taintl7 moiat exuberance, and occaaionally avu<me-vitality 

tit~ ~ 
aa thouah • ,Abad juat Ar a aet of tennia. f.oreover she v 

amart and I waa a little afraid of her. Both her a-huabandl had 

~"'~dr' 
been handsome indolent vho'dAoqected r to support once 

the:, vere married to her. 

do you keep JQalT1'l.DI in baste and repent.in& at 1 iaur ?" 

I*d atuffil:, aake'1 her in m.7 paternal way follovin& her tint 

divorce. 




