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~ -'kd . d, -,.;,w,. 2., i't'il:J T//e T,?u T/.1 

As ~ district attorney knows, criminal tria;s 

IS 

have a~-•••--• faculty of t~king unex-

pected turns, unpredictable courses, t,en exploding in the very faces of the astounded judge, 
-· - ••I\ ~ 

lawyers and mystified jurors. It is this mercurial quality, and the casual factors which in-
~ ),.. 

duce 5t, that help to mak~criminal trials the U11ez•tat,.__rascinating duels that they are. 

People love drama, and potential drama is inherent in even the most obscure criminal ·trial. 

It was during the last term of court of my eighth and final year as prosecutor of Iron 

Cliffs county that this truism was again brought home to me in one of the strangest, saddest 

cases I have ever handled. Iron Cliffs county is that solitary, windswept logging and iron

mining community bordering on cold Lake Superior, on the sprawling Upper Peninsula of Michigan. 

During these ·eight years as prosecutor I had -thought I had experienced almost everytning pa ■e* 

• in the criminal line. Yet here I was trying m::, first kidnaping case. 

The trial of young Donald Blair was nearing the end of its third day. It was a drab, 

drizzly afternoon in the late fall. In the glow of the old-fashioned clustered courtroom 

lights, bearded Judge Belden sat on the bench, quietly going over his instructions to the jury. · 

Tho patents ef U~o dead gi;i;:l ~@Pe sea:~ed just behim eowtse't· b-a-\:Jie. Tall yoUD.2; Blair, the 

def~ndant, his long legs crossed, sat opposi~ beside his lawyer, rubbing the soft down on 
~ ~ rrn_"ttw, ~ .i:t'-'-1(, 

his cheek, as he dully stared at the big sheriff/\ the PeeJ!:l.lill e }:a.et. 11:i!,Ras.s. The steaming smell 

of rain-soaked clothing pervaded the crowded, close courtroom.~ ~l(~-1,4(/~' 
~~~· • . 

'~hat's all, Sheriff," I~ I turned to Judge Belden. "The People rest," I s~"d .. 
~~~Mu-~~~~~~ t,, ~ ~ ~ ~_;. ~ 

Judge Belden looked at the courtroom clock. It was nearing four-thirty.tmll ~urt ordin- • 

arily adjourned at five. Judge_Belden was plainly debating whether to proceed until five or 
~ · 

adjourn until the.next/\~. The judge glanced at the jury. Twelve fidgety citizens, anxious 

to get home, looked hopefully back at the judge. 

"The defense will ~rcceed, 11 Judge Selden dryly said. The jurors s,ie;hed and sat back. 
~,4W-G-~p./W,~4c1..,~ 

Young Blair's lawyer arose/\ailflB, announced: "The defense will call the defendant, Donald 

Blair, as its first witness!" 

Donald Blair's quavering, youthful falsetto, as he said "I do" to the oath, scarcely 

went with the tremendous height he had unwound as he had clattered up to the witness stand in 

his high-heeled riding boots. He was inches over six feet tall. He sat in the witness chair, 

facing his lawyer, his dark eyes watchfully unblinking, his boyish hair falling over one eye. 



To put it mildly, I was curious to learn what young Blair's dpJense ~ould be. The 
~~~O?-v«.c..~,,~ ~ • 

People had already shown thatt\someone had snatched the sleeping child out_ of its parents' 

parked Ford sedan; had run with it into a field towards the woo9s on the outskirts of Prince

ville, the little mining town which was the scene of the crime; that shortly after that the 
~ae.~ 

parents discovered that their ~ was missing; that a search was made; a.-- thaj:, the d~ad _
1 

I\ ~~-u~rf ,~....,r4c..~~~ 
body of the child was finally discovered lying in a }'a•luui Chevrolet truck~ that the diaphragm ls:\-

~ " t/,w,, 
of the child had been crushed; that the <MIIIN' of the truck was in• tavern during these events; 

~th.~> /\ " . -· 
that strange fingerprints were discovered on the truck door; that the bootprints of the abduc-

bo loei..k .,_., CC f • •' •; .JI:. 
tor were unus al in that they were made by high-heeled boots similar to riding boots; that the 

--= tk~ 
marks of these boots were traced from the parked sedan~r thi-edge of the woods, where 

/\ 

the abductor had knelt or fa~le1thence back to the parked truck, thence to the paved main 

road, where they abruptly disappeared. 

During the past three days of the trial I haq painstakingly developed before the jury that 

the sheriff had finally obtained a bl~odhound to aid in the search; that this horrendous, 

slavering animal had repeatedly taken the searchers over the same trail, always ending at the 

paved road where the bootprints ended; that several days of frenzied search had proved fruit

less; that one evening as the tired searchers were returning to the little Princeville jail, 

which was their headquarters, they encountered the usual knot of curious persons in the jail

house corridor; that as the sheriff was leading the bloodhound down the long corridor the big 

dog suddenly growled nnd stopped in its tracks, determi~erlly sniffing at a young man who was 

standing in the crowd, wearing on his feet low oxfords; that this young man was the defendant, 

Donald Blair. 
-th-

I had shown that the oXficers t-heF. hadAquestioned young Blair; that after some question-

ing he had finally admitted he owned high-heeled riding boots; that, in company with the offi

cers, he had produced the boots; that they exactly matched and fitted certain of the preserved 

footprints at the scene of the crime; that young Blair had then put on the boots at the offi

cers' request and had walked home, in compa.~y with an officer,from the paved road; that the 

bloodhound was again started from the site of the parked se?n_an~ led the officers unerringly 
~,..m"4prrn,~-

over the entire course right up to Blair's home, Finally I had shown that the fingerprints on 
~ " 

the truck/\were those of Donald Blair~ . .• A.r ..... ~ ~ L_ 

~-~.vw-"'~ ~~-. 
But through w-all the~defendant had steadfastly/\denied that he had seen or touched the 



It is true that the People's case was largely based on circumstantial evidence, yet, 

contrary to the popular notion, this is often the most reliable kind of evidence that ean pos-

sibly qe ,ProdUCJd• 
.D~~) 

People on both sides of a case may lie or forget. But physical facts 

and dogs -- never lie. 
) "' 

So I sat there wondering what young Blair• s story would be. His attorney, a crafty;• 

ca~ble lawyer of many years• experience, had started to question -his client. 

"You are Donald Blair, the defendant in this case?" his lawyer was asking. 

111 am," Donald replied fa bis high-!)itehed voice. 

"How old are you?" ,,,,.,µ., 
"Seventeen," Donald a~swered. ,£ ~ ~ ~ • 

fYY" i Mf'YI"'-" • 
The jurors glanced at one another~ I reentally marked down a Rcore for the defense. 

"Wrere do you live, Donald?" ~ ~~ ....,,_, 

"I~ been working on a farm near Princeville. I came there from Chicago." 
" 

"Are you living with your parents?" his lawyer asked. 

"No." Donald hesitated and then went on. "My mother and father are divorced. I don't 

know where my father is." . . 
"And your mother? Where is she?" 

Donald's lawyer was doing all right. Naturally he knew all about Donald's mother and 

father, but he was bringing it all out in a way shrewdly calculated to arouse the sympathy o! 

the jury. 

"Where is your mother, Donald?" his attorney repeated. 

Donald Blair gulped and his eyes glistened. His speech ~as halting. 

"She's working. She -- she's a thin lady with a circus. I -- I wish she was here." 

I glanced at the jury. Score number two for the defense. Donald's attorney paused to 
c;J)-

let this sink in. 
" 

"When did you last see your mother?" 

"Not since last winter. She doesn't work in the winter. Ifl't see her this winter -- I 

u,ean, I hope I will." He turned and looked at the jury and then down at his hands. 

The forlorn quality of this statement from this pathetic marital waif even had me swallow

ing a lump in my throat. 

"Isn't she coming up here for the trial?" his attorney went on. 



"She wrote she was going to try to. 
w~ ~ ~r,.,_1,. ~

I -- I hope so. I want to see her so bad. 11 

" were in his eyes. 

:," ~'s attorney walked up 

jury leaned forward. ,.. ~ 

close to Donald. This was the part, here it was coming. 

"Donald, did you take this little girl from her pa.rents' sedan?" he asked. 

Donald sat up straight and looked squarely at his attorney. 

"No, sir," he answered, confidently, almost defiantly. 

"Did you touch her or hurt her in any way?" ::> '' 
~_;.,,~~, 

The 

"No,sir. 11 11 f}-,:,,d,?""":~"" 
7 <:::._••i)u.~• 

''Were you in Princeville that night?" 
~J'~"~' 

j4'.AA-~~~t::~ ~~. 
"Yes, sir. I had been in town a couple 

'1.""'~~ 
of hours. ,.. I saw this Ford sedan parked there 

/\ and I walked over to it to see if I could get a ride home; but there was no one in it. 11 

"What did you do then?" 

111 then decided to walk across the field t01Jards home, and take a short-cut through the 
wv-,,d,~.J 

woods. Halfway towards the !,?-eld it _got pretty dark and I stumbled/\ so I decided to go back 
Q C ft 'st=" 't:fid fcS• ( • :au 

to the main road. ,\Passing the side of the tavern I saw this parked Chevrolet truck, I grabbed 

the door ana looked in, still looking for a ride, but only saw what I thought was a sleeping 

child." 

"Did you touch her?" 

"No, sir. Not at all." 

"Then what did you do?" 

"Then I walked out to the ma.in road, waited a while for a ride, couldn't get one, so 

then I walked home." 

111s that all there is to it, Donald?" 

"That's all, sir. 11 

"Did you cooperate with the police in every way to help them find out who did this thing, 

Donald?" ~t,u.~ (Jk./.~U.... ~~.,;.~. 
"Yes, sir, I did, sir. I even went to the jail/\ If I had really done it, I would of 

stayed away from the jail. 11 - · ~ 
~ A,~ • 

"That is all, Donald." His attorney turned to mer,. "You may take the witness." 
~O>K~""'-· 

The jury leaned back and sighed in unison, /\I£ was a bad sign. 

- 4 -



So that was it1 Donald's attorney had used one of the simplest and yet most effective 

criminal defense practices: that of admitting as much of the truth as possible short of admit

ting guilt. And there was always the haunting possibility that it was true; that he hadn't ab-
tJ.J ~ 4~.ALwiL. ~,( ~ ~. 

ducted the girl or touched her in any way) "-Prosecutors had to always bear that in mind. I 

cleared my throat to speak, pausing, foeling my way for an approach. 

~, Just then the big mahogany courtroom door breathed open, Framed in it stood the tallest, 

/(\thinnest woman I have ever seen. She saw her son. Her lips silently formed his name. The 

bailiff came forward and led her to the other lawyer's table. Wordlessly she sat down, staring 

at her son. Her son buried his face in his arms. Everyone in the courtroom was visibly affect-

ed. 

Judge Belden looked at me. It was a quarter of five. Young Blair's entire direct exam

ination had t,taken but fifteen minutes. J~ ~feo t>-...d ~ ~ W"4 ~"1 't4 ~ f 
"Under the circum!!tances, Mr. Prosecutor, perhaps we had better adjourn until the morning, 

hadn't we?" 9-'uliy fld~ AA--e-'J~" ~ 
In a flash my hunch came to me then. It was a dangerous )daring hunch, and I had missed 

my sh~,e _of them in the past , but after all, I was only seeking the truth, whichever way it lay. 
{lk~~~.-ma. ~~--t.-lt~~./~~t~ wedLe.~,,_.,,~.~ 

"Your Honor," I said, "the PE_'ople would like to continue until five o'clock. I'll be ~ 

through with this witness in less than fifteen minutes." • { 
The jury glared at me. That was one of the dangerous parts of the hunch, prejudicing the} 

~~ ww 
People's case with the jury forAkeeping this sorely stricken mother from her son. • 

"Very well. You may proceed, 11 Judge Belden said. ~ 

I turned to Donald. His face was still buried in his hands. I walked over so that I ~ 
~ 

~U 
was close to and slightly behind his mother. 

11Donald, please look at me. I want to ask you a few questions, 11 I said • . 
I" 

Donald slowly looked up, eaw his mother, and then stared straight in my eyes. His eyes { 

were crowded with tears. 

"Donald," I said, "your mother always taught you to tell the truth, didn't she?ff 
~ . 
.I\ flancing at his mother, then back at me. 110h yes, sir." 

"And always to thar..k people for helping you; for any courtesies they might accord you?" 

"Yes, sir. 
l 

She always did j ')'4-,ANv . 

~ 
i:-

t 
1 
~ 

"And you are going to tell us the truth here now, are you not?" I 
?wtf,rr~ ?"~ 1"/7."'71(~ 



eyes, 

Donald glanced at ?is mothe~r sear~~:-:~yes! I glanced at 
~~"" ~k- ' - ~ 

gripping" her ch1ir" _.. Iller hea nodded forward imperceptibly. 

her. She had shut her 

n·oh yes, sir, 11 Donald replied. ~, 
11All right, then, Donald. Tell us, did you thank the person who gave you the ride home 

"ft..,,, 1>~ ~ ~ " 
!rom,'.Pr~cev~lle to the farm the night the little girl was killed?" 

~J~sir." 
I\ . 

There it was. Just like that. It had to be, "Yes, sir; 11 ~ ~ IJ~. 

"And it isn't true that you walked home tha t night as you have just claimed here before 

your mother arrived?" 

"No, sir." In a small, wan voice. 

11Why did you tell us that, Donald?" fl ., 
"I -- I was mad at that bloodhound and I wanted to show him up." 

" "Why were you mad at the bloodhound, Donald?" 

"B-because he got me in trouble. 11 

~i: ,);,t' • 
"You" dicht ' i.nk he woulrl,._ discover you if you weren •t wearing the riding boots, isn •t 

11 , "Ii~- • ,, ~ /I 

that it, Donald?'' "• vr,w,1.W>, ,r ~ rt_r ~ ~ t., ~tt.....;. ~J,~ 
~...,,.i;e~.IU-~~{>L~~-t..., ~~~·· 

'Yes sir. 11 , / rr - -, . 
,,~.~,.,,,...) 

11 /Mfl"-will you tell us -- your mother and all of us -- why you didn't want to be di s-

covered?" 

Donald's mother opened her eyes and looked at her son. 

hvt
. ~~~t;~, 
He~face was bloodless and drawn. 

It was one of the saddest, most moving scenes I have ever w~tnessed in or out of a courtroom. 

I felt like a monstrous heel. Again she nodded her head, ~ ;t.,,,, ~ • 
"Tell mother, Donald, 11 she said. 11Tell mother the truth. 11 Her voice was curiously flat 

• ~ . -~ 
and toneless. ~:~ . . . ./~/,/'.. . 

1l- ~ w .... ~-~t,t;i ff,,.,,,.,,..tJ., k-3-u.v- • t,. "j'f,f4;;,,,,irr1'4r?J, fl,,{~.~ ,,_ .t-;e.. >~ N>tec.. 
"Yes, I did it. I -- I don't know why. I had read a.bout kidnaping and ransoms. 

So I opened the oor with my handkerchief, just like I had read. 
/ I grabbed her, mama. She started to cry. I didn't mean to hurt her, mama. Honest I didn't. 

JI, 
I ran away in the dark and I tripped and I guess I .fell on(her. She didn't make a sound. I --

. J-i.~r-t~~~·~~~t;~5 
I got scared and r~ back and saw this truck and put her in it. f\ Just then a pulp truck was 

going by. I thumbed a ride and went home. I thanked the driver, mama. I -- I only did it .for , 
• ~ - (I,, 

you, mama -- so I could make some money so you wouldn't hav~ to &1-.y1 be a thin lady in a 
. ~ ~ 

circus, If -- if you'd only been here,I'd have told them guilty long ago ••• •" 
- 6 -



) 
t 

I 
1 . 

I Jha9· indeed discovered the truth, and the taste was bitter in my mouth. . . 
"That's all, Donald. You may go to your mother" I said. 

q _9~~~ tit.,_t;,1.,.~~ r~••r- 1 
ff, was .four minutes to .five. Another courtroom drama was over. 

I\ 

- 7 -







Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THE TRUTH IS A THIN WOMAN 

by Robert Traver 

As any district attorney knows, c~iminal trials have a faculty of 

taking unexpected turns, unpredictable courses, often exploding in the very 

faces of the astounded judge, lawyers and mystified jurors. It is this mer

curial quality, and the casual, emotional factors which induce it, that help 

to make criminal trials the fascinating duels that they are. People love 

drama, and potential drama is inherent in even the most obscure criminal 

trials. ( 

I 
It was during the last term of court of !ff¥ eighth and final year 

as prosecutor of Iron Cliffs county that this truiam was again brought home 
I 

to me in one of the strangest, saddest cases I have ever handled. Iron Cliffs 

county is that solitary, windswept logging and iron-mining community border

ing on cold Lake Superior, on \he sjrawling Upper Peninsula. of Uichigan. Dur

ing these eight years as prosecutQr I had thought I had experienced almost 

everything in the criminal line.' Yet here I was trying my first kidnaping 

cue. _ / 

The trial of young Oonald ~air was nearing the end of its third 

day. It was a drab, drizzly afternoon in the late fall. In the glow of the 

. ·' old-fashioned clustered cQurtroom lights, bearded Judge Belden sat on the 

bench, quietly going ove/ his instructions to the jury. Tall young Blair, 
) 

the defendant, his long ,legs crossed, sat opposite m:, table beside his lawyer, 
I 

rubbing the soft down on his cheek, as he dully stared at the big sheriff who 

sat on the witness st~d. The steaming smell of rain-soaked clothing pervaded 
I 

the crowded, close c?urtroom. The sberitt s the People1s last witness. 

"That's all, Sheriff," I finally- said. I turned to Judge Belden. 

"The People rest," said. The People's case was in. It was now up to the 

defense to put in its testimony. 

Judge Belden looked at the courtroom clock. It was nearing four

thirty. Court ordinarily adjourned at five. Judge Belden was plainly: debat

ing whether to proceed until five or adjourn until the next morning. The 



u 
itten b7': 

John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THE TRUTH IS A THllf .om 
b7 Robert Traver 

The trial ot young Donald Blair wae nearing t.he end ot ita t?ird day. 

It was a drab, drizzly afternoon in the late tall. In the glotr ot the old

taehioned cluetored courtroom lights, bearded JUdg• Belden eat on the bench, 

quietly preparing hi• inetructiona to the jt117. I eat at ffl1' place, _the proae

cutor•s table, with the People•• tilea and exhibit• spread 011t betore me. Tall 

young Blair, the defendant, his long legs oroaeed, sat oppoeite my table beaid• 

hie lawy-er. I glanced over at him. He waa rubbing th sott down on hie oh•ek, 

dully eta.ring up at the big aher1t.t who eat on the witneH atand. The ateaming 

amell ot rain-soaked clot.bing pervaded the crowded courtroom. The 1heritt ot 

Iron Olitta count7 waa the People•• last witn•••• 

All during the progreaa ot the trial, which bad been uneventful enough, 

I had a teel1nc that somethin& un111ual was &oing to happen. lla,t>e it waa merel,7 

he tact that this was the tirst kidnaping caee 1n my eight years aa proeec11tor. 

ter all, I told myeelt, a kidnaping caee wu it.eel! un111ual enough in Iron 

litta cowit7, that eolitary, windswept logging and iron-mining community 1n 

he Lak• Superior dietrict ot the rugged and sprawling Upper Peninsula ot Michi

Now a good, old-taahioned murder •.• • •• 

But the reeling ot impending aurpriae peraiated. I trled to diami.ea it 

rom ,q mind by telling iqeelt t.h&t an:, district a.ttorne7 knowa criminal. trial.a 

ave a faculty ot taking unexpected turns, unpndiotable couraea, soMtimee u

loding in the YffY tacea ot the aatounded judge, lawyera and iqetit'ied jurore. 

!tie thie mercurial quality, I_ thought, and the eJDOtional taotore 

hich induce it, that make criminal triale the fascinating duels that they are. 

otential drama 1a inherent in even the moet obacure or:1minal. trial. "Miqbe 

•re getting jittery-,n I thought. I decided I had better &8t on with the 

eopl.••• witneH. En:oush ot this p-emonition buaineH. 

"Sheritt," l resumed, "atter the bloodhound .topped betore t¥-a 7oung 

, in the jail corridor, did JOU learn hie identity?" 

"Yea, lir, Mr. Proeecutor," the 1heritt said. 

"Who waa the 70ung .man?" I aaked. 



"Donald Blair, the d•tendant in this caee," the 1beritt anawered with 

tinali.ty-, pointing at 70ung Blair. Do~d Blair quickly hung his head and 

stared at the courtroom noor. 

"That•• all, Sheritt," I concluded. ! turned to Judge Belden. "The 

People rest," I said. The Peopl••• aa1e ••• in. It was now up to the detenae 

to put in ite tHtimony. 

Judge Belden looked at the courtroom clock. It wa■ nearing tour

thirt.7. Court ordinarU7 adjourned at the. Jud&• Belden was plainl.7 debat

ing whether to proceed until ti ye or adjourn until the next. morning. Tb• ,. 
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As any district at rney knows, cr1mi trials have a tacul.ty ot 

taking unexpected tums, unpred table courses, often exploding in the verr 

faces of the astounded judge, lawy rs and lJ!fStitied jurors. It ia this mer

curial quality, and the casual, e.mot onal tactors which induce it, that help 

to make criminal trials the tascinatin duels that they are. People love 
l 

drama, and potential drama is inherent; · even the most obscure criminal 

trials. 

It was during the last term of curt ot mr, eighth and tinal year 

as prosecutor ot Iron Cliffs county that th 
I 

to me in one o! the strangest, saddest ca.sea I have ever handled. Iron Cliffs 

county is that solitary, windswept logging an iron-mining community border

ing on cold Lake Superior, on the sprawling Up r Peninsula ot llichigan. Dur

ing these eight years as pros cutor I had thoug l had experienced almost 

everything in the criminal line. Yet here I was trying my tirat kidnaping 

case. / • 

The trial or young Donald Blair was nearing the end ot its third 

day. It was a drab, drizzly afternoon in the late tall. In th glow ot the 

old-tashioned clustered courtr~. lJgh!,J, be. arded J~• }38:L,den e~t Ol) ~ thA , 
..() .A,,ev{ ~~~! '?Z.c ~v~ u .. ~.I 1-tM,t"'- tk r:tcF4. 

bench, quietly~e:l.ns MM: h1·, instructions to the jury.(\ Tall young Blair, 
~~'\ 

the detendant, his long legs crossed, sat opposite my table beside his lawyer• 
'° Lli4"""'--~ ~- '""-- - J"~ w1> Arubbing the sort down on his cheek/ .._.. dully/\.sttPed at the big sheritt who 

eat on the witness stand. The stearrd.ng smell or ra.J.il,~soaked clothing pervaded 
u-/ J,w.n, ~ e-nr~> v,; 

the orowdr:L X J courtroom. The aheritt" was the People• s la■t w1 tneH. 
~ I\ 

"That's all, Sheri!!, 11 I ~~: I turned to Judge Belden. 

11The People rest, 11 I said. The People's case was in. It was now up to the 

defense to put 1n its testimony. 

Judge Belden looked at the courtroom. clock. It waa nearing !our

thirty. Court ordinarily adjourned at five. Judge Belden was plainly debat

ing whether to proceed until live or adjourn until the next morning. The 
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THE TRUTH IS A THIN WOMAN 

b7 Robert. Traver 

The trial of yowig Donald Blair was nearing the end of ita third da7. 

It was a drab, drizzly afternoon in the late fall. In the glow ot the old

fashioned clustered courtroom lights, bearded Judge Belden eat on the bench, 

quietly preparing his inatructiona to the _jury. I aat at my Pl.,~ce, the pro1e-
' 

cutor•s table, with the People's fllee and exhibit• spread out before me. Tall 

young Blair, the defendant, his long legs oro11ed, sat oppoeite m7 table beside 

his lawyer. I glanced over at him. He wu rubbing the soft down on hia cheek, 

dully staring up at the big sheriff who eat on the witneH etand. Tbe steaming 

emell of rain-soaked clothing pervaded the crowded courtroom. The aheritt ot 

Iron Clitta county waa the People's laet rltn•••• 

ill during the progreaa ot the trial, which had been uneventful enough, 

I had a feeling that something unusual was going to happen. Maybe it wae merely 

the tact that thie was the first kidnaping case in 'lD'J' eight 7ears a1 prosecutor. 

tter all, I told myaeU', a kidnaping caee was it1elt unusual enough in Iron 

litt1 county, that 1olltar7, windswept logging and iron-mining community in 

he Lake Superior diltrict of the rugged and sprawling Upper Penineula of Michi-

an. How a good, old-faehioned murder ••••• 

But the teelin& ot impending eurpriee per1ieted. I tried to diemias it 

rom ,q mind b7 tell~ ,qseU' that an,- diatrict attorne;y know• criminal trial.a 

ave a faculty: ot taking unexpected turns, unpNd1ot.able couraea, sometime• e.x

loding in the Tery tacea ot the astounded judge, lawyers arid 1111'•tit1ed juror,. 

It 1• thi1 mercurial quality, I thought, and the emotional factors 

hich induce it, that make criminal trial• the fascinating duels tbnt they are. 

otential drama 1■ inherent in even the moet obscure criminal trial. "Maybe . 
ou•re getting jittery," I thought. I decided I had better get on with the 

eopl.e' a w1 tne11. Enough ot this Jr emonition buaineH. 

"Sheritt," I resumed, "after the bloodhound .topped before thia 7oung 

, in the jail corridor, did you learn hie identity?" 

"Yes, sir, Mr. Prosecutor," the aheritt said. 

"Who was the young man?" I aelced. 



"Donald Blair, tho defendant in this caae," the eheritt annered with 

finality, pointing at young Blair. Donald Blair quickly hung hie head and 

,tared at tne courtroom tloor. 

"That•• all, Sheritt," I concluded. l turned to Judge Belden. "The 

People reet," I said. The People•e case wae in. It wae now up to the deten■e 

to put in ite testimony. 

Judge Belden looked at the courtroom clock. It was nearing tour

thirty. Court ordina.rll7 adjourned at five. Judge Belden wae plainly debat

ing whether to proceed until rive or adjourn until the next morning. Th• 



judge glanced at the jury. Twelve tidget7 citizen•, anxious to get home, 

looked hopefully back at the jUdge. 

11The detense will proceed," Judge Belden dcyly aaid. The jurors 

sighed and sat back. 

Young Blair•• lawyer arose and, as we lawy-ers are prone to do, 

po.1tirically announced.a "The defense will call the defendant, Donald Blair, 

as its first witnes1l" 

Donald Blair•a quavering, youthful falsetto, as he said "I do" to 

the oath, scarcely went with the tremendous height he had unwound as he had 

clattered up to the witness stand in his high-heeled riding boots. He was 

inches over six feet tall. He sat 1n the witness chair, tacirig his law,e~, 

his dark eyes watchr~,- unblinking, hie boyish hair tailing over one eye. 

To put it mildly, I was curioua to learn what young Blair's detenae 

would be. The People had already shown that juat at duak on the day ot the 

crir.:e someone had snatched the sleeping child out ot its parents• parked Ford 

sedan; had run with it into a tield towards the wood• on the outskirts ot 

Princeville, the little mining town.which was the scene ot the crime; that 

shortly atter that the parents ·discovered that their little girl was miaaing; 

that a search was made; that tho dead body or the ohild was finally discovered 

lying in the driver's seat ot a Chevrolet truck parked by' the aide or a 

tavern; that the diaphragm ot the child had been crushed; that the driver ot 

the truck waa in the tavern during these events; that strange tingerprints, 

not the driver•s, were discovered on the truck door; that the bootprints of 

the abductor were unusual in that they were made by high-heeled boots similar 

to riding boots; that the marks ot these boots were traced trom the parked 

sedan through the field near the edge or the woods, where the abductor had 

knelt or fallen, thence back to the parked truck, thence to the paved main 

road, where they abruptly dieappeared. 

During the past three days ct the trial I had painstakingly d velop

ed before the jury that the sheritt had finally obtained a bloodhound to aid 

in the search; that this horrendous, slavering animal had repeatedly taken the 
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searchers over the 881118 trail, alway• ending ~t the paved road where the boot

prints ended; that several days ot tren~ied search had proved truitleaa; that 

one evening as the tired searchers were returning to the little Princeville 

jail, whiehwas their headquarters, they encoW1tered the w,ual knot ot curioue 

persons in the jail-house corridor; that as the sheriff was leading the blood

hound down the long corridor the big dog suddenly growled and stopped 1n ita 

tracks, determinGdly enitting at a young man who was standing in the crowd, 

wearing on his feet low oxfords; th~t this :,oung man was the defendant, 

Donald Blair. 

I had shown that the officers had then questioned young ID.air; that 

after some questi.oning he had finally admitted he owned high-heeled riding 

boots; that, in company with the officers, he had produced the boots; that 

they exactly matched and titted certain ot the preserved footprints at the 

scene ot the crime; that young Blair had then put on the boots at the otti

cera• request and had walked home, in compan7 with an otticer, trom the 

paved road; that the bloodhound was again started from the site ot the parked 

9edan and led the officers unerringly over the entire course right up to 

Blair's home, about a mile trom town. Finally I had shown that the .finger

prints on the truck door were those or Donald Blair. 

But through all the pre-trial investigation tho defendant had 

steadfastly and aullenly denied that he had seen or touched the little girl. 

It is true that the People's caae was largely baaed on circumatan

tial evidence, yet, contrary to the popular notion, this is otten tbe most 

reliablo kind or evidence that can possibly be produced. People on both 

sides of a case may lie or forget. But physical tacts -- and, I am informed, 

dogs -- never lie. 

So I sat there wondering what young Blair's story would be. Hi.a 

attorney, a cratty, c~pable lawyer of many y ars• experience, had started to 

question hie client. 

11You are Donald Blair, the defendant in this case?" hia lawyer wae 

asking. 

- J -



"I am," Donald replied in hie high-pitched voice. 

"How old are you?" 

"Seventeen," Donald answered. 

The jurors glanced s.t one another and some of them sadly shook 

their heads. I mentall1 marked down a score tor the detenae. 

''Where do you live, Donald?" 

"I've been working on a tarm near Princeville. Two years ago I 

came there from Chicago." 

"Are you living with your parents?" his lawyer asked. 

"No. 11 Donald hesitated and then went on. 111ty mother and tather 

are divorced. I don't know where l?\Y tather is. 11 

"And your mother? \Vhere is she?" 

Donald's lawyer was doing all right. Naturally he knew all about 

Donald's mother and father, but he was bringing it all out in a way shrewdly 

calculated to arouse the aympath;r ot the jury. 

"Where is your mother, Donald?" hia attorney repeated. 

Dooald Blair gulped and his eyes glistened. Hia speech waa halting. 

"Sh•'• working. She -- she's a thin lady with a circus. I -- I 

wish she was here." 

I glanced at the jury. Score number two for the detenae. Donald's 

attorney paused to let all this eink in. 

111'1hen did you last eee your mother? 11 

"Not since la■t winter. She doesn•t work in the winter. I'll eee 

her this winter -- l mean, I hope I wlll. 11 He turned 3.nd looked at the jury 

and then down at hie banda. 

The forlorn quality or this statement from this pathetic marital 

waif even had me swallowing a lump 1n my throat. 

n1sn•t she coming up here tor the trial.? 11 hie attorne1 went on. 

"She wrote she was going to try to. I - I hope so. We don•t have 

muoh money. I want to see her 10 bad." Tears were 1n hie eyes. 
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Donald's attorney walked up close to Donald. This was the part, 

here it was coming. The members ot the jury tensely leaned torward. 

he asked. 

"Donald, did you take this little eirl from her parenta• sedan?" 

Do.~ald sat up straight and looked aquarely at hie attorne7. 

"No, sir," be a.newered, contidentl:y, almoet defiantly. 

"Did you touch her or hurt her in any way?'' 

"No, sir." 

11Did you enter or reach in their c&r?" 

"No, sir. 11 

"Were 7.ou in Princeville that night?" 

"Yea, sir. I had been in town a couple ot hours. I 1hot a game ot 

pool and started home. It was juat getting dark. I eaw this Ford sedan 

parked there by the main highway and I walked over to it to see it I could 

get a ride home, but there was no one in it. n 

11?.'hat did you do then?" 

"I then decided to walk aoroaa the field towards home, and take a 

short-cut through the woods. Hal.tway t~e ti ld it got pretty dark and 
I\ 

I stumbled and fell, 10 I deoidod to go back to the main road. Paaaing the 

side ot th tavern I saw this parked Chevrolet truck. I grabbed the door and 

looked in, atill looking tor a ride, but onl1 aaw what I thought was a sleep

ing child." 

"Did you touch her?" 

"No, air. Not at all." 

"Then what did you do?" 

11Then I walked out to the main road, waited a. while tor a ride, 

couldn't get one, so then I walked home." 

11 11 that all there 1a to it, Donald?" 

11 That•a all, sir." 

"Did you cooperate with the police in fl'lery way to help them !ind 

out who did this thing, Donald?" 
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"Yea, air, I did, sir. I even went to tbe jail to tell them I had 

seen the little gi~l in th~ truck. It I had really done it, I would ot 

eta~ away trom the Jail. tt 

"That is all, Donald." Hia attorney turned to me with a alight 

smile. "You may take the w1tnese." 

The jury leaned back and sighed in unison, glancing at each other. 

It was a bad sign. 

So that waa it & Donald's attorney had used one ot the 11mpleat 

and yet moat ettective criminal detenae practiJ::es: that ot admitting a1 muoh 

of the truth a• possible short ot adlllitting guilt. And there waa always the 

haunting possibility that it !!!. true; that he hadn't abducted the girl or 

touched her in any way; that it had really happened that way. Prosecutors 

had to always bear that in mind. I cleared my throat to speak, pausing, 

reeling rrq way tor an approach. 

Just then the big IJl8.hogany courtroom door breathed open. Framed in 

it stood the tallest, palest, thinnest woman I have ever seen. She 1&w her 

eon. Her lips silently formed hie name. The bailitt came tor,,ard and led 

her to the other lawyer's table. Wordleaaly she sat down, staring at her eon. 

Her son buried his tace 1n his arms. Everyone in the courtroom was vis1bly

attected. 

Judge Belden looked at me. It was a quarter ot tive. Young Blair•• 

entire direct examination had taken but fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes and 

m:, case was going up the tlue l oJ~/r-4-~ tAMu- -t/4. 4,,f,,<./~ J} ~ =--.-

~ ~der the circumstances, Kr. Proeecutor, perhaps we had botter ad

journ until the morning, hadn't we?" Judge Belden suggested. 

In a naah my hunch came to me then. It was a dangerous, daring 

hunch, and I had miHed my share of them in the past, but atter all, I waa onl 

seeking the truth, whichever way it lay. The thing that bothered me was that 

Donald had claimed he had finally- walked home. Jet it was obvious that be 

must have caught a ride trom the paved road, else the bloodhound would have 

tracked him home. ,'hy had he lied about it? 
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"Your }lonor, 11 I said, 11 the People would like to continue until five 

o•olock. 1111 be through with thie witneae in lees than tirteen mi.nutea. 11 

The jury glared at me. That was one ot the dangerous parts or the 

hunch, ~oing the People• s ca.se with the JU1"1 tor rq heartleaimeH 1n 
I\ 

keeping this sorely stricken mother trom her son. 

11Veey well. Jou ma:y proceed, 11 Judge Belden said. 

I turned t,I) Donald. His race was still buried in his hand•. I 

walked over so that I was close to and slightly behind hia mother. 

ooonal.d, please look at me. I want to ask you a tew questions," I 

■aid. 

• Donald slowly looked up, aaw his mother, and then atared 1traight 

in rey eyes. His eyes were crowded with tears. 

"Donald," I eaid., 11your mother alwa7s taught you to tell the truth., 

didn't ehe? 11 

Quickly glancing at his mother, thon back at me. 110h ;yes, sir. 11 

"And al.ways to thank people for helping you; tor any courtesies 

the,- might accord you?" 

"Yes, sir. She always did; yes, sir." 

"And you are going to tell us the truth here now, are 7ou not? 11 

Donald glanced at his mother, 1earching her eye1. I glanced at hor. 

She had shut her e7es, gripping the arms or her chair with her long, bony 

finger,. Her head nodded forward imperceptibly-. 

110h yes, sir," Donald replied. 

"All right, then, Donald. Tell us, then, did ;you thank the per•on 

who gave you the ride home trom the paved road in Princeville to the tarm 

the night the little girl was killed?" 

Quickly, quietly. "lea, t}r·" 

There it was. Just like that. It had to be. "Yes, sir," he had 

said. 

"And it isn't true that you walked home that night as ;you have juat 

claimed here betore your mother arrived?" 
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"No, sir. 11 In a small, wan voice. 

11Why did you tell us that, Donald?" 

Slowly. "I -- I was mad at that bloodhound and I - I wanted to 

show him up." 

"Why were ,ou mad at the bloodhound, Donald?" 

11B-because he got me in trou.ble. 11 

11You tho11&ht he wouldn't. discover you it you weren't wearing the 

riding boots, ian•t that it, Donald?" 

"And yet you were curious to aee thi• animal, and find out it it 

could really detect a guilty person by ascent alone?" 

Quietly. 11Yee, air. 11 

"Now, Donald, will ;rou tell us -- ;your mother and allot us -- why 

you didn't want to be discovered?" 

Donald's mother opened her eyes and looked at har son. Her tragic 

e;rea were tea.rleae, her tace was bloodleae and drawn. It waa one ot the sad

dest, most moving scene, I have ever witnessed in or out ot a courtroom .. I 

felt like a monstrous heel. 
lO ~ di.,, ~ - . 

Again she nodded her head, ever so slightly. 

I\ "Tell mother, Donald," she said. "Tell mother the trllth." Her 

voice was curiously rut and toneless. 

Wide-eyed, Donald began speaking to hie mother, rapidly, in a high, 
' childish voice. "Yes, mama., I did it. I -- I don't know why. I had read 

about kidnapi.ng and ransoms. So I openod the oar door with rq handkerohiet, 

to hide the fingerprints, just like I had read. I grabbed her, mama. She 

started to cry. I didn 1t l!lean to hurt her, .mama. Honeat I didn't. I ran 

away in the dark nnd I tripped and I gueaa I tell on her. She didn't make a 

sound. l -- I got soared and ran back and saw this truck and put her in it. 

I forgot all about tingerprints. I ran out to the highway. Just then a pulp 

truck was going by. I thumbed a ride and went home. I thanked the driver, 

mama. I -- I only did it tor you, llla1'la -- so I could make aomu money so you 

- 8 -



I 
. . . 

l 
I 

wouldn't always have to be a -- a thin lady 1n a circua. It -- it 7ou•d 

only been here, I'd have told them guilty long ago . .. •" 

I had indeed discovered the truth, and the ~aste waa bitter in my 

mouth. 

"That• a all, Donald. You may go to your mother,'' I said. 

I glanced up at the courtroom clock. It was tour minutes to five. 

Another courtroom drama waa aver. 
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TH..,. TRUTH IS A THIN WOMAN 

b7 Robert Traver 

As any district attorney knows, criminal trials have a faculty of 

taking unexpected tums, unpredictable courses, often exploding in the very 

faces of the astounded judge, lawyers and mystified jurors. It is this mer

curial quaJ..ity, and the casual, emotional taotora which induce it, that help 

to make criminal trials the fascinating duels that they are. People love 

drama, and potential drama is inherent in even the most obscure criminal 

trials. 

It was during the last term of court of my eighth and final year 

as prosecutor of Iron Cliffs county that this truism was again brought home 

to me in one ot the strangest, saddest cases I have ever handled. Iron Cliffs 

county is that solitary, windswept logging and iron-mining community border

ing on cold Lake Superior, on the sprawling Upper Peninsula of W.chigan. Dur

ing these eieht years as prosecutor I had thought I had experienced almost 

everything in the criminal line. Yet here I waa trying my tirat kidnaping 

case. 

The trial of young Donald Blair was nearing the end of its third 

day. It was a drab, drizzly afternoon in the late tall. In the glow ot the 

old-fashioned clustered courtroom lights, bearded Judge Belden sat on the 

bench, quietly going over his instructions to the jury. Tall young Blair, 

the defendant, his long legs crossed, sat opposite my table beside his lawyer, 

rubbing the soft down on his cheek, as he dull1 stared at the big sheriff who 

sat on the witness stand. The steaming smell of rain-soaked clothing pervaded 

the crowded, close courtroom. The sheriff was the People's last witness. 

"That's all, Sherit.t', 11 I tinally said. I turned to Judge Belden. 

"The People rest," I said. The People's case was in. It was now up to the 

defense to put in its testimony. 

Judge Belden looked at the courtroom clock. It was nearing four

thirty. Court ordinarily adjourned at !ive. Judge Belden was plainly debat

ing whether to proceed until .rive or adjourn until the next morning. The 



judge glanced at the jury. Twelve fidgety citizens, anxious to get home, 

looked hopefully back at the judge. 

11The defense will proceed," Judge Belden dryly said. The jurors 

sighed and sat back. 

Young Blair• a lawyer arose and, as we lawyers are prone to do, 

pontifically announced: "The detenae will call the defendant, Donald Blair, 

' as its first witnese 111 

Donald Blair's quavering, youthful falsetto, aa he said 111 do11 to 

the oath, scarcely went with the tremendous height he had unwound as he had 

clattered up to the witness stand in his high-heeled riding boota. He was 

inchea over aix feet tall. He sat in the witness chair, facing hie lawyer, 

his dark eyea watchfully unblinking, his boyish hair tailing over one eye. 

To put it mildly, I was curious to learn what young Blair's defense 

would be. The People had already ahown that just at dusk on the day of the 

crin:e someone had snatched the sleeping child out or its parents• parked Ford 

sedan; had run with it into a field towards the woods on the outskirts oL 

Princeville, the little mining town which was the scene of the crime; that 

shortly atter that the parents discovered that their little girl was missing; 

that a search was made; that the dead body or the child was finally discovered 

lying i , the driver• s aeat of a Chevrolet truck parked by the side of a 

tavern; that the diaphragm ot the child had been crushed; that the driver or 

tho truck was in the tavern during these events; that 1trange fingerprints, 

not the driver's, were discovered on the truck door; that the bootprints of 

the abductor were unusual in that they were made by high-heeled boots similar 

to riding boots; that the marks of these boots were traced trom the parked 

sedan through the !ield near the edge of the wood■ , where the abductor had 

knelt or fallen, thence back to the parked truck, thence to the paved main 

road, where they abruptly disappeared. 

During the past three days of the trial I had painstakingly d_evelop

ed before the jury that the sheriff had finally obtained a bloodhound to aid 

in the search; that this horrendous, slavering animal had repeatedly taken the 
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searchers over the same -trail, always ending at the paved road where the boo 

prints ended; that several days of treniied search had proved fruitless; that 

one evening as .the tired searchers were returning to the little Princeville 

jail, which was their headquarters, they encountered the usual knot of curiou■ 

persons in the jail-house corridor; that as the sheriff was leading the blood 

hound down the long corridor the big dog suddenly growled and stopped 1n its 

tracks, determinedly sniffing at a young man who was standing in the crowd, 

wearing on his feet low oxfords; that this young man was the defendant, 

Donald Blair. 

I hnd shown that the officers had then questioned young Blair; that 

a!ter some questioning he had finally admitted he owned high-heeled riding 

boots; that, in company with the officers, he had produced the boots; that 

they exactly matched and fitted certain o! the presened footprints at the 

scene of the crime; that young Blair had then put on the boots at the offi

cers• request and had walked home, in company with an officer, from the 

paved road; that the bloodhound was again start~d from the site of the parked 

sedan and led the officers unerringly over the entire course right up to 

Blair's home, about a mile trom town. Finally I had shown that the finger

prints on the truck door were those of Dooald Blair. 

But through all the pre-t.rial investigation the defendant had 

1teadtastl1 and aullenl1 denied that he had seen or touched the little girl. 

It is true that the people's case was largely based on circumstan

tial evidence, yet, contrary to the popular notion, this is often the most 

reliable kind or evidence that can possibly be produced. People on both 

sides of a case may lie or forget. But physical tacts -- and, I am informed, 

dogs - never lie. 

So I sat there wondering what young Blair'• atory would be. Hie 

attorne1, a crafty, cnpable lawyer or many years• experience, had started to 

question his client. 

"You .are Donald Bla.ir, the defendant in this case?" his lawyer was 

asking. 
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"I am," Donald replied in his high-pitched vo_ice. 

"How old are 7ou? 11 

"Seventeen," Donald anawered. 

The jurors glanced at one another and some of them sadly ahook 

their heads. I mentally marked down a score tor the defense. 

"Where do 7ou live, Donald?" 

"I've been working on a .farm near Princeville. Two years ago I 

came there from Chicago." 
• I 

"Are you living with your parents?" his lawyer asked. 

"No." Donald .hesitated and then went on. "lly mother and father 

are divorced. I don•t know where~ rather is. 11 

"And 1our mother? Where is she?" 

Donald's lawyer was doing all right. Naturally he knew all about 

Donald's mother and father, but he was bringing it all out in a way shrewdly 

calculated to arouse the sympathy of the jury. 

"Where is your mother, Donald?" his attorney repeated. 

Donald Blair gulped and his eyes glistened. His speech was halting. 

"She•• working. She -- she•s a thin lady with a circus.· I - I 

wish she was here. 11 

I glanced at the jury. Score number two for the defense. Donald's 

attorney paused to let all thia sink in. 

"When did you laat see your mother? 11 

"Not since laat winter. She doean•t work in the winter. 1•11 aee 

her this winter - I mean, I hope I will. 11 He turned and looked at the jury 

and then down at hia hand1. 

Tne forlorn quality of this statement from thia pathetic marital 

waif even had me swallowing a lwnp 1n my throat. 

"Isn't she coming up here tor the trial?" hie attorney went on. 

11.Sho wrote she was going to try to. I ·- I hope ao. We don't have 

much money. I want to aee her so bad. 11 Tears were in his eyea. 
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Donald's attorney walked up close to Donald. This was the part, 

here it was coming • . The members of the jury tensely leaned forward. 

he asked. 

"Donald, did you take this little girl from her parents• aedan?" 

Donald sat up straight and looked squarely at his attorney. 

"No, sir," he answered, confidently, almost defiantly. 

11Did you touch her or hurt her in any way? 11 

11No, air. 11 

11Did you enter or reach in their car?" 

"No, air. 11 

nwere you in Princeville that night?" 

"Yea, air. I had been in town a coup.le or hours. I shot a game of 

pool and started home. It was just getting dark. I saw this Ford sedan 

parked there by the main highway and I walked over to it to see if I could 

get a ride home, but there was no one in it.« 

"What did you do then?" 

111 then decided to walk across the field towards home, and take a 

short-cut through the woods. Halfway~ field it got pretty dark and 

I stumbled and fell, so I decidod to go back to the main road. Passing the 

side of the tavern I saw this parked Chevrolet truck. I grabbed the door and 

looked in, still looking for a ride, but only saw what I thought was a sleep

ing child.-" 

"Did you touch her?" 

"No, sir. Not at all. 11 

11Then what did you do?" 

''Then I walked out to the main road, waited a while for a ride, 

couldn't get one, so then I walked home." 

"Is that all there is to it, Donald?" 

11That 1 s all, sir. 11 

11Did you cooperate with the police in every way to help them find 

out who did this thing, Donald?" 
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11Yee, air, I did, air. I even went to the jail to tell them I had 

seen the little gir_l. in the truck. It I had really done it, I would of 

stayed away from the Jail. 11 

"That is all, Donald." His attorney turned to me with a alight 

smile. "You may take the witness." 

The jury leaned back and sighed in unison, glancing at each other. 

It was a bad tign. 

So that was it, Donald I s attorney had used one ot the simplest 

and Y,et most effective criminal defense practiceai that or admitting a, mu9h 

of the truth as possible short of admitting guilt. And there was always the 

haunting possibility that it!!!!. true; that he hadn't abducted the girl or 

touched her in any way; that it had really happened that way. Prosecutors 

had to always bear that in mind. I cleared my t~roat to speak, pausing, 

feeling m::, way for an approach. 

Just then the big mahogany courtroom door breathed open. Framed in 

it stood the tallest, pal~st, thinnest woman I have ever seen. She saw her 

son. Her lips silently formed his name. The bailiff came forward and led 

her to the other lawyer's table. Wordlesaly she sat down, staring at her son. 

Her son buried his face in his arms. Everyone in the courtroom. was visibly 

atrected. 

Judge Belden looked at me. It was a quarter of five. Young Blairrs 

entire direct examination had taken but fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes and 

m::, case was going up the fluei 

"Under the circumstances, .M.r, Prosecutor, perhaps we had better ad

jouni until the morning, hadn't we?" Judge Belden suggested. 

In a flash my hunch came to me then. It was a dangerous, daring 

hunch, and I had missed my share of them in the past, but after all, I was onl 

seeking the truth, whichever way it la;r. The thing that bothered me was that 

Donald had claimed he had finally walked ho~. Yet it was ob~ioue tha~ he 

must have caught a ride from the paved road, else the bloodhound would have 

tracked him home. Why had he lied about it? 
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"Your Honor," I said, 11 the People would like to continue until !ive 

o'clock. I'll be through with this witnea■ in lees than fifteen minutes." 

The jury glared at me. That was one of the dangerous parts of the 

hunch, prejudicing the People's case with the jury for my heartlessness in 

keeping this sorely stricken mother from her son. 

"Very well. tou may proceed," Judge Belden said. 

I turned to Donald. Hie face was still buried in hie hands. I 

walked over so that I was close to and slightly behind hie mother. 

11Donald, pleaae look at me. I want to ask you a few queetiona," I 

said. 

Donald slowly looked up, saw his mother, and then stared straight 

in my eyes. His eyes were crowded with teare. 

"Donald,'' I said, "your mother always taught you to tell the truth, 

Quickly glancing at his mother, then back at me. "Oh yes, sir. 11 

"And always to thank people for helping you; for any courtesies 

they might accord you?" 

"Yes, sir. She always did; yes, sir. 11 

"And you are going to tell us tne truth here now, are you not?" 

Donald glanced at hie mother, searching her eyes. I glanced at her. 

She had shut her eyes, gripping the arms of her cnair with her long, bony 

fingers. Her head nodded forward imperceptibly. 

110h yes, sir, 11 Donald replied. 

"All right, then, Donald. Tell u1, then, did you thank the per1on 

who gave you the ride home trom the paved road iii Princeville to the tarm 

the night the little girl wae ~Uled?" 

Quickly, quietly. 11Yee, sir. 11 

' There it was. Just like that. It had to be. "Tes, sir," he had 

1aid. 

"And it ian•t true that you walked home that night as you have just 

claimed here before your mother arrived?" 



"No, sir. 11 In a small, wan voice. 

"Why did you tell us that, Donald?" 

Slowly. "I -- I was mad at that bloodhound and I - I wanted to 

show him up. 11 

"Why were you mad at the bloodhound, Donald?" 

"~because he got me in _trouble. 11 

"You thought he wouldn•t discover you it you weren't wearing the 

riding boots, isn't that it, Donald?" 

"Yes, sir. 11 

"And yet you were curious to see this animal, and !ind out it it 

could really detect a guilty person by scent aJ.one? 11 

Quietly. "Yes, sir. 11 

"Now, Donald, will you tell ua - your mother and all of us -- why 

you didn't want to be discovered?" 

Donald's mother opened her eyes and looked at her son. Her tragic 

eyes were tearless, her tace was bloodless and drawn. It was one o.r the sad

dest, most moving scenes I have ever witnessed in or out of a courtroom •. I 

felt like a monstrous heel. Again she nodded her head, ever ao alightly. 

"Tell mother, Donald," she aaid. 11Tell mother the truth." Her 

voice was curiously flat and toneless. 

Wide-eyed, Donald began speaking to hie mother, rapidly, in a higil, 

childish voice. 11re1, mama, I did it. I -- I don•t know why. I had read 

about kidnaping and ransoms. So I opened the car door with rq handkerchief, 

to hide the fingerprints, just like I had read. I grabbed her, mama. She 

started to cry. I didn't mean to hurt her, mama. Honeat I didn•t. I ran 

away t e r an r ppe an I gueae I tell on her. She didn • t make a 

sound. I -- I got scared and ran back and saw this truck and put her in it. 

I forgot all about fingerprints. I ran out to the highway. Just then a pulp 

truck was going by. I thumbed a ride and went home. I thanked the driver, 

mama. I -- I only did it for you, mama -- 10 I could make some money so you 
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wouldn't always have to be a -- a thin lady in a circus. It - it you1d 

only been here., I'd have told them guilty long ago ... •" 

I had indeed discovered the truth., and the taste was bitter in my 

mouth. 

"That's all, Donald. You may go to your mother, 11 I said. 

I glanced up at the courtroom clock. It was four minutes to five. 

Another courtroom drama was over. 
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