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Hi,  
 
I hope you like Bicycle Shop Murder, and will send it to your friends.  You 
have permission to make copies of the eBook, print it for your own use, and 
send it to anyone and everyone.  
 
You can even add the book to your website as long as you give me credit 
for writing the book, include the link to my site, and include the copyright 
information. This book  is protected under U.S. Copyright Law and the Cre-
ative Commons license. For details, go to: 
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by -nc-nd/3.0/us/ .   
 
 
Thanks for reading! 
 
 
Robert Burton Robinson 
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SYNOPSIS 

 
Greg Tenorly lives a quiet and lonely life in a small East Texas town, until 
he is selected as a juror for a murder trial. A beautiful, mysterious redhead 
befriends him, and seems to have a romantic interest. But is she merely 
using him to influence the outcome of the trial? 
 
By the end of the first week, three people connected with the case are dead, 
and Greg is beginning to fear for his own life. He is now convinced that a 
powerful Dallas attorney is directing the murder spree in his little town. 
But why? He is determined to find out. 
 
But his investigation just might earn him a spot at the top of the hit list.  

 
**********  

  



 

 

BICYCLE SHOP MURDER 
BY ROBERT BURTON ROBINSON  

 
Chapter 1 

 
A beautiful , sexy redhead sat across from Greg Tenorly. He was nervous 
about the closed door, but she had insisted. The slightest hint of  impro-
priety would spark a blaze of rumors.  

 
Greg tried to concentrate on her story. But his mind wandered to his 34-
year-old receding hairline and bulging stomach. The part-time music mi-
nister had been feeling good about himself ten minutes ago. Time to start 
exercising again. 

 
Ȱ) ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ ÉÎ -ÁÒÓÈÁÌÌ. Graduated from East Texas State, and got a job at a 
bank in Greenville. Three years ago, I moved here so I could be closer to 
Mom. She still lives in Marshall . I met Troy at a high school football game. 
He was fun, down-to-earth. 7ÅȭÖe been married for Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ  

 
Cynthia Blockerman was a vice president at First State Bank, yet only in her 
ÌÁÔÅ άΪȭÓȢ She certainly looked the part, dressed in an expensive brown 
business suit, matching shoes and tasteful jewelry. And her shoulder-
length hair was the kind you only see in shampoo commercials. Greg felt 
underdressed in his faded golf shirt, baggy slacks, and generic running 
shoes. 

 
Ȱ%ÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÁÓ ÆÉÎÅ for the first six months or so. But I guess he was just 
playing the part of a good husband. Then I started to see his real personali-
ty. As soon as he gets home from work, he goes straight  for the beer. By 
nine, ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÐÉÌÅ ÏÆ ÃÁÎÓ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÒÅÃÌÉÎer, ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÎÁÍÅÓ, 
and throwing things .  

 
ȰSometimes he hits me. He did it  one time before we got married, but he 
said he was so sorry. And even broke down and cried. He promised ÈÅȭd 
ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ  

 
Ȱ)Ó ÔÈere anything in particular you say or do that seemÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÏÆÆȩȱ It 
was a dumb question, but the only one he could think of. 

 
Ȱ.ÏȢ )Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ I can be extra sweet, or mean, or just ignore him. He 



 

still gets ÍÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÁÚÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÄÏȢ I want to leave him, but 
)ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÍÅȢȱ  

 
Greg could already hear the voice of Daniel Duretsky, Channel 7 Eyewit-
ness News. 

 
A friend says that the husband had threatened to kill her if she called the po-
lice. So, she moved out of the house while he was at work. But he found her 
apartment, kicked down the door and brutally stabbed her 57 times. His 
famiÌÙ ÓÁÙÓ ÈÅȭs a hard worker and a good husband. 4ÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ Èe 
would do something like this. 

 
Greg had no business acting as a marriage counselor. His own marriage 
had failed five years ago. And hÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅÅÎ at the churchɂ
it was Monday, his day off. "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÕÒÎ ÈÅÒ Á×ÁÙȢ  

 
Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÄÁÙÓ to think ab out this , and try to come up 
with some ideas for you? ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÕÇÈ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÅÁÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȟ ÂÕÔȣȱ 

 
Ȱ3ure. TÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅ. )ȭd really appreciate any ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ you want to talk to  the pastor about this? (ÅȭÓ had a lot more 
experienceɂȱ 

 
Ȱɂokay, pleasÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÁÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÅÁÎÅÄ ÉÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÏËÅ 
more softly. Ȱ"ut Dr. Huff  seems a little too judgmental. I like him. His 
messages are very good. But I thought ÙÏÕȭd be more understanding. And 
not make me feel like it was all my fault. 

 
ȰA lot of times, men, and even women, treat me differently because of my 
looks and my job. They think : What could she possibly have to complain 
about? Anyway, I was right. You are Á ÃÏÍÐÁÓÓÉÏÎÁÔÅȟ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÍÁÎȢȱ 

 
Greg felt his face starting to turn red. Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢȱ 

 
She checked her watch. ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎËȢȱ 

 
Greg was walking her to the door, when she turned, and moved toward 
him.  3ÕÒÅÌÙ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÌÏÓÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÅÐ 
back a liÔÔÌÅȢ 7ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÅȩ But as he stood paralyzed, she leaned in even 



 

closer. Their lips were nearly touching. Her eyes were a shade of blue ÈÅȭd 
never seen before. 

 
Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȟ 'ÒÅÇȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÉÔ ÈÅÌÐÓ, just to have 
someone like you to talk toȢȱ 

 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÏÌÄ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅȩȱ 

 
He needed to move back, yet ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÏÆÆÅÎÄ ÈÅÒȢ But if one of the 
church members could see the two of them standing that close in hi s of-
fice, with the door closedɂwhat would they think?  God could see. But he 
couÌÄ ÁÌÓÏ ÓÅÅ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÐÕÒÅ ÈÅÁÒÔȢ At least he hoped it still looked pure.  

 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ person who knows is my mother. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒÓ 
or sisters. And I ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÁÒÅ ÔÅÌÌ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎËȢȱ 

 
As he felt her warm, sweet breath passing through his nostrils , and deep 
into his lungs, his pulse began to race. He was not doing anything wrong.  
Yet he was about to have a heart attack, and fall dead right there on the 
church carpet. He stumbled back a bit, and reached awkwardly for the 
doorknob.  

 
Even after she was gone, her fragrance lingered all over his body. How does 
that happen? He never even touched her. She was gone, yet she was still 
with him. And would be for some time.  

 
Now he would slip out of the building, covered in sweet-smelling guilt. He 
just hoped tÈÅ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ a whiff . 
  



 

 
Chapter 2 

 
Greg Tenorly drove the familiar route from the church to his music studio, 
studying the homes along the way. He wondered about the families who 
lived in each one. Like that two-story brick on the corner. What secrets 
were they hiding? Was the husband abusive? Did a teenager use drugs? 
Was the family nearly bankrupt? How could anyone know? It was better 
not to know. The mind  can only handle so many problems at one time. He 
wondered where Troy and Cynthia Blockerman lived. 

 
Greg had appeared at the courthouse that morning as part of a jury pool, 
only to be released. He and the rest of his group would have to return the 
next morning . He hoped they would not need him. The church would pay 
his regular part-time salary while he was serving on a jury, but any private 
lessons he missed would be money lost. 

 
'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÒÅÄ Ϋγΰί 0ÏÎÔÉÁÃ "ÏÎÎÅÖÉÌÌe convertible always turned heads as he 
drove through the small town. He had purchased it two mont hs earlier 
from a career Navy man down in Longview who had babied the thing for 
years. It spent most of its life ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÇÁÒÁÇÅȟ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ 
was on leave. Most trips  were to the car wash or the Pontiac dealer for 
scheduled maintenance.  

 
Greg gladly paid $4,000 for it. The sailor called him the very next day and 
tried to buy it back . He said it was like losing a member of the family. Greg 
felt bad, but not bad enough to give up the car. How could a 40-year-old 
car have only 93,000 miles on it ? It was dazzling. 

 
His little studio was near the town square, nestled between Coreyville 
(ÁÒÄ×ÁÒÅ ÁÎÄ 3ÕÓÉÅȭÓ 3Å×ÉÎÇ "ÏØ. Occasionally he and a student could 
hear a pipe wrench or hammer hitting the floor on the hardware side. But 
things were always quiet from 3ÕÓÉÅȭÓ ÓÉÄÅ. At least the soundproofing he 
had installed kept his neighbors from hearing his students. 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÅÁÃÈ 
music without hearing both b eautiful sounds and sour notes. 

 
Parking the mammoth red beauty behind the building always made him a 
little nervous . The two pickups next door were in and out constantly. It was 
only a matter of time before one of those trucks drove out of the alley with 
red paint across the fender. 



 

 
He walked through the back door, and into the odor of yestÅÒÄÁÙȭÓ &Ïlgers 
and aging music scores and textbooks. A welcome aroma.  

 
The message machine was flashing.  

 
Message 1: Hello Greg, this is Penelope Ragsdale. )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ 
able to make my lesson today. Thanks.   

 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ΗΫά ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÄÒÁÉÎ, he thought.  

 
Message 2: Mr. Tenorly, this is Patty Hansel. Hugh fell out of a tree and 
ÂÒÏËÅ ÈÉÓ ÃÏÌÌÁÒ ÂÏÎÅȟ ÓÏ ÈÅȭs going to miss his piano lessons for a while. )ȭÌÌ 
let you know when he can come back. Thanks.   

 
Why did they name the kid Hugh ? Maybe he was named after Hugh Grant 
or Hugh Jackman. Surely not Hugh Hefner. 

 
Greg had twenty-nine students. Many of them took two lessons per week. 
He taught piano, voice, guitar, and music theory. His teaching hours were 
from 1:00-8:00 PM, although there were plenty of open time slots. On an 
average week,  seven or eight students cancelled lessons. He dreaded 
phone calls, since they were nearly always cancellations.  

 
The phone rang, and Greg reluctantly picked up.  

 
Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÍÁÎȟ ÈÏ×ȭÓ ÉÔ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ  

 
It was David Beachton, owner of BeachTone Tanning Salon and a bass in 
'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÈÏÉÒ. 'ÒÅÇ ÄÉÄÎȭt think  tanning was healthy, even in the sunɂmuch 
less under artificial light . He tried not to think about  it too much because 
David was a good friend. 

 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅ. (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

 
Ȱ) Êust wanted to let you know you are not off the hook ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÔÒÉÁÌȢȱ 

 
Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔȩȱ 

 
Ȱ'ÒÅÇȟ )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏ×Î. You 
know that . 4ÈÅÙ ÏÎÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÊÕÒÏÒÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÇÒÏÕÐ. 3Ïȟ ÔÈÅÙȭll have 
a shot aÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 



 

 
Ȱ(ÏÐÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÐÉÃËÅÄȢȱ 

 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌȢ .Ï ÄÏÕÂÔȢȱ 

 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ Á ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÌÅ )ȭÍ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÉÍÅ ÏÎ Á ÊÕÒÙȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ÈÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȟ Buddy, ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ. Besides, you want to do your 
ÃÉÖÉÃ ÄÕÔÙȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ  David laughed. He would hate taking time for jury duty.  

 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÒÉÇÈÔ. "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÓÕÒÅ )ȭll be pickedȩȱ 

 
Ȱ4ÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ 'ÒÅÇ. 4ÈÅÙȭll ask if you can be fairɂeven though the de-
fendant is black and the victim was white. You will say Ȭ9esȢȭ 4ÈÅÙȭll want to 
know if you have any relatives or friends directly connected to the case. 
You will say Ȭ.o.ȭ 9ÏÕȭll answer each question correctly just by being hon-
est. So, ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÒÖÅ, ÙÏÕȭll have to lie. "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔȢȱ 

 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÍÁÎȢȱ 

 
Greg was overdue for some lunch. His first lesson was an hour away, so he 
locked up, and walked down the sidewalk ÔÏ *ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÉÎÅÒ. He heard the 
usual ring of the bell and a ȭ(Éȭ ÆÒÏÍ *ÁÎÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎ. He sat down in 
his favorite booth at the front window . He liked to watch the people come 
and go, around town square.  

 
Things were so different here than in Longview, where he had lived for 
many years. Like stepping into the mid -1960s in many ways. It only seemed 
fitting that his car was a 1965 model. 

 
As was often the case, Jane herself waited on him.  

 
Ȱ$Ï you need a menu tÏÄÁÙȟ 'ÒÅÇȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÓËÅÄȟ Âut he never needed 
one. (Å ÈÁÄ ÏÎÌÙ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÉÎ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÙÅÁÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÁÔÅ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓ 
nearly every day. 

 
Ȱ.Ï ÔÈÁÎËÓȟ *ÁÎÅ. *ÕÓÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÕÒËÅÙ ÏÎ ×ÈÅÁÔ ÁÎÄ Á $ÉÅÔ #ÏËÅȢȱ  It 
was a delicious sandwich, piled high with extra thin  turkey slices, fresh let-
tuce, dark red tomato from a local gardener, and mayo on toasted whole 
wheat bread. It came with a huge dill spear and potato chips on the side. 



 

 
While Greg was waiting for his lunch, he overheard some men talking in 
the back of the restaurant. 

 
Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÄÏÕÂÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÕÉÌÔÙ. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ×ÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÔÁØÐÁÙÅÒ 
ÍÏÎÅÙ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÉÅÃÅ ÏÆ ÔÒÁÓÈȦȱ 

 
Greg was beginning to realize how difficult  it would be to find twelve im-
partial jurors for the trial . Then he heard the 1:30 train barreling through 
the outskirts of town . It felt like he was tied across those tracks. The mur-
der trial was coming toward him like a locomotive.  

 
Resistance was futile.  

 
His appetite was gone.  

  



 

 
Chapter 3 

 
Greg said goodbye to his last student at 8:15 PM, locked up the studio, and 
got into his car. He always looked forward to his evening rendezvous with  
Bonnieɂhis nickname for the Bonneville. He liked to put her top down , 
and drive her around town in the moonlight . Their route varied from night 
to night, but the ultimate de stination was never in question. 

 
Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

 
The worn-out speaker was crackly, but he still recognized the particularly 
twangy East Texas voice of Fontana Fry.  

 
Over his six years of vocal training, he had become acutely aware of ac-
cents. This is true of all classically trained singers. Great emphasis is placed 
on precise pronunciation and enunciation . It  iÓ ÍÁÎÄÁÔÏÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÎÇÅÒȭÓ 
repertoire include works written in  English, Latin, Italian, German, and 
French. 

 
So, by the time Greg finished his graduate degree, his accent had been all 
but eliminated. He sounded somewhat like a network  news anchor instead 
of an East Texan.  

 
Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄ like a largeɂȱ 

 
Ȱɂa large dipped cone, the usual. RÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

 
The Dairy Queen drive-thru  ordering station was located out in front of the 
restaurant, on the right side. He looked up, and saw the 19 year-old waving 
at him. She looked so cute in her little Dairy Queen outfit. Fontana was in 
her first year at Kilgore College. She planned to be an elementary teacher. 
He knew she would be a good one.  

 
Greg had met Fontana a few months earlier when she brought her 13-year-
old brother to  the studio to enroll for  guitar lessons. The boy was holding a 
U.S. made, 1968 Harmony acoustic guitar his uncle gave him. The body and 
the frets were badly worn, but the instrument still played beautifully . It  
looked somewhat like a large violin, with arched top and f-holes. That 
shape produces a more mellow sound than flattops. And tÈÅ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȭÓ ÁÇÅ 
contri buted additional warmth to the tone . 



 

 
(Éȟ )ȭÍ &ÏÎÔÁÎÁȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȟ -ÏÎÔÁÎÁ. Greg had almost snick-
ered. As it turned out, Montana  was musically gifted. He learned faster 
than Greg could teach him. 

 
Fontana probably wondered why he never came inside to eat. He always 
opted for the drive-thru , and then parked behind the building, in the back 
corner of the parking lot. 

 
She gave Greg a tall stack of napkins before he could ask. He parked, and 
began his nightly ritualɂspreading out the napkins meticulously in layers 
across his lap. Drips would be contained. A chocolate stain on his shirt or 
pants would, of course, be upsetting. But the slightest drip or crumb  on 
BonÎÉÅȭÓ ÐÒÉÓÔÉÎÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÉÏÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ be tantamount to desecration. 

 
Just as he bit off the tip of the chocolate covered mountain, his cell phone 
rang.  

 
Unknown Name. Unknown Number. 

 
Greg figured it was some misdialing drunk . It could be handled quickly. 
His ice cream was already beginning to melt. He made no attempt to hide 
his irritation.  Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

 
It was a woman whispering frantically . The sound was so distorted he 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ understand her at first, and was about to hang up. 

 
Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢȱ She sounded terrified. Ȱ(Å ÈÉÔ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÒÅ× ÍÅ ÉÎÔÏ 
the wall. )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ 'ÒÅÇȟ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔɂȱ 

 
Greg heard a man shouting in the background, then a commotion . The 
phone went dead. He felt sick and helpless, like a kid who had just been 
spun on a merry-go-round at breakneck speed until he flew off . And the 
dizziness would not soon go away.  

 
Greg wanted to call the police, but what would he tell them? And why did 
she call him instead of 911? He would ÃÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃËȢ .Ïȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔɂhe 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȢ 

 
Then he felt something on his leg. The ice cream was melting beneath the 
chocolate shell, and it had collapsed under its own weight, and fallen onto 
the bed of napkins in his lap.  



 

 
Still dazed, he sat for a full minute studying the ice cream as it dripped 
down the sides of the cone onto his hand and arm. Gradually the streams 
of white turned to pink , then to redɂ rÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ! A cold 
chill ripped through his body , and jolted him back to reality . He dropped 
the cone onto the gooey pile, bundled the entire mess, and threw it out of 
the car, as though it was toxic. 

 
Suddenly Greg felt exposed sitti ng alone in the convertible, in the dark. He 
put the top up, locked it in place, and drove home as quickly as he could 
wit hout attracting local law enforcement. There was nothing to tell the p o-
lice.  

 
Why had she come to him? He wished he had never met her. Yet he 
wanted to help her. 

 
It was quiet on his street. Most of the neighbors were retirees, and were 
already in bed. He turned into his driveway, parked, and hurr ied toward his 
back porch. Just before he reached the door, his cell phone rang.  

 
Ȱ#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȩȱ 

 
A drunken man yelled back at him. Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 

 
Greg snapped the phone shut, and started to throw it into the woods b e-
hind his house. But throwing  the phone away ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭt help. Fear began to 
flush through his veins, from head to toe.  

 
Greg looked all around, and saw nothing but darkness. Then he thought he 
sensed movement in the distance. He fumbled with the keys. 7ÈÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
the porch light on? Office keys, church keys, car keys. Where was the 
house key?  

 
Finally, he got it opened, and darted in. He slammed the door, and double-
locked it. The light switch was on. What a time for the bulb to burn out.  

 
He moved quickly throughout the house, turning on  every light , and all 
three TVs.  

 
The electric bill was the least of his worries. 

 
 



 

Chapter  4 
 

Ȱ3Ïȟ *ÅÎÎÙ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÍÅ ÊÕÒÙ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ×ÅÌÌȟȱ said Buford, puffing small 
billows of Cuban cigar smoke into the phone with each syllable. 

 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏ tooȢȱ 

 
Kyle was speeding down FM-2208 in his new Lexus SC 430, headed toward 
Coreyville. He could barely make his lease payments, but he had to have 
that car. It  screamed successɂ especially with the top down . His wavy 
head of hair would be easily restored to perfection with a few brush 
strokes. 

 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÅ to take her advice. 3ÈÅ ËÎÏ×Ó ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÐÉÃË Á ÊÕÒÙȢȱ  

 
Buford figured some of KyÌÅȭÓ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÆÏÃÕÓÅÄ ÏÎ getting Jenny 
into beÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ jeopardize the case. 

 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ -ÒȢ "ÅÌÌÏ×ÉÎȟ ) ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

 
At only 27, Kyle Serpentine had already developed a successful practice in 
Longview, defending every kind of crook. Some of them paid handsomely. 
He idolized Buford Bellowin. Buford had grown up in Coreyville and 
earned his "ÁÃÈÅÌÏÒȭÓ ÁÎÄ ,Á× ÄÅÇÒÅÅ at University of Texas, graduating 
near the top of his class.  

 
Now he was a high-priced, infamous defense attorney headquartered in 
Dallas. NicknameÄ Ȭ4ÈÅ "ÅÌÌȭ, he had never lost a case. Even in law school, 
his mock trial team always won.  

 
And Buford put on a show in the courtroom. So, the gallery was always 
packed with those who wanted to see The Bell in action. Occasionally, 
some hotshot would think he  could outsmart him. But Buford was the 
teacher, and it was his classroom. Before the prosecutor knew what hit 
him, The Bell would ring, and school was out. 

 
Ȱ4ÈÅ $Ȣ!Ȣ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ Á ÊÕÒÙ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÏÏÌ ÏÆ ÆÏÒÔÙȟ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ? She thought this was gonna be a cakewalk. 4ÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ get many 
murder trials in Coreyville. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÕÓ. !ÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÍÉs-
takes. MÁÒË ÍÙ ×ÏÒÄÓȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ 3he seems pretty sharp.ȱ 



 

 
Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ×ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÓÅ ÆÏÒ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ )ȭÌÌ remember you when I take res-
idence ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 'ÏÖÅÒÎÏÒȭÓ ÍÁÎÓÉÏÎ ÉÎ Á ÆÅ× ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌ ÄÏ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔȟ Sirȟȱ practically saluting. 

 
Ȱ.Ï×ȟ +ÙÌÅȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭre beginning to see ÔÈÅÒÅȭs a lot of prejudice in 
that little town . The whites make up 72% of the ÐÏÐÕÌÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ 
the old hatred and suspicion toward blacks is still right there under the 
surface. 4ÈÁÔ ÂÏÙ ÏÎ ÔÒÉÁÌ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÍÕÃÈ ÏÆ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ 
defense. (Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ȬÄÅÁÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÔÅÒȭ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÐÕÂÌÉÃ ÄÅÆÅÎÄÅÒ. 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÅ. You ÄÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÊÏÂȟ ÓÏÎȟ ÏÒ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÔÏÉÌÅÔȢȱ 

 
Ȱ(Å ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎ ÅØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔ ÄÅÆÅÎÓÅȟ Sir. )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÏÓÔ Á ÃÁÓÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ +ÙÌÅȟ 
with confidence. 

 
Ȱ#ÁÌÌ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙȢȱ  Buford hung up, and was already 
ÄÉÁÌÉÎÇ *ÅÎÎÙȭÓ ÎÕÍÂÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ +ÙÌÅ Ãould respond. 

 
Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ *ÅÎÎÙ 3ÌÉÄÅÌÌ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÌÏ×ȟ ÍÅÌÌÏ× ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 

 
Ȱ+ÅÅÐ ÈÉÍ ÉÎ ÌÉÎÅȟ *ÅÎÎÙȢȱ 

 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ "ÕÆÏÒÄ. $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ !Ó ÁÌ×ÁÙÓȢȱ 

 
Ȱ(ÁÓ ÈÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÙ )ȭÖÅ ÔÁËÅÎ ÓÕÃÈ ÁÎ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÓÅȩȱ 

 
Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ think he wants to know what your motives are. -ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÒy-
ÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁÉÎÔÁÉÎ ÄÅÎÉÁÂÉÌÉÔÙ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÇÏÅÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȢȱ 

 
Sweet *ÅÎÎÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ "ÕÆÏÒÄȭÓ motives were either. 

 
Ȱ3ÍÁÒÔ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎ. He should go far in this business.ȱ "ÕÆÏÒÄ ÌÁughed. 
Ȱ4he most important thing is,  ×ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ 'ÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÊÕÒÙ. I 
ÄÏÎȭÔ Ãare what you have to do, Jenny. MÁËÅ ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢȱ 

 
Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ. 7ÅȭÖÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÐÅÒÅÍÐÔÏÒÙ ÓÔÒÉËÅÓȢ !nd the D.A. has 
used all of hers. Greg Tenorly will be thir d in line  ÔÏÄÁÙȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ 
we can miss. The D.A. will like him. AÎÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ 
any legitimate reason to strike him for cause. "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȟ )ȭÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÍÙ 
ÈÏÍÅ×ÏÒËȢȱ 



 

 
Jenny was smart and spunky and blonde and sexy. And almost always right. 
She was the best jury consultant Buford had ever used. Now if she would 
only succumb to his advances. He always had his way with the hot babes. It 
was just a matter of time before she would come around.  

 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÏÕÎÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÙÏÕȟ *ÅÎÎÙ. Call me ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 

 
Buford hung up and directed his attention across his massive mahogany 
desk to the skinny man sitting quietly in a chair. Marty Crumb must have 
been plagued with horrible acne as a teenager, because his face looked like 
oatmeal. His 53-year-old voice sounded like ninety years worth of smoking 
and hard liquor. Buford felt slimy just being in the same room with him . 

 
Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÑÕÉÃËȟȱ said Buford. Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÅÎ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ "ÌÏÃk-
ÅÒÍÁÎȩȱ 

 
-ÁÒÔÙ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌËȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÃÏÕÇÈÅÄȣÁÎÄ ÃÏÕÇÈed. At least he was 
covering his mouth. Covering it with hands that had strangled, beat and 
executed untold numbers of innocent people. He sounded like he might 
cough up a lung. Then he cleared his throat. Buford prayed ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭt 
spit on the carpet. Instead, Marty swallowed it, which was no better. 

 
ȰMrs. Blockerman is being cooperative. Apparently, she loves her mother 
ÁÎÄ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÎ ÌÉÖÉÎÇȢȱ 

 
Ȱ&ÉÎÅ. "ÕÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

 
Marty flashed an evil smile, revealing decaying teeth. 

 
Ȱ*Õst make sure the jury does the right thing. If you want to stay out of 
ÐÒÉÓÏÎȢȱ 

 
Marty stood up and gave Buford a bone-chilling stare that lasted several 
long seconds. (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÇÕÎ ÏÒ Á ËÎÉÆÅȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÕÁÒÄÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
lobby. And metal detectorÓȢ "ÕÔ -ÁÒÔÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÇÕÎ ÏÒ Á ËÎÉÆÅȢ (Å 
could kill you seventeen different ways. 

 
Just when Buford thought he was about to soil himself, Marty slowly 
turned, and walked out of the office, leaving the door wide open. 

 
Buford leaned back in his chair, trying to regain his composure, and con-



 

trol over his bladder. He wished he ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ to deal with someone such 
as Marty. But his future had been threatened.  

 
"ÕÆÏÒÄȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÊÏÂ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÔ 3ÁÍȭÓ "ÉÃÙÃÌÅ 3ÈÏÐȟ ÁÎÄ 3ÁÍ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÉËÅ Á 
father to him . But Sam ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÅÅÐ ÈÉÓ 
mouth shut . It was unfortunate, but sometimes sacrifices must be made.  

 
Nobody would stand in the way of Buford Bellowin. 

 
 



 

Chapter  5 
 

Angela Hammerly dedicated her life to becoming District Attorney . At 42, 
she had never been married, or even seriously dated. All she could think 
about, night and day, was her ultimate goal. And her dream finally came 
true, thanks to the death of 74-year-old Porter Strickley.  

 
She could not deny that she had learned the job well, working for that old 
pain-in-the-butt . He was 57 when she interviewed for the position of Assis-
tant District Attorney . At the time, she thought he was 70.  

 
Two months ago, she had become the District Attorney. She loved seeing 
her name on the door. And she felt a rush of adrenaline every time a judge 
ÒÅÆÅÒÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ Ȭ4ÈÅ $ÉÓÔÒÉÃÔ !ÔÔÏÒÎÅÙȭ ÉÎ ÏÐÅÎ ÃÏÕÒÔ. The $Ȣ!ȢȭÓ Ïffice 
would be better than everɂnow that she was running the show. 

 
There was a soft knock, and Andrea Newly opened the door just enough to 
peek in. 

 
Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÉÎȟ !ÎÄÒÅÁȢȱ Angela sometimes wondered if she had made a mistake 
two weeks ago when she hired this timid young lady as her assistant. Ange-
la had been impressed with her resume. But in person, Andrea was quiet, 
and seemed to be rather intimidated by Angela .  

 
But Andrea was enthralled with every word Angela spoke. And the new 
$Ȣ!Ȣ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭt resist the prospect of being god to her assistant. She had 
hired her on the spot, even though she knew Andrea would stress her pa-
tience.  

 
But Angela was confident the 25-year-old could be molded into  her men-
ÔÏÒȭÓ ÉÍÁÇÅȢ !nd thereby, become a powerful force for justice in the $Ȣ!ȢȭÓ 
office. 

 
Andrea took a chair across from the D.A. The furniture in the District A t-
ÔÏÒÎÅÙȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ×ÁÓ similar to tha t found in most old  government offices-
largely unchanged since the 1950s. Yet the hardwood chairs and desks were 
of such good quality that an exact replacement would be cost prohibitive in 
ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÍÁÒket. Angela planned to upsize her diminutive desk as soon as 
possible, even if the money came out of her own pocket.  

 
Ȱ) ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÉÎ ,ÏÎÇÖÉÅ× ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎing,ȱ said Angela. 
Ȱ/ÎÅ ×ÏÒËÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ $Ȣ!ȢȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ, and the other is an ambulance chaser. We 



 

went to law school together. Neither of them had any idea why Kyle Ser-
pentine would take Kantrell JamisonȭÓ ÃÁÓÅ ÐÒÏ ÂÏÎÏ.  

 
ȰUsually when he does a freebeeȟ ÈÅȭÓ hoping to boost his reputation. I 
ÄÏÎȭt see that happening with this case. Especially if he loses. And he will 
surely lose. 3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔȭs his motivaÔÉÏÎȩȱ She was talking to herself more 
than to Andrea. 

 
Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÏÏÒ ÂÌÁÃË ÆÁÍÉÌÙ. 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ Ðro bono 
is supposed to be for. TÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÁÎ ÁÔÔÏÒÎÅÙȢȱ 

 
Ȱ/Èȟ !ÎÄÒÅÁȣÙÏÕȭre so naive. With a scummy lÁ×ÙÅÒ ÌÉËÅ 3ÅÒÐÅÎÔÉÎÅȟ ÉÔȭÓ 
ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢȱ 

 
The phone on her desk rang three times before Angela bothered to pick up.  

 
Ȱ9ÅÓ? ȣ(Éȟ 3ÈÅÒÉÆÆȣÏÈȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȣȱ  !ÎÇÅÌÁȭÓ cold face slowly melted into a 
smileɂan evil smile. Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÈÅÒÉÆÆȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎÆÏÒÍation may be very helpful to 
ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÅȣÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ ÇÏÏÄ-bye. 

 
Ȱ+ÁÎÔÒÅÌÌ *ÁÍÉÓÏÎȭs been talking to his cellmates, one of which is a regular 
snitch working for the Sheriff . It seems the defendant is expecting to come 
into a small fortune after he gets off. He has a cousin in Shreveport he 
plans to move in with. AÎÄ ÏÎÃÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ Á ÆÌÁÓÈÙ ÎÅ× 
car. (ÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ Á #ÁÄÉÌÌÁÃ ÏÒ Á -ÅÒÃÅÄÅÓȢȱ 

 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÏÎÅÙȩȱ 

 
Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ×Å ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÑÕÅÓÔÉon, Andrea, then I believe we 
×ÉÌÌ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ -ÒȢ 3ÅÒÐÅÎÔÉÎÅ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÉÓ ÃÁÓÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË somebody is paying the defendant to keep quiet about 
something? Maybe he stole more from Sam Spokane than what we 
thought. And ÈÉÄ ÉÔ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ3ÁÍ ÎÅÖÅÒ ËÅÐÔ Íuch cash around, or anything else of value except his 
beloved bikes. No. My guess is Mr. Jamison was hired to kill  Sam Spokane, 
ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ Á ÒÏÂÂÅÒÙ ÇÏÎÅ ÂÁÄȢȱ 

 
Ȱ7Ï×Ȣȱ 

 
Ȱ.Ï× ÉÔȭÓ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÓÅÎÓÅ. The person who wanted Sam dead has paid Kyle 



 

Serpentine, or scared him into trying this  case. His life might  even be at 
stake. .Ï ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÈÅȭÓ ×ÏÒËÉng so hard to get the jury he wantsȢȱ   

 
Maybe the new $Ȣ!ȢȭÓ first murder trial was not going to be so boring after 
all, Angela mused, already salivating. 

 
**** ******  

 
Kyle Serpentine pulled into the courthouse parking lot, flipped down the 
sun visor, and brushed his hair in the mirror . As he admired his handsome 
ÒÅÆÌÅÃÔÉÏÎȟ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ smile, think ing about how much fun it was 
to go up against two fine-looking ladies in court. He would mesmerize 
them with his irresistible, sexy charm while dealing them a devastating 
loss.  

 
It was better than any drugɂto simultaneously feel the power of his man-
liness while showing off his superior legal skills. Sure, Buford was counting 
on him to win this case. But, more important to Kyle Serpentine was add-
ing another win to his ever-growing list of victories.  

 
Little did he know that the re was much more at stake than just his ego. 

 
 



 

Chapter  6 
 

Greg stopped by the courthouse concession stand  for a cup of coffee, even 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÏ×ÎÅÄ ÆÏÕÒ ÃÕÐÓ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÉÎÅÒ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ. 
The old man behind the counter ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÆÏÒ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÄÏÌÌÁÒ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÎÏÔÉÃÅÁÂÌÙ 
shaky hand that looked as though it had held more cigarettes and booze 
than money in its lifetime.   

 
He took his coffee and walked up the stairs to the second floor. There were 
about fifty  people standing in the hallway outside the courtroom making 
small talk. He recognized a few of them, but was in no mood to start a con-
versation.  

 
Only four more jurors and two alternates were needed. With a little luck,  
he would soon be sent on his way. The coffee tasted bitter, but he contin-
ued to sip on it anyway, just to occupy himself. 

 
After a few minutes, a woman walked out of the courtroom and spoke to 
the crowd in monotone. Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÎÔÌÅÍÅÎ. We are 
ready to get started. We did not get enough jurors yesterday for the crimi-
nal trial , so we are going to use part of todaÙȭÓ ÐÁÎÅÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅ. 
Those who are not selected for the criminal trial today must appear tomor-
row at 8:00 AM for the civil trial jury selection . 

 
Ȱ&ÉÒÓÔȟ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÒÏÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÅÄ. 
When I call your name, please go into the courtroom and take your seat in 
the pews where you sat yesterday. Please sit in the order in which your 
ÎÁÍÅÓ ÁÒÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȢȱ  

 
Ȱ!ÌÅØÁÎÄÅÒ ,ÉÔÔÌÅÔÏÎȣ'ÁÉÌ 3ÉÌÅÓÔÏÎÅȣȱ  The crowd carefully analyzed each 
person as he walked through the group and into  the courtroom . Ȱ-ÁÒÙ 
McJohnsÏÎȣ7ÉÌÌÉÁÍ "ÉÓÃÁÙÎÅ ȣ*ÕÄÙ -Ã0ÈÅÁÒÓÏÎȣ*ÏÈÎ .ÉÈÍÂÏÒȣ.ÁÎÃÙ 
.ÏÖÅÌÌÅȣ ÁÎÄ 4ÒÏÙ "ÌÏÃËÅÒÍÁÎȢȱ 

 
Greg nearly choked on his coffee. Troy Blockerman! TÈÁÔȭÓ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÈÕs-
band. His blood pressure shot up like a bottle rocket, exploding into a 
headache. 

 
Ȱ!ÎÄ ÎÏ× ) ×ÉÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÏÆ Á ÐÏÒÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÏÄÁÙȭÓ ÐÁÎÅÌ. Those whose 
names are not called will need to stay here in the courthouse since we 
might still need you today. I will let you know  when you can go home. 



 

Again, please sit in the order in which your names are called. Elsie Ols-
ÔÅÁÄȣ,ÏÒÙ ,ÉÐ-ÓÃÏÍÂȣ'ÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȣȱ 

 
Seventeen more names were called, but Greg ÄÉÄÎȭt hear any of them. His 
ÎÕÍÂ ÂÏÄÙ ÄÉÄÎȭt feel the coldness or the hardness of the pew on which he 
sat. Nor did he notice the buzzing fluorescent light fixt ure located directly 
above his head.  

 
He could only think about #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ husband. Apparently, Troy ÄÉÄÎȭt yet 
know the name of ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȭÓ mystery man. But surely it was just a matter of 
time ÂÅÆÏÒÅ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ identity was revealed to the big, mean drunk who was 
sitting a few feet away. 

 
David Beachton had predicted it. The prosecutor and the defense attorney 
took their turns asking questions. Greg answered each question almost ro-
botically . He would be selected. And there was nothing he or anyone else 
could do to stop it.  

 
He began to come out of his haze when he heard the judge thanking  those 
who had not been selected.  There would be a 15-minute break, and then 
the trial would  begin. Greg needed to use that time to call students and 
cancel lessons.  

 
As he walked into the hallway, he pulled his cell phone out of his pocket, 
and turned it on . It began to ring. It was an unknown caller. Probably a 
student canceling his lesson. Good. It would save him the trouble of calling 
them.  

 
Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

 
Ȱ'ÒÅÇ, ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ "ÌÏÃËÅÒÍÁÎȢȱ  

 
Greg quickly surveyed the hallway. (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭt find Troy Blockerman. 
Maybe he had gone to the restroom, or down to the concession stand. 

 
'ÒÅÇ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ) ÇÏÔ ÓÅÌÅÃÔÅÄ to serve on the jury for the murder 
trial. An d ÙÏÕÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ ÉÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÒÙ ÔÏÏȦȱ 

 
Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȢȱ 

 
Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙ? (Ï× ÂÁÄ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 



 

 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ )ȭÍ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔ. Just a little bruised. Sorry about the call last night. I was 
really scared. BÕÔ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ "ut you never called me back, and I was worried. And 
then he ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÍÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ×. )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ.Ï. !ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ (Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐpened last night. 
He never remembers anything from when ÈÅȭÓ ÄÒÕÎËȢȱ 

 
Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢȱ Greg looked around to reassure himself that nobody was listening. 

 
Ȱ"ÕÔȟ 'ÒÅÇȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕȭre on the jury I need to tell you something  Troy said 
last nightɂȱ 

 
Ȱɂwait. ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÓÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ the case. IÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ 4ÒÏÙ. Last night, while he was still 
sober, he was saying things like, that black boy ought to be hung. The elec-
tric chair  ÁÉÎȭÔ ÇÏÏÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÃÕÍ. ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÉÓ 
ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÏÒ ÎÏÔȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× he can get a fair trial when a juror has al-
ready made ÕÐ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÁÌ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÔÁÒÔÓȢȱ 

 
Greg felt it welling up in his chestɂrighteous indignation.   

 
Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ. This will be a fair trial . ) ×ÉÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ   

 
He looked up and saw Troy Blockerman standing right in front of him, and 
quickÌÙ ÅÎÄÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÌÌȟ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 

 
Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÉÁÎÏ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒȩȱ 

 
It was a simple question. But would the answer lead to a bloody nose?  

 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÔÅÁÃÈ ÐÉÁÎÏȟ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ÇÕÉÔÁÒ, ÁÎÄ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÔÈÅÏÒÙȢȱ 

 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÏ. -Ù ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ËÉÄ ÔÁËÅÓ ÐÉÁÎÏ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕȢȱ 



 

 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÃÁÌÌ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȢȱ Surely Greg would have remembered this guy. 
He looked like an offensive tackle. 

 
Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕ. I just saw you standing in the doorway when I 
ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÏÆÆȢȱ   

 
Troy leaned in close and Greg flinched.  

 
Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÔÒÉÁÌ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ. 4ÈÉÓ ÇÕÙ ÉÓ ÔÏÁÓÔȢȱ 

 
**********  

 
Jenny had completed her job and was headed back to Dallas. She turned off 
the blaring CD player, and made a phone call.  

 
Ȱ-ÉÓÓÉÏÎ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÌÉÓÈÅÄȟ "ÕÆÏÒÄȢȱ   

 
She had onÃÅ ÁÓËÅÄ ÈÉÍ ×ÈÙ ÈÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÎÁÍÅÄ ÈÉÍ Ȭ"ÕÆÏÒÄȭɂnot a popu-
lar name in 1969 when he was born. AÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÕÓÅ Á ÎÉÃËÎÁÍÅ Én-
stead. He had told her it was ÈÉÓ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÍÅȢ !nd people remem-
bered the name because it was unusual. He liked that.  

 
Ȱ3Ï, we got Troy Blockerman and 'ÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȩȱ 

 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ SirȢȱ 

 
Ȱ/ËÁÙ. 'ÒÅÁÔ ÊÏÂȟ *ÅÎÎÙȢȱ 

 
Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÍÅ ÁÓËÉÎÇɂwhy was it so impor tant to get those 
two men on the jury? I can understand why the defense would want Greg 
Tenorly. But why Troy Blockerman? (ÅȭÓ Á ÒÅÄÎÅÃË ×ÈÏȭÓ Ïbviously going 
ÔÏ ÖÏÔÅ Ȭ'ÕÉÌÔÙȢȭȱ 

 
Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÙÏÕ asking, Dear. But, if you want an answerȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÉn-
ÎÅÒ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

 
*ÅÎÎÙ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ her curiosity was that  strong. 
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The defendant, Kantrell Jamison, looked more like a young business pro-
fessional than a murderer, dressed in a dark suit, white shirt and tie. His 
attorney, Kyle Serpentine, sat next to him. Behind them was +ÁÎÔÒÅÌÌȭÓ 
mother, Ella, and his 15-year-old sister, Jolee.  

 
Angela Hammerly loved nothing more than hearing her own eloquent ver-
balizations. She spoke each sentence at the perfect tempo, each word with 
the ideal inflection . Everything she said or did in the courtroom, right 
down to a subtle raise of the eyebrow was rehearsed, repeatedly, until she 
had mastered a presentation that would produce the maximum dramatic 
impact.  

 
ȱ4ÈÅ 3ÔÁÔÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÂÅÙÏÎÄ ÁÌÌ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÁÂÌÅ ÄÏÕÂÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÆÅÎÄÁÎÔ Ån-
ÔÅÒÅÄ 3ÁÍȭÓ "ÉÃÙÃÌÅ 3ÈÏÐ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ !ÐÒÉÌ Ϋȟ άΪΪΰ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ 
of robbing the store. But once he got inside, something happened that 
caused him to become violent.  

 
ȰMaybe Mr. Spokane tried to talk him out of the criminal act he was about 
to commit . Perhaps this made the defendant angry. Maybe there was an 
argument. 7Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×.  

 
ȰHowever, what we do know is this: instead of just robbing Mr. Spokane, 
Kantrell Jamison brutally murdered  him in cold blood. The evidence will 
show that the defendant strangled Sam Spokane to death with a bicycle 
chain and then cleaned out the cash register and -ÒȢ 3ÐÏËÁÎÅȭÓ ×ÁÌÌÅÔȢȱ 

 
If the D.A. could prove what she was saying, Greg Tenorly might be done 
by the end of the day. Then he could get back to teaching lessons, and 
making a living. 

 
Kyle Serpentine could present himself as a polished speakerɂa male ver-
sion of Angela Hammerly. Or he could play the dumb lawyer who turns out 
to be brilliant . But in this small town, with this jury, he determined that 
ȬÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÂÏÙ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒȭ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÅÆÆÅÃÔÉÖÅ.  

 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÃÏÕÎÔÒÙ ÂÏÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ )ȭÍ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ something here. 
But, ) ÄÏÎȭÔ know what this evidence is that the D.A. is talking about. She 
seems like a nice lady. And I know sÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÈÅÒ ÊÏÂȢ "ut what 
she said about my client is just all wrong. 



 

 
ȰAnd I can promise you this: you will not see the prosecutor presenting any 
physical evidence against my client. No fingerprints. No DNA. Nothing . 
!ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÎÏÎÅȟ ÆÏÌËÓ. None whatsoever. 

 
ȰAnd there are no credible witnesses. Unless you count the woman who 
was driving by, and saw some black man leaving the shop on a bike. A 
woman whose eyesight is so poor ÓÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÏg-
ÇÏÎÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ÏÂÊÅÃÔȟ 9ÏÕÒ (ÏÎÏÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ Angela Hammerly. 

 
Ȱ/ÂÊÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÓÕÓÔÁÉÎÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÕÄÇÅ 2ÁÇÓÄÁÌÅ. Ȱ-ÒȢ 3ÅÒÐÅÎtineɂȱ 

 
Ȱɂ) ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÚÅȟ 9ÏÕÒ (ÏÎÏÒȢȱ   

 
Kyle went on. ȰNow, we all feel terrible about what happened to Mr. Spo-
ËÁÎÅȢȱ He glanced at Dorothy Spokane, who was sitting in her wheelchair 
at the back of the courtroom.  

 
Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÍȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×Ás a wonderful man who was 
well-loved by his community. He sold bicycles, sure. So does Wal-Mart . But 
he also fixed bikes. AÎÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÉØ ËÉÄÓȭ ÂÉËÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÆÒÅÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÙ 
waited. 

 
ȰAnd the kids were crazy about him. They liked to hang around the shop 
with him . And over the years, quite a few of those kids worked for him 
when they were teenagers. He was a very special man, and will be sorely 
ÍÉÓÓÅÄȢȱ 

 
(Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÍÏÕÒÎÉÎÇ 3ÁÍȭÓ ÄÅÁÔÈ. 

 
Ȱ7Å ÁÌÌ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ×ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÈÏÒÒÉÂle thing and prosecute them 
to the full extent of the law . But ladies and gentlemen, my client, Mr. Jami-
son, did not commit this  despicable act. 

 
ȰHe was at home with his ÍÏÔÈÅÒȟȱ he pointed to Ella JamiÓÏÎȟ Ȱ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅ 
crime took place. Now, where I come ÆÒÏÍ ÉÔȭÓ ÐÌÁÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÍÐÌÅ. Kyle Jami-
son is innocent of these charges. So, ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ find him  ȭ.ÏÔ 'ÕÉÌÔÙȢȭȱ 

 
The first witness for the prosecution was 83-year-old Arabeth Albertson. 



 

She walked to the witness stand with the aid of a cane. Considering how 
frail she looked, a wheelchair might have been more appropriate. 

 
Ȱ-ÒÓȢ !ÌÂÅÒÔÓÏÎȟ ×Å ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ !ÎÇÅÌÁ (Ám-
merly in a gentle tone.  

 
Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÔÅÌÌ ÕÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÁ× ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÅÖÅÎÉÎÇ ÏÆ !ÐÒÉÌ ΫÓÔ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ 
were driving by SÁÍȭÓ "ÉÃÙÃÌÅ 3ÈÏÐȩȱ 

 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÍÁȭÁÍȢ I was on my way home from prayer group meeting. It was a 
little after 8:00 . And when ) ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÂÙ 3ÁÍȭÓ ÓÈÏÐȟ ) ÓÁ× Á ÂÌÁÃË ÍÁÎ 
run out the door, jump on a bicycle, and ride off. He looked like he was in a 
big hurry  to get away from thereȢȱ 

 
Ȱ4ÈÅ ÍÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÁ× ÒÕÎnÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ 3ÁÍȭÓ "ÉÃÙÃÌÅ 3ÈÏÐɂis he here in the 
courtroom today? 

 
Ȱ9ÅÓ. (ÅȭÓ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ  Mrs. Albertson pointed directly at Kan-
trell Jamison. +ÁÎÔÒÅÌÌȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÅÃÏÉÌÅÄ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ, and then contorted her 
face in anger. 

 
After Angela Hammerly sat down, Kyle Serpentine slowly, thoughtfully 
stood up, and walked over to the witness stand. 

 
Ȱ.Ï×ȟ -ÒÓȢ !ÌÂÅÒÔÓÏÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÈÏÍÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÁÙÅÒ 
ÇÒÏÕÐ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȩȱ 

 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÒÉÄÅȟ ȰÅÖÅÒÙ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÆÒÏÍ ίȡΪΪ ÔÏ βȡΪΪ. 
We have a lovely dinner at NancyȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ %ach lady brings a vegetable or 
salad or desert. Nancy provides the main course. Then we have prayer 
time, and then fellow ÓÈÉÐȢȱ 

 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ 

 
Kyle Serpentine acted as though she was the sweet grandmother, and he 
was the curious grandson. Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÔÔÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÐÒÁÙÅÒ ÇÒÏÕÐ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȩȱ 

 
Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȣÐrobably 12 ÏÒ Ϋέ ÙÅÁÒÓ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ÂÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÉÓÓ ÉÔȢȱ 



 

 
Ȱ(ÁÒÄÌÙ ÅÖÅÒ. NÏÔ ÕÎÌÅÓÓ )ȭÍ ÓÉÃËȢȱ 

 
Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÉÇÈÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÅË? You knowɂto restaurants or 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȩȱ 

 
Mrs. Albertson smiled. Ȱ.ÏȢ *ÕÓÔ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÐÒÁÙÅÒ ÇÒÏÕÐȢȱ 

 
Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ ȭ#ÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ËÉÎÄÁ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ 

 
Ȱ7ÅÌÌɂȱ 

 
Ȱɂhow many ÙÅÁÒÓ ÈÁÓ ÉÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÅÙÅ ÅØÁÍȟ -ÒÓȢ !ÌÂÅÒÔÓÏÎȩȱ 

 
Ȱ5Èȣ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅȣȱ 

 
Angela Hammerly jumped to her feet. Ȱ9ÏÕÒ (ÏÎÏÒȩȱ 

 
Ȱɂyour Honor, the defense would like to request that Mrs. Albertson be 
ÇÉÖÅÎ ÁÎ ÅÙÅ ÅØÁÍȢȱ 

 
Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÁÂÌÅȟ -ÒÓȢ (ÁÍÍÅÒÌÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÕÄÇÅ 2ÁÇÓÄÁÌÅ. Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ 
Mrs. Albertson to the eye doctor this afternoon. We will adjourn  until t o-
morrow at 9:00 AMȱ 

 
Angela Hammerly did not think it was reasonable. But she knew better 
than to argue with Judge Rayburn Ragsdale. 

 
It was only 11:30 AM, and the jury was done for the day. What would Greg 
do with a free afternoon? Free of moneyɂsince he had already cancelled all 
of his lessons. -ÁÙÂÅ ÈÅȭd drop by First State Bank, and visit a certain vice 
president. That could lead to banker gossip, though. Greg wondered 
whether banker gossip was as bad as church member gossip. He decided he 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ  

 
He could not get Cynthia Blockerman off his mind.  
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Greg ordered Á ÔÕÒËÅÙ ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÉÎÅÒ and tr ied his best to block 
out all the conversation of the lunch crowd. Surely they knew Greg was on 
the jury. And they knew he was not supposed to be listening to anything 
about the trial . But tÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÃÁÒÅ.  

 
It was not so difficult to ignore them, as he thought about Cynthia. When 
he finished his lunch, he should have gone to his office, and taken care of 
some overdue bookkeeping. 

 
 Instead, he headed toward First State Bank. 

 
Greg was on some kind of high as he walked toward the bank. )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
be love. He barely knew her. Besidesɂshe was married. But it can be into x-
icating, to know ÙÏÕȭre about to do something crazy, yet be determined to 
do it anyway.  

 
As he entered the bank, he thought the guard looked at him with suspi-
cion. (Å ÄÉÄÎȭt have an account at First State Bank ÁÎÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÎÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ 
open one. He tried to look  like he knew what he was doing, and where he 
was going. That way, nobody would ask the dreÁÄÅÄ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ Ȭ-ÁÙ ) ÈÅÌÐ 
ÙÏÕȩȭ 

 
He found a hallway of offices, and walked down it looking confident , he 
hoped. He checked the name on each door out of the corner of his eye. 
Where was her office? It had to be there. Unless he was in the wrong bank.  

 
One of the bankers was standing in his doorway, saying goodbye to a 
client . Greg ignored them, and kept walking. There was one more office. If 
ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓȟ ÈÅ would have to turn around . Then he might be asked 
the question for which he had no answer. 

 
But there it was: Cynthia Blockerman, Vice President. The door was open. 
He peeked into her office. 

 
Ȱ(Éȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ. ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

 
She seemed less than thrilled to see him. He knew she had been concerned 
about co-workers learning of the abuse. But, they would not have to know 
why Greg was there. He stepped in, and started to close the door. Then he 
spotted him. Sitting in a chair next to the wall was Troy Blockerman. 



 

 
Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙɂ×ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ  

 
Greg ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ Ó×ÁÌÌÏ×ȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭt want to gulp. 

 
Ȱ.ÅÅÄ Á ÌÏÁÎ ÓÏ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÂÕÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ "ÁÃÈ ÍÕÓÉÃȟ ÏÒ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÉÔ 
ÉÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÁÃÈȩȱ 

 
Ȱ5ÈȣÙÅÁÈȟ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

 
Cynthia jumped in. Ȱ-ÒȢ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÂÕÙÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ Ï×Î ÂÕÉÌd-
ÉÎÇȢȱ 

 
Ȱ7Ï×. There must be a lot of mommas making their kids take piano. Good 
ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ 4ÅÎÙȢȱ  

 
Had Troy Blockerman just accidentally misspoken his name? Or had he 
decided to coin a derogatory nickname for him. Teny or Tin-ÅÅ ÏÒ ȬÔÉÎ ÅÁÒȭȡ 
one who has a bad ear for music. Was Troy even smart enough to come up 
with that?  

 
Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÁ ÇÏ ÄÅÍÏÌÉÓÈ Á ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 4ÈÅ ÇÒÉÎ ÏÎ 4ÒÏÙȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ like 
that of a devious five-year-old about to put a frog down ÈÉÓ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÄÒÅÓÓ. Ȱ) 
love my job! See you tonight, Honey. ,ÁÔÅÒȟ 4ÅÎÙȢȱ  

 
And Troy was goneɂwithout showing the least bit of concern about leav-
ing Greg alone in the room with his beautiful wife . Greg didnȭÔ ËÎÏ× 
whether to feel relieved or insulted. As soon as Troy was out of the hallway, 
Greg closed the door. 

 
Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ  She seemed only mildly upset with Greg. 

 
Ȱ) ËÎÏ×ȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ He had to see her because yesterday she had 
made him feel like a teenager, and he really wanted that feeling again. 

 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙ. Troy is planning to bulldoze the 
rest of the jury into seeing things his way. Just like he rips a house apart or 
knocks over trees with his heavy equipment. HÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÏÒÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÒÙ 
ÉÎÔÏ Á ÑÕÉÃË ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÖÅÒÄÉÃÔȢȱ 

 
Ȱ"ÕÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÓÔÉÍÏÎÙ ÙÅÔȢȱ For the moment, Greg 



 

was forgetting he was not supposed to discuss the trial with anyone. Ȱ(Å 
ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

 
Ȱ/È ÙÅÓ he can. (ÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÂÕÌÌÙÉÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ. The last time 
×Å ÂÏÕÇÈÔ Á ÎÅ× ÃÁÒ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÌÅÓÍÁÎ ÉÎ ÔÅÁÒÓȢȱ 

 
Greg still remembered how Marvin Manly had unmerciful ly bullied him  in 
high school. He should have just stood up to Marvin. Why had he let him-
self be pushed around like that ?  

 
Not now, he thought . He would go as a knight into battle against the fire-
breathing dragon. ! ȬÆÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÔÈȭ for the beautiful princess. And, of 
course, for justice.  

 
Ȱ) ÐÒÏÍÉÓÅ ÙÏÕ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ. If ÔÈÅÒÅȭs even a hint of reasonable 
doubt, I will fight Troy all the way . ) ×ÉÌÌ ÎÏÔ ÂÁÃË ÄÏ×ÎȢȱ 

 
Cynthia smiled. 

 
A warm, electric chill rippled through his body . Yes. He would prevail. 
Greg said goodbye and walked out of the bank without ever talking to  Cyn-
thia about the abuse.  

 
Now he was on a quest. 

 
**********  

 
A couple of hours later, a few blocks away, Arabeth Albertson was with her 
optometrist . 

 
Ȱ!ÃÃÏÒÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÒÅÃÏÒÄÓȟ Ùour last exam was 18 months ago,ȱ Dr. Phillippi 
said. 

 
Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ "ut ) ËÎÅ× ) ×ÁÓ ÓÅÅÉÎÇ ÏËÁÙȢȱ 

 
Ȱ9ÏÕÒ vision has not changed at all. 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ a stronger prescription. 
9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ άΪȾάΪ ÉÎ ÂÏÔÈ ÅÙÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓȢȱ 

 
Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÏ. 4ÈÁÔ ÌÁ×ÙÅÒ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÊÕÒÙ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ well 
enough to see what I saw. But I can. And I did.ȱ 

 
Moments after Arabeth Albertson drove away from ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ !ÍÙ 



 

Cinderside, a temporary secretary, stepped out the back door for a smoke 
break and a phone call.  

 
Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÓÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÆÔȣ3he passed the eye exÁÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÆÌÙÉÎÇ ÃÏÌÏÒÓȣNow, when 
ÄÏ ) ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÍÏÎÅÙȩȱ 

 
 




