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ative Commonslicense. For details, go to:
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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 aomantic 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.
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BICYCLESHOP MURDER

BY ROBERTBURTON ROBINSON
Chapter 1

A beauiful , sexyredhead sat across fromGreg Tenorly. He was nervous
about the closed door, but shehad insisted. The slightest hint of impro-
priety would spark a blaze of rumors.

Greg tried to concentrate on her story. But his mind wardered to his 34

year-old receding hairline and bulging stomach. The part-time music mi-

nister had beenfeeling good about himself ten minutes ago. Time to start

exercising again

O) COAx Ob. Giaduated Adn@EBsATekas Stateand got a job at a
bank in Greenville. Three years ago | moved here sol could be closer to
Mom. Shestill lives in Marshall. | met Troy at a high school football game

He was tin, down-to-earth. 7 A & Been marriedfor Ox i  UAAO0O80

Cynthia Blockerman wasa vice president at First State Bank, gt only in her
I AOA Sielcér@isly looked the part, dressed in an expensivédrown
business suit, matching shoes and taeful 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.

O %O A O U OE E 1ot thexfilstGix withithsfor so. But | guess he was just
playing the part of a good husband. Then | startedto see hisreal personali-

ty. As soon as he gets home from workhe goes stréght for the beer. By
nine, ODEAOAGO A DPEI A T A£rrARAROERBOOARDI,I
and throwing things.

(Bometimes he hitsme. He did it one time before we got married, but he

said he was so sorry And even broke down and cried. He promsed E Al §
T AOGAO AT EO ACAET 86

ml
m

O) @re érigthing in particular you say or do that seen® O OAQt EEI|

was a dumb gquestion, but the only one he could think of.

O.H&® AT AOT 1&ah bd ektta €@ mean, or just ignore him. He



stlllgetsIAA AT A AOAUU8 ) Alwvad © le&veé hinx, buk
)y 61 AAOAEMI ERA AEOAO 1 A8d

>\
O

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

A friend says thatthe husbandhad threatened to kil her if she called tle po-

lice. S, she moved out of the house while he was @&brk. But he found her
apartment, kicked down the door andorutally stabbed her 57 timesHis

famil U O s GardBvArRBer and agood husband4 EAU A AT 80 A
would do something like this.

Greg had no business acting as a marriageounselor. His own marriage
had failed five years ago. And A  OET Ol AT 6 O EBtA®&urdhOAT
it was Monday, his day off.” OO EA AT O1 AT8O0 EOOO OOO]

o#1 O1 A U1 6 CEOA to think/ab oAitith® PahdAry tb d&meiuA U O
with some ideasfor you?) ET 1 x EO8O0 O OCE xEAT U
AOGAOU AAUh AOOG86

Owre. TE A 08 O ddallyi appreciateanyE AT B UT O AT O1 A CEC(
O" @0 1ydudwant to talk to the pastor about this? ( A &a@ alot more
experience 0

O okay, plead AT 7160 OAEA OEEO OEA xOiT ¢ x
more softly. Ot Dr. Huff seems a little too judgmental. | like him. His

messages are very gal. But | thought U T db@ more understanding. And
not make me fed like it was all my fault.

@\ 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, | was right. YouareA AT I PAOOET 1T AOGAh OT1 A,
Gregfelt his face statingto turnred. O4 EAT E U1 0856

Shechecked herwatch.6 ) 8 OA Cc1 O O1 CAO AAAE O1 (¢
Greg was walkingher to the door, when she turned, and moved toward

him. 300AT U OEA EAAT 60 ET OAT AAA O CA(
back ali0O1 A8 71 OButlab BeStoodfaralzed, sheleaned in even



closer. Their lips were nearly touching. Her eyes were a shade of blu& Al &
never seen before.

O4EATE UI O Obl DOAERSGOOETB x Ejlstto hia
someone like you to talk to8 6

AE

091 0 EAOATI A AT UAT AU Al OAeo

He needed tomove back, yetE A AEAT 6 O x ATl Eutif®he ofith&E/EA 1
church members could see the two of them standingthat close in his of-

fice, with the door closed? what would they think? God could see. Bit he

cou A Al O OAA ' mldaSthehoppdd Siklooked puezO 8

O4EA 11 petsoniwbdkAo@s ismy mother.) AT 180
orsisters AndIx 1T O1 AT80 AAOA OAI 1 AT U

As he felt her warm, sweet breathpassing hrough his nostrils, and deep
into his lungs, his pulse beganto race. He was not doing anything wrong.
Yet he was about to have a heart attackand 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 $ibody. How does
that happen? He never even touched her.She was goe, yet she was still
with him. And would befor some time.

Now he would slip out of the building, covered in sweetsmelling guilt. He

justhopedtEA AEOOAE OAAOA@AMU xi1 O1 AT8O CA



Chapter 2

Greg Tenorly drove the familiar route from the church to his music studio,
studying the homes along the way. He womlered 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 thecourthouse that morning as part of a jury pool,
only to be released. He andhe 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 gjury, but any private
lessons he missed would benoney lost.

"OACB3 O OAA Yy iie convertiEalwAys turindd headsasing
drove through the small town. He had purchased it two months earlier
from a career Navy man down in Longview whohad babied the thing for
years It spent most ofitslife ET  OEA [ AT8 O CAOACAR
was on leave Most trips were to the car washor 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 losng 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 orit? It was dazzling.

His little studio was near the town square, nestled between Coreyville
(AOAxAOA AT A 3 0COadasdiddally3hA arfl la Gtudent &@uld
hear a pipe wrench or hammer hitting the floor on the hardware side But
things were always giiet from 3 O O E A 6AD leaStEh& Boundproofing he

had installed kept his neighbors from hearing his students 9 1T & AAT 8 O

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 ofthose trucks drove out of the alley with
red paint across the fender.



and aging music scores and te>d1)ooks A welcome aroma
The message machine was flashing

Message 1Hello Greg, this is Penelope Ragsdald 6 i O1T OOUh AOO
able to make my lesson todayl hanks.

4EAOG6O HYG& AnethdughOEA AOAEIT

Message 2:Mr. Tenorly, this is Patty Hansel Hugh fell out of a tree am
AOI EA EEO Al $doidglo nids hidhpianodessork forda whilg & 1 1
let you know when he can come bacKhanks.

Why did they name the kid Hugh ? Maybe he was named d@ér Hugh Grant
or Hugh Jackman Surelynot Hugh Hefner.

Greg hadtwenty-nine students. Many of them took two lessons per week
He taught piano, voice, guitar, and music theory. His teaching hours were
from 1:008:00 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.

O(AURET ABBD EO CIT El Ceod

It was David Beachton, owne of BeachTone TanningSabn and a bass in
" OACd O AKG EMOBKthnding was healthy, evenin the sun? much
less under artificial light. He tried not to think about it too much because
David was a good friend.

O) 8i.(/EKT AAT OO Ul e o

O )ust iEanted to let you know you arenot off the hook £ O OEA AEC

O(iTx AEA UT O EETA 1T 00e¢o

O OAch )Y&i Al xAuo T1TA 1T &£ OEA EFEWOO O
know that. 4 EAU 111U Ci O AECEO EDOM Adad 0O
ashotad UT O OT 11 OO0OI x806



O(TPA ) Ai180 CAO PEAEAAS8SH
O/ Eh UI©®D AEDAB86
O0"06 ) AAT 8O0 I AEA A TEOET C xEEI A )di

0) EAOA BiddyGOIO OEIAGKR. Bekides You viadt @Alo your

AEOEA A O Oavid lagited HeQveuld hate taking time for jury duty.
O9AAER" MECEEOAO | AE Allbe pidkede ®1 OOOA ) 8

O4EETE AAT ©DBAED i you cadb@ fair even though the de-
fendant is black and the victim was white. You will say O&348 E Al Want to
know if you have any relativesor friends directly connected to the case
You will say 0 0.89 T Dahswer each question correctly just by being hm-
estSQEA UT O AT 1 8 QAixhavedo i@t OOAODA x11 3808

O/ Eh 1 AT 86

Greg was overdue for some lunchHis first lesson was an hour away, so he
locked up, and walked down the sidewalk OT * AT A #HOhe&dEtheA O
usual ring of the belland ad E& A£OT I * AT A . He®at dokn ik Al F
his favorite booth at the front window . He liked to watch the people come

and go, around town square.

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

As was often the casgJane hersdlwaited on him.

O$youneedamenut AAUhR ' OACe o 3 hthe nevexndddd€d A O
one.(A EAA T1T1U 1EOAA ET #1 OAUOGEIT A £
nearly every day.

0.1 OEATLEOBOO*BEAA 1 A OEA OOOEAU ItT1
was a delicious sandwich, piled high withextra thin turkey slices, fresh lg-
tuce, dark red tomato from a local gardener, and mayo on toastedwhole
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 mentalking in
the back of the restaurant.

O4EAOQOABO EIATS OA.I;@AD 06 OE LET OxA WS OA x AOO
iTTAuU 01 O0OU OEAO PEAAA 1T &£ OOAOEAD®

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

Resistancewas futile.

His appetite was gone.



Chapter 3

Greg said goodbyeto his last student at 8:15PM, locked up the studio, and
got into his car. He always looked forward to his evening rendezvouswith
Bonnie? his 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.

6- AU ) EAI D Ui Oed

The worn-out speaker was cragly, but he still recognized the particularly
twangy East Texasoice of Fontana Fry

Over his six years of vocal training, he had become acutely aware of &-

cents. This is true of all classically trainedsingers.Great emphasis is placed

on precise pronunciation and enunciation. It i0 | AT AAOT OU OEAO
repertoire include works written in English, Latin, Italian, German, and
French.

So, by the time Gredfinished his graduate degree his accent had beenall
but eliminated. He sounded somewhat Ike anetwork news anchor instead
of an East Texan.

0) xlikéd lakger 6
® alarge dipped conethe usual. RECE Oe 6

The Dairy Queendrive-thru ordering station was located out in front of the

restaurant, on the right side. He looked up, and saw the 19ear-old waving

at him. She looked so cute in her little Dairy Queen oultfit. Fontana was in
her first year at Kilgore College She planned to be an elementary teacher
He knew she would be a good one.

Greghad met Fontana a few months earlier when she bought her 13year
old brother to the studio to enroll for guitar lessons The boywas holding a
U.S. made, 168 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

contri buted additional warmth to the tone .



(ER )81 &i 1 OAT AR Al A OGrEghadtatnost siik-A O
ered. As it turned out, Montana was musically gifted. He learnedfaster
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.

Shegave Grega tall stack of napkins before he could ask He parked, and
began his nightly ritual? spreadng out the napkins meticulously in layers
across his lap Drips would be contained. A chocolate stain on his shirt or
pants would, of course, beupsetting. But the slightest drip or crumb on
Bonl EAG O B OE OO0 E bdtantarholnk 10 detecratienl O1 A

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

Unknown Name.Unknown Number.

Greg figured it was some miglialing drunk. It could be handled quickly.
His ice cream was already beginningo melt. He made no attempt to hide
his irritation. O( AT 1 1T e &

It was a woman whispering frantically. The sound was so distortedhe
AT OIl vhbledstAnd her at first, and was abaut to hang up.

O(A8 0O Al Elsge seubdedigfigdiOg A EEO 1 A AT A Ol
thewall.) 61 OT oouh ' OAc¢ch ) Okd Ol AT60O AA

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

Gregwanted to call the police, but what would he tell them? And why did
she call him instead of 91? He wouldlA A1 1 EAO AAAE8he 1 h
AEAT 80 EAOA EAO 1 0i AAOs

Then he felt something on his leg The ice creamwas melting beneath the
chocolate shell and it had collapsed under its own weight, and fallenonto
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 , thentored> rOT T ET ¢ Al x1 #AKkbl®E E A
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 exposedsitting alone in the convertible, in the dark. He
put the top up, locked it in place, and drove home as quickly as he could
without attracting local law enforcement. There was rothing 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 hurried toward his
back porch. Just before he reached the door, higell phone rang.

@ Ul OEEAeb®

A drunken man yelled back athimm.O7ET EO OEEOed

Greg snapped the phone shutand started to throw it into the woods b e-

hind his house. But throwing the phone awayx I O 1t AdlpéFear 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. 7 EU x AOT ¢
the porch light on? Office keys, church keys, car keys. Where was the

house key?

Finally, he got it opened, and darted in. He dammed 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

031 h *ATTEODOCATGAS AARE | daid Huford, Quffitgis@all x Al
billows of Cuban cigar smoke into the phone with each syllable.

09AOh )too®BET E OI

Kyle wasspeeding down FM2208 in his new Lexus SC 430, headed toward
Coreyville. He could barely make his lease pyments, but he had to have
that car. It screamed success especially with the top down. His wavy
head of hair would be easily restored to perfection with a few brush
strokes.

O07A1 1 h UloGkehdraddieGAA ETT xO EI x O PDEA

Buford figured some of K A3 O AOOAT OET 1  »édttidg JAnnyA A
intobeAh AOO EA AEAljedpardiehedage. EO x1 O1 A

O$1 k68O00OUR -08 "AllTI xETh ) xEIil86

At only 27, Kyle Serpentinehad already developed a sucessful practice in
Longview, defending every kind of crook Some of them paid handsomely
He idolized Buford Bellowin. Buford had grown up in Coreyville and
earnedhis" AAEAT T 08 O A latfUniverdity of Adk&s@laduating
near the top of his class

Now he was a high-priced, infamous defense attorney headquartered in
Dallas. NicknameA O 4 Eée Had\riever lost a caseEven in law school,
his mock trial team always won

And Buford put on a show in the courtroom. Sg 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, ad it was his clasgsoom. Before the proseaitor knew what hit
him, The Bell would ring, and school was out.

O4EA $8!8 OAAITT U OETI OCEO OEA Al OI A
AEAT &6he déudht this wasgonna bea cakewalk 4 E A U  det nhady
murder trials in Coreyville. 4 EAO8 O CIIITA MERASIG &
takes. MAOE [T U xT OAO86

O) AT 1 8 ie sdeind pretdy stgarp



O* OOCEBCETAADA £ O | Aemarhbdr ygu wiedlitakeEr@-A )
idenceET OEA "1 OAOT 1 080 1 AT OEIT EIT A £EA

0) xEI 1 A&ilh gracticallp RIGH6¢

O. 1T xh +UIl Ah re)bdginnin® © @de O B Rs@Aod of prejudice in

that little town . The whites make up 72% of theb 1T D O1 AOET 1T h AT A
the old hatred and suspicion toward blacks is still right there under the
suface 4EAO AT U 11 OOEAI AT AOT1 860 OOATA
defense (A x1T O1 A EAOA AAAT OAAAA ET .OEA
AEAO8O0 xEU ) AOEAAUAITO UGTOOO AH M hOBEA TA
AT x1T OEA OTEI AO8d

O(A xEiI 1 EAOA ATsSirA@OMA 11A8GA OA A AAG GO Ak
with confidence.

o#Al 1 1A xEAI

UT O6 BubordAdng ub, adBiw@s altedy A A
AEAT ET ¢ *ATTU0UB80 &

0
ould fedpdn® A A £ OA +Ul A A
O(All *&TTU 31 EAATT AT OxAOAA ET EAO I
O0+AADP EEI ET 1ETAR *ATT U860

O'TTA TTOTEFICIh6O Ol @AU8 ) 61 1 @ATAIAx UG
O(AO EA AOEAA Ui ® xEU )B8060A OAEAT OOA
O. 1) 8 A thinldh&wants to know what your motives are.- AUAA ¥ A8 O
ET ¢ O 1 AET OAET AAT EAAEI EOU ET AAOA

Sweet* ATT U8 3EA AEAT 6 O O Adtivek wereleithér.x x E A

031 AOO Ul Bd spould dol far in this businesso " O Aigked 1 A
O He most important thingis, x A8 OA ¢c1 0 01 EAOA ' .0AcC
AT 1 &réwhat you havetodo, Jenny. MEA EO EADDAT 86

0.1 pDPO7ABAOA OOGAA Al1 1T £ 1T GheDAdAEsi DO
used all of hers Greg Tenorlywill be thirdin line 0T AAUh O OEACQC
we can miss The D.A. will like him. AT A AOAT E&Z OEA Al AOIl
any legitimate reason to strike him for cause. " AT EAOA [ Ah ) & (
ET T AxiT OE86



Jenny was smarteand spunky and blonde and sexy. Ad almost always right.
She was the best jury consultant Buford had ever usedNow if she would
only succumb to his advances He always had his way with the hot babes. 1
was just a matter of time before she would come around

0)6i Al O1 OET ccaliniel ADABD8HAT T U

Buford hung up and directed his attention across hismassive 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 53year-old voice sounded like ninety years worth of smoking
and hard liquor. Buford felt slimy just being in the same room with him.

O, AGBO | AEAdHOdPOBABEhRWT O OAEAT AAOA
AOi Al ed

-AOOU OOAOOAA O OAI Eh A&t |East®OBad A
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 EA x 1 tO1 Al
spit on the carpet. Instead, Marty swallowed it, which was no better.

Ovrs. Blockerman is being cooperative Apparently, she loves her mother
AT A xA1 66 EAO O1 c¢i 11 1 EOETCS86

O&ET@BOh OEAOG8O i1 OA OEAT ) xAl OAA Oi
Marty flashed an evil smile, revealingdecaying teeth.

O *st@nake sure the jury does the right thing If you want to stay out of
POEOIT 86

Marty stood up and gave Buford a bonechilling stare that lasted several
long seconds (A AEAT 80 EAOA A cO1 10 A E
lobby. And metal detectorO8 " OO0 - AOOU AEAT 80 1 AA
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 wishedhe A E AT 8 @ déalAw@Msomeone such
as Marty. But his future had been threatened

"O& OA80O AEOOO EIT A EAA AAAT AO 3AI
father to him. But SamET Ax xEAO x1 O1 A EADPDPAI
mouth shut. It was unfortunate, but sometimes sacrifices muste made

Nobody would stand in the way of Buford Bellowin.

[T Ou

e



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 ultmate goal And her dream finally came
true, thanks to the death of 74-year-old Porter Strickley.

She could not deny thatshe had learnedthe job well, working for that old
pain-in-the-butt. He was 57 when she interviewed fothe 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
OAZEAOOAA O EAO AO O4EA $THODDEHKDD ! 10
would be better than everr now that shewas running the show.

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

@1 1 A ET h AngelaisOrefing wonderedif she had made a mistake
two weeks ago when she hired this timid young lady as her assistanfAnge-

la had been impressed with her resume. But in person, Andreavas quiet,

and seemed to be réher intimidated by Angela.

But Andrea was enthralled with every word Angela spoke And the new
$8! 8 Atrefidt thé Grospect of being god to her assistant She had
hired her on the spot, even though she knewAndrea would stress her [a-
tience.

But Angela was confident the 25yearold could be molded into her men-
Ol 06 O Edtheghby,decome a powerful force for justice in the$ 8! 8 8§ O
office.

Andrea took a chair across from the D.A.The furniture in the District A t-
O OT AUd O simiarEE thdt foumd @ most old government offices-
largely unchanged since the 1950¥ et the hardwood chairs and desks were
of such good quality that an exact replacement wouldbe cost prohibitive in
Ol A AU &eb Arigelaplanned to upsize her diminutive desk as son as
possble, even if the money cameout of her own pocket.

O) OAIT EAA Oi A AiI OPI A T A& indokaidmyeadl AC
O/ 1Al OEO ET OE Aandtte otBed i©an bribdiihdekhaser We



went to law school together. Neither of them had any ideawhy Kyle Se-
pentine would take Kantrell Jamisord O AAOA. POT AT 11

Qusually when he does a freebele  EhB@in@ to boost his reputation. |

AT 1 s8e that happening with this case Especially if he loses. Ad he will

surely lose 31 h « RisAn®@ivaO E | Bhe avas talking to herself more
than to Andrea.

O- AUAA EA EOOO xA1T OO0 OI.4AEADDOOEEDNODE
issupposedtobefor, @ EAT B DPAIT PI A xET AAT 60 AE

O/ Eh 11 A@AARiLIWIS a scummy IAx UAO 1 EEA 3 AOF
Al xAUO AAT 6O EAI PET C EEI OAil A86

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

O9AD(Eh 3EAOEAASIT EA tod@aBel siowydnielted into a
smile? an evilsmile. 09 AOh 3 E A O EatigRimaybE vey hdfpful/ O
OEA AAOCA8OEAkl&E UT Oh CIT T A

G AT OOAT s beerdthling fo hid cellmates, me of which is a regular
snitch working for the Sheriff. It seemsthe defendant is expecting to come
into a small fortune after he gets off He has a cousin in Shreveporthe
plans to move inwith. Al A T 1T AA EA8O OEAOAh EA xE
ca,( A0 110 OBDOAx KIEIROEROA #AAEI 1T AA 10

O7TEAOA x1 O1I A EA CAO OEAO EETA T £ 111

O7TEAT xA EET A 1 060 OmA Addied)theh Obel@e w E A ¢
xEIl ETTx xEU -08 3AOPAT OET A OiITE OE
O$1 Ui OsorieBoly i€ paying the defendant to keep quiet about

something? Maybe he stole more from Sam Spdane than what we
thoughtt AndEEA EO O1 1 AxEAOAS8SG

O3 AT 1 AOAbh cési @ddnd, or anything else of value except his

beloved bikes No. My guess is Mr.Jamison was hired tokill Sam Spokane
AT A T AEA EO T1TTE TEEA A O1I AAAOU cCITA

O.1 x EOB60 I Thé&peisdp witbAvbnded Sam dead has paid Kyle



Serpenine, or scared him into trying this case.His life might even be at
stake.. T xT 1T AAO ngJobhadd tocgetdDEjlry he wants8 0

Maybe the new $ 8 ! #sb rGQurder trial was not going to be so boring after
all, Angelamused, alreadysalivating.

*kkk kkkkkk

Kyle Serpentine pulled into the courthouse parking lot, flipped down the
sun visor, and brushed his hair in the mirror . As headmired his handsome
OA I AAOCET T h E Asmilel tidrik idd abadt h&nimuéh ful Dwias
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 drug? to simultaneously feel the power of his man-
liness while showing off his superior legal skills. Sure, Bubrd 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 justis ego.



Chapter 6

Greg stopped by the courhouse concession stad for a cup of coffee, even

OET OCE EA EAA Al OAAAU AT xT AA A& 00 AC[
The old man behind the counter OAAAEAA & O ' OAC6 O AT I
shaky hand that looked as though it had held more cigarettes and booze

than money in its lifetime.

He took his coffee and walkedup 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 grt a con-
versation.

Only four more jurors and two alternates were needed With a little luck,
he would soon be senton 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. O' T T A 11 OT ET Ch 1 AAWelale Al
ready to get started We did not get enough jurors yesterday for the crimi-

nal trial, so we are going to use part otodaU8 O DAT Al  AI.O C
Thosewho are not selected for the criminal trial today must appear tomar-

row at 8:00 AM for the civil trial jury selection .

O&EOOOR ) xEIlT AAI1 OEA TAIAO 1T £ OE
When | call your name, pleasego into the courtroom and take your seat in

the pews where you satyesterday. Please sit in the order in which your

TAi AO AOA AAI 1 AA86H

Ol AgAT AAO , EOOI A Ghelcwwdidtdiully 2uialyzAde@dh1 A 8
person as he walkedthrough the group and into the courtroom. O- AOU
Mclohnd T 8 7ET 1 EAT 8 * EOBAAURBREAAOOI T 8*1 EI

. 1T OAIAT A8 40T U "1 1T AEAOI AT 86

Greg nearly choked on his coffee Troy Blockerman! TEA 08 O # U3- OEE
band. His blood pressure shotup like a bottle rocket, exploding into a
headache

Ol'TA T1Tix AAIXIEIOEA 1T AI AO 1 £ .Fhose WOLET 1
names are not called will need to stay here in the courthouse since we
might still need you today. | will let you know when you can go home



Again, please sit in the order in which your names arecalled. Elsie Ols-
OAAAB, -G I,A8 OAC 4ATT Ol UBS

Seventeen more nanes were called, but GregA E Afeér any of them. His
T O A Al A téel theEcAldnéss or the hardness of the pew on which he
sat Nor did he notice the buzzing fluorescent light fixt ure located directly
above hishead.

He could only think about # U1 O EhisBaddOApparently, Troy A E Ayed
know the name of E E O  xngstedk thad. But surely it was just a matter of
time A A £l O A identiyAvwgaé révealed 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 aswered each question almost b-
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 heardhe judge thanking those

who had not been selected There would be a 15minute 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.

O(ATEE® EO ' OACcs8d

O QAEEO EO #UT OEEA "11 AEAOI Al 86

Greg quickly surveyed the hallway ( A AT t8fihdATroy Blockerman.
Maybe he had gone to the restroom or down to the concession stand.

" OAC xEEOPAOAAR O #ttuderdefotthelury Yor teinDrded A1 A
trial. AndUT OO0 EOOAAT A EO 11 OEA EOOU Oi i A
O/ Eh 11 86

O! OA UROI A EMAUA AEA EA EOOO Ul Oeo



09 AOh ) 8Just AlittleOHFuEEI Sorry about the call last night | was
really scared. 8O ) OET O1 AT6 0 EAOA AT OEAOAA

O.Th 11T h OQEyWOE@rchllédid Backand | was worried And
thenheAAT 1 AA [ A80o

O) EJydix Ol OOUB8S

O0) EIPA UI O AEAT 80 CEOA EEI 1TU 1TAIAS8
O.MMTA ATTEA xTd®BUB AOAT O Aknkd Idstnight. x E A
He never remembersanything from whenEAG O AOOT E86

O' 1 1 Gkeg) boked around to reassure himself that nobodywas listening.

0" 606h ' OA @don th&jinAlheedtb BIByou something Troy said
last night? 6

G wait.) AAT 80 OAT E AAT 6O OEA AAOAS8OG

O4EEO EO the tafe. AAG OA | 1B nightDWwhile he was still

sober, he wassaying things like, that black boyought to be hung. The ele-
ticchar AET 60 Ci T A ATT.QCRATEGO GEA® BKEABIOE
COEI OU T O 11 Oh haé&bge)a fal Irill @@n eaJukoh hag i x
ready madeOD EEO | ET A AAZAI OA OEA OOEAI AC

Greg felt it welling up in his chest? righteous indignation.
O$1 1 6 QThisiwiDige fairtrial.) xET1 1 | AEA OOOA 1 £

He looked up and sawTroy Blockerman standing right in front of him, and
quicki U AT AAA OEA AAI 1T h O)d1I1l OATE O U

O(AUhR AET 80 Ui & OEAO PEATT OAAAEAOed
It was a simple question. Butwould the answer lead to a bloody nosé&
O09AOh ) OAAAE BA\EAI i iOOEIAE DEMR T QWBOGA O

O09AAEh ) . 0BT OEGEOA OFEA THE AEGQAE AG 8o



O) AJAMBAG 1T | ABuely Gegwblid Bav@remembered this guy.
He looked like an offensive tackle

O.1h ) AEATI§St sdwhyduCstaridingdin the doorway when |
AOI PPAA EAO 1T AAE8HO

Troy leaned in close and Greg flinche.
O4EEO OOEAI OEI OI A AAMEBDAOCAW ©BE AOTAA
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Jenny had completed her job and was headed back tDallas. She turned off

the blaring CD player, and made a phone call

O- EOOCEI T AAAT I Pl EOEAAh " O& OA8d
ShehadolAA AOEAA EEI xEU EEO AdmotApde 1 A
lar name in 1969when he wasborn Al A xEU EA AEAT 860 OO

stead He had told heritwasEEO COAT A £A @Epkdp@e émdnA i A 8
bered the name because it wasunusual. He liked that.

O 3 ve got Troy Blockermanand’ OAC 4 AT 1T Ol Ue 6

09 Asitsno

O/ EAOAAO EIT AR *ATT U886

O3EOCEA UT 6 AT 1 6 ®why was A solinfoortArd © Bdt those
two men on the jury? | can understand why the defense wold want Greg

Tenorly. But why Troy Blockerman? ( A6 O A OA A bvibusly gond= 1 6 C
Ol Oi 6Ao O6' OEI OU8S

O) AI168 Oaskirig,IDdar. Bi, ibyou want an answeh  UT 08 Ini  E/
TAO xEOE A OITECEOS8S
* A1 x Al@i cridsityGv@sihat strong.



Chapter 7

The defendant, Kantrell Jamison looked more like a young business pb-
fessional than a murderer,dressed in a dark suit, white shirt and tie His
attorney, Kyle Serpenting sat next to him. Behind them was + AT OOAT |
mother, Ella, and his 15year-old sister, Jolee.

Angela Hammerly loved nothing more than hearing her own eloquent ver-
balizations. Shespoke each sentencet 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 wagehearsed repeatedly, until she
had mastered a presentation that would produce the maximum dramatic
impact.

64EA 30AOA xEIl DOT OA AAUITA Al in- OA,
OAOAA 3AI 80 "EAUAIT A 3EIiP 11 OEA AOAI
of robbing the store. But once he got inside, something happened that
caused him to becomeviolent.

(vaybe 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.7 A AT 180 ETT x

Mowever, what we do know is this: instead of just robbingMr. Spokane,
Kantrell Jamison brutally murdered him in cold blood. The evidence will

show that the defendant strangled Sam Spokane to death with a blcycle
chain and then cleaned out the cash registeand- 08 3BT EAT A8 O x

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 lessonsand
making a living.

Kyle Serpentine could presenthimself as a polished speaker a male ver-
sion of Angela Hammerly. Or he could play the dumb lawyer whoturns out
to be brilliant . But in this small town, with this jury, he determined that
OAT 061 OOU AT U 1 AxUAOS x1 O A AA 11060 A

091 O ETT xh )81 EOOQAM AI80T1sGEingEereCh A
But, ) A lkrlow Wihat this evidence is that the D.A. is talking about. She
seems like a nice lady. Ad lknowsE A6 O EOOO OOUHRiwpat Ol
she said about my client is just all wrong



@G\nd | can promise you this: you will not see the prosector presenting any
physical evidence against my client No fingerprints. No DNA. Nothing.
'TA OEAO8O AAAAOOA.Nonew@tBoeviET 8O0 111 Ah

@\nd there are no credble witnesses. Lhless you count the woman who

was driving by, and saw some black man leaving the shop on a bikeA
woman whose eyesight is sopooOEA DOT AAAT U OET Od-AT 8
CiTA AOEOAOGO 1 EAAT OA8d

0) TAEAAOh 9 iA&a HarriellyOh 6 OAEA

O/ AEAAOCETT OOOOAET AAhoO68 OMEBA®ADACA 2A
&) API 1T CEUAR 91060 (111086

Kyle went on. \ow, we all feel terrible about what happened to Mr. Spo-
E AT Aesglanced at Dorothy Spokane, who was sitting in her wheelchair
at the back of the courtroom.

0) AEAT 80 ETI x EEI h Ada@ondefubhad o @a8AT A
well-loved by his community. He sold bicycles, sure So does WalMart. But

he also fixed bikes. A A A 11T 0 1T £ OEIi AO EAGA EEQ
waited.

@\nd 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, ath will be sorely

i EOOAA8G

(A PAOOGAA AT A OAAIT AA OI. AA 11001 ETC
O07A A1l xAT & O1 AAOAI thingeahdipéddeQute B OF
to the full extent of the law. But ladies and gentlemen, my client,Mr. Jari-

son, did not commit this despicable act

(e was at home with hisi T O E Aeddvidted to EllaJamOi T h Ox EAT
crime took place. Now, where | come £0T I  E 06 O DlKyleJam-AT A
son is innocent of these chargesSq U T 08 O Afin€HinOd .0l O '6OET OL

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



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

O0- 008 !''1 AAOOOT T h xA APPOAAEAOA wi & .
merly in a gentle tone.

O#1 01 A Ui & pPI AAGA OAlIl OO xEAO UI O «
were drivingby SAT 6 O " EAUAI A 3 ET beo

® AOh 11 Ads/Mh @y way home from prayer group meeting It was a

little after 8:00. Andwhen) xAO AOEOET C AU 3AiI 860 C
run out the door, jump on a bicycle, and ride off. He looked like he wasin a

big hurry to get away from there8 6

O4EA 1 AT UK QOAXOCOGTA 3 A% BGehereiAthd] A
courtroom today?

09 XG0 OEOOEIT ¢ WME.Qbdtsoh gikted diteEth & Kah-o
trell Jamison.+ AT OOAT 1 8§ O 1 1T OE Aand tiaeA dohtéiteddnér O1
face in anger.

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

O.1Txh -008 !''1AAOOGOITH UI O OAU UI O x
cCOi O6b 1 AADOET Ceod

O4EAO080O OECE®ODE AGEA OCBHRHUx BABOOAAU 1
We have a lovely dinner at Nanc O E | a&rQaki brifgs a vegetable or
salad or desert Nancy provides the main course Then we have prayer
time, and then fellow OEED 8 6

O4EAOGBO O1 01T A0 x11 AAOAEDI 86

Kyle Serpentine acted as though she was thesweet grandmother, and he
wasthe curious grandson.O( 1T x [ AT U UAAOO EAOGA Ul O
DOAUAO cOi Obp 1 AAOET Ceo

O/ Eh ) AT tobBafly 18110 x¥8ép UAAOO ) COAOGO86



O( AOAIL NI @ ORI AGO )61 OEAES8SG

Os$1 UT O ci 1060 AT U 1?00k Bnbw. Ttobegtautabts dr £ C
01 OEA 11 OEAOGeod

Mrs. Albertson smiled. 0. IGBOG A O I U POAUAO CcOi Obc¢
09A0h ) AAT OAAARAOCEATA GERAA &EAOA Ol
07 kial

® howmanyUAAOO EAO EO AAAT OEIT AA Ui OO i
O5E8) 81 110 OOOA86G

Angela Hammerly jumped to her feet 091 OO 6111 Oe

& your Honor, the defense would like to request that Mrs. Albertson be
CEOAT A1l AUA A@Ai 8o

O4EAO OAARDABAAODBA(AITAOI Uh®, DAESA
Mrs. Albertson to the eye doctor this afternoon. We will adjourn until t o-
morrow at 9:00 AMo

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

It was only 11:30 AMand the jury was done for the day What would Greg

do with a free afternoon? Free ofmoney? since he had already cancelled all
of his lessons - A U A Ad diepAb§ First State Bank and visit a certain vice

president. That could lead to banker gossip, though Greg wondered

whether banker gossipwas as bad as church membegossip.He decided he

AEAT 80 AAOAs8

He could not get Cynthia Blockerman off his mind.



Chapter 8

Greg orderedA OOOEAU OAT Ax Edndtried Gis bedtb Bldtkd $ E
out all the conversation of the lunch crowd. Surely they knewGreg was on

the jury. And they knew he was not supposed to be listening to anything
aboutthe trial . ButtE AU AEAT 6 0. OAAI O1T AAOA

It was not so difficult to ignore them, as he thowght 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.

Gregwas onsome kind of high as he walked toward the bank) O AT O1 A
be love. Hebarely knew her. Besides she was married. But i can beinto x-
icating, to know U | ® &bout to do something crazy, yet be determined to

do it anyway.

As he ertered the bank, he thought the guard looked at him with suspi-

cion. ( A AtEhAve &n account atFirst StateBank AT A AEAT 60 E
open one. He tried to look like he knew what he was doing and where he

was going That way, nobody would ask the dreA AAA NOAOOET T h
Ul Oeo

He found a hallway of offices and walked down it looking confident, he
hoped. He checkedthe 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 standingin his doorway, saying goodbye to a
client. Greg ignored them, and kept walking. There was one more office If
EO >OA &lud O BEnBulddhévk to tErA 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 peekedinto her office.

O(Eh #YUlOKEA O OAITE O1 Uil 086

She seemed less than thrilled to see himHe 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.



O(AUR 4AEAOI BOA Ui O AiEIC EAOAed
Gregl AAAAA OF OxAltiwantthgupOO EA AEAT &

Al AOU OT1T A i11C¢C

p2

O. AAA A 11T AT O Ui od

O5E8UAAER OTi AOEET ¢ 1 EEA OEAOS86

Cynthia jumped in. 0- 08 4ATT 01U EO OEET EEIdg AA
ET ¢80

O 7 1 .%here must be a lot of mommas making their kids take piano. Good
£l O Ul 6h 4AT US86

Had Troy Blockerman just accidentally misspoken his nanme? Or had he
decided to coin a derogatory nickname for him Teny or Tin-AA 1T O OOE’
one who has a bad ear for musiéVas Troy even smart enough to come up

with that?

O/ EAUR ) B60A CAOGA @GRs LAIENT HOE 4 QikeUs O
that of a devious fiveyear-old about to put afrogdownEEO OE O @R 06 (
love my job! See you tonight, Honey, AOAOh 4 AT U856

And Troy was gone without showing the least bit of concern about leav-

ing Greg alone in the room with his beautiful wife. Greg didnd O ET 1 x
whether to feel relievedor insulted. As soon as Troy was out of the hallway,

Greg closed the door.

091 O OET Ol AT 8 O Fhdséeledonly nlldlyiigsér dith &reg.

O) ETT xh AOO )He adth sebdlier bechube yostefdlayshat
made him feel like a teenager, and he really wanted that feeling again.

0) 660 T EAUh ) xAO .Jiofi$pannidg to Auldbze thel T O
rest of the jury into seeing things his way. Just like he rips a house apart or
knocks over trees with his heavy equipment. HH8 O CT ET ¢ OT &l

ET O A NOEAE COEI OU OAOAEAOD8H

0" ®@ EAOAT 60 AOADADAEDAFobthelndnizEECGEEE A



AAT 60 Al OEAOS8S
O/ E Hekad (A6 O Al xAUO AOI 1 UET.QGhefndthirkel A
xA AT OCEO A 1TAx AAO EA EAA OEA OAI AO

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

Not now, he thought. He would go as a knight into battle against the fire-
breathing dragon.! O AE CE O Qdr theloeahtifubphink&€3& Bnd, of
course, for justice

O) DOI T EOGA Ul O ) .KkGE ked&iihthf rddgonalld E
doubt, | will fight Troy alltheway.) xEI 1 11 0 AAAE Al x1 8
Cynthia smiled.

A warm, electric chill rippled through his body . Yes. He would prevail.

Greg said goodbye and walked out of the bank without evetalking to Cyn-

thia about the abuse

Now he was on a quest.

*kkkkkkkkkk

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

O! AAT OAET ¢ Olour lagbedamwAALB ddhntBhagdDr. Phillippi
said.

O) AT O1 AT 6 @t)OAHTAAI XA AO8x AO OAAET C T EAUE
O 9 1 W3ion has notchanged atall9 1 & AT T &s@ondedpledcription.
91 66 0OA Al T OA O airxal ET Al OE AUAO «x

0) OEI.GERA® OIAxUAO OOEAA O1 | AEAelOEA
enough to see what | saw. But | can. Ad | did.o

Moments after Arabeth Albertson drove away romOE A AT AOT 086 O 1



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

O9AAEHR OE/&epEs@e@medye&eﬁEDBSEOE /EI Nk Jw@en A T 1
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