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. TheLast to See Them Alive

The village of Holcomb stands on the high wheainslaf western Kansas, a lonesome
area that other Kansans call "out there." Some rdgvmiles east of the Colorado
border, the countryside, with its hard blue skied desert-clear air, has an atmosphere
that is rather more Far West than Middle West. [Dleal accent is barbed with a prairie
twang, a ranch-hand nasalness, and the men, marnleof, wear narrow frontier
trousers, Stetsons, and high-heeled boots withtgmitoes. The land is flat, and the
views are awesomely extensive; horses, herds té catwhite cluster of grain elevators
rising as gracefully as Greek temples are visitigy lbefore a traveler reaches them.

Holcomb, too, can be seen from great distancestiNat there's much to see -
simply an aimless congregation of buildings dividedthe center by the main-line
tracks of the Santa Fe Rail-road, a haphazard haulended on the south by a brown
stretch of the Arkansas (pronounced "Ar-kan-sasVeR on the north by a highway,
Route 50, and on the east and west by prairie landsvheat fields. After rain, or when
snowfalls thaw, the streets, unnamed, unshadedavexdp turn from the thickest dust
into the direst mud. At one end of the town staamdsark old stucco structure, the roof
of which supports an electric sign - dance - b ttancing has ceased and the
advertisement has been dark for several years.bidaranother building with an
irrelevant sign, this one in flaking gold on a giwindow - Holcomb bank. The bank
closed in 1933, and its former counting rooms haaen converted into apartments. It is
one of the town's two "apartment houses," the skdming a ramshackle mansion
known, because a good part of the local schoatsltfalives there, as the Teacherage.
But the majority of Holcomb's homes are one-stoayrfe affairs, with front porches.

Down by the depot, the postmistress, a gaunt womlan wears a rawhide
jacket and denims and cowboy boots, presides ovialliag-apart post office. The
depot itself, with its peeling sulphur-colored gais equally melancholy; the Chief, the
Super-Chief, the EI Capitan go by every day, baséhcelebrated expresses never pause
there. No passenger trains do - only an occasfogight. Up on the highway, there are
two filling stations, one of which doubles as a gerdy supplied grocery store, while
the other does extra duty as a cafe - Hartman'®,Cahere Mrs. Hartman, the
proprietress, dispenses sandwiches, coffee, saftgjrand 3 .2 beer. (Holcomb, like all
the rest of Kansas, is "dry.")

And that, really, is all. Unless you include, aseonust, the Holcomb School, a
good-looking establishment, which reveals a ciraamse that the appearance of the
community otherwise camouflages: that the parertie wend their children to this
modern and ably staffed "consolidated" school - tjneades go from kindergarten
through senior high, and a fleet of buses transpiwtstudents, of which there are
usually around three hundred and sixty, from asafarsixteen miles away - are, in
general, a prosperous people. Farm ranchers, nideem, they are outdoor folk of
very varied stock - German, Irish, Norwegian, M@xicJapanese. They raise cattle and
sheep, grow wheat, milo, grass seed, and sugas.béatming is always a chancy
business, but in west-era Kansas its practitiooensider themselves "born gamblers,”



for they must contend with an extremely shallowcpp#ation (the annual average is
eighteen inches) and anguishing irrigation problesdwvever, the last seven years have
been years of droughtless beneficence. The farcheas in Finney County, of which
Holcomb is a part, have done well; money has beadermot from farming alone but
also from the exploitation of plentiful natural-gassources, and its acquisition is
reflected in the new school, the comfortable itexiof the farmhouses, the steep and
swollen grain elevators.

Until one morning in mid-November of 1959, few Amean - in fact, few
Kansans - had ever heard of Holcomb. Like the vgatéthe river, like the motorists on
the highway, and like the yellow trains streakirggvd the Santa Fe tracks, drama, in
the shape of exceptional happenings, had nevepeatbthere. The inhabitants of the
village, numbering two hundred and seventy, wetisfead that this should be so, quite
content to exist inside ordinary life - to work, hoint, to watch television, to attend
school socials, choir practice, meetings of the @lbb. But then, in the earliest hours
of that morning in November, a Sunday morning, aiarforeign sounds impinged on
the normal nightly Holcomb noises - on the keertiggteria of coyotes, the dry scrape
of scuttling tumbleweed, the racing, receding vadilocomotive whistles. At the time
not a soul in sleeping Holcomb heard them - fowtgin blasts that, all told, ended six
human lives. But afterward the townspeople, théoetosufficiently unfearful of each
other to seldom trouble to lock their doors, fouadtasy recreating them over and
again - those somber explosions that stimulatex$ fof mistrust in the glare of which
many old neighbors viewed each other strangely a@rgtrangers.

The master of River Valley Farm, Herbert Williamu@ér, was forty-eight years old,
and as result of a recent medical examination fomaurance policy, knew himself to
be in first-rate condition. Though he wore rimlgtssses and was of but average height,
standing just under five feet ten, Mr. Clutter aunhan's-man figure. His shoulders were
broad, his hair had held its dark color, his sqyaweed, confident face retained a
healthy-hued youthfulness, and his teeth, unstaimed strong enough to shatter
walnuts, were still intact. He weighed a hundred ffty-four - the same as he had the
day he graduated from Kansas State University, evlver had majored in agriculture.
He was not as rich as the richest man in HolcorMr.-Taylor Jones, a neighboring
rancher. He was, however, the community's mostlwikigown citizen, prominent both
there and in Garden City, the close-by county sehére he hardheaded the building
committee for the newly completed First Methodisu€h, an eight-hundred-thousand-
dollar edifice. He was currently chairman of the nkas Conference of Farm
Organizations, and his name was everywhere resfigctifecognized among
Midwestern agriculturists, as it was in certain Wagton offices, where he had been a
member of the Federal Farm Credit Board duringgisenhower administration.

Always certain of what he wanted from the worldy. Mlutter had in large
measure obtained it. On his left hand, on what neethof a finger once mangled by a
piece of farm machinery, he wore a plain gold bamdch was the symbol, a quarter-
century old, of his marriage to the person he hashed to marry - the sister of a
college classmate, a timid, pious, delicate girhaed Bonnie Fox, who was three years



younger than he. She had given him four childrartrio of daughters, then a son. The
eldest daughter, Eve Anna, married and the mother lwoy ten months old, lived in
northern lllinois but visited Holcomb frequentlyndeed, she and her family were
expected within the fortnight, former parents pkcha sizable Thanksgiving reunion of
the Clutter clan (which had its beginnings in Gemgnahe first immigrant Clutter - or
Klotter, as the name was then spelled - arrived hred.880); fifty-odd kinfolk had been
asked, several of whom would be traveling from e$aas far away as Palatka, Florida.
Nor did Beverly, the child next in age to Eve Anaay longer reside at River Valley
Farm; she was in Kansas Qty, Kansas, studying & m&se. Beverly was engaged to a
young biology student, of whom her father very muwgproved; invitations to the
wedding, scheduled for Christmas week, were alrgauhyed. Which left, still living at
home, the boy, Kenyon, who at fifteen was tallentiMr. Clutter, and one sister, a year
older - the town darling, Nancy. In regard to kamfly, Mr. Clutter had just one serious
cause for disquiet - his wife's health. She wasvmgs," she suffered "little spells” -
such were the sheltering expressions used by tblose to her. Not that the truth
concerning "poor Bonnie's afflictions” was in tleast a secret; everyone knew she had
been an on-and-off psychiatric patient the last-tiezen years. Yet even upon this
shadowed terrain sunlight had very lately sparklde: past Wednesday, returning from
two weeks of treatment at the Wesley Medical Ceimtédichita, her customary place
of retirement, Mrs. Clutter had brought scarcelgdible tidings to tell her husband;
with joy she informed him that the source of heseny, so medical opinion had at last
decreed, was not in her head but in her spinevag physical, a matter of misplaced
vertebrae. Of course, she must undergo an operatiwhafterward - well, she would be
her "old self" again. Was it possible - the tensithre withdrawals, the pillow-muted
sobbing behind locked doors, all due to an outroko backbone? If so, then Mr.
Clutter could, when addressing his Thanksgivindetatecite a blessing of unmarred
gratitude.

Ordinarily, Mr. Clutter's mornings began at sixiy1 clanging milk pails and
the whispery chatter of the boys who brought thewo, sons of a hired man named Vie
Irsik, usually roused him. But today he lingerest,Vie Irsik's sons come and leave, for
the previous evening, a Friday the thirteenth, badn a tiring one, though in part
exhilarating. Bonnie had resurrected her "old sef if serving up a preview of the
normality, the regained vigor, soon to be, sheroaged her lips, fussed with her hair,
and, wearing a new dress, accompanied him to thieol School, where they
applauded a student production of Tom Sawyer, inchviNancy played Becky
Thatcher. He had enjoyed it, seeing Bonnie out ublip, nervous but nonetheless
smiling, talking to people, and they both had bpewsud of Nancy; she had done so
well, remembering all her lines, and looking, ashael said to her in the course of
backstage congratulations, "Just beautiful, honayreal Southern belle." Whereupon
Nancy had behaved like one; curtsying in her hdopesl costume, she had asked if
she might drive into Garden City. The State Theats having a special, eleven-thirty,
Friday-the-thirteenth "Spook Show," and all hereffidls were going. In other
circumstances Mr. Clutter would have refused. Higd were laws, and one of them
was: Nancy - and Kenyon, too - must be home byoremweek nights, by twelve on
Saturdays. But weakened by the genial events okveasing, he had consented. And
Nancy had not returned home until almost two. Hd haard her come in, and had
called to her, for though he was not a man evdtyréaraise his voice, he had some



plain things to say to her, statements that comekless the lateness of the hour than the
youngster who had driven her home - a school bhakdtero, Bobby Rupp.

Mr. Clutter liked Bobby, and considered him, forbay his age, which was
seventeen, most dependable and gentlemanly; howevile three years she had been
permitted "dates," Nancy, popular and pretty as whs, had never gone out with
anyone else, and while Mr. Clutter understood tltatvas the present national
adolescent custom to form couples, to "go steadyl wear "engagement rings," he
disapproved, particularly since he had not long, &yoaccident, surprised his daughter
and the Rupp boy kissing. He had then suggestddN\thacy discontinue "seeing so
much of Bobby," advising her that a slow retreatvneould hurt less than an abrupt
severance later - for, as he reminded her, it wasréing that must eventually take
place. The Rupp family were Roman Catholics, thett€is, Methodist - a fact that
should in itself be sufficient to terminate whatefencies she and this boy might have
of some day marrying. Nancy had been reasonableanyarate, she had not argued -
and now, before saying good night, Mr. Clutter sedurom her a promise to begin a
gradual breaking off with Bobby.

Still, the incident had lamentably put off hisiret time, which was ordinarily
eleven o'clock. As a consequence, it was well aseren when he awakened on
Saturday, November 14, 1959. His wife always steate as possible. However, while
Mr. Clutter was shaving, showering, and outfittihgnself in whipcord trousers, a
cattleman’'s leather jacket, and soft stirrup bdwotshad no fear of disturbing her; they
did not share the same bedroom. For several yeatsall slept alone in the master
bedroom, on the ground floor of the house - a ttooys fourteen room, frame-and-
brick structure. Though Mrs. Clutter Stored hertlods in the closets of this room, and
kept her few cosmetics and her myriad medicineshe blue-tile-and-glass-brick
bathroom adjoining it, she had taken for seriousupancy Eveanna's former bedroom,
which, like Nancy's and Kenyon's rooms, was orstteond floor.

The house - for the most part designed by Mr. t€tutwho thereby proved
himself a sensible and sedate, if not notably ddoa@, architect - had been built in
1048 for forty thousand dollars. (The resale vales now sixty thousand dollars.)
Situated at the end of a long, lane like drivewagded by rows of Chinese elms, the
handsome white house, standing on an ample lawgroébmed Bermuda grass,
impressed Holcomb; it was a place people pointed Asi for the interior, there were
spongy displays of liver-colored carpet intermitigrabolishing the glare of varnished,
resounding floors; an immense modernistic livingrmocouch covered in nubby fabric
interwoven with glittery strands of silver metalbeeakfast alcove featuring a banquette
upholstered in blue-and-white plastic. This sorffurhishing was what Mr. and Mrs.
Clutter liked, as did the majority of their acquaimces, whose homes, by and large,
were similarly furnished.

Other than a housekeeper who came in on weektesy<lutters employed no
household help, so since his wife's illness anddéarture of the elder daughters, Mr.
Clutter had of necessity learned to cook; eitherohdancy, but principally Nancy,
prepared the family meals. Mr. Clutter enjoyed ¢there, and was excellent at it - no
woman in Kansas baked a better loaf of salt-risingad, and his celebrated coconut



cookies were the first item to go at charity cakées - but he was not a hearty eater;
unlike his fellow ranchers, he even preferred $abreakfasts.

That morning an apple and a glass of milk wereughofor him; because he
touched neither coffee or tea, he was accustoméegm the day on a cold stomach.
The truth was he opposed all stimulants, howeveitlgeHe did not smoke, and of
course he did not drink; indeed, he had never daspérits, and was inclined to avoid
people who had - a circumstance that did not shmisksocial circle as much as might
be supposed, for the center of that circle was Isagpy the members of Garden City's
First Methodist Church, a congregation totalingesggen hundred, most of whom were
as abstemious as Mr. Clutter could desire. Whilemas careful to avoid making a
nuisance of his views, to adopt outside his reainexernally un-censoring manner, he
enforced them within his family and among the empés at River Valley Farm. "Are
you a drinking man?" was the first question he dskgob applicant, and even though
the fellow gave a negative answer, he still mugph si work contract containing a clause
that declared the agreement instantly void if tmepleyee should be discovered
"harboring alcohol.” A friend - an old pioneer raec, Mr. Lynn Russell - had once told
him, "You've got no mercy. | swear, Herb, if yowght a hired man drinking, out he'd
go. And you wouldn't care if his family was stayihlt was perhaps the only criticism
ever made of Mr. Clutter as an employer. Otherwhigewas known for his equanimity,
his charitableness, and the fact that he paid geades and distributed frequent
bonuses; the men who worked for him - and thereevgemetimes as many as eighteen
- had small reason to complain.

After drinking the glass of milk and putting orflaece-lined cap, Mr. Clutter
carried his apple with him when he went out-doorexamine the morning. It was ideal
apple-eating weather; the whitest sunlight descgénfdem the purest sky, and an
easterly wind rustled, without ripping loose, thstlof the leaves on the Chinese elms.
Autumns reward western Kansas for the evils that amaining seasons impose:
winter's rough Colorado winds and hip-high, shdapghtering snows; the slushes and
the strange land fogs of spring; and summer, wiren erows seek the puny shade, and
the tawny infinitude of wheat stalks bristle, blazd last, after September, another
weather arrives, an Indian summer that occasioraijyures until Christmas. As Mr.
Clutter contemplated this superior specimen ofséeeson, he was joined by a part-collie
mongrel, and together they ambled off toward thesliock corral, which was adjacent
to one of three barns on the premises.

One of these barns was a mammoth Quonset hutinted with grain -
Westland sorghum - and one of them housed a dariggnt hill of milo grain worth
considerable money - a hundred thousand dollarat Tigure alone represented an
almost four-thousand-percent advance over Mr. @ligttentire income in 1934 - the
year he married Bonnie Fox and moved with her frinir home town of Rozel,
Kansas, to Garden City, where he had found worknaassistant to the Finney County
agricultural agent. Typically, it took him just sgvmonths to be promoted; that is, to
install himself in the head man's job. The yeanmsnduwhich he held the post - 1935 to
1939 - encompassed the dustiest, the down-andtdb&esegion had known since white
men settled there, and young Herb Clutter, havasghe did, a brain expertly racing
with the newest in streamlined agricultural prasgicwas quite qualified to serve as



middleman between the government and the despofatemtranchers; these men could
well use the optimism and the educated instructibra likable young fellow who
seemed to know his business. All the same, he wiadaing what he wanted to do; the
son of a farmer, he had from the beginning aimedpatrating a property of his own.
Facing up to it, he resigned as county agent &fer years and, on land leased with
borrowed money, created, in embryo, River Valleynfrga name justified by the
Arkansas River's meandering presence but not,iartdy any evidence of valley). It
was an endeavor that several Finny County conseegatwatched with show-us
amusement - old-timers who had been fond of baitwegyouthful county agent on the
subject of his university notions: "That's fine,rBleYou always know what's best to do
on the other fellow's land. Plant this. Terrace.tBat you might say a slight different if
the place was your own." They were mistaken; thetargs experiments succeeded -
partly because, in the beginning years, he labaigtiteen hours a day. Setbacks
occurred - twice the wheat crop failed, and onetavite lost several hundred head of
sheep in a blizzard; but after a decade Mr. Clsttdo-main consisted of over eight
hundred acres owned outright and three thousané morked on a rental basis - and
that, as his colleagues admitted, was "a prettylgpoead." Wheat, Milo seed, certified
grass seed - these were the crops the farm's pitysgepended upon. Animals were
also important - sheep, and especially cattle. Al led several hundred Hereford bore
the Clutter brand, though one would not have susgétfrom the scant contents of the
livestock corral, which was reserved for ailingeste a few milking cows, Nancy's cats,
and Babe, the family favorite - an old fat workleorsho never objected to lumbering
about with three and four children astride her drback.

Mr. Clutter now fed Babe the core of his appldlimg good morning to a man
raking debris inside the corral - Alfred Stoecklethe sole resident employee. The
Stoeckleins and their three children lived in adeunot a hundred yards from the main
house; except for them, the Clutters had no neighiathin half a mile. A long-faced
man with long brown teeth, Stoecklein asked, "Hgve some particular work in mind
today? Cause we got a sick-un. The baby. Me angi8Mizeen up and down with her
most the night | been thinking to carry her to do¢t And Mr. Clutter, expressing
sympathy, said by all means to take the morningaoftl if there was any way he or his
wife could help, please let them know. Then, whke tlog running ahead of him, he
moved southward toward the fields, lion-colored ndwninously golden with after-
harvest stubble.

The river lay in this direction; near its bank®loa grove of fruit trees - peach,
pear, cherry, and apple. Fifty years ago, accordlingative memory, it would have
taken a lumberjack ten minutes to axe all the treegestern Kansas. Even today, only
cottonwoods and Chinese elms - perennials witlrctusdike in-difference to thirst - are
commonly planted. However, as Mr. Clutter often aeked, "an inch more of rain and
this country would be paradise - Eden on earth& Tittle collection of fruit-bearers
growing by the river was his attempt to contrivanror no, a patch of the paradise, the
green, apple-scented Eden, he envisioned. Hisamiée said, "My husband cares more
for the trees than he does for his children," arehyne in Holcomb recalled the day a
small disabled plane crashed into the peach tfétsrb was fit to be tied! Why, the
propeller hadn't stopped turning before he'd sldpkwsuit on the pilot."



Passing through the orchard, Mr. Clutter proceedexg beside the river, which
was shallow here and strewn with islands - midstrbaaches of soft sand, to which, on
Sundays gone by, hot-weather Sabbaths when Boadistil "felt up to things," picnic
baskets had been carted, family afternoons whilealyawaiting for a twitch at the end
of a fishline. Mr. Clutter seldom encountered teesgers on his property; a mile and a
half from the highway, and arrived at by obscur@dsy it was not a place that strangers
came upon by chance. Now, suddenly a whole partherh appeared, and Teddy, the
dog, rushed forward tearing out a challenge. Butas odd about Teddy. Though he
was a good sentry, alert, ever ready to raise Gasvalor had one flaw: let him
glimpse a gun, as he did now - for the intrudersevagmed - and his head dropped, his
tail turned in. No one understood why, for no omew his history, other than that he
was a vagabond Kenyon had adopted years ago. $hersiproved to be five pheasant
hunters from Oklahoma. The pheasant season in,dsars famed November event,
lures hordes of sportsmen from adjoining stated, during the past week plaid-hatted
regiments had paraded across the autumnal expdhsdsng and felling with rounds
of birdshot great coppery flights of the grain-aied birds. By custom, the hunters, if
they are not invited guests, are supposed to payathdowner a fee for letting them
pursue their quarry on his premises, but when tkial®mans offered to hire hunting
rights, Mr. Clutter was amused. "I'm not as poot b®k. Go ahead, get all you can,"
he said. Then, touching the brim of his cap, hedbddor home and the day's work,
unaware that it would be his last.

Like Mr. Clutter, the young man breakfasting in afeccalled the Little Jewel never
drank coffee. He preferred root beer. Three aspoahd root beer, and a chain of Pall
Mall cigarettes - that was his notion of a propgrdw-down." Sipping and smoking, he
studied a map spread on the counter before hirRhiléips 66 map of Mexico - but it
was difficult to concentrate, for he was expectinffiend, and the friend was late. He
looked out a window at the silent small-town streettreet he had never seen until
yesterday. Still no sign of Dick. But he was suweshow up; after all, the purpose of
their meeting was Dick's idea, his "score." And witewas settled - Mexico. The map
was ragged, so thumbed that it had grown as swgspke piece of chamois. Around the
corner, in his room at the hotel where he was staywere hundreds more like it - worn
maps of every state in the Union, every Canadiavipce, every South American
country - for the young man was an incessant ceaceif voyages, not a few of which
he had actually taken: to Alaska, to Hawaii andadapo Hong Kong. Now, thanks to a
letter, an invitation to a "score," here he washwatl his worldly belongings: one
cardboard suitcase, a guitar, and two big boxelsooks and maps and songs, poems
and old letters, weighing a quarter of a ton. (Biclace when he saw those boxes!
"Christ, Perry. You carry that junk everywhere?"dARerry had said, "What junk? One
of them books cost me thirty bucks.”) Here he waditile Olathe, Kansas. Kind of
funny, if you thought about it; imagine being bankkansas, when only four months
ago he had sworn, first to the State Parole Bdaath to himself, that he would never
set foot within its boundaries again. Well, it wasor long.

Ink-circled names populated the map. Cozumel, sdéand off the coast of
Yucatan, where, so he had read in a men's magaazoe;ould "shed your clothes, put



on a relaxed grin, live like a Rajah, and havetalwomen you want for $50-a-month!"
From the same article he had memorized other apgeatatements: "Cozumel is a
hold-out against social, economic, and politicagsure. No official pushes any private
person around on this island,” and "Every yeathtBgof parrots come over from the
mainland to lay their eggs." Acapulco connoted desg fishing, casinos, anxious rich
women; and sierra madre meant gold, meant Treaduree Sierra Madre, a movie he
had seen eight times. (It was Bogart's best pictooe the old guy who played the
prospector, the one who reminded Perry of his fatlas terrific, too. Walter Huston.
Yes, and what he had told Dick was true: He didvkitize ins and outs of hunting gold,
having been taught them by his father, who was adepsional prospector. So why
shouldn't they, the two of them, buy a pair of phokses and try their luck in the Sierra
Madre? But Dick, the practical Dick, had said, "V@hbdoney, whoa. | seen that show.
Ends up Everybody nuts. On account of fever anddsockers, mean conditions all
around. Then, when they got the gold - remembegrwind came along and blew it all
away?") Perry folded the map. He paid for the toe¢r and stood up. Sitting, he had
seemed a more than normal-sized man, a powerfu| wiéim the shoulders, the arms,
the thick, crouching torso of a weight lifter, wieidifting was, in fact, his hobby. But
some sections of him were not in proportion to thélis tiny feet, encased in short
black boots with steel buckles, would have neatted into a delicate lady's dancing
slippers; when he stood up, he was no taller thawetve-year-old child, and suddenly
looked, strutting on stunted legs that seemed ggoiely inadequate to the grown-up
bulk they supported, not like a well-built truckivéir but like a retired jockey,
overblown and muscle-bound, outside the drugsteery stationed himself in the sun.
It was a quarter to nine, and Dick was a half hiage; however, if Dick had not
hammered home the every-minute importance of thxé tmeenty-four hours, he would
not have noticed it. Time rarely weighed upon Hion,he had many methods of passing
it - among them, mirror gazing. Dick had once obsdr "Every time you see a mirror
you go into a trance, like. Like you was lookingsatne gorgeous piece of butt. | mean,
my God, don't you ever get tired?" Far from it; bvgn face enthralled him. Each angle
of it induced a different impression. It was a djdfiace, and mirror-guided
experiments had taught him how to ring the changes; to look now ominous, now
impish, now soulful; a tilt of the head, a twisttbe lips, and the corrupt gypsy became
the gentle romantic. His mother had been a fulbbéd Cherokee; it was from her that
he had inherited his coloring - the iodine skire tark, moist eyes, the black hair,
which he kept brilliantined and was plentiful enbug provide him with sideburns and
a slippery spray of bangs. His mother's donatiols apparent; that of his father, a
freckled, ginger-haired Irishman, was less so. dsvas though the Indian blood had
routed every trace of the Celtic strain. Still, lpiips and a perky nose confirmed its
presence, as did a quality of roguish animationumpity Irish egotism, which often
activated the Cherokee mask and took control carlglerhen he played the guitar and
sang. Singing, and the thought of doing so in frohtan audience, was another
mesmeric way of whittling hours. He always used shene mental scenery - a night
club in Las Vegas, which happened to be his homm.tit was an elegant room filled
with celebrities excitedly focused on the sensatiamew star rendering his famous,
backed-by-violins version of "I'll Be Seeing Youhdencoring with his latest self-
composed ballad: Every April flights of parrots Flyerhead, red and green, Green and
tangerine.



| see them fly, | hear them high,
Singing parrots bringing April spring...

(Dick, on first hearing this song, had comment&arrots don't sing. Talk,
maybe. Holler. But they sure as hell don't singf'dOurse, Dick was very literal-
minded, very - he had no understanding of musietrgo and yet when you got right
down toot, Dick's literalness, his pragmatic applot every subject, was the primary
reason Perry had been attracted to him, for it nizidk seem, compared to himself, so
authentically tough, invulnerable, "totally masaoeli")

Nevertheless, pleasant as this Las Vegas revers tvpaled beside another of
his visions. Since childhood, for more than hal§ lhirty-one years, he had been
sending off for literature (“fortunes in diving! din at Home in Your Spare Time. Make
Big Money Fast in Skin and Lung Diving. free bodkle") answering advertisements
("sunken treasure! Fifty Genuine Maps! Amazing @ff§ that stoked a longing to
realize an adventure his imagination swiftly anderowand over enabled him to
experience: the dream of drifting downward throsglange waters, of plunging toward
a green sea-dusk, sliding past the scaly, savagg-psotectors of a ship's hulk that
loomed ahead, a Spanish galleon - a drowned cdrgeamonds and pearls, heaping
caskets of gold. A car horn honked. At last - Dick.

"Good grief, Kenyon! | hear you."

As usual, the devil was in Kenyon. His shouts kepiing up the stairs:
"Nancy! Telephone!"

Barefoot, pajama-clad, Nancy scampered down th@sstThere were two
telephones in the house - one in the room her fateed as an office, another in the
kitchen. She picked up the kitchen extension: "##IDh, yes, good morning, Mrs.
Katz."

And Mrs. Clarence Katz, the wife of a farmer whead on the highway, said, "I
told your daddy not to wake you up. | said Nancystrie tired after all that wonderful
acting she did last night. You were lovely, dedro3e white ribbons in your hair! And
that part when you thought Tom Sawyer was deadu- had real tears in your eyes.
Good as anything on TV. But your daddy said it Wae you got up; well, it is going
on for nine. Now, what | wanted, dear - my littiel,gny little Jolene, she's just dying to
bake a cherry pie, and seeing how you're a charmghamry-pie maker, always winning
prizes, | wondered could | bring her over thers thorning and you show her?"

Normally, Nancy would willingly have taught Joleteeprepare an entire turkey
dinner; she felt it her duty to be available wheuryger girls came to her wanting help
with their cooking, their sewing, or their musics$ens - or, as often happened, to
confide. Where she found the time, and still madagepractically run that big house"
and be a straight-A student, the president of lessc a leader in the 4-H program and



the Young Methodists League, a skilled rider, ace#ignt musician (piano, clarinet), an
annual winner at the county fair (pastry, presermegdlework, flower arrangement) -
how a girl not yet seventeen could haul such a wiagal, and do so without "brag,"
with, rather, merely a radiant jauntiness, was @grea the community pondered, and
solved by saying, "She's got character. Gets imfidoer old man." Certainly her
strongest trait, the talent that gave support tahal others, derived from her father: a
fine-honed sense of organization. Each moment wagred; she knew precisely, at
any hour, what she would be doing, how long it wio@lquire. And that was the trouble
with today: she had overscheduled it. She had caednherself to helping another
neighbor's child, Roxie Lee Smith, with a trumpalbghat Roxie Lee planned to play at
a school concert; had promised to run three comugdterrands for her mother; and had
arranged to attend a 4-H meeting in Garden City \uigr father. And then there was
lunch to make and, after lunch, work to be donetl® bridesmaids' dresses for
Beverly's wedding, which she had designed and wesng herself. As matters stood,
there was no room for Jolene's cherry-pie lessatedd something could be canceled.

"Mrs. Katz? Will you hold the line a moment, ple@s She walked the length of
the house to her father's office. The office, whield an outside entrance for ordinary
visitors, was separated from the parlor by a sydidoor; though Mr. Clutter
occasionally shared the office with Gerald Van V¥leeyoung man who assisted him
with the management of the farm, it was fundaménthils retreat - an orderly
sanctuary, paneled in walnut veneer, where, sudedirby weather barometers, rain
charts, a pair of binoculars, he sat like a captaims cabin, a navigator piloting River
Valley's sometimes risky passage through the ssason

"Never mind," he said, responding to Nancy's probl "Skip 4-H. I'll take
Kenyon instead."

And so, lifting the office phone, Nancy told Misatz yes, fine, bring Jolene
right on over. But she hung up with a frown. "lpsculiar,” she said as she looked
around the room and saw in it her father helpingy¢a add a column of figures, and,
at his desk by the window, Mr. Van Vleet, who ha#lied of brooding, tugged good
looks that led her to call him Heathcliff behind back. "But | keep smelling cigarette
smoke."

"On your breath?" inquired Kenyon.

"No, funny one. Yours." That quieted him, for Kemy as he knew she knew,
did once in a while sneak a puff - but, then, st Nancy. Mr. Clutter clapped his
hands. "That's all. This is an office." Now, upstashe changed into faded Levis and a
green sweater, and fastened round her wrist hed thost valued belonging, a gold
watch; her closest cat friend, Evinrude, rankedvahty and surmounting even Evinrude
was Bobby's signet ring, cumbersome proof of herirngrsteady” status, which she
wore (when she wore it; the least flare-up andtafdéme) on a thumb, for even with the
use of adhesive tape its man-size girth could m®tnade to fit a more suitable finger.
Nancy was a pretty girl, lean and boyishly agiled éhe prettiest things about her were
her short-bobbed, shining chestnut hair (brushédradred strokes each morning, the
same number at night) and her soap-polished conaplestill faintly freckled and rose-



brown from last summer's sun. But it was her ewade apart, darkly translucent, like
ale held to the light, that made her immediatedghlie, that at once announced her lack
of suspicion, her considered and yet so easilygergd kindliness. "Nancy!" Kenyon
called. "Susan on the phone."

Susan Kidwell, her confidante. Again she answeargte kitchen.

"Tell,” said Susan, who invariably launched apélene session this command.
"And, to begin, tell why you were flirting with JgrRoth." Like Bobby, Jerry Roth was
a school basket-ball star.

"Last night? Good grief, | wasn't flirting. You e because we were holding
hands? He just came backstage during the show.| Ara$ so nervous. So he held my
hand. To give me courage."

"Very sweet. Then what?"
"Bobby took me to the spook movie. And we helddsah
"Was it scary? Not Bobby. The movie."

"He didn't think so; he just laughed. But you know. Boo! - and | fall off the
seat."

"What are you eating?"
"Nothing."

"I know - your fingernails,"” said Susan, guesseuyrectly. Much as Nancy
tried, she could not break the habit of nibbling Imails, and, whenever she was
troubled, chewing them right to the quick. "Telarething wrong?"

"No."

"Nancy. Cest moi..." Susan was studying Frenchel'WDaddy. He's been in an
awful mood the last three weeks. Awful. At leasguand me. And when | got home last
night he started that again.”

"That needed no amplification; it was a subjecattthe two friends had
discussed completely, and upon which they agreadars summarizing the problem
from Nancy's viewpoint, had once said, "You lovebBw now, and you need him. But
deep down even Bobby knows there isn't any futarig. iLater on, when we go off to
Manhattan, everything will seem a new world." Kans8tate University is in
Manhattan, and the two girls planned to enroll ¢has art students, and to room
together. "Everything will change, whether you weiid or not. But you can't change it
now, living here in Holcomb, seeing Bobby everydsiyting in the same classes - and
there's no reason to. Because you and Bobby aeryahappy thing. And it will be
something happy to think back about - if you'r¢ Ebne. Can't you make your father



understand that?" No, she could not. "Becausetieasxplained it to Susan, "whenever
| start to say something, he looks at me as thoughst not love him. Or as though |
loved him less. And suddenly I'm tongue-tied; Itjugnt to be his daughter and do as
he wishes." To this Susan had no reply it embodradtions, a relationship, beyond her
experience. She lived alone with her mother, whigh& music at the Holcomb School,
and she did not remember her own father very ¢leéok years ago, in their native
California, Mr. Kidwell had one day left home anot icome back.

"And, anyway," Nancy continued now, "I'm not sitfe me. That's making him
grouchy. Something else - he's really worried alsomething.”

"Your mother?"

No other friend of Nancy's would have presumedm@ake such suggestion.
Susan, however, was privileged. When she had fugpeared in Holcomb, a
melancholy, imaginative child, willowy, wan and sdive, then eight, a year younger
than Nancy, the Clutters had so ardently adoptadtimt the fatherless little girl
California soon came to seem a member of the farkily years the two friends had
been inseparable, each, by virtue the rarity ofilamand equal sensibilities,
irreplaceable to the other. But then, this pastt&aper, Susan had transferred from
local school to the vaster, supposedly superior ion&arden City. It was the usual
procedure for Holcomb students who intended goingaocollege, but Mr. Clutter, a
die-hard community booster, considered such defiestan affront to community spirit;
the Holcomb School was good enough for his childeerd there they would remain.
Thus, the girls were no longer always together, Biaghicy deeply felt the daytime
absence of her friend, the one person with whommslee be neither brave nor reticent.

"Well. But we're all so happy about Mother - yoeahd the wonderful news."
Then Nancy said, "Listen," and hesitated, as ifre@ming nerve to make an outrageous
remark. "Why do | smelling smoke? Honestly, | thiivk losing my mind. | get into the
car, | walk into a room, and it's as though somgboad just been there, smoking a
cigarette. It isn't Mother, it can't be Kenyon. Ken wouldn't dare..."Nor, very likely,
would any visitor to the Clutter home, which wasnpedly devoid of ashtrays. Slowly,
Susan grasped the implication, but it was ludicrdregardless of what his private
anxieties might be, she could not believe that ®lutter was finding secret solace in
tobacco. Before she could ask if this was reallatnkiancy meant, Nancy cut her off:
"Sorry, Susie. I've got to go. Mrs. Katz is here."

Dick was driving a black 1949 Chevrolet sedan. &srygot in, he checked the back
seat to see if his guitar was safely there; theipus night, after playing for a party of
Dick's friends, he had forgotten and left it in tbar. It was an old Gibson guitar,
sandpapered and waxed to a honey-yellow finish tiAerosort of instrument lay beside
it - a twelve-gauge pump-action shotgun, brand-né&we-barreled, and with a
sportsman's scene of pheasants in flight etchetyalwe stock. A flashlight, a fishing
knife, a pair of leather gloves, and a hunting \fay packed with shells contributed
further atmosphere to this curious still life.



"You wearing that?" Perry asked, indicating thetve

Dick rapped his knuckles against the windshiekKihdck, knock. Excuse me,
sir. We've been out hunting and lost our way. Ifasald use the phone..."

"Si, senor. Yo comprendo”

"A cinch," said Dick. "I promise you, honey, weblast hair all over them
walls."

" "Those' walls," said Perry. A dictionary buffdavotee of obscure words, he
had been intent on improving his companion's gramena expanding his vocabulary
ever since they had celled together at Kansas $tmientiary. Far from resenting
these lessons, the pupil, to please his tutor, mureposed a sheaf of poems, and
though the verses were very obscene, Perry, whagtiidhem nevertheless hilarious,
had had the manuscript leather-bound in a prisop sind its title, Dirty Jokes, stamped
in gold.

Dick was wearing a blue jumper suit; letteringcsted across the back of it
advertised Bob Sands' Body Shop. He and Perry datorey the main street of Olathe
until they arrived at the Bob Sands establishmantauto-repair garage, where Dick
had been employed since his release from the peiaite in mid-August. A capable
mechanic, he earned sixty dollars a week. He dedeno salary for the work he
planned to do this morning, but Mr. Sands, who éft in charge on Saturdays, would
never know he had paid his hireling to overhauldvisy car. With Perry assisting him,
he went to work. They changed the oil, adjusted chech, recharged the battery,
replaced a throw-outbearing, and put new tires lm rear wheels - all necessary
undertakings, for between today and tomorrow thedaGhevrolet was expected to
perform punishing feats.

"Because the old man was around," said Dick, ansgéerry, who wanted to
know why he had been late in meeting him at th#éeLitewel. "I didn't want him to see
me taking the gun out of the house. Christ, thewbeld have knowed | wasn't telling
the truth."

" 'Known.' But what did you say? Finally?"

"Like we said. | said we'd be gone overnight dsae was going to visit your
sister in Fort Scott. On account of she was holdmaney for you. Fifteen hundred
dollars." Perry had a sister, and had once had wbthe surviving one did not live in
Fort Scott, a Kansas town eighty-five miles fronatbe; in fact, he was uncertain of her
present address.

"And was he sore?"

"Why should he be sore?"



"Because he hates me," said Perry, whose voicebatisgentle and prim - a
voice that, though soft, manufactured each wordctkaejected it like a smoke ring
issuing from a parson's mouth. "So does your motheould see - the ineffable way
they looked at me. "Dick shrugged. "Nothing to dithwou. As such. It's just they don't
like me seeing anybody from The Walls." Twice medritwice divorced, now twenty-
eight and the father of three boys, Dick had rexetilkis parole on the condition that he
reside with his parents; the family, which includegounger brother, lived on a small
farm near Olathe. "Anybody wearing the fraternity,phe added, and touched a blue
dot tattooed under his left eye - an insigne, é&ldsgpassword, by which certain former
prison inmates could identify him.

"l understand," said Perry. "I sympathize withttiiéhey're good people. She's a
real sweet person, your mother."

Dick nodded; he thought so, too.

At noon they put down their tools, and Dick, racthe engine, listening to the
consistent hum, was satisfied that a thorough gablbeen done.

Nancy and her protegee, Jolene Katz, were alsefisdtiwith their morning's work;
indeed, the latter, a thin thirteen-year-old, wgegawith pride. For the longest while
she stared at the blue-ribbon winner, the ovenehetries simmering under the crisp
lattice crust, and then she was overcome, and hggyancy, asked, "Honest, did |
really make it myself?" Nancy laughed, returned ¢éh&race, and assured her that she
had - with a little help.

Jolene urged that they sample the pie at oncenonsense about leaving it to
cool. "Please, let's both have a piece. And youl,"'tehe said to Mrs. Clutter, who had
come into the kitchen. Mrs. Clutter smiled - attéeapto; her head ached - and said
thank you, but she hadn't the appetite. As for Masbe hadn't the time; Roxie Lee
Smith, and Roxie Lee's trumpet solo, awaited hed, @terward those errands for her
mother, one of which concerned a bridal shower #wahe Garden City girls were
organizing for Beverly, and another the Thanksg\gala.

"You go, dear, I'll keep Jolene company until heasther comes for her," Mrs.
Clutter said, and then, addressing the child witicamquerable timidity, added, "If
Jolene doesn't mind keeping me company." As asbiel had won an elocution prize;
maturity, it seemed, had reduced her voice to gleitone, that of topology, and her
personality to a series of gestures blurred byfélae that she might give offense, in
some way displease. "I hope you understand,” sheinued after her daughter's
departure. "I hope you won't think Nancy rude?"

"Goodness, no. | just love her to death. Well, rglvedy does. There isn't
anybody like Nancy. Do you know what Mrs. Stringarys?" said Jolene, naming her
home-economics teacher.



"One day she told the class, 'Nancy Clutter isagvin a hurry, yet she always
has time. And that's one definition of a lady." "

"Yes," replied Mrs. Clutter. "All my children axeery efficient. They don't need
me." Jolene had never before been alone with Nerisyrtange” mother, but despite
discussions she had heard, she felt much at eas®rE. Clutter, though unrelaxed
herself, had a relaxing quality, as is generalle tof defenseless persons who present
no threat; even in Jolene, a very childlike chilslrs. Clutter's heart-shaped,
missionary's face, her look of helpless, homesptirereality aroused protective
compassion. But to think that she was Nancy's mb#e aunt - that seemed possible;
a visiting spinster aunt, slightly odd, but nice.

"No, they don't need me," she repeated, pourimgefifea cup of coffee. Though
all the other members of the family observed hebland's boycott of this beverage, she
drank two cups every morning and often as not atkimg else the rest of the day. She
weighed ninety-eight pounds; rings - a wedding band one set with a diamond
modest to the point of meekness - wobbled on orepobony hands.

Jolene cut a piece of pie. "Boy!" she said, wgjfindown. "I'm going to make
one of these every day seven days a week."

"Well, you have all those little brothers, and daan eat a lot of pie. Mr. Clutter
and Kenyon, | know they never get tired of themt Bie cook does - Nancy just turns
up her nose. It'll be the same with you. No, nchywlo | say that?" Mrs. Clutter, who
wore rimless glasses, removed them and presseeykesr "Forgive me, dear. I'm sure
you'll never know what it is to be tired. I'm syeu'll always be happy..."

Jolene was silent. The note of panic in Mrs. @hgtvoice had caused her to
have a shift of feeling; Jolene was confused, amhed that her mother, who had
promised to call back for her at eleven, would come

Presently, more calmly, Mrs. Clutter asked, "Da Yi&e miniature things? Tiny
things?" and invited Jolene into the dining roomnspect the shelves of a whatnot on
which were arranged assorted Lilliputian gewgavesissors, thimbles, crystal flower
baskets, toy figurines, forks and knives. "lI've lsmine of these since | was a child.
Daddy and Mama - all of us - spent part of mosty&a California. By the ocean. And
there was a shop that sold such precious littlegthi These cups.” A set of doll-house
teacups, anchored to a diminutive tray, tremblethenpalm of her hand. "Daddy gave
them to me; | had a lovely childhood."”

The only daughter of a prosperous wheat growerelafox, the adored sister of
three older brothers, she had not been spoiledgared, led to suppose that life was a
sequence of agreeable events - Kansas autumni&gr@ialisummers, a round of teacup
gifts. When she was eighteen, inflamed by a bidwyyapf Florence Nightingale, she
enrolled as a student nurse at St. Rose's Hospitalteat Bend, Kansas. She was not
meant to be a nurse, and after two years she gatfas a hospital's realities - scenes,
odors - sickened her. Yet to this day she regrett#chaving completed the course and
received her diploma - "just to prove, "as she tioédla friend, "that | once succeeded at



something. "Instead, she had met and married Hednllege classmate of her oldest
brother, Glenn; actually, since the two familiaset within twenty miles of each other,
she had long known him by sight, but the Cluttgigin farm people, were not on
visiting terms with the well-to-do and cultivatedXes. However, Herb was handsome,
he was pious, he was strong-willed, he wanted hed-she was in love.

"Mr. Clutter travels a great deal,” she said tede. "Oh, he's always headed
somewhere. Washington and Chicago and OklahomaKandas City - sometimes it
seems like he's never home. But wherever he geesrhembers how | dote on tiny
things." She unfolded a little paper fan. "He bratugpe this from San Francisco. It only
cost a penny. But isn't it pretty?"

The second year of the marriage, Eveanna was laomh,three years later,
Beverly; after each confinement the young motheat baperienced an inexplicable
despondency - seizures of grief that sent her warmglérom room to room in a hands
wringing daze. Between the births of Beverly andv®ya three more years elapsed, and
these were the years of the Sunday picnics androfrer excursions to Colorado, the
years when she really ran her own home and walsappy center of it. But with Nancy
and then with Kenyon, the pattern of postnatal éegion repeated itself, and following
the birth of her son, the mood of misery that deded never altogether lifted; it
lingered like a cloud that might rain or might n@he knew "good days," and
occasionally they accumulated into weeks, montis,even on the best of the good
days, those days when she was otherwise her "Hlt the affectionate and charming
Bonnie her friends cherished, she could not sumthensocial vitality her husband's
pyramiding activities required. He was a "joinea,"'born leader"; she was not and
stopped attempting to be. And so, along paths beddéy tender regard, by total
fidelity, they began to go their semi-separate wayss a public route, a march of
satisfying conquests, and hers a private one themteally wound through hospital
corridors. But she was not without hope. Trust mdGustained her, and from time to
time secular sources supplemented her faith infétthcoming mercy; she read of a
miracle medicine, heard of a new therapy, or, astmexently, decided to believe that a
"pinched nerve" was to blame.

"Little things really belong to you," she saidlding the fan. "They don't have to
be left behind. You can carry them in shoebox."

"Carry them where to?"
"Why, wherever you go. You might be gone for agidime."

Some years earlier Mrs. Clutter had traveled tchiva for two weeks of
treatment and remained two months. On the advice @dctor, who had thought the
experience would aid her to regain "a sense of @®gand usefulness,” she had taken
an apartment, then found a job - as a file clerthatY. W. C. A. Her husband, entirely
sympathetic, had encouraged the adventure, buiasihéiked it too well, so much that it
seemed to her unchristian, and the sense of ghédt is consequence developed
ultimately outweighed the experiment's therapeudice.



"Or you might never go home. And - it's importahvays to have with you
something of your own. That's really yours."

The doorbell rang. It was Jolene's mother.

Mrs. Clutter said, "Goodbye, dear," and presséalJdolene's hand the paper fan.
"It's only a penny thing - but it's pretty."

Afterward Mrs. Clutter was alone in the house. y@nand Mr. Clutter had
gone to Garden City; Gerald Van Vleet had leftttoe day; and the housekeeper, the
blessed Mrs. Helm to whom she could confide angthiid not come to work on
Saturdays. She might as well go back to bed - ¢lieshe so rarely abandoned that poor
Mrs. Helm had to battle for the chance to changénen twice a week.

There were four bedrooms on the second floor,teerd was the last at the end
of a spacious hall, which was bare except for &y lwal that had been bought for the
visits of her grandson. If cots were brought in #melhall was used as a dormitory, Mrs.
Clutter estimated, the house could accommodatetywgrests during the Thanksgiving
holidays; the others would have to lodge at maielsith neighbors. Among the Clutter
kinfolk the Thanksgiving get-together was an anntainabout to-do, and this year
Herb was the appointed host, so it had to be douecoinciding, as it did, with the
preparations for Beverly's wedding, Mrs. Cluttesmigired of surviving either project.
Both involved the necessity of making decisionspracess she had always disliked,
and had learned to dread, for when her husbandfi/as one of his business journeys
she was continually expected, in his absence, gplgisnap judgments concerning the
affairs of the farm, and it was unendurable, a emmtnWhat if she made a mistake?
What if Herb should be displeased? Better to |dvekliedroom door and pretend not to
hear, or say, as she sometimes did, "l can't. 't #oow. Please."

The room she so seldom left was austere; haddtidbeen made, a visitor might
have thought it permanently unoccupied. An oak laedalnut bureau, a bedside table -
nothing else except lamps, one curtained window,apicture of Jesus walking on the
water. It was as though by keeping this room impea§ by not importing her intimate
belongings but leaving them mingled with those ef husband, she lessened the
offense of not sharing his quarters. The only whedver in the bureau contained a jar
of Vick's Vaporub, Kleenex, an electric heating patumber of white nightgowns, and
white cotton socks. She always wore a pair of tleessks to bed, for she was always
cold. And, for the same reason, she habitually keptwindows closed. Summer before
last, on a sweltering August Sunday, when she wakided here, a difficult incident
had taken place. There were guests that day, p paftiends who had been invited to
the farm to pick mulberries, and among them wasn&iKidwell, Susan's mother. Like
most of the people who were often entertained byQlutters, Mrs. Kidwell accepted
the absence of the hostess without comment, anonass as was the custom, that she
was either "indisposed"” or "away in Wichita." Inyagvent, when the hour came to go
to the fruit orchard, Mrs. Kidwell declined; a cityed woman, easily fatigued, she
wished to remain indoors. Later, while she was @mgithe return of the mulberry
pickers, she heard the sound of weeping, hearthrolkeartbreaking. "Bonnie?" she
called, and ran up the stairs, ran down the haBdanie's room. When she opened it,



the heat gathered inside the room was like a sydaleful hand over her mouth; she
hurried to open a window. "Don't!" Bonnie cried'nilnot hot. I'm cold. I'm freezing.

Lord, Lord, Lord!" She flailed her arms. "Pleas@rd, don't let anybody see me this
way." Mrs. Kidwell sat down on the bed; she waniedold Bonnie in her arms, and
eventually Bonnie let herself be held. "Wilma," stad, "I've been listening to you,
Wilma. All of you. Laughing. Having a good timeml'missing out on everything. The
best years, the children - everything. A little ilghiand even Kenyon will be grown up -
a man.

And how will he remember me? As a kind of ghostinve." Now, on this final
day of her life, Mrs. Clutter hung in the closee thalico housedress she had been
wearing, and put on one of her trailing nightgownsl a fresh set of white socks. Then,
before retiring, she exchanged her ordinary glasses pair of reading spectacles.
Though she subscribed to several periodicals (tadids' Home Journal, McCalls,
Reader's Digest, and Together: Midmonth MagazimeMfethodist Families'), none of
these rested on the bedside table - only a Bibleodkmark lay between its pages, a
stiff piece of watered silk upon which an admomitizad been embroidered: "Take ye
heed, watch and pray: for ye know not when the isie

The two young men had little in common, but theg dot realize it, for they shared a
number of surface traits. Both, for example, wexstiflious, very attentive to hygiene
and the condition of their fingernails. After thgirease-monkey morning, they spent the
better part of an hour sprucing up in the lavatoiythe garage. Dick stripped to his
briefs was not quite the same as Dick fully clothkdthe latter state, he seemed a
flimsy dingy-blond youth of medium height, flestdeand perhaps sunken-chested;
disrobing revealed that he was nothing of the $wt, rather, an athlete constructed on
a welterweight scale. The tattooed face of a da lnd grinning, covered his right
hand; on one shoulder a blue rose blossomed. Markings, self-designed and self-
executed, ornamented his arms and torso: the headdoagon with a human skull
between its open jaws; bosomy nudes; a gremlindshimg a pitchfork; the word
peace accompanied by a cross radiating, in the &ronude strokes, rays of holy light;
and two sentimental concoctions- one a bouqudbufers dedicated to mother-dad, the
other a heart that celebrated the romance of DidkGarol, whom he had married when
he was nineteen, and from whom he had separategears later in order to "do the
right thing" by another young lady, the mother i youngest child. ("I have three boys
who | will definitely take care of,” he had written applying for parole. "My wife is
remarried. | have been married twice, only | dev@nt anything to do with my second
wife. ") But neither Dick's physique nor the inkgligry adorning it made as remarkable
an impression as his face, which seemed composexdisshatching parts. It was as
though his head had been halved like an apple, glnénogether a fraction off center.
Something of the kind had happened; the imperfeditypned features were the outcome
of a car collision in 1950 - an accident that le& long-jawed and narrow face tilted,
the left side rather lower than the right, with theults that the lips were slightly aslant,
the nose askew, and his eyes not only situatedeten levels but of uneven size, the
left eye being truly serpentine, with venomousklisiblue squint that although it was
involuntarily acquired, seemed nevertheless to wdiritter sediment at the bottom of



his nature. But Perry had told him, "The eye ddesmitter. Because you have a
wonderful smile. One of those smiles really worlk Was true that the tightening action
of a smile contracted his face into its correctportions, and made it possible to discern
a less unnerving personality - an American-styl@otgkid" with an outgrown crew cut,
sane enough but not too bright. (Actually, he waig/\intelligent. An . Q. test taken in
prison gave him a rating of 130; the average stibjegrison or out, scores between 90
and 110.)

Perry, too, had been maimed, and his injuriesgived in a motorcycle wreck,
were severer than Dick's; he had spent half aipeaiState of Washington hospital and
another six months on crutches, and though thedestihad occurred in 1952, his
chunky, dwarfish legs, broken in five places antifyply scarred, still pained him so
severely that he had become an aspirin addict. &Ml had fewer tattoos than his
companion, they were more elaborate - not theis#itted work of an amateur but
epics of art contrived by Honolulu and Yokohama teas Cookie, the name of a nurse
who had been friendly to him when he was hospedlizvas tattooed on his right
biceps. Blue-furred, orange-eyed, red-fanged, artgparled upon his left biceps; a
spitting snake, coiled around a dagger, slithere@gndhis arm; and elsewhere skulls
gleamed, a tombstone loomed, a chrysanthemum $loei

"0O. K., beauty. Put away the comb," said Dick,sdexl now and ready to go.
Having discarded his work uniform, he wore gray kibaa matching shirt, and, like
Perry, ankle-high black boots. Perry, who couldenefind trousers to fit his truncated
lower half, wore blue jeans rolled up at the bottmmd a leather windbreaker. Scrubbed,
combed, as tidy as two dudes setting off on a @odhbte, they went out to the car.

The distance between Olathe, a suburb of Kansgs &itd Holcomb, which might be
called a suburb of Garden City, is approximatelyrfoundred miles.

A town of eleven thousand, Garden City began akBegits founders soon
after the Civil War. An itinerant buffalo hunter,rMC. J. (Buffalo) Jones, had much to
do with its subsequent expansion from a collectbmuts and hitching posts into an
opulent ranching center with razzle-dazzle saloamsppera house, and the plushiest
hotel anywhere between Kansas City and Denver brief, a specimen of frontier
fanciness that rivaled a more famous settlemetytriiles east of it, Dodge City. Along
with Buffalo Jones, who lost his money and thenrhisd (the last years of his life were
spent haranguing street groups against the wamtterngination of the beasts he
himself had so profitably slaughtered), the glamsooir the past are today entombed.
Some souvenirs exist; a moderately colorful roncafinmercial buildings is known as
the Buffalo Block, and the once splendid Windsortéfiowith its still splendid high-
ceilinged saloon and its atmosphere of spittoort @otted palms, endures amid the
variety stores and supermarkets as a Main Streefrark - one comparatively un-
patronized, for the Windsor's dark, huge chambrdsexhoing hallways, evocative as
they are, cannot compete with the air-conditioneterities offered at the trim little
Hotel Warren, or with the Wheat Lands Motel's indial television sets and "Heated
Swimming Pool."



Anyone who has made the coast-to-coast journeysacAmerica, whether by
train or by car, has probably passed through Ga@isn but it is reasonable to assume
that few travelers remember the event. It seems gosther fair-sized town in the
middle - almost the exact middle - of the contiértnited States. Not that the
inhabitants would tolerate such an opinion - peshaghtly. Though they may overstate
the case ("Look all over the world, and you womtffriendlier people or fresher air or
sweeter drinking water," and "I could go to Denaetriple the salary, but I've got five
kids, and | figure there's no better place to r&ids than right here. Swell schools with
every kind of sport. We even have a junior collégad "I came out here to practice
law. A temporary thing, | never planned to stayt Bhen the chance came to move, |
thought, Why go? What the hell for? Maybe it's New York - but who wants New
York? Good neighbors, people who care about eabbrothat's what counts. And
everything else a decent man needs - we've got tiat Beautiful churches. A golf
course"), the newcomer to Garden City, once healdfssted to the nightly after eight
silence of Main Street, discovers much to suppbé& tefensive boastings of the
citizenry: a well run public library, a competerdilg newspaper, green-lawned and
shady squares here and there, placid resident&gdtstwhere animals and children are
safe to run free, a big, rambling park completéhvaeitsmall menagerie ("See the Polar
Bears!"

"See Penny the Elephant!"), and a swimming poat dtonsumes several acres
("World's Largest FREE Swim-pool!"). Such accessgriand the dust and the winds
and the ever calling train whistles, add up to a@nib town" that is probably
remembered with nostalgia by those who have lefartd that for those who have
remained, provides a sense of roots and contentment

Without exception, Garden Citians deny that thpypation of the town can be
socially graded ("No, sir. Nothing like that hefdl equal, regardless of wealth, color,
or creed. Everything the way it ought to be in anderacy; that's us"), but, of course,
class distinctions are as clearly observed, andlealy observable, as in any other
human hive. A hundred miles west and one would bieod the "Bible Belt,” that
gospel-haunted strip of American territory in whighman must, if only for business
reasons, take his religion with the straightediacks, but in Finney County one is still
within the Bible Belt borders, and therefore a pals church affiliation is the most
important factor influencing his class status. Anbination of Baptists, Methodists, and
Roman Catholics would account for eighty percenthef county's devout, yet among
the elite - the businessmen, bankers, lawyers,ighys, and more prominent ranchers
who tenant the top drawer - Preshbyterians and Bp@&@ns predominate. An
occasional Methodist is welcomed, and once in demdiDemocrat infiltrates, but on
the whole the Establishment is composed of rigimgwRRepublicans of the Presbyterian
and Episcopalian faiths.

As an educated man successful in his profess@anaeminent Republican and
church leader - even though of the Methodist churbtr. Clutter was entitled to rank
among the local patricians, but just as he had mpmeed the Garden City Country
Club, he had never sought to associate with tlgnireg coterie. Quite the contrary, for
their pleasures were not his; he had no use fa games, golf, cocktails, or buffet
suppers served at ten - or, indeed, for any pastiat he felt did not "accomplish



something." Which is why, instead of being partojolfing foursome on this shining
Saturday, Mr. Clutter was acting as chairman ofeetng of the Finney County 4-H
Club. (4-H stands for "Head, Heart, Hands, Heal#nt the club motto claims "We
learn to do by doing." It is a national organizafiavith overseas branches, whose
purpose is to help those living in rural areas d #re children particularly - develop
practical abilities and moral character. Nancy a&ehyon had been conscientious
members from the age of six.) Toward the end ofntleeting, Mr. Clutter said, "Now |
have something to say concerning one of our adelhbers." His eyes singled out a
chubby Japanese woman surrounded by four chublandap children. "You all know
Mrs. Hulco Ashida. Know how the Ashidas moved h&@m Colorado - started
farming out to Holcomb two years ago. A fine famitiie kind of people Holcomb's
lucky to have. As anyone will tell you. Anyone whas been sick and had Mrs. Ashida
walk nobody can calculate how many miles to brimgm some of the wonderful soups
she makes. Or the flowers she grows where you wdutckpect a flower could grow.
And last year at the county fair you will recalvhonuch she contributed to the success
of the 4-H exhibits. So | want to suggest we hoMos. Ashida with an award at our
Achievement Banquet next Tuesday."

Her children tugged at her, punched her; the oloeg shouted, "Hey, Ma, that's
you!" But Mrs. Ashida was bashful; she rubbed hgrsewith her baby-plump hands
and laughed. She was the wife of a tenant farnher;farm, an especially wind-swept
and lonesome one, was halfway between Garden Qity Holcomb. After 4-H
conferences, Mr. Clutter usually drove the Ashidasie, and he did so today.

"Gosh, that was a jolt," said Mrs. Ashida as thalyed along Route 50 in Mr.
Clutter's pickup truck. "Seems like I'm always tkiag you, Herb. But thanks." She had
met him on her second day in Finney County; it Wesday before Halloween, and he
and Kenyon had come to call, bringing a load of pkims and squash. All through that
first hard year, gifts had arrived, of produce tha Ashidas had not yet planted -
baskets of asparagus, lettuce. And Nancy oftenghitoBabe by for the children to ride.
"You know, in most ways, this is the best placevea&ver lived. Hideo says the same.
We sure hate to think about leaving. Starting efiragain.”

"Leaving?" protested Mr. Clutter, and slowed the c

"Well, Herb. The farm here, the people we're wagkfor - Hideo thinks we
could do better. Maybe in Nebraska. But nothing'gled. It's just talk so far." Her
hearty voice, always on the verge of laughter, m#de melancholy news sound
somehow cheerful, but seeing that she had sadddéne@lutter, she turned to other
matters. "Herb, give me a man's opinion," she sdé. and the kids, we've been saving
up, we want to give Hideo something on the gradd $r Christmas. What he needs is
teeth. Now, if your wife was to give you three gadsbth, would that strike you as a
wrong kind of present? | mean, asking a man tog@hristmas in the dentist's chair?"

"You beat all. Don't ever try to get away fromdewe'll hogtie you," said Mr.
Clutter. "Yes, yes, by all means gold teeth. WasIidée tickled."



His reaction delighted Mrs. Ashida, for she kneewyould not approve her plan
unless he meant it; he was a gentleman. She had keewn him to "act the Squire,"
or to take advantage or break a promise. She \@htorobtain a promise now. "Look,
Herb. At the banquet - no speeches, huh? Not forYoe, you're different. The way
you can stand up and talk to hundreds of peopleu3énds. And be so easy - convince
anybody about whatever. Just nothing scares yduwe" said, commenting upon a
generally recognized quality of Mr. Clutter's: arfless self-assurance that set him apatrt,
and while it created respect, also limited theaiftms of others a little. "I can't imagine
you afraid. No matter what happened, you'd talk yeay out of it."

By midafternoon the black Chevrolet had reached @&rmap Kansas - a large town,
almost a city, and a safe place, so the occupdritseccar had decided, to do a bit of
shopping. They parked on a side street, then waddabout until a suitably crowded
variety store presented itself.

The first purchase was a pair of rubber glovess¢hwere for Perry, who, unlike
Dick, had neglected to bring old gloves of his own.

They moved on to a counter displaying women'sdrgsia spell of indecisive
quibbling, Perry said, "I'm for it."

Dick was not. "What about my eye? They're alllighbt colored to hide that."

"Miss," said Perry, attracting a salesgirl's ditan "You got any black
stockings?" When she told him no, he proposed ey try another store. "Black's
foolproof."

But Dick had made up his mind: stockings of angdghwere unnecessary, an
encumbrance, a useless expense ("lI've already t@d/esnough money in this
operation"), and, after all, anyone they encounteveuld not live to bear witness. "No
witnesses," he reminded Perry, for what seemecdeto/Rhe millionth time. It rankled
in him, the way Dick mouthed those two words, amitfh they solved every problem; it
was stupid not to admit that there might be a ve$néhey hadn't seen. "The ineffable
happens, things do take a turn,” he said. But Dsokling boastfully, boyishly, did not
agree: "Get the bubbles out of your blood. Nothiagn go wrong." No. Because the
plan was Dick's, and from first footfall to findlence, flawlessly devised.

Next they were interested in rope. Perry studnedstock, tested it. Having once
served in the Merchant Marine, he understood ropevaas clever with knots. He chose
a white nylon cord, as strong as wire and not nthatker. They discussed how many
yards of it they required. The question irritatecck) for it was part of a greater
guandary, and he could not, despite the allegeteq®n of his over-all design, be
certain of the answer. Eventually, he said, "Chhistv the hell should | know?"

"You damn well better."



Dick tried. "There's him. Her. The kid and thel.gknd maybe the other two.
But it's Saturday. They might have guests. Letisnt@n eight, or even twelve. The
only sure thing is everyone of them has got to go."

"Seems like a lot of it. To be so sure about."
"Ain't that what | promised you, honey - plentythadir on them-those walls?"
Perry shrugged. "Then we'd better buy the whdlée' ro

It was a hundred yards long - quite enough foilvee

Kenyon had built the chest himself: a mahogany tapest, lined with cedar, which he
intended to give Beverly as a wedding present. Nearking on it in the so-called den

in the basement, he applied a last coat of vardikk. furniture of the den, a cement-
floored room that ran the length of the house, isbed almost entirely of examples of
his carpentry (shelves, tables, stools, a ping-gahte) and Nancy's needlework (chintz
slip covers that rejuvenated a decrepit couchamst pillows bearing legends: happy?
and You don't have to be crazy to live here bheips). Together, Kenyon and Nancy
had made a paint-splattered attempt to deprivéb#isement room of its un-removable
dourness, and neither was aware of failure. In faety both thought their den a triumph
and a blessing - Nancy because it was a place wdlerecould entertain "the gang”
without disturbing her mother, and Kenyon becausee the could be alone, free to
bang, saw, and mess with his "inventions," the ewé which was an electric deep-
dish frying pan. Adjoining the den was a furnacemo which contained a tool-littered

table piled with some of his other works-in-progresan amplifying unit, an elderly

wind-up Victrola that he was restoring to service.

Kenyon resembled neither of his parents physichls/crew-cut hair was hemp-
colored, and he was six feet tall and lanky, thohgfty enough to have once rescued a
pair of full-grown sheep by carrying them two mitbsough a blizzard - sturdy, strong,
but cursed with a lanky boy's lack of muscular editation. This defect, aggravated by
an inability to function without glasses, preventeoh from taking more than a token
part in those team sports (basketball, basebait)viere the main occupation of most of
the boys who might have been his friends. He hdylame close friend - Bob Jones, the
son of Taylor Jones, whose ranch was a mile weshefClutter home. Out in rural
Kansas, boys start driving cars very young; Kemyas eleven when his father allowed
him to buy, with money he had earned raising sheeppld truck with a Model A
engine - the Coyote Wagon, he and Bob called it.falofrom River Valley Farm there
is a mysterious stretch of countryside known asSthied Hills; it is like a beach without
an ocean, and at night coyotes slink among thegJ@assembling in hordes to howl. On
moonlit evenings the boys would descend upon thesh,them running, and try to
outrace them in the wagon; they seldom did, forsttrawniest coyote can hit fifty miles
an hour, whereas the wagon's top speed was thigy{jut it was a wild and beautiful
kind of fun, the wagon skidding across the sanel filkeing coyotes framed against the
moon - as Bob said, it sure made your heart hurry.



Equally intoxicating, and more profitable, were tlabbit roundups the two boys
conducted: Kenyon was a good shot and his friebetter one, and between them they
sometimes delivered half a hundred rabbits to ttabbit factory” - a Garden City
processing plant that paid ten cents a head forathmals, which were then quick-
frozen and shipped to mink growers. But what meaos$t to Kenyon - and Bob, too -
was their weekend, overnight hunting hikes alorey shores of the river: wandering,
wrapping up in blankets, listening at sunrise fa hoise of wings, moving toward the
sound on tiptoe, and then, sweetest of all, swaggdromeward with a dozen duck
dinners swinging on their belts. But lately thirlgad changed between Kenyon and his
friend. They had not quarreled, there had been wer dalling-out, nothing had
happened except that Bob, who was sixteen, hatedtdgoing with a girl," which
meant that Kenyon, a year younger and still vergimihe adolescent bachelor, could
no longer count on his companionship. Bob told Hihen you're my age, you'll feel
different. | used to think the same as you: Womsa what? But then you get to talking
to some woman, and it's mighty nice. You'll seeénifon doubted it; he could not
conceive of ever wanting to waste an hour on anytlgat might be spent with guns,
horses, tools, machinery, even a book. If Bob wesvailable, then he would rather be
alone, for in temperament he was not in the least@lutter's son but rather Bonnie's
child, a sensitive and reticent boy. His contempesathought him "stand-offish," yet
forgave him, saying, "Oh, Kenyon. It's just thatlikes in a world of his own."

Leaving the varnish to dry, he went on to anotifere - one that took him out-
of-doors. He wanted to tidy up his mother's flowgarden, a treasured patch of
disheveled foliage that grew beneath her bedroamdevi. When he got there, he found
one of the hired men loosening earth with a spa@&aul Helm, the husband of the
housekeeper.

"Seen that car?" Mr. Helm asked.

Yes, Kenyon had seen a car in the driveway - g Brack, standing outside the
entrance to his father's office.

"Thought you might know who it was."

"Not unless it's Mr. Johnson. Dad said he was etqug him."

Mr. Helm (the late Mr. Helm; he died of a stroke tfollowing March) was a
somber man in his late fifties whose withdrawn nerwveiled a nature keenly curious
and watchful; he liked to know what was going dWhich Johnson?"

"The insurance fellow."

Mr. Helm grunted. "Your dad must be laying in act of it. That car's been here
I'd say three hours."

The chill of oncoming dusk shivered through the and though the sky was
still deep blue, lengthening shadows emanated fiteengarden's tall chrysanthemum
stalks; Nancy's cat frolicked among them, catchtagpaws in the twine with which



Kenyon and the old man were now tying plants. SalydéNancy herself came jogging
across the fields aboard fat Babe - Babe, returfrimm her Saturday treat, a bathe in
the river. Teddy, the dog, accompanied them, ahdhetde were water-splashed and
shining.

"You'll catch cold," Mr. Helm said.

Nancy laughed; she had never been ill - not o8kding off Babe, she sprawled
on the grass at the edge of the garden and se&edah dangled him above her, and
kissed his nose and whiskers.

Kenyon was disgusted. "Kissing animals on the imdut
"You used to kiss Skeeter," she reminded him.

"Skeeter was a horse" A beautiful horse, a strasytstallion he had raised from
a foal. How that Skeeter could take a fence! "Yea & horse too hard," his father had
cautioned him. "One day you'll ride the life outSkeeter." And he had; while Skeeter
was streaking down a road with his master astrie his heart failed, and he stumbled
and was dead. Now, a year later, Kenyon still medrhim, even though his father,
taking pity on him, had promised him the pick okngpring's foals.

"Kenyon?" Nancy said. "Do you think Tracy will bable to talk? By
Thanksgiving?" Tracy, not yet a year old, was heplrew, the son of Eveanna, the
sister to whom she felt particularly close. (Beyanas Kenyon's favorite.) "It would
thrill me to pieces to hear him say 'Aunt Nancy."@ncle Kenyon. 'Wouldn't you like
to hear him say that? | mean, don't you love bamgncle? Kenyon? Good grief, why
can't you ever answer me?"

"Because you're silly," he said, tossing her teadhof a flower, a wilted dahlia,
which she jammed into her hair.

Mr. Helm picked up his spade. Crows cawed, sundeas near, but his home
was not; the lane of Chinese elms had turned irtt;mael of darkening green, and he
lived at the end of it, half a mile away. "Evenihbe said, and started his journey. But
once he looked back. "And that,” he was to tedtiiy next day, "was the last | seen
them. Nancy leading old Babe off to the barn. Likaid, nothing out of the ordinary."

The black Chevrolet was again parked, this tim&ant of a Catholic hospital on the
outskirts of Emporia. Under continued needling @@ your trouble. You think there's
only one right way - Dick's way"), Dick had surremeld. While Perry waited in the car,
he had gone into the hospital to try and buy a pablack stockings from a nun. This
rather unorthodox method of obtaining them had deemy's inspiration; nuns, he had
argued, were certain to have a supply.



The notion presented one drawback, of course:,ramt anything pertaining to
them, were bad luck, and Perry was most respeatfhis superstitions. (Some others
were the number 15, red hair, white flowers, psesbssing a road, snakes appearing in
a dream.) Still, it couldn't be helped. The compely superstitious person is also very
often a serious believer in fate; that was the eagePerry. He was here, and embarked
on the present errand, not because he wished tutbecause fate had arranged the
matter; he could prove it - though he had no intenof doing so, at least within Dick's
hearing, for the proof would involve his confessihg true and secret motive behind
his return to Kansas, a piece of parole violatierhad decided upon for a reason quite
unrelated to Dick's "score" or Dick's summoningdet The reason was that several
weeks earlier he had learned that on Thursday, iMbee 12, another of his former
cellmates was being released from Kansas StatéeRgary at Lansing, and "more than
anything in the world," he desired a reunion whistman, his "real and only friend,"
the "brilliant" Willie-Jay.

During the first of his three years in prison, fydrad observed Willie-Jay from
a distance, with interest but with apprehensiomrié wished to be thought a tough
specimen, intimacy with Willie-Jay seemed unwise Was the chaplain's clerk, a
slender Irishman with prematurely gray hair and/graelancholy eyes. His tenor voice
was the glory of the prison's choir. Even Perrgutth he was contemptuous of any
exhibition of piety, felt "upset” when he heard \WéHJay sing "The Lord's Prayer"; the
hymn's grave language sung in so credulous a spoited him, made him wonder a
little at the justice of his contempt. Eventuallypdded by a slightly alerted religious
curiosity, he approached Willie-Jay, and the chafdaclerk, at once responsive,
thought he divined in the cripple-legged body betildith the misty gaze and the prim,
smoky voice "a poet, something rare and savable."afbition to "bring this boy to
God" engulfed him. His hopes of succeeding acctddrashen one day Perry produced
a pastel drawing he had made - a large, in no welynically naive portrait of Jesus.
Lansing's Protestant chaplain, the Reverend Jawm&s $0 valued it that he hung it in
his office, where it hangs still: a slick and pye8aviour, with full lips and grieving
eyes. The picture was the climax of Perry's neway \earnest spiritual quest, and,
ironically, the termination of it; he adjudged lessus "a piece of hypocrisy,” an attempt
to "fool and betray" Willie-Jay, for he was as uneimced of God as ever. Yet should
he admit this and risk forfeiting the one friendovhad ever "truly understood” him?
(Hod, Joe, Jesse, travelers straying through adwetere last names were seldom
exchanged, these had been his "buddies" - nevamanlike Willie-Jay, who was in
Perry's opinion, "way above average intellectualberceptive as a well-trained
psychologist." How was it possible that so gifteshan had wound up in Lansing? That
was what amazed Perry. The answer, which he knéwepcted as "an evasion of the
deeper, the human question,” was plain to simplerdsn the chaplain's clerk, then
thirty-eight, was a thief, a small-scale robber wh@r a period of twenty years had
served sentences in five different states.) Pexpydeed to speak out: he was sorry, but it
was not for him - heaven, hell, saints, divine igerand if Willie-Jay's affection was
founded on the prospect of Perry's some day joihingat the foot of the Cross, then
he was deceived and their friendship false, a eoteit, like the portrait.

As usual, Willie-Jay understood; disheartened ot disenchanted, he had
persisted in courting Perry's soul until the dayjt®possessor's parole and departure, on



the eve of which he wrote Perry a farewell lettenpse last paragraph ran: "You are a
man of extreme passion, a hungry man not quite whexe his appetite lies, a deeply
frustrated man striving to project his individugliagainst a backdrop of rigid
conformity. You exist in a half-world suspendedvibetn two superstructures, one self-
expression and the other self-destruction. Yousamng, but there is a flaw in your
strength, and unless you learn to control it trewvfl'will prove stronger than your
strength and defeat you. The flaw? Explosive emalioeaction out of all proportion to
the occasion. Why? Why this unreasonable angéeatight of others who are happy or
content, this growing contempt for people and tksiré to hurt them? All right, you
think they're fools, you despise them because thenals, their happiness is the source
of your frustration and resentment. But these asadful enemies you carry within
yourself - in time destructive as bullets. Merdijula bullet kills its victim. This other
bacteria, permitted to age, does not kill a man Ibaves in its wake the hulk of a
creature torn and twisted; there is still fire withis being but it is kept alive by casting
upon it faggots of scorn and hate. He may succlgsiacumulate, but he does not
accumulate success, for he is his own enemy arkeps from truly enjoying his
achievements."

Perry, flattered to be the subject of this sernt@d let Dick read it, and Dick,
who took a dim view of Willie-Jay, had called tredtér "just more of Billy Graham
cracker's hooey," adding, " 'Faggots of scorn!'sHeé faggot.” Of course, Perry had
expected this reaction, and secretly he welcoméddritis friendship with Dick, whom
he had scarcely known until his final few monthd_ansing, was an outgrowth of, and
counterbalance to, the intensity of his admirafmmthe chaplain's clerk. Perhaps Dick
was "shallow," or even, as Willie-Jay claimed, faeiaus blusterer.” All the same, Dick
was full of fun, and he was shrewd, a realist, bet ‘through things," there were no
clouds in his head or straw in his hair. Moreowsijke Willie-Jay, he was not critical
of Perry's exotic aspirations; he was willing tstdin, catch fire, share with him those
visions of "guaranteed treasure" lurking in Mexicaas, Brazilian jungles.

After Perry's parole, four months elapsed, momthgttling around in a fifth-
hand, hundred-dollar Ford, rolling from Reno to L®egas, from Bellingham,
Washington, to Buhl, Idaho, and it was in Buhl, véhbe had found temporary work as
a truck driver, that Dick's letter reached him:i&Rd P., Came out in August, and after
you left | met Someone, you do not know him, bupbhéme on to something we could
bring off beautiful. A cinch, the Perfect scoreUsitil then Perry had not imagined that
he would ever see Dick again. Or Willie-Jay. Buéythhad both been much in his
thoughts, and especially the latter, who in meni@ag grown ten feet tall, a gray-haired
wise man haunting the hallways of his mind. "Yousme the negative," Willie-Jay had
informed him once, in one of his lectures. "You waot to give a damn, to exist
without responsibility, without faith or friends ararmth."

In the solitary, comfortless course of his recérittings, Perry had over and
over again reviewed this indictment, and had detitdeas unjust. He did give a damn
- but who had ever given a damn about him? Hisef&ttyes, up to a point. A girl or
two - but that was "a long story." No one else @xd&illie-Jay himself. And only
Willie-Jay had ever recognized his worth, his pttdities, had acknowledged that he



was not just an under-sized, over muscled halfdhrédead seen him, for all the
moralizing, as he saw himself - "exceptional,”

||rare1u

"artistic.” In Willie-Jay his vanity had found soqrt, his sensibility shelter, and
the four-month exile from this high-carat appreciathad made it more alluring than
any dream of buried gold. So when he received Bickitation, and realized that the
date Dick proposed for his coming to Kansas moréess coincided with the time of
Willie-Jay's release, he knew what he must do. Healto Las Vegas, sold his junk-
heap car, packed his collection of maps, old Ietteranuscripts, and books, and bought
a ticket for a Greyhound bus. The journey's afténveas up to fate; if (things didn't
"work out with Willie-Jay," then he might "consid®&ick's proposition." As it turned
out, the choice was between Dick and nothing, foemvPerry's bus reached Kansas
City, on the evening of November 12, Willie-Jay,omh he'd been unable to advise of
his coming, had already left town - left, in faohly five hours earlier, from the same
terminal at which Perry arrived. That much he heathed by telephoning the Reverend
Mr. Post, who further discouraged him by declintogreveal his former clerk's exact
destination. "He's headed East," the chaplain $&mlfine opportunities. A decent job,
and a home with some good people who are willingetp him." And Perry, hanging
up, had felt "dizzy with anger and disappointment.”

But what, he wondered when the anguish subsidatdihe really expected from
a reunion (with Willie-Jay? Freedom had separatedit as free men, they had nothing
in common, were opposites, who could never havedédra "team" - certainly not one
capable of embarking on the skin-diving south-@&-torder adventures he and Dick
had plotted. Nevertheless, if he had not missedidAdby, if they could have been
together for even an hour, Perry was quite condncgst "knew" - that he would not
now be loitering outside a hospital waiting for Rito emerge with a pair of black
stockings.

Dick returned empty-handed. "No go," he announeeth a furtive casualness
that made Perry suspicious.

"Are you sure? Sure you even asked?"
"Sure | did."

"l don't believe you. | think you went in therayrfy around a couple of minutes,
and came out."

"0O. K., sugar - whatever you say." Dick started tar. After they had traveled
in silence awhile, Dick patted Perry on the knéev,"come on," he said. "It was a puky
idea. What the hell would they have thought? Meyioay in there like it was a god-dam
five-'n'-dime..."

Perry said, "Maybe it's just as well. Nuns aread-luck bunch.”



The Garden City representative of New York Lifeurace smiled as he watched Mr.
Clutter uncap a Parker pen and open a checkbookwva$ereminded of a local jest:
"Know what they say about you, Herb? Say, 'Sinaectts went to a dollar-fifty, Herb
writes the barber a check.™

"That's correct,” replied Mr. Clutter. Like royalthe was famous for never
carrying cash. "That's the way | do business. Wtaise tax fellows come poking
around, canceled checks are your best friend."

With the check written but not yet signed, he ®Aéd back in his desk chair and
seemed to ponder. The agent, a stocky, somewlditrasther informal man named Bob
Johnson, hoped his client wasn't having last-mimlgebts. Herb was hard-headed, a
slow man to make a deal; Johnson had worked oyeanto clinch this sale. But, no,
his customer was merely experiencing what Johnsdledc the Solemn Moment - a
phenomenon familiar to insurance salesmen. The mbadman insuring his life is not
unlike that of a man signing his will; thoughtsroértality must occur.

"Yes, yes," said Mr. Clutter, as though conversiith himself. "I've plenty to
be grateful for - wonderful things in my life." Fned documents commemorating
milestones in his career gleamed against the wakalls of his office: a college
diploma, a map of River Valley Farm, agriculturalaads, an ornate certificate bearing
the signatures of Dwight D. Eisenhower and JohntdfoBulles, which cited his
services to the Federal Farm Credit Board. "The.Rde've been lucky there. Shouldn't
say it, but I'm real proud of them. Take KenyongiRinow he kind of leans toward
being an engineer, or a scientist, but you calh'trte my boy's not a born rancher. God
willing, he'll run this place someday. You ever raweanna’s husband? Don Jarchow?
Veterinarian. | can't tell you how much | thinktbft boy. Vere, too. Vere English - the
boy my girl Beverly had the good sense to settlelibanything ever happened to me,
I'm sure | could trust those fellows to take resplitity; Bonnie by herself - Bonnie
wouldn't be able to carry on an operation like.this

Johnson, a veteran at listening to ruminationthisf sort, knew it was time to
intervene. "Why, Herb," he said. "You're a youngnmigorty-eight. And from the looks
of you, from what the medical report tells us, wdikely to have you around a couple
of weeks more."

Mr. Clutter straightened, reached again for his. g&ell the truth, | feel pretty
good. And pretty optimistic. I've got an idea a ncanld make some real money around
here the next few years." While outlining his schkerfor future financial betterment, he
signed the check and pushed it across his desk.

The time was ten past six, and the agent was asxm go; his wife would be
waiting supper. "It's been a pleasure, Herb."

"Same here, fellow."



They shook hands. Then, with a merited sensectdnyi, Johnson picked up Mr.
Clutter's check and deposited it in his billfold.was the first payment on a forty-
thousand-dollar policy that in the event of deathdzcidental means, paid double
indemnity.

"And He walks with me, and He talks with me, And tafls me | am His own, And the
joy we share as we tarry there, None other haslenaxn..."

With the aid of his guitar, Perry had sung himgetb a happier humor. He
knew the lyrics of some two hundred hymns and Hallaa repertoire ranging from
"The Old Rugged Cross" to Cole Porter - and, intamdto the guitar, he could play the
harmonica, the accordion, the banjo, and the xyaphIn one of his favorite theatrical
fantasies, his stage name was Perry O'Parsonar aisd billed himself as "The One-
Man Symphony."

Dick said, "How about a cocktail?"

Personally, Perry didn't care what he drank, 'mias not much of a drinker.
Dick, however, was choosy, and in bars his usuaicehwas an Orange Blossom. From
the car's glove compartment Perry fetched a pintldb@ontaining a ready-mixed
compound of orange flavoring and vodka. They paskedbottle to and fro. Though
dusk had established itself, Dick, doing a steaxty sniles an hour, was still driving
without headlights, but then the road was straigig, country was as level as a lake,
and other cars were seldom sighted. This was hauet - or getting near it.

"Christ!" said Perry, glaring at the landscapat ind limitless under the sky's
cold, lingering green - empty and lonesome exceptttie far between flickerings of
farmhouse lights. He hated it, as he hated the Sekains, the Nevada desert; spaces
horizontal and sparsely inhabited had always inducénim a depression accompanied
by agoraphobic sensations. Seaports were his sieatight - crowded, clanging, ship-
clogged, sewage-scented cities, like Yokohama, evlaaran American Army private
he'd spent summer during the Korean War. "Chrighd they told me to keep away
from Kansas! Never set my pretty foot here agaithadugh they were barring me from
heaven. And just look at it. Just feast your eyes."

Dick handed him the bottle, the contents redugetidif. "Save the rest,” Dick
said. "We may need it."

"Remember, Dick? All that talk about getting a tfohwas thinking - we could
buy a boat in Mexico. Something cheap but sturdyd &ve could go to Japan. Sail right
across the Pacific, been done - thousands of péaple done it. I'm not conning you,
Dick - you'd go for Japan. Wonderful, gentle pepplgh manners like flowers. Really
considerate - not just out for your dough. And tih@men. You've never met a real
woman..."



"Yes, | have," said Dick, who claimed still to belove with his honey-blond
first wife though she had remarried.

"There are these baths. One place called the DR@wh You stretch out, and
beautiful, knockout-type girls come and scrub yeadhto toe."

"You told me." Dick's tone was curt.
"So? Can't | repeat myself?"
"Later. Let's talk about it later. Hell, man, I'get plenty on my mind."

Dick switched on the radio; Perry switched it dffnoring Dick's protest, he
strummed his guitar: "I came to the garden alortéleathe dew was still on the roses,
And the voice | hear, falling on my ear, The Sorsoid discloses..."

A full moon was forming at the edge of the sky.

The following Monday, while giving evidence priar taking a lie-detector test, young
Bobby Rupp described his last visit to the Clulteme: "There was a full moon, and |
thought maybe, if Nancy wanted to, we might godadrive - drive out to McKinney
Lake. Or go to the movies in Garden City. But wheralled her - it must have been
about ten of seven - she said she'd have to adlatier. Then she came back, and said
the answer was no - because we'd stayed out sdhitaight before. But said why
didn't | come over and watch television. I've speeit of time at the Clutters' watching
television. See, Nancy's the only girl | ever dat&tiknown her all my life; we'd gone
to school together from the first grade. Always,l@sg as | can remember, she was
pretty and popular - a person, even when she wé#eakid. | mean, she just made
everybody feel good about themselves. The firsé tirdated her was when we were in
the eighth grade. Most of the boys in our classta@mo take her to the eighth-grade
graduation dance, and | was surprised, | was ppetiyd - when she said she would go
with me. We were both twelve. My dad lent me the ead | drove her to the dance.
The more | saw her, the more | liked her; the wtiahaily, too - there wasn't any other
family like them, not around here, not that | knofv Mr. Clutter may have been more
strict about some things - religion, and so on t i never tried to make you feel he
was right and you were wrong.

"We live three miles west of the Clutter placeiskd to walk it back and forth,
but | always worked summers, and last year I'd d@reugh to buy my own car, a '55
Ford. So | drove over there, got there a littleeiateven. | didn't see anybody on the
road or on the lane that leads up to the housanyibody outside. Just old Teddy. He
barked at me. The lights were on downstairs inliWiag room and in Mr. Clutter's
office. The second floor was dark, and | figuredsMElutter must be asleep - if she was
home. You never knew whether she was or not, arvér asked. But | found out | was
right, because later in the evening Kenyon wantegractice his horn, he played
baritone horn in the school band - and Nancy tatd ot to, because he would wake up



Mrs. Clutter. Anyway, when | got there they haddired supper and Nancy had cleaned
up, put all the dishes in the dishwasher, and hibeet of them - the two kids and Mr.
Clutter - were in the living room. So we sat arolikd any other night-Nancy and | on
the couch, and Mr. Clutter in his chair, the stdfi@cker. He wasn't watching the
television so much as he was reading a book - @e'RBoy," one of Kenyon's books.
Once he went out to the kitchen and came back twithapples; he offered one to me,
but I didn't want it, so he ate them both. He had/wvhite teeth; he said apples were
why. Nancy - Nancy was wearing socks and soft slippblue jeans, | think a green
sweater; she was wearing a gold wristwatch and Bn lbracelet | gave her last January
for her sixteenth birthday - with on one side anderon the other - and she had on a
ring, some little silver thing she bought a sumago, when she went to Colorado with
the Kidwells. It wasn't my ring - our ring. Seecauple of weeks back she got sore at
me and said she was going to take off our ringafarhile. When your girl does that, it
means you're on probation. | mean, sure, we hask$us everybody does, all the kids
that go steady. What happened was | went to tlesdis wedding, the reception, and
drank a beer, one bottle of beer, and Nancy gbetr about it. Some tattle told her |
was roaring drunk. Well, she was stone, wouldrytleglo for a week. But lately we'd
been getting on good as ever, and | believe sheaivast ready to wear our ring again.

"O. K. The first show was called 'The Man and ikeallenge.’" Channel 11.
About some fellows in the Arctic. Then we saw a Weg and after that a spy
adventure - 'Five Fingers.'

'‘Mike Hammer' came on at nine-thirty. Then the seBut Kenyon didn't like
anything, mostly because we wouldn't let him pitle tprograms. He criticized
everything and Nancy kept telling him to hush upey always quibbled, but actually
they were very close - closer than most brother$ sisters. | guess partly it was
because they'd been alone together so much, whhtMrs. Clutter away and Mr.
Clutter gone to Washington, or wherever. | know &laloved Kenyon very specially,
but | don't think even she, or anybody, exactlyarstbod him. He seemed to be off
somewhere. You never knew what he was thinkingeneven knew if he was looking
at you - on account of he was slightly cockeyedn&geople said he was a genius, and
maybe it was true. He sure did read a lot. Bug likay, he was restless; he didn't want
to watch the TV, he wanted to practice his horrd amen Nancy wouldn't let him, |
remember Mr. Clutter told him why didn't he go dotenthe basement, the recreation
room, where nobody could hear him. But he didntitwa do that, either.

"The phone rang once. Twice? Gosh, | can't remenibecept that once the
phone rang and Mr. Clutter answered it in his effithe door was open - that sliding
door between the living room and the office - arteard him say 'Van,' so | knew he
was talking to his partner, Mr. Van Vleet, and kgt him say that he had a headache
but that it was getting better. And said he'd see &n Vleet on Monday. When he
came back - yes, the Mike Hammer was just overe Fninutes of news. Then the
weather report. Mr. Clutter always perked up whea weather report came on. It's all
he ever really waited for. Like the only thing thiaterested me was the sports - which
came on next. After the sports ended, that wadhiety; and | got up to go. Nancy
walked me out. We talked a while, and made a dag® tto the movies Sunday night - a
picture all the girls were looking forward to, Bli@enim. Then she ran back in the



house, and | drove away. It was as clear as dag mibon was so bright - and cold and
kind of windy; a lot of tumbleweed blowing abouwtBhat's all I saw. Only now when

| think back, I think somebody must have been Igdimere. Maybe down among the
trees. Somebody just waiting for me to leave."

The travelers stopped for dinner at a restaura@regmat Bend. Perry, down to his last
fifteen dollars, was ready to settle for root baed a sandwich, but Dick said no, they
needed a solid "tuck-in," and never mind the ctis, tab was his. They ordered two
steaks medium rare, baked potatoes, French frieg, énions, succotash, side dish of
macaroni and hominy, salad with Thousand Islandsing, cinnamon rolls, apple pie

and ice cream, and coffee. To top it off, theytedia drugstore and selected cigars; in
the same drugstore, they also bought two thiclk @illadhesive tape.

As the black Chevrolet regained the highway andida on across a country
side imperceptibly ascending toward the colderckaadry climate of the high wheat
plains, Perry closed his eyes and dozed off irftmod-dazed semi-slumber, from which
he woke to hear a voice reading the eleven-o'ahasks. He rolled down a window and
bathed his face in the flood of frosty air. Dickdidnim they were in Finney County.
"We crossed the line ten miles back," he said. drewas going very fast. Signs, their
messages ignited by the car's headlights, flaredleyp by: "See the Polar Bears,"

"Burris Motors,"
"World's Largest FREE Swim pool,"

"Wheat Lands Motel," and, finally, a bit beforgestt lamps began, "Howdy,
Stranger! Welcome to Garden City. A Friendly Place.

They skirted the northern rim of the town. No omas abroad at this nearly
midnight hour, and nothing was open except a stahglesolately brilliant service
stations. Dick turned into one - Kurd's Phillips. 86 youngster appeared, and asked,
"Fill her up?" Dick nodded, and Perry, getting afitthe car, went inside the station,
where he locked himself in the men's room. His [ggsed him, as they often did; they
hurt as though his old accident had happened fiveutes before. He shook three
aspirins out of a bottle, chewed them slowly (fer ltkked the taste), and then drank
water from the basin tap. He sat down on the todigetched out his legs and rubbed
them, massaging the almost unbendable knees. Ridlsaid they were almost there -
"only seven miles more." He unzippered a pockédtisfwindbreaker and brought out a
paper sack; inside it were the recently purchasdiber gloves. They were glue-
covered, sticky and thin, and as he inched thenooea,tore - not a dangerous tear, just
a split between the fingers, but it seemed to mmmen.

The doorknob turned, rattled. Dick said, "Want socandy? They got a candy
machine out here."

"No."



"You O. K.?"
“I'm fine."
"Don't be all night.”

Dick dropped a dime in a vending machine, pulleel lever, and picked up a
bag of jelly beans; munching, he wandered backeocar and lounged there watching
the young attendant's efforts to rid the windshiefdKkansas dust and the slime of
battered insects. The attendant, whose name wassJ8por, felt uneasy. Dick's eyes
and sullen expression and Perry's strange, protbegmurn in the lavatory disturbed
him. (The next day he reported to his employer, 'Wdd some tough customers in here
last night,” but he did not think, then or for tlemgest while, to connect the visitors
with the tragedy in Holcomb.) Dick said, "Kind dbw around here."

"Sure is," James Spor said. "You're the only bsidpped here since two hours.
Where you coming from?"

"Kansas City."
"Here to hunt?"

"Just passing through. On our way to Arizona. W jobs waiting there.
Construction work. Any idea the mileage betweerelaard Tucumcari, New Mexico?"

"Can't say | do. Three dollars six cents." He pte@ Dick's money, made
change, and said, "You'll excuse me, sir? I'm daifgp. Putting a bumper on a truck."

Dick waited, ate some jelly beans, impatiently mesh the motor, sounded the
horn. Was it possible that he had misjudged Pechgsacter? That Perry, of all people,
was suffering a sudden case of "blood bubbles"? earyago, when they first
encountered each other, he'd thought Perry "a gpod' if a bit stuck on himself,
"sentimental,” too much "the dreamer.” He had liketh but not considered him
especially worth cultivating until, one day, Pemgscribed a murder, telling how,
simply for the hell of it," he had killed a coloretan in Las Vegas - beaten him to death
with a bicycle chain. The anecdote elevated Diokimion of Little Perry; he began to
see more of him, and, like Willie-Jay, though fassiimilar reasons, gradually decided
that Perry possessed unusual and valuable qual®iegeral murderers, or men who
boasted of murder or their willingness to commititculated inside Lansing; but Dick
became convinced that Perry was that rarity, "amaatiller" - absolutely sane, but
conscienceless, and capable of dealing, with ohowit motive, the coldest-blooded
deathblows. It was Dick's theory that such a gduld, under his supervision, be
profitably exploited. Having reached this conclusibe had proceeded to woo Perry,
flatter him - pretend, for example, that he belg\al the buried-treasure stuff and
shared his beachcomber yearnings and seaport gs)gmone of which appealed to
Dick, who wanted "a regular life," with a businegsis own, a house, a horse to ride, a
new car, and "plenty of blond chicken. "It was impat, however, that Perry not
suspect this - not until Perry, with his gift, hadlped further Dick's ambitions. But



perhaps it was Dick who had miscalculated, beereduff so - if it developed that
Perry was, after all, only an "ordinary punk" -rii&he party” was over, the months of
planning were wasted, there was nothing to do dout &nd go. It mustn't happen; Dick
returned to the station.

The door to the men's room was still bolted. Hedea on it: "For Christ sake,
Perry!"

“In a minute.".
"What's the matter? You sick?"

Perry gripped the edge of the wash basin and Hahilmself to a standing
position. His legs trembled; the pain in his kneesle him perspire. He wiped his face
with a paper towel. He unlocked the door and s&dK. Let's go."

Nancy's bedroom was the smallest, most personah iacthe house - girlish, and as
frothy as a ballerina's tutu. Walls, ceiling, anermything else except a bureau and a
writing desk, were pink or blue or white. The whited-pink bed, piled with blue
pillows, was dominated by a big pink-and-white Teddar - a shooting-gallery prize
that Bobby had won at the county fair. A cork btitidboard, painted pink, hung above
a white-skirted dressing table; dry gardeniasémeains of some ancient corsage, were
attached to it, and old valentines, newspaper escignd snapshots of her baby nephew
and of Susan Kidwell and of Bobby Rupp, Bobby caugla dozen actions - swinging
a bat, dribbling a basketball, driving a tractogdwg, in bathing trunks, at the edge of
McKinney Lake (which was as far as he dared gohtohad never learned to swim).
And there were photographs of the two togetherndyand Bobby. Of these, she liked
best one that showed them sitting in a leaf-dapladgd amid picnic debris and looking
at one another with expressions that, though umnsgniseemed mirthful and full of
delight. Other pictures, of horses, of cats deakase unforgotten - like "poor Boobs,"
who had died not long ago and most mysteriouslg &@lspected poison) - encumbered
her desk.

Nancy was invariably the last of the family toinet as she had once informed
her friend and home-economics teacher, Mrs. Pdiinger, the midnight hours were
her "time to be selfish and vain." It was then téta¢ went through her beauty routine, a
cleansing, creaming ritual, which on Saturday rsghicluded washing her hair.
Tonight, having dried and brushed her hair and datim a gauzy bandanna, she set
out the clothes she intended to wear to churcméx¢ morning: nylons, black pumps, a
red velveteen dress - her prettiest, which sheslidrad made. It was the dress in which
she was to be buried.

Before saying her prayers, she always recordea diary a few occurrences
("Summer here. Forever, | hope. Sue over and we Babe down to the river. Sue
played her flute. Fireflies") and an occasionaboust ("I love him, | do"). It was a five-
year diary; in the four years of its existence bhd never neglected to make an entry,



though the splendor of several events (Eveannalsliwg, the birth of her nephew) and
the drama of others (her first REAL quarrel withidBg" - a page literally tear-stained)
had caused her to usurp space allotted to theefududifferent tinted ink identified each
year: 1956 was green and 1957 a ribbon of redacegl the following year by bright
lavender, and now, in 1959, she had decided updiyrfied blue. But as in every
manifestation, she continued to tinker with herdvariting, slanting it to the right or to
the left, shaping it roundly or steeply, looselystingily - as though she were asking, "Is
this Nancy? Or that? Or that? Which is me?" (Onas.NRiggs, her English teacher,
had returned a theme with a scribbled comment: 8GBaoit why written in three styles
of script?" To which Nancy had replied: "Because fiot grown-up enough to be one
person with one kind of signature.”) Still, she lm|dgressed in recent months, and it
was in a handwriting of emerging maturity that sttete, "Jolene K. came over and |
showed her how to make a cherry pie. Practiced Witixie. Bobby here and we
watched TV. Left at eleven.”

This is it, this is it, this has to be it, thertie school, there's the garage, now we turn
south." To Perry, it seemed as though Dick weretenng jubilant mumbo-jumbo.
They left the highway, sped through a deserted ¢inl, and crossed the Santa Fe
tracks. "The bank, that must be the bank, now we Wwest - see the trees? This is it,
this has to be it." The headlights disclosed a lah€hinese elms; bundles of wind-
blown thistle scurried across it. Dick doused tkadiights, slowed down, and stopped
until his eyes were adjusted to the moon-illumidateght. Presently, the car crept
forward.

Holcomb is twelve miles east of the mountain tinoee border, a circumstance that
causes some grumbling, for it means that at sevémei morning, and in winter at eight
or after, the sky is still dark and the starsniy aare still shining - as they were when the
two sons of Vie Irsik arrived to do their Sunday+miag chores. But by nine, when the
boys finished work - during which they noticed rinth amiss - the sun had risen,
delivering another day of pheasant-season perfecfis they left the property and ran
along the lane, they waved at an incoming car, arglrl waved back. She was a
classmate of Nancy Clutter's, and her name wasNdsay - Nancy Ewalt. She was the
only child of the man who was driving the car, Milarence Ewalt, a middle-aged
sugar-beet farmer. Mr. Ewalt was not himself a chgoer, nor was his wife, but every
Sunday he dropped his daughter at River Valley Famnorder that she might
accompany the Clutter family to Methodist serviaessarden City. The arrangement
saved him "making two back-and-forth trips to tothwas his custom to wait until he
had seen his daughter safely admitted to the hdiesecy, a clothes-conscious girl with
a film-star figure, a bespectacled countenance aacay, tiptoe way of walking, crossed
the lawn and pressed the front-door bell. The hdaskfour entrances, and when, after
repeated knockings, there was no response atribisshe moved on to the next - that of
Mr. Clutter's office. Here the door was partly opshe opened it somewhat more -
enough to ascertain that the office was filled onlth shadow - but she did not think
the Clutters would appreciate her "barging right i8he knocked, rang, and at last



walked around to the back of the house. The ganagethere, and she noted that both
cars were in it: two Chevrolet sedans. Which meaay must be home. However,
having applied unavailingly at a third door, whied into a "utility room," and a fourth,
the door to the kitchen, she rejoined her fathéig gaid, "Maybe they're asleep.”

"But that's impossible. Can you imagine Mr. Clutteissing church? Just to
sleep?"

"Come on, then. We'll drive down to the Teacheraggasan ought to know
what's happened.”

The Teacherage, which stands opposite the upt®gtdool, is an out-of-date
edifice, drab and poignant. Its twenty-odd rooms separated into grace-and-favor
apartments for those members of the faculty unabliénd, or afford, other quarters.
Nevertheless, Susan Kidwell and her mother had gexhto sugar the pill and install a
cozy atmosphere in their apartment - three roomtherground floor. The very small
living room incredibly contained - aside from thingp sit on - an organ, a piano, a
garden of flowering flowerpots, and usually a dagtiittle dog and a large, drowsy cat.
Susan, on this Sunday morning, stood at the windbthis room watching the street.
She is a tall, languid young lady with a pallidab¥vace and beautiful pale-blue-gray
eyes; her hands are extraordinary - long-fingefiedible, nervously elegant. She was
dressed for church, and expected momentarily tahee€lutters' Chevrolet, for she too,
always attended services chaperoned by the Cliatteity. Instead, the Ewalts arrived
to tell their peculiar tale.

But Susan knew no explanation, nor did her motibn said, if there was some
change of plan, why, I'm sure they would have teteyed. Susan, why don't you call
the house? They could be asleep - | suppose."

"So | did," said Susan, in a statement made aties tlate. "I called the house and
let the phone ring - at least, | had the impresgiovas ringing - oh, a minute or more.
Nobody answered, so (Mr. Ewalt suggested that wéoghe house and try to ‘wake
them up." But when we got there - | didn't wantdm it. Go to the house. | was
frightened, and | don't know why, because it nemesurred to me - well, something
like that just doesn't. But the sun was so brigkierything looked too bright and quiet.
And then | saw that all the cars were there, evenyidn's old coyote wagon. Mr. Ewalt
was wearing work clothes; he had mud on his bdatselt he wasn't properly dressed
to go calling on Clutters. Especially since he mevad. Been in the house, | mean.
Finally, Nancy said she would go with me. We wenoiuad to the kitchen door, and, of
course, it wasn't locked; the only person who dweked doors around there was Mrs.
Helm, the family never did. We walked in, and | saght away that the Clutters hadn't
eaten breakfast; there were no dishes, nothindnerstove. Then | noticed something
funny: Nancy's purse. It was lying on the floorttsaf open. We passed on through the
dining room, and stopped at the bottom of the stdNiancy's room is just at the top. |
called her name, and started up the stairs, andyNawalt followed. The sound of our
footsteps frightened me more than anything, thesevge loud and everything else was
so silent. Nancy's door was open. The curtains'hbden drawn, and the room was full
of sunlight. | don't remember screaming. Nancy Eveays | did - screamed and



screamed. | only remember Nancy's Teddy bear gtaainme. And Nancy. And
running..."

In the interim, Mr. Ewalt had decided that perhapsought not to have allowed
the girls to enter the house alone. He was gettingf the car to go after them when he
heard the screams, but before he could reach thgehthe girls were running toward
him. His daughter shouted, "She's dead!" and flbagself into his arms. "It's true,
Daddy! Nancy's dead!"

Susan turned on her. "No, she isn't. And don't gay it. Don't you dare. It's
only a nosebleed. She has them all the time, temibsebleed, and that's all it is."

"There's too much blood. There's blood on thesvalbu didn't really look."

"l couldn't make head nor tails,” Mr. Ewalt subseuwtly testified. "I thought
maybe the child was hurt. It seemed to me the tivisig to do was call an ambulance.
Miss Kidwell - Susan - she told me there was goted@e in the kitchen. | found it, right
where she said. But the receiver was off the haokl, when | picked it up, | saw the
line had been cut.”

Larry Hendricks, a teacher of English, aged twesgyen, lived on the top floor of the
Teacherage. He wanted to write, but his apartmest wot the ideal lair for a would-be
author. It was smaller than the Kidwell's, and, eower, he shared it with a wife, three
active children, and a perpetually functioning v&d®n set. ("lt's the only way we can
keep the kids pacified.") Though as yet unpublisheuing Hendricks, a he-mannish
ex-sailor from Oklahoma who smokes a pipe and hasistache and a crop of untamed
black hair, at least looks literary - in fact, rekably like youthful photographs of the
writer he most admires, Ernest Hemingway. To suppl# this teacher's salary, he also
drove a school bus.

"Sometimes | cover sixty miles a day," he saidato acquaintance. "Which
doesn't leave much time for writing. Except Sunddysw, that Sunday, November
fifteenth, | was sitting up here in the apartmeoing through the papers. Most of my
ideas for stories, | get them out of the newspapgos know? Well, the TV was on and
the kids were kind of lively, but even so | couleln voices. From downstairs. Down at
Mrs. Kidwell's. But | didn't figure it was my corng since | was new here - only came
to Holcomb when school began. But then Shirley e'dtbeen out hanging up some
clothes - my wife, Shirley, rushed in and said,rielp, you better go downstairs. They're
all hysterical." The two girls - now, they reallywe hysterical. Susan never has got over
it. Never will, ask me. And poor Mrs. Kidwell. Hé&ealth's not too good, she's high-
strung to begin with. She kept saying - but it waby later | understood what she meant
- she kept saying, "Oh, Bonnie, Bonnie, what happg@nYou were so happy, you told
me it was all over, you said you'd never be sickimWords to that effect. Even Mr.
Ewalt, he was about as worked up as a man likedhat gets. He had the sheriff's
office on the phone - the Garden City sheriff - dredwas telling him that there was
'something radically wrong over at the Clutter placfhe sheriff promised to come



straight out, and Mr. Ewalt said fine, he'd meetn lon the highway. Shirley came
downstairs to sit with the women, try and calm theas if anybody could. And | went
with Mr. Ewalt - drove with him out to the highway wait for Sheriff Robinson. On
the way, he told me what had happened. When he tarttee part about finding the
wires cut, right then | thought, Uh-uh, and decitiddetter keep my eyes open. Make a
note of every detail. In case | was ever calledootestify in court.

"The sheriff arrived; it was nine thirty-five -lboked at my watch. Mr. Ewalt
waved at him to follow our car, and we drove outhe Clutters'. I'd never been there
before, only seen it from a distance. Of courdedw the family. Kenyon was in my
sophomore English class, and I'd directed Nancthén'Tom Sawyer' play. But they
were such exceptional, unassuming kids you wouldmte known they were rich or
lived in such a big house - and the trees, the |awvarything so tended and cared for.
After we got there, and the sheriff had heard Mvaf's story, he radioed his office and
told them to send reinforcements, and an ambulg®aiel, 'There's been some kind of
accident.' Then we went in the house, the thraesofWent through the kitchen and saw
a lady's purse lying on the floor, and the phonerehthe wires had been cut. The
sheriff was wearing a hip pistol, and when we sthip the stairs, going to Nancy's
room, | noticed he kept his hand on it, ready sndr

"Well, it was pretty bad. That wonderful girl - typu would never have known
her. She'd been shot in the back of the head wshagun held maybe two inches
away. She was lying on her side, facing the wailt| the wall was covered with blood.
The bedcovers were drawn up to her shoulders. fEBRabinson, he pulled them back,
and we saw that she was wearing a bathrobe, pajasnaks, and slippers - like,
whenever it happened, she hadn't gone to bed geth&hds were tied behind her, and
her ankles were roped together with the kind oflgaiu see on Venetian blinds. Sheriff
said, 'Is this Nancy Clutter?' - he'd never seencthild before. And | said, 'Yes. Yes,
that's Nancy.'

"We stepped back into the hall, and looked arowibihe other doors were
closed. We opened one, and that turned out to &eédithroom. Something about it
seemed wrong. | decided it was because of the el@asort of dining-room chair, that
looked out of place in a bathroom. The next doare-all agreed it must be Kenyon's
room. A lot of boy-stuff scattered around. And taognized Kenyon's glasses - saw
them on a bookshelf beside the bed. But the bedewsnty, though it looked as if it had
been slept in. So we walked to the end of the Hiad,last door, in there, on her bed,
that's where we found Mrs. Clutter. She'd been tmal But differently - with her hands
in front of her, in that she looked as though sleeenpraying - and in one hand she was
holding, gripping, a handkerchief. Or was it Kleghélhe cord around her wrists ran
down to her ankles, which were bound together,thad ran on down to the bottom of
the bed, where it was tied to the footboard - g wmplicated, artful piece of work.
Think how long it took to do! And her lying thersgared out of her wits. Well, she was
wearing some jewelry, two rings - which is one bk treasons why I've always
discounted robbery as a motive - and a robe, antit nightgown, and white socks.
Her mouth had been taped with adhesive, but stegid bhot point-blank in the side of
the head, and the blast - the impact - had rippedtdpe loose. Her eyes were open.
Wide open. As though she were still looking atkiller. Because she must have had to



watch him do it - aim the gun. Nobody said anythMé were too stunned. | remember
the sheriff searched around to see if he couldtfieddischarged cartridge. But whoever
had done it was much too smart and cool to havdéfind any clues like that.

"Naturally, we were wondering where was Mr. Cli2téAnd Kenyon? Sheriff
said, 'Let's try downstairs. ' The first place wed was the master bedroom - the room
where Mr. Clutter slept. The bedcovers were draackband lying there, toward the
foot of the bed, was a billfold with a mess of caspilling out of it, like somebody had
shuffled through them hunting something particular note, an I. O. U., who knows?
The fact that there wasn't any money in it didigiby one way or the other. It was Mr.
Clutter's billfold, and he never did carry cashei&J knew that, and I'd only been in
Holcomb a little more than two months. Another thinknew was that neither Mr.
Clutter nor Kenyon could see a darn without hisggs. And there were Mr. Clutter's
glasses sitting on a bureau. So | figured, wheréwey were, they weren't there of their
own accord. We looked all over, and everything yuss$ as it should be - no sign of a
struggle, nothing disturbed. Except the office, mhthe telephone was off the hook,
and the wires cut, same as in the kitchen. ShRafiinson, he found some shotguns in a
closet, and sniffed them to see if they had bee fiecently. Said they hadn't, and - |
never saw a more bewildered man - said, 'Whereleké can Herb be?' About then we
heard footsteps. Coming up the stairs from therbasé 'Who's that?' said the sheriff,
like he was ready to shoot. And a voice said,iés Wendle.' Turned out to be Wendle
Meier, the undersheriff. Seems he had come to thesérand hadn't seen us, so he'd
gone investigating down in the basement. The ghwifl him - and it was sort of
pitiful: 'Wendle, | don't know what to make of fthere's two bodies upstairs. "Well," he
said, Wendle did, 'there's another one down h&e.we followed him down to the
basement. Or playroom, | guess you'd call it. Ismiadark - there were windows that let
in plenty of light. Kenyon was over in a cornerinly on a couch. He was gagged with
adhesive tape and bound hand and foot, like théxenetthe same intricate process of
the cord leading from the hands to the feet, andllfi tied to an arm of the couch.
Somehow he haunts me the most, Kenyon does. | iimkecause he was the most
recognizable, the one that looked the most likeskifm even though he'd been shot in
the face, directly, head-on. He was wearing a T-smd blue jeans, and he was
barefoot - as though he'd dressed in a hurrygutson the first thing that came to hand.
His head was propped by a couple of pillows, likeytd been stuffed under him to
make an easier target.

"Then the sheriff said, 'Where's this go to?' Megranother door there in the
basement. Sheriff led the way, but inside you cotildee your hand until Mr. Ewalt
found the light switch. It was a furnace room, aedy warm. Around here, people just
install a gas furnace and pump the gas smack otheofiround. Doesn't cost them a
nickel - that's why all the houses are over-heaféell, | took one look at Mr. Clutter,
and it was hard to look again. | knew plain shaptaouldn't account for that much
blood. And | wasn't wrong. He'd been shot, all righe same as Kenyon - with the gun
held right in front of his face. But probably he svdead before he was shot. Or,
anyway, dying. Because his throat had been cut,Heovas wearing striped pajamas -
nothing else. His mouth was taped; the tape had bexind plumb around his head.
His ankles were tied together, but not his hands rather, he'd managed, God knows
how, maybe in rage or pain, to break the cord bigdiis hands. He was sprawled in



front of the furnace. On a big cardboard box thakéd as though it had been laid there
specially. A mattress box. Sheriff said, 'Look haMendle." What he was pointing at
was a blood-stained footprint. On the mattress Bokalf-sole footprint with circles -
two holes in the center like a pair of eyes. Thaa of us - Mr. Ewalt? | don't recall -
pointed out something else. A thing | can't getafutny mind. There was a steam pipe
overhead, and knotted to it, dangling from it, v@agiece of cord - the kind of cord the
killer had used. Obviously, at some point Mr. Guthad been tied there, strung up by
his hands, and then cut down. But why? To tortum&?h don't guess we'll never know.
Ever know who did it, or why, or what went on iratthouse that night.

"After a bit, the house began to fill up. Ambulasarrived, and the coroner, and
the Methodist minister, a police photographer estadopers, fellows from the radio and
the newspaper. Oh, a bunch. Most of them had baksdoout of church, and acted as
though they were still there. Very quiet. Whispdtywas like nobody could believe it.
A state trooper asked me did | have any officiadibess there, and said if not, then I'd
better leave. Outside, on the lawn, | saw the widgiff talking to a man - Alfred
Stoecklein, the hired man. Seems Stoecklein livadarhundred yards from the Clutter
house, with nothing between his place and theicggixa barn. But he was saying as to
how he hadn't heard a sound - said, 'l didn't kaawing about it till five minutes ago,
when one of my kids come running in and told usgheriff was here. The Missis and
me, we didn't sleep two hours last night, was up @own the whole time, on account
of we got a sick baby. But the only thing we heafaput ten-thirty, quarter to eleven, |
heard a car drive away, and | made the remark &si8li "There goes Bob Rupp.” ' |
started walking home, and on the way, about halfd@yn the lane, | saw Kenyon's old
collie and that dog was scared. Stood there withail between its legs, didn't bark or
move. And seeing the dog - somehow that made niefeen. I'd been too dazed, too
numb, to feel the full viciousness of it. The sufig. The horror. They were dead. A
whole family. Gentle, kindly people, people | knewnurdered. You had to believe it,
because it was really true."

Eight non-stop passenger trains hurry through Huoletevery twenty-four hours. Of
these, two pick up and deposit mail - an operatiwt, as the person in charge of it
fervently explains, has its tricky side. "Yessiguywe got to keep on your toes. Them
trains come through here, sometimes they're goimgnared miles an hour. The breeze
alone, why, it's enough to knock you down. And wkierse mail sacks come flying out
- sakes alive! It's like playing tackle on a fodtieam: Wham! Wham! WHAM! Not
that I'm complaining, mind you. It's honest worlkovgrnment work, and it keeps me
young." Holcomb's mail messenger, Mrs. Sadie Truitbr Mother Truitt, as the
townspeople call her - does seem younger thandasywhich amount to seventy-five.
A stocky, weathered widow who wears babushka bamataand cowboy boots ("Most
comfortable things you can put on your feet, seftadoon feather"), Mother Truitt is
the oldest native-born Holcombite. "Time was wasmybody here wasn't my kin.
Them days, we called this place Sherlock. Thengattame this stranger. By the name
Holcomb. A hog raiser, he was. Made money, anddaecthe town ought to be called
after him. Soon as it was, what did he do? Sold Matved to California. Not us. | was
born here, my children was born here. And! Here!! Wee!" One of her children is



Mrs. Myrtle Clare, who happens to be the local pistress. "Only, don't go thinking

that's how | got this position with the governmeMyrt didn't even want me to have it.
But it's a job you bid for. Goes to whoever putsha lowest bid. And | always do - so
low a caterpillar could peek over it. Ha-ha! Thatesdoes rile the boys. Lots of boys
would like to be mail messenger, yessir. But | tknbw how much they'd like it when

the snow's high as old Mr. Primo Camera, and thed\wiblowing blue-hard, and those
sacks come sailing - Ugh! Wham!"

In Mother Truitt's profession, Sunday is a worktikg any other. On November
15, while she was waiting for the west bound tartythwo, she was astonished to see
two ambulances cross the railroad tracks and towartd the Clutter property. The
incident provoked her into doing what she had nelre before - abandon her duties.
Let the mail fall where it may, this was news. thiart must hear at once.

The people of Holcomb speak of their post offise'e Fed Building," which
seems rather too substantial a title to confer airadty and dusty shed. The ceiling
leaks, the floor boards wobble, the mailboxes wsintit, the light bulbs are broken, the
clock has stopped. "Yes, it's a disgrace," agrbhescaustic, some-what original, and
entirely imposing lady who presides over this "Bbe stamps work, don't they?
Anyhow, what do | care? Back here in my part id oey. I've got my rocker, and a
nice wood stove, and a coffee pot, and plenty &d.ie

Mrs. Clare is a famous figure in Finney Countyr ldelebrity derives not from
her present occupation but a previous one - daalieRostess, an incarnation not
indicated by her appearance. She is a gaunt, troueszring, woolen-shirted, cowboy-
booted, ginger-colored, gingery-tempered woman mfevealed ("That's for me to
know, and you to guess") but promptly revealed iopis, most of which are announced
in a voice rooster-crow altitude and penetrationtilUL955 she and her late husband
operated the Holcomb Dance Pavilion, an enterphaeowing to its uniqueness in the
area, attracted from a hundred around a fast-anpkiancy-stepping clientele, whose
behavior, in turn, attracted the interest of thergshnow and then. "We had some tough
times, all right," says Mrs. Clare, reminiscingoie of those bowlegged country boys,
you give 'em a little hooch and they're like redski want to scalp everything in sight.
Course, we only sold setups, never the hard sisdffi Wouldn't have, even if it was
legal. My husband, Homer Clare, he didn't hold witmeither did 1. One day Homer
Clare - he passed on seven months and twelve daystaalay, after a five-hour
operation out in Oregon - he said to me, 'Myrt,wedlved all our lives in hell, now
we're going to die in heaven.' The next day weeddbe dance hall. I've never regretted
it. Oh, along at first | missed being a night owthe tunes, the jollity. But now that
Homer's gone, I'm just glad to do my work herehat Federal Building. Sit a spell.
Drink a cup of coffee."”

In fact, on that Sunday morning Mrs. Clare had jusured herself a cup of
coffee from a freshly brewed pot when Mother Trugturned. "Myrt!" she said, but
could say no more until she had caught her brébftiat, there's two ambulances gone
to the Clutters'. "Her daughter said, "Where'stémethirty-two?"

"Ambulances. Gone to the Clutters' - "



"Well, what about it? It's only Bonnie. Having ookher spells. Where's the ten-
thirty-two?"

Mother Truitt subsided; as usual, Myrt knew thevaer, was enjoying the last
word. Then a thought occurred to her. "But Myrtit's only Bonnie, why would there
be two ambulances? "A sensible question, as MareChn admirer of logic, though a
curious interpreter of it, was driven to admit. Siaéd she would telephone Mrs. Helm.
"Mabel will know," she said.

The conversation with Mrs. Helm lasted several utés, and was most
distressing to Mother Truitt, who could hear nothiof it except the noncommittal
monosyllabic responses of her daughter. Worse, wieedaughter hung up, she did not
guench the old woman's curiosity; instead, sheigiladrank her coffee, went to her
desk, and began to postmark a pile of letters.

"Myrt," Mother Truitt said. "For heaven's sake. &Yklid Mabel say?"

"I'm not surprised,” Mrs. Clare said. "When younkthhow Herb Clutter spent
his whole life in a hurry, rushing in here to get mail with never a minute to say good-
morning-and-thank-you-dog, rushing around like &kdn with its head off - joining
clubs, running everything, getting jobs maybe othwwple wanted. And now look - it's
all caught up with him. Well, he won't be rushintyanore."

"Why, Myrt? Why won't he?"

Mrs. Clare raised her voice. "BECAUSE HE'S DEADhdABonnie, too. And
Nancy. And the boy. Somebody shot them."

"Myrt - don't say things like that. Who shot thém®ithout a pause in her
postmarking activities, Mrs. Clare replied, "Therma the airplane. The one Herb sued
for crashing into his fruit trees. If it wasn't himnaybe it was you. Or somebody across
the street. All the neighbors are rattlesnakesmifats looking for a chance to slam the
door in your face. It's the same the whole worldroYou know that."

"l don't," said Mother Truitt, who put her handseoher ears. "l don't know any
such thing."

"Varmints."
"I'm scared, Myrt."

"Of what? When your time comes, it comes. Anddeeon't save you." She had
observed that her mother had begun to shed a &eh Homer died, | used up all the
fear | had in me, and all the grief, too. If thergbmebody loose around here that wants
to cut my throat, | wish him luck. What differendees it make? It's all the same in
eternity. Just remember: If one bird carried evgngin of sand, grain by grain, across
the ocean, by the time he got them all on the otide, that would only be the
beginning of eternity. So blow your nose."



The grim information, announced from church pulpiistributed over telephone wires,
publicized by Garden City's radio station, KIUL (tfagedy, unbelievable and shocking
beyond words, struck four members of the Herb €fuamily late Saturday night or
early today. Death, brutal and without apparentiveat"), produced in the average
recipient a reaction nearer that of Mother Truin that of Mrs. Clare: amazement,
shading into dismay; a shallow horror sensatiort twd springs of personal fear
swiftly deepened.

Hartman's Cafe, which contains four roughly maat@ets and a lunch counter,
could accommodate but a fraction of the frightegedsips, mostly male, who wished
to gather there. The owner, Mrs. Bess Hartmanasssty fleshed, un-foolish lady with
bobbed gray-and-gold hair and bright, authoritatiyeeen eyes, is a cousin of
Postmistress Clare, whose style of candor Mrs. rikamt can equal, perhaps surpass.
"Some people say I'm a tough old bird, but the t€lubusiness sure took the fly out of
me," she later said to a friend. "Imagine anybodWinmg a stunt like that! Time | heard
it, when everybody was pouring in here talking kalids of wild-eyed stuff, my first
thought was Bonnie. Course, it was silly, but wdndi know the facts, and a lot of
people thought maybe - on account of her spellsv Me don't know what to think. It
must have been a grudge killing. Done by someboly knew the house inside out.
But who hated the Clutters? | never heard a worm@nsg them; they were about as
popular as a family can be, and if something Itkie tould happen to them, then who's
safe, | ask you? One old man sitting here that 8unlde put his finger right on it, the
reason nobody can sleep; he said, 'All we've gotheve are our friends. There isn't
anything else." In a way, that's the worst parthef crime. What a terrible thing when
neighbors can't look at each other without kingdvohdering! Yes, it's a hard fact to live
with, but if they ever do find out who done it, Isare it'll be a bigger surprise than the
murders themselves."

Mrs. Bob Johnson, the wife of the New York Lifesimance agent, is an
excellent cook, but the Sunday dinner she had peepaas not eaten - at least, not
while it was warm - for just as her husband wasiging a knife into the roast pheasant,
he received a telephone call from a friend. "Anaktthhe recalls, rather ruefully, "was
the first | heard of what had happened in Holcoimtidn't believe it. | couldn't afford
to. Lord, | had Clutter's check right here in mycket. A piece of paper worth eighty
thousand dollars. If what I'd heard was true. Btitdught, It can't be, there must be
some mistake, things like that don't happen, yono'tdeell a man a big policy one
minute and he's dead the next. Murdered. Meaningldoindemnity. | didn't know
what to do. | called the manager of our office ifrckta. Told him how | had the check
but hadn't put it through, and asked what was Wigca? Well, it was a delicate
situation. It appeared that legally we weren't gddi to pay. But morally - that was
another matter. Naturally, we decided to do theainiing."

The two persons who benefited by this honorahiiéude - Eveanna Jarchow
and her sister Beverly, sole heirs to their fathestate - were, within a few hours of the
awful discovery, on their way to Garden City, Bdyeraveling from Winfield, Kansas,
where she had been visiting her fiancé, and Evefnona her home in Mount Carroll,



lllinois. Gradually, in the course of the day, athelatives were notified, among them
Mr. Clutter's father, his two brothers, Arthur a@thrence, and his sister, Mrs. Harry
Nelson, all of Larned, Kansas, and a second si8fes, Elaine Selsor, of Palatka,
Florida. Also, the parents of Bonnie Clutter, MndaMrs. Arthur B. Fox, who live in
Pasadena, California, and her three brothers -ItHawb Visalia, California; Howard, of
Oregon, lllinois; and Glenn, of Kansas City, Kandadeed, the better part of those on
the Clutters' Thanksgiving guest list were eithelepphoned or telegraphed, and the
majority set forth at once for what was to be aifameunion not around a groaning
board but at the graveside of a mass burial.

At the Teacherage, Wilma Kidwell was forced to ttohherself in order to
control her daughter, for Susan, puffy-eyed, siekeiby spasms of nausea, argued,
inconsolably insisted, that she must go - must-rtime three miles to the Rupp farm.
"Don't you see, Mother?" she said. "If Bobby jusats it? He loved her. We both did. |
have to be the one to tell him."

But Bobby already knew. On his way home, Mr. Eviat stopped at the Rupp
farm and consulted with his friend Johnny Ruppathdr of eight, of whom Bobby is
the third. Together the two men went to the bunkleoua building separate from the
farmhouse proper, which is too small to sheltetttsd! Rupp children. The boys live in
the bunkhouse, the girls "at home." They found Bobiaking his bed. He listened to
Mr. Ewalt, asked no questions, and thanked him daming. Afterward, he stood
outside in the sunshine. The Rupp property is deeg an exposed plateau, from which
he could see the harvested, glowing land of Rivaltey Farm - scenery that occupied
him for perhaps an hour. Those who tried to distram could not. The dinner bell
sounded, and his mother called to him to come ésidalled until finally her husband
said, "No. I'd leave him alone." Larry, a youngeother, also refused to obey the
summoning bell. He circled around Bobby, helpleskdlp but wanting to, even though
he was told to "go away." Later, when his brothiepped standing and started to walk,
heading down the road and across the fields toWatdomb, Larry pursued him. "Hey,
Bobby. Listen. If we're going somewhere, why dav& go in the car?" His brother
wouldn't answer. He was walking with purpose, ragnireally, but Larry had no
difficulty keeping stride. Though only fourteen, Wwas the taller of the two, the deeper-
chested, the longer-legged, Bobby being, for al dhletic honors, rather less than
medium-size - compact but slender, a finely madeviith an open, homely-handsome
face. "Hey, Bobby. Listen. They won't let you sex.Ht won't do any good." Bobby
turned on him, and said, "Go back. Go home." Thenger brother fell behind, then
followed at a distance. Despite the pumpkin-sedsarperature, the day's arid glitter,
both boys were sweating as they approached a hderithat state troopers had erected
at the entrance to River Valley Farm. Many frienfishe Clutter family, and strangers
from all over Finney County as well, had assemlaethe site, but none was allowed
past the barricade, which, soon after the arrivahe Rupp brothers, was briefly lifted
to permit the exit of four ambulances, the numheally required to remove the
victims, and a car filled with men from the shésifbffice - men who, even at that
moment, were mentioning the name of Bobby Rupp. Baboby, as he was to learn
before nightfall, was their principal suspect.



From her parlor window, Susan Kidwell saw the whibrtege glide past, and
watched until it had rounded the corner and thee@astreet's easily airborne dust had
landed again. She was still contemplating the widwen Bobby, shadowed by his large
little brother, became a part of it, a wobbly figureaded her way. She went out on the
porch to meet him. She said, "l wanted so muclelto/ou." Bobby began to cry. Larry
lingered at the edge of the Teacherage yard, hdnegainst a tree. He couldn't
remember ever seeing Bobby cry, and he didn't vearso he lowered his eyes.

Far off, in the town of Olathe, in a hotel room whaevindow shades darkened the
midday sun. Perry lay sleeping, with a gray posataddio murmuring beside him.

Except for taking off his boots, he had not trodbte undress. He had merely fallen
face down across the bed, as though sleep wereapowethat had struck him from

behind. The boots, black and silver-buckled, weraksg in a washbasin filled with

warm, vaguely pink-tinted water.

A few miles north, in the pleasant kitchen of adest farm-house, Dick was
consuming a Sunday dinner. The others at the tatike mother, his father, his younger
brother - were not conscious of anything uncomnmmrhis manner. He had arrived
home at noon, kissed his mother, readily replieduestions his father put concerning
his supposed overnight trip to Fort Scott, and dawn to eat, seeming quite his
ordinary self. When the meal was over, the threke mmeembers of the family settled in
the parlor to watch a televised basketball game. Aeadcast had only begun when the
father was startled to hear Dick snoring; as hearked to the younger boy, he never
thought he'd live to see the day when Dick wouldher sleep than watch basketball.
But, of course, he did not understand how verydtibeck was, did not know that his
dozing son had, among other things, driven overtdigndred miles in the past twenty-
four hours.



II. PERSONS UNKNOWN

That Monday, the sixteenth of November, 1959, wiik another fine specimen of
pheasant weather on the high wheat plains of westansas - a day gloriously bright-
skied, as glittery as mica. Often, on such dayeesrs past, Andy Erhart had spent long
pheasant-hunting afternoons at River Valley Faim, iome of his good friend Herb
Clutter, and often, on these sporting expedititied] been accompanied by three more
of Herb's closest friends: Dr. J. D. Dale, a vei@iian; Carl Myers, a dairy owner; and
Everett Ogburn, a businessman. Like Erhart, theersofendent of the Kansas State
University Agricultural Experiment Station, all veeprominent citizens of Garden City.

Today this quartet of old hunting companions hadeoagain gathered to make
the familiar journey, but in an unfamiliar spirinch armed with odd, non-sportive
equipment - mops and pails, scrubbing brushes,aahdmper heaped with rags and
strong detergents. They were wearing their oldeghes. For, feeling it their duty, a
Christian task, these men had volunteered to ateaain of the fourteen rooms in the
main house at River Valley Farm: rooms in whichrfoembers of the Clutter family
had been murdered by, as their death certificatadaced, "a person or persons
unknown."

Erhart and his partners drove in silence. Oné@eint later remarked, "It just shut
you up. The strangeness of it. Going out there reviaee'd always had such a welcome."
On the present occasion a highway patrolman welddimem. The patrolman, guardian
of a barricade that the authorities had erectatieaentrance to the farm, waved them
on, and they drove a half mile more, down the éhmded lane leading to the Clutter
house. Alfred Stoecklein, the only employee whaialty lived on the property, was
waiting to admit them.

They went first to the furnace room in the basemehere the pajama-clad Mr.
Clutter had been found sprawled atop the card bwettiess box. Finishing there, they
moved on to the playroom in which Kenyon had bdwot $0 death. The couch, a relic
that Kenyon had rescued and mended and that Naaxt\slip-covered and piled with
mottoed pillows, was a blood-splashed ruin; like thattress box, it would have to be
burned. Gradually, as the cleaning party progre$sed the basement to the second-
floor bedrooms where Nancy and her mother had meertdered in their beds, they
acquired additional fuel for the impending fireledd-soiled bedclothes, mattresses, a
bedside rug, a Teddy-bear doll.

Alfred Stoecklein, not usually a talkative mandmauch to say as he fetched hot
water and otherwise assisted in the cleaning-upwidbed "folks would stop yappin’
and try to understand” why he and his wife, thotigty lived scarcely a hundred yards
from the Clutter home, had heard "nary a nothimbtthe slightest echo of gun thunder
- of the violence taking place. "Sheriff and akmth fellas been out here finger printin’
and scratchin' around, they got good sense, thdgratand how it was. How come we
didn't hear. For one thing, the wind. A west witike it was, would carry the sound
t'other way. Another thing, there's that big mikrip 'tween this house and our'n. That



old barn 'ud soak up a lotta racket ‘fore it redchs. And did you ever think of this?
Him that done it, he must've knowed we wouldn'trh&se he wouldn't have took the
chance - shootin' off a shotgun four times in thiedie of the night! Why, he'd be
crazy. Course, you might say he must be crazy amyfio go doing what he did. But
my opinion, him that done it had it figured outth® final T. He knowed. And there's
one thing | know, too. Me and the Missis, we'veslaur last night on this place. We're
movin' out to a house alongside the highway."

The men worked from noon to dusk. When the timmaec#o burn what they had
collected, they piled it on a pickup truck with &télein at the wheel, drove deep into
the farm's north field, a flat place full of coldhough a single color - the shimmering
tawny yellow of November wheat stubble. They unkxhthe truck and made a pyramid
of Nancy's pillows, the bedclothes, the mattressies, playroom couch; Stoecklein
sprinkled it with kerosene and struck a match.

Of those present, none had been closer to theeCligimily than Andy Erhart.
Gentle, genially dignified, a scholar with workdcaised hands and sunburned neck,
he'd been a classmate of Herb's at Kansas Stawensity. "We were friends for thirty
years," he said some time afterward, and duringdltecades Erhart had seen his friend
evolve from a poorly paid County Agricultural Agemto one of the region's most
widely known and respected farm ranchers: "Evenglhilerb had, he earned - with the
help of God. He was a modest man but a proud méwe &sd a right to be. He raised a
fine family. He made something of his life." Butathife, and what he'd made of it -
how could it happen, Erhart wondered as he watt¢hedbonfire catch. How was it
possible that such effort, such plain virtue, cooNgrnight be reduced to this - smoke,
thinning as it rose and was received by the bigiralating sky?

The Kansas Bureau of Investigation, a state-widgmization with headquarters in
Topeka, had a staff of nineteen experienced detscBcattered through the state, and
the services of these men are available whenevas@a seems beyond the competence
of local authorities. The Bureau's Garden City espntative, and the agent responsible
for a sizable portion of western Kansas, is a laad handsome fourth-generation
Kansan of forty-seven named Alvin Adams Dewey. laswinevitable that Earl
Robinson, the sheriff of Finney County, should #&dkDewey to take charge of the
Clutter case. Inevitable, and appropriate. For Bewenself a former sheriff of Finney
County (from 1947 to 1955) and, prior to that, 8al Agent of the F. B. I. (between
1940 and 1945 he had served in New Orleans, iPA8#mio, in Denver, in Miami, and

in San Francisco), was professionally qualifieddpe with even as intricate an affair as
the apparently motiveless, all but clueless Clutterrders. Moreover, his attitude
toward the crime made it, as he later said, "agueisproposition.” He went on to say
that he and his wife "were real fond of Herb andhiie,"” and saw them every Sunday
at church, visited a lot back and forth," addingut' even if | hadn't known the family,
and liked them so well, | wouldn't feel any diffateBecause I've seen some bad things,
| sure as hell have. But nothing so vicious as. tHewever long it takes, it maybe the
rest of my life, I'm going to know what happenedhat house: the why and the who."



Toward the end, a total of eighteen men were asdigo the case full time,
among them three of the K. B. I.'s ablest investiga- Special Agents Harold Nye,
Roy Church, and Clarence Duntz. With the arrivalGarden City of this trio, Dewey
was satisfied that "a strong team" had been asseimlt$omebody better watch out,” he
said.

The sheriff's office is on the third floor of tlk@nney County courthouse, an
ordinary stone-and-cement building standing in ¢keater of an otherwise attractive
tree-filled square. Nowadays, Garden City, whichrsweace a rather raucous frontier
town, is quite subdued. On the whole, the sheiiésh't do much business, and his
office, three sparsely furnished rooms, is ordigaa quiet place popular with
courthouse idlers; Mrs. Edna Richardton, his hagpét secretary, usually has a pot of
coffee going and plenty of time to "chew the fa@l did, until, as she complained,
Clutter thing came along," bringing with it "alleéke out-of-towners, all this newspaper
fuss." The case, then commending headlines asafstr @& Chicago, as far west as
Denver, had indeed lured to Garden City a considdlenaress corps.

On Monday, at midday, Dewey held a press conferendhe sheriff's office.

"I'll talk facts but not theories,” he informed thesembled journalists. "Now, the big
fact here, the thing to remember, is we're notidgavith one murder but four. And we'
don't know which of the four was the main targeteTprimary victim. It could have
been Nancy or Kenyon, or either of their parentsn& people say, Well, it must have
been Mr. Clutter. Because his throat was cut; he tva most abused. But that's theory,
not fact. It would help if we knew in what ordeetfamily died, but the coroner can't
tell us that; he only knows the murders happenedetme between eleven p. m.
Saturday and two a. m. Sunday." Then, respondirguéstions, he said no, neither of
the women had been "sexually molested,” and ndiaess was presently known,
nothing had been stolen from the house, and yedjchthink it a "queer coincidence"
that Mr. Clutter should have taken out a forty-thaad-dollar life-insurance policy,
with double indemnity, within eight hours of hisalle. However, Dewey was "pretty
darn sure" that no connection existed betweenphishase and the crime; how could
there be one, when the only persons who benefiteahdially were Mr. Clutter's two
surviving children, the elder daughters, Mrs. Dan#rchow and Miss Beverly Clutter?
And yes, he told the reporters, he did have aniopian whether the murders were the
work of one man or two, but he preferred not teldise it.

Actually, at this time, on this subject, Dewey wemslecided. He still entertained
a pair of opinions - or, to use his word, "concéptand, in reconstructing the crime,
had developed both a "single-killer concept” anddauble-killer concept.” In the
former, the murderer was thought to be a frientheffamily, or, at any rate, a man with
more than casual knowledge of the house and itbitdnts - someone who knew that
the doors were seldom locked, that Mr. Cluttertsépne in the master bedroom on the
ground floor, that Mrs. Clutter and the childrencogied separate bedrooms on the
second floor. This person, so Dewey imagined, appred the house on foot, probably
around midnight. The windows were dark, the Clgttasleep, and as for Teddy, the
farm's watchdog - well, Teddy was famously gun-dHg. would have cringed at the
sight of the intruder's weapon, whimpered, andtcasyay. On entering the house, the
killer first disposed of the telephone installasonone in Mr. Clutter's office, the other



in the kitchen - and then, after cutting the wires,went to Mr. Clutter's bedroom and
awakened him. Mr. Clutter, at the mercy of the gemring visitor, was forced to obey
instructions - forced to accompany him to the sddtwor, where they aroused the rest
of the family. Then, with cord and adhesive tapppdied by the killer, Mr. Clutter
bound and gagged his wife, bound his daughter (vimexplicably, had not been
gagged), and roped them to their beds. Next, fatdmel son were escorted to the
basement, and there Mr. Clutter was made to tapgdfeand tie him to the playroom
couch. Then Mr. Clutter was taken into the furnem@m, hit on the head, gagged, and
trussed. Now free to do as he pleased, the murégied them one by one, each time
carefully collecting the discharged shell. WhenHhael finished, he turned out all the
lights and left.

It might have happened that way; if was just gaesiBut Dewey had doubts:
"If Herb had thought his family was in danger, mbdanger, he would have fought like
a tiger. And Herb was no ninny - a strong guy ip ¢ondition. Kenyon too - big as his
dad, bigger, a big-shouldered boy. It's hard torsme one man, armed or not, could
have handled the two of them." More over, there kgason to suppose that all four had
been bound by the same person: in all four insttiee same type of knot, a half hitch,
was used.

Dewey - and the majority of his colleagues, aslwelavored the second
hypothesis, which in many essentials followed fih&t,fthe important difference being
that the killer was not alone but had an accomplide helped subdue the family, tape,
and tie them. Still, as a theory, this, too, hadf#ults. Dewey, for example, found it
difficult to understand "how two individuals coutdach the same degree of rage, the
kind of psychopathic rage it took to commit suclecrame.” He went on to explain:
"Assuming murderer was someone known to the familgnember of this community;
assuming that he was an ordinary man, ordinarymxtat he had a quirk, an insane
grudge against the Clutters, or of the Cluttersherg did he find a partner, someone
crazy enough to help him? It doesn't add up. Isdt@nake sense. But then, come right
down to it, nothing does."

After the news conference, Dewey retired to hficef a room the sheriff had
temporarily lent him. It contained a desk and gtiachairs. The desk was littered with
what Dewey would some day constitute courtroom lathi the adhesive tape and the
yards of cord removed from the victims and seateglastic sacks (as clues, neither
item seemed very promising, for both were commamntrproducts, obtainable here in
the United States), and photographs taken at tleeesof the crime by a police
photographer - twenty blown-up glossy-print picue Mr. Clutter's shattered skull,
his son's demolished face, Nancy's bound handsnbatrer's death-dulled, staring eyes,
and so on. In days to come, Dewey was to spendshexamining these photographs,
hoping that he might suddenly see something," ahateaningful detail would declare
itself. "Like those puzzles. The ones that askwHhhoany animals can you find in this
picture?' In a way, that's what I'm trying to dmd~the hidden animals. | feel they must
be there - if only | could see them. " As a mattefact, one of the photographs, a close-
up of Mr. Clutter and the mattress box upon whiehldy, already provided a valuable
surprise: footprints, the dusty trackings of sheeth diamond-patterned soles. The
prints, not noticeable to the naked eye, registerefilm; indeed, the delineating glare



of a flashbulb had revealed their presence wittedupxactness. These prints, together
with another footmark found on the same cardboarderc - the bold and bloody
impression of a Cat's Paw half sole - were the dsbrious clues” the investigators
could claim. Not that they were claiming them; Dgwand his team had decided to
keep secret the existence of this evidence. Ambagother articles on Dewey's desk
was Nancy Clutter's diary. He had glanced throughd more than that, and now he
settled down to an earnest reading of the day-lyya#ries, which began on her
thirteenth birthday and ended some two months slebrther seventeenth; the
unsensational confidings of an intelligent childorddored animals, who liked to read,
cook, sew, dance, ride horseback - a popular,yprégtginal girl who thought it "fun to
flirt" but was nevertheless "only really and truthylove with Bobby." Dewey read the
final entry first. It consisted of three lines wem an hour or two before she died:
"Jolene K. came over and | showed her how to makteeary pie. Practiced with Roxie.
Bobby here and we watched TV. Left at eleven."

Young Rupp, the last person known to have seetiatindy alive, had already
undergone one extensive interrogation, and althdweyh told a straightforward story of
having passed "just an ordinary evening" with tHatt€rs, he was scheduled for a
second interview, at which time he was to be gi&gwolygraph test. The plain fact was
that the police were not quite ready to dismiss &gra suspect. Dewey himself, did not
believe the boy had "anything to do with it"; stil was true that at this early stage of
the investigation, Bobby was the only person to mvteomotive, however feeble, could
be attributed. Here and there in the diary, Narefgrred to the situation that was
supposed to have created the motive: her fathesisténce that she and Bobby "break
off, " stop "seeing so much of each other, " higotion being that the Clutters were
Methodist, the Rupps Catholic - a circumstance thdtis view completely canceled
any hope the young couple might have of one dayyimay. But the diary notation that
most tantalized Dewey was unrelated to the CliRigpp, Methodist-Catholic impasse.
Rather, it concerned a cat, the mysterious denfis&ancy's favorite pet, Boobs, whom,
according to an entry dated two weeks prior todven death, she'd found "lying in the
barn, " the victim, or so she suspected (withoytirgawhy), of a poisoner: "Poor
Boobs. | buried him in a special place.” On readimg, Dewey felt it could be "very
important.” If the cat had been poisoned, mightthist act have been a small, malicious
prelude to the murders? He determined to find #ecial place" where Nancy had
buried her pet, even though it meant combing tis whole of River Valley Farm.

While Dewey was occupying himself with the didnys principal assistants, the
Agents Church, Duntz, and Nye, were crisscrosdiegcountryside, talking, as Duntz
said, "to anyone who could tell us anything": theuity of the Holcomb School, where
both Nancy and Kenyon had been honor-roll, strafglstudents; the employees of
River Valley Farm (a staff that in spring and summsemetimes amounted to as many
as eighteen men but in the present fallow seasosisted of Gerald Van Vleet and
three hired men, plus Mrs. Helm); friends of thetiwns; their neighbors; and, very
particularly, their relatives. From far and neanmne twenty of the last had arrived to
attend the funeral services, which were to takegol&Wednesday morning.

The youngest of the K. B. I. group, Harold Nye,onlias a peppy little man of
thirty-four with restless, distrustful eyes andharp nose, chin, and mind, had been



assigned what he called "the damned delicate besinef interviewing the Clutter
kinfolk: "It's painful for you and it's painful fothem. When it comes to murder, you
can't respect grief. Or privacy. Or personal fegdinYou've got to ask the questions.
And some of them cut deep, "But none of the persenguestioned, and none of the
guestions he asked ("l was exploring the emotidraakground. | thought the answer
might be another woman - a triangle. Well, considr. Clutter was a fairly young,
very healthy man, but his wife, she was a semilidyveshe slept in a separate
bedroom..."), produced useful information; not ete® two surviving daughters could
suggest a cause for the crime. In brief, Nye ledhwm@y this: "Of all the people in all
the world, the Clutters were the least likely tonberdered."

At the end of the day, when the three agents awetven Dewey's office, it
developed that Duntz and Church had had better thak Nye - Brother Nye, as the
others called him. (Members of the K. B. |, aretighto nicknames; Duntz is known as
Old Man - unfairly, since he is not quite fiftyparly but light-footed man with a broad,
tomcat face, and Church, who is sixty or so, pikikised and professorial looking, but
"tough" according to his colleagues, and "the fstieaw in Kansas," is called Curly,
because his head is partly hairless.) Both merthéncourse of their inquiries, had
picked up "promising leads."

Duntz 's story concerned a father and son whad s$iemé be known as John
Senior and John Junior. Some years earlier Johedraducted with Mr. Clutter a minor
business transaction, the outcome of which angéobd Senior, who felt that Clutter
had thrown him "a queer ball." Now, both John Semind his son "boozed"; indeed,
John Junior was an often incarcerated alcoholie Omfortunate day father and son,
full of whiskey courage, appeared at the Clutteméantending to "have it out with
Herb." They were denied the chance, for Mr. Clytéer abstainer aggressively opposed
to drink and drunkards, seized a gun and marchedn tloff his property. This
discourtesy the Johns had not forgiven; as recastly month ago, John Senior had told
an acquaintance, "Every time | think of that baktany hands start to twitch. | just want
to choke him."

Church's lead was of a similar nature. He, tod, ii@ard of someone admittedly
hostile to Mr. Clutter: a certain Mr. Smith (thougiat is not his true name), who
believed that the squire of River Valley Farm hadtsand killed Smith's hunting dog.
Church had inspected Smith's farm home and seee, thanging from a barn rafter, a
length of rope tied with the same kind of knot twats used to bind the four Clutters.

Dewey said, "One of those, maybe that's our deglersonal thing - a grudge
that got out of hand."

"Unless it was robbery," said Nye, though robhkesythe motive had been much
discussed and then more or less dismissed. Thenarge against it were good, the
strongest being that Mr. Clutter's aversion to caal a county legend; he had no safe
and never carried large sums of money. Also, itbeslp were the explanation, why
hadn't the robber removed the jewelry that Mrs.tt€fuvas wearing - a gold wedding
band and a diamond ring? Yet Nye was not convint&te whole setup has that
robbery smell. What about Clutter's wallet? Somdeftdat open and empty on Clutter's



bed - | don't think it was the owner. And Nancytsse. The purse was lying on the
kitchen floor. How did it get there? Yes, and nalime in the house. Well - two dollars.
We found two dollars in an envelope on Nancy's désikd we know Clutter cashed a
check for sixty bucks just the day before. We fegtinere ought to have been at least
fifty of that left. So some say, 'Nobody would Kilur people for fifty bucks." And say,
'Sure, maybe the Killer did take the money - bst fa try and mislead us, make us think
robbery was the reason. 'l wonder."

As darkness fell, Dewey interrupted the consutatio telephone his wife,
Marie, at their home, and warn her that he woulda@'home for dinner. She said, "Yes.
All right, Alvin," but he noticed in her tone an chmaracteristic anxiety. The Deweys,
parents of two young boys, had been married segentears, and Marie, a Louisiana-
born former F. B. I, stenographer, whom he'd metlavhe was stationed in New
Orleans, sympathized with the hardships of his gesibn - the eccentric hours, the
sudden calls summoning him to distant areas o$tie.

He said, "Anything the matter?"

"Not a thing," she assured him. "Only, when yomechome tonight, you'll have
to ring the bell. I've had all the locks changed."

Now he understood, and said, "Don't worry, hordexst lock the doors and turn
on the porch light."

After he'd hung up, a colleague asked, "What'sng/PaViarie scared?"

"Hell, yes," Dewey said. "Her, and everybody élse.

Not everybody. Certainly not Holcomb's widowed pastress, the intrepid Mrs.

Myrtle Clare, who scorned her fellow townsmen adilalivered lot, shaking in their

boots afraid to shut their eyes," and said of hErsehis old girl, she's sleeping good as
ever. Anybody wants to play a trick on me, let ‘eyn" (Eleven months later a gun-
toting team of masked bandits took her at her wwmyrdnvading the post office and

relieving the lady of nine hundred and fifty do#gr As usual, Mrs. Clare's notions
conformed with those of very few. "Around here,taaling to the proprietor of one
Garden City hardware store, "locks and bolts aee fistest-going item. Folks ain't
particular what brand they buy; they just want thrmhold." Imagination, of course,

can open any door - turn the key and let terrokwight in. Tuesday, at dawn, a carload
of pheasant hunters from Colorado - strangers,ragrioof the local disaster - were
startled by what they saw as they crossed thei@saand passed through Holcomb:
windows ablaze, almost every window in almost eveoyse, and, in the brightly lit

rooms, fully clothed people, even entire familiedyo had sat the whole night wide
awake, watchful, listening. Of what were they ftigied? "It might happen again.”
That, with variations, was the customary responkewever, one woman, a
schoolteacher, observed, "Feeling wouldn't run Balfhigh if this had happened to
anyone except the Clutters. Anyone less admireasg@rous. Secure. But that family



represented everything people hereabouts reallyevahd respect, and that such a thing
could happen to them - well, it's like being tolteite is no God. It makes life seem
pointless. | don't think people are so much frigetkas they are deeply depressed.”

Another reason, the simplest, the ugliest, wag th& hitherto peaceful
congregation of neighbors and old friends had soigde endure the unique experience
of distrusting each other; understandably, theyelietl that the murderer was among
themselves, and, to the last man, endorsed anoopadvanced by Arthur Clutter, a
brother of the deceased, who, while talking to falists in the lobby of a Garden City
hotel on November 17, had said, "When this is eléap, I'll wager whoever did it was
someone within ten miles of where we now stand.”

Approximately four hundred miles east of where ArtiClutter then stood, two young

men were sharing a booth in the Eagle Buffet, asdarCity diner. One - narrow-faced,
and with a blue cat tattooed on his right handd palished off several chicken-salad
sandwiches and was now eying his companion's ra@alintouched hamburger and a
glass of root beer in which three aspirin werealisag.

"Perry, baby," Dick said, "you don't want that ¢per. I'll take it."
Perry shoved the plate across the table. "Chgiatl't you let me concentrate?"
"You don't have to read it fifty times."

The reference was to a front-page article in tlwexhber 17 edition of the
Kansas City Star. Headlined Clues are few in stpyh 4, the article, which was a
follow-up of the previous day's initial announcemeh the murders, ended with a
summarizing paragraph: The investigators are bfed with a search for a killer or
killers whose cunning is apparent if his (or themtive is not. For this killer or killers:
‘Carefully cut the telephone cords of the hometstelephones. Bound and gagged their
victims expertly, with no evidence of a strugglghwany of them. Left nothing in the
house amiss, left no indication they had searclwdahything with the possible
exception of [Clutter's] billfold. 'Shot four pers®in different parts of the house, calmly
picking up the expended shotgun shells. Arrived leftdthe home, presumably with the
murder weapon, without being seen. Acted withootative, if you care to discount an
abortive robbery attempt, which the investigatoeswaont to do.

" 'For this Killer or killers,” said Perry, readj aloud. "That's incorrect. The
grammar is. It ought to be 'For this killer or thdsllers.™ Sipping his aspirin-spiked
root beer, he went on, "Anyway, | don't believeNeither do you. Own up, Dick. Be
honest. You don't believe this no clue stuff?

Yesterday, after studying the papers, Perry hadhgusame question, and Dick,
who thought he'd disposed of it ("Look. If thosemboys could make the slightest
connection, we'd have heard the sound of hoofsrared miles off"), was bored at
hearing it again. Too bored to protest when Pengeomore pursued the matter: "lI've



always played my hunches. That's why I'm alive yoda@u know Willie-Jay? He said |
was a natural-born 'medium,’ and he knew abougshiike that, he was interested. He
said | had a high degree of 'extrasensory peraeptmort of like having built-in radar -
you see things before you see them. The outlinesoofing events. Take, like, my
brother and his wife. Jimmy and his wife. They werazy about each other, but he was
jealous as hell, and he made her so miserableg headous and always thinking she
was passing it out behind his back, that she sbistelff, and the next day Jimmy put a
bullet through his head. When it happened - this W@49, and | was in Alaska with
Dad up around Circle City - | told Dad, 'Jimmy'sade A week later we got the news.
Lord's truth. Another time, over in Japan, | watpimg load a ship, and | sat down to
rest a minute. Suddenly a voice inside me saithpJu jumped | guess maybe ten feet,
and just then, right where I'd been sitting, a ¢brstuff came crashing down. | could
give you a hundred examples. | don't care if yolielsle me or not. For instance, right
before | had my motorcycle accident | saw the whbieg happen: saw it in my mind -
the rain, the skid tracks, me lying there bleecang my legs broken. That's what I've
got now. A premonition. Something tells me thisaisrap.” He tapped the newspaper.
"A lot of prevarications."

Dick ordered another hamburger. During the pastdays he'd known a hunger
that nothing - three successive steaks, a dozeshegrbars, a pound of gumdrops -
seemed to interrupt. Perry, on the other hand,widmut appetite; he subsisted on root
beer, aspirin, and cigarettes. "No wonder you gaps$," Dick told him. "Aw, come on,
baby. Get the bubbles out of your blood. We scdtesdas perfect.”

"I'm surprised to hear that, all things considerd&erry said. The quietness of
his tone italicized the malice of his reply. ButcBitook it, even smiled - and his smile
was a skillful proposition. Here, it said, weariagkid grin, was a very personable
character, clean-cut, affable, a fellow any manhintgust to shave him. "O. K.," Dick
said. "Maybe | had some wrong information.”

"Hallelujah."

"But on the whole it was perfect. We hit the baht out of park. It's lost. And
it's gonna stay lost. There isn't a single conpeacti

"I can think of one."

Perry had gone too far. He went further: "Floyd that the name?" A bit below
the belt, but then Dick deserved it, his confidewees like a kite that needed reeling in.
Nevertheless, Perry observed with some misgivirgsymptoms of fury rearranging
Dick's expression: jaw, lips, the whole face sladd saliva bubbles appeared at the
corners of his mouth. Well, if it came to it Peoguld defend himself. He was short,
several inches shorter than Dick, and his runtynalged legs were unreliable, but he
outweighed his friend, was thicker, had arms tloald squeeze the breath out of a bear.
To prove it, however - have a fight, a real falliogt - was far from desirable. Like Dick
or not (and he didn't dislike Dick, though oncedhiked him better, respected him
more), it was obvious they could not now safelyasafe. On that point they were in
accord, for Dick had said, "If we get caught, lge$ caught together. Then we can back



each other up. When they start pulling the conéessrap, saying you said and | said."”
Moreover, if he broke with Dick, it meant the endptans still attractive to Perry, and
still, despite recent reverses, deemed possibleolly - a skin-diving, treasure-hunting
life lived together among islands or along coaststs of the border.

Dick said, "Mr. Wells!" He picked up a fork. "It'de worth it. Like if | was
nabbed on a check charge, it'd be worth it. Jugfetoback in there." The fork came
down and stabbed the table. "Right through thethkaney."

"I'm not saying he would," said Perry, willing toake a concession now that
Dick's anger had soared past him and struck elsewtide'd be too scared."

"Sure," said Dick. "Sure. He'd be too scared.” Arvel, really, the ease with
which Dick negotiated changes of mood; in a trigk,trace of meanness, of sullen
bravura, had evaporated. He said, "About that pretioo stuff. Tell me this: If you
were so damn sure you were gonna crack up, whytdido call it quits? It wouldn't
have happened if you'd stayed off your bike - fight

That was a riddle that Perry had pondered. He Held solved it, but the
solution, while simple, was also somewhat hazy:."Because once a thing is set to
happen, all you can do is hope it won't. Or willepending. As long as you live, there's
always something waiting, and even if it's bad, ymd know it's bad, what can you do?
You can't stop living. Like my dream. Since | waid, I've had this same dream.
Where I'm in Africa. A jungle. I'm moving throughe trees toward a tree standing all
alone. Jesus, it smells bad, that tree; it kindheakes me sick, the way it stinks. Only,
it's beautiful to look at - it has blue leaves adidmonds hanging everywhere.
Diamonds like oranges. That's why I'm there - tkpnyself a bushel of diamonds. But
| know the minute | try to, the minute | reach apsnake is gonna fall on me. A snake
that guards the tree. This fat son of a bitch gvin the branches. | know this before
hand, see? And Jesus, | don't know how to fightake. But | figure, Well, I'll take my
chances. What it comes down to is | want the diadeamore than I'm afraid of the
snake. So | go to pick one, | have the diamond ynhand, I'm pulling at it, when the
snake lands on top of me. We wrestle around, batéhslippery sonofabitch and | can't
get a hold, he's crushing me, you can hear my ¢egsking. Now comes the part it
makes me sweat even to think about. See, he ttagtgallow me. Feet first. Like going
down in quicksand. "Perry hesitated. He could nelphnoticing that Dick, busy
gouging under his fingernails with a fork prong,smaninterested in his dream. Dick
said, "So? The snake swallows you? Or what?"

"Never mind. It's not important.” (But it was! Thinale was of great
importance, a source of private joy. He'd once toliw his friend Willie-Jay; he had
described to him the towering bird, the yellow tsof parrot." Of course, Willie-Jay
was different - -delicate-minded, "a saint." Heldearstood. But Dick? Dick might
laugh. And that Perry could not abide: anyone'suilthg the parrot, which had first
flown into his dreams when he was seven yearsaldated, hating half-breed child
living in a California orphanage run by nuns - slded disciplinarians who whipped
him for wetting his bed. It was after one of thésatings, one he could never forget
("She woke me up. She had a flashlight, and sheditvith it. Hit me and hit me. And



when the flashlight broke, she went on hitting méhie dark™), that the parrot appeared,
arrived while he slept, a bird "taller than Jes@dlow like a sunflower," a warrior-angel
who blinded nuns with its beak, fed upon their eyésughtered them as they "pleaded
for mercy," then so gently lifted him, enfolded hiwinged him away to "paradise."

As the years went by, the particular torments frehich the bird delivered him
altered; others - older children, his father, dhlass girl, a sergeant he'd known in the
Army - replaced the nuns, but the parrot remaiadupvering avenger. Thus, the snake,
that custodian of the diamond-bearing tree, newgstfed devouring him but was itself
always devoured. And afterward that blessed aséaunsion to a paradise that in one
version was merely "a feeling," a sense of powkgnassailable superiority-sensations
that in another version were transposed into "Aplede. Like out of a movie. Maybe
that's where | did see it, remembered it from aimd¥ecause where else would | have
seen a garden like that? With white marble stepghtains? And away down below, if
you go to the edge of the garden, you can seedbano Terrific! Like around Carmel,
California. The worst thing, though - well, it'dang, long table. You never imagined
too much food. Oysters. Turkeys. Hot dogs. Fruit gould make into a million fruit
cups. And, listen - it's every bit free. | meamon't have to be afraid to touch it. | can
eat as much as | want, and it won't cost a cerat'Thow | know where | am.")

Dick said, "I'm a normal. | only dream about blattdcken. Speaking of which,
you hear about the nanny goat's nightmare?" ThatDvek - always ready with a dirty
joke on any subject. But he told the joke well, @Pefry, though he was in some
measure a prude, could not help laughing, as always

Speaking of her friendship with Nancy Clutter, Sudédwell said: "We were like
sisters. At least, that's how | felt about her thamigh she were my sister. | couldn't go
to school - not those first few days. | stayed @uschool until after the funeral. So did
Bobby Rupp. For a while Bobby and | were alwaystbgr. He's a nice boy - he has a
good heart - but nothing very terrible had everpesmed to him before. Like losing
anyone he'd loved. And then, on top of it, havindgaikke a lie-detector test. | don't mean
he was bitter about that; he realized the policeevaelwing what they had to do. Some
hard things, two or three, had already happeneudetobut not to him, so it was a shock
when he found out maybe life isn't one long basketipame. Mostly, we just drove
around in his old Ford. Up and down the highwayt ©uhe airport and back. Or we'd
go to the Cree-Mee - that's a drive-in - and sithe car, order a Coke, listen to the
radio. The radio was always playing; we didn't hamgthing to say ourselves. Except
once in a while Bobby said how much he'd loved Naand how he could never care
about another girl. Well, | was sure Nancy woulthatve wanted that, and | told him so.
| remember - | think it was Monday - we drove dotenthe river. We parked on the
bridge. You can see the home from there - the €lilmbuse. And part of the land - Mr.
Quitter's fruit orchard, and the wheat fields goaveay. Way off in one of the fields a
bonfire was burning; they were burning stuff frone thouse. Everywhere you looked,
there was something to remind you. Men with neid poles were fishing along the
banks of the river, but not fishing for fish. Boblsgid they were looking for the
weapons. The knife. The gun.



"Nancy loved the river. Summer nights we usedde double on Nancy's horse,
Babe - that old fat gray? Ride straight to themiamd right into the water. Then Babe
would wade along in the shallow part while we pthyair flutes and sang. Got cool. |
keep wondering, Gosh, what will become of her? Babkady from Garden City took
Kenyon's dog. Took Teddy. He ran away - found hés/ wack to Holcomb. But she
came and got him again. And | have Nancy's catinrdde. But Babe. | suppose they'll
sell her. Wouldn't Nancy hate that? Wouldn't sheflb@us? Another day, the day
before the funeral, Bobby and | were sitting by thiroad tracks. Watching the trains
go by. Real stupid. Like sheep in a blizzard. Whaddenly Bobby woke up and said,
'We ought to go see Nancy. We ought to be with' I[s&r.we drove to Garden City -
went to the Phillip V Funeral Home, there on Maine8t. | think Bobby's kid brother
was with us. Yes, I'm sure he was. Because | reraemb picked him up after school.
And | remember he said how there wasn't going taryeschool the next day, so all the
Holcomb kids could go to the funeral. And he kegiling us what the kids thought. He
said the kids were convinced it was the work ofir@chkiller.’ 1 didn't want to hear
about it. Just gossip and talk - everything Nanegpised. Anyway, | don't much care
who did it. Somehow it seems beside the point. kgntl is gone. Knowing who killed
her isn't going to bring her back. What else ma&drhey wouldn't let us. At the funeral
parlor, | mean. They said no one could view theiffarxcept the relatives. But Bobby
insisted, and finally the undertaker - he knew Bgland, | guess, felt sorry for him - he
said all right, be quiet about it, but come onNow | wish we hadn't."

The four coffins, which quite filled the smallpfer-crowded parlor, were to be
sealed at the funeral services - very understapdédsl despite the care taken with the
appearance of the victims, the effect achieveddisguieting. Nancy wore her dress of
cherry-red velvet, her brother a bright plaid stilve parents were more sedately attired,
Mr. Clutter in navy-blue flannel, his wife in nabjue crepe; and - and it was this,
especially, that lent the scene an awful aura hteed of each was completely encased
in cotton, a swollen cocoon twice the size of adira@ry blown-up balloon, and the
cotton, because it had been sprayed with a glagisstance, twinkled like Christmas-
tree snow.

Susan at once retreated. "I went outside and evaitehe car,"” she recalled.
"Across the street a man was raking leaves. | logiiing at him. Because | didn't want
to close my eyes. | thought, if |1 do I'll faint. $avatched him rake leaves and burn
them. Watched, without really seeing him. Becaliskcauld see was the dress. | knew
it so well. | helped her pick the material. It wiasr own design, and she sewed it
herself. | remember how excited she was the finse tshe wore it. At a party. All |
could see was Nancy's red velvet. And Nancy iDancing."

The Kansas City Star printed a lengthy accounthef €lutter funeral, but the edition
containing the article was two days old before Ydging abed in a hotel room, got
around to reading it. Even so, he merely skimmeduth, skipped about among the
paragraphs: "A thousand persons, the largest ciowlae five-year history of the First
Methodist Church, attended services for the foatiwis today. . . . Several classmates
of Nancy's from Holcomb High School wept as the &@emd Leonard Cowan said:



'‘God offers us courage, love and hope even thowgivalk through the shadows of the
valley of death. I'm sure he was with them in thest hours. Jesus has never promised
us we would not suffer pain or sorrow but He hagagbk said He would be there to help
us bear the sorrow and the pain.'... On the unsabdbpwarm day, about six hundred
persons went to the Valley View Cemetery on themadge of this city. There, at
graveside services, they recited the Lord's Praleeir voices, massed together in a
low whisper, could be heard throughout the cemétery

A thousand people! Perry was impressed. He woddeosv much the funeral
had cost. Money was greatly on his mind, though astelentlessly as it had been
earlier in the day - a day he'd begun "withoutphiee of a cat's miaow." The situation
had improved since then; thanks to Dick, he andkDiow possessed "a pretty fair
stake" - enough to get them to Mexico.

Dick! Smooth. Smart. Yes, you had to hand it tm.hChrist, it was incredible
how he could "con a guy. " Like the clerk in thensas City, Missouri, clothing store,
the first of the places Dick had decided to "hi&s'for Perry, he'd never tried to "pass a
check. " He was nervous, but Dick told him, "Alvant you to do is stand there. Don't
laugh, and don't be surprised at anything | say: ¥at to play these things by ear. " For
the task proposed, it seemed, Dick had perfechpkie breezed in, breezily introduced
Perry to the clerk as "a friend of mine about tomgarried,” and went on, "I'm his best
man. Helping him kind of shop around for the clsthe'll want. Ha-ha, what you might
say his - ha-ha - trousseau. " The salesman "afte,'ltand soon Perry, stripped of his
denim trousers, was trying on a gloomy suit tha ¢herk considered "ideal for an
informal ceremony. " After commenting on the custois oddly proportioned figure -
the oversized torso supported by the undersizesi-lég added, "I'm afraid we haven't
anything that would fit without alteration. " Ohaid Dick, that was O. K., there was
plenty of time - the wedding was "a week tomorroiMiat settled, they then selected a
gaudy array of jackets and slacks regarded as ppate for what was to be, according
to Dick, a Florida honeymoon. "You know the EdercRoDick said to the salesman.
"In Miami Beach? They got reservations. A preseoinf her folks - two weeks at forty
bucks a day. How about that? An ugly runt like hivas making it with a honey she's
not only built but loaded. While guys like you am@, good-lookin' guys..." The clerk
presented the bill. Dick reached in his hip pocletwned, snapped his fingers, and
said, "Hot damn! | forgot my wallet." Which to hgrtner seemed a ploy so feeble that
it couldn't possibly "fool a day-old nigger." Théerk, apparently, was not of that
opinion, for he produced a blank check, and wherk Dhade it out for eighty dollars
more than the bill totaled, instantly paid over tliiéerence in cash.

Outside, Dick said, "So you're going to get marmext week? Well, you'll need
a ring." Moments later, riding in Dick's aged Claet, they arrived at a store named
Best Jewelry. From there, after purchasing by chediamond engagement ring and
diamond wedding band, they drove to a pawnshopsjoode of these items. Perry was
sorry to see them go. He'd begun to half creditriade-believe bride, though in his
conception of her, as opposed to Dick's, she wasicig not beautiful; rather, she was
nicely groomed, gently spoken, was conceivably dege graduate,” in any event "a
very intellectual type" - a sort of girl he'd alveayanted to meet but in fact never had.



Unless you counted Cookie, the nurse he'd knowerwte was hospitalized as a
result of his motorcycle accident. A swell kid, @@ and she had liked him, pitied
him, babied him, inspired him to read "seriousditare” - Gone with the Wind, This Is
My Beloved. Sexual episodes of a strange and btealhture had occurred, and love
had been mentioned, and marriage, too, but evéyntwehen his injuries had mended,
he'd told her goodbye and given her, by way of &xalion, a poem he pretended to
have written: There's a race of men that donlhfitA race that can't stay still; So they
break the hearts of kith and kin; And they roamwvitoeld at will.

They range the field and they rove the flood,
And they climb the mountain's crest;

Theirs is the curse of the gypsy blood,

And they don't know how to rest.

If they just went straight they might go far;
They are strong and brave and true;

But they're always tired of the things that are,
And they want the strange and new.

He had not seen her again, or ever heard fronf bel yet several years later
he'd had her name tattooed on his arm, and once Witk asked who "Cookie" was,
he'd said, "Nobody. A girl | almost married.” (THaick had been married - married
twice - and had fathered three sons was somethéngnkiied. A wife, children - those
were experiences "a man ought to have," even iyitks Dick, they didn't "make him
happy or do him any good.")

The rings were pawned for a hundred and fifty afsll They visited another
jewelry store, Goldman's, and sauntered out oktiagth a man's gold wristwatch. Next
stop, an Elko Camera Store, where they "bough®laborate motion-picture camera.”
Cameras are your best investment,” Dick informedyP&Easiest thing to hock or sell.
Cameras and TV sets." This being the case, theidetkto obtain several of the latter,
and, having completed the mission, went on to ktsafew more clothing emporiums -
Sheperd & Foster's, Rothschild's, Shopper's Paradig sundown, when the stores
were closing, their pockets were filled with casidahe car was heaped with salable,
pawnable wares. Surveying this harvest of shirtd aigarette lighters, expensive
machinery and cheap cuff links, Perry felt elatedly - now Mexico, a new chance, a
“really living" life. But Dick seemed depressed. ierugged off Perry's praises ("l
mean it, Dick. You were amazing. Half the time liédeed you myself"). And Perry was
puzzled; he could not fathom why Dick, usually sdl bf himself, should suddenly,
when he had good cause to gloat, be meek, lookdvdnd sad. Perry said, "I'll stand
you a drink."

They stopped at a bar. Dick drank three Orangesdims. After the third, he
abruptly asked, "What about Dad? | feel - oh, Jelse's such a good old guy. And my
mother - well, you saw her. What about them? Mebé¢ off in Mexico. Or wherever.



But they'll be right here when those checks statidunce. | know Dad. He'll want to
make them good. Like he tried to before. And hétcahe's old and he's sick, he ain't
got anything."

"I sympathize with that," said Perry truthfully. itNout being kind, he was
sentimental, and Dick's affection for his parefis, professed concern for them, did
indeed touch him. "But hell, Dick. It's very simglderry said. "We can pay off the
checks. Once we're in Mexico, once we get startadhdhere, we'll make money. Lots
of it."

"How?"

"How?" - what could Dick mean? The question daPedry. After all, such a
rich assortment of ventures had been discussedp&ting for gold, skin-diving for
sunken treasure - these were but two of the psjeetry had ardently proposed. And
there were others. The boat, for instance. Theyditah talked of a deep-sea-fishing
boat, which they would buy, man themselves, and tervacationers - this though
neither had ever skippered a canoe or hooked ayguipen, too. there was quick
money to be made chauffeuring stolen cars acroathSamerican borders.("You get
paid five hundred bucks a trip or so Perry had seadewhere.) But of the many replies
he might have made, he chose to remind Dick offdhiine awaiting them on Cocos
Island, a land speck off the coast of Costa Rilia. fooling, Dick," Perry said. "This is
authentic. I've got a map. I've got the whole histét was buried there back in 1821 -
Peruvian bullion, jewelry. Sixty million dollarsthat's what they say it's worth. Even if
we didn't find all of it, even if we found only senof it - Are you with me, Dick?"
Heretofore, Dick had always encouraged him, lisfleatentively to his talk of maps,
tales of treasure, but now - and it had not occutoehim before - he wondered if all
along Dick had only been pretending, just kidding.h

The thought, acutely painful, passed, for Dickirwa wink and a playful jab,
said, "Sure, honey. I'm with you. All the way."

It was three in the morning, and the telephone esgain. Not that the hour mattered. Al
Dewey was wide awake anyway, and so were Marietlagid sons, nine-year-old Paul
and twelve-year-old Alvin Adams Dewey, Jr. For wdnuld sleep in a house - a modest
one-story house - where all night the telephoneldiesh sounding every few minutes?
As he got out of bed, Dewey promised his wife, STtime I'll leave it off the hook."
But it was not a promise he dared keep. True, n@nghe calls came from news-
hunting journalists, or would-be humorists, or thsts ("Al? Listen, fella, I've got this
deal figured. It's suicide and murder. | happenktow Herb was in a bad way
financially. He was spread pretty thin. So what sl do? He takes out this big
insurance policy, shoots Bonnie and the kids, afig kimself with a bomb. A hand
grenade stuffed with buckshot"), or anonymous pesaith poison-pen minds ("Know
them Ls? Foreigners? Don't work? Give parties? eSepcktails? Where's the money
come from? Wouldn't surprise me a darn if theyta'the roots of this Clutter
trouble™), or nervous ladies alarmed by the goggmg around, rumors that knew



neither ceiling nor cellar ("Alvin, now, I've knowyou since you were a boy. And |
want you to tell me straight out whether it's stmvied and respected Mr. Clutter, and |
refuse to believe that that man, that Christianmeflise to believe he was chasing after
women...").

But most of those who telephoned were respongilileens wanting to be
helpful ("I wonder if you've interviewed Nancy'seind, Sue Kidwell? | was talking to
the child, and she said something that struck rhe.said the last time she ever spoke to
Nancy, Nancy told her Mr. Clutter was in a real badod. Had been the past three
weeks. That she thought he was very worried abmuething, so worried he'd taken to
smoking cigarettes..."). Either that or the call@ese people officially concerned - law
officers and sheriffs from other parts of the stiféhis may be something, may not, but
a bartender here says he over heard two fellowsussng the case in terms made it
sound like they had a lot to do with it..."). Andhie none of these conversations had as
yet done more than make extra work for the invastig, it was always possible that
the next one might be, as Dewey put it, "the btéak brings down the curtain.”

On answering the present call, Dewey immediaterét "I want to confess."
He said, "To whom am | speaking, please?"

The caller, a man, repeated his original asseraod added, "I did it. | killed
them all.”

"Yes," said Dewey. "Now, if | could have your naared address..."

"Oh, no, you don't," said the man, his voice thigkh inebriated indignation.
"I'm not going to tell you anything. Not till | g¢he reward. You send the reward, then
I'll tell you who | am. That's final."

Dewey went back to bed. "No, honey," he said. W\a important. Just another
drunk.”

"What did he want?"

"Wanted to confess. Provided we sent the rewasl.'fi(Akansas paper, the
Hutchinson News, had offered a thousand dollargformation leading to the solution
of the crime.)

"Alvin, are you lighting another cigarette? HomgsAlvin, can't you at least try
to sleep?"

He was too tense to sleep, even if the telephonéde silenced - too fretful
and frustrated. None of his "leads" had led any@hexcept, perhaps, down a blind
alley toward the blankest of walls. Bobby Rupp? Ppbl/graph machine had eliminated
Bobby. And Mr. Smith, the farmer who tied rope knatentical with those used by the
murderer - he, too, was a discarded suspect, hagtaplished that on the night of the
crime he'd been "off in Oklahoma." Which left thehds, father and son, but they had



also submitted provable alibis. "So," to quote Hhidye, "it all adds up to a nice round
number. Zero." Even the hunt for the grave of Nancgt had come to nothing.

Nevertheless, there had been one or two meanidgftélopments. First, while
sorting Nancy's clothes, Mrs. Elaine Selsor, herttaoad found tucked in the toe of a
shoe a gold wristwatch. Second, accompanied by 8.K. agent, Mrs. Helm had
explored every room at River Valley Farm, touree fiouse in the expectation that she
might notice something awry or absent, and she hatappened in Kenyon's room.
Mrs. Helm looked and looked, paced round and rotived room with pursed lips,
touching this and that - Kenyon's old baseball,ifignyon's mud-spattered work boots,
his pathetic abandoned spectacles. All the whitekapt whispering, "Something here
is wrong, | feel it, | know it, but | don't know wahit is." And then she did know. "It's
the radio! Where is Kenyon's little radio?"

Taken together, these discoveries forced Deweptsider again the possibility
of "plain robbery" as a motive. Surely that wate@dmot tumbled into Nancy's shoe by
accident? She must, lying there in the dark, hasard sounds - footfalls, perhaps
voices - that led her to suppose thieves wereenhtbuse, and so believing must have
hurriedly hidden the watch, a gift from her fattieat she treasured. As for the radio, a
gray portable made by Zenith - no doubt abouthig tadio was gone. All the same,
Dewey could not accept the theory that the famdlg been slaughtered for paltry profit
- "a few dollars and a radio. " To accept it woalditerate his image of the killer - or,
rather, killers. He and his associates had defjndecided to pluralize the term. The
expert execution of the crimes was proof enough Hitaleast one of the pair
commanded an immoderate amount of cool-headed sslyremd was - must be - a
person too clever to have done such a deed witbalaulated motive. Then, too,
Dewey had become aware of several particularsrthatorced his conviction that at
least one of the murderers was emotionally involw&d the victims, and felt for them,
even as he destroyed them, a certain twisted teeger How else explain the mattress
box?

The business of the mattress box was one of timgghthat most tantalized
Dewey. Why had the murderers taken the trouble agenthe box from the far end of
the basement room and lay it on the floor in frohthe furnace, unless the intention
had been to make Mr. Clutter more comfortableprtavide him, while he contemplated
the approaching knife, with a couch less rigid ticaid cement? And in studying the
death-scene photographs Dewey had distinguishest d#tails that seemed to support
his notion of a murderer now and again moved bysid@nate impulses. "Or" - he could
never quite find the word he wanted - "somethingsfu And soft. Those bedcovers.
Now, what kind of person would do that - tie up twomen, the way Bonnie and the
girl were tied, and then draw up the bedcoversk them in, like sweet dreams and
good night? Or the pillow under Kenyon's head.ifstfl thought maybe the pillow was
put there to make his head a simpler target. Ndwnk, No, it was done for the same
reason the mattress box was spread on the floomake the victim more comfortable."

But speculation such as these, though they abddeevey, did not gratify him
or give him a sense of "getting somewhere." A cass seldom solved by "fancy
theories"; he put his faith in facts - "sweateddad sworn to." The quantity of facts to



be sought and sifted, and the agenda planned tnotitem, promised perspiration a
plenty, entailing, as it did, the tracking dowre tithecking out,” of hundreds of people,
among them all former River Valley Farm employdesnds and family, anyone with

whom Mr. Clutter had done business, much or litidetortoise crawl into the past. For,
as Dewey had told his team, "we have to keep gtihgie know the Clutters better

than they ever knew themselves. Until we see tmmection between what we found
last Sunday morning and something that happenedentaye years ago. The link. Got
to be one. Got to."

Dewey's wife dozed, but she awakened when shéifalieave their bed, heard
him once more answering the telephone, and hesh the nearby room where her
sons slept, sobs, a small boy crying. "Paul?" Gudyy Paul was neither troubled nor
troublesome - not a whiner, ever. He was too bugging tunnels in the backyard or
practicing to be "the fastest runner in Finney GgunBut at breakfast that morning
he'd burst into tears. His mother had not needegkdim why; she knew that although
he understood only hazily the reasons for the upgioaund him, he felt endangered by
it - by the harassing telephone, and the strangethe door, and his father's worry-
wearied eyes. She went to comfort Paul. His brottieee years older, helped. "Paul,"
he said, "you take it easy now, and tomorrowd#ah you to play poker."

Dewey was in the kitchen; Marie, searching for hiound him there, waiting
for a pot of coffee to percolate and with the mwsisene photographs spread before
him on the kitchen table - bleak stains, spoilihg table's pretty fruit-patterned oil
cloth. (Once he had offered to let her look at pietures. She had declined. She had
said, "I want to remember Bonnie the way Bonnie wasd all of them.") He said,
"Maybe the boys ought to stay with Mother." His imeat a widow, lived not far off, in
a house she thought too spacious and silent; tnedghildren were always welcome.
"For just a few days. Until - well, until.”

"Alvin, do you think we'll ever get back to normaing?" Mrs. Dewey asked.

Their normal life was like this: both worked, MBewey as an office secretary,
and they divided between them the household chtakmg turns at the stove and the
sink. ("When Alvin was sheriff, | know some of theys teased him. Used to say, 'Look
over yonder! Here comes Sheriff Dewey! Tough gugteB a six-shooter! But once he
gets home, off comes the gun and on goes the dpréAnthat time they were saving to
build a home on a farm that Dewey had bought in119&wo hundred and forty acres
several miles north of Garden City. If the weathes fine, and especially when the
days were hot and the wheat was high and ripeikbd to drive out there and practice
his draw - shoot crows, tin cans - or in his imagjon roam through the house he hoped
to have, and through the garden he meant to @adtunder trees yet to be seeded. He
was very certain that some day his own oasis o @akl elms would stand upon those
shadeless plains: "Some day. God willing."

A belief in God and the rituals surrounding thatiéf - church every Sunday,
grace before meals, prayers before bed - were gortant part of the Deweys'
existence. "l don't see how anyone can sit dowtalte without wanting to bless it,"
Mrs. Dewey once said. "Sometimes, when | come hivame work - well, I'm tired. But



there's always coffee on the stove, and sometinstsak in the icebox. The boys make
a fire to cook the steak, and we talk, and tellheather our day, and by the time
supper's ready | know we have good cause to beyhapg grateful. So | say, Thank
you, Lord. Not just because | should - becausentu@"

Now Mrs. Dewey said, "Alvin, answer me. Do younthiwe'll ever have a
normal life again?" He started to reply, but tHepgaone stopped him.

The old Chevrolet left Kansas City November 21 ,u8#dy night. Luggage was lashed
to the fenders and roped to the roof; the trunk seastuffed it could not be shut; inside,
on the back seat, two television sets stood, oo e other. It was a tight fit for the
passengers: Dick, who was driving, and Perry, wdtackitching the old Gibson guitar,
his most beloved possession. As for Perry's othEmigings - a card-board suitcase, a
gray Zenith portable radio, a gallon jug of rooebayrup (he feared that his favorite
beverage might not be available in Mexico), and twg boxes containing books,
manuscripts, cherished memorabilia (and hadn't Dai&ed hell! Cursed, kicked the
boxes, called them "five hundred pounds of pig K)opthese, too, were part of the
car's untidy interior.

Around midnight they crossed the border into O&lah. Perry, glad to be out of
Kansas, at last relaxed. Now it was true - theyewan their way. On their way, and
never coming back - without regret, as far as he w@ncerned, for he was leaving
nothing behind, and no one who might deeply wondier what thin air he'd spiraled.
The same could not be said of Dick. There wereghaisk claimed to love: three sons,
a mother, a father, a brother - persons he hadméddconfide his plans to, or bid
goodbye, though he never expected to see them agairin this life.

Clutter - English Vows given in Saturday ceremothat headline, appearing on the
social page of the Garden City Telegram for Novem®®& surprised many of its
readers. It seemed that Beverly, the second ofQltter's surviving daughters, had
married Mr. Vere Edward English, the young biolagydent to whom she had long
been engaged. Miss Clutter had worn white, andviaading, a full-scale affair ("Mrs.
Leonard Cowan was soloist, and Mrs. Howard Blamtharganist”), had been
"solemnized at the First Methodist Church" - therch in which, three days earlier, the
bride had formally mourned her parents, her brothed her younger sister. However,
according to the Telegram's account, "Vere and Bgvead planned to be married at
Christmas time. The invitations were printed andfaéher had reserved the church for
that date. Due to the unexpected tragedy and becazfute many relatives being here
from distant places, the young couple decided t@ hlaeir wedding Saturday."

The wedding over, the Clutter kinfolk dispersea. Kdonday, the day the last of
them left Garden City, the Telegram featured orfriteit page a letter written by Mr.
Howard Fox, of Oregon, lllinois, a brother of BoanClutter. The letter, after
expressing gratitude to the townspeople for hawvpgned their "homes and hearts" to



the bereaved family, turned into a plea. "Therenigch resentment in this community
[that is, Garden City]," wrote Mr. Fox. "I have evleard on more than one occasion
that the man, when found, should be hanged fronnéagest tree. Let us not feel this
way. The deed is done and taking another life cacinange it. Instead, let us forgive as
God would have us do. It is not right that we sHoubld a grudge in our hearts. The
doer of this act is going to find it very difficuibhdeed to live with himself. His only
peace of mind will be when he goes to God for feggess. Let us not stand in the way
but instead give prayers that he may find his péace

The car was parked on a promontory where PerryDackihad stopped to picnic. It was

noon. Dick scanned the view through a pair of budaxs. Mountains. Hawks wheeling

in a white sky. A dusty road winding into and ofitaowhite and dusty village. Today

was his second day in Mexico, and so far he litdthé - even the food. (At this very

moment he was eating a cold, oily tortilla.) Thegdhcrossed the border at Laredo,
Texas, the morning of November 23, and spent trgt fiight in a San Luis Potosi

brothel. They were now two hundred miles northhafit next destination, Mexico City.

"Know what | think?" said Perry. "l think there stlbe something wrong with
us. To do what we did."

"Did what?"
"Out there."

Dick dropped the binoculars into a leather cadexarious receptacle initialed
H. W. C. He was annoyed. Annoyed as hell. Why #édouldn't Perry shut up? Christ
Jesus, what damn good did it do, always draggieggttddam thing up? It really was
annoying. Especially since they'd agreed, sorhof,to talk about the goddam thing.
Just forget it.

"There's got to be something wrong with somebotip'd/ do a thing like that,"
Perry said.

"Deal me out, baby," Dick said. "I'm a normal." ADick meant what he said.
He thought himself as balanced, as sane as anyonaybe a bit smarter than the
average fellow, that's all. But Perry - there wiasDick's opinion, "something wrong"
with Little Perry. To say the least. Last sprindiem they had celled together at Kansas
State Penitentiary, he'd learned most of Perrgselepeculiarities: Perry could be "such
a kid," always wetting his bed and crying in hisegl ("Dad, | been looking everywhere,
where you been, Dad?"), and often Dick had seen"Bitfor hours just sucking his
thumb and poring over them phony damn treasureeguidVhich was one side; there
were others. In some ways old Perry was "spookyek" Take, for instance, that
temper of his. He could slide into a fury "quickkan ten drunk Indians." And yet you
wouldn't know it. "He might be ready to kill youytoyou'd never know it, not to look at
or listen to," Dick once said. For however extrethe inward rage, outwardly Perry
remained a cool young tough, with eyes serene kglatlg sleepy. The time had been



when Dick had thought he could control, could ratgilthe temperature of the sudden
cold fevers that burned and chilled his friend, led been mistaken, and in the
aftermath of that discovery, had grown very unafr@erry, not at all certain what to

think - except that he felt he ought to be afraichisn, and wondered really why he

wasn't.

"Deep down," Perry continued, "way, way rock-bottd never thought | could
do it. A thing like that."

"How about the nigger?" Dick said. Silence. Dieklized that Perry was staring
at him. A week ago, in Kansas City, Perry had boagbair of dark glasses - fancy ones
with silver-lacquered rims and mirrored lenses.kDdésliked them; he'd told Perry he
was ashamed to be seen with "anyone who'd weakithcof flit stuff.” Actually, what
irked him was the mirrored lenses; it was unpleabaming Perry's eyes hidden behind
the privacy of those tinted, reflecting surfaces.

"But a nigger," said Perry. "That's different."efbomment, the reluctance with
which it was pronounced, made Dick ask, "Or did¥ il him like you said?" It was a
significant question, for his original interestRerry, his assessment of Perry's character
and potentialities, was founded on the story Péag once told him of how he had
beaten a colored man to death.

"Sure | did. Only - a nigger. It's not the samEnén Perry said, "Know what it is
that really bugs me? About the other thing? It& judon't believe it - that anyone can
get away with a thing like that. Because | doré kew it's possible. To do what we did.
And just one hundred percent get away with it. Bmehat's what bugs me - | can't get
it out of my head that something's got to happen.”

Though as a child he had attended church, Dickneagr "come near" a belief
in God; nor was he troubled by superstitions. UnRerry, he was not convinced that a
broken mirror meant seven years' misfortune, arahgwung moon if glimpsed through
glass portended evil. But Perry, with his sharp aodhtchy intuitions, had hit upon
Dick's one abiding doubt. Dick, too, suffered momsemhen that question circled inside
his head: Was it possible - were the two of theonést to God going to get away with
doing a thing like that"? Suddenly, he said to YetNow, just shut up!" Then he
gunned the motor and backed the car off the proongnfAhead of him, on the dusty
road, he saw a dog trotting along in the warm sinesh

Mountains. Hawks. Wheeling in a white sky.

When Perry asked Dick, "Know what | think?" he wnhe was beginning a
conversation that would displease Dick, and ong tbathat matter, he himself would
just as soon avoid. He agreed with Dick: Why gaadking about it? But he could not
always stop himself. Spells of helplessness ocdumeoments when he "remembered
things" - blue light exploding in a black room, tgkss eyes of a big toy bear - and
when voices, a particular few words, started nagbis mind: "Oh, no! Oh, please! No!



No! No! No! Don't! Oh, please don't, please!" Anértain sounds returned - a silver
dollar rolling across a floor, boot steps on harddatairs, and the sounds of breathing,
the gasps, the hysterical inhalations of a man aiskvered windpipe.

When Perry said, "l think there must be somethimgng with us,” he was
making an admission he "hated to make." Afterialas "painful” to imagine that one
might be "not just right" - particularly if whatewevas wrong was not your own fault
but "maybe a thing you were born with." Look at I&nily! Look at what had
happened there! His mother, an alcoholic, had glteainto death on her own vomit. Of
her children, two sons and two daughters, onlyythenger girl, Barbara, had entered
ordinary life, married, begun raising a family. Rethe other daughter, jumped out of a
window of a San Francisco hotel. (Perry had ewvecesi'tried to believe she slipped,”
for he'd loved Fern. She was "such a sweet persorartistic,” a "terrific" dancer, and
she could sing, too. "If she'd ever had any luckli&twith her looks and all, she could
have got somewhere, been somebody" It was sadit& tf her climbing over a
window sill and falling fifteen floors.) And themeas Jimmy, the older boy - Jimmy,
who had one day driven his wife to suicide ancekilhimself the next.

Then he heard Dick say, "Deal me out, baby. I'moamal. " Wasn't that a
horse's laugh? But never mind, let it pass. "Deapnd’ Perry continued, "way, way
rock-bottom, | never thought | could do it. A thiddke that. " And at once he
recognized his error: Dick would, of course, anslseasking, "How about the nigger?"
When he'd told Dick that story, it was because edted Dick's friendship, wanted
Dick to "respect" him, think him "hard,” as muchhét masculine type" as he had
considered Dick to be. And so one day after they thath read and were discussing a
Reader's Digest article entitled "How Good a CharaDetective Are You?" ("As you
wait in a dentist's office or a railway statiory studying the give-away signs in people
around you. Watch the way they walk, for examplest#-legged gait can reveal a
rigid, unbending personality; a shambling walk élaf determination™), Perry had said
"I've always been an outstanding character detectitherwise I'd be dead today. Like
if I couldn't judge when to trust somebody. You eegan much. But I've come to trust
you, Dick. You'll see | do, because I'm going ta pyself in your power. I'm going to
tell you something | never told anybody. Not eveillié/Jay. About the time | fixed a
guy. " And Perry saw, as he went on, that Dick wsrested; he was really listening.
"It was a couple of summers ago. Out in Vegas.d lvang in this old boarding house -
it used to be a fancy cathouse. But all the fanag gone. It was a place they should
have torn down ten years back; anyway, it was sbrtoming down by itself. The
cheapest rooms were in the attic, and | lived @pethSo did this nigger. His name was
King; he was a transient. We were the only twohgre - us and a million cucarachas.
King, he wasn't too young, but he'd done roadwartt ather outdoor stuff - he had a
good build. He wore glasses, and he read a lohever shut his door, time | passed by,
he was always lying there buck-naked, was out ofkwand said he'd saved a few
dollars from his job, said he wanted to stay in b&dile, read and fan himself and
drink beer. The stuff he read, it was just junlomic books and cowboy junk. He was
0. K. Sometimes we'd have a beer together, and lo@dent me ten dollars. | had no
cause to hurt him. But one night we were sittinghia attic, it was so hot you couldn't
sleep, so | said, 'Come on, King, let's go for iaedr| had an old car I'd stripped and
souped and painted silver - the Silver Ghost, ledat. We went for a long drive. Drove



way out in the desert. Out there it was cool. Wekead and drank a few more beers.
King got out of the car, and | followed after hikte didn't see I'd picked up this chain.
A bicycle chain | kept under the seat. Actualljhad no real idea to do it till | did it. |
hit him across the face. Broke his glasses. | kigit on. Afterward, | didn't feel a
thing. | left him there, and never heard a worduwlib Maybe nobody ever found him.
Just buzzards."

There was some truth in the story. Perry had knawwler the circumstances
stated, a Negro named King. But if the man was deddy it was none of Perry's
doing; he'd never raised a hand against him. Fdreaknew, King might still be lying a
bed some-where, fanning himself and sipping beer.

"Or did you? Kill him like you said?" Dick asked.

Perry was not a gifted liar, or a prolific onewever, once he had told a fiction
he usually stuck by it. "Sure | did. Only - a niggi¢'s not the same." Presently, he said,
"Know what it is that really bugs me? About thatertthing? It's just | don't believe it -
that anyone can get away with a thing like thatridfhe suspected that Dick didn't,
either. For Dick was at least partly inhabited keyris mystical-moral apprehensions.
Thus: "Now, just shut up!"

The car was moving. A hundred feet ahead, a duitett along the side of the
road. Dick swerved toward it. It was an old halkdemongrel, brittle-boned and
mangy, and the impact, as it met the car, wae littbre than what a bird might make.
But Dick was satisfied. "Boy!" he said - and it wabkat he always said after running
down a dog, which was something he did whenevewotportunity arose. "Boy! We
sure splattered him!"

Thanksgiving passed, and the pheasant season cammehdlt, but not the beautiful

Indian summer, with its flow of clear, pure day$ieTlast of the out-of-town newsmen,
convinced that the case was never going to be golett Garden City. But the case was
by no means closed for the people of Finney Couautyl least of all for those who

patronized Holcomb's favorite meeting place, Hartsm&afe.

"Since the trouble started, we've been doingladl tusiness we can handle,"
Mrs. Hartman said, gazing around her snug domamryescrap of which was being sat
or stood or leaned upon by tobacco-scented, cafifieding farmers, farm helpers, and
ranch hands. "Just a bunch of old women," added Mastman's cousin, Postmistress
Clare, who happened to be on the premises. "Ia# gpring and work to be done, they
wouldn't be here. But wheat's winter's on the vilagy got nothing to do but sit around
and scare each other. You know Bill Brown, dowthi Telegram? See the editorial he
wrote? That one he called it 'Another Crime'? Sdity time for everyone to stop
wagging loose tongues.' Because that's a crime, teling plain-out lies. But what can
you expect? Look around you. Rattlesnakes. VarmRtsnor-mongers. See anything
else? Ha! Like dash you do."



One rumor originating in Hartman's Cafe involvedylbr Jones, a rancher
whose property adjoins River Valley Farm. In thengm of a good part of the cafe's
clientele, Mr. Jones and his family, not the Chdfewere the murderer's intended
victims. "It makes harder sense," argued one cfealwho held this view." Taylor Jones,
he's a richer man than Herb Clutter ever was. Nanetend the fellow who done it
wasn't anyone from here-abouts. Pretend he'd besberhired to kill, and all he had
was instructions on how to get to the house. Weelhould be mighty easy to make a
mistake - take a wrong turn - and end up at Healla'se 'stead of Taylor's." The "Jones
Theory" was much repeated - especially to the &mesdignified and sensible family,
who refused to be flustered.

A lunch counter, a few tables, an alcove harboarpt grill, and an icebox and
a radio - that's all there is to Hartman's Cafeut"Bur customers like it," says the
proprietress. "Got to. Nowhere else for them to 'gess they drive seven miles one
direction or fifteen the other. Anyway, we run &fdly place, and the coffee's good
since Mable came to work" - Mabel being Mrs. HelAdter the tragedy, | said, ‘Mabel,
now that you're out of a job, why don't you comeegine a hand at the cafe? Cook a
little. Wait counter." How it turned out - the onhad feature is, everybody comes in
here, they pester her with questions. About thgedlg. But Mabel's not like Cousin
Myrt. Or me. She's shy. Besides, she doesn't knoythang special. No more than
anybody else.” But by and large the Hartman corajreg continued to suspect that
Mabel Helm knew a thing or two that she was holdiagk. And, of course, she did.
Dewey had had several conversations with her addréguested that everything they
said be kept secret. Particularly, she was noteation the missing radio or the watch
found in Nancy's shoe. Which is why she said to.Mtschibald William Warren-
Browne, "Anybody reads the papers knows as mudidasMore. Because | don't read
them."

Square, squat, in the earlier forties, an Enghisiman fitted out with an accent
almost incoherently upper-class, Mrs. Archibald l\aith Warren-Browne did not at all
resemble the cafe's other frequenters, and seemitiily that setting, like a peacock
trapped in a turkey pen. Once, explaining to aruatgance why she and her husband
had abandoned "family estates in the North of Bmfjlaexchanging the hereditary
home - "the jolliest, oh, the prettiest old prioryfor an old and highly un-jolly farm-
house on the plains of western Kansas, Mrs. WdBremne said: "Taxes, my dear.
Death duties. Enormous, criminal death duties. Thahat drove us out of England.
Yes, we left a year ago. Without regrets. None. lgve it here, Just adore it. Though,
of course, it's very different from our other lifehe life we've always known. Paris and
Rome. Monte. London. | do - occasionally - thinkLohdon. Oh, | don't really miss it -
the frenzy, and never a cab, and always worrying bae looks. Positively not. We
love it here. | suppose some people - those awavargast, the life we've led - wonder
aren't we the tiniest bit lonely, out there in thbeat fields. Out West is where we
meant to settle. Wyoming or Neveda - la vraie chd¥e hoped when we got there
some oil might stick to us. But on our way we stgbpo visit friends in Garden City -
friends of friends, actually. But they couldn't baveen kinder. Insisted we linger on.
And we thought, Well, why not? Why not hire a bftland and start ranching? Or
farming. Which is a decision we still haven't cotne- whether to ranch or farm. Dr.
Austin asked if we didn't find it perhaps too qui@ttually, no. Actually, I've never



known such bedlam. It's noisier than a bomb rarinTwhistles. Coyotes. Monsters
howling the bloody night long. A horrid racket. Arsihce the murders it seems to
bother me more. So many things do. Our house - ahaild creaker it is! Mark you,
I'm not complaining. Really, it's quite a servicleabouse - has all the mod. cons. - but,
oh, how it coughs and grunts! And after dark, whies wind commences, that hateful
prairie wind, one hears the most appalling moamnsean, if one's a bit nervy, one can't
help imagining - silly things. Dear God! That pdamily! No, we never met them. |
saw Mr. Clutter once. In the Federal Building."

Early in December, in the course of a single afien, two of the cafe's steadiest
customers announced plans to pack up and leavenamly Finney County but the
state. The first was a tenant farmer who worked lfester McCoy, a well-known
western-Kansas landowner and businessman. He "$didd my-self a talk with Mr.
McCoy. Tried to let him know what's going on outdién Holcomb and here abouts.
How a body can't sleep. My wife can't sleep, anel wlon't allow me. So | told Mr.
McCoy | like his place fine but he better hunt uyppther man.

'‘Count if we're movin' on. Down to east Colorafitaybe then I'll get some
rest.”

The second announcement was made by Mrs. Hideml@skho stopped by the
cafe" with three of her four red-cheeked childr8he lined them up at the counter and
told Mrs. Hartman, "Give Bruce a box of Crackerkla@obby wants a Coke. Bonnie
Jean? We know how you feel, Bonnie Jean, but coméhave a treat." Bonnie Jean
shook her head, and Mrs. Ashida said, "Bonnie desort of blue. She don't want to
leave here. The school here. And all her friends."

"Why, say," said Mrs. Hartman, smiling at Bonnagad. "That's nothing to be
sad over. Transferring from Holcomb to Garden Eiigh. Lots more boys - "

Bonnie Jean said, "You don't understand. Daddgleng us away. To
Nebraska."

Bess Hartman looked at the mother, as if expedigigto deny the daughter's
allegation. "It's true, Bess," Mrs. Ashida said.

"l don't know what to say," said Mrs. Hartman, faeice indignantly astonished,
and also despairing. The Ashidas were a part ofHbkeomb community everyone
appreciated - a family likably high-spirited, yeartd-working and neighborly and
generous, though they didn't have much to be gesesith.

Mrs. Ashida said, "We've been talking on it a leinge. Hideo, he thinks we can
do better somewhere else."

"When you plan to go?"



"Soon as we sell up. But anyway not before ChiastnOn account of a deal
we've worked out with the dentist. About Hideo'sri€imas present. Me and the kids,
we're giving him three gold teeth. For Christmas."

Mrs. Hartman sighed. "l don't know what to saycé&pt | wish you wouldn't.
Just up and leave us." She sighed again. "Seemsvire losing everybody. One way
and another.”

"Gosh, you think | want to leave?" Mrs. AshidadsdiFar as people go, this is
the nicest place we ever lived. But Hideo, he'sntlae, and he says we can get a better
farm in Nebraska. And I'll tell you something, Besdrs. Ashida attempted a frown,
but her plump, round, smooth face could not quitmage It. "We used to argue about
it. Then one night | said, 'O. K., you're the bdsss go. ' After what happened to Herb
and his family, | felt something around here hachedo an end. | mean personally. For
me. And so | quit arguing. | said O. K." She dipetand into Bruce's box of Cracker
Jack. "Gosh, | can't get over it. | can't get ftrofy mind. | liked Herb. Did you know |
was one of the last to see him alive? Uh-huh. Me thie kids. We been to the 4-H
meeting in Garden City and he gave us a ride hdine.last thing | said to Herb, | told
him how | couldn't imagine his ever being afraittal no matter what the situation was,
he could talk his way out of it." Thoughtfully shibled a kernel of Cracker Jack, took
a swig of Bobby's Coke, then said, "Funny, but knaw, Bess, I'll bet he wasn't afraid.
I mean, however it happened, I'll bet right up he tast he didn't believe it would.
Because it couldn't. Not to him."

The sun was blazing. A small boat was riding ahanén a mild sea: the Estrellita, with
four persons aboard - Dick, Perry, a young Mexicam] Otto, a rich middle-aged
German.

"Please. Again," said Otto, and Perry, strummirgy duitar, sang in a husky
sweet voice a Smoky Mountains song: "In this wddday while we're living Some
folks say the worst of us they can, But when we&ad and in our caskets, They always
slip some lilies in our hand.

Won't you give me flowers while I'm living..."

A week in Mexico City, and then he and Dick hatvein south - Cuernavaca,
Taxco, Acapulco. And it was in Acapulco, in a "jbkex honky-tonk," that they had met
the hairy-legged and hearty Otto. Dick had "pickeoh up.” But the gentleman, a
vacationing Hamburg lawyer, "already had a friend! young native Acapulcan who
called himself the Cowboy.* "He proved to be a twethy person,” Perry once said of
the Cowboy. "Mean as Judas, some ways, but oh, amamny boy, a real fast jockey.
Dick liked him, too. We got on great."

The Cowboy found for the tattooed drifters a romnthe house of an uncle,
undertook to improve Perry's Spanish, and sharedbémefits of his liaison with the
holiday maker from Hamburg, in whose company andtaise expense they drank and



ate and bought women. The host seemed to thinkdses well spent, if only because
he relished Dick's jokes. Each day Otto hired tbedlita, a deep-sea-fishing craft, and
the four friends went trolling along the coast. Thewboy skippered the boat; Otto
sketched and fished; Perry baited hooks, daydreasaed, and sometimes fished; Dick
did nothing - only moaned, complained of the matitay about sun-drugged and
listless, like a lizard at siesta. But Perry sdidis is finally it. The way it ought to be."
Still, he knew that it couldn't continue - thatas, in fact, destined to stop that very
day. The next day Otto was returning to Germanyl Rarry and Dick were driving
back to Mexico City - at Dick's insistence. "Subaby,"” he'd said when they were
debating the matter. "It's nice and all. With tkia sn your back. But the dough's going-
going-gone. And after we've sold the car, what hageot left?"

The answer was that they had very little, for thag by now mostly disposed of
the stuff acquired the day of the Kansas City chem$sing spree - the camera, the cuff
links, the television sets. Also, they had soldatMexico City policeman with whom
Dick had got acquainted, a pair of binoculars argtay Zenith portable radio. "What
we'll do is, we'll go back to Mex, sell the car,damaybe | can get a garage job.
Anyway, it's a better deal up there. Better opputies. Christ, | sure could use some
more of that Inez." Inez was a prostitute who hadoated Dick on the steps of the
Palace of Fine Arts in Mexico City (the visit waarpof a sightseeing tour taken to
please Perry). She was eighteen, and Dick had paeairio marry her. But he had also
promised to marry Maria, a woman of fifty, who wg widow of a "very prominent
Mexican banker." They had met in a bar, and theg nerning she had paid him the
equivalent of seven dollars. "So how about it?"kKDgaid to Perry. "We'll sell the
wagon. Find a job. Save our dough. And see whapdrapn" As though Perry couldn't
predict precisely what would happen.

Suppose they got two or three hundred for theG¥idvrolet. Dick, if he knew
Dick, and he did - now he did - would spend it tiglwvay on vodka and women.

While Perry sang, Otto sketched him in a sketchbtiovas a passable likeness,
and the artist perceived one not very obvious dspethe sitter's countenance - its
mischief, an amused, babyish malice that suggestade unkind cupid aiming
envenomed arrows. He was naked to the waist. (Reas/ "ashamed” to take off his
trousers, "ashamed" to wear swimming trunks, fomas afraid that the sight of his
injured legs would "disgust people," and so, despis underwater reveries, all the talk
about skin-diving, he hadn't once gone into theewpOtto reproduced a number of the
tattoos ornamenting the subject's over muscledtcaass, and small and calloused but
girlish hands. The sketch-book, which Otto gavernfas a parting gift, contained
several drawings of Dick - "nude studies."

Otto shut his sketchbook, Perry put down his guigad the Cowboy raised
anchor, started the engine. It was time to go. Wene ten miles out, and the water was
darkening.

Perry urged Dick to fish. "We may never have aaptthance," he said.

"Chance?"



"To catch a big one."

"Jesus, I've got the bastard kind," Dick saidm"Isick." Dick often had
headaches of migraine intensity - "the bastard.Kinié thought they were the result of
his automobile accident. "Please, baby. Let's log, wery quiet.”

Moments later Dick had forgotten his pain. He washis feet, shouting with
excitement. Otto and the Cowboy were shouting, Rerry had hooked "a big one."
Ten feet of soaring, plunging sailfish, it leapat;hed like a rainbow, dived, sank deep,
tugged the line taut, rose, flew, fell, rose. Aruhpassed, and part of another, before
the sweat-soaked sportsman reeled it in.

There is an old man with an ancient wooden boxertarwho hangs around the
harbor in Acapulco, and when the Estrellita dockéttp commissioned him to do six
portraits of Perry posed beside his catch. Techipjctne old man's work turned out
badly - brown and streaked. Still, they were rerabl& photographs, and what made
them so was Perry's expression, his look of unfthfuéillment, of beatitude, as though
at last, and as in one of his dreams, a tall yeboa had hauled him to heaven.

One December afternoon Paul Helm was pruning thehpef floral odds and ends that
had entitled Bonnie Clutter to membership in thedeéa City Garden Club. It was a
melancholy task, for he was reminded of anotheerafton when he'd done the same
chore. Kenyon had helped him that day, and it Wwaddst time he'd seen Kenyon alive,
or Nancy, or any of them. The weeks between had bheaed on Mr. Helm. He was "in
poor health" (poorer than he knew; he had less thanmonths to live), and he was
worried about a lot of things. His job, for one. deubted he would have it much
longer. Nobody seemed really to know, but he uridedsthat "the girls," Beverly and
Eveanna, intended to sell the property - thougthead heard one of the boys at the cafe
remark, "ain't nobody gonna buy that spread, Iatha mystery lasts.” It "didn't do" to
think about strangers here, harvesting "our" lavid. Helm minded - he minded for
Herb's sake. This was a place, he said, that "oieghé kept in a man's family." Once
Herb had said to him, "I hope there'll always W@latter here, and a Helm, too." It was
only a year ago Herb had said that. Lord, what keato do if the farm got sold? He felt
"too old to fit in somewhere different.”

Still, he must work, and he wanted to. He was$®@tsaid, the kind to kick off his
shoes and sit by the stove. And yet it was truettteafarm nowadays made him uneasy:
the locked house, Nancy's horse forlornly waitingifield, the odor of windfall apples
rotting under the apple trees, and the absenceioés - Kenyon calling Nancy to the
telephone, Herb whistling, his glad "Good morniRgul." He and Herb had "got along
grand" - never a cross word between them. Why,, tdehthe men from the sheriff's
office continue to question him? Unless they thdulgh had "something to hide"?
Maybe he ought never to have mentioned the Mexiddeshad informed Al Dewey
that at approximately four o'clock on Saturday, dlober 14, the day of the murders, a
pair of Mexicans, one mustachioed and the othekipacked, appeared at River Valley
Farm. Mr. Helm had seen them knock on the doortbé 'office,” seen Herb step



outside and talk to them on the lawn, and, possibly minutes later, watched the
strangers walk away, "looking sulky." Mr. Helm figa that they had come asking for
work and had been told there was none. Unfortupatiebugh he'd been called upon to
recount his version of that day's events many tirheshad not spoken of the incident
until two weeks after the crime, because, as hdamad to Dewey, "I just suddenly
recalled it." But Dewey, and some of the other siigators, seemed not to credit his
story, and behaved as though it were a tale he/dnted to mislead them. They
preferred to believe Bob Johnson, the insuran@ssan, who had spent all of Saturday
afternoon conferring with Mr. Clutter in the lateeoffice, and who was "absolutely
positive" that from two to ten past six he had befemb's sole visitor. Mr. Helm was
equally definite: Mexicans, a mustache, pockmaiids:, o'clock. Herb would have told
them that he was speaking the truth, convinced tihathe, Paul Helm, was a man who
"said his prayers and earned his bread." But Herb gone.

Gone. And Bonnie, too. Her bedroom window overkbkhe garden, and now
and then, usually when she was "having a bad ‘$p&il,Helm had seen her stand long
hours gazing into the garden, as though what shebsavitched her. ("When | was a
girl," she had once told a friend, "l was terrillyre trees and flowers were the same as
birds or people. That they thought things, andedlkmong themselves. And we could
hear them if we really tried. It was just a matéremptying your head of all other
sounds. Being very quiet and listening very haaim&times | still believe that. But one
can never get quiet enough...")

Remembering Bonnie at the window, Mr. Helm lookegd, as though he
expected to see her, a ghost behind the glass. ffad, it could not have amazed him
more than what he did in fact discern - a handihgléhack a curtain, and eyes. "But,"
as he subsequently described it, "the sun wasdpittiat side of the house" - it made the
window glass waver, shimmeringly twisted what hineyond it - and by the time Mr.
Helm had shielded his eyes, then looked again,ctivains had swung closed, the
window was vacant. "My eyes aren't too good, andhdered if they had played me a
trick," he recalled. "But | was pretty darn cert#tiat they hadn't. And | was pretty darn
certain it wasn't any spook. Because | don't beligv spooks. So who could it be?
Sneaking around in there. Where nobody's got & t@lgo, except the law. And how
did they get in? With everything locked up like tteglio was advertising tornadoes.
That's what | wondered. But | wasn't expectingital fout - not by myself. | dropped
what | was doing, and cut across the fields to bimlb. Soon as | got there, | phoned
Sheriff Robinson. Explained that there was somepgutgwling around inside the
Clutter house. Well, they came raring right on dtate troopers. The sheriff and his
bunch. The K. B. I. fellows. Al Dewey. Just as thegre stringing themselves around
the place, sort of getting ready for action, thenfrdoor opened. " Out walked a person
no one present had ever seen before - a man imididle thirties, dull-eyed, wild-
haired, and wearing a hip holster stocked with&cd&iper pistol. "I guess all of us
there had the identical idea - this was him, the wmo came and killed them,” Mr.
Helm continued. "He didn't make a move. Stood qudetd of blinking. They took the
gun away, and started asking questions."

The man's name was Adrian - Jonathan Daniel AdiBnwas on his way to
New Mexico, and at present had no fixed addresswihat purpose had he broken into



the Clutter house, and how, incidentally, had heaged it? He showed them how. (He
had lifted a lid off a water well and crawled thghua pipe tunnel that led into the
basement.) As for why, he had read about the cqadevas curious, just wanted to see
what the place looked like. "And then," accordiogvir. Helm's memory of the episode,
"somebody asked him was he a hitchhiker? Hitchhikirs way to New Mexico? No,
he said, he was driving his own car. And it waskpdrdown the lane a piece. So
everybody went to look at the car. When they fowhét was inside it, one of the men -
maybe it was Al Dewey - said to him, told this Jivaen Daniel Adrian, 'Well, mister,
seems like we've got something to discuss. ' Beganside the car, what they'd found
was a .12-gauge shotgun. And a hunting knife."

A room in a hotel in Mexico City. In the room was ugly modern bureau with
a lavender-tinted mirror, and tucked into a corolethe mirror was a printed warning
from the Management: Su dia termina a las 2 p. m.

Your day ends at 2 p. m.

Guests, in other words, must vacate the room eystated hour or expect to be
charged another day's rent - a luxury that thegmtesccupants were not contemplating.
They wondered only whether they could settle the silready owed. For everything
had evolved as Perry had prophesied: Dick had t@dcar, and three days later the
money, slightly less than two hundred dollars, ledely vanished. On the fourth day
Dick had gone out hunting honest work, and thahinige had announced to Perry,
"Nuts! You know what they pay? What the wages a&ef?an expert mechanic? Two
bucks a day. Mexico! Honey, I've had it. We gotntake it out of here. Back to the
States. No, now, I'm not going to listen. DiamorBistied treasure. Wakeup, little boy.
There ain't no caskets of gold. No sunken ship. Aweh if there was - hell, you can't
even swim." And the next day, having borrowed mofeyn the richer of his two
fiancés, the banker's widow, Dick bought bus tiskiftat would take them, via San
Diego, as far as Barstow, California. "After thdi¢' said, "we walk."

Of course, Perry could have struck out on his csteyed in Mexico, let Dick go
where he damn well wanted. Why not? Hadn't he awasen "a loner,” and without
any "real friends" (except the gray-haired, gragekyand "brilliant" Willie-Jay)? But he
was afraid to leave Dick; merely to consider it mdnim feel "sort of sick," as though
he were trying to make up his mind to "jump offraint going ninety-nine miles an
hour." The basis of his fear, or so he himself ssito believe, was a newly grown
superstitious certainty that "whatever had to happen't happen” as long as he and
Dick "stick together." Then, too, the severity oficks "wake-up" speech, the
belligerence with which he proclaimed his theretef@aoncealed opinion of Perry's
dreams and hopes - all this, perversity being what, appealed to Perry, hurt and
shocked him but charmed him, almost revived hisméarfaith in the tough, the "totally
masculine,” the pragmatic, the decisive Dick haideoallowed to boss him. And so,
since a sunrise hour on a chilly Mexico City mognin early December, Perry had been
prowling about the unheated hotel room assemblindy packing his possessions -
stealthily, lest he waken the two sleeping shapesg lon one of the room's twin beds:
Dick, and the younger of his betrotheds, Inez.



There was one belonging of his that need no longacern him. On their last
night in Acapulco, a thief had stolen the Gibsontagu- absconded with it from a
waterfront cafe" where he, Otto, Dick, and the Cowhbad been bidding one another a
highly alcoholic goodbye. And Perry was bitter abduHe felt, he later said, "real
mean and low," explaining, "You have a guitar lemwpugh, like | had that one, wax
and shine it, fit your voice to it, treat it likewas a girl you really had some use for -
well, it gets to be kind of holy." But while the ghoined guitar presented no ownership
problem, his remaining property did. As he and Dackuld now be traveling by foot or
thumb, they clearly could not carry with them mtran a few shirts and socks. The rest
of their clothing would have to be shipped - antjeied, Perry had already filled a
cardboard carton (putting into it - along with sobits of unlaundered laundry - two
pairs of boots, one pair with soles that left a'<&aw print, the other pair with
diamond-pattern soles) and addressed it to himselfe of General Delivery, Las
Vegas, Nevada.

But the big question, and source of heartache, izt to do with his much-
loved memorabilia - the two huge boxes heavy wibKs and maps, yellowing letters,
song lyrics, poems, and unusual souvenirs (susperada a belt fabricated from the
skins of Nevada rattlers he himself had slain; esti@ netsuke bought in Kyoto; a
petrified dwarf tree, also from Japan; the footaof Alaskan bear). Probably the best
solution - at least, the best Perry could devigas to leave the stuff with "Jesus." The
"Jesus” he had in mind tended bar in a cafe adhesstreet from the hotel, and was,
Perry thought, muy simpatico, definitely someonecbeld trust to return the boxes on
demand. (He intended to send for them as soon hada "fixed address.")

Still, there were some things too precious to chdnsing, and while the lovers
drowsed and time dawdled on toward 2: 00 p. m.ryPeoked through old letters,
photographs, clippings, and selected from themethmementos he meant to take with
him. Among them was a badly typed composition kEdit'A History of My Boy's
Life." The author of this manuscript was Perryhéa, who in an effort to help his son
obtain a parole from Kansas State Penitentiary, vditen it the previous December
and mailed it to the Kansas State Parole Boamla$t a document that Perry had read at
least a hundred times, never with indifference:l@fuod - Be glad to tell you, as | see
it, both good and bad. Yes, Perry birth was norrligalthy - yes. Yea, | was able to
care for him properly until my wife turned out te la disgraceful drunkard when my
children were at school age. Happy dispositions ged no, very serious if mistreated
he never forgets. | also keep my promises and rhakedo so. My wife was different.
We lived in the country. We are all truly outdocegple. | taught my children the
Golden Rule. Live & let live and in many cases nmjidren would tell on each other
when doing wrong and the guilty one would alwaymagdand come forward, willing
for a spanking. And promise to be good, and alwdgse their work quickly and
willing so they could be free to play. Always wasiitemselves first thing in the
morning, dress in clean clothes, | was very staimut that, and wrong doings to others,
and if wrong was done to them by other kids | mtmen quit playing with them. Our
children were no trouble to us as long as we wegether. It all started when my wife
wanted to go to the City and live a wild life - arath away to do so. | let her go and said
goodbye as she took the car and left me behind (f@s during depression). My
children all cryed at the top of their voices. $imy cussed them saying they would run



away to come to me later. She got mad and thersbaidvould turn the children to hate
me, which she did, all but Perry. For the love gfchildren after several months | went
to find them, located them in San Francisco, myewibt knowing. | tryed to see them
in school. My wife had given orders to the teachet to let me see them. However, |
managed to see them while playing in the schoal gad was surprised when they told
me, "Mama told us not to talk to you." All but RerHe was different. He put his arms
around me and wanted to run away with me rite thenld him No. But rite after
school was out, he ran away to my lawyers office RInso Turco. | took my boy back
to his mother and left the City. Perry later toleé,nhis mother told him to find a new
home. While my children were with her they run amdwas they pleased, | understand
Perry got into trouble. | wanted her to ask foradoe, which she did after about a year
or so. Her drinkin and stepin out, living with auymy man. | contested the divorce and
was granted full custody of the children. | tookrye¢o my home to live with me. The
other children were put in homes as | could notagerto take them all in my home and
them being part indian blood and welfare took adrthem as | requested.

This was during depression time. | was working/nP. A. very small wages. |
owned some property and small home at the timeyRed | lived together peacefully.
My heart was hurt, as | still loved my other chédralso. So | took to roaming to forget
it all. I made a livin for us both. | sold my prapeand we lived in a "house car." Perry
went to school often as possible. He didn't likeosd very well. He learns quick and
never got into trouble with the other kids. Onlyemhthe Bully Kid picked on him. He
was short and stocky a new kid in school they tt@anistreat him. They found him
willing to fight for his rights. That was the wayrdised my kids. | always told them
dont start a fight, if you do, I'll give you a beatwhen | find out. But if the other kids
start a fight, do your best. One time a kid twice dge at school, run up and hit him, to
his surprise Perry got him down and give him a gbedting. | had given him some
advice in wrestling. As | once used to Box & WresiThe lady principal of the school
and all the kids watched this fight. The lady piirat loved the big kid. To see him get
whipped by my little boy Perry was more than shel@¢dake. After that Perry was King
of the Kids at school. If any big kid tried to miesat a small one, Perry would settle that
rite now. Even the Big Bully was afraid of Perrynaand had to be good. But that hurt
the lady principal so she came to me complainimguaPerry fighting in school. | told
her | knew all about it and that | didnt intendeédbmy boy get beat up by kids twice his
size. | also asked her why they let that Bully Kielat up on other kids. | told her that
Perry had a rite to defend himself. Perry nevatedticthe trouble and that | would take a
hand in this affair myself. | told her my son waslMliked by all the neighbors, and
their kids. | also told her | was going to take ripasut of her school real soon, move
away to another state. Which | did. Perry is noehinge has done wrong many times
same as so many other kids. Rite is Rite and wiengrong. | dont stick up for his
wrong doings. He must pay the Hardioay when he dwoesg, law is Boss he knows
that by now.

Youth - Perry joined the merchant Marines in secwaar. | went to Alaska, he
came later and joined me there. | trapped fursRerdy worked with the Alaska Road
Commission the first winter then he got work on tadroad for a short while. He
couldn't get the work he liked to do. Yes - he gme $ now and then when he had it.
He also sent me $30 .00 a month while in Koreawale he was there from beginning



until the end and was dischard in Seattle, Wasmokrble as far as | know. He is
mechanically inclined. Bulldozers, draglines, shHey&eavy duty trucks of all type is
his desire. For the experience he has had heligoed. Somewhat reckless and speed
crazy with motorcycles and light cars. But sincehlas had a good taste of what speed
will do, and his both legs Broke & hip injury hemdas slowed down on that I'm sure.

Recreation - interests. Yes he had several giahdis, soon as he found a girl to
mistreat him or trifle, he would quit her. He neweas married as far as | know. My
troubles with his mother made him afraid of mariagmewhat. Im a Sober man and as
far as | know Perry is also a person that dont tlkenks. Perry is like myself a great
deal. He likes company of decent type - outdoompfee he like myself, likes to be by
himself also he likes best to work for himself. Ado. I'm a jack of all trades, so to
speak, master of few and so is Perry. | showedhom to make a living working for
himself as a fur trapper, prospector, carpentepdsman, horses, etc. | know how to
cook and so does he, not a professional cook jasepooking for himself. Bake bread,
etc. hunt, and fish, trap, do most anything else.l Aaid before, Perry likes to be his
own Boss & if he is given a chance to work at alpeblikes, tell him how you want it
done, then leave him alone, he will take greatepiid doing his work. If he sees the
Boss appreciates his work he will go out of his i@yhim. But dont get tuff with him.
Tell him in a pleasant way how you want to havaoihe. He is very touchy, his feeling
is very easily hurt, and so are mine. | have genvesal jobs & so has Perry on account
of Bully Bosses. Perry does not have much schodlidgnt either, | only had second
reader. But dont let that make you think we aresmatrp. Im a self taught man & so is
Perry. A White Colar job is not for Perry or me.tRBwtdoors jobs we can master & if
we cant, show him or me how its done & in just apie of days we can master a job or
machine. Books are out. Actual experience we batbhcon rite now, if we like to work
at it. First of all we must like the job. But noveda cripple and almost middle-aged
man. Perry knows he is not wanted now by Contractmipples can't get jobs on heavy
equiptment, unless you are well know to the Com¢radie is beginning to realize that,
he is beginning to think of a more easier way gfpgurting himself in line with my life.
Im sure Im correct. | also think speed is no lorgserdesire. | notice all that now in his
letters to me. He says "be careful Dad. Don't difiy@u feel sleepy, better stop & rest
by the road side." These are the same words |tastedl him. Now he's telling me. He's
learned a lesson.

As | see it - Perry has learned a lesson he welen forget. Freedom means
everything to him you will never get him behind $again. Im quite sure Im rite. |
notice a big change in the way he talks. He desggyets his mistake he told me. | also
know he feels ashamed to meet people he knows lheatitell them he was behind
bars. He asked me not to mention where he is térieisds. When he wrote & told me
he was behind bars, | told him let that be a lesgbiat | was glad that it happened that
way when it could have been worse. Someone could khot him. | also told him to
take his term behind bars with a smile U done iirgelf. U know better. | didn't raise
you to steal from others, so dont complain to me hdf it is in prison. Be a good boy
in prison. & he promised that he would. | hope $i@igood prisoner. Im sure no one
will talk him into stealing anymore. The law is Bpshe knows that. He loves his
Freedom.



How well | know that Perry is good hearted if yioeat him rite. Treat him mean
& you got a buzz saw to fight. You can trust hinthwany amount of $ if your his
friend. He will do as you say he wont steal a demh a friend or anyone else. Before
this happened. And | sincerely hope he will live tlest of his life a honest man. He did
steal something in Company with others when heavéttle kid. Just ask Perry if | was
a good father to him ask him if his mother was gé@mdim in Frisco. Perry knows
whats good for him. U got him whipped forever. HeoWws when he's beat. He's not a
dunce. He knows life is too short to sweet to speeldind bars ever again. relatives.
One sister Bobo married, and me his father ishat ts living of Perry. Bobo & her
husband are self-supporting. Own their own homén& dble & active to take care of
myself also. | sold my lodge in Alaska two year®.algintend to have another small
place of my own next year. | located several mihel@ms & hope to get something
out of them. Besides that | have not given up peospg. | am also asked to write a
book on artistic wood carving, and the famous Teaip@en Lodge | build in Alaska
once my homestead known by all tourists that tréwyetar to Anchorage and maybe |
will. I'll share all | have with Perry. Anytime lehe eats. As long as Im alive & when |
die Ive got life insurance that will be paid to hem he can start life Anew when he gets
free again. In case Im not alive then.

This biography always set racing a stable of eonstt self-pity in the lead, love
and hate running evenly at first, the latter ultiela pulling ahead. And most of the
memories it released were unwanted, though nolraflct, the first part of his life that
Perry could remember was treasurable - a fragn@anposed of applause, glamour. He
was perhaps three, and he was seated with higssiatel his older brother in the
grandstand at an open-air rodeo; in the ring, a @aerokee girl rode a wild horse, a
"bucking bronc,” and her loosened hair whipped baok forth, flew about like a
flamenco dancer's. Her name was Flo Buckskin, dred vgas a professional rodeo
performer, a "champion bronc-rider." So was heibhuasl, Tex John Smith; it was while
touring the Western rodeo circuit that the handsdndian girl and the homely-
handsome Irish cowboy had met, married, and hadfdbe children sitting in the
grandstand. (And Perry could remember many anatitiro spectacle - see again his
father skipping about inside a circle of spinniagdos, or his mother, with silver and
turquoise bangles jangling on her wrists, trickirgdat a desperado speed that thrilled
her youngest child and caused crowds in towns ffexas to Oregon to "stand up and
clap.”)

Until Perry was five, the team of "Tex & Flo" camied to work the rodeo
circuit. As a way of life, it wasn't "any gallon @fe cream," Perry once recalled: "Six of
us riding in an old truck, sleeping in it, too, sstimes, living off mush and Hershey
kisses and condensed milk. Hawks Brand condenskditmvas called, which is what
weakened my kidneys - the sugar content - whiathig | was always wetting the bed."
Yet it was not an unhappy existence, especiallyafdittle boy proud of his parents,
admiring of their showmanship and courage - a happie, certainly, than what
replaced it. For Tex and Flo, both forced by ailtseto retire from their occupation,
settled near Reno, Nevada. They fought, and Flok'to whiskey," and then, when
Perry was six, she departed for San Franciscongattie children with her. It was
exactly as the old man had written: "I let her gd aaid goodby as she took the car and



left me behind (this was during depression). Myldiien all cryed at the top of their
voices. She only cursed them saying they wouldawnay to come to me later." And,
indeed, over the course of the next three yeany Ped on several occasions run off,
set out to find his lost father, for he had lost imother as well, learned to "despise" her;
liquor had blurred the face, swollen the figureaha once sinewy, limber Cherokee girl,
had "soured her soul," honed her tongue to the edekt point, so dissolved her self-
respect that generally she did not bother to asknimes of the stevedores and trolley-
car conductors and such persons who accepted Whaiffered without charge (except
that she insisted they drink with her first, anda@ato the tunes of a wind-up Victrola).

Consequently, as Perry recalled, "I was alwayskthg about Dad, hoping he
could come take me away, and | remember, like asnskago, the time | saw him
again. Standing in the schoolyard. It was like whtnball hits the bat really solid. Di
Maggio. Only Dad wouldn't help me. Told me to beogand hugged me and went
away. It was not long afterward my mother put mstty in a Catholic orphanage. The
one where the Black Widows were always at me. mijttine. Because of wetting the
bed. Which is one reason | have an aversion to.nAmg¢ God. And religion. But later
on | found there are people even more evil. Becaafter a couple of months, they
tossed me out of the orphanage, and she [his njgtierme some place worse. A
children's shelter operated by the Salvation Ariityey hated me, too. For wetting the
bed. And being half-Indian. There was this one @ushe used to call me 'nigger' and
say there wasn't any difference between niggerdratidns. Oh, Jesus, was she an Evil
Bastard! Incarnate. What she used to do, she'd filb with ice-cold water, put me in it,
and hold me under till | was blue. Nearly drownBdt she got found out, the bitch.
Because | caught pneumonia. | almost conked. livélse hospital two months. It was
while | was so sick that Dad came back. When hggt, he took me away."

For almost a year father and son lived togethénerhouse near Reno, and Perry
went to school. "l finished the third grade," Peregalled. "Which was the finish. |
never went back. Because that summer Dad builtiraitpre sort of trailer, what he
called a 'house car.' It had two bunks and a ldtleking galley. The stove was good.
You could cook anything on it. Baked our own brehdised to put up preserves -
pickled apples, crab-apple jelly. Anyway, for thexhsix years we shifted around the
country. Never stayed nowhere too long. When wgestaome place too long, people
would begin to look at Dad, act like he was a cti@na and | hated that, it hurt me.
Because | loved Dad then. Even though he couldbbghr on me. Bossy as hell. But |
loved Dad then. So | was always glad when we mared Moved on - to Wyoming,
Idaho, Oregon, eventually Alaska. In Alaska, Texgta his son to dream of gold, to
hunt for it in the sandy beds of snow-water streaans there, too, Perry learned to use
a gun, skin a bear, track wolves and deer.

"Christ, it was cold," Perry remembered. "Dad dnslept hugged together,
rolled up in blankets and bearskins. Morning, befdaylight, I'd hustle our breakfast,
biscuits and syrup, fried meat, and off we wensdatch a living. It would have been
O. K. if only | hadn't grown up; the older | gdbetless | was able to appreciate Dad. He
knew everything, one way, but he didn't know amyghianother way. Whole sections of
me Dad was ignorant of. Didn't understand an idta_ike | could play a harmonica
first time | picked one up. Guitar, too. | had tlgieat natural musical ability. Which



Dad didn't recognize. Or care about. | liked tadteao. Improve my vocabulary. Make
up songs. And | could draw. But | never got anycemagement - from him or anybody
else. Nights | used to lie awake - trying to cohiny bladder, partly, and partly because
| couldn't stop thinking. Always, when it was toolat hardly to breathe, I'd think about
Hawaii. About a movie I'd seen. With Dorothy Lamolwanted to go there. Where the
sun was. And all you wore was grass and flowers."

Wearing considerably more, Perry, one balmy evgmnwar-time 1945, found
himself inside a Honolulu tattoo parlor having alssrand-dagger design applied to his
left forearm. He had got there by the following teaua row with his father, a hitchhike
journey from Anchorage to Seattle, a visit to tleeruiting offices of the Merchant
Marine. "But | never would have joined if I'd knowrhat | was going up against,"
Perry once said. "l never minded the work, an#ddi being a sailor - seaports, and all
that. But the queens on ship wouldn't leave meealén sixteen-year-old kid, and a
small kid. | could handle myself, sure. But a lbgoeens aren't effeminate, you know.
Hell, I've known gueens could toss a pool tabletbatwindow. And the piano after it.
Those kind of girls, they can give you an evil tirespecially when there's a couple of
them, they get together and gang up on you, antteyqust a kid. It can make you
practically want to kill yourself. Years later, whé went into the Army - when | was
stationed in Korea - the same problem came upd lahgood record in the Army, good
as anybody; they gave me the Bronze Star. But énguet promoted. After four years,
and fighting through the whole goddam Korean waought at least to have made
corporal. But | never did. Know why? Because thgesant we had was tough. Because
| wouldn't roll over. Jesus, | hate that stuffahtt stand it. Though - | don't know. Some
queers I've really liked. As long as they didrytanything. The most worth-while friend
| ever had, really sensitive and intelligent, henéa out to be queer.”

In the interval between quitting the Merchant Mariand entering the Army,
Perry had made peace with his father, who, whensbis left him, drifted down to
Nevada, then back to Alaska. In 1952, the yearyRemmpleted his military service, the
old man was in the midst of plans meant to endrhigls forever. "Dad was in a fever,"
Perry recalled. "Wrote me he had bought some lanthe highway outside Anchorage.
Said he was going to have a hunting lodge, a dlac®urists. "Trapper's Den Lodge' -
that was to be the name. And asked me to hurrypothere and help him build it. He
was sure we'd make a fortune. Well, while | waB stithe Army, stationed at Fort
Lewis, Washington, I'd bought a motorcycle (murgekes, they ought to call them),
and as soon as | got discharged | headed for Al&&has far as Bellingham. Up there
on the border. It was raining. My bike went intskad."

The skid delayed for a year the reunion with hahér. Surgery and
hospitalization account for six months of that yehe remainder he spent recuperating
in the forest home, near Bellingham, of a youngidndogger and fisherman. "Joe
James. He and his wife befriended me. The diffaréenour age was only two or three
years, but they took me into their home and treatedlike | was one of their kids.
Which was O. K. Because they took trouble withttk&ds and liked them. At the time
they had four; the number finally went to seveney'were very good to me, Joe and
his family. | was on crutches, | was pretty helpleRist had to sit around. So to give me
something to do, try to make myself useful, | gldnivhat became a sort of school. The



pupils were Joe's kids, along with some of thenfds, and we held classes in the
parlor. | was teaching harmonica and guitar. DragwiAnd penmanship. Everybody
always remarks what a beautiful handwriting | hdwo, and it's because once | bought
a book on the subject and practiced till I couldt@veame as in the book. Also, we used
to read stories - the kids did, each one in tund, l& correct them as we went along. It
was fun. | like kids. Little kids. And that was &@ time. But then the spring came. It
hurt me to walk, but | could walk. And Dad waslstihiting for me." Waiting, but not
idly. By the time Perry arrived at the site of theposed hunting lodge, his father,
working alone, had finished the hardest choresd t¢laared the ground, logged the
necessary timber, cracked and carted wagonloadsat¥e rock. "But he didn't
commence to build till I got there. We did everyrdapiece of it ourselves. With once
in a while an Indian helper. Dad was like a maniadidn't matter what was happening
- snowstorms, rainstorms, winds that could sptiea - we kept right at it. The day the
roof was finished, Dad danced all over it, shoutamgl laughing, doing a regular jig.
Well, it turned out quite an exceptional place. fltwuld sleep twenty people. Had a big
fireplace in the dining room. And there was a catkounge. The Totem Pole Cocktail
Lounge. Where | was to entertain the customergiggnand so forth. We opened for
business end of 1953-"

But the expected huntsmen did not materialize, tiodgh ordinary tourists -
the few that trickle along the highway - now andaiagpaused to photograph the
beyond-belief rusticity of Trapper's Den Lodge,yttse=ldom stopped overnight. "For
awhile we fooled ourselves. Kept thinking it wowddtch on. Dad tried to trick up the
place. Made a Garden of Memories. With a WishinglI\WWRut painted signs up and
down the highway. But none of it meant a nickel eadhen Dad realized that - saw it
wasn't any use, all we'd done was waste ourseh@slhour money - he began to take
it out on me. Boss me around. Be spiteful. Saydh'tlido my proper share of the work.
It wasn't his fault, any more than it was mine.i#yation like that, with no money and
the grub getting low, we couldn't help but be oaheather's nerves. The point came we
were downright hungry. Which is what we fell outeovOstensibly. A biscuit. Dad
snatched a biscuit out of my hand, and said | atenbuch, what a greedy, selfish
bastard | was, and why didn't | get out, he didiht me there no more. He carried on
like that till I couldn't stand it. My hands got Idoof his throat. My hands - but |
couldn't control them. They wanted to choke hindéath. Dad, though, he's slippery, a
smart wrestler. He tore loose and ran to get his @ame back pointing it at me. He
said, 'Look at me, Perry. I'm the last thing livipgu're ever gonna see.' | just stood my
ground. But then he realized the gun wasn't evaddd, and he started to cry. Sat down
and bawled like a kid. Then | guess | wasn't makimtany more. | was sorry for him.
For both of us. But it wasn't a bit of use - thes@sn't anything | could say. | went out
for a walk. This was April, but the woods werelsliégep in snow. | walked till it was
almost night. When | got back, the lodge was darid all the doors were locked. And
everything | owned was lying out there in the sn@vhere Dad had thrown it. Books.
Clothes. Everything. | just let it lie. Except myitar. | picked up my guitar and started
on down the highway. Not a dollar in my pocket. émd midnight a truck stopped to
give me a lift. The driver asked where | was goinpld him, 'Wherever you're headed,
that's where I'm going." "



Several weeks later, after again sheltering with fames family, Perry decided
on a definite destination - Worcester, Massachsiséfie home town of an "Army
buddy" he thought might welcome him and help hindfia good-paying job. " Various
detours prolonged the eastward journey; he wasl&tesl in an Omaha restaurant,
pumped gas at an Oklahoma garage, worked a monghranch in Texas. By July of
1955 he had reached, on the trek to Worcester,adl gansas town, Phillipsburg, and
there "fate," in the form of "bad company," assgiteelf. "His name was Smith," Perry
said. "Same as me. | don't even recall his firsh@aHe was just somebody I'd picked
up with somewhere, and he had a car, and he saidjive me a ride as far as Chicago.
Anyway, driving through Kansas we came to thigdihillipsburg place and stopped to
look at a map. Seems to me like it was a SundayeStshut. Streets quiet. My friend
there, bless his heart, he looked around and madegestion. " The suggestion was
that they burglarize a nearby building, the Chan8lgles Company. Perry agreed, and
they broke into the deserted premises and removedaatity of office equipment
(typewriters, adding machines). That might haveniieat if only, some days afterward,
the thieves hadn't ignored a traffic signal in ¢hig of Saint Joseph, Missouri. "The junk
was still in the car. The cop that stopped us whmbeknow where we got it. A little
checking was done, and, as they say, we werenieduto Phillipsburg, Kansas. Where
the folks have a real cute jail. If you like jailsWithin forty-eight hours Perry and his
companion had discovered an open window, climbedbdit, stolen a car, and driven
northwest to McCook, Nebraska. "Pretty soon we ®rog, me and Mr. Smith. | don't
know what ever became of him. We both made the.R.'8Wanted list. But far as |
know, they never caught up with him."

One wet afternoon the following November, a Grayitbbus deposited Perry in
Worcester, a Massachusetts factory town of stge@na-down streets that even in the
best of weathers seem cheerless and hostile. Ndfdlie house where my friend was
supposed to live. My Army friend from Korea. Buetpeople there said he'd left six
months back and they had no idea where he'd gmwebad, big disappointment, end of
the world, all that So | found a liquor store armlght a half gallon of red wop and
went back to the bus depot and sat there drinkipgvine and getting a little warmer. |
was really enjoying myself till a man came alongl anrested me for vagrancy. " The
police booked him as "Bob Turner" - a name he'cptatbbecause of being listed by the
F. B. I. He spent fourteen days in jail, was finesh dollars, and departed from
Worcester on another wet November afternoon. "ltvdenvn to New York and took a
room in a hotel on Eighth Avenue,” Perry said. "Niéarty-second Street. Finally, | got
a night job. Doing odd jobs around a penny arc&ight there on Forty-second Street,
next to an Automat. Which is where | ate - whetel &n over three months | practically
never left the Broadway area. For one thing, | tidave the right clothes. Just Western
clothes - jeans and boots. But there on Forty-sg@&ireet nobody cares, it all rides -
anything. My whole life, | never met so many fredks

He lived out the winter in that ugly, neon-lit geborhood, with its air full of the
scent of popcorn, simmering hot dogs, and orange.dBut then, one bright March
morning on the edge of spring, as he rememberétvib, F. B. |, bastards woke me up.
Arrested me at the hotel. Bang! - | was extraditadk to Kansas. To Phillipsburg. That
same cute jail. They nailed me to the cross - tarcmilbreak, car theft. | got five to ten
years in Lansing. After I'd been there awhile, bt@rDad. Let him know the news. And



wrote Barbara, my sister. By now, over the yedrat tvas all | had left me. Jimmy a
suicide. Fern out the window. My mother dead. Béead eight years. Everybody gone
but Dad and Barbara."

A letter from Barbara was among the sheaf of seteanatter that Perry
preferred not to leave behind in the Mexico Cityehaoom. The letter, written in a
pleasingly legible script, was dated April 28, 19&B8which time the recipient had been
imprisoned for approximately two years:

Dearest Bro. Perry,

We got your 2nd letter today & forgive me for maiting sooner. Our weather
here, as yours is, is turning warmer & maybe | agttigg spring fever but | am going to
try and do better. Your first letter was very dising, as I'm sure you must have
suspected but that was not the reason | haventteart it's true the children do keep
me busy & it's hard to find time to sit and concatd on a letter as | have wanted to
write you for some time. Donnie has learned to ofendoors and climb on the chairs
& other furniture & he worries me constantly abdaliing.

| have been able to let the children play in tlaedynow &then - but | always
have to go out with them as they can hurt themseéfvadon't pay attention. But nothing
is forever & | know | will be sorry when they stannning the block and | don't know
where they're at. Here are some statistics if youiterested - Height

Weight Shoe Size Freddie 36-1/2" 26-1/2 1bs7-1/2
narrow Baby 37-1/2" 29-1/2 Ibs. 8 narrow Donnie 34" 26
Ibs.  6-1/2 wide You can see that Donnie is a pteity boy for 15 months with his 16
teeth and his sparkling personality - people jush't help loving him. He wears the
same size clothes as Baby and Freddie but the paat®o long as yet.

| am going to try & make this letter a long oneiswill probably have a lot of

interruptions such as right now it's time for Doe'si bath - Baby & Freddie had theirs
this a. m. as it's quite cold today & | have hadrthinside. Be back soon - About my
typing - First - | cannot tell a lie! | am not agist, | use from 1 to 5 fingers & although
| can manage & do help Big Fred with his businelaies, what it takes me 1 hr. to do
would probably take someone with the Know How +miButes - Seriously, | do not
have the time nor the will to learn professionaBut | think it is wonderful how you
have stuck with it and become such an excellemsttypdo believe we all were very
adaptable (Jimmy, Fern, you and myself) & we hddeén blessed with a basic flair
for the artistic - among other things. Even MotBeDad were artistic.

| truthfully feel none of us have anyone to bldarevhatever we have done with
our own personal lives. It has been proven thahatage of 7 most of us have reached
the age of reason - which means we do, at this aggerstand & know the difference
between right & wrong. Of course - environment playp awfully important part in our
lives such as the Convent in mine & in my case Igaateful for that influence. In
Jimmy's case - he was the strongest of us allmeraber how he worked & went to



school when there was no one to tell him & it wesdwn WILL to make something of
himself. We will never know the reasons for whan&ally happened, why he did what
he did, but I still hurt thinking of it. It was du@ waste. But we have very little control
over our human weaknesses, & this applies alsceto B the hundreds of thousands of
other people including ourselves - for we all haweaknesses. In your case - | don't
know what your weakness is but | do feel - IT ISSMAME TO HAVE A DIRTY FACE
- THE SHAME COMES WHEN YOU KEEP IT DIRTY.

In all truthfulness & with love for you Perry, fgou are my only living brother
and the uncle of my children, | cannot say or fgmir attitude towards our father or
your imprisonment just or healthy. If you are gadtyour back up - better simmer down
as | realize there are none of us who take criticisheerfully & it is natural to feel a
certain amount of resentment towards the one githigycriticism so | am prepared for
one or two things - a) Not to hear from you at all,b) a letter telling me exactly what
you think of me.

| hope I'm wrong & | sincerely hope you will githas letter a lot of thought &
try to see - how someone else feels. Please uaddrsknow | am not an authority & |
do not boast great intelligence or education bablbelieve | am a normal individual
with basic reasoning powers & the will to live nif laccording to the laws of God &
Man. It is also true that | have "fallen" at timess is normal - for as | said | am human
& therefore | too have human weaknesses but thet pmi again, There is no shame -
having a dirty face - the shame comes when you ikekpy. No one is more aware of
my shortcomings and mistakes than myself so | Wworgt you further.

Now, first, & most important - Dad is not respdaisifor your wrong doings or
your good deeds. What you have done, whether oghwrong, is your own doing.
From what | personally know, you have lived yoig Exactly as you pleased without
regard to circumstances or persons who loved yaihe might be hurt. Whether you
realize it or not - your present confinement is améissing to me well as Dad - not
because of what you did but the fact that you deimiw me any signs of SINCERE
regret and seem to show no respect for any lawaplpeor anything. Your letter implies
that the blame of all your problems is that of someelse, but never you. | do admit
that you are intelligent and your vocabulary is ekent & | do feel you can do anything
you decide to do & do it well but what exactly admwant to do & are you willing to
work & make an honest effort to attain whateveasiyou choose to do? Nothing good
comes easy and I'm sure you've heard this many tomeonce more won't hurt.

In case you want the truth about Dad - his hearbioken because of you. He
would give anything to get you out so he can hasestin back - but | am afraid you
would only hurt him worse if you could. He is nalvand is getting older &, as the
saying goes, he cannot "Cut the Mustard" as indltedays. He has been wrong at
times & he realizes this but whatever he had andredrer he went he shared his life &
belongings with you when he wouldn't do this foyare else. Now | don't say you owe
him undying gratitude or your life but you do owenhRESPECT and COMMON
DECENCY. I, personally, am proud of Dad. | love l@nRespect him as my Dad & |
am only sorry he chose to be the Lone Wolf withsbig or he might be living with us
and share our love instead of alone in his littlgler & longing & waiting & lonesome



for you, his son. | worry for him & when | say Imlean my husband too for my husband
respects our Dad. Because he is a MAN. It's true thad did not have a great
extensive education but in school we only learretmgnize the words and to spell but
the application of these words to real life is dmatthing that only LIFE & LIVING can
give us. Dad has lived & you show ignorance iningllhim uneducated and unable to
understand "the scientific meaning etc" of life'elpems. A mother is still the only one
who can kiss a boo-boo and make it all well - eixplhat scientifically.

I'm sorry to let you have it so strong but | feelust speak my piece. | am sorry
that this must be censored [by the prison authes]ti & | sincerely hope this letter is
not detrimental towards your eventual release Heel you should know & realize what
terrible hurt you have done. Dad is the importaneas | am dedicated to my family
but you are the only one Dad loves - in short, 'fégsnily." He knows | love him, of
course, but the closeness is not there, as you.know

Your confinement is nothing to be proud of andwduhave to live with it & try
& live it down & it can be done but not with youttitude of feeling everyone is stupid
& uneducated & un-understanding. You are a humangdwith a free will. Which puts
you above the animal level. But if you live yote vithout feeling and compassion for
your fellowman - you are as an animal - "an eye dareye, a tooth for a tooth" &
happiness & peace of mind is not attained by litimgs.

As far as responsibility goes, no one really waitts but all of us are
responsible to the community we live in & its laWéen the time comes to assume the
responsibility of a home and children or busindbss is the seeding of the boys from
the Men - for surely you can realize what a messwtbrld would be if everyone in it
said, "l want to be an individual, without respdnities, & be able to speak my mind
freely &do as | alone will." We are all free to spe& do as we individually will -
providing this "freedom" of Speech & Deed are mpiiious to our fellow-man.

Think about it, Perry. You are above average ielligence, but somehow your
reasoning is off the beam. Maybe it's the strairyadr confinement. Whatever it is -
remember - you & only you are responsible and iupsto you and you alone to
overcome this part of your life. Hoping to heamfrgou soon.

With Love & Prayers,

Your sister & Bro. in Law Barbara & Frederic & Falp

In preserving this letter, and including it in leisllection of particular treasures,
Perry was not moved by affection. Far from it. Heathed" Barbara, and just the other
day he had told Dick, "The only real regret | havewvish the hell my sister hid been in
that house." (Dick had laughed, and confesseddimdar yearning: "I keep thinking
what fun if my second wife had been there. Her, alhdher goddam family.") No, he
valued the letter merely because his prison friémel;'super-intelligent" Willie-Jay, had
written for him a "very sensitive" analysis of igccupying two single-spaced



typewritten pages, with the title "Impressions Ir@aed from the Letter" at the top:
Impressions | Garnered from the Letter 1.) Whenlstgan this letter, she intended that
it should be a compassionate demonstration of @migrinciples. That is to say that in
return for your letter to her, which apparently ayed her, she meant to turn the other
cheek hoping in this way to incite regret for ypuevious letter and to place you on the
defensive in your next.

However few people can successfully demonstrgengiple in common ethics
when their deliberation is festered with emotiosrali Your sister substantiates this
failing for as her letter progresses her judgmévesgway to temper - her thoughts are
good, lucid the products of intelligence, but itrist now an unbiased, impersonal
intelligence. It is a mind propelled by emotionasponse to memory and frustration;
consequently, however wise her admonishments nhighthey fail to inspire resolve,
unless it would be the resolve to retaliate by ihgrther in your next letter. Thus
commencing a cycle that can only culminate in fertinger and distress.

2.) Itis a foolish letter, but born of human ifiag).

Your letter to her, and this, her answer to yailefl in their objectives. Your
letter was an attempt to explain your outlook de, las you are necessarily affected by
it. It was destined to be misunderstood, or takem literally because your ideas are
opposed to conventionalism. What could be more eotonal than a housewife with
three children, who is "dedicated" to her family?®¥?hat could be more unnatural than
that she would resent an unconventional personeTlerconsiderable hypocrisy in
conventionalism. Any thinking person is aware oftparadox; but in dealing with
conventional people it is advantageous to treahtas though they were not hypocrites.
It isn't a question of faithfulness to your own cepts; it is a matter of compromise so
that you can remain an individual without the cansthreat of conventional pressures.
Her letter failed because she couldn't conceivih@fprofundity of your problem - she
couldn't fathom the pressures brought to bear upam because of environment,
intellectual frustration and a growing tendency a@ogvisolationism.

3.) She feels that: a) You are leaning too heawilyards self-pity. b) That you
are too calculating. ¢) That you are really undéasgrof an 8 page letter written in
between motherly duties.

4.) On page 3 she writes: "I truthfully feel nosfeus has anyone to blame etc."
Thus vindicating those who bore influence in henfative years. But is this the whole
truth? She is a wife and mother. Respectable and ordess secure. It is easy to ignore
the rain if you have a raincoat. But how would & if she were compelled to hustle
her living on the streets? Would she still be atigfving about the people in her past?
Absolutely not. Nothing is more usual than to féht others have shared in our
failures, just as it is an ordinary reaction togftr those who have shared in our
achievements.

5.) Your sister respects your Dad. She also reghet fact that you have been
preferred. Her jealousy takes a subtle form in tbiter. Between the lines she is
registering a question: "l love Dad and have tt®dive so he could be proud to own



me as his daughter. But | have had to content rhysti the crumbs of his affection.
Because it is you he loves, and why should it ¥ so

Obviously over the years your Dad has taken adwgntof your sister's
emotional nature via the mails. Painting a pictina justifies her opinion of him - an
underdog cursed with an ungrateful son upon whorhaseshowered love and concern,
only to be infamously treated by that son in return

On page 7 she says she is sorry that her lettst beucensored. But she is really
not sorry at all. She is glad it passes througbresar. Subconsciously she has written it
with the censor in mind, hoping to convey the ittest the Smith family is really a well-
ordered unit: "Please do not judge all by Perry?

About the mother kissing away her child's boo-btius was a woman's form of
sarcasm.

6.) You write to her because: a) You love herradtéashion. b) You feel a need
for this contact with the outside world. c) You azse her.

Prognosis: Correspondence between you and ya@r siannot serve anything
but a purely social function. Keep the theme ofrylaiters within the scope of her
understanding. Do not unburden your private comehss Do not put her on the
defensive and do not permit her to put you on tfersive. Respect her limitations to
comprehend your objectives, and remember thatssteichy towards criticism of your
Dad. Be consistent in your attitude towards her @ednot add anything to the
impression she has that you are weak, not becausased her good-will but because
you can expect more letters like this, and they aalg serve to increase your already
dangerous anti-social instincts. finish As Permptooued to sort and choose, the pile of
material he thought too dear to part with, evenprarily, assumed a tottering height.
But what was he to do? He couldn't risk losing Bienze Medal earned in Korea, or
his high-school diploma (issued by the Leavenw@utunty Board of Education as a
result of his having, while in prison, resumed Ibisy-recessed studies). Nor did he care
to chance the loss of a manila envelope fat witht@lgraphs - primarily of himself, and
ranging in time from a pretty- little-boy portratade when he was in the Merchant
Marine (and on the back of which he had scribbld®, yrs. old. Young, happy-go-
lucky & Innocent") to the recent Acapulco picturésd there were half a hundred other
items he had decided he must take with him, ambegthis treasure maps, Otto's
sketchbook, and two thick notebooks, the thickenwich constituted his personal
dictionary, a non-alphabetically listed miscellamlywords he believed "beautiful" or
"useful,” or at least "worth memorizing." (Samplagp: "Thanatoid = deathlike;
Omnilingual =versed in languages; Amerce = punigsitmamount fixed by court;
Nescient = ignorance; Facinorous = atrociously witkHagiophobia = a morbid fear of
holy places & things; Lapidicolous = living undetoises, as certain blind beetles;
Dyspathy = lack of sympathy, fellow feeling; Psit@gp = a fellow who fain would pass
as a philosopher; Omophagia = eating raw flesh, ritee of some savage tribes;
Depredate = to pillage, rob, and prey upon; Apltsiadi = a drug or the like which
excites sexual desire; Megaloda Citylous = havingnoamally large fingers;
Myrtophobia =fear of night and darkness.")



Oil the cover of the second notebook, the handvwgiof which he was so proud,
a script abounding in curly, feminine flourishespglaimed the contents to be "The
Private Diary of Perry Edward Smith" - an inaccardescription, for it was not in the
least a diary but, rather, a form of anthology estiveg of obscure facts ("Every fifteen
years Mars gets closer .1958 is a close year)ngaend literary quotations ("No man
is an island, Entire of itself), and passages fwspapers and books paraphrased or
guoted. For example: My acquaintances are manyfrignyds are few; those who really
know me fewer still.

Heard about a new rat poison on the market. Exdthgrmpotent, odorless,
tasteless, is so completely absorbed once swallthnagdho trace could ever be found in
a dead body.

If called upon to make a speech: "l can't rememid&at | was going to say for
the life of me - | don't think that ever beforemy life have so many people been so
directly responsible for my being so very, verydylt's a wonderful moment and a rare
one and I'm certainly indebted. Thank you!"

Read interesting article Feb. issue of Man to MinKnifed My Way to a
Diamond Pit."

"It is almost impossible for a man who enjoys ffee with all its prerogatives,
to realize what it means to be deprived of thagdmm." - Said by Erie Stanley Gardner.

"What is life? It is the flash of a firefly in theight. It is breath of a buffalo in
the wintertime. It is as the little shadow thatswactross the grass and loses itself in the
sunset." - Said by Chief Crowfoot, Blackfoot Indi@hief.

This last entry was written in red ink and decedatvith a border of green-ink
stars; the anthologist wished to emphasize itsstp@l significance."”

"A breath of a buffalo in the wintertime" - thataetly evoked his view of life.
Why worry? What was thereto "sweat about"? Man wakhing, a mist, a shadow
absorbed by shadows.

But, damn it, you do worry, scheme, fret over yfiger nails and the warnings
of hotel managements: "Su dia termina a las 2'p. m.

"Dick? You hear me?" Perry said. "It's almost ofedock.” Dick was awake. He
was rather more than that; he and Inez were mdkig As though reciting a rosary,
Dick incessantly whispered: "Is it good, baby? tsgood?" But Inez, smoking a
cigarette, remained silent. The previous midnigitten Dick had brought her to the
room and told Perry that she was going to sleegetteerry, though disapproving, had
acquiesced, but if they imagined that their condiirhulated him, or seemed to him
anything other than a "nuisance," they were wradwegvertheless, Perry felt sorry for
Inez. She was such a "stupid kid" - she reallydveld that Dick meant to marry her, and
had no idea he was planning to leave Mexico thagt &éernoon. "Is it good, baby? Is it
good?"



Perry said: "For Christsake, Dick. Hurry it up/lwiou? Our day ends at two p.

It was Saturday, Christmas was near, and the d¢raf@pt along Main Street. Dewey,
caught in the traffic, looked up at the holly gada that hung above the street - swags
of gala greenery trimmed with scarlet paper be#lad was reminded that he had not yet
bought a single gift for his wife or his sons. Hiind automatically rejected problems
not concerned with the Clutter case. Marie and mainyheir friends had begun to
wonder at the completeness of his fixation.

One close friend, the young lawyer Clifford R. lo@r., had spoken plainly:
"Do you know what's happening to you, Al? Do yowlize you never talk about
anything else?"

"Well," Dewey had replied, "that's all | think aldio And there's the chance that
just while talking the thing over, I'll hit on sothéng | haven't thought of before. Some
new angle. Or maybe you will. Damn it, Cliff, whad you suppose my life will be if
this thing stays in the Open File? Years from ndistill be running down tips, and
every time there's a murder, a case anywhere icdhatry even remotely similar, I'll
have to horn right in, check, see if there couldabg possible connection. But it isn't
only that. The real thing is I've come to feel bkinHerb and the family better than they
ever knew themselves. I'm haunted by them. | guabkgays will be. Until | know what
happened.”

Dewey's dedication to the puzzle had resultedrnnuacharacteristic absent-
mindedness. Only that morning Marie had asked Heage, would he please, please,
not forget to... But he couldn't remember, or didmitil, free of the shopping day traffic
and racing along Route 50 toward Holcomb, he pagxed. E. Dale's veterinarian
establishment. Of course. His wife had asked hibetsure and collect the family cat,
Courthouse Pete. Pete, a tiger striped torn weighiteen pounds, is a well-known
character around Garden City, famous for his pugynawhich was the cause of his
current hospitalization; a battle lost to a boxergdhad left him with wounds
necessitating both stitches and antibiotics. Relkdny Dr. Dale, Pete settled down on
the front seat of his owner's automobile and pualethe way to Holcomb.

The detective's destination was River Valley Farat,wanting something warm
- a cup of hot coffee - he stopped off at Hartm@&aite.

"Hello, handsome," said Mrs. Hartman. "What calo ffor you?"
"Just coffee, ma'am."
She poured a cup. "Am | wrong? Or have you Idst af weight?"

"Some." In fact, during the past three weeks Delasy dropped twenty pounds.
His suits fitted as though he had borrowed thenmfi@ stout friend, and his face,



seldom suggestive of his profession, was now natl &o; it could have been that of an
ascetic absorbed in occult pursuits. "How do yali#Fe

"Mighty fine."
"You look awful."

Unarguably. But no worse than the other memberhefK.. B. |. entourage -
Agents Duntz, Church, and Nye. Certainly he wadbetter shape than Harold Nye,
who, though full of flu and fever, kept reportingr fduty. Among them, the four tired
men had "checked out" some seven hundred tipswandrs. Dewey, for example, had
spent two wearying and wasted days trying to tithed phantom pair, the Mexicans
sworn by Paul Helm to have visited Mr. Clutter ¢t ®eve of the murders. "Another
cup, Alvin?"

"Don't guess | will. Thank you, ma‘'am."

But she had already fetched the pot. "It's onhibiese, Sheriff. How you look,
you need it."

At a corner table two whiskery ranch hands weagipg checkers. One of them
got up and came over to the counter where Deweyseated. He said, "Is it true what
we heard?"

"Depends."

"About that fellow you caught? Prowling in the @&r house? He's the one
responsible. That's what we heard."

"l think you heard wrong, old man. Yes, sir, | 'ddlthough the past life of
Jonathan Daniel Adrian, who was then being heldh& county jail on a charge of
carrying a concealed weapon, included a periodoafisement as a mental patient in
Topeka State Hospital, the data assembled by thestigators indicated that in relation
to the Clutter case he was guilty only of an unlyappiosity.

"Well, if he's the wrong un, why the hell don'twéind the right un? I got a
houseful of women won't go to the bathroom alone.”

Dewey had become accustomed to this brand of aiius@s a routine part of
his existence. He swallowed the second cup of epHghed, smiled.

"Hell, I'm not cracking jokes. | mean it. Why dbybu arrest somebody? That's
what you're paid for."

"Hush your meanness," said Mrs. Hartman. "We'rénahe same boat. Alvin's
doing good as he can."

Dewey winked at her. "You tell him, ma'am. And rhuabliged for the coffee."



The ranch hand waited until his quarry had reactied door, then fired a
farewell volley: "If you ever run for sheriff agaijust forget my vote. 'Cause you ain't
gonna get it."

"Hush your meanness," said Mrs. Hartman.

A mile separates River Valley Farm from HartmaDafe. Dewey decided to
walk it. He enjoyed hiking across wheat fields. idafly, once or twice a week he went
for long walks on his own land, the well-loved peaf prairie where he had always
hoped to build a house, plant trees, eventuallgraih great-grandchildren. That was
the dream, but it was one his wife had lately wdrhien she no longer shared; she had
told him that never now would she consider living alone "way out there in the
country.” Dewey knew that even if he were to srtaeemurderers the next day, Marie
would not change her mind - for once an awful fze befallen friends who lived in a
lonely country house.

Of course, the Clutter family were not the firsrgons ever murdered in Finney
County, or even in Holcomb. Senior members of graall community can recall "a
wild goings-on" of more than forty years ago - thefner Slaying. Mrs. Sadie Truitt,
the hamlet's septuagenarian mail messenger, wthe isiother of Postmistress Clare, is
expert on this fabled affair: "August, it was .192t as Hades. A fellow called Tunif
was working on the Finnup ranch. Walter Tunif. Heglla car, turned out to be stolen.
Turned out he was a soldier AWOL from Fort Blisseothere in Texas. He was a
rascal, sure enough, and a lot of people suspéatedSo one evening the sheriff - them
days that was Orlie Hefner, such a fine singer;tdamu know he's part of the Heavenly
Choir? - one evening he rode out to the Finnuptlran@ask Tunif a few straight forward
questions. Third of August. Hot as Hades. Outcom# was, Walter Tunif shot the
sheriff right through the heart. Poor Orlie was gdiore he hit the ground. The devil
who done it, he lit out of there on one of the Fkiprhorses, rode east along the river.
Word spread, and men for miles around made up aepoAlong about the next
morning, they caught up with him; old Walter Turtife didn't get the chance to say
how d'you do? On account of the boys were predigirThey just let the buckshot fly."

Dewey's own initial contact with foul play in Fieyy County occurred in 1947.
The incident is noted in his files as follows: "do@arlyle Polk, a Creek Indian, 32
years of age, resident Muskogee, Okla., killed M&ay Finley, white female, 40 years
of age, a waitress residing in Garden City. Podibbed her with the jagged neck of a
beer bottle in a room in the Copeland Hotel, Gar@éy, Kansas, 5-9-47." A cut-and-
dried description of an open-and-shut case. Ofetlutner murders Dewey had since
investigated, two were equally obvious (a pairalfroad workers robbed and killed an
elderly farmer, 11-1-52; a drunken husband beatkésickd his wife to death, 6-17-56),
but the third case, as it was once conversatiomatyated by Dewey, was not without
several original touches: "It all started out aevenhs Park. Where they have a
bandstand, and under the bandstand a men's rooff).thi&eman named Mooney was
walking around the park. He was from North Carols@mewnhere, just a stranger
passing through town. Anyway, he went to the restir, and somebody followed him
inside - a boy from here abouts, Wilmer Lee Stehbitwenty years old. Afterward,
Wilmer Lee always claimed Mr. Mooney made him amataral suggestion. And that



was why he robbed Mr. Mooney, and knocked him doavrd banged his head on the
cement floor, and why, when that didn't finish hing, stuck Mr. Mooney's head in a
toilet bowl and kept on flushing till he drownedrhiMaybe so. But nothing can explain
the rest of Wilmer Lee's behavior. First off, heried the body a couple of miles
northeast of Garden City. Next day he dug it up uidit down fourteen miles the other
direction. Well, it went on like that, burying aneburying. Wilmer Lee was like a dog
with a bone - he just wouldn't let Mr. Mooney resipeace. Finally, he dug one grave
too many; somebody saw him." Prior to the Cluttesstary, the four cases cited were
the sum of Dewey's experience with murder, and oredsagainst the case confronting
him, were as squalls preceding a hurricane.

Dewey fitted a key into the front door of the Céuthouse. Inside, the house was warm,
for the heat had not been turned off, and the stiored rooms, smelling of a lemon-
scented polish, seemed only temporarily untenantethas as though today were
Sunday and the family might at any moment retuwmfrchurch. The heirs, Mrs.
English and Mrs. Jarchow, had removed a van loadathing and furniture, yet the
atmosphere of a house still humanly inhabited hatctmereby been diminished. In the
parlor, a sheet of music, "Comin' Thro' the Ryegod open on the piano rack. In the
hall, a sweat-stained gray Stetson hat - Herbisiglon a hat peg. Upstairs in Kenyon's
room, on a shelf above his bed, the lenses of #ael doy's spectacles gleamed with
reflected light.

The detective moved from room to room. He haddgduhe house many times;
indeed, he went out there almost every day, anénm sense, could be said to find
these visits pleasurable, for the place, unlikeows home, or the sheriff's office, with
its hullabaloo, was peaceful. The telephones, thees still severed, were silent. The
great quiet of the prairies surrounded him. He @ail in Herb's parlor rocking chair,
and rock and think. A few of his conclusions werehakable: he believed that the
death of Herb Clutter had been the criminals’ maldjective. The motive being a
psychopathic hatred, or possibly a combinationaifdd and thievery, and he believed
that the commission of the murders had been ardislabor, with perhaps two or more
hours elapsing between the entrance of the kikerd their exit. (The coroner, Dr.
Robert Fenton, reported an appreciable differemcéhe body temperatures of the
victims, and, on this basis, theorized that theeoad execution had been: Mrs. Clutter,
Nancy, Kenyon, and Mr. Clutter.) Attendant uponsthéeliefs was his conviction that
the family had known very well the persons who aB&d them.

During this visit Dewey paused at an upstairs wimdhis attention caught by
something seen in the near distance - a scare-amovd the wheat stubble. The
scarecrow wore a man's hunting-cap and a dresseather-faded flowered calico.
(Surely an old dress of Bonnie Clutter's?) Windli¢ékeed the skirt and made the
scarecrow sway - made it seem a creature forlafahcing in the cold December field.
And Dewey was somehow reminded of Marie's dreame @meent morning she had
served him a bungled breakfast of sugared eggsaltetl coffee, then blamed it all on
"a silly dream” - but a dream the power of daylipad not dispersed. "It was so real,
Alvin," she said. "As real as this kitchen. Thatlsere | was. Here in the kitchen. | was



cooking supper, and suddenly Bonnie walked thrahghdoor. She was wearing a blue
angora sweater, and she looked so sweet and pheitlyl| said, 'Oh, Bonnie... Bonnie,
dear... | haven't seen you since that terriblegtiiappened.’ But she didn't answer, only
looked at me in that shy way of hers, and | didmow how to go on. Under the
circumstances. So | said, 'Honey, come see whanBking Alvin for his supper. A pot
of gumbo. With shrimp and fresh crabs. It's justwtbready. Come on, honey, have a
taste.' But she wouldn't. She stayed by the damkihg at me. And then - | don't know
how to tell you exactly, but she shut her eyes,sgan to shake her head, very slowly,
and wring her hands, very slowly, and to whimperwhisper. | couldn't understand
what she was saying. But it broke my heart, | needirso sorry for anyone, and |
hugged her. | said, 'Please, Bonnie! Oh, don'tlirdgrdon't! If ever anyone was
prepared to go to God, it was you, Bonnie.' Bublildn't comfort her. She shook her
head, and wrung her hands, and then | heard wiatvak saying. She was saying, 'To
be murdered. To be murdered. No. No. There's ngtiiorse. Nothing worse than that.
Nothing."

It was midday deep in the Mojave Desert. Perryingiton a straw suitcase, was playing
a harmonica. Dick was standing at the side of akstarfaced high-way, Route 66, his
eyes fixed upon the immaculate emptiness as ththalfiervor of his gaze could force
motorists to materialize. Few did, and none of ¢hetpped for the hitchhikers. One
truck driver, bound for Needles, California, hadeoéd a lift, but Dick had declined.
That was not the sort of "setup" he and Perry whnidey were waiting for some
solitary traveler in a decent car and with moneyhis billfold - a stranger to rob,
strangle, discard on the desert.

In the desert, sound often precedes sight. Digkch¢he dim vibrations of an
oncoming, not yet visible car. Perry heard it, the; put the harmonica in his pocket,
picked up the straw suitcase (this, their only g bulged and sagged with the weight
of Perry's souvenirs, plus three shirts, five pafr&/hite socks, a box of aspirin, a bottle
of tequila, scissors, a safety razor, and a fimgelrfile; all their other belongings had
either been pawned or been left with the Mexicartelbaer or been shipped to Las
Vegas), and joined Dick at the side of the roaceyltwatched. Now the car appeared,
and grew until it became a blue Dodge sedan wiingle passenger, a bald, skinny
man. Perfect. Dick raised his hand and waved. ToagP slowed down, and Dick gave
the man a sumptuous smile. The car almost, bufjutg, came to a stop, and the driver
leaned out the window, looking them up and downe Tinpression they made was
evidently alarming (after a fifty-hour bus ride findMexico City to Barstow, California,
and half a day of trekking across the Mojave, dulters were bearded, stark, dusty
figures.) The car leaped forward and sped on. DBigkped his hands around his mouth
and called out, "You're a lucky bastard!" Then &eghed and hoisted the suit-case to
his shoulder. Nothing could get him really angrgcéuse, as he later recalled, he was
"too glad to be back in the good ol U. S. A." Anywanother man in another car would
come along.

Perry produced his harmonica (his since yesterddyen he stole it from a
Barstow variety store) and played the opening lmrsvhat had come to be their



"marching music"; the song was one of Perry's fis@®rand he had taught Dick all five
stanzas. In step, and side by side, they swungydlmn highway, singing, "Mine eyes
have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord; $lgampling out the vintage where the
grapes of wrath are stored.” Through the silencéhefdesert, their hard, young voices
rang: "Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!"



1. ANSWER

The young mans name was Floyd Wells, and he was ahd nearly chinless. He had
attempted several careers, as soldier, ranch naechanic, thief, the last of which had
earned him a sentence of three to five years ins&srState Penitentiary. On the
evening of Tuesday, November 17, 1959, he was lyings cell with a pair of radio
earphones clamped to his head. He was listenin@ teews broad-cast, but the
announcer's voice and the drabness of the dayrsey&hancellor Konrad Adenauer
arrived in London today for talks with Prime MirestHarold Macmillan. . . . President
Eisenhower put in seventy minutes going over spacblems and the budget for space
exploration with Dr. T. Keith Glennan") were luritgm toward sleep. His drowsiness
instantly vanished when he heard, "Officers inggging the tragic slaying of four
members of the Herbert W. Clutter family have ajgxbato the public for any
information which might aid in solving this baffincrime. Clutter, his wife, and their
two teen-age children were found murdered in tfaim home near Garden City early
last Sunday morning. Each had been bound, gaggedsteot through the head with a
.12-gauge shotgun. Investigating officials admiyttcan discover no motive for the
crime, termed by Logan Sanford, Director of the @ Bureau of Investigation, as the
most vicious in the history of Kansas. Clutter,raminent wheat grower and former
Eisenhower appointee to the Federal Farm CreditdBoa

Wells was stunned. As he was eventually to deschils reaction, he "didn't
hardly believe it." Yet he had good reason to,rfor only had he known the murdered
family, he knew very well who had murdered them.

It had begun a long time ago - eleven years agthe autumn of 1948, when
Wells was nineteen. He was "sort of drifting aroduhd country, taking jobs as they
came, " as he recalled it. "One way and anoth&uhd myself out there in western
Kansas. Near the Colorado border. | was huntingkwand asking round, | heard
maybe they could use a hand over to River VallaynFathat's how he called his place,
Mr. Clutter did. Sure enough, he put me on. | daffeere | guess a year - all that
winter, anyway - and when | left it was just 'caliseas feeling kind of footy. Wanted
to move on. Not account of any quarrel with Mr. i®u He treated me fine, same as he
treated everybody that worked for him; like, if yaas a little short before payday, he'd
always hand you a ten or a five. He paid good waged if you deserved it he was
quick to give you a bonus. The fact is, I liked Miutter much as any man | ever met.
The whole family. Mrs. Clutter and the four kidshénh | knew them, the youngest two,
the ones that got killed - Nancy and the little bwayat wore glasses - they were only
babies, maybe five or six years old. The other tvame was called Beverly, the other
girl | don't remember her name - they were alreiadgigh school. A nice family, real
nice. | never forgot them. When | left there, itsagometime in 1949. | got married, |
got divorced, the Army took me, other stuff hapgknane went by, you might say, and
in 1959 - June, 1959, ten years since | last seenQlitter - | got sent to Lansing.
Because of breaking into this appliance store.tBted appliances. What | had in mind
was, | wanted to get hold of some electrical lawowars. Not to sell. | was going to
start a lawn-mower rental service. That way, seehdve had my own permanent little



business. Course nothing come of it - ‘cept | deethree-to-five. If | hadn't, then |
never would have met Dick, and maybe Mr. Clutteulda't be in his grave. But there
you are. There itis. | come to meet Dick.

"He was the first fellow | celled with. We cell¢oigether | guess a month. June
and part of July. He was just finishing a thredite-- due for parole in August. He
talked a lot about what he planned to do when heogb Said he thought he might go
to Nevada, one of them missile-base towns, buyeliissuniform, and pass hisself off
as a Air Force officer. So he could hang out a legwashline of hot paper. That was
one idea he told me. (Never thought much of it tiyste was smart, | don't deny, but
he didn't look the part like no Air Force office©ther times, he mentioned this friend
of his. Perry. A half-Indian fellow he used to celth. And the big deals him and Perry
might pull when they got together again. | nevet him - Perry. Never saw him. He'd
already left Lansing, was out on parole. But Dibkagys said if the chance of a real big
score came up, he could rely on Perry Smith toagtnprs.

"I don't exactly recall how Mr. Clutter first gobentioned. It must have been
when we were discussing jobs, different kinds offkvave'd done. Dick, he was a
trained car mechanic, and mostly that was the Wef& done. Only, once he'd had a job
driving a hospital ambulance. He was full of bréguat that. About nurses, and all what
he'd done with them in the back of the ambulanagyway, | informed him how I'd
worked a year on a considerable wheat spread iteweKansas. For Mr. Clutter. He
wanted to know if Mr. Clutter was a wealthy man.syésaid. Yes, he was. In fact, |
said, Mr. Clutter had once told me that he gotofitgen thousand dollars in one week. |
mean, said it sometimes cost him ten thousandrdalaveek to run his operation. After
that, Dick never stopped asking me about the farilyw many was they? What ages
would the kids be now? Exactly how did you getite house? How was it laid out? Did
Mr. Clutter keep a safe? | won't deny it - | toldnhhe did. Because | seemed to
remember a sort of cabinet, or safe, or somethiglyt behind the desk in the room Mr.
Clutter used as an office. Next thing | knew, Dwés talking about killing Mr. Clutter.
Said him and Perry was gonna go out there andhelplace, and they was gonna Kkill
all witnesses - the Clutters, and anybody elsetibppened to be around. He described
to me a dozen times how he was gonna do it, howdrith Perry was gonna tie them
people up and gun them down. | told him, 'Dick, ffmever get by with it." But | can't
honestly say | tried to persuade him different. &ee | never for a minute believed he
meant to carry it out. | thought it was just talkke you hear plenty of in Lansing.
That's about all you do hear: what a fellow's godaavhen he gets out - the holdups
and robberies and so forth. It's nothing but bragstly. Nobody takes it serious. That's
why, when | heard what | heard on the earphoneslk Wdidn't hardly believe it. Still
and all, it happened. Just like Dick said it would.

That was Floyd Wells' story, though as yet he feadrom telling it. He was
afraid to, for if the other prisoners heard of héaring tales to the warden, then his life,
as he put it, "wouldn't be worth a dead coyoteweek passed. He monitored the radio,
he followed the newspaper accounts - and in orteeoh read that a Kansas paper, the
Hutchinson News, was offering a reward of one thadsdollars for any information
leading to the capture and conviction of the persompersons guilty of the Clutter
murders. An interesting item; it almost inspired l\i&&o speak. But he was still too



much afraid, and his fear was not solely of theeotprisoners. There was also the
chance that the authorities might charge him wéiméy an accessory to the crime. After
all, it was he who had guided Dick to the Cluttelsbr; certainly it could be claimed

that he had been aware of Dick's intentions. Howewe viewed it, his situation was

curious, his excuses gquestionable. So he said nptlind ten more days went by.
December replaced November, and those investigitmgase remained, according to
increasingly brief newspaper reports (radio newsecashad ceased to mention the
subject), as bewildered, as virtually cluelesshay had been the morning of the tragic
discovery.

But he knew. Presently, tortured by a need td $mebody,” he confided in
another prisoner. "A particular friend. A Catholikind of very religious. He asked me,
'‘Well, what are you gonna do, Floyd?' | said, Wedjdn't rightly know - what did he
think | ought to do? Well, he was all for me gotegthe proper people. Said he didn't
think | ought to live with something like on my ndinAnd he said | could do it without
anybody inside guessing | was the one told. Sditlfheit. So the next day he got word
to the deputy warden - told him | wanted to beléchbut.” Told the deputy if he called
me to his office on some pretext or other, maybeodld tell him who killed the
Clutters. Sure enough, the deputy sent for me. 3 s@ared, but | remembered Mr.
Clutter, and how he'd never done me no harm, ho@hasistmas he'd give me a little
purse with fifty dollars in it. | talked to the defy. Then | told the warden hisself. And
while | was still sitting there, right there in Wd@n Hand's office, he picked up the
telephone - "

The person to whom Warden Hand telephoned was L&genfiord. Sanford listened,
hung up, issued several orders, then placed aotdlls own to Alvin Dewey. That
evening, when Dewey left his office in the courteewat Garden City, he took home
with him a manila envelope.

When Dewey got home, Marie was in the kitchen @regg supper. The moment
he appeared, she launched into an account of holdselpsets. The family cat had
attacked the cocker spaniel that lived across tifeets and now it seemed as if one of
the spaniel's eyes might be seriously damaged.Rsd, their nine-year-old, had fallen
out of a tree. It was a wonder he was alive. Arghttheir twelve-year-old, Dewey's
namesake, had gone into the yard to burn rubbidistarted a blaze that had threatened
the neighborhood. Someone - she didn't know whad hctually called the Fire
Department.

While his wife described these unhappy episodesydy poured two cups of
coffee. Suddenly, Marie stopped in the middle skatence and stared at him. His face
was flushed, and she could tell that he was ela&dbd. said, "Alvin. Oh, honey. Is it
good news?" Without comment, he gave her the mamieelope. Her hands were wet;
she dried them, sat down at the kitchen table,esigper coffee, opened the envelope,
and took out photographs of a blond young man adark-haired, dark-skinned young
man - police-made "mug shots." A pair of semi-codkubsiers accompanied the
photographs. The one for the fair-headed man tém#tock, Richard Eugene (WM) 28.



KBI 97 093; FBI 859 273A. Address: Edgerton, Kand2isth-date 6-6-31. Birthplace:

K. C., Kans. Height: 5-10. Weight: 175. Hair: Blorielyes: Blue. Build: Stout. Comp:

Ruddy. Occup: Car Painter. Crime: Cheat & Defr. &BChecks. Paroled: 8-13-59. By:
So. K. C. K.

The second description read: Smith, Perry Edwa&vdl) 27-59. Birthplace:
Nevada. Height: 5-4. Weight: 156. Hair: D. Brn. i@e: B&E. Arrested:(blank). By:
(blank). Disposition: Sent KSP 3-13-56 from PhgdiCo .5-10 yrs. Rec .3-14-56.
Paroled: 7-6-59.

Marie examined the front-view and profile photqgra of Smith: an arrogant
face, tough, yet not entirely, for there was abbat peculiar refinement; the lips and
nose seemed nicely made, and she thought the ew#s,their moist, dreamy
expression, rather pretty - rather, in an actonaly, sensitive. Sensitive, and something
more: "mean." Though not as mean, as forbiddinghiminal," as the eyes of Hickock,
Richard Eugene. Marie, transfixed by Hickock's eyweas reminded of a childhood
incident - of a bobcat she'd once seen caughtriapa and of how, though she'd wanted
to release it, the cat's eyes, radiant with paih lamtred, had drained her of pity and
filled her with terror. "Who are they?" Marie asked

Dewey told her Floyd Wells' story, and at the dmdsaid, "Funny. The past
three weeks, that's the angle we've concentrate@ranking down every man who ever
worked on the Clutter place. Now, the way it's agrrout, it just seems like a piece of
luck. But a few days more and we would've hit tMslls. Found he was in prison. We
would've got the truth then. Hell, yes."

"Maybe it isn't the truth,” Marie said. Dewey aheé eighteen men assisting him
had pursued hundreds of leads to barren destisation she hoped to warn him against
another disappointment, for she was worried ab@ithkalth. His state of mind was
bad; he was emaciated; and he was smoking sixgretigs a day. "No. Maybe not,"
Dewey said. "But | have a hunch." His tone imprddser; she looked again at the faces
on the kitchen table. "Think of him," she said,qi@ a finger against the front-view
portrait of the blond young man. "Think of thoseeeyComing toward you." Then she
pushed the pictures back into their envelope. Shwiou hadn't shown me."

Later that same evening, another woman, in andtibenen, put aside a sock she was
darning, removed a pair of plastic-rimmed spectctand leveling them at a visitor,
said, "I hope you find him, Mr. Nye. For his owrkeaWe have two sons, and he's one
of them, our first-born. We love him. But... Ohrelalized. | realized he wouldn't have
packed up. Run off. Without a word to anybody - diéldy or his brother. Unless he
was in trouble again. What makes him do it? WhyRg §lanced across the small,
stove-warmed room at a gaunt figure hunched inckimg chair - Walter Hickock, her
husband and the father of Richard Eugene. He vaarawith faded, defeated eyes and
rough hands; when he spoke, his voice soundediaséire seldom used. "Was nothing
wrong with my boy, Mr. Nye," Mr. Hickock said. "Aoautstanding athlete - always on
the first team at school. Basketball! Baseball! tbati! Dick was always the star player.



A pretty good student, too, with A marks in sevesabjects. History. Mechanical

drawing. After he graduated from high school Jub@49 - he wanted to go on to
college. Study to be an engineer. But we couldo'itdPlain didn't have the money.
Never have had any money. Our farm here, it's doiy-four acres - we hardly can

scratch a living. | guess Dick resented it, notiggtto college. The first job he had was
with Santa Fe Railways, in Kansas City. Made segréué dollars a week. He figured

that was enough to get married on, so him and Cgoblmarried. She wasn't but
sixteen; he wasn't but nineteen hisself. | neveugit nothing good would come of it.
Didn't, neither."

Mrs. Hickock, a plump woman with a soft, rounddam-marred by a lifetime
of dawn-to-dark endeavor, reproached him. "Threecipus little boys, our
grandchildren - there, that's what came of it. Abatol is a lovely girl. She's not to
blame."

Mr. Hickock continued, "Him and Carol rented a desize house, bought a
fancy car - they was in debt all the time. Evenutito pretty soon Dick was making
better money driving a hospital ambulance. Latertbe Mark Buick Company, a big
outfit there in Kansas City, they hired him. As aahanic and car painter. But him and
Carol lived too high, kept buying stuff they couldno how afford, and Dick got to
writing checks. I still think the reason he startiihg stunts such as that was connected
with the smash-up. Concussed his head in a carhsomsAfter that, he wasn't the same
boy. Gambling, writing bad checks. | never knew hordo them things before. And it
was along about then he took up with this other Gaé one he divorced Carol for, and
was his second wife."

Mrs. Hickock said, "Dick couldn't help that. Yoemember how Margaret Edna
was attracted to him."

" 'Cause a woman likes you, does that mean youtgaget caught?" Mr.
Hickock said. "Well, Mr. Nye, | expect you know asich about it as we do. Why our
boy was sent to prison. Locked away seventeen rapatid all he done was borrow a
hunting rifle. From the house of a neighbor here.hdd no idea to steal it, | don't give a
damn what nobody says. And that was the ruinatiohim. When he came out of
Lansing, he was a plain stranger to me. You coutdlk to him. The whole world was
against Dick Hickock - that's how he figured. Exba second wife, she left him - filed
for divorce while he was in prison. Just the salaely there, he seemed to be settling
down. Working for the Bob Sands Body Shop, oveDiathe. Living here at home with
us, getting to bed early, not violating his parafey shape or fashion. I'll tell you, Mr.
Nye, I've not got long, I'm with cancer, and Diakokved that - least ways, he knowed
I'm sickly - and not a month ago, right before bektoff, he told me, 'Dad, you've been
a pretty good old dad to me. I'm not ever gonnaathing more to hurt you.' He meant
it, too. That boy has plenty of good inside himeVer you seen him on a football field,
if ever you seen him play with his children, youuldn't doubt me. Lord, | wish the
Lord could tell me, because | don't know what hayepk’

His wife said, "l do," resumed her darning, andsviarced by tears to stop.
"That friend of his. That's what happened.”



The visitor, K. B. I. Agent Harold Nye, busied Hetif scribbling in a shorthand
notebook - a notebook already well filled with ttesults of a long day spent probing
the accusations of Floyd Wells. Thus far the fastsertained corroborated Wells' story
most persuasively. On November 20 the suspect Ridbagene Hickock had gone on a
Kansas City shopping spree during which he hadgabaisst fewer than "seven pieces of
hot paper.” Nye had called on all the reportediwvist- salesmen of cameras and of
radio and television equipment, the proprietor géwelry shop, a clerk in a clothing
store - and when in each instance the witness hasrs photographs of Hickock and
Perry Edward Smith, he had identified the formetheesauthor of the spurious checks,
the latter as his "silent" accomplice. (One deagiselesman said, "He [Hickock] did
the work. A very smooth talker, very convincing.eTother one - | thought he might be
a foreigner, a Mexican maybe - he never openethbigth.")

Nye had next driven to the suburban village oftkHa where he interviewed
Hickock's last employer, the owner of the Bob SaBdsly Shop. "Yes, he worked
here," said Mr. Sands. "From August until - Welhdver saw him after the nineteenth
of November, or maybe it was the twentieth. He ieithout giving me any notice
whatever. Just took off - | don't know where tod areither does his dad. Surprised?
Well, yes. Yes, | was. We were on a fairly friendgsis. Dick kind of has a way with
him, you know. He can be very likable. Once in dlevhe used to come to our house.
Fact is, a week before he left, we had some pewme, a little party, and Dick brought
this friend he had visiting him, a boy from Nevad®erry Smith was his name. He
could play the guitar real nice. He played the gyjuind sang some songs, and him and
Dick entertained everybody with a weight-liftingtaPerry Smith, he's a little fellow,
not much over five feet high, but he could just @bpick up a horse. No, they didn't
seem nervous, neither one. I'd say they were amgayiemselves. The exact date? Sure
| remember. It was the thirteenth. Friday, theté@nth of November."

From there, Nye steered his car northward alowg cauntry roads. As he
neared the Hickock farm, he stopped at severahbeigng homesteads, ostensibly to
ask directions, actually to make inquiries conaagnihe suspect. One farmer's wife
said, "Dick Hickock! Don't talk to me about Dick ¢#iock! If ever | met the devil!
Steal? Steal the weights off a dead man's eyesiidiber, though, Eunice, she's a fine
woman. Heart big as a barn. His daddy, too. Botthem plain, honest people. Dick
would've gone to jail more times than you can cpertept nobody around here ever
wanted to prosecute. Out of respect for his folks."

Dusk had fallen when Nye knocked at the door ofiteveHickock's weather-
grayed four-room farmhouse. It was as though samé sisit had been expected. Mr.
Hickock invited the detective into the kitchen, aWids. Hickock offered him coffee.
Perhaps if they had known the true meaning of théers presence, the reception
tendered him would have been less gracious, maedgd. But they did not know, and
during the hours the three sat conversing, the nalmger was never mentioned, or the
word murder. The parents accepted what Nye impligtiat parole violation and
financial fraud were all that motivated his pursafitheir son.

"Dick brought him [Perry] home one evening, anlditos he was a friend just
off a bus from Las Vegas, and he wanted to knowdrtuhe sleep here, stay here



awhile,” Mrs. Hickock said. "No, sir, | wouldn't & him in the house. One look and |
saw what he was. With his perfume. And his oilyrhkiwas clear as day where Dick
had met him. According to the conditions of hisgbay he wasn't supposed to associate
with anybody he'd met up there [Lansing]. | warrigidk, but he wouldn't listen. He
found a room for his friend at the Hotel OlatheQtathe, and after that Dick was with
him every spare minute. Once they went off on akeed trip. Mr. Nye, certain as I'm
sitting here, Perry Smith was the one put him upriting them checks."

Nye shut his notebook and put his pen in his ppeked both his hands as well,
for his hands were shaking from excitement. "Now,tlis weekend trip. Where did
they go?"

"Fort Scott,” Mr. Hickock said, naming a Kansawmnowith a military history.
"The way | understood it, Perry Smith has a siktes in Fort Scott. She was supposed
to be holding a piece of money belonged to himteEii hundred dollars was the sum
mentioned. That was the main reason he'd come tsd&a to collect this money his

sister was holding. So Dick drove him down thergébit. It was only a overnight trip.
He was back home a little before noon Sunday. Ton&unday dinner."

"l see," said Nye. "An overnight trip. Which meathey left here sometime
Saturday. That would be Saturday, November foutté&¥n

The old man agreed.

"And returned Sunday, November fifteenth?"

"Sunday noon."

Nye pondered the mathematics involved, and wasweaged by the conclusion
he came to: that within a time span of twenty oerty-four hours, the suspects could
have made a round-trip journey of rather more temt hundred miles, and, in the

process, murder four people.

"Now, Mr. Hickock," Nye said. "On Sunday, when y®on came home, was he
alone? Or was Perry Smith with him?"

"No, he was alone. He said he'd left Perry othatHotel Olathe."

Nye, whose normal voice is cuttingly nasal anduraly intimidating, was
attempting a subdued timbre, a disarming, throwyasigle. "And do you remember -
did anything in his manner strike you as unusuatfef2nt?"

"Who?"

"Your son."

"When?"



"When he returned from Fort Scott."”

Mr. Hickock ruminated. Then he said, "He seemedsttime as ever. Soon as he
came in, we sat down to dinner. He was mighty hyn8tarted piling his plate before
I'd finished the blessing. | remarked on it, saiick, you're shoveling it in as fast as
you can work your elbow. Don't you mean to leavéhimg for the rest of us?' Course,
he's always been a big eater. Pickles. He canwhoke tub of pickles."

"And after dinner what did he do?"

"Fell asleep," said Mr. Hickock, and appeared éontoderately taken aback by
his own reply. "Fell fast asleep. And | guess yawld say that was unusual. We'd
gathered round to watch a basketball game. On¥hevie and Dick and our other boy,
David. Pretty soon Dick was snoring like a buzz samd | said to his brother, 'Lord, |
never thought I'd live to see the day Dick wouldtgsleep at a basketball game.’ Did,
though. Slept straight through it. Only woke updamough to eat some cold supper,
and right after went off to bed."

Mrs. Hickock rethreaded her darning needle; hesbhuad rocked his rocker and
sucked on an unlit pipe. The detective's trainegsapamed the scrubbed and humble
room. In a corner, a gun stood propped againsiviiie he had noticed it before. Rising,
reaching for it, he said, "You do much hunting, Mickock?"

"That's his gun. Dick's. Him and David go out oniecea while. After rabbits,
mostly."

It was a .12-gauge Savage shotgun, Model 300;lieatldy etched scene of
pheasants in flight ornamented the handle. "How loas Dick had it?"

The question aroused Mrs. Hickock. "That gun eostover a hundred dollars.
Dick bought it on credit, and now the store wordivé it back, even though it's not
hardly a month old and only been used the one {ithe start of November, when him
and David went to Grinnell on a pheasant shoot.ubkted ours names to buy it - his
daddy let him - so here we are, liable for the pagts, and when you think of Walter,
sick as he is, and all the things we need, all wevidthout..." She held her breath, as
though trying to halt an attack of hiccups. "Araiygure you won't have a cup of coffee,
Mr. Nye? It's no trouble.”

The detective leaned the gun against the walhqeishing it, although he felt
certain it was the weapon that had killed the @ufamily. "Thank you, but it's late,
and | have to drive to Topeka," he said, and tleensulting his notebook, "Now, ['ll
just run through this, see if | have it straigherfy Smith arrived in Kansas Thursday,
the twelfth of November. Your son claimed this parg€ame here to collect a sum of
money from a sister residing in Fort Scott. Thatu8#y the two drove to Fort Scott,
where they remained overnight - | assume in theéhofithe sister?"

Mr. Hickock said, "No. They never could find h8eems like she'd moved."



Nye smiled. "Nevertheless, they stayed away ogétniAnd during the week
that followed - that is, from the fifteenth to thweenty-first - Dick continued to see his
friend Perry Smith, but otherwise, or as far as kmow, he maintained a normal
routine, lived at home and reported to work evepy.dOn the twenty-first he
disappeared, and so did Perry Smith. And since ylerve not heard from him? He
hasn't written you?"

"He's afraid to," said Mrs. Hickock. "Ashamed afchid."
"Ashamed?"

"Of what he's done. Of how he's hurt us again. Afrdid because he thinks we
won't forgive him. Like we always have. | And wifou have children, Mr. Nye?"

He nodded.
"Then you know how it is."

"One thing more. Have you any idea, any at allerghyour son might have
gone?"

"Open a map," said Mr. Hickock, "Point your finganaybe that's it."

It was late afternoon, and the driver of the camiddle-aged traveling salesman who
shall here be known as Mr. Bell, was tired. He knh¢p stop for a short nap. However,
he was only a hundred miles from his destinati@maha; Nebraska, the headquarters
of the large meat packing company for which he wdrkA company rule forbade its
salesmen to pick up hitchhikers, but Mr. Bell ofisobeyed it, particularly if he was
bored and drowsy, so when he saw the two youngstarding by the side of the road,
he immediately braked his car.

They looked to him like "O. K. boys." The tallef the two, a wiry type with
dirty-blond, crew-cut hair, had an engaging gri @anpolite manner, and his partner,
the "runty" one, holding a harmonica in his riglaind and, in his left, a swollen straw
suit-case, seemed "nice enough,” shy but amiableany event, Mr. Bell, entirely
unaware of his guests' intentions, which includedttling him with a belt and leaving
him, robbed of his car, his money, and his lifeya®aled in a prairie grave, was glad to
have company, somebody to talk to and keep him awakl he arrived at Omaha.

He introduced himself, then asked them their nariés affable young man
with whom he was sharing the front seat said hisenavas Dick. "And that's Perry," he
said, winking at Perry, who was seated directlyimelhe driver. "I can ride you boys
as far as Omaha.”

Dick said, "Thank you, sir. Omaha's where we wezaded. Hoped we might
find some work."



What kind of work were they hunting? The salesriaught perhaps he could
help.

Dick said, "I'm a first-class car painter. Mecl@nbo. I'm used to making real
money. My buddy and me, we just been down in ol«ibte Our idea was, we wanted
to live there. But hell, they won't pay any wagdsthing a white man could live off.
"Ah, Mexico. Mr. Bell explained that he had honeymed in Cuernavaca. "We always
wanted to go back. But it's hard to move aroundnwei've got five kids."

Perry, as he later recalled, thought, Five kideeH, too bad. And listening to
Dick's conceited chatter, hearing him start to dbec his Mexican "amorous
conquests,” he thought how "queer" it was, "egoarali" Imagine going all out to
impress a man you were going to kill, a man who ldw'ti be alive ten minutes from
now - not if the plan he and Dick had devised wanbothly. And why shouldn't it?
The setup was ideal - exactly what they had beekirtg for during the three days it
had taken them to hitchhike from California to Neéxaand across Nevada and
Wyoming into Nebraska. Until now, however, a suiatictim had eluded them. Mr.
Bell was the first prosperous-seeming solitary étaw to offer them a lift. Their other
hosts had been either truck drivers or soldiersd; ance, a pair of Negro prize fighters
driving a lavender Cadillac. But Mr. Bell was peatiePerry felt inside a pocket of the
leather windbreaker he was wearing. The pocketdaligith a bottle of Bayer aspirin
and with a jagged, fist-size rock wrapped in aowlcotton cowboy hand-kerchief. He
unfastened his belt, a Navajo belt, silver-buclded studded with turquoise beads; he
took it off, flexed it, placed it across his kneéte waited. He watched the Nebraska
prairie rolling by, and fooled with his harmonicanade up a tune and played it and
waited for Dick to pronounce the agreed-upon sigtdéy, Perry, pass me a match."
Whereupon Dick was supposed to seize the steerireghvwhile Perry, wielding his
hand-kerchief-wrapped rock, belabored the salesmlagad - "opened it up." Later,
along some quiet side road, use would be made=dfett with the sky-blue beads.

Meanwhile, Dick and the condemned man were tradiinty jokes. Their
laughter irritated Perry; he especially disliked. Bell's outbursts - hearty barks that
sounded very much like the laughter of Tex Johnt&nierry's father. The memory of
his father's laughter increased his tension; hadheurt, his knees ached. He chewed
three aspirin and swallowed them dry. Jesus! Haghbhe might vomit, or faint; he
felt certain he would if Dick delayed "the party'uoh longer. The light was dimming,
the road was straight, with neither house nor hubming in view - nothing but land
winter-stripped and as somber as sheet iron. Nosvtha time, now. He stared at Dick,
as though to communicate this realization, andaadmall signs - a twitching eyelid, a
mustache of sweat drops - told him that Dick hadaaly reached the same conclusion.

And yet when Dick next spoke, it was only to laurenother joke. "Here's a
riddle. The riddle is: What's the similarity betwea trip to the bathroom and a trip to
the cemetery?" He grinned. "Give up?"

"Give up."

"When you gotta go, you gotta go!"



Mr. Bell barked.
"Hey, Perry, pass me a match."

But just as Perry raised his hand, and the rock arathe verge of descent,
something extraordinary occurred - what Perry latdied "a goddam miracle." The
miracle was the sudden appearance of a third hikehha Negro soldier, for whom the
charitable salesman stopped. "Say, that's pretsy,'cbe said as his savior ran toward
the car. "When you gotta go, you gotta go!"

December 16, 1959, Las Vegas, Nevada. Age and areh#td removed the first letter
and the last - an R and an S - thereby coiningnaesdhat ominous word: OOM. The
word, faintly present upon a sun-warped sign, seemygpropriate to the place it
publicized, which was, as Harold Nye wrote in hic@al K. B. I. report, "run-down
and shabby, the lowest type of hotel or roomingseod The report continued: "Until a
few years ago (according to information suppliedttiy Las Vegas police), it was one
of the biggest cathouses in the West. Then firérogsd the main building, and the
remaining portion was converted into a cheap-rentming house. " The "lobby" was
unfurnished, except for a cactus plant six fedtaatl a make shift reception desk; it
was also uninhabited. The detective clapped hisihaBventually, a voice, female, but
not very feminine, shouted, "I'm coming,” but it swhve minutes before the woman
appeared. She wore a soiled housecoat and higaehgeld leather sandals. Curlers
pinioned her thinning yellowish hair. Her face wasad, muscular, rouged, powdered.
She was carrying a can of Miller High Life beeresdmelled of beer and tobacco and
recently applied nail varnish. She was seventy-fgears old, but in Nye's opinion,
"looked younger - maybe ten minutes younger. " 8heed at him, his trim brown suit,
his brown snap brim hat. When he displayed his baslge was amused; her lips parted,
and Nye glimpsed two rows of fake teeth. "Uh-huhafls what | figured," she said. "O.
K. Let's hear it. "He handed her a photograph eh&id Hickock. "Know him?"

A negative grunt.
"Or him?"

She said, "Uh-huh. He's stayed here a coupla tifBas he's not here now.
Checked out over a month ago. You wanna see thetees)'

Nye leaned against the desk and watched the kdyldldong and lacquered
fingernails search a page of pencil-scribbled narhas Vegas was the first of three
places that his employers wished him to visit. Eheld been chosen because of its
connection with the history of Perry Smith. The tethiers were Reno, where it was
thought that Smith's father lived, and San Framcisee home of Smith's sister, who
shall here be known as Mrs. Frederic Johnson. Tindge planned to interview these
relatives, and anyone else who might have knowleddlee suspect's where-abouts, his
main objective was to obtain the aid of the loeal hgencies. On arriving in Las Vegas,
for example, he had discussed the Clutter case ligtitenant B. J. Handlon, Chief of



the Detective Division of the Las Vegas Police Dé&pant. The lieutenant had then
written a memorandum ordering all police persortadde on the alert for Hickock and
Smith: "Wanted in Kansas for parole violation, a&add to be driving a 1949 Chevrolet
bearing Kansas license JO-58269. These men arealgyplarmed and should be
considered dangerous." Also, Handlon had assignéetective to help Nye "case the
pawnbrokers"; as he said, there was "always a pat¢kem in any gambling town."
Together, Nye and the Las Vegas detective had eldeekery pawn ticket issued during
the past month. Specifically, Nye hoped to findemith portable radio believed to have
been stolen from the Clutter house on the nightefcrime, but he had no luck with
that. One broker, though, remembered Smith ("He&nkin and out of here going on a
good ten years"), and was able to produce a ticket bearskin rug pawned during the
first week in November. It was from this ticket tiNye had obtained the address of the
rooming house.

"Registered October thirtieth,” the landlady sal@ulled out November
eleventh." Nye glanced at Smith's signature. Tinateness of it, the mannered swoops
and swirls, surprised him - a reaction that thelladly apparently divined, for she said,
"Uh-huh. And you oughta hear him talk. Big, longrd® coming at you in this kinda
lispy, whispery voice. Quite a personality. Whatiygnt against him - a nice little punk
like that?"

"Parole violation."

"Uh-huh. Came all the way from Kansas on a patake. Well, I'm just a dizzy
blonde. I believe you. But | wouldn't tell thatdab any brunettes." She raised the beer
can, emptied it, then thoughtfully rolled the empan between her veined and freckled
hands. "Whatever it is, it ain't nothing big-bigo@dn't be. | never saw the man yet |
couldn't gauge his shoe size. This one, be onlynk.pLittle punk tried to sweet-talk me
out of paying rent the last week he was here."®tekled, presumably at the absurdity
of such an ambition.

The detective asked how much Smith's room had ‘d8egular rate. Nine bucks
a week. Plus a fifty-cent key deposit. StrictlylzaStrictly in advance.”

"While he was here, what did he do with himself@b he have any friends?"
Nye asked.

"You think | keep an eye on every crawly that cenire here?" the landlady
retorted. "Bums. Punks. I'm not interested. | goiaaghter married big-big." Then she
said, "No, he doesn't have any friends. Least,vien&oticed him run around with
anybody special. This last time he was here, hatgpest every day tinkering with his
car. Had it parked out front there. An old Fordoked like it was made before he was
born. He gave it a paint job. Painted the top pltk and the rest silver. Then he wrote
'For Sale' on the windshield. One day | heard &esustop and offer him forty bucks -
that's forty more than it was worth. But he allowssl couldn't take less than ninety.
Said he needed the money for a bus ticket. Justdéie left | heard some colored man
bought it."



"He said he needed the money for a bus ticketyButdon't know where it was
he wanted to go?"

She pursed her lips, hung a cigarette between,thetrher eyes stayed on Nye.
"Play fair. Any money on the table? A reward?" Skated for an answer; when none
arrived, she seemed to weigh the probabilities dedide in favor of proceeding.
"Because | got the impression wherever he was goindidn't mean to stay long. That
he meant to cut back here. Sorta been expectingditurn up any day." She nodded
toward the interior of the establishment. "Comengland I'll show you why."

Stairs. Gray halls. Nye sniffed the odors, seppagabtne from another: lavatory
disinfectant, alcohol, dead cigars. Beyond one daadrunken tenant wailed and sang in
the firm grip of either gladness or grief. "Boilwlo, Dutch! Turn it off or out you go!"
the woman yelled. "Here," she said to Nye, leadiimg into a darkened storage room.
She switched on a light. "Over there. That box.adked would | keep it till he came
back."

It was a cardboard box, unwrapped but tied wittdcé declaration, a warning
somewhat in the spirit of an Egyptian curse, was/@ned across the top: "Beware!
Property of Perry E. Smith! Beware!" Nye undid tteed; the knot, he was unhappy to
see, was not the same as the half hitch that tleeskhad used when binding the Clutter
family. He parted the flaps. A cockroach emerged] ¢he landlady stepped on it,
squashing it under the heel of her gold leathedalariHey!" she said as he carefully
extracted and slowly examined Smith's possessidiee sneak. That's my towel." In
addition to the towel, the meticulous Nye listedhis notebook: "One dirty pillow,
'‘Souvenir of Honolulu'; one pink baby blanket; gregr khaki trousers; one aluminum
pan with pancake turner.” Other oddments includedrapbook thick with photographs
clipped from physical-culture magazines (sweatydists of weight-lifting weight-
lifters) and, inside a shoebox, a collection of mee@s: rinses and powders employed
to combat trench mouth, and also a mystifying amainaspirin - at least a dozen
containers, several of them empty. "Junk," the [yl said. "Nothing but trash.” True,
it was valueless stuff even to a clue-hungry detecttill, Nye was glad to have seen
it; each item - the palliatives for sore gums, ¢gfneasy Honolulu pillow - gave him a
clearer impression of the owner and his lonely, mmda.

The next day in Reno, preparing his official notdge wrote: "At 9: 00 a. m.
the reporting agent contacted Mr. Bill Driscoll,ieghcriminal investigator, Sheriff's
Office, Washoe County, Reno, Nevada. After beingfbed on the circumstances of this
case, Mr. Driscoll was supplied with photograpisgérprints and warrants for Hickock
and Smith. Stops were placed in the files on bb#se individuals as well as the
automobile. At 10: 30a. m. the reporting agent aotetd Sgt. Abe Feroah, Detective
Division, Police Department, Reno, Nevada. Sgt.o&krand the reporting agent
checked the police files. Neither the name of SmitiHickock was reflected in the
felon registration file. A check of the pawnshogkgt files failed to reflect any
information about the missing radio. A permanenpswas placed in these files in the
event the radio is pawned in Reno. The detectivellivag the pawnshop detail took
photographs of Smith and Hickock to each of the mseps in town and also made a



personal check of each shop for the radio. Thessmglzops made an identification of
Smith as being familiar, but were unable to furrasly further information.”

Thus the morning. That afternoon Nye set forteaarch of Tex John Smith. But
at his first stop, the post office, a clerk at an€al Delivery window told him he need
look no farther not in Nevada - for "the individualad left there the previous August
and now lived in the vicinity of Circle City, Alagk That, anyway, was where his mail
was being forwarded.

"Gosh! Now, there's a tall order," said the clerkesponse to Nye's request for
a description of the elder Smith. "The guy's outadfook. He calls himself the Lone
Wolf. A lot of his mail comes addressed that wale Lone Wolf. He doesn't receive
many letters, no, but bales of catalogues and &divey pamphlets. You'd be surprised
the number of people send away for that stuff t joget some mail, must be. How old?
I'd say sixty. Dresses Western - cowboy boots abdden-gallon hat. He told me he
used to be with the rodeo. I've talked to him gaiteit. He's been in here almost every
day the last few years. Once in a while he'd disappstay away a month or so - always
claimed he'd been off prospecting. One day lastuAtig young man came here to the
window. He said he was looking for his father, Tehn Smith, and did | know where
he could find him. He didn't look much like his ¢léide Wolf is so thin-lipped and Irish,
and this boy looked almost pure Indian - hair blaskboot polish, with eyes to match.
But next morning in walks the Wolf and confirmshg told me his son had just got out
of the Army and that they were going to Alaska.sHa old Alaska hand. | think he
once owned a hotel there, or some kind of huntoupé. He said he expected to be
gone about two years. Nope, never seen him simreghhis boy."

The Johnson family were recent arrivals in thein Ea&ancisco community - a middle-
class, middle-income realestate development higienhills north of the city. On the
afternoon of December 18, 1959, young Mrs. Johnsas expecting guests; three
women of the neighborhood were coming by for cofied cake and perhaps a game of
cards. The hostess was tense; it would be thetifingt she had entertained in her new
home. Now, while she was listening for the doorbstle made a final tour, pausing to
dispose of a speck of lint or alter an arrangenoér@hristmas poinsettias. The house,
like the others on the slanting hillside streetsw@aconventional suburban ranch house,
pleasant and common place. Mrs. Johnson lovedhét,v&as in love with the redwood
paneling, the wall-to-wall carpeting, the picturendows fore and aft, the view that the
rear window provided - hills, a valley, then skydaocean. And she was proud of the
small back garden; her husband - by professiomsurance salesman, by inclination a
carpenter - had built around it a white picket f&srend inside it a house for the family
dog, and a sand-box and swings for the childrenthAtmoment, all four - dog, two
little boys, and a girl - were playing there undemild sky; she hoped they would be
happy in the garden until the guests had gone. Wherdoorbell sounded and Mrs.
Johnson went to the door, she was wearing whatcehsidered her most becoming
dress, a yellow knit that hugged her figure andyhieined the pale-tea shine of her
Cherokee coloring and the blackness of her fedibbbed hair. She opened the door,
prepared to admit three neighbors; instead, sheodised two strangers - men who



tipped their hats and flipped open badge-studdéfdlbds. "Mrs. Johnson?" one of them
said. "My name is Nye. This is Inspector Guthriee'® attached to the San Francisco
police, and we've just received an inquiry from Eas concerning your brother, Perry
Edward Smith. It seems he hasn't been reportitgstparole officer, and we wondered
if you could tell us anything of his present whérmats."

Mrs. Johnson was not distressed - and definitetysarprised to learn that the
police were once more interested in her brothetisites. What did upset her was the
prospect of having guests arrive to find her bajongstioned by detectives. She said,
"No. Nothing. | haven't seen Perry in four years."

"This is a serious matter, Mrs. Johnson," Nye.saMe'd like to talk it over."

Having surrendered, having asked them in and exdféhem coffee (which was
accepted), Mrs. Johnson said, "I haven't seen Rerfgur years. Or heard from him
since he was paroled. Last summer, when he camef uison, he visited my father in
Reno. In a letter, my father told me he was retgrio Atlanta and taking Perry with
him. Then he wrote again, | think in September, badvas very angry. He and Perry
had quarreled and separated before they reachedotiger. Perry turned back, my
father went on to Alaska alone.”

"And he hasn't written you since?"
"NO."

"Then it's possible your brother may have joinéd hecently, within the last
month."

"l don't know. | don't care.”

"On bad terms?"

"With Perry? Yes. I'm afraid of him."

"But while he was in Lansing you wrote him freqtignOr so the Kansas
authorities tell us," Nye said. The second manpéosor Guthrie seemed content to

occupy the sidelines.

"l wanted to help him. | hoped | might change & f& his ideas. Now | know
better. The rights of other people mean nothingeoy. He has no respect for anyone."

"About friends. Do you know of any with whom heghi be staying?"

"Joe James," she said, and explained that James waung Indian logger and
fisherman who lived in the forest near Bellinghawiashington. No, she was not
personally acquainted with him, but she understtiwat he and his family were
generous people who had often been kind to Perttyeipast. The only friend of Perry's



she had ever met was a young lady who had appeartte Johnsons' doorstep in June,
1955, bringing with her a letter from Perry in winige introduced her as his wife.

"He said he was in trouble, and asked if | woualklet care of his wife until he
could send for her. The girl looked twenty; it tadout she was fourteen. And of course
she wasn't anyone's wife. But at the time | waernaik. | felt sorry for her, and asked
her to stay with us. She did, though not for lobgss than a week. And when she left,
she took our suitcases and everything they could hmost of my clothes and most of
my husband's, the silver, even the kitchen clock."

"When this happened, where were you living?"
"Denver."

"Have you ever lived in Fort Scott, Kansas?"
"Never. I've never been to Kansas."

"Have you a sister who lives in Fort Scott?"
"My sister is dead. My only sister."

Nye smiled. He said, "You understand, Mrs. Johnse&re working on the
assumption that your brother will contact you. Wt call. Or come to see you."

"l hope not. As a matter of fact, he doesn't kne@ve moved. He thinks I'm
still in Denver. Please, if you do find him, dogive him my address. I'm afraid.”

"When you say that, is it because you think hehtigarm you? Hurt you
physically?"

She considered, and unable to decide, said sim #igbw. "But I'm afraid of
him. | always have been. He can seem so warm-likartd sympathetic. Gentle. He
cries so easily. Sometimes music sets him off,vanen he was a little boy he used to
cry because he thought a sunset was beautifulh®©moon. Oh, he can fool you. He
can make you feel so sorry for him - "

The doorbell rang. Mrs. Johnson's reluctance swan conveyed her dilemma,
and Nye (who later wrote of her, "Through-out th&eiview she remained composed
and most gracious. A person of exceptional chargcteached for his brown snap-
brim. "Sorry to have troubled you, Mrs. Johnsont Byou hear from Perry, we hope
you'll have the good sense to call us. Ask for éaspr Guthrie."

After the departure of the detectives, the compmodbat had impressed Nye
faltered; a familiar despair impended. She foughtielayed its full impact until the
party was done and the guests had gone, until $be'the children and bathed them
and heard their prayers. Then the mood, like theniegy ocean fog now clouding the
street lamps, closed round her. She had said sheftaid of Perry, and she was, but



was it simply Perry she feared, or was it a comfitjon of which he was part - the
terrible destinies that seemed promised the foudrem of Florence Buckskin and Tex
John Smith? The eldest, the brother she lovedshatihimself; Fern had fallen out of a
window, or jumped; and Perry was committed to \igks a criminal. So, in a sense,
she was the only survivor; and what tormented tees thie thought that in time she, too,
would be overwhelmed: go mad, or contract an irtderdiness, or in a fire lose all she
valued - home, husband, children.

Her husband was away on a business trip, and wherwas alone, she never
thought of having a drink. But tonight she fixedstaong one, then lay down on the
living-room couch, a picture album propped agalstknees.

A photograph of her father dominated the firstgpag studio portrait taken in
1922, the year of his marriage to the young Indadeo rider Miss Florence Buckskin.
It was a photograph that invariably transfixed Mishnson. Because of it, she could
understand why, when essentially they were so nigmed, her mother had married her
father. The young man in the picture exuded vallare. Everything - the cocky tilt of
his ginger-haired head, the squint in his left ég® though he were sighting a target),
the tiny cowboy scarf knotted round his throat -swabundantly attractive. On the
whole, Mrs. Johnson's attitude toward her fathes ambivalent, but one aspect of him
she had always respected - his fortitude. She kvediv how eccentric he seemed to
others; he seemed so to her, for that matter.h&llsame, he was "a real man." He did
things, did them easily. He could make a treegdedicisely where he wished. He could
skin a bear, repair a watch, build a house, batake, darn a sock, or catch a trout with
a bent pin and a piece of string. Once he had wenlva winter alone in the Alaskan
wilderness.

Alone: in Mrs. Johnson's opinion, that was howhsawen should live. Wives,
children, a timid life are not for them. She turneder some pages of childhood
snapshots - pictures made in Utah and Nevada ainb land Oregon. The rodeo careers
of "Tex & Flo" were finished, and the family, livgnin an old truck, roamed the country
hunting work, a hard thing to find in 1933. "TexhdoSmith Family picking berries in
Oregon, 1933" was the caption under a snapshobwf harefooted children wearing
overalls and cranky, uniformly fatigued expressioBsrries or stale bread soaked in
sweet condensed milk was often all they had toRatbara Johnson remembered that
once the family had lived for days on rotten basaaad that, as a result, Perry had got
colic; he had screamed all night, while Bobo, asbBea was called, wept for fear he
was dying.

Bobo was three years older than Perry, and sheedddam; he was her only toy,
a doll she scrubbed and combed and kissed and isoesetpanked. Here was a picture
of the two together bathing naked in a diamond-meatéColorado creek, the brother, a
pot-bellied, sun-blackened cupid, clutching hisesls hand and giggling, as though the
tumbling stream contained ghostly tickling fingers.another snapshot (Mrs. Johnson
was unsure, but she thought probably it was takenramote Nevada ranch where the
family was staying when a final battle betweengheents, a terrifying contest in which
horsewhips and scalding water and kerosene lamps wged as weapons, had brought



the marriage to a stop), she and Perry are asrgleny, their heads are together, their
cheeks touch; beyond them dry mountains burn.

Later, when the children and their mother had gtnéve in San Francisco,
Bobo's love for the little boy weakened until itntguite away. He wasn't her baby any
more but a wild thing, a thief, a robber. His firsctorded arrest was on October 27,
1936 - his eighth birthday. Ultimately, after sealeconfinements in institutions and
children's detention centers, he was returned ¢octistody of his father, and it was
many years before Bobo saw him again, except intgginaphs that Tex John
occasionally sent his other children - pictured,tipasted above white-ink captions,
were part of the album's contents. There was "PBag, and their Husky Dog,"

"Perry and Dad Panning for Gold,"

"Perry Bear-Hunting in Alaska.” In this last, hawa fur-capped boy of fifteen
standing on snowshoes among snow-weighted tregffe dnooked under his arm; the
face was drawn and the eyes were sad and very &éretlMrs. Johnson, looking at the
picture, was reminded of a "scene" that Perry hadaronce when he had visited her in
Denver. Indeed, it was the last time she had exen &iim - the spring of 1955. They
were discussing his childhood with Tex John, anddsualy Perry, who had too much
drink inside him, pushed her against a wall and thelr there. "I was his nigger,” Perry
said. "That's all. Somebody he could work theiisguit and never have to pay them one
hot dime. No, Bobo, I'm talking. Shut up, or IHféw you in the river. Like once when |
was walking across a bridge in Japan, and a guysteaxling there, | never saw him
before, | just picked him up and threw him in theer.

"Please, Bobo. Please listen. You think | like alfas Oh, the man | could have
been! But that bastard never gave me a chance.dd&wt let me go to school. O. K.
0. K. | was a bad kid. But the time came | beggedd to school. | happen to have a
brilliant mind. In case you don't know. A brilliamhind and talent plus. But no
education, because he didn't want me to learn angytlnly how to tote and carry for
him. Dumb. That's the way he wanted me to be. 8bltbould never escape him. But
you, Bobo. You went to school. You and Jimmy ancthF&very damn one of you got
an education. Everybody but me. And | hate youpfjlou - Dad and everybody."

As though for his brother and sisters life hadnbaebed of roses! Maybe so, if
that meant cleaning up Mama's drunken vomit, fh&ant never anything nice to wear
or enough to eat. Sitill, it was true, all three fiaghed high school. Jimmy, in fact, had
graduated at the top of his class - an honor hel@mérely to his own will power. That,
Barbara Johnson felt, was what made his suicidensimous. Strong character, high
courage, hard work - -it seemed that none of tese determining facto in the fates of
Tex John's children. They shared a doom againsthwirtue was no defense. Not that
Perry was virtuous, or Fern. When Fern was fourtebe changed her name, and for
the rest of her short life she tried to justify teplacement: Joy. She was an easy going
girl, "everybody's sweetheart" - rather too muchrghody's, for she was partial to men,
though somehow she hadn't much luck with them. $omwethe kind of man she liked
always let her down. Her mother had died in antadio coma, and she was afraid of
drink - yet she drank. Before she was twenty, Haywas beginning the day with a



bottle of beer. Then, one summer night, she felmfrthe window of a hotel room.
Falling she struck a theater marquee, bouncedt,ofind rolled under the wheels of a
taxi. Above, in the vacated room, police found sleoes, a moneyless purse, an empty
whiskey bottle.

One could understand Fern and forgive her, butdirwvas a different matter.
Mrs. Johnson was looking at a picture of him inathine was dressed as a sailor; during
the war he had served in the Navy. Slender, a yaleg seafarer with an elongated
face of slightly dour saintliness, he stood witheam around the waist of the girl he had
married and, in Mrs. Johnson's estimation, oughttedave, for they had nothing in
common - the serious Jimmy and this teen-age SagdDileet-follower whose glass
beads reflected a now long-faded sun. And yet W@imamy had felt for her was beyond
normal love; it was passion - a passion that wgsam pathological. As for the girl, she
must have loved him, and loved him completely,le would not have done as she did.
If only Jimmy had believed that! Or been capable befieving it. But jealousy
imprisoned him. He was mortified by thoughts of then she had slept with before
their marriage; he was convinced, moreover, thatremained promiscuous - that every
time he went to sea, or even left her alone foidtng she betrayed him with a multitude
of lovers, whose existence he unendingly demandatishe admit. Then she aimed a
shotgun at a point between her eyes and presseaddber with her toe. When Jimmy
found her, he didn't call the police. He picked bprand put her on the bed and lay
down beside her. Sometime around dawn of the reexthe reloaded the gun and killed
himself.

Opposite the picture of Jimmy and his wife was htpgraph of Perry in
uniform. It had been clipped from a newspaper,wad accompanied by a paragraph of
text: "Headquarters, United States Army, Alaskat. Perry E. Smith, 23, first Army
Korean combat veteran to return to the Anchoradaska, area, greeted by Captain
Mason, Public Information Officer, upon arrival Bimendorf Air Force Base. Smith
served 15 months with the 24th Division as a conalgfineer. His trip from Seattle to
Anchorage was a gift from Pacific Northern Airlinedliss Lynn Marquis, airline
hostess, smiles approval at welcome. (Official UA8My Photo)." Captain Mason,
with hand extended, is looking at Private Smitht Buvate Smith is looking at the
camera, in his expression Mrs. Johnson saw, orimedgshe saw, not gratitude but
arrogance, and, in place of pride, immense coniteviasn't incredible that he had met a
man on a bridge and thrown him off it. Of coursehad. She had never doubted it.

She shut the album and switched on the televidian,it did not console her.
Suppose he did come? The detectives had foundvhgrshouldn't Perry? He need not
expect her to help him, she wouldn't even let himrhe front door was locked, but not
the door to the garden. The garden was white watdrfeg; It might have been an
assembly of spirits: Mama and Jimmy and Fern. Wikies. Johnson bolted the door,
she had in mind the dead as well as the living.

A cloudburst. Rain. Buckets of it. Dick ran. Peran too, but he could not run as fast;
his legs were shorter, and he was lugging the asgtcDick reached shelter - a barn near



the highway - long before him. On leaving Omah#era night spent in a Salvation
Army dormitory, a truck driver had given them aeridcross the Nebraska border into
lowa. The past several hours, however, had fouachthfoot. The rain came when they
were sixteen miles north of an lowa settlemeneckllenville Junction.

The barn was dark.
"Dick?" Perry said.
"Over here," Dick said. He was sprawled on a Hduhg.

Perry, drenched and shaking, dropped beside him. $o cold,” he said,
burrowing in the hay, "I'm so cold | wouldn't gimedamn if this caught fire and burned
me alive." He was hungry, too. Starved. Last ntgby had dined on bowls of Salvation
Army soup, and today the only nourishment they'd has some chocolate bars and
chewing gum that Dick had stolen from a drugstosmdy counter. "Any more
Hershey?" Perry asked.

No, but there was still a pack of chewing gum. ylldkevided it, then settled
down to chewing it, each chomping on two and a btttks of Doublemint, Dick's
favorite flavor (Perry preferred Juicy Fruit). Moneas the problem. Their utter lack of
it had led Dick to decide that their next move dtidae what Perry considered "a crazy-
man stunt" - a return to Kansas City. When Dick fiest urged the return, Perry said,
"You ought to see a doctor." Now, huddled togeihethe cold darkness, listening to
the dark, cold rain, they resumed the argumentyRerce more listing the dangers of
such a move, for surely by this time Dick was wdrfr parole violation - "if nothing
more." But Dick was not to be dissuaded. Kansag, @& again insisted, was the one
place he was certain he could successfully "halog ef hot paper. Hell, | know we've
got to be careful. I know they've got a warrant. @e&cause of the paper we hung
before. But we'll move fast. One day - that'll ddfiwe grab enough, maybe we ought
to try Florida. Spend Christmas in Miami - stay thater if it looks good." But Perry
chewed his gum and shivered and sulked. Dick sduthat is it, honey? That other
deal? Why the hell can't you forget it? They newexde any connection. They never
will."

Perry said, "You could be wrong. And if you atemieans The Corner." Neither
one had ever before referred to the ultimate pgmalthe State of Kansas - the gallows,
or death in The Corner, as the inmates of Kansate $enitentiary have named the fad
that houses the equipment required to hang a man.

Dick said, "The comedian. You kill me." He strugknatch, intending to smoke
a cigarette, but something seen by the light offfdmeng match brought him to his feet
and carried him across the barn to a cow stallawas parked inside the stall, a black-
and-white two-door 1956 Chevrolet. The key wasmignition.



Dewey was determined to conceal from "the civil@opulation” any knowledge of a
major break in the Clutter case - so determined tea decided to take into his
confidence Garden City's two professional townrsri8ill Brown, editor of the Garden
City Telegram, and Rob Wells, manager of the loadio station. KIUL. In outlining
the situation, Dewey emphasized his reasons forsidering secrecy of the first
importance: "Remember, there's a possibility theea are innocent.”

It was a possibility too valid to dismiss. Theamher, Floyd Wells, might easily
have invented his story; such tale-telling was infrequently undertaken by prisoners
who hoped to win favor or attract official notidgut even if the man's every word was
gospel, Dewey and his colleagues had not yet umsdrbne bit of solid supporting
evidence - "courtroom evidence." What had they alisced that could not be
interpreted as plausible, though exceptional, ddemce? Just because Smith had
traveled to Kansas to visit his friend Hickock, gust because Hickock possessed a gun
of the caliber used to commit the crime, and justause the suspects had arranged a
false alibi to account for their whereabouts thghhiof November 14, they were not
necessarily mass murderers. "But we're pretty thigeis it. We all think so. If we
didn't, we wouldn't have set up a seventeen-statenafrom Arkansas to Oregon. But
keep in mind: It could be years before we catcimthEhey may have separated. Or left
the country. There's a chance they've gone to Alasiot hard to get lost in Alaska. The
longer they're free, the less of a case we'll hBxenkly, as matters stand, we don't have
much of a case anyhow. We could nab those sonkabkitomorrow, and never be able
to prove spit.”

Dewey did not exaggerate. Except for two sets @it kprints, one bearing a
diamond pattern and the other a Cat's Paw dedigrslayers had left not a single clue.
Since they seemed to take such care, they had btettiy got rid of the boots long ago.
And the radio, too - assuming that it was they wihd stolen it, which was something
Dewey still hesitated to do, for it appeared to Hlodicrously inconsistent” with the
magnitude of the crime and the manifest cunninthefcriminals, and "inconceivable"
that these men had entered a house expectingd@finoney-filled safe, and then, not
finding it, had thought it expedient to slaughtee family for perhaps a few dollars and
a small portable radio. "Without a confession, ledver get a conviction,” he said.
"That's my opinion. And that's why we can't be tautious. They think they've got
away with it. Well, we don't want them to know aghijferent. The safer they feel, the
sooner we'll grab them."

But secrets are an unusual commodity in a towrsitesof Garden City. Anyone
visiting the sheriff's office, three under-furnish@vercrowded rooms on the third floor
of the county courthouse, could detect an odd, sirsmister atmosphere. The hurry-
scurry, the angry hum of recent weeks had depardedjuivering stillness now
permeated the premises. Mrs. Richardson, the officeetary and a very down-to-earth
person, had acquired overnight a dainty lot of yig, tiptoe mannerisms, and the men
she served, the sheriff and his staff, Dewey aedirtiported team of K. B. |. agents,
crept about conversing in hushed tones. It washasgh, like huntsmen hiding in a
forest, they were afraid that any abrupt sound @vement would warn away
approaching beasts.



People talked. The Trail Room of the Warren Haetoffee shop that Garden
City businessmen treat as though it were a pri¢hib, was a murmuring cave of
speculation and rumor. An eminent citizen, so oaarth, was on the point of arrest. Or
it was known that the crime was the work of killérised by enemies of the Kansas
Wheat Growers' Association, a progressive orgaioizain which Mr. Clutter had
played a large role. Of the many stories circutgtithe most nearly accurate was
contributed by a prominent car dealer (who refusetisclose his source): "Seems there
was a man who worked for Herb way back yonder atodii or '48. Ordinary ranch
hand. Seem he went to prison, state prison, anté e was there he got to thinking
what a rich man Herb was. So about a month agonviey let him loose, the first
thing he did was come on out here to rob andlkdse people.”

But seven miles westward, in the village of Holtpmot a hint was heard of
impending sensations, one reason being that foresehile the Clutter tragedy had
been a banned topic at both of the community'scpad gossip-dispensaries - the post
office and Hartman's Cafe. "Myself, | don't want hear another word," said Mrs.
Hartman. "I told them, We can't go on like thiss@isting everybody, scaring each
other to death. What | say is, if you want to tabout it, stay out of my place." Myrt
Clare took quite as strong a stand. "Folks comédre to buy a nickel's worth of
postage and think they can spend the next threestamd thirty-three minutes turning
the Clutters inside out. Pickin' the wings off atlpeople. Rattlesnakes, that's all they
are. | don't have the time to listen. I'm in busie I'm a representative of the
government of the United States. Anyway, it's mari#\l Dewey and those hot-shot
cops from Topeka and Kansas City - supposed tohagpsas turpentine. But | don't
know a soul who still thinks they've got hell's nba of catching the one done it. So |
say the sane thing to do is shut up. You live watil die, and it doesn't matter how you
go; dead's dead. So why carry on like a sackfididf cats just because Herb Clutter
got his throat cut? Anyway, it's morbid. Polly 8ger, from over at the school-house?
Polly Stringer was in here this morning. She stgdanly now, after over a month, only
now those kids are beginning to quiet down. Whicladen me think: What if they do
arrest somebody? If they do, it's bound to be saaheleverybody knows. And that
would fan the fire for sure, get the pot boilingtjuvhen it had started to cool off. Ask
me, we've had enough excitement."

It was early, not yet nine, and Perry was the fitsstomer at the Washateria, a self-
service laundry. He opened his fat straw suitcas&acted a wad of briefs and socks
and shirts (some his, some Dick's), tossed themantvasher, and fed the machine a
lead slug - one of many bought in Mexico.

Perry was well acquainted with the workings offsemporiums, having often
patronized them, and happily, since usually he doiriso relaxing" to sit quietly and
watch clothes get clean. Not today. He was too elpmsive. Despite his warnings,
Dick had won out. Here they were, back in Kansay €idead broke, to boot, and
driving a stolen car! All night they had raced tloeva Chevrolet through thick rain,
stopping twice to siphon gas, both times from viesiparked on the empty streets of
small sleeping towns. (This was Perry's job, onetdth he judged himself "absolutely



tops. Just a short piece of rubber hose, that'scrogs-country credit card.”) On

reaching Kansas City at sunrise, the travelersguae first to the airport, where in the
men's lavatory they washed and shaved and brubleadeeth; two hours later, after a
nap in the airport lounge, they returned to the. ¢citwas then that Dick had dropped his
partner at the Washateria, promising to come bachkifn within the hour.

When the laundry was clean and dry, Perry repathedsuit-case. It was past
ten. Dick, supposedly off somewhere "hanging pédpeas overdue. He sat down to
wait, choosing a bench on which, an arm's lengtlyava woman's purse rested -
tempting him to snake his hand around inside it tBBe appearance of its owner, the
burliest of several women now employing the esshinlient's facilities, deterred him.
Once, when he was a running-wild child in San Fsow he and a "Chink kid"
(Tommy Chan? Tommy Lee?) had worked together apuasé-snatching team." It
amused Perry - cheered him up - to remember sortteenfescapades. "Like one time
we sneaked up on an old lady, really old, and Tongmabbed her handbag, but she
wouldn't let go, she was a regular tiger. The hahdetugged one way, the harder she
tugged the other. Then she saw me, and said, iHelpHelp me!" and | said, 'Hell, lady,
I'm helping him? - and | bopped her good. Put lrethe pavement. Ninety cents was all
we got - | remember exactly. We went to a Chinkaesant and ate ourselves under the
table."

Things hadn't changed much. Perry was twenty-agdsyolder and a hundred
pounds heavier, and yet his material situationihgaroved not at all. He was still (and
wasn't it incredible, a person of his intelligenbis, talents?) an urchin dependent, so to
say, on stolen coins.

A clock on the wall kept catching his eye. At hadfst ten he began to worry; by
eleven his legs were pulsing with pain, which wawsags, with him, a sign of
approaching panic - "bubbles in my blood." He ateaapirin, and tried to blot out -
blur, at least - the brilliantly vivid cavalcadeidyhg across his mind, a procession of
dire visions: Dick in the hands of the law, perhapgsted while writing a phony check,
or for committing a minor traffic violation (anddad to be driving a "hot" car). Very
likely, at this very instant Dick sat trapped iresid circle of red-necked detectives. And
they weren't discussing trivialities - bad checkstolen automobiles. Murder, that was
the topic, for somehow the connection that Dick hadn so certain no one could make
had been made. And right now a carload of Kansgspdiice were on their way to the
Washateria.

But, no, he was imagining too much. Dick would erego that - "spill his guts."

Think of how often he had heard him say, "They baat me blind, I'll never tell them
anything." Of course, Dick was a "blowhard"; hisugbness, as Perry had come to
know, existed solely in situations where he unabfjudad the upper hand. Suddenly,
gratefully, he thought of a less desperate reasorDfck's prolonged absence. He'd
gone to visit his parents. A risky thing to do, Witk was "devoted" to them, or
claimed to be, and last night during the long raidg he had told Perry, "I'd sure like
to see my folks. They wouldn't mention it. | metdrey wouldn't tell the parole officer -
do anything to get us into trouble. Only I'm ashdn@ I'm afraid of what my mother
would say. About the checks. And going off like did. But | wish | could call them,



hear how they are." However, that was not possiblethe Hickock home was without
a telephone; otherwise, Perry would have rung wgeéoif Dick was there.

Another few minutes, and he was again convincedl Eick was under arrest.
His leg pains flared up, flashed through his baalyd the laundry odors, the steamy
stench, all at once sickened him, picked him up prapelled him out the door. He
stood at the curb retching like "a drunk with thg Heaves." Kansas City! Hadn't he
known Kansas City was bad luck, and begged Dicketep away? Now, maybe now,
Dick was sorry he hadn't listened. And he wondeBad: what about me, "with a dime
or two and a bunch of lead slugs in my pocket"? Wtmuld he go? Who would help
him? Bobo? Fat chance! But her husband might.dfiIklohnson had followed his own
inclination, he would have guaranteed employmentFerry after he left prison, thus
helping him obtain a parole. But Bobo wouldn't pirit) she had said it would only
lead to trouble, and possibly danger. Then shewréten to Perry to tell him precisely
that. One fine day he'd pay her back, have a fitithe- talk to her, advertise his abilities,
spell out in detail the things he was capable dhgldo people like her, respectable
people, safe and smug people, exactly like Boba, ¥ her know just how dangerous
he could be, and watch her eyes. Surely that wathveotrip to Denver? Which was
what he'd do - go to Denver and visit the JohnsBred Johnson would stake him to a
new start in life; he'd have to, if he wanted ewebe rid of him.

Then Dick came up to him at the curb. "Hey, Pérng, said. "You sick?"

The sound of Dick's voice was like an injectionsofme potent narcotic, a drug
that, invading his veins, produced a delirium ofiding sensations: tension and relief,
fury and affection. He advanced toward Dick witarathed fists. "You sonofabitch,” he
said.

Dick grinned, and said, "Come on. We're eatingraga

But explanations were in order - apologies, t@md over a bowl of chili at the
Kansas City hash house that Dick liked best, thggeEBuffet, Dick supplied them. "I'm
sorry, honey. | knew you'd get the bends. Thinkdlayled with a bull. But | was having
such a run of luck it seemed like | ought to letidie." He explained that after leaving
Perry he had gone to the Markl Buick Company, thma that had once employed him,
hoping to find a set of license plates to sub&tifor the hazardous lowa plates on the
abducted Chevrolet. "Nobody saw me come or go. Maskd to do a considerable
wrecked-car trade. Sure enough, out back thereaveasashed-up De Soto with Kansas
tags.”" And where were they now? "On our buggy,"@daaving made the switch, Dick
had dropped the lowa plates in a Municipal reservbinen he'd stopped at a filling
station where a friend worked, a former high-scholalssmate named Steve, and
persuaded Steve to cash a check for fifty dollatich was something he'd not done
before - "rob a buddy." Well, he'd never see Stagain. He was "cutting out" of
Kansas City tonight, this is really forever. So wigt fleece a few old friends? With
that in mind, he'd called on another ex-classmatelrugstore clerk. The take was
thereby increased to seventy-five dollars. Nows thiternoon, we'll roll that up to a
couple hundred. I've made a list of places to 3iit. or seven, starting right here," he
said, meaning the Eagle Buffet, where everybodhettartender and waiters - knew and



liked him, and called him Pickles (in honor of fasorite food). "Then Florida, here we
come. How' about it, honey? Didn't | promise yoddaspend Christmas in Miami? Just
like all the millionaires?"

Dewey and his colleague K. B. I. Agent Clarence 2wtood waiting for a free table in
the Trail Room. Looking around at the customaryileixtof lunch-hour faces - soft-
fleshed businessmen and ranchers with sun-brancEtse complexions - Dewey
acknowledged particular acquaintances: the coumtyner, Dr. Fenton; the manager of
the Warren, Tom Mahar; Harrison Smith, who hadfarcounty attorney last year and
lost the election to Duane West; and also HerberCWitter, the owner of River Valley
Farm and a member of Dewey's Sunday School classt &/minute! Wasn't Herb
Clutter dead? And hadn't Dewey attended his fuleYalt there he was, sitting in the
Trail Room's circular corner booth, his lively bnowyes, his square-jawed, genial good
looks unchanged by death. But Herb was not alohari®y the table were two young
men, and Dewey, recognizing them, nudged Agent Dunt

"Look."
"Where?"

"The corner."
"I'll be damned."

Hickock and Smith! But the moment of recognitiomsvmutual. Those boys
smelled danger. Feet first, they crashed throughTifail Room's plate-glass window,
and with Duntz and Dewey leaping after them, spedgMain Street, past Palmer
Jewelry, Norris Drugs, the Garden Cafe, then ardhedcorner and down to the depot
and in and out, hide-and-seek, among a congregafiomhite grain-storage towers.
Dewey drew a pistol, and so did Duntz, but as thayk aim, the supernatural
intervened. Abruptly, mysteriously (it was like edm!), everyone was swimming - the
pursued, the pursuers - stroking the awesome wofitivater that the Garden City
Chamber of Commerce claims is the "World's LargeéREE Swim-pool." As the
detectives drew abreast of their quarry, why, omoee (How did it happen? Could he
be dreaming?) the scene faded out, and faded in apother landscape: Valley View
Cemetery, that gray-and-green island of tombs agestand flowered paths a restful,
leafy, whispering oasis lying like a cool pieceabddud shade on the luminous wheat
plains north of town. But now Duntz had disappeasd Dewey was alone with the
hunted men. Though he could not see them, he wesrcéney were hiding among the
dead, crouching there behind a headstone, pertepsdadstone of his own father:
"Alvin Adams Dewey, September 6, 1879 - January 8{8." Gun drawn, he crept
along the solemn lanes until, hearing laughterteanting its sound, he saw that Hickock
and Smith were not hiding at all but standing dstthe as yet unmarked mass grave of
Herb and Bonnie and Nancy and Ken - standing I@gstahands on hips, heads flung
back, laughing. Dewey fired... and again... andraga\either man fell, though each
had been shot through the heart three times; thewly rather slowly turned



transparent, by degrees grew invisible, evaporatemigh the loud laughter expanded
until Dewey bowed before it, ran from it, filled tvia despair so mournfully intense that
it awakened him.

When he awoke, it was as though he were a fevdrightened ten-year-old; his
hair was wet, his shirt cold-damp and clinging. Toem - a room in the sheriff's office,
into which he'd locked himself before falling agleat a desk - was dull with near-
darkness. Listening, he could hear Mrs. Richardstaléphone ringing in the adjacent
office. But she was not there to answer it; theceffwas closed. On his way out he
walked past the ringing phone with determined iiedénce, and then hesitated. It might
be Marie, calling to ask if he was still workingdashould she wait dinner.

"Mr. A. A. Dewey, please. Kansas City calling."

"This is Mr. Dewey."

"Go ahead, Kansas City. Your party is on the Tine.

"Al? Brother Nye."

"Yes, Brother."

"Get ready for some very big news."

"I'm ready."

"Our friends are here. Right here in Kansas City."

"How do you know?"

"Well, they aren't exactly keeping it a secretchdick's written checks from one
side of town to the other. Using his own name."

"His own name. That must mean he doesn't plaratg laround long - either
that or he's feeling awful damn sure of himself Spaith's still with him?"

"Oh, they're together O. K. But driving a diffetear. A 1956 Chevy black-and-
white two-door job."

"Kansas tags?"

"Kansas tags. And listen, Al - are we lucky! THeyught a television set, see?
Hickock gave the salesman a check. Just as they dvesing off, the guy had the sense
to write down the license number. Jot it on thekbat the check. Johnson County
Licensel6212."

"Checked the registration?"



"Guess what?"
“It's a stolen car."

"Undoubtedly. But the tags were definitely lifte@ur friends took them off a
wrecked De Soto in a K. C. garage."”

"Know when?"

"Yesterday morning. The boss [Logan Sanford] sertan alert with the new
license number and a description of the car."

"How about the Hickock farm? If they're still ih area, it seems to me sooner
or later they'll go there."

"Don't worry. We're watching it. Al - "
"I'm here."

"That's what | want for Christmas. All | want. Twap this up. Wrap it up and
sleep till New Year's. Wouldn't that be one helagiresent?"

"Well, I hope you get it."
"Well, | hope we both do."

Afterward, as he crossed the darkening courthegsmre, pensively scuffing
through dry mounds of un-raked leaves, Dewey waetlet his lack of elation. Why,
when he now knew that the suspects were not forstrin Alaska or Mexico or
Timbuctoo, when the next second an arrest mighhade - why was it he felt none of
the excitement he ought to feel? The dream waaudtt, for the treadmill mood of it had
lingered, making him question Nye's assertionsa gense, disbelieve them. He did not
believe that Hickock and Smith would be caught imnkas City. They were
invulnerable.

In Miami Beach, 335 Ocean Drive is the addressiefS3omerset Hotel, a small, square
building painted more or less white, with many lader touches, among them a
lavender sign that reads, "VACANCY - LOWEST RATEBEACH FACILITIES -
ALWAYS A SEABREEZE." It is one of a row of littletgcco-and-cement hotels lining
a white, melancholy street. In December, 1959, Swmerset's "beach facilities"
consisted of two beach umbrellas stuck in a stfipamd at the rear of-the hotel. One
umbrella, pink, had written upon it, "We Serve \faiee Ice-Cream.” At noon on
Christmas Day, a quartet of women lay under ancuratoit, a transistor radio
serenading them. The second umbrella, blue andngedne command "Tan with
Coppertone," sheltered Dick and Perry, who for fo@ys had been living at the
Somerset, in a double room renting for eighteetadoiveekly.



Perry said, "You never wished me a Merry Christthas

"Merry Christmas, honey. And a Happy New Year.i€kDwore bathing trunks,
but Perry, as in Acapulco, refused to expose kised legs - he feared the sight might
"offend" other beach-goers - and therefore say falbthed, wearing even socks and
shoes. Still, he was comparatively content, and nwbeck stood up and started
performing exercises - handstands, meant to imptiessladies beneath the pink
umbrella - he occupied himself with the Miami HeraPresently he came across an
inner-page story that won his entire attentioncdhcerned murder, the slaying of a
Florida family, a Mr. and Mrs. Clifford Walker, thfour-year-old son, and their two-
year-old daughter. Each of the victims, though Ibotind or gagged, had been shot
through the head with a .22 weapon. The crime Jedseand apparently motiveless, had
taken place Saturday night, Decemberl9, at the &/d&lkme, on a cattle-raising ranch
not far from Tallahassee.

Perry interrupted Dick's athletics to read theystoud, and said, "Where were
we last Saturday night?"

"Tallahassee?"
"I'm asking you."

Dick concentrated. On Thursday night, taking tuahthe wheel, they had driven
out of Kansas and through Missouri into Arkansas amwer the Ozarks, "up" to
Louisiana, where a burned-out generator stoppedh tearly Friday morning. (A
second-hand replacement, bought in Shreveport, weestty-two fifty.) That night
they'd slept parked by the side of the road somesvhear the Alabama-Florida border.
The next day's journey was an un-hurried affaird hacluded several touristic
diversions - visits to an alligator farm and alesthake ranch, a ride in a glass-bottomed
boat over a silvery-clear swamp lake, a late and land costly broiled-lobster lunch at
a roadside seafood restaurant. Delightful day! Both were exhausted when they
arrived at Tallahassee, and decided to spend tie there. "Yes, Tallahassee," Dick
said.

"Amazing!" Perry glanced through the article agdknow what | wouldn't be
surprised? If this wasn't done by a lunatic. Somnetimat read about what happened out
in Kansas."

Dick, because he didn't care to hear Perry "gatggon that subject,” shrugged
and grinned and trotted down to the ocean's edigerenhe ambled awhile over the surf-
drenched sand, here and there stooping to collseashell. As a boy he'd so envied the
son of a neighbor who had gone to the Gulf Coadtaiday and returned with a box
full of shells - so hated him - that he'd stolea #ells and one by one crushed them
with a hammer. Envy was constantly with him; theely was anyone who was
someone he wanted to be or who had anything heeddathave.

For instance, the man he had seen by the poloéd&dntaine-bleau. Miles away,
shrouded in a summery veil of heat-haze and se&iephe could see the towers of the



pale, expensive hotels - the Fontaine bleau, trenERbc, the Roney Plaza. On their
second day in Miami he had suggested to Perrythiegtinvade these pleasure-domes.
"Maybe pick up a coupla rich women," he had sagtry’had been most reluctant; he
felt people would stare at them because of thesikkkrousers and T-shirts. Actually,
their tour, of the Fontaine bleau's gaudy premigest unnoticed, amid the men striding
about in Bermuda shorts of candy-striped raw sitld the women wearing bathing suits
and mink simultaneously. The trespassers had éaitén the lobby, in the garden,
lounged by the swimming pool. It was there thatkDsaw the man, who was his own
age - twenty-eight or thirty. He could have beetigambler or lawyer or maybe a
gangster from Chicago." Whatever he was, he loalethough he knew the glories of
money and power. A blonde who resembled Marilyn Menwas kneading him with
suntan oil, and his lazy, beringed hand reached fumbler of iced orange juice. All
that belonged to him, Dick, but he would never hav&Vvhy should that sonofabitch
have everything, while he had nothing? Why shobét thig-shot bastard" have all the
luck? With a knife in his hand, he, Dick, had powBig-shot bastards like that had
better be careful or he might "open them up and létle of their hick spill on the floor

" But Dick's day was ruined. The beautiful blondébing on the suntan oil had ruined
it. He'd said to Perry, "Let's pull the hell outhefre."

Now a young girl, probably twelve, was drawinguiigs in the sand, carving out
big, crude faces with a piece of driftwood. Diclkuging to admire her art, offered the
shells he had gathered. "They make good eyes,aite The child accepted the gift,
where upon Dick smiled and winked at her, He wasydte felt as he did about her, for
his sexual interest in female children was a fgilifi which he was "sincerely ashamed"
- a secret he'd not confessed to anyone and hopemhe suspected (though he was
aware that Perry had reason to), because othetepeught not think it "normal.” That,
to be sure, was something he was certain he wasiermal.” Seducing pubescent girls,
as he had done "eight or nine" times in the lagerse years, did not disprove it, for if
the truth were known, most real men had the samsgedehe had. He took the child's
hand and said, "You're my baby girl. My little swresart." But she objected. Her hand,
held by his, twitched like a fish on a hook, andréeognized the astounded expression
in her eyes from earlier incidents in his careex.lét go, laughed lightly, and said, "Just
a game. Don't you like games?"

Perry, still reclining under the blue umbrella,dhabserved the scene and
realized Dick's purpose at once, and despised binit;fhe had "no respect for people
who can't control themselves sexually,” especialhen the lack of control involved
what he called "pervertiness" - "bothering kids,"

"gqueer stuff,” rape. And he thought he had madeviews obvious to Dick;
indeed, hadn't they almost had a fist fight wherteqrecently he had prevented Dick
from raping a terrified young girl? However, he wanit care to repeat that particular
test of strength. He was relieved when he sawhiid walk away from Dick.

Christmas carols were in the air; they issued ftbenradio of the four women
and mixed strangely with Miami's sunshine and thiescof the querulous, never
thoroughly silent seagulls. "Oh, come let us addira, Oh, come let us adore Him": a
cathedral choir, an exalted music that moved Rertgars - which refused to stop, even



after the music did. And as was not uncommon whenvas thus afflicted, he dwelt
upon a possibility that had for him "tremendoushaation”: suicide. As a child he had
often thought of killing himself, but those werensmental reveries born of a wish to
punish his father and mother and other enemiesmFyoung manhood onward,
however, the prospect of ending his life had mord more lost its fantastic quality.
That, he must remember, was Jimmy's "solution," Bach's, too. And lately it had
come to seem not just an alternative but the speatgfath awaiting him.

Anyway, he couldn't see that he had "a lot to fime" Hot islands and buried
gold, diving deep in fire-blue seas toward sunkemadure - such dreams were gone.
Gone, too, was "Perry O'Parsons," the name inveotethe singing sensation of stage
and screen that he'd half-seriously hoped sometalde. Perry O'Parsons had died
without having ever lived. What was there to loakward to? He and Dick were
“running a race without a finish line" - that waswhit struck him. And now, after not
quite a week in Miami, the long ride was to resuiek, who had worked one day at
the ABC auto-service company for sixty-five cents four, had told him, "Miami's
worse than Mexico. Sixty-five cents! Not me. I'miteli’ So tomorrow, with only
twenty-seven dollars left of the money raised im&as City, they were heading west
again, to Texas, to Nevada - "nowhere definite."

Dick, who had waded into the surf, returned. He feet and breathless, face
down on the sticky sand. "How was the water?"

"Wonderful."

The closeness of Christmas to Nancy Clutter's dérgh which was right after New
Year's, had always created problems for her beyé Bobby Rupp. It had strained his
imagination to think of two suitable gifts in sughick succession. But each year, with
money made working summers on his father's sugeirfaem, he had done the best he
could, and on Christmas morning he had always éditio the Clutter house carrying a
package that his sisters had helped him wrap aatdhi hoped would surprise Nancy
and delight her. Last year he had given her a sheatt-shaped gold locket. This year,
as forehanded as ever, he'd been wavering betweemported perfumes on sale at
Norris Drugs and a pair of riding boots. But theaindy had died.

On Christmas morning, instead of racing off toRiValley Farm, he remained
at home, and later in the day he shared with hslyathe splendid dinner his mother
had been a week preparing. Everybody - his pasmdsvery one of his seven brothers
and sisters - had treated him gently since theethagAll the same, at meal times he was
told again and again that he must please eat. Mocomprehended that really he was
ill, that grief had made him so, that grief hadvdnaa circle around him he could not
escape from and others could not enter - excemilggsSue. Until Nancy's death he
had not appreciated Sue, never felt altogether cdaifle with her. She was too
different - took seriously things that even girlaght not to take very seriously:
paintings, poems, the music she played on the piand, of course, he was jealous of
her; her position in Nancy's esteem, though of fzarobrder, had been at least equal to



his. But that was why she was able to understaadasis. Without Sue, without her

almost constant presence, how could he have wdtssach an avalanche of shocks -
the crime itself, his interviews with Mr. Dewey etipathetic irony of being for a while

the principal suspect?

Then, after about a month, the friendship wanexbl®y went less frequently to
sit in the Kidwells' tiny, cozy parlor, and when lid go, Sue seemed not as
welcoming. The trouble was that they were forciagheother to mourn and remember
what in fact they wanted to forget. Sometimes Bolkbwyld: when he was playing
basketball or driving his car over country roadsighty miles an hour, or when, as part
of a self-imposed athletic program (his ambitionswa be a high-school gymnastics
instructor), he took long-distance jog-trots acrélas yellow fields. And now, after
helping clear the dining table of all its holidaghes, that was what he decided to do -
put on a sweatshirt and go for a run.

The weather was remarkable. Even for western Kansmnowned for the
longevity of its Indian summers, the current sanmgdemed far-fetched - dry air, bold
sun, azure sky. Optimistic ranchers were predicimgopen winter" - a season so bland
that cattle could graze during the whole of it. lswanters are rare, but Bobby could
remember one - the year he had started to courtyNarhey were both twelve, and
after school he used to carry her book satchehtie separating the Holcomb school-
house from her father's farm ranch. Often, if thg &as warm and sun-kindled, they
stopped along the way and sat by the river, a srelky-moving, brown piece of the
Arkansas.

Once Nancy had said to him, "One summer, when @ \n Colorado, | saw
where the Arkansas begins. The exact place. Youdmtiubelieve it, though. That it
was our river. It's not the same color. But purelasking water. And fast. And full of
rocks. Whirlpools. Daddy caught a trout." It hadystd with Bobby, her memory of the
river's source, and since her death... Well, hédoexplain it, but whenever he looked
at the Arkansas, it was for an instant transfornael what he saw was not a muddy
stream meandering across the Kansas plains, but Whacy had described - a
Colorado torrent, a chilly, crystal trout river gpiing down a mountain valley. That was
how Nancy had been: like young water - energeiyoys.

Usually, though, western Kansas winters are iropiigy, and usually frost on
the fields and razory winds have altered the clentmfore Christmas. Some years back
snow had fallen on Christmas Eve and continuedntglland when Bobby set out the
next morning for the Clutter property, a three-matalk, he had had to fight through
deep drifts. It was worth it, for though he was tath and scarlet, the welcome he got
thawed him thoroughly. Nancy was amazed and prand,her mother, often so timid
and distant, had hugged and kissed him, insistiaglie wrap up in a quilt and sit close
to the parlor fire. While the women worked in thikcken, he and Kenyon and Mr.
Clutter had sat around the fire cracking walnu p&cans, and Mr. Clutter said he was
reminded of another Christmas, when he was Kenyages "There were seven of us.
Mother, my father, the two girls, and us three bdye lived on a farm a good ways
from town. For that reason it was the custom tamdo Christmas buying in a bunch -
make the trip once and do it all together. The yeathinking of, the morning we were



supposed to go, the snow was high as today, higherstill coming down - flakes like
saucers. Looked like we were in for a snowbounds@ihas with no presents under the
tree. Mother and the girls were heart-broken. Tihead an idea." He would saddle their
huskiest plow horse, ride into town, and shop f@rgbody. The family agreed. All of
them gave him their Christmas savings and a lishefthings they wished him to buy:
four yards of calico, a foot-ball, a pincushionptgjun shells - an assortment of orders
that took until nightfall to fill. Heading homewardhe purchases secure inside a
tarpaulin sack, he was grateful that his father faded him to carry a lantern, and
glad, too, that the horse's harness was strungbeith, for both their jaunty racket and
the careening light of the kerosene lantern wererafort to him.

"The ride in, that was easy, a piece of cake. g the road was gone, and
every landmark." Earth and air - all was snow. Hoese, up to his haunches in it,
slipped sidewise. "I dropped our lamp. We were inghe night. It was just a question
of time before we fell asleep and froze. Yes, | whaid. But | prayed. And | felt God's
presence..." Dogs howled. He followed the noiseil ure saw the windows of a
neighboring farmhouse. "I ought to have stoppedethBut | thought of the family -
imagined my mother in tears, Dad and the boysmgetip a search party, and | pushed
on. So, naturally, | wasn't too happy when findligached home and found the house
dark. Doors locked. Found everybody had gone to dwti plain forgot me. None of
them could understand why | was so put out. Dad, S#fe were sure you'd stay the
night in town. Good grief, boy! Who'd have thougbti hadn't better sense than to start
home in a perfect blizzard?"

The cider-tart odor of spoiling apples. Apple traesl pear trees, peach and cherry: Mr.
Clutter's orchard, the treasured assembly of frags he had planted. Bobby, running
mindlessly, had not meant to come here, or to ahgrgoart of River Valley Farm. It
was inexplicable, and he turned to leave, but heetl again and wandered toward the
house - white and solid and spacious. He had allwags impressed by it, and pleased
to think that his girl friend lived there. But naWat it was deprived of the late owner's
dedicated attention, the first threads of decagtsmeb were being spun. A gravel rake
lay rusting in the driveway; the lawn was parched ahabby. That fateful Sunday,
when the sheriff summoned ambulances to remove rnthedered family, the
ambulances had driven across the grass straigtitetdront door, and the tire tracks
were still visible.

The hired man's house was empty, too; he had foemdquarters for his family
nearer Holcomb - to no one's surprise, for nowadéysigh the weather was glittering,
the Clutter place seemed shadowed, and hushednatighless. But as Bobby passed a
storage barn and, beyond that, a livestock conelheard a horse's tail swish. It was
Nancy's Babe, the obedient old dappled mare witkefi mane and dark-purple eyes
like magnificent pansy blossoms. Clutching her m@wbby rubbed his cheek along
Babe's neck - something Nancy used to do. And Bdbenied. Last Sunday, the last
time he had visited the Kidwells, Sue's mother hahtioned Babe. Mrs. Kidwell, a
fanciful woman, had been standing at a window watghlusk tint the outdoors, the



sprawling prairie. And out of the blue she had s&Rlusan? You know what | keep
seeing? Nancy. On Babe. Coming this way."

Perry noticed them first - hitch-hikers, a boy amd old man, both carrying
homemade knap-sacks, and despite the blowy weathgity and bitter Texas wind,
wearing only overalls and a thin denim shirt. "tejlve them a lift," Perry said. Dick
was reluctant; he had no objection to assistinghhikers, provided they looked as if
they could pay their way - at least "chip in a deupf gallons of gas." But Perry, little
old big-hearted Perry, was always pestering Dickittk up the damnedest, sorriest-
looking people. Finally Dick agreed, and stoppezidar.

The boy - a stocky, sharp-eyed, talkative towhehdabout twelve - was
exuberantly grateful, but the old man, whose fages weamed and yellow, feebly
crawled into the back seat and slumped there Bilefhe boy said, "We sure do
appreciate this. Johnny was ready to drop. We lzadta ride since Galveston."

Perry and Dick had left that port city an hourliear having spent a morning
there applying at various shipping offices for jalssable-bodied seamen. One company
offered them immediate work on a tanker bound faazB, and, indeed, the two would
now have been at sea if their prospective emplbgdrnot discovered that neither man
possessed union papers or a passport. Strangetk'sDilisappointment exceeded
Perry's: "Brazil! That's where they're building &ole new capital city. Right from
scratch. Imagine getting in on the ground floorsofmething like that! Any fool could
make a fortune."

"Where you headed?" Perry asked the boy.
"Sweetwater."
"Where's Sweetwater?"

"Well, it's along in this direction somewheres Ilsomewhere in Texas. Johnny,
here, he's my gramp. And he's got a sister livéSweetwater. Least, | sure Jesus hope
she does. We thought she lived in Jasper, TexaswBen we got to Jasper, folks told
us her and her people moved to Galveston. But slsawin Galveston - lady there said
she was gone to Sweetwater. | sure Jesus hopendiddr. Johnny," he said, rubbing
the old man's hands, as if to thaw them, "you Ineayr Johnny? We're riding in a nice
warm Chevrolet - '56 model."

The old man coughed, rolled his head slightly,rgueand closed his eyes, and
coughed again.

Dick said, "Hey, listen. What's wrong with him?"

"It's the change," the boy said. "And the walkif¢e been walking since before
Christmas. Seems to me we covered the better p&ex@s." In the most matter-of-fact
voice, and while continuing to massage the old smhahds, the boy told them that up
to the start of the present journey he and hisdfedher and an aunt had lived alone on



a farm near Shreveport, Louisiana. Not long agoahet had died. "Johnny's been
poorly about a year, and Auntie had all the workido With only me to help. We were

chopping firewood. Chopping up a stump. Right i& thiddle of it, Auntie said she was

wore out. Ever seen a horse just lay down and ngatenp? | have. And that's like what
Auntie did." A few days before Christmas the masnfrwhom his grandfather rented

the farm "turned us off the place," the boy corgithu"That's how come we started out
for Texas. Looking to find Mrs. Jackson. | neveerséer, but she's Johnny's own blood
sister. And somebody's got to take us in. Leastswhyn. He can't go a lot more. Last
night it rained on us."

The car stopped. Perry asked Dick why he had stbip

"That man's very sick," Dick said.

"Well? What do you want to do? Put him out?"

"Use your head. Just for once."

"You really are a mean bastard."

"Suppose he dies?"

The boy said, "He won't die. We've got this fa']ltwait now."

Dick persisted. "Suppose he dies? Think of whatdcbappen. The questions."

"Frankly, | don't give a damn. You want to putrtheut? Then by all means."
Perry looked at the invalid, still somnolent, dazeéaf, and he looked at the boy, who
returned his gaze calmly, not begging, not "askanganything,” and Perry remembered
himself at that age, his own wanderings with anrolth. "Go ahead. Put them out. But
I'll be getting out, too."

"0. K. O. K. O. K. Only don't forget," said DicKt's your damn fault."

Dick shifted gears. Suddenly, as the car begandee again, the boy hollered,
"Hold it!" Hopping out, he hurried along the eddetlte road, stopped, stooped, picked
up one, two, three, four empty Coca-Cola bottlags, wack, and hopped in, happy and
grinning. "There's plenty of money in bottles,"dad to Dick. "Why, mister, if you was
to drive kind of slow, | guarantee you we can piskup a big piece of change. That's
what me and Johnny been eating off. Refund money."

Dick was amused, but he was also interested, ahdnwnext the boy
commanded him to halt, he at once obeyed. The comisneame so frequently that it
took them an hour to travel five miles, but it wasrth it. The kid had an "honest-to-
God genius" for spotting, amid the roadside rockd grassy rubble, and the brown
glow of thrown-away beer bottles, the emerald datad had once held 7-Up and
Canada Dry. Perry soon developed his own persafidbg spying out bottles. At first
he merely indicated to the boy the whereabouts isef finds; he thought it too



undignified to scurry about collecting them himsdifwas all "pretty silly," just "kid
stuff.” Nevertheless, the game generated a tredmureexcitement, and presently he,
too, succumbed to the fun, the fervor of this qoestefundable empties. Dick, too, but
Dick was in dead earnest. Screwy as it seemed, entiyb was a way to make some
money - or, at any rate, a few bucks. Lord knovesahd Perry could use them; their
combined finances amounted at the moment to lessfibe dollars.

Now all three - Dick and the boy and Perry - wpieng out of the car and
shamelessly, though amiably, competing with onettaro Once Dick located a cache
of wine and whiskey bottles at the bottom of alditand was chagrined to learn that his
discovery was valueless. "They don't give no refumd liquor empties," the boy
informed him. "Even some of the beers ain't no gdatbn't mess with them usually.
Just stick with the sure fire things. Dr. Peppep$?. Coke. White Rock. Nehi."

Dick said, "What's your name?"
"Bill," the boy said.
"Well, Bill. You're a regular education.”

Nightfall came, and forced the hunters to quhatt and lack of space, for they
had amassed as many bottles as the car could roftae trunk was filled, the back
seat seemed a glittering dump heap; unnoticed, otiomed by even his grandson, the
ailing old man was all but hidden under the shiftidangerously chiming cargo.

Dick said, "Be funny if we had a smash-up."

A bunch of lights publicized the New Motel, whiploved to be, as the travelers
neared it, an impressive compound consisting ofjalows, a garage, a restaurant, and
a cocktail lounge. Taking charge, the boy said ickD"Pull in there. Maybe we can
make a deal. Only let me talk. I've had the expeee Sometimes they try to cheat.”
Perry could not imagine "anyone smart enough tattiat kid," he said later. "It didn't
shame him a bit there with all those bottles. Meneler could've. I'd have felt so
ashamed. But the people at the motel were nicetahdbey just laughed. Turned out
the bottles were worth twelve dollars and sixtytsen

The boy divided the money evenly, giving half tonkelf, the rest to his
partners, and said, "Know what? I'm gonna blow me dohnny to a good feed. Ain't
you fellows hungry?"

As always, Dick was. And after so much activityee Perry felt starved. As he
later told about it, "We carted the old man inte testaurant and propped him up at a
table. He looked exactly the same - thanatoid. Aadhever said one word. But you
should have seen him shovel it in. The kid orddred pancakes; he said that was what
Johnny liked best. | swear he ate something likgyttpancakes. With maybe two
pounds of butter, and a quart of syrup. The kidid&d@ut it down himself. Potato chips
and ice cream, that was all he wanted, but he atier@ lot of them. | wonder it didn't
make him sick."



During the dinner party, Dick, who had consultednap, announced that
Sweetwater was a hundred or more miles west ofdbee he was driving - the route
that would take him across New Mexico and Arizoam&levada - to Las Vegas. Though
this was true, it was clear to Perry that Dick dimpanted to rid himself of the boy and
the old man. Dick's purpose was obvious to the oy, but he was polite and said,
"Oh, don't you worry about us. Plenty of traffic shgtop here. We'll get a ride."

The boy walked with them to the car, leaving theeroan to devour a fresh stack
of pancakes. He shook hands with Dick and with yRestished them a Happy New
Year, and waved them away into the dark.

The evening of Wednesday, December 30, was a méleooae in the household of
Agent A. A. Dewey. Remembering it later, his witgds "Alvin was singing in the bath.
‘The Yellow Rose of Texas.' The kids were watchivg And | was setting the dining-
room table. For a buffet. I'm from New Orleanspve to cook and entertain, and my
mother had just sent us a crate of avocados ac#-blged peas, and - oh, a heap of real
nice things. So | decided: We're going to have fiehuinvite some friends over - the
Murrays, and Cliff and Dodie Hope. Alvin didn't wato, but | was determined. My
goodness! The case could go on forever, and hethakan hardly a minute off since it
began. Well, | was setting the table, so when Fdhélae phone | asked one of the boys
to answer it - Paul. Paul said it was for Daddy] arsaid, "You tell them he's in the
bath," but Paul said he wondered if he ought tahdt, because it was Mr. Sanford
calling from Topeka. Alvin's boss. Alvin took thalkcwith just a towel around him.
Made me so mad - dripping puddles everywhere. EhgnM went to get a mop | saw
something worse - that cat, that fool Pete, up henkitchen table gorging crabmeat
salad. My avocado stuffing.

"The next thing was, suddenly Alvin had hold of,rhe was hugging me, and |
said, 'Alvin Dewey, have you lost your mind?' Fufus, but the man was wet as a
pond, he was ruining my dress, and | was alreadgsérd for company. Of course, when
| understood why he was hugging me | hugged hit figick. You can imagine what it
meant to Alvin to know those men had been arre€ded.in Las Vegas. He said he had
to leave for Las Vegas straightaway, and | asked fdn't he ought to put on some
clothes first, and Alvin, he was so excited, halsdbosh, honey, | guess I've spoiled
your party!" | couldn't think of a happier way adving it spoiled - not if this meant that
maybe one day soon we'd be back living an orditiggy Alvin laughed - it was just
beautiful to hear him. | mean, the past two weedd een the worst of all. Because the
week before Christmas those men turned up in Ka@#gs- came and went without
getting caught - and | never saw Alvin more demdsgxcept once when young Alvin
was in the hospital, had encephalitis, we thoughiwight lose him. But | don't want to
talk about that.

"Anyway, | made coffee for him and took it to thedroom, where he was
supposed to be getting dressed. But he wasn't. &tesitting on the edge of our bed
holding his head, as if he had a headache. HadinGrpeven a sock. So | said, 'What do
you want to do, get pneumonia?' And he looked aamiesaid, 'Marie, listen, it's got to



be these guys, has to, that's the only logicaltieolt Alvin's funny. Like the first time
he ran for Finney County Sheriff. Election Nighthen practically every vote had been
counted and it was plain as plain he'd won, he saidould have strangled him - said
over and over, 'Well, we won't know till the lasturn.’

"l told him, 'Now, Alvin, don't start that. Of caae they did it. ' He said,
‘Where's our proof? We can't prove either of theer set foot inside the Clutter house!'
But that seemed to me exactly what he could prin@prints - weren't footprints the
one thing those animals left behind? Alvin saicksyYand a big lot of good they are -
unless those boys still happen to be wearing tlagskibat made them. Just footprints by
themselves aren't worth a Dixie dollar. ' | said| tight, honey, drink your coffee and
I'll help you pack. ' Sometimes you can't reasati \idvin. The way he kept on, he had
me almost convinced Hickock and Smith were innacant if they weren't innocent
they would never confess, and if they didn't cosifis®y could never be convicted - the
evidence was too circumstantial. What bothered mmiost, though - he was afraid that
the story would leak, that the men would learn theh before the K. B. I, could
guestion them. As it was, they thought they'd bperked up for parole violation.
Passing bad checks. And Alvin felt it was very impot they keep thinking that. He
said, 'The name Clutter has to hit them like a hamra blow they never knew was
coming.'

"Paul - I'd sent him out to the washline for soofiéAlvin's socks - Paul came
back and stood around watching me pack. He wawot&tdw where Alvin was going.
Alvin lifted him up in his arms. He said, '‘Can ykeep a secret, Pauly?' Not that he
needed to ask. Both boys know they mustn't talkuaBévin's work - the bits and pieces
they hear around the house. So he said, 'Paulyrgrmember those two fellows we've
been looking for? Well, now we know where they aaegd Daddy's going to go get
them and bring them here to Garden City. ' But Pagiged him, 'Don't do that, Daddy,
don't bring them here. ' He was frightened - amesjear-old might've been. Alvin
kissed him. He said, 'Now that's O. K., Pauly, wanWwlet them hurt anybody. They're
not going to hurt anybody ever again." "

At five that afternoon, some twenty minutes aftee stolen Chevrolet rolled off the
Nevada desert into Las Vegas, the long ride camantend. But not before Perry had
visited the Las Vegas post office, where he clairmgzhckage addressed to himself in
care of General Delivery - the large cardboard l@kad mailed from Mexico, and had
insured for a hundred dollars, a sum exceedingntongertinent extent the value of the
contents, which were suntans and denim pants, slirts, underwear, and two pairs of
steel-buckled boots. Waiting for Perry outside pust office, Dick was in excellent
spirits; he had reached a decision that he wasinerrould eradicate his current
difficulties and start him on a new road, with avneinbow in view. The decision
involved impersonating an Air Force officer. It wasproject that had long fascinated
him, and Las Vegas was the ideal place to try it Bie'd already selected the officer's
rank and name, the latter borrowed from a formeuamtance, the then warden of
Kansas State Penitentiary: Tracy Hand. As Captaatyl Hand, smartly clothed in a
made-to-order uniform, Dick intended to "crawl step," Las Vegas's street of never-



closed casinos. Small-time, big-time, the Sands Stardust - he meant to hit them all,
distributing en route "a bundle of confetti." Byitimg worthless checks right around
the clock, he expected to haul in three, maybe fbausand dollars within a twenty-
four-hour period. That was half the plot; the setbalf was: Goodbye, Perry. Dick was
sick of him - his harmonica, his aches and ills, superstitions, the weepy, womanly
eyes, the nagging, whispering voice. Suspiciousé;rigiteous, spiteful, he was like a
wife that must be got rid of. And there was but @@y to do it: Say nothing - just go.

Absorbed in his plans, Dick did not notice a patar pan him, slow down,
reconnoiter. Nor did Perry, descending the posteflsteps with the Mexican box
balanced on a shoulder, observe the prowling caitta policemen in it.

Officers Ocie Pigford and Francis Macauley carriedtheir heads pages of
memorized data, including a description of a blanok-white 1956 Chevrolet bearing
Kansas license plate No. J016212. Neither PerryDiok was aware of the police
vehicle trailing them as they pulled away from thest office, and with Dick driving
and Perry directing, they traveled five blocks hotiurned left, then right, drove a
guarter mile more, and stopped in front of a dypagm tree and a weather-wrecked sign
from which all calligraphy had faded except the dvé®OM."

"This it? "Dick asked.

Perry, as the patrol car drew alongside, nodded.

The Detective Division of the Las Vegas City Jahtains two interrogation rooms -
fluorescent-lighted chambers measuring ten by teyelwith walls and ceilings of
Celotex. In each room, in addition to an electdn,fa metal table, and folding metal
chairs, there are camouflaged microphones, cordté¢afe recorders, and, set into the
door, a mirrored one-way observation window. Onu8kty, the second day of 1960,
both rooms were booked for 2: 00 p. m. - the hbat four detectives from Kansas had
selected for their first confrontation of HickockdaSmith.

Shortly before the appointed moment, the quartdf.oB. |. agents - Harold
Nye, Roy Church, Alvin Dewey, and Clarence Dungathered in a corridor outside the
interrogation rooms. Nye was running a temperatiRart flu. But mostly sheer-
excitement," he subsequently informed a journadl®y. then I'd already been waiting in
Las Vegas two days - took the next plane out aftews of the arrest reached our
headquarters in Topeka. The rest of the team, AlIRoy and Clarence, came on by car
- had a lousy trip, too. Lousy weather. Spent Nexa¥s Eve snowed up in a motel in
Albuquerque. Boy, when they finally hit Vegas, thegeded good whiskey and good
news. | was ready with both. Our young men hadesignaivers of extradition. Better
yet: We had the boots, both pairs, and the sdlles Cat's Paw and the diamond pattern
- matched perfectly life-size photo-graphs of thetprints found in the Clutter house.
The boots were in a box of stuff the boys pickedatiphe post office just before the
curtain fell. Like | told Al Dewey, suppose the sgze had come five minutes sooner!



"Even so, our case was very shaky - nothing thatdn't be pulled apart. But |
remember, while we were waiting in the corridor remember being feverish and
nervous as hell, but confident. We all were; we ¥e¢ were on the edge of the truth.
My job, mine and Church's, was to pressure it éudiokock. Smith belonged to Al and
Old Man Duntz. At that time | hadn't seen the sagpejust examined their possessions
and arranged the extradition waivers. I'd neved lkeyes on Hickock until he was
brought down to the interrogation room. I'd imagireebigger guy. Brawnier. Not some
skinny kid. He was twenty-eight, but he looked l&eid. Hungry - right down to the
bone. He was wearing a blue shirt and suntans dmitd wocks and black shoes. We
shook hands; his hand was drier than mine. Clealitepnice voice, good diction, a
pretty decent-looking fellow, with a very disarmisgiile - and in the beginning he
smiled quite a lot.

"l said, 'Mr. Hickock, my name is Harold Nye, atiis other gentleman is Mr.
Roy Church. We're Special Agents of the Kansas &ui& Investigation, and we've
come here to discuss your parole violation. Of seuyou're under no obligation to
answer our questions, and anything you say may deel against you in evidence.
You're entitled to a lawyer at all times. We'll use force, no threats, and we'll make
you no promises.' He was calm as could be."

"l know the form," Dick said. "I've been questionaefore."
"Now, Mr. Hickock - "
"Dick."

"Dick, we want to talk to you about your activitisince your parole. To our
knowledge, you've gone on at least two big chec&espin the Kansas City area.”

"Uh-huh. Hung out quite a few."

"Could you give us a list?"

The prisoner, evidently proud of his one authemfiit, a brilliant memory,
recited the names and addresses of twenty KanspstOres, cafes, and garages, and

recalled, accurately, the "purchase" made at eaghte amount of the check passed.

"I'm curious, Dick. Why do these people acceptrychecks? I'd like to know
the secret.”

"The secret is: People are dumb."

Roy Church said, "Fine, Dick. Very funny. But jdst the moment let's forget
these checks." Though he sounds as if his throas Wueed with hog bristle, and has
hands so hardened that he can punch stone wadldarite stunt, in fact), persons
have been known to mistake Church for a kindlyelithan, some-body's bald-headed,



pink-cheeked uncle. "Dick," he said, "suppose yalus something about your family
background."

The prisoner reminisced. Once, when he was nitemthis father had fallen ill.
"It was rabbit fever," and the illness lasted mamynths, during which the family had
depended upon church assistance and the charitgigiibors - "otherwise we would've
starved." That episode aside, his childhood had kee<. "We never had much money,
but we were never really down-and-out," Hickockds&dWe always had clean clothes
and something to eat. My dad was strict, though.wden't happy unless he had me
doing chores. But we got along O. K. - no serioggiments. My parents never argued,
either. | can't recall a single quarrel. She's veshd, my mother. Dad's a good guy, too.
I'd say they did the best for me they could.” S¢hdwell, he felt he might have been
more than an average student if he had contribiotdeboks a fraction of the time he'd
"wasted" on sports. "Baseball. Football. | madelal teams. After high school | could
have gone to college on a football scholarshipahted to study engineering, but even
with a scholarship, deals like that cost plentyoh't know, it seemed safer to get a job."

Before his twenty-first birthday Hickock had wodkas a railway trackman, an
ambulance driver, a car painter, and a garage mexhH#e'd also married a girl sixteen
years old. "Carol. Her father was a minister. Hes @aad against me. Said | was a full-
time nobody. He made all the trouble he could. Bwis nuts about Carol. Still am.
There's a real princess. Only - see, we had tho=e Boys. And we were too young to
have three kids. Maybe if we hadn't got so deep debt. If | could've earned extra
money. | tried."

He tried gambling, and started forging checks amgerimenting with other
forms of theft. In 1958 he was convicted of houseglary in a Johnson County court
and sentenced to five years in Kansas State Pé&argrBut by then Carol had departed
and he'd taken as a bride another girl aged sixtddean as hell. Her and her whole
family. She divorced me while | was inside. I'm @omplaining. Last August, when |
left The Walls, | figured | had every chance tatsteew. | got a job in Olathe, lived with
my family, and stayed home nights. | was doing swel

"Until November twentieth,” said Nye, and Hickoskemed not to understand
him. "The day you stopped doing swell and startwagimg paper. Why?"

Hickock sighed, and said, "That would make a bb®ken, smoking a cigarette
borrowed from Nye and lighted by the courteous Chuhe said, "Perry - my buddy
Perry Smith - was paroled in the spring. Laterwhen | came out, he sent me a letter,
Postmarked ldaho. He wrote reminding me of thisl deaused to talk over. About
Mexico. The idea was we would go to Acapulco, ohthem places, buy a fishing boat,
and run it ourselves - take tourists deep-searfisghi

Nye said, "This boat. How did you plan to payit@t

"I'm coming to that,” Hickock said. "See, Perryoter me he had a sister living
in Fort Scott. And she was holding some heavy chaiog him. Several thousand



dollars. Money his dad owed him from the sale shegroperty up in Alaska. He said
he was coming to Kansas to get the dough.”

"And the two of you would use it to buy a boat."
"Correct."
"But it didn't work out that way."

"What happened was, Perry showed up maybe a niateth | met him at the
bus station in Kansas City - "

"When?" said Church. "The day of the week."

"A Thursday."

"And when did you go to Fort Scott?"

"Saturday."

"November fourteenth."

Hickock's eyes flashed with surprise. One coukd that he was asking himself
why Church should be so certain of the date; andduly - for it was too soon to stir

suspicions - the detective said, "What time did kgave for Fort Scott?"

"That afternoon. We did some work on my car, aad h bowl of chili at the
West Side Cafe. It must have been around three."”

"Around three. Was Perry Smith's sister expecymgf?"

"No. Because, see, Perry lost her address. Andidh& have a telephone.”
"Then how did you expect to find her?"

"By inquiring at the post office."

"Did you?"

"Perry did. They said she'd moved away. To Oredbay thought. But she
hadn't left any forwarding address."

"Must have been quite a blow. After you'd beenntimg on a big piece of
money like that."

Hickock agreed. "Because - well, we'd definitelgcidled to go to Mexico.
Otherwise, | never would've cashed them checks.| Boped... Now listen to me; I'm



telling the truth. | thought once we got to Mexead began making money, then I'd be
able to pay them off. The checks."

Nye took over. "One minute, Dick." Nye is a shattprt-tempered man who has
difficulty moderating his aggressive vigor, hisetal for language both sharp and
outspoken. "I'd like to hear a little more aboug tiip to Fort Scott,"” he said, soft-
pedaling. "When you found Smith's sister no lortgere, what did you do then?"

"Walked around. Had a beer. Drove back."

"You mean you went home?"

"No. To Kansas City. We stopped at the Zesto DiiveAte hamburgers. We
tried Cherry Row."

Neither Nye nor Church was familiar with CherryviRo

Hickock said, "You kiddin'? Every cop in KansasoWws it. "When the
detectives again pleaded ignorance, he explairsdttivas a stretch of park where one
encountered "hustlers mostly," adding, "but plesftamateurs, too. Nurses. Secretaries.
I've had a lot of luck there."

"And this particular evening. Have any luck?"

"The bad kind. We ended up with a pair of rollers.

"Named?"

"Mildred. The other one, Perry's girl, | think shas called Joan."

"Describe them."

"Maybe they were sisters. Both blond. Plump. I'at too clear about it. See,
we'd bought a bottle of ready-mix Orange Blossonst's orange pop and vodka - and
| was getting stiff. We gave the girls a few drirdesd drove them out to Fun Haven. |
imagine you gentlemen never heard of Fun Haven?"

They hadn't.

Hickock grinned and shrugged. "It's on the Bluddgei Road. Eight miles south
of Kansas City. A combination night-club-motel. Ypay ten bucks for the key to a
cabin."

Continuing, he described the cabin in which hénodal that the foursome had
stayed the night: twin beds, an old Coca-Cola ciera radio that wouldn't play unless
the customer deposited a quarter. His poise, lpiaitxess, the assured presentation of
verifiable detail impressed Nye - though, of coutbe boy was lying. Well, wasn't he?



Whether because of flu and fever or an abrupt hesgein the warmth of his
confidence, Nye exuded an icy sweat.

"Next morning we woke up to find they'd rolled asd beat it," said Hickock.
"Didn't get much off me. But Perry lost his wallefith forty or fifty dollars.”

"What did you do about it?"
"There wasn't nothing to do."
"You could've notified the police."

"Aw, come on. Quit it. Notify the police. For yoinformation, a guy on parole's
not allowed to booze. Or associate with another@tad - "

"All right, Dick. It's Sunday. The fifteenth of Nember. Tell us what you did
that day from the moment you checked out of Fundsayv

"Well, we ate breakfast at a truck stop near Hapiily Then we drove to
Olathe, and | dropped Perry off at the hotel wheravas living. I'd say that was around
eleven. Afterward, | went home and had dinner hi family. Same as every Sunday-
Watched TV - a basketball game, or maybe it wathfdb | was pretty tired.”

"When did you next see Perry Smith?"
"Monday. He came by where | worked. Bob SandsyBaiaop."
"And what did you talk about? Mexico?"

"Well, we still liked the idea, even if we hadgtit hold of the money to do all
we had in mind - put ourselves in business dowmethBut we wanted to go, and it
seemed worth the risk."

"Worth another stretch in Lansing?"
"That didn't figure. See, we never intended con8tafeside again."”

Nye, who had been jotting notes in a noteboold,s&n the day following the
check spree - that would be the twenty-first - ymd your friend Smith disappeared.
Now, Dick, please out-line your movements betwdwmntand the time of your arrest
here in Las Vegas. Just a rough idea." Hickock tiddsand rolled his eyes. "Wow!" he
said, and then, then, summoning his talent for sloimg very like total recall, he began
an account of the long ride - the approximately ttesusand miles he and Smith had
covered in the past six weeks. He talked for arr lamd twenty-five minutes - from
two-fifty to four-fifteen - and told, while Nye a&ipted to list them, of highways and
hotels, motels, rivers, towns, and cities, a chafusntwining names: Apache, El Paso,
Corpus Christi, Santillo, San Luis Potosi, Acapul&@an Diego, Dallas, Omaha,
Sweetwater, Stillwater, Tenville Junction, Talladees, Needles, Miami, Hotel Nuevo



Waldorf, Somerset Hotel, Hotel Simone, Arrowhead@flcCherokee Motel, and many,
many more. He gave them the name of the man in ddetd whom he'd sold his own

old 1949 Chevrolet, and confessed that he had rstaleewer model in lowa. He

described persons he and his partner had met: &dewidow, rich and sexy; Otto, a
German "millionaire”; a "swish" pair of Negro prfighters driving a "swish" lavender

Cadillac; the blind proprietor of a Florida rattkeke farm; a dying old man and his
grandson; and others. And when he had finishedahwish folded arms and a pleased
smile, as though waiting to be commended for thmdm the clarity, and the candor of
his traveler's tale.

But Nye, in pursuit of the narrative, raced hispend Church, lazily slamming
a shut hand against an open palm, said nothindil- suddenly he said. "l guess you
know why we're here."

Hickock's mouth straightened - his posture, too.

"l guess you realize we wouldn't have come allvlag to Nevada just to chat
with a couple of two-bit check chiselers."

Nye had closed the notebook. He, too, staredeaptisoner, and observed that a
cluster of veins had appeared in his left temple.

"Would we, Dick?"

"What?"

"Come this far to talk about a bunch of checks."

"l can't think of any other reason.”

Nye drew a dagger on the cover of his notebookilé\doing so, he said, "Tell
me, Dick. Have you ever heard of the Clutter muese?" Whereupon, he later wrote
in a formal report of the interview, "Suspect undent an intense visible reaction. He
turned gray. His eyes twitched."

Hickock said, "Whoa, now. Hold on here. I'm no danh killer."

"The question asked," Church reminded him, "wastiwr you'd heard of the
Clutter murders."

"I may have read something," Hickock said.

"A vicious crime. Vicious. Cowardly."

"And almost perfect,” Nye said. "But you made tméstakes, Dick. One was,
you left a witness. A living witness. Who'll testiih court. Who'll stand in the witness

box and tell a jury how Richard Hickock and Permpith bound and gagged and
slaughtered four helpless people."



Hickock's face reddened with returning color. 'lbty witness! There can't be!"
"Because you thought you'd got rid of everyone?"

"l said whoa! There ain't anybody can connect nith wny goddam murder.
Checks. A little petty thievery. But I'm no godditier.”

"Then why," Nye asked hotly, "have you been lyiogis?"
"I've been telling you the goddam truth."

"Now and then. Not always. For instance, what ab®aturday afternoon,
November fourteenth? You say you drove to ForttScot

"Yes."

"And when you got there you went to the post effic
"Yes."

"To obtain the address of Perry Smith's sister."
"That's right."

Nye rose. He walked around to the rear of Hicle®ckair, and placing his hands
on the back of the chair, leaned down as thoughhisper in the prisoner's ear. "Perry
Smith has no sister living in Fort Scott," he sdide never has had. And on Saturday
afternoons the Fort Scott post office happens toldsed.” Then he said, "Think it over,
Dick. That's all for now. We'll talk to you later."

After Hickock's dismissal, Nye and Church cross$eel corridor, and looking
through the one-way observation window set in tberdof the interrogation room,
watched the questioning of Perry Smith - a sceamle though not audible. Nye, who
was seeing Smith for the first time, was fascindigdis feet - by the fact that his legs
were so short that his feet, as small as a chitdsldn't quite make the floor. Smith's
head - the stiff Indian hair, the Irish-Indian kdémy of dark skip and pert, impish
features - reminded him of the suspect's prettiersishe nice Mrs. Johnson. But this
chunky, misshapen child-man was not pretty; thé @nd of his tongue darted forth,
flickering like the tongue of a lizard. He was snmuka cigarette, and from the evenness
of his exhalations Nye deduced that he was stiNiajin" - that is, still uninformed
about the real purpose of the interview.

Nye was right. For Dewey and Duntz, patient pratesss, had gradually narrowed the
prisoner's life story to the events of the lasteseweeks, then reduced those to a
concentrated recapitulation of the crucial week-er&aturday noon to Sunday noon,



November 14 to 15. Now, having spent three houspaming the way, they were not far
from coming to the point.

Dewey said, "Perry, let's review our position. Navhen you received parole, it
was on condition that you never return to Kansas.

"The Sunflower State. | cried my eyes out."

"Feeling that way, why did you go back? You mustérhad some very strong
reason."

"l told you. To see my sister. To get the money wias holding for me."

"Oh, yes. The sister you and Hickock tried to find~ort Scott. Perry, how far is
Fort Scott from Kansas City?"

Smith shook his head. He didn't know.

"Well, how long did it take you to drive there?"

No response.

"One hour? Two? Three? Four?"

The prisoner said he couldn't remember.

"Of course you can't. Because you've never in jitribeen to Fort Scott.”

Until then, neither of the detectives had chalehgany part of Smith's
statement. He shifted in his chair; with the tighef tongue he wet his lips.

"The fact is, nothing you've told us is true. Yiwever set foot in Fort Scott. You
never picked up any two girls and never took therarty motel - "

"We did. No kidding."
"What were their names?"
"I never asked."

"You and Hickock spent the night with these wonaemd never asked their
names?"

"They were just prostitutes.”
"Tell us the name of the motel."

"Ask Dick. He'll know. | never remember junk likieat."



Dewey addressed his colleague. "Clarence, | tliisktime we straightened
Perry out."

Duntz hunched forward. He is a heavyweight withedter-weight's spontaneous
agility, but his eyes are hooded and lazy. He &saedch word, formed reluctantly and
framed in a cattle-country accent, lasts awhilees)Ysir,” he said. " 'Bout time."

"Listen good, Perry. Because Mr. Duntz is goingelb you where you really
were that Saturday night. Where you were and wbatwere doing."

Duntz said, "You were Killing the Clutter family."
Smith swallowed. He began to rub his knees.

"You were out in Holcomb, Kansas. In the home of Merbert W. Clutter. And
before you left that house you killed all the peoipl it."

"Never. | never."

"Never what?"

"Knew anybody by that name. Clutter."

Dewey called him a liar, and then, conjuring adddwat in prior consultation the
four detectives had agreed to play face down, kohd, "We have a living witness,
Perry. Somebody you boys overlooked."

A full minute elapsed, and Dewey exulted in Smitkilence, for an innocent
man would ask who was this witness, and who wesedltClutters, and why did they
think he'd murdered them - would, at any rate, sayething. But Smith sat quiet,
squeezing his knees.

"Well, Perry?"

"You got an aspirin? They took away my aspirin.".

"Feeling bad?"

"My legs do."

It was five-thirty. Dewey, intentionally abrupgrminated the interview. "We'll

take this up again tomorrow," he said. "By the wdgy,you know what tomorrow is?
Nancy Clutter's birthday. She would have been deesn’

"She would have been seventeen." Perry, sleeptefisei dawn hours, wondered (he
later recalled) if it was true that today was tiésgbirthday, and decided no, that it was



just another way of getting under his skin, likattphony business about a witness - "a
living witness." There couldn't be. Or did they medf only he could talk to Dick! But
he and Dick were being kept apart; Dick was locked cell on another floor. "Listen
good, Perry. Because Mr. Duntz is going to tell ychere you really were..." Midway
in the questioning, after he'd begun to notice ribenber of allusions to a particular
November weekend, he'd nerved himself for whatremkwas coming, yet when it did,
when the big cowboy with the sleepy voice said, ti¥eere killing the Clutter family” -
well, he'd damn near died, that's all. He must hlagé ten pounds in two seconds.
Thank God he hadn't let them see it. Or hoped da'thaAnd Dick? Presumably they'd
pulled the same stunt on him. Dick was smart, avioming performer, but his "guts"
were unreliable, he panicked too easily. Even sal, lmowever much they pressured
him, Perry was sure Dick would hold out. Unlessatanted to hang. "And before you
left that house you Kkilled all the people in itt"'Wouldn't amaze him if every Old Grad
in Kansas had heard that line. They must have muest hundreds of men, and no
doubt accused dozens; he and Dick were merely tex@ n©On the other hand - well,
would Kansas send four Special Agents a thousatesita pick up a small-time pair of
parole violators? Maybe somehow they had stumbledamething, somebody - "a
living witness." But that was impossible. Excepte'd give an arm, a leg to talk to Dick
for just five minutes.

And Dick, awake in a cell on the floor below, w@® later recalled) equally
eager to converse with Perry - find out what thekphad told them. Christ, you
couldn't trust him to remember even the outlinghef Fun Haven alibi - though they
had discussed it often enough. And when those tussthreatened him with a witness!
Ten to one the little spook had thought they meameyewitness. Whereas he, Dick,
had known at once who the so-called witness musElogd Wells, his old friend and
former cellmate. While serving the last weeks af $&ntence, Dick had plotted to knife
Floyd - stab him through the heart with a handmatie/" - and what a fool he was not
to have done it. Except for Perry, Floyd Wells wzes one human being who could link
the names Hickock and Clutter. Floyd, with his sigpshoulders and inclining chin -
Dick had thought he'd be too afraid. The sonof&ibitaas probably expecting some
fancy reward - a parole or money, or both. But heduld freeze before he got it.
Because a convict's tattle wasn't proof. Prooforst-prints, fingerprints, witnesses, a
confession. Hell, if all those cowboys had to goveas some story Floyd Wells had
told, then there wasn't a lot to worry about. Carghat down to it, Floyd wasn't half as
dangerous as Perry. Perry, if he lost his nervelentfly, could put them both in The
Corner. And suddenly he saw the truth: It was Paeyought to have silenced. On a
mountain road in Mexico. Or while walking acros® tMojave. Why had it never
occurred to him until now? For now, now was muah lade.

Ultimately, at five minutes past three that afteimoSmith admitted the falsity of the
Fort Scott tale. " That was only something Diclkdtbis family. So he could stay out
overnight. Do some drinking. See, Dick's dad wadchan pretty close - afraid he'd
break parole. So we made up an excuse about nsr.slstwas just to pacify Mr.

Hickock." Otherwise, he repeated the same storynagad again, and Duntz and
Dewey, regardless of how often they corrected hiich @accused him of lying, could not



make him change it - except to add fresh detaile Mames of the prostitutes, he
recalled today, were Mildred and Jane (or JoarfeYTrolled us," he now remembered.
"Walked off with all our dough while we were asléepnd though even Duntz had

forfeited his composure - had shed, along withai® coat, his enigmatic drowsy

dignity - the suspect seemed content and serenefirged to budge. He'd never heard
of the Clutters or Holcomb, or even Garden City.

Across the hall, in the smoke-choked room wherekéttk was undergoing his
second interrogation, Church and Nye were methdigie@plying a more roundabout
strategy. Not once during this interview, now alttbsee hours old, had either of them
mentioned murder - an omission that kept the pasaugy, expectant. They talked of
everything else: Hickock's religious philosophy ghow about hell. | been there.
Maybe there's a heaven, too. Lots of rich peopiektso"); his sexual history ("I've
always behaved like a one-hundred-percent normatig); once more, the history of his
recent cross-country hegira ("Why we kept going likat, the only reason was we were
looking for jobs. Couldn't find anything decentptigh. | worked one day digging a
ditch..."). But things unspoken were the centeinbérest - the cause, the detectives
were convinced, of Hickock's escalating distreseséntly, he shut his eyes and
touched the lids with trembling fingertips. And Cblu said, "Something wrong?"

"A headache. | get real bastards."

Then Nye said, "Look at me, Dick." Hickock obeywdth an expression that the
detective interpreted as a pleading with him toakpéo accuse, and let the prisoner
escape into the sanctuary of steadfast denial. WWeediscussed the matter yesterday,
you may recall my saying that the Clutter murdeeyevalmost a perfect crime. The
killers made only two mistakes. The first one wasytleft a witness. The second - well,
I'll show you." Rising, he retrieved from a correebox and a briefcase, both of which
he'd brought into the room at the start of therinésv. Out of the briefcase came a large
photograph. "This,” he said, leaving it on the ¢ablis a one-to-one reproduction of
certain footprints found near Mr. Clutter's bodyidAhere" - he opened the box - "are
the boots that made them. Your boots, Dick." Hit¢kémoked, and looked away. He
rested his elbows on his knees and cradled his imeeat hands. "Smith,” said Nye,
"was even more careless. We have his boots, tabttey exactly fit another set of
prints. Bloody ones."

Church closed in. "Here's what's going to happerydu, Hickock," he said.
"You'll be taken back to Kansas. You'll be charged four counts of first-degree
murder. Count One: That on or about the fifteersth of November, 1959, one Richard
Eugene Hickock did unlawfully, feloniously, willfiyl and with deliberation and
premeditation, and while being engaged in the pgeapen of a felony, kill and take the
life of Herbert W. Clutter. Count Two: That on dvaut the fifteenth day of November
.1959, the same Richard Eugene Hickock did unldyful

Hickock said, "Perry Smith killed the Clutters.®eHifted his head, and slowly
straightened up in the chair, like a fighter stagggeto his feet. "It was Perry. | couldn't
stop him. He killed them all.”



Postmistress Clare, enjoying a coffee break atritamts Cafe, complained of the low
volume of the cafe's radio. "Turn it up,” she dedeh

The radio was tuned to Garden City's Station KIShe heard the words ". . .
after sobbing out his dramatic confession, Hick@rkerged from the interrogation
room and fainted in a hallway. K. B. |. agents daugm as he fell to the floor. The
agents quoted Hickock as saying he and Smith in/élde Clutter home expecting to
find a safe containing at least ten thousand dolBut there was no safe, so they tied
the family up and shot them one by one. Smith lether confirmed nor denied taking
part in the crime. When told that Hickock had sij@econfession, Smith said, 'I'd like
to see my buddy's statement. ' But the requestrgjasted. Officers have declined to
reveal whether it was Hickock or Smith who actuahpot the members of the family.
They emphasized that the statement was only Hickoadrsion. K. B. |. personnel,
returning the two men to Kansas, have alreadyLizdt Vegas by car. It is expected the
party will arrive in Garden City late Wednesday. dade/hile, County Attorney Duane
West..."

"One by one," said Mrs. Hartman. "Just imagineloh't wonder the varmint
fainted.”

Others in the cafe - Mrs. Clare and Mabel Helm arisky young farmer who
had stopped to buy a plug of Brown's Mule chewmigatco - muttered and mumbled.
Mrs. Helm dabbed at her eyes with a paper napkwoh't listen,"” she said. "l mustn't.
| won't."

"... news of a break in the case has met witke littaction in the town of
Holcomb, a half mile from the Clutter home. Genlgrabwnspeople in the community
of two hundred and seventy expressed relief..."

The young farmer hooted. "Relief! Last night, afiee heard it on the TV, know
what my wife did? Bawled like a baby."

"Shush," said Mrs. Clare. "That's me."

"... and Holcomb's postmistress, Mrs. Myrtle Clasaid the residents are glad
the case has been solved, but some of them dlliotbers may be involved. She said
plenty of folks are still keeping their doors lodkand their guns ready..."

Mrs. Hartman laughed. "Oh, Myrt!" she said. "Whyad tell that to?"

"A reporter from the Telegram."

The men of her acquaintance, many of them, treat Blare as though she were

another man. The farmer slapped her on the backadd"Gosh, Myrt. Gee, fella. You
don't still think one of us - anybody round hefead something to do with it?"



But that, of course, was what Mrs. Clare did thiakd though she was usually
alone in her opinions, this time she was not withoompany, for the majority of
Holcomb's population, having lived for seven weeksid unwholesome rumors,
general mistrust, and suspicion, appeared to fsgipdointed at being told that the
murderer was not someone among themselves. Indest;able faction refused to
accept the fact that two unknown men, two thiedtrgngers, were solely responsible.
As Mrs. Clare now remarked, "Maybe they did it,sbdellows. But there's more to it
than that. Wait. Some day they'll get to the bottamd when they do they'll find the
one behind it. The one wanted Clutter out of thg.Wée brains."

Mrs. Hartman sighed. She hoped Myrt was wrong. Rmd. Helm, said, "What
| hope is, | hope they keep 'em locked up goodom'feel easy knowing they're in our
vicinity."

"Oh, I don't think you got to worry, ma'am," sdiee young farmer. "Right now
those boys are a lot more scared of us than wefdhem."

On an Arizona highway, a two-car caravan is flaghieross sagebrush country - the
mesa country of hawks and rattlesnakes and toweedgocks. Dewey is driving the

lead car, Perry Smith sits beside him, and Duntziti;hg in the back seat. Smith is

handcuffed, and the handcuffs are attached towigebelt by a short length of chain -

an arrangement so restricting his movements thataheot smoke unaided. When he
wants a cigarette, Dewey must light it for him godce it between his lips, a task that
the detective finds "repellent,” for it seems sachintimate action - the kind of thing

he'd done while he was courting his wife.

On the whole, the prisoner ignores his guardiartstheir sporadic attempts to
goad him by repeating parts of Hickock's hour-lteyge-recorded confession: "He says
he tried to stop you, Perry. But says he coul@ays he was scared you'd shoot him
too," and "Yes, sir, Perry. It's all your fault.ddock himself, he says he wouldn't harm
the fleas on a dog." None of this - outwardly, @y sate - agitates Smith. He continues
to contemplate the scenery, to read Burma-Shavgeaitelj and to count the carcasses of
shotgunned coyotes festooning ranch fences.

Dewey, not anticipating any exceptional resporags, "Hickock tells us you're
a natural-born Killer. Says it doesn't bother yohita Says one time out there in Las
Vegas you went after a colored man with a bicyt¢laim. Whipped him to death. For
fun.”

To Dewey's surprise, the prisoner gasps. He twistsnd in his seat until he can
see, through the rear window, the motorcade's secan see inside it: "The tough
boy!" Turning back, he stares at the dark streallesfert highway. "I thought it was a
stunt. | didn't believe you. That Dick let fly. Theugh boy! Oh, a real brass boy.
Wouldn't harm the fleas on a dog. Just run overdibg" He spits. "I never killed any
nigger." Duntz agrees with him; having studied files on unsolved Las Vegas
homicides, he knows Smith to be innocent of thigipalar deed. "I never killed any



niggers. But he thought so. | always knew if werey@ caught, if Dick ever really let

fly, dropped his guts all over the goddam floorknew he'd tell about the nigger." He
spits again. "So Dick was afraid of me? That's angusd'm very amused. What he don't
know is, | almost did shoot him."

Dewey lights two cigarettes, one for himself, émethe prisoner. "Tell us about
it, Perry."

Smith smokes with closed eyes, and explains, thimking. | want to remember
this just the way it was." He pauses for quite dleviiWell, it all started with a letter |
got while | was out in Buhl, Idaho. That was Segtenmor October. The letter was from
Dick, and he said he was on to a cinch. The pedeate. | didn't answer him, but he
wrote again, urging me to come back to Kansas anghgners with him. He never said
what kind of score it was. Just that it was a ‘$weecinch.' Now, as it happened, | had
another reason for wanting to be in Kansas arobodtahat time. A personal matter I'd
just as soon keep to myself ? t's got nothing tavdb this deal. Only that otherwise |
wouldn't have gone back there. But | did. And Dic&t me at the bus station in Kansas
City. We drove out to the farm, his parents' pla®et they didn't want me there. I'm
very sensitive; | usually know what people areifegl

"Like you." He means Dewey, but does not lookiat.liYou hate handing me a
butt. That's your business. | don't blame you.. Amyre than | blamed Dick's mother.
The fact is, she's a very sweet person. But shev kmeat | was - a friend from The
Walls and she didn't want me in her house. Christas glad to get out, go to a hotel.
Dick took me to a hotel in Olathe. We bought soreerkand carried it up to the room,
and that's when Dick outlined what he had in midd. said after I'd left Lansing he
celled with someone who'd once worked for a wealilneat grower out in western
Kansas. Mr. Clutter. Dick drew me a diagram of @letter house. He knew where
everything was - doors, halls, bedrooms. He sai anthe ground-floor rooms was
used as an office, and in the office there wasfea sa wall safe. He said Mr. Clutter
needed it because he always kept on hand large etirnash. Never less than ten
thousand dollars. The plan was to rob the safejfamd were seen - well, whoever saw
us would have to go. Dick must have said it a onlliimes: 'No witnesses."

Dewey says, "How many of these witnesses did imk there might be? | mean,
how many people did he expect to find in the Chutieuse?"

"That's what | wanted to know. But he wasn't sételeast four. Probably six.
And it was possible the family might have guests.tHought we ought to be ready to
handle up to a dozen."

Dewey groans, Duntz whistles, and Smith, smilingnly, adds, "Me, too.
Seemed to me that was a little off. Twelve peoBlg.Dick said it was a cinch. He said,
‘We're gonna go in there and splatter those waills air." The mood | was in, | let
myself be carried along. But also - I'll be honekhad faith in Dick; he struck me as
being very practical, the masculine type, and | tedrthe money as much as he did. |
wanted to get it and go to Mexico. But | hoped wald do it without violence. Seemed
to me we could if we wore masks. We argued aboudit the way out there, out to



Holcomb, | wanted to stop and buy some black dilickings to wear over our heads.
But Dick felt that even with a stocking he couldl $te identified. Because of his bad
eye. All the same, when we got to Emporia - "

Duntz says, "Hold on, Perry. You're jumping ahe@d. back to Olathe. What
time did you leave there?" - "One. One-thirty. Veé# just after lunch and drove to
Emporia. Where we bought some rubber gloves andllaof cord. The knife and
shotgun, the shells - Dick had brought all thatrfleome. But he didn't want to look for
black stockings. It got to be quite an argumenm&ehere on the outskirts of Emporia,
we passed a Catholic hospital, and | persuadedtdistop and go inside and try and
buy some black stockings from the nuns. | knew nuear them. But he only made
believe. Came out and said they wouldn't sell hip. & was sure he hadn't even asked,
and he confessed it; he said it was a puky iddee -nuns would've thought he was
crazy. So we didn't stop again till Great Bend. tEhevhere we bought the tape. Had
dinner there, a big dinner. It put me to sleep. Whe&oke up, we were just coming into
Garden City. Seemed like a real dead-dog town. gped for gas at a filling station -

Dewey asks if he remembers which one.
"Believe it was a Phillips 66."
"What time was this?"

"Around midnight. Dick said it was seven miles mdo Holcomb. All the rest
of the way, he kept talking to himself, saying tbigyht to be here and that ought to be
there - according to the instructions he'd memdritdardly realized it when we went,
through Holcomb, it was such a little settlement Wossed a railroad track. Suddenly
Dick said, 'This is it, this has to be it." It wde entrance to a private road, lined with
trees. We slowed down and turned off the lightsdrm@ineed them. Account of the
moon. There wasn't nothing else up there - nobad;Inothing. Just that full moon. It
was like broad day, and when we started up the, iDak said, 'Look at this spread!
The barns! That house! Don't tell me this guy dodided.' But | didn't like the setup,
the, atmosphere; it was sort of too impressive. Migked in the shadows of a tree.
While we were sitting there, a light came on - mothe main house but a house maybe
a hundred yards to the left. Dick said it was threchman's house; he knew because of
the diagram. But he said it was a damn sight netrerClutter house than it was
supposed to be. Then the light went off. Mr. Dewélye witness you mentioned. Is that
who you meant - the hired man?"

"No. He never heard a sound. But his wife wasingra sick baby. He said they
were up and down the whole night."

"A sick baby. Well, | wondered. While we were Issitting there, it happened
again - a light flashed on and off. And that reglly bubbles in my blood. | told Dick to
count me out. If he was determined to go ahead iyithe'd have to do it alone. He
started the car, we were leaving, and | though¢s8lJesus. I've always trusted my
intuitions; they've saved my life more than onceit Balfway down the road Dick



stopped. He was sore as hell. | could see he virdrig, Here I've set up this big score,
here we've come all this way, and now this punkt&/ém chicken out. He said, 'Maybe
you think | ain't got the guts to do it alone. Boy, God, I'll show you who's got guts. '
There was some liquor in the car. We each hadnk,daind | told him, 'O. K., Dick. I'm
with you." So we turned back. Parked where we tefdrb. In the shadows of a tree.
Dick put on gloves; I'd already put on mine. Herieat the knife and a flashlight. | had
the gun. The house looked tremendous in the mdunligpoked empty. | remember
hoping there was nobody home - "

Dewey says, "But you saw a dog?"
"No."

"The family had an old gun-shy dog. We couldndienrstand why he didn't bark.
Unless he'd seen a gun and bolted.”

"Well, | didn't see anything or nobody. That's wihyever believed it. About an
eyewitness."

"Not eyewitness. Witness. Someone whose testimasgociates you and
Hickock with this case."

"Oh. Uh-huh. Uh-huh. Him. And Dick always saiddbe too scared. Ha!"

Duntz, not to be diverted, reminds him, "Hickockdhnthe knife. You had the
gun. How did you get into the house?"

"The door was unlocked. A side door. It took u® iNr. Clutter's office. Then
we waited in the dark. Listening. But the only sdowmas the wind. There was quite a
little wind outside. It made the trees move, and yould hear the leaves. The one
window was curtained with Venetian blinds, but miggitt was coming through. |
closed the blinds, and Dick turned on his flashlighie saw the desk. The safe was
supposed to be in the wall directly behind the ddésk we couldn't find it. It was a
paneled wall, and there were books and framed naayak| noticed, on a shelf, a terrific
pair of binoculars. | decided | was going to takkerh with me when we left there."

"Did you?" asks Dewey, for the binoculars hadlredn missed.
Smith nods. "We sold them in Mexico."
"Sorry. Go on."

"Well, when we couldn't find the safe, Dick dougbkd flashlight and we moved
in darkness out of the office and across a paadiving room. Dick whispered to me
couldn't | walk quieter. But he was just as baderfg\step we took made a racket. We
came to a hall and a door, and Dick, rememberiegdiagram, said it was a bedroom.
He shined the flashlight and opened the door. A s&d, 'Honey?' He'd been asleep,
and he blinked and said, 'Is that you, honey?' Rgled him, 'Are you Mr. Clutter?' He



was wide awake now; he sat up and said, 'Who M/Hhat do you want?' Dick told him,
very polite, like we were a couple of door-to-dsalesmen, 'We want to talk to you,
sir. In your office, please." And Mr. Clutter, bfret, just wearing pajamas, he went
with us to the office and we turned on the offigts.

"Up till then he hadn't been able to see us vedgl think what he saw hit him
hard. Dick says, 'Now, sir, all we want you to dasshow us where you keep that safe.'
But Mr. Clutter says, 'What safe?' He says he dwve any safe. | knew right then it
was true. He had that kind of face. You just knelmatever he told you was pretty much
the truth. But Dick shouted at him, 'Don't lie t@nyou sonofabitch! | know goddam
well you got a safe!" My feeling was nobody hadreygoken to Mr. Clutter like that.
But he looked Dick straight in the eye and told hlmeing very mild about it - said,
well, he was sorry but he just didn't have any .sBiek tapped him on the chest with
the knife, says, 'Show us where that safe is otrgayonna be a good bit sorrier." But
Mr. Clutter - oh, you could see he was scaredhimuvoice stayed mild and steady - he
went on denying he had a safe.

"Sometime along in there, | fixed the telephonke Dne in the office. | ripped
out the wires. And | asked Mr. Clutter if there wemy other telephones in the house.
He said yes, there was one in the kitchen. So k tbe flashlight and went to the
kitchen - it was quite a distance from the offié¢¢hen | found the telephone, | removed
the receiver and cut the line with a pair of plidrsen, heading back, | heard a noise. A
creaking over-head. | stopped at the foot of tagssteading to the second floor. It was
dark, and | didn't dare use the flashlight. Bubuld tell there was someone there. At
the top of the stairs, silhouetted; against a windd figure. Then it moved away."

Dewey imagines it must have been Nancy. He'd dfienrized, on the basis of
the gold wristwatch found tucked in the toe of @eshn her closet, that Nancy had
awakened, heard persons in the house, thoughtriigiyt be thieves, and prudently
hidden the watch, her most valuable property.

"For all I knew, maybe it was somebody with a gBuot Dick wouldn't even
listen to me. He was so busy playing tough boy.sBasMr. Clutter around. Now he'd
brought him back to the bedroom. He was countiegntioney in Mr. Clutter's billfold.
There was about thirty dollars. He threw the bitifon the bed and told him, "You've
got more money in this house than that. A rich rilee you. Living on a spread like
this." Mr. Clutter said that was all the cash hd, lzad explained he always did business
by check. He offered to write us a check. Dick juistw up - 'What kind of Mongolians
do you think we are?' - and | thought Dick was yetmlsmash him, so | said, 'Dick.
Listen to me. There's somebody awake upstairs.'QWrtter told us the only people
upstairs were his wife and a son and daughter. @enkted to know if the wife had any
money, and Mr. Clutter said if she did, it would wery little, a few dollars, and he
asked us - really kind of broke down - please wobather her, because she was an
invalid, she'd been very ill for a long time. BucR insisted on going upstairs. He made
Mr. Clutter lead the way.

"At the foot of the stairs, Mr. Clutter switchea d¢ights that lighted the hall
above, and as we were going up, he said, 'l dowwkwhy you boys want to do this.



I've never done you any harm. | never saw you leef@hat's when Dick told him, 'Shut
up! When we want you to talk, we'll tell you." Wdsanybody in the upstairs hall, and
all the doors were shut. Mr. Clutter pointed ow thoms where the boy and girl were
supposed to be sleeping, then opened his wife's #@lighted a lamp beside the bed
and told her, 'It's all right, sweetheart. Don'tdbeaid. These men, they just want some
money.' She was a thin, frail sort of woman in glevhite nightgown. The minute she
opened her eyes, she started to cry. She saysgatkher husband, 'Sweetheart, | don't
have any money.' He was holding her hand, pattinge said, 'Now, don't cry, honey.
It's nothing to be afraid of. It's just | gave thewen all the money | had, but they want
some more. They believe we have a safe somewhéhe imouse. | told them we don't.’
Dick raised his hand, like he was going to crack kicross the mouth. Says, 'Didn't |
tell you to shut up?' Mrs. Clutter said, 'But myshand's telling you the God's truth.
There isn't any safe." And Dick answers back, dvkgoddam well you got a safe. And
I'll find it before | leave here. Needn't worry tHavon't.' Then he asked her where she
kept her purse. The purse was in a bureau drawek.tDrned it inside out. Found just
some change and a dollar or two. | motioned to tamome into the hall. | wanted to
discuss the situation. So we stepped outside, aatll- "

Duntz interrupts him to ask if Mr. and Mrs. Clutteould over-hear the
conversation.

"No. We were just outside the door, where we cdwddp an eye on them. But
we were whispering. | told Dick, "These peopletaing the truth. The one who lied is
your friend Floyd Wells. There isn't any safe, stslget the hell out of here.' But Dick
was too ashamed to face it. He said he wouldnieveelit till we searched the whole
house. He said the thing to do was tie them allthwpn take our time looking around.
You couldn't argue with him, he was so excited. gleey of having everybody at his
mercy, that's what excited him. Well, there wasathibom next door to Mrs. Clutter's
room. The idea was to lock the parents in the bath; and wake the kids and put them
there, then bring them out one by one and tie tbpnm different parts of the house.
And then, says Dick, after we've found the saféll wet their throats. Can't shoot them,
he says - that would make too much noise."

Perry frowns, rubs his knees with his manacleddbatlLet me think a minute.
Because along in here things begin to get a littiplicated. | remember. Yes. Yes, |
took a chair out of the hall and stuck it in thehbaom. So Mrs. Clutter could sit down.
Seeing she was said to be an invalid. When we tbthkem up, Mrs. Clutter was crying
and telling us, 'Please don't hurt anybody. Pledm®t hurt my children.'" And her
husband had his arms around her, saying, like,é8wart, these fellows don't mean to
hurt anybody. All they want is some money.'

"We went to the boy's room. He was awake. Lyirgreéhike he was too scared
to move. Dick told him to get up, but be didn't mpwr move fast enough, so Dick
punched him, pulled him out of bed, and | saidu¥on't have to hit him, Dick." And |
told the boy - he was only wearing a T-shirt - td pn his pants. He put on a pair of
blue jeans, and we'd just locked him in the bathrezhen the girl appeared - came out
of her room. She was all dressed, like she'd beake& some while. | mean, she had on
socks and slippers, and a kimono, and her hairwagped in a bandanna. She was



trying to smile. She said, 'Good grief, what isthEome kind of joke?' | don't guess she
thought it was much of a joke, though. Not afteckDopened the bathroom door and
shoved herin..."

Dewey envisions them: the captive family, meek f&ightened but without any
premonition of their destiny. Herb couldn't haveected, or he would have fought. He
was a gentle man but strong and no coward. Hesbirieind Alvin Dewey felt certain,
would have fought to the death defending Bonnitgsaind the lives of his children.

"Dick stood guard outside the bathroom door whileconnoitered. | frisked the
girl's room, and | found a little purse - like alldopurse. Inside it was a silver dollar. |
dropped it somehow, and it rolled across the flétolled under a chair. | had to get
down on my knees. And just then it was like | wass@le myself. Watching myself in
some nutty movie. It made me sick. | was just disgd. Dick, and all his talk about a
rich man's safe, and here | am crawling on my hellgteal a child's silver dollar. One
dollar. And I'm crawling on my belly to get it."

Perry squeezes his knees, asks the detectivasgoin, thanks Duntz for giving
him one, chews it, and resumes talking. "But thatiat you do. You get what you can.
| frisked the boy's room, too. Not a dime. But thevas a little portable radio, and |
decided to take it. Then | remembered the binosuldrseen in Mr. Clutter's office. |
went downstairs to get them. | carried the binosuénd the radio out to the car. It was
cold, and the wind and the cold felt good. The ma@s so bright you could see for
miles. And | thought, Why don't | walk off? Walk the highway, hitch a ride. | sure
Jesus didn't want to go back in that house. And YAw can | explain this? It was like
| wasn't part of it. More as though | was readingt@ay. And | had to know what was
going to happen. The end. So | went back upstams. now, let's see - uh-huh, that's
when we tied them up. Mr. Clutter first. We calleich out of the bathroom, and | tied
his hands together. Then | marched him all the e@ayn to the basement - "

Dewey says, "Alone and unarmed?"
"l had the knife."
Dewey says, "But Hickock stayed guard upstairs?"

"To keep them quiet. Anyway, | didn't need helpe lworked with rope all my
life."

Dewey says, "Were you using the flashlight or godi turn on the basement
lights?"

"The lights. The basement was divided into twaises. One part seemed to be
a playroom. Took him to the other section, the dissmroom. | saw a big cardboard box
leaning against the wall. A mattress box. Wellidnd feel | ought to ask him to stretch
out on the cold floor, so | dragged the mattressdeer, flattened it, and told him to lie
down."



The driver, via the rear-view mirror, glances & tolleague, attracts his eye,
and Duntz slightly nods, as if in tribute. All alpDewey had argued that the mattress
box had been placed on the floor for the comfortviof Clutter, and taking heed of
similar hints, other fragmentary indications ofnig erratic compassion, the detective
had conjectured that at least one of the killers m@ altogether uncharitable.

"l tied his feet, then tied his hands to his féetsked him was it too tight, and he
said no, but said would we please leave his wide@l There was no need to tie her up -
she wasn't going to holler or try to run out of ti@use. He said she'd been sick for
years and years, and she was just beginning ta liigle better, but an incident like this
might cause her to have a setback. | know it'singtto laugh over, only | couldn't help
it - him talking about a 'setback.'

"Next thing, | brought the boy down. First | putrhin the room with his dad.
Tied his hands to an overhead steam pipe.

Then | figured that wasn't very safe. He might sbhow get loose and undo the
old man, or vice versa. So | cut him down and ktbonm to the playroom, where there
was a comfortable looking couch. | roped his feethe foot of the couch, roped his
hands, then carried the rope up and made a loamdrais neck, so if he struggled he'd
choke himself. Once, while | was working, | put ttréfe down on this - well, it was a
freshly varnished cedar chest; the whole cellarlesh@f varnish - and he asked me not
to put my knife there. The chest was a weddinggese'd built for somebody. A
sister, | believe he said. Just as | was leaviedidd a coughing fit, so | stuffed a pillow
under his head. Then | turned off the lights - "

Dewey says, "But you hadn't taped their mouths?"

"No. The taping came later, after I'd tied botk thomen in their bedrooms.
Mrs. Clutter was still crying, at the same time slas asking me about Dick. She didn't
trust him, but said she felt | was a decent yourggn.mi'm sure you are, she says, and
made me promise | wouldn't let Dick hurt anybodthihk what she really had in mind
was her daughter. | was worried about that mydeBuspected Dick was plotting
something, something | wouldn't stand for. Whernnlshed tying Mrs. Clutter, sure
enough, | found he'd taken the girl to her bedro&me was in the bed, and he was
sitting on the edge of it talking to her. | stoppbdt; | told him to go look for the safe
while | tied her up. After he'd gone, | roped heetftogether and tied her hands behind
her back. Then | pulled up the covers, tucked heitlijust her head showed. There was
a little easy chair near the bed, and | thoughtd&t a minute; my legs were on fire - all
that climbing and kneeling. | asked Nancy if shd haoy friend. She said yes, she did.
She was trying hard to act casual and friendlgally liked her. She was really nice. A
very pretty girl, and not spoiled or anything. $blel me quite a lot about herself. About
school, and how she was going to go to a univetsistudy music and art. Horses. Said
next to dancing what she liked best was to galldpise, so | mentioned my mother
had been a champion rodeo rider.

"And we talked about Dick; | was curious, see, tvha@'d been saying to her.
Seems she'd asked him why he did things like Bhid people. And, wow, did he toss



her a tear jerker - said he'd been raised an oriphan orphanage, and how nobody had
ever loved him, and his only relative was a siatleo lived with men without marrying
them. All the time we were talking, we could helae tunatic roaming around below,
looking for the safe. Looking behind pictures. Tiagpthe walls. Tap tap tap. Like some
nutty woodpecker. When he came back, just to lablastard | asked had he found it.
Course he hadn't, but he said he'd come acroskarmirse in the kitchen. With seven
dollars.”

Duntz says, "How long now had you been in the B8ls
"Maybe an hour."
Duntz says, "And when did you do the taping?"

"Right then. Started with Mrs. Clutter. | made Bieelp me - because | didn't
want to leave him alone with the girl. | cut thg@eain long strips, and Dick wrapped
them around Mrs. Clutter's head like you'd wrapuammy. He asked her, 'How come
you keep on crying? Nobody's hurting you,' andumeed off the bedside lamp and said,
'‘Good night, Mrs. Clutter. Go to sleep. ' Then agssto me, as we're heading along the
hall toward Nancy's room, I'm gonna bust thatditgfirl. * And | said, 'Uh-huh. But
you'll have to kill me first. ' He looked like hédd't believe he'd heard right. He says,
'‘What do you care? Hell, you can bust her, tooowNthat's something | despise.
Anybody that can't control themselves sexually.i€2ht hate that kind of stuff. | told
him straight, 'Leave her alone. Else you've gotuzztsaw to fight. ' That really burned
him, but he realized it wasn't the time to havéagdut free-for-all. So he says, 'O. K.,
honey. If that's the way you feel." The end of @swe never even taped her. We
switched off the hall light and went down to thes&aent."

Perry hesitates. He has a question but phrasssaitstatement: "I'll bet he never
said anything about wanting to rape the girl."

Dewey admits it, but he adds that except for graggntly somewhat expurgated
version of his own conduct, Hickock's story suppd®mith's. The details vary, the
dialogue is not identical, but in substance the @emounts - thus far, at least -
corroborate one another.

"Maybe. But | knew he hadn't told about the did.have bet my shirt."

Duntz says, "Perry, I've been keeping track ofligifets. The way | calculate it,
when you turned off the upstairs light, that I&& hhouse completely dark."”

"Did. And we never used the lights again. Excéptftashlight. Dick carried the
flashlight when we went to tape Mr. Clutter and bwy. Just before | taped him, Mr.
Clutter asked me - and these were his last wovested to know how his wife was, if
she was all right, and | said she was fine, shereagy to go to sleep, and | told him it
wasn't long till morning, and how in the morningrsgEbody would find them, and then
all of it, me and Dick and all, would seem like sgmng they dreamed. | wasn't



kidding him. | didn't want to harm the man. | thatighe was a very nice gentleman.
Soft-spoken. | thought so right up to the momeguitlhis throat.

"Wait. I'm not telling it the way it was." Pernc@wls. He rubs his legs; the
handcuffs rattle. "After, see, after we'd tapedrth®ick and | went off in a corner. To
talk it over. Remember, now, there were hard fgslibetween us. Just then it made my
stomach turn to think I'd ever admired him, lapp@dall that brag. | said, 'Well, Dick.
Any qualms?' He didn't answer me. | said, 'Leawanthalive, and this won't be any
small rap. Ten years the very least.' He still diday anything. He was holding the
knife. | asked him for it, and he gave it to meddrsaid, 'All right, Dick. Here goes.'
But | didn't mean it. | meant to call his bluff, keahim argue me out of it, make him
admit he was a phony and a coward. See, it was thorgebetween me and Dick. |
knelt down beside Mr. Clutter, and the pain of Kmee- | thought of that goddam
dollar. Silver dollar. The shame. Disgust. And thetpld me never to come back to
Kansas. But | didn't realize what I'd done till édrd the sound. Like somebody
drowning. Screaming under water. | handed the koifick. | said, 'Finish him. You'll
feel better.' Dick tried - or pretended to. But than had the strength of ten men - he
was half out of his ropes, his hands were freek P@nicked. Dick wanted to get the
hell out of there. But | wouldn't let him go. Theamwould have died anyway, | know
that, but | couldn't leave him like he was. | t@ck to hold the flashlight, focus it.
Then | aimed the gun. The room just exploded. Wmé¢. Just blazed up. Jesus, Il
never understand why they didn't hear the noisaetiywailes around."”

Dewey's ears ring with it - a ringing that almdsiafens him to the whispery
rush of Smith's soft voice. But the voice plunges @jecting a fusillade of sounds and
images: Hickock hunting the discharged shell; hagyhurrying, and Kenyon's head in
a circle of light, the murmur of muffled pleadingsen Hickock again scrambling after
a used cartridge; Nancy's room, Nancy listeningdots on hardwood stairs, the creak
of the steps as they climb toward her, Nancy's .eMesicy watching the flashlight's
shine seek the target ("She said, 'Oh, no! Ohspldsdo! No! No! No! Don't! Oh, please
don't! Please!" | gave the gun to Dick. | told hithdone all | could do. He took aim,
and she turned her face to the wall"); the dark hia assassins hastening toward the
final door. Perhaps, having heard all she had, Bowelcomed their swift approach.

"That last shell was a bitch to locate. Dick wigjlunder the bed to get it. Then
we closed Mrs. Clutter's door and went downstairthe office. We waited there, like
we had when we first came. Looked through the Blital see if the hired man was
poking around, or anybody else who might have héaedgunfire. But it was just the
same - not a sound. Just the wind - and Dick paritike wolves were after him. Right
there, in those few seconds before we ran outdaé#n and drove away, that's when |
decided I'd better shoot Dick. He'd said over awerohe'd drummed it into me: No
witnesses. And | thought, He's a witness. | dontdvk what stopped me. God knows |
should've done it. Shot him dead. Got in the car kapt on going till | lost myself in
Mexico."

A hush. For ten miles and more, the three menwitieout speaking.



Sorrow and profound fatigue are at the heart ofi@®gs silence. It had been his
ambition to learn "exactly what happened in thasideothat night." Twice now he'd
been told, and the two versions were very muchealtke only serious discrepancy
being that Hickock attributed all four deaths to i®mwhile Smith contended that
Hickock had killed the two women. But the confessiothough they answered
guestions of how and why, failed to satisfy hisssenf meaningful design. The crime
was a psychological accident, virtually an impeedaact; the victims might as well
have been killed by lightning. Except for one thitigey had experienced prolonged
terror, they had suffered. And Dewey could not &rtheir sufferings. Nonetheless, he
found it possible to look at the man beside himhaiit anger - with, rather, a measure
of sympathy - for Perry Smith's life had been nd lbé& roses but pitiful, an ugly and
lonely progress toward one mirage and then anoberey's sympathy, however, was
not deep enough to accommodate either forgivenesseecy. He hoped to see Perry
and his partner hanged - hanged back to back.

Dunn asks Smith, "Added up, how much money did geufrom the Clutters?"

"Between forty and fifty dollars."

Among Garden City's animals are two gray tomcate a&te always together - thin,
dirty strays with strange and clever habits. Thefateremony of their day is performed
at twilight. First they trot the length of Main 8at, stopping to scrutinize the engine
grilles of parked automobiles, particularly thosatisned in front of the two hotels, the
Windsor and Warren, for these cars, usually theemty of travelers from afar, often
yield what the bony, methodical creatures are gntslaughtered birds - crows,
chickadees, and sparrows foolhardy enough to hiavenfinto the path of oncoming
motorists. Using their paws as though they areisakgnstruments, the cats extract
from the grilles every feathery particle. Havingised Main Street, they invariably turn
the corner at Main and Grant, then lope along tdw@ourthouse Square, another of
their hunting grounds - and a highly promising amethe afternoon of Wednesday,
January 6, for the area swarmed with Finney Couatycles that had brought to town
part of the crowd populating the square. The cretedted forming at four o'clock, the
hour that the county attorney had given as the gbtebarrival rime of Hickock and
Smith. Since the announcement of Hickock's condesen Sunday evening, newsmen
of every style had assembled in Garden City: regmtadives of the major wire services,
photographers, newsreel and television camerarepoyters from Missouri, Nebraska,
Oklahoma, Texas, and, of course, all the princitmhsas papers - twenty or twenty-
five men altogether. Many of them had been waitimge days without much to do
except interview the service-station attendant ¥a8mor, who, after seeing published
photographs of the accused Killers, had identififesm as customers to whom he'd sold
three dollars and six cents worth of gas the nigthe Holcomb tragedy.

It was the return of Hickock and Smith that thpsefessional spectators were
on hand to record, and Captain Gerald Murray, efHighway Patrol, had reserved for
them ample space on the sidewalk fronting the boue steps - the steps the prisoners
must mount on their way to the county jail, anitosibn that occupies the top floor of



the four-story limestone structure. One reportéch&d Parr, of the Kansas City Star,
had obtained a copy of Monday's Las Vegas Sunpéper's headline raised grounds of
laughter: fear lynch mob awaiting return or; kilerspects. Captain Murray remarked,
"Don't look much like a necktie party to me."

Indeed, the congregation in the square might Heeen expecting a parade, or
attending a political rally. High-school studengnong them former classmates of
Nancy and Kenyon Clutter, chanted cheerleader reyimegbbled bubble gum, gobbled
hotdogs and soda pop. Mothers soothed wailing baMen strolled about with young
children perched on their shoulders. The Boy Scaat® present - an entire troop. And
the middle-aged membership of a women's bridge aitked en masse. Mr. J. P. (Jap)
Adams, head of the local Veterans Commission offaggpeared, attired in a tweed
garment so oddly tailored that a friend yelled, yH&ap! What ya doin' wearin' ladies'
clothes?" - for Mr. Adams, in his haste to reach sbene, had unwittingly donned his
secretary's coat. A roving radio reporter intengewsundry other townsfolk, asking
them what, in their opinion, the proper retributimould be for "the doers of such a
dastardly deed,” and while most of his subjectsl ggish or gee whiz, one student
replied, "I think they ought to be locked in thergacell for the rest of their lives. Never
allowed any visitors. Just sit there staring atheather till the day they die." And a
tough, strutty little man said, "I believe in capipunishment. It's like the Bible says -
an eye for an eye. And even so we're two pair Bhort

As long as the sun lasted, the day had been dtyvanm - October weather in
January. But when the sun descended, when the whaofothe square's giant shade
trees met and combined, the coldness as well &ness numbed the crowd. Numbed
and pruned it; by six o'clock, fewer than three dred persons remained. Newsmen,
cursing the undue delay, stamped their feet angpsth frozen ears with ungloved,
freezing hands. Suddenly, a murmuring arose orsdlh side of the square. The cars
were coming.

Although none of the journalists anticipated viwle, several had predicted
shouted abuse. But when the crowd caught sighttefrurderers, with their escort of
blue-coated highway patrol-men, it fell silent,theugh amazed to find them humanly
shaped. The handcuffed men, white-faced and blinklmdly, glistened in the glare of
flashbulbs and floodlights. The cameramen, purstirggprisoners and the police into
the courthouse and up three flights of stairs, @inatphed the door of the county jail
slamming shut.

No one lingered, neither the press corps nor dnth® townspeople. Warm
rooms and warm suppers beckoned them, and as threigchaway, leaving the cold
square to the two gray cats, the miraculous autdaparted too; the year's first snow
began to fall.



V. THE CORNER

Institutional dourness and cheerful domesticityxisteon the fourth floor of the Finney
County Courthouse. The presence of the countysigiplies the first quality, while the
so-called Sheriff's Residence, a pleasant apartseparated from the jail proper by
steel doors and a short corridor, accounts foséwend.

In January, 1960, the Sheriff's Residence wasfaict occupied by the sheriff,
Earl Robinson, but by the undersheriff and his wiléendle and Josephine ("Josie")
Meier. The Meiers, who had been married more theanty years, were very much
alike: tall people with weight and strength to spawith wide hands, square and calm
and kindly faces - the last being most true of Mdgier, a direct and practical woman
who nevertheless seems illuminated by a mysticeénsty. As the undersheriff's
helpmate her hours are long; between five in thening, when she begins the day by
reading a chapter in the Bible, and 10: 00p. nr. beeltime, she cooks and sews for the
prisoners!, darns, does their laundry, takes sjdecate of her husband, and looks after
their five-room apartment, with its gemutlich medanof plump hassocks and squashy
chairs and cream-colored lace window curtains. Vlegers have a daughter, an only
child, who is married and lives in Kansas City,tee couple live alone - or, as Mrs.
Meier more correctly puts it: "Alone except for véwver happens to be in the ladies’
cell.”

The jail contains six cells; the sixth, the oneereed for female prisoners, is
actually an isolated unit situated inside the SferResidence - indeed, it adjoins the
Meiers' kitchen. "But," says Josie Meier, "that ‘tlomorry me. | enjoy the company.
Having somebody to talk to while I'm doing my kiechwork. Most of these women,
you got to feel sorry for them. Just met up witld ™an Trouble is all. Course Hickock
and Smith was a different matter. Far as | knowryP8mith was the first man ever
stayed in the ladies' cell. The reason was, thefshented to keep him and Hickock
separated from each other until after their tffdle afternoon they brought them in, |
made six apple pies and baked some bread andealhitie kept track of the goings-on
down there on the Square. My kitchen window oveédotihe Square; you couldn't want
a better view. I'm no judge of crowds, but I'd guédsere were several hundred people
waiting to see the boys that killed the Clutter ilgml never met any of the Clutters
myself, but from everything I've ever heard abdenm they must have been very fine
people. What happened to them is hard to forgind,l&now Wendle was worried how
the crowd might act when they caught sight of Hadk@and Smith. He was afraid
somebody might try to get at them. So | kind of hagheart in my mouth when | saw
the cars arrive, saw the reporters, all the newapitiows running and pushing; but by
then it was dark, after six, and bitter cold - mtran half the crowd had given up and
gone home. The ones that stayed, they didn't say@oaly stared.

"Later, when they brought the boys upstairs, itst dne | saw was Hickock. He
had on light summer pants and just an old clotht.sl8urprised he didn't catch
pneumonia, considering how cold it was. But he &bkick all right. White as a ghost.
Well, it must be a terrible experience - to beesfaat by a horde of strangers, to have to



walk among them, and them knowing who you are ahatwou did. Then they brought
up Smith. | had some supper ready to serve thettmein cells, hot soup and coffee and
some sandwiches and pie. Ordinarily, we feed justet a day. Breakfast at seven-
thirty, and at four-thirty we serve the main mdatlidn't want those fellows going to
bed on an empty stomach; seemed to me they mudstlieg bad enough without that.
But when | took Smith his supper, carried it inatray, he said he wasn't hungry. He
was looking out the window of the ladies' cell. iigting with his back to me. That
window has the same view as my kitchen window:streed the Square and the tops of
houses. | told him, 'Just taste the soup, it's tedade, and not out of a can. | made it
myself. The pie, too." In about an hour | went béwkthe tray and he hadn't touched a
crumb. He was still at the window. Like he hadnowed. It was snowing, and |
remember saying it was the first snow of the yaad how we'd had such a beautiful
long autumn right till then. And now the snow hamme. And then | asked him if he
had any special dish he liked; if he did I'd tnddix it for him the next day. He turned
around and looked at me. Suspicious, like | migatrmbocking him. Then he said
something about a movie - he had such a quiet Wagpeaking, almost a whisper.
Wanted to know if | had seen a movie. | forgetrnlaene, anyway | hadn't seen it: never
have been much for picture shows. He said this slook place in Biblical times, and
there was a scene where a man was flung off a ial¢brown to a mob of men and
women, who tore him to pieces. And he said that wlaat came to mind when he saw
the crowd on the Square. The man being torn apad.the idea that maybe that was
what they might do to him. Said it scared him sd hes stomach still hurt. Which was
why he couldn't eat. Course he was wrong, andd bain so - nobody was going to
harm him, regardless of what he'd done; folks addwere aren't like that.

"We talked some, he was very shy, but after aevhé said, 'One thing | really
like is Spanish rice." So | promised to make hitmepand he smiled kind of, and |
decided - well, he wasn't the worst young man I easv. That night, after I'd gone to
bed, said as much to my husband. But Wendle sndNeddle wasn't of the first on the
scene after the crime was discovered. He said sleadil'd been out at the Clutter place
when they found the bodies. Then | could've judémdmyself just how gentle Mr.
Smith was. Him and his friend Hickock. He said tdeyut out your heart and never bat
an eye. There was no denying it - not with four gleodead. And | lay awake
wondering if either one was bothered by it - theugiht of those four graves."

A month passed, and another, and it snowed sonteopalmost every day. Snow
whitened the wheat-tawny countryside, heaped tieetst of the town, hushed them.

The topmost branches of a snow-laden elm brusbathst the window of the
ladies' cell. Squirrels lived in the tree, and afteeks of tempting them with leftover
breakfast scraps, Perry lured one off a branch tretavindow sill and through the bars.
It was a male squirrel with auburn fur. He nameReid, and Red soon settled down,
apparently content to share his friend's capti®grtry taught him several tricks: to play
with a paper ball, to beg, to perch on Perry's kleuAll this helped to pass time, but
still there were many long hours the prisoner latbse. He was not allowed to read
newspapers, and he was bored by the magazinesMisr lent him: old issues of



Good Housekeeping and McCalls. But he found thtog$o: file his fingernails with an
emery board, buff them to a silky pink sheen; caanld comb his lotion-soaked and
scented hair; brush his teeth three and four tienesy; shave and shower almost as
often. And he kept the cell, which contained aetipib shower stall, a cot, a chair, a
table, as neat as his person. He was proud of glooent Mrs. Meier had paid him.
"Look!" she had said, pointing at his bunk. "Lodkthat blanket! You could bounce
dimes." But it was at the table that he spent mbdtis waking life; he ate his meals
there, it was where he sat when he sketched psrobRed, drew flowers, and the face
of Jesus, and the faces and torsos of imaginaryampmand it was where, on cheap
sheets of ruled paper, he made diary-like notefmgito-day occurrences.

Thursday 7 January. Dewey here. Brought cartorcigéarettes. Also typed
copies of Statement for my signature. | declined.

The "Statement," a seventy-eight-page documentiwhe had dictated to the
Finney County court stenographer, recounted adarissalready made to Alvin Dewey
and Clarence Duntz. Dewey, speaking of his encouwith Perry Smith on this
particular day, remembered that he had been veprised when Perry refused to sign
the statement. "It wasn't important: | could alwagstify in court as to the oral
confession he'd made to Duntz and myself. And afrg® Hickock had given us a
signed confession while we were still in Las Vegé#®e one in which he accused Smith
of having committed all four murders. But | was ious. | asked Perry why he'd
changed his mind. And he said, 'Everything in nateshent is accurate except for two
details. If you'll let me correct those items thdirsign it." Well, | could guess the items
he meant. Because the only serious difference leetwes story and Hickock's was that
he denied having executed the Clutters single-iéindatil now he'd sworn Hickock
killed Nancy and her mother.

"And | was right! - that's just what he wanteditn admit that Hickock had been
telling the truth, and that it was he, Perry Smitlino had shot and killed the whole
family. He said he'd lied about it because, invgds, 'l wanted to fix Dick for being
such a coward. Dropping his guts all over the gaddkor." And the reason he'd
decided to set the record straight wasn't that dmdenly felt any kinder toward
Hickock. According to him he was doing it out ofnsideration for Hickock's parents -
said he was sorry for Dick's mother. Said, 'Shesah sweet person. It might be some
comfort to her to know Dick never pulled the triggdone of it would have happened
without him, in a way it was mostly his fault, bilte fact remains I'm the one who
killed them.' But | wasn't certain | believed itot\to the extent of letting him alter his
statement. As | say, we weren't dependent on adloconfession from Smith to prove
any part of our case. With or without it, we hadegh to hang them ten times over."

Among the elements contributing to Dewey's confaewas the recovery of the
radio and pair of binoculars the murderers hadestdtom the Clutter house and
subsequently disposed of in Mexico City (where,ihg¥lown there for the purpose, K.
B. I. Agent Harold Nye traced them to a pawnshireover, Smith, while dictating
his statement, had revealed the where-abouts @fr qibtent evidence. "We hit the
highway and drove east,” he'd said, in the prooéskescribing what he and Hickock



had done after fleeing the murder scene. "Drowe ti&ll, Dick driving. | think we both
felt very high. | did. Very high, and very relieved the same time. Couldn't stop
laughing, neither one of us; suddenly it all seemag funny - | don't know why, it just
did. But the gun was dripping blood, and my clotivese stained; there was even blood
in my hair. So we turned off onto a country road @rove maybe eight miles till we
were way out on the prairie. You could hear coyot®e smoked a cigarette, and Dick
went on making jokes about what had happened Heare.t| got out of the car, and
siphoned some water out of the water tank and veadie blood off the gun barrel.
Then | scraped a hole in the ground with Dick'stimgnknife, the one | used on Mr.
Clutter, and buried in it the empty shells andtlad left over nylon cord and adhesive
tape. After that we drove till we came to U. S .88d headed east toward Kansas City
and Olathe. Around dawn Dick stopped at one ofdhmenic places: what they call rest
areas - where they have open fireplaces. We bdileaand burned stuff. The gloves
we'd worn, and my shirt. Dick said he wished we hadx to roast; he said he'd never
been so hungry. It was almost noon when we gotl&th®. Dick dropped me at my
hotel, and went on home to have Sunday dinner gHamily. Yes, he took the knife
with him. The gun, too."

K. B. I. agents, dispatched to Hickock's homentbthe knife inside a fishing-
tackle box and the shotgun still casually proppgdirest a kitchen wall. (Hickock's
father, who refused to believe his "boy" could haaken part in such a "horrible
crime," insisted the gun hadn't been out of thesbaince the first week in November,
and therefore could not be the death weapon). Athébempty cartridge shells, the cord
and tape, these were retrieved with the aid ofiVRgetz, a county-highway employee,
who, working with a road grader in the area pinpainby Perry Smith, shaved away
the earth inch by inch until the buried articlesraveincovered. Thus the last loose
strings were tied, the K. B. I. had now assembleduashakable case, for tests
established that the shells had been dischargédidipck's shotgun, and remnants of
cord and tape were of a piece with the materiinid and silence the victims.

Monday 11 January, Have a lawyer. Mr. Fleming. @kth with red tie.

Informed by the defendants that they were witHaants to hire legal counsel,
the court, in the person of Judge Roland H. Taippmted as their representatives two
local lawyers, Mr. Arthur Fleming and Mr. Harris@mith. Fleming, seventy-one, a
former mayor of Garden City, a short man who ems/@n unsensational appearance
with rather conspicuous neckwear, resisted thgassnt. "I do not desire to serve," he
told the judge. "But if the court sees fit to apgiane, then of course | have no choice."
Hickock's attorney, Harrison Smith, forty-five, det tall, a golfer, an Elk of exalted
degree, accepted the task with resigned grace: é8nenhas to do it. And I'll do my
best. Though | doubt that'll make me too populauad here."

Friday 15 January. Mrs. Meter playing radio in kigchen and | heard man say
the county attorney -will seek Death Penalty. "Ticé never hang. Only the poor and
friendless."

In making his announcement, the county attornayari2 West, an ambitious,
portly young man of twenty-eight who looks fortydasometimes fifty, told newsmen,



"If the case goes before a jury, | will request thgy/, upon finding them guilty, to
sentence them to the death penalty. If the deféadeaive right to jury trial and enter a
plea of guilty before the judge, | will request fjbege to set the death penalty. This was
a matter | knew | would be called upon to decidel my decision has not been arrived
at lightly. | feel that due to the violence of tbeme and the apparent utter lack of
mercy shown the victims, the only way the publio b& absolutely protected is to have
the death penalty set against these defendants.iJl@specially true since in Kansas
there is no such thing as life imprisonment withgaissibility of parole. Persons
sentenced to life imprisonment actually serve fenaverage, less then fifteen years."

Wednesday 20 January. Asked to take lie-detestagards to this Walker deal.

A case like the Clutter case, crimes of that magie, arouse the interest of
lawmen everywhere, particularly those investigatandlened with unsolved but similar
crimes, for it is always possible that the soluttonone mystery will solve another.
Among the many officers intrigued by events in GarcCity was the sheriff of Sarasota
County, Florida, which includes Osprey, a fishimgtlement not far from Tampa, and
the scene, slightly more than a month after thet@idragedy, of the quadruple slaying
on an isolated cattle ranch which Smith had reaoutin a Miami newspaper on
Christmas Day. The victims were again four memio¢is family: a young couple, Mr.
and Mrs. Clifford Walker, and their two childrenbay and a girl, all of whom had been
shot in the head with a rifle. Since the Clutterrdeuers had spent the night of
December 19, the date of the murders, in a Talld®botel, Osprey's sheriff, who had
no other leads whatever, was understandably anxmb&ave the two men questioned
and a polygraph examination administered. Hickooksented to take the test and so
did Smith, who told Kansas authorities, "I remarleedhe time, | said to Dick, I'll bet
whoever did this must be somebody that read abbat Wappened out here in Kansas.
A nut." The results of the test, to the dismay sp@y's sheriff as well as Alvin Dewey,
who does not believe in exceptional coincidencesrewdecisively negative. The
murderer of the Walker family remains unknown.

Sunday 31 January. Dick's dad here to visit D&&id hello when | saw him go
past [the cell door] but he kept going. Could benkger heard me. Understand from
Mrs. At [Meier] that Mrs. H [Hickock] didn't comedisause she felt too bad to. Snowing
like a bitch. Dreamed last night | was up in Alaskiéh Dad - woke up in a puddle of
cold urine!!!

Mr. Hickock spent three hours with his son. Aftard he walked through the
snow to the Garden City depot, a work-worn old nsopped and thinned-down by the
cancer that would kill him a few months hence. A¢ tstation, while waiting for a
homeward-bound train, he spoke to a reporter:€hd@irk uh-huh. We had a long talk.
And | can guarantee you it's not like people sayw@at's put in the papers. Those boys
didn't go to that house planning to do violence. iy didn't. He may have had some
bad sides, but he's nowhere near bad as that.ySmiie one. Dick told me he didn't
even know it when Smitty attacked the man [Mr. @t cut his throat. Dick wasn't
even in the same room. He only run in when he hdélaedh struggling. Dick was
carrying his shotgun, and how he described howtgnabk my shotgun and just blew
that man's head off," And he says, 'Dad, | ouglitaiee grabbed back the gun and shot



Smitty dead. Killed him ‘fore he killed the resttbft family. If I'd done it I'd be better
off than | am now.' | guess he would, too. Hovsjtthe way folks feel, he don't stand no
chance, They'll hang them both. And," he addedgdatand defeat glazing his eyes,
"having your boy hang, knowing he will, nothing wercan happen to a man."

Neither Perry Smith's father nor sister wrote lsintame to see him. Tex John
Smith was presumed to be prospecting for somewimerlaska - though lawmen,
despite great effort, been unable to locate hine Jikter had told investigators she was
afraid of her brother, and requested that theysele@ot let him know her present
address. (When informed of this, Smith smiled sligand said, "I wish she'd been in
that house that night. What a sweet scene!")

Except for the squirrel, except for the Meiers amdoccasional consultation
with his lawyer, Mr. Fleming, Perry was very mucloree. He missed Dick. Many
thoughts of Dick, he wrote one day in his maketdtidiry. Since their arrest they had
not been allowed to communicate, and that, freedsitle, was what he most desired -
to talk to Dick, be with him again. Dick was noetthard rock" he'd once thought him:
"pragmatic,”

"virile,"
"a real brass boy"; he'd proven himself to bettpreak and shallow,"

"a coward." Still, of everyone in all the worldhig was the person to whom he
was closest at that moment, for they at least wétbe same species, brothers in the
breed of Cain; separated from him, Perry felt tallmyself. Like somebody covered
with sores. Somebody only a big nut would have lEingtto do with. "But then one
mid-February morning Perry received a letter. Is\pastmarked Reading, Mass., and it
read: Dear Perry, | was sorry to hear about thebteoyou are in and | decided to write
and let you know that | remember you and would tikéelp you in any way that | can.
In case you don't remember my name, Don Cullivare, énclosed a picture taken at
about the time we met. When | first read about yothe news recently | was startled
and then | began to think back to those days whiemeiv you. While we were never
close personal friends | can remember you a loenst@arly than most fellows | met in
the Army. It must have been about the fall of 198ien you were assigned to the 761st
Engineer Light Equipment Company at Fort Lewis, Wiagton. You were short (I'm
not much taller), solidly built, dark with a heasigock of black hair and a grin on your
face almost all the time. Since you had lived iagka quite a few of the fellows used to
call you "Eskimo." One of my first recollections ydu was at a Company inspection in
which all the footlockers were open for inspecti@s.| recall it all the footlockers were
in order, even yours, except that the inside ca¥grour footlocker was plastered with
pictures of pin-up girls. The rest of us were syo&l were in for trouble. But the
inspecting officer took it in stride and when itsvall over and he let it pass | think we
all felt you were a nervy guy. | remember that yeere a fairly good pool player and |
can picture you quite clearly in the Company daymaat the pool table. You were one
of the best truck drivers in the outfit. Remembyex Army field problems we went out
on? On one trip that took place in the winter | eenber that we each were assigned to a
truck for the duration of the problem. In our oytfArmy trucks had no heaters and it



used to get pretty cold in those cabs. | remembarcutting a hole in the floor-boards
of your truck in order to let the heat from the imegcome into the cab. The reason |
remember this so well is the impression it madem@anbecause "mutilation” of Army
property was a crime for which you could get selyepeinished. Of course | was pretty
green in the Army and probably afraid to stretcé thles even a little bit, but | can
remember you grinning about it (and keeping warnhjlevl worried about it (and
froze). | recall that you bought a motorcycle, armfjuely remember you had some
trouble with it - chased by the police? - crackMpRatever it was, it was the first time |
realized the wild streak in you. Some of my reatltens may be wrong; this was over
eight years ago and | only knew you for a perioglbut eight months. From what |
remember, though, | got along with you very welblaather liked you. You always
seemed cheerful and cocky, you were good at yoaryAwork and | can't remember
that you did much griping. Of course you were appty quite wild but | never knew
too much about that. But now you are in real treubkry to imagine what you are like
now. What you think about. When first | read abga | was stunned. | really was. But
then | put the paper down and turned to somethsg 8ut the thought of you returned.
| wasn't satisfied, just to forget. | am, or trylde, fairly religious [Catholic]. | wasn't
always. | used to just drift along with little thght about the only important thing there
is. | never considered death or the possibilitadife hereafter. | was too much alive:
car, college, dating, etc. But my kid brother diddeukemia when he was just 17 years
old. He knew he was dying and afterwards | usesdldoder what he thought about. And
now | think of you, and wonder what you think abdutlidn't know what to say to my
brother in the last weeks before he died. But Mkméhat I'd say now. And this is why |
am writing you: because God made you as well aamdeHe loves you just as He loves
me, and for the little we know of God's will whaashhappened to you could have
happened to me.

Your friend, Don Cullivan.

The name meant nothing, but Perry at once recednithe face in the
photograph of a young soldier with crew-cut haid aound, very earnest eyes. He read
the letter many times; though he found the religiallusions unpersuasive ("I've tried
to believe, but | don't, | can't, and there's ne pietending”), he was thrilled by it. Here
was someone offering help, a sane and respectaiienno had once known and liked
him, a man who signed himself friend. Gratefully, great haste, he started a reply:
"Dear Don, Hell yes | remember Don Cullivan..."

Hickock's cell had no window; he faced a wide iclmr and the faces of other
cells. But he was not isolated, there were peopléalk to, a plentiful turnover of
drunkards, forgers, wife-beaters, and Mexican vatgraand Dick, with his light-hearted
"con-man" patter, his sex anecdotes and gamy jokes, popular with the inmates
(though there was one who had no use for him wieatexan old man who hissed at
him: "Killer! Killer!" and who once drenched him thia bucketful of dirty scrub water).

Outwardly, Hickock seemed to one and all an unilsuatroubled young man.
When he was not socializing or sleeping, he lahisrcot smoking or chewing gum and
reading sports magazines or paperback thrillereerCtie simply lay there whistling old
favorites ("You Must Have Been a Beautiful Baby,"



"Shuffle Off to Buffalo"), and staring at an unasted light bulb that burned day
and night in the ceiling of the cell. He hated liigat bulb's monotonous surveillance; it
disturbed his sleep and, more explicitly, endangjehe success of a private project -
escape. For the prisoner was not as unconcerneel aspeared to be, or as resigned; he
intended taking every step possible to avoid "a nd the Big Swing." Convinced that
such a ceremony would be the outcome of any tigartainly any trial held in the State
of Kansas - he had decided to "bust jail. Grabraaca raise dust." But first he must
have a weapon; and over a period of weeks he'd besng one: a "shiv," an
instrument very like an ice pick - something thaid fit with lethal niceness between
the shoulder-blades of Undersheriff Meier. The vegégp components, a piece of wood
and a length of hard wire, were originally part aftoilet brush he'd confiscated,
dismantled and hidden under his mattress. Lateighit,nwhen the only noises were
snores and coughs and the mournful whistle-wailin§sSanta Fe trains rumbling
through the darkened town, he honed the wire agaies cell's concrete floor. And
while he worked he schemed.

Once, the first winter after he had finished hsgimool, Hickock had hitchhiked
across Kansas and Colorado: "This was when | wasrig for a job. Well, | was riding
in a truck, and the driver, me and him got intatteelargument, no reason exactly, but
he beat up on me. Shoved me out. Just left me.thiégl the hell up in the Rockies. It
was sleeting like, and | walked miles, my nose dileg like fifteen pigs. Then | come to
a bunch of cabins on a wooded slope. Summer cadlinecked up and empty that time
of year. And | broke into one of them. There was\iiood and canned goods, even
some whiskey. | laid up there over a week, andag wne of the best times | ever knew.
Despite the fact my nose hurt so and my eyes wayengand yellow. And when the
snow stopped the sun came out. You never saw $ueh sike Mexico. If Mexico was
in a cold climate. | hunted through the other cal@nd found some smoked hams and a
radio and a rifle. It was great. Out all day witlyan. With the sun in my face. Boy, |
felt good. | felt like Tarzan. And every night ledbeans and fried ham and rolled up in a
blanket by the fire and fell asleep listening tosmwon the radio. Nobody came near the
place. | bet | could've stayed till spring." If tkecape succeeded, that was the course
Dick had determined upon - to head for the Colonabnintains, and find there a cabin
where he could hide until spring (alone, of couBexry's future did not concern him).
The prospect of so idyllic an interim added toittepired stealth with which he whetted
his wire, filed it to a Umber stiletto fineness.

Thursday 10 March. Sheriff had a, shake-out. Searthrough all the cells and found a
shiv tucked under D's mattress. Wonder what harhadnd (smile).

Not that Perry really considered it a smiling ragttfor Dick, flourishing a
dangerous weapon, could have played a decisiveirgdans he himself was forming.
As the weeks went by he had become familiar with tn Courthouse Square, its
habitués and their habits. The cats, for example:tivo thin gray toms who appeared
with every twilight and prowled the Square, stojgpio examine the cars parked around
its periphery - behavior puzzling to him until Mideier explained that the cats were
hunting for dead birds caught in the vehicles' eagjrilles. Thereafter it pained him to



watch their maneuvers: "Because most of my life lone what they're doing. The
equivalent.”

And there was one man of whom Perry had grownaisibe aware, a robust,
upright gentleman with hair like a gray-and-silskullcap; his face, filled out, firm-
jawed, was somewhat cantankerous in repose, thethmdown-curved, the eyes
downcast as though in mirthless reverie - a pictdrensparing sternness. And yet this
was at least a partially inaccurate impressionnfoaw and again the prisoner glimpsed
him as he paused to talk to other men, joke widnttand laugh, and then he seemed
carefree, jovial, generous: "The kind of person whight see the human side" - an
important attribute, for the man was Roland H. Tatelge of the 32nd Judicial District,
the jurist who would preside at the trial of theatBt of Kansas versus Smith and
Hickock. Tate, as Perry soon learned, was an aldaaresome name in western Kansas.
The judge was rich, he raised horses, he owned ianch and his wife was said to be
very beautiful. He was the father of two sons, thet younger had died, a tragedy that
greatly affected the parents and led them to adoptnall boy who had appeared in
court as an abandoned, homeless child. "He sowiftdhearted to me," Perry once said
to Mrs. Meier. "Maybe he'll give us a break."

But that was not what Perry really believed; hkelved what he'd written Don
Cullivan, with whom he now corresponded regulahig: crime was "unforgivable," and
he fully expected to "climb those thirteen stepddwever, he was not altogether
without hope, for he too had plotted an escapdejtended upon a pair of young men
that he had often observed observing him. One veakshaired, the other dark.
Sometimes, standing in the Square under the tratetdlnched the cell window, they
smiled and signaled to him - or so he imagined.hivgt was ever said, and always,
after perhaps a minute, they drifted away. Butghsoner had convinced himself that
the young men, possibly motivated by a desire éiweature, meant to help him escape.
Accordingly, he drew a map of the Square, indigatine points at which a "getaway
car" could most advantageously be stationed. Bantes map he wrote: | need a
Hacksaw Blade. Nothing else. But do you realize dbesequences if you get caught
(nod your head if you do)? It could mean a longtstr in prison. Or you might get
killed. All for someone you don't know. YOU BETTERHINK IT OVER!! Seriously!
Besides, how do | know | can trust you? How do dwrit isn't a trick to get me out
there and gun me down? What about Hickock? All grafpons must include him.

Perry kept this document on his desk, wadded eadyrto drop out the window
the next time the young men appeared. But theyrndide he never saw them again.
Eventually, he wondered if perhaps he had invettiech (a notion that he "might not
be normal, maybe insane" had troubled him " eveenvhwas little, and my sisters
laughed because | liked moonlight. To hide in thad®ws and watch the moon").
Phantoms or not, he ceased to think of the young. Maother method of escape,
suicide, replaced them in his musings; and ded#ipégailer's precautions (no mirror, no
belt or tie or shoelaces), he had devised a walptid. For he also was furnished with a
ceiling bulb that burned eternally, but, unlike kbck, he had in his cell a broom, and
by pressing the broom-brush against the bulb hddcaascrew it. One night he
dreamed that he'd unscrewed the bulb, brokendtwath the broken glass cut his wrists
and ankles. "l felt ill breath and light leaving fhle said, in a subsequent description



of his sensations. "The walls of the cell fell aw#ye sky came down, | saw the big
yellow bird."

Throughout his life - as a child, poor and meandated, as a foot-loose youth,
as an imprisoned man - the yellow bird, huge andopdaced, had soared across
Perry's dreams, an avenging angel who savagedéisies or, as now, rescued him in
moments of mortal danger: "She lifted me, | couddrbeen light as a mouse, we went
up, up, | could see the Square below, men runryalling, the sheriff shooting at us,
everybody sore as hell because | was free, | wagyfll was better than any of them"

The trial was scheduled to start on March 22, 196the weeks preceding that date the
defense attorneys frequently consulted the deféaaddhe advisability of requesting a
change of venue was discussed, but as the eldarlyFlming warned his client, "It
wouldn't matter where in Kansas the trial was h&8entiment's the same all over the
state. We're probably better off in Garden CityisTik a religious community. Eleven
thousand population and twenty-two churches. Andtrobthe ministers are opposed to
capital punishment, say it's immoral, unchristiaven the Reverend Cowan, the
Clutters' own minister and a close friend of thenifg, he's been preaching against the
death penalty in this very case. Re-member, altavehope is to save your lives. | think
we stand as good a chance here as anywhere."

Soon after the original arraignment of Smith anttkHck, their advocates
appeared before Judge Tate to argue a motion urgamgprehensive psychiatric
examinations for the accused. Specifically, thercovas asked to permit the state
hospital in Larned, Kansas, a mental institutionhwhnaximum-security facilities, to
take custody of the prisoners for the purpose oéaining whether either or both were
“insane, imbeciles or idiots, unable to comprehdémeir position and aid in their
defense."

Larned is a hundred miles east of Garden City;kéti&'s attorney, Harrison
Smith, informed the court that he had driven thaeeprevious day and conferred with
several of the hospital's staff, "We have no qiedif psychiatrists in our own
community. In fact, Larned is the only place witkimadius of two hundred and twenty-
five miles where you'll find such men - doctorsinieal to make serious psychiatric
evaluations. That takes time. Four to eight wedkst the personnel with whom |
discussed the matter said they were willing totstark at once; and, of course, being a
state institution it won't cost the county a nickel

This plan was opposed by the special assistardeputing attorney, Logan
Green, who, certain that "temporary insanity" whas tlefense his antagonists would
attempt to sustain in the forth-coming trial, fehthat the ultimate outcome of the
proposal would be, as he predicted in private csat®n, the appearance on the
witness stand of a "pack of head-healers” sympathtet the defendants ("Those
fellows, they're always crying over the killers.uge a thought for the victims"). Short,
pugnacious, a Kentuckian by birth, Green began byting out to the court that
Kansas' law, in regard to sanity, adheres to thialghten Rule, the ancient British



importation which contends that if the accused ktiesvnature of his act, and knew it
was wrong, then he is mentally competent and resplenfor his actions. Furthermore,
said, Green, there was nothing in the Kansas sttudicating that the physicians
chosen to determine a defendant's mental conditrarst be of any particular

qualification: "Just plain doctors. Medical doctamsgeneral practice. That's all the law
requires. We have sanity hearings in this countgrewear for the purpose of

committing people to the institution. We never cahlybody in from Larned or

psychiatric institutions of any kind. Our own logatysicians attend to the matter. It's
no great job to find whether a man is insane ordast or an imbecile... It is entirely

unnecessary, a waste of time to send the defenttahésned.”

In rebuttal, Counsel Smith suggested that theeptesituation was "far graver
than a simple sanity hearing in probate court. Twes are at stake. Whatever their
crime, these men are entitled to examination bysges of training and experience.
Psychiatry," he added, pleading with the judgeayditectly, "has matured rapidly in
the past twenty years. The Federal courts are begrio keep in tune with this science
as related to people charged with criminal offendegust seems to me we have a
golden opportunity to face up to the new concaptsis field."

It was an opportunity the judge preferred to regjéar as a fellow jurist once
remarked, "Tate is what you might call a law-boalwyer, he never experiments, he
goes strictly by the text"; but the same criticoadsid of him, "If | were innocent, he's
the first man I'd want on the bench; if | was gyithe last." Judge Tate did not entirely
deny the motion; rather, he did exactly all the lawmanded by appointing a
commission of three Garden City doctors and dingcthem to pronounce a verdict
upon the mental capacities of the prisoners. (la dourse the medical trio met the
accused and, after an hour or so of conversatjonyahg, announced that neither man
suffered from any mental disorder. When told ofirttiéagnosis, Perry Smith said,
"How would they know? They just wanted to be emtead. Hear all the morbid details
from the killer's own terrible lips. Oh, their eyegre shining." Hickock's attorney was
also angry; once more he traveled to Lamed Statpitid, where he appealed for the
unpaid services of a psychiatrist willing to go @arden City and interview the
defendants. The one man who volunteered, Dr. Wchdit Jones, was exceptionally
competent; not yet thirty, a sophisticated spestial criminal psychology and the
criminally insane who had worked and studied indper and the United States, he
agreed to examine Smith and Hickock, and, shoudfihdings warrant it, testify in
their behalf.)

On the morning of March 14 counsels for the defesgain stood before Judge
Tate, there on this occasion to plead for a postpmnt of the trial, which was then
eight days distant. Two reasons were given, tls¢ fas that a "most material witness,"
Hickock's father, was at present too ill to testiffhe second was a subtler matter.
During the past week a boldly lettered notice hagum to appear in the town's shop
windows, and in banks, restaurants, and at theoeall station; and it read: H. W.
CLUTTER ESTATE AUCTION SALE 21 MARCH 1960 AT THE GQIITER
HOMESTEAD. "Now," said Harrison Smith, addressirge tbench, "I realize it is
almost impossible to prove prejudice. But this sale auction of the victim's estate,
occurs one week from today - in other words, they \day before the trial begins.



Whether that's prejudicial to the defendants I'nt able to state. But these signs,
coupled with newspaper advertisements, and adeerésts on the radio, will be a

constant reminder to every citizen in the commyréiymong whom one hundred and
fifty have been called as prospective jurors.” &udigte was not impressed. He denied
the motion without comment.

Earlier in the year Mr. Clutter's Japanese neighblideo Ashida, had auctioned his
farming equipment and moved to Nebraska. The Askae, which was considered a
success, attracted not quite a hundred customéghtl$y more than five thousand
people attended the Clutter auction. Holcomb'z ety expected an unusual turnout -
the Ladies' Circle of the Holcomb Community Chuhad converted one of the Clutter
barns into a cafeteria stocked with two hundred émade pies, two hundred and fifty
pounds of hamburger meat, and sixty pounds ofdlieEm - but no one was prepared
for the largest auction crowd in the history of tees Kansas. Cars converged on
Holcomb from half the counties in the state, ammimfrOklahoma, Colorado, Texas,
Nebraska. They came bumper to bumper down theldauing to River Valley Farm. It
was the first time the public had been permittedvitat the Clutter place since the
discovery of the murders, a circumstance which a&rpd the presence of perhaps a
third of the immense congregation - those who laadecout of curiosity. And of course
the weather was an aid to attendance, for by mid:Mavinter's high snows have
dissolved, and the earth beneath, thoroughly thatvasl emerged as acre upon acre of
ankle-deep mud; there is not much a farmer canntibthe ground hardens. "Land's so
wet and nasty," said Mrs. Bill Ramsey, the wifeaofarmer. "Can't work no how. We
figured we might as well drive on out to the salactually, it was a beautiful day.
Spring. Though mud abounded underfoot, the sulgrspshrouded by snow and cloud,
seemed an object freshly made, and the trees CMtter's orchard of pear and apple
trees, the elms shading the lane - were lightlledein a haze of virginal green. The fine
lawn surrounding the Clutter house was also newbey, and trespassers upon it,
women anxious to have a closer look at the uniriedlliome, crept across the grass and
peered through the windows as though hopeful barfieof discerning, in the gloom
beyond the pleasant flower-print curtains, grimaons.

Shouting, the auctioneer praised his wares -dractrucks, wheelbarrows, nalil
kegs and sledgehammers and unused lumber, milkelsjckranding irons, horses,
horseshoes, everything needed to run a ranch fopeand harness to sheep dip and tin
washtubs - it was the prospect of buying this mandmrse at bargain prices that had
lured most of the crowd. But the hands of biddéickdéred shyly - work-roughened
hands timid of parting with hard-earned cash; y#himg went unsold, there was even
someone keen to acquire a bunch of rusty keysaayauthful cowboy sporting pale-
yellow boots bought Kenyon Clutter's "coyote waddhe dilapidated vehicle the dead
boy had used to harass coyotes, chase them on itnaghts.

The stagehands, the men who hauled the smallersiten and off the
auctioneer's podium, were Paul Helm, Vie Irsik, &ffded Stoecklein, each of them an
old, still-faithful employee of the late Herbert @lutter. Assisting at the disposal of his
possessions was their final service, for today thag last day at River Valley Farm;



the property had been leased to an Oklahoma raneher hence forward strangers
would live and work there. As the auction progressad Mr. Clutter's worldly domain

dwindled, gradually vanished, Paul Helm, rememigetine burial of the murdered

family, said, "It's like a second funeral."

The last thing to go was the contents of the to@s corral, mostly horses,
including Nancy's horse, big, fat Babe, who was Imbeyond her prime. It was late
afternoon, school was out, and several schoolmafedlancy's were among the
spectators when bidding on the horse began; SughmeK was there. Sue, who had
adopted another of Nancy's orphaned pets, a cshedishe could give Babe a home,
for she loved the old horse and knew how much Ndwackloved her. The two girls had
often gone riding together aboard Babe's wide bjagged through the wheat fields on
hot summer evenings down to the river and intovtheer, the mare wading against the
current until, as Sue once described it, "the tlofees were cool as fish." But Sue had
no place to keep a horse.

"l hear fifty... sixty-five... seventy...": thedding was laggardly, nobody seemed
really to want Babe, and the man who got her, andaiie farmer who said he might
use her for plowing, paid seventy-five dollars. As led her out of the corral, Sue
Kidwell ran forward; she raised her hand as thotmlwave goodbye, but instead
clasped it over her mouth.

The Garden City Telegram, on the eve of the tr&ést, printed the following editorial:
"Some may think the eyes of the entire nation ar&arden City during this sensational
murder trial. But they are not. Even a hundred snileest of here in Colorado few
persons are even acquainted with the case - dthrrjist remembering some members
of a prominent family were slain. This is a sad coentary on the state of crime in our
nation. Since the four members of the Clutter famiere killed last fall, several other
such multiple murders have occurred in variousspaiithe country. Just during the few
days leading up to this trial at least three massdar cases broke into the headlines. As
a result, this crime and trial are just one of mangh cases people have read about and
forgotten...."

Although the eyes of the nation were not upon thée demeanor of the event's
main participants, from the court recorder to tidge himself, was markedly self-aware
on the morning of the court's first convening. #lur of the lawyers sported new suits;
the new shoes of the big-footed county attornewlerd and squealed with every step.
Hickock, too, was sharply dressed in clothes predithy his parents: trim blue-serge
trousers, a white shirt, a narrow dark-blue tiely(Perry Smith, who owned neither
jacket nor tie, seemed sartorially misplaced. Wepdan open-necked shirt (borrowed
from Mr. Meier) and blue jeans rolled up at the fsuthe looked as lonely and
inappropriate as a seagull in a wheat field.

The courtroom, an unpretentious chamber situatedhe third floor of the
Finney County Courthouse, has dull white walls &mehishings of darkly varnished
wood. The spectator benches can seat perhaps ordreduand sixty persons. On



Tuesday morning, March 22, the benches were ocdugxelusively by the all-male
venire of Finney County residents from which a jugs to be selected. Not many of
the summoned citizenry seemed anxious to serve fotential juror, in conversation
with another, said, "They can't use me. | can't ezl enough.” To which his friend,
after a bit of sly reflection, replied, "Come tadrtk of it, my hearing's not too good
either"), and it was generally thought that theasing of the jury would take several
days. As it turned out, the process was compleiddmfour hours; moreover, the jury,
including two alternative members, was extracteunfithe first forty-four candidates.
Seven were rejected on pre-emptory challenge bygéfense, and three were excused at
the request of the prosecution; another twenty w@missal either because they
opposed capital punishment or because they adnidtédving already formed a firm
opinion regarding the guilt of the defendants.

The fourteen men ultimately elected consisted alf la dozen farmers, a
pharmacist, a nursery manager, an airport emplogesell driller, two salesmen, a
machinist, and the manager of Ray's Bowling AllElgey were all family men (several
had five children or more), and were seriouslyliatid with one or another of the local
churches. During the voir dire examination, fourtieém told the court that they had
been personally, though not intimately, acquainigth Mr. Clutter; but upon further
questioning, each said he did not feel this cirdamse would hinder his ability to reach
an impartial verdict. The airport employee, a meddged man named N. L. Dunnan,
said, when asked his opinion of capital punishmé&dtdinarily I'm against it. But in
this case, no" - a declaration which, to some wardh it, seemed clearly indicative of
prejudice. Dunnan was nevertheless accepted asra ju

The defendants were inattentive observers of thie dire proceedings. The
previous day, Dr. Jones, the psychiatrist who haldinteered to examine them, had
interviewed them separately for approximately tvowiis: at the end of the interviews,
he had suggested that they each write for him &wbaagraphical statement, and it was
the act of composing these statements that occup&dccused throughout the hours
spent assembling a jury. Seated at opposite endwedf counsels' table, Hickock
worked with a pen and Smith with a pencil.

Smith wrote: | was born Perry Edward Smith Oct 1828 in Huntington, Elko
County, Nevada, which is situated way out in therbdocks, so to speak. | recall that
in 1929 our family had ventured to Juneau, Alaskany family were my brother Tex
Jr. (he later changed his name to James becatise wélicule of the name "Tex" & also
| believe he hated my father in his early years/-mother's doing). My sister Fern (She
also changed her name - to Joy). My sister Barl@amd. myself. In Juneau, my father
was making bootleg hooch. | believe it was durihgs tperiod my mother became
acquainted with alcohol. Mom & Dad began havingrgglal remember my mother was
"entertaining” some sailors while my father was ayw&/hen he came home a fight
ensued, and my father, after a violent strugglewtthe sailors out & proceeded to beat
my mother. | was frightfully scared, in fact all asildren were terrified. Crying. | was
scared because | thought my father was going tbrhar also because he was beating
my mother. | really didn't understand why he waatiog her but | felt she must have
done something dreadfully wrong. . . . The nexaghi can vaguely recall is living in
Fort Bragg, Calif. My brother had been presente®.aB. gun. He had shot a



hummingbird, and after he had shot it he was sdragked him to let me shoot the B.
B. gun. He pushed me away, telling me | was toollsitanade me so mad | started to
cry. After | finished crying, my anger mounted agaand during the evening when the
B. B. gun was behind the chair my brother wasngjtin, | grabbed it & held it to my
brother's ear & hollered BANG! My father (or mothbeat me and made me apologize.
My brother used to shoot at a big white horse mddg a neighbor who went by our
place on his way to town. The neighbor caught ngthar and | hiding in the bushes
and took us to Dad & we got a beating & brother hsdB. B. gun taken away & | was
glad he had hit gun taken away!... This is about e#member when we lived in Fort
Bragg (Oh! We kids used to jump from a hay-loft/dweg an umbrella, onto a pile of
hay on the ground).... My next recollection is salgears later when we were living in
Calif.? Nevada? | recall a very odious episode betwmy mother and a Negro. We
children slept on a porch in the summertime. Onewfbeds was directly under my
mother and father's room. Everyone of us kids h&dr a good look through the partly
open curtain and seen what was going on. Dad had ki Negro(Sam) to do odd jobs
around the farm, or ranch, while he was working satrere down the road. He used to
come home late in the evening in his Model A truatto not recall the chain of events
but assumed Dad had known or suspected what waehi@g. It ended in a separation
between Mom & Dad & Mom took us kids to San FraoeisShe run off with Dad's
truck & all of the many souvenirs he brought frortagka. | believe this was in 1935
(?).... In Frisco | was continuously in troubléndd started to run around with a gang, all
of which were older than myself. My mother was afsvdrunk, never in a fit condition
to properly provide and care for us. | run as Bewild as a coyote. Their was no rule
or discipline, or anyone to show me right from wgdrcame & went as | pleased - until
my first encounter with Trouble. | was in & out Detention Homes many times for
running away from home & stealing. | remember otexze | was sent to. | had weak
kidneys & wet the bed every night. This was veryniliating to me, but | couldn't
control myself. | was very severely beaten by tb#age mistress, who had called me
names and made fun of me in front of all the b&ys used to come around at all hours
of the night to see if | wet the bed. She wouldwhiback the covers & furiously beat
me with a large black leather belt - pull me outbefd by my hair & drag me to the
bathroom & throw me in the tub & turn the cold wabe & tell me to wash myself and
the sheets. Every night was a nightmare. Laterhentlsought it was very funny to put
some ointment on my penis. This was almost unbé&aréiburned something terrible.
She was later discharged from her job. But thissne@hanged my mind about her &
what | could have done to her & all the people wiaxdle fun of me.

Then, because Dr. Jones had told him he must tle/estatement that very
afternoon, Smith skipped forward to early adoleseeand the years he and his father
had lived together, the two of them wandering alerothe West and Far West,
prospecting, trapping, doing odd jobs: | loved rathér but there were times when this
love and affection | had for him drained from myahdike wasted water. Whenever he
would not try to understand my problems. Give migtke consideration & voice &
responsibility. | had to get away from him. Whewas sixteen | joined the Merchant
Marine. In 1948 | joined the army - the recruitioificer gave me a break and upped my
test. From this time on | started to realize th@antance of an education. This only
added to the hatred and bitterness | held for stHdsegan to get into fights. | threw a
Japanese policeman off a bridge into the watelad wourt-martialed for demolishing a



Japanese cafe. | was court-martialed again in Kydapan, for stealing a Japanese
taxicab. | was in the army almost four years. | maany violent outbursts of anger
while | served time in Japan & Korea. | was in Ko months, was rotated and sent
back to the states - and was given special redogrés being the first Korean Vet to
come back to the territory of Alaska. Big write ygicture in paper, paid trip to Alaska
by air, all the trimmings.... | finished my armyrgee in Ft. Lewis, Washington.

Smith's pencil sped almost indecipherably as heidti toward more recent
history: the motorcycle accident that had cripphaoh, the burglary in Phillipsburg,
Kansas, that had led to his first prison sentencéwas sentenced to 5 to 10 years for
grand larceny, burglary and jailbreak. | felt | waexy unjustly dealt with. | became
very bitter while | was in prison. Upon my reledsgas supposed to go to Alaska with
my father - | didn't go - | worked for a while ineMada and Idaho - went to Las Vegas
and continued to Kansas where got into the sitndtmo in now. No time for more.

He signed his name, and added a postscript: "Wiikddo speak to you again.
There's much | haven't said that may interest yduave always felt a remarkable
exhilaration being among people with a purpose sanbke of dedication to carry out
that purpose. | felt this about you in your pregehc

Hickock did not write with his companion's intesiHe often stopped to listen
to the questioning of a prospective juror, or tarstat the faces around him -
particularly, and with plain displeasure, the muactace of the county attorney, Duane
Wen, who was his own age, twenty-eight. But hisesteent, written in a stylized script
that looked like slanting rain, was finished beftive court adjourned for the day: | will
try to tell you all | can about myself, though mo$tmy early life is vague to me - up
until about my tenth birthday. My school years wguoite the same as most other boy
my own age. | had my share of fights, girls, arfteothings that go with a growing boy.
My home life was also normal, but as | told youdvef | was hardly ever allowed to
leave my yard and visit with playmates. My fathexsvalways strict about us boys [his
brother and him] in that line. Also | had to hely nad quite a lot around the house.... |
can only remember my mother and dad having onam@gtithat amounted to anything.
What it was about, | don't know.... My dad bough anbicycle once, and | believe that
| was the proudest boy in town. It was a girl'sebénd he changed it over to a boy's. He
painted it all up and it looked like new. But | hadbot of toys when | was little, a lot for
the financial condition that my folks were in. Weene always what you would call
semi-poor. Never down and out, but several timetherverge of it. My dad was a hard
worker and did his best to provide for us. My mothiso was always a hard worker.
Her house was always neat, and we had clean clafflesty. | remember my dad used
to wear those old fashioned flat crown caps, anditvedd make me wear them too, and
| didn't like them.... In high-school | did real lyenade above average grades the first
year or two. But then started falling off a littlehad a girl friend. She was a nice girl,
and | never once tried to touch her anyway but kissing. It was a real clean
courtship.... While in school | participated in #ie sports, and received 9 letters in all.
Basketball, football, track and baseball. My seyear was best. | never had any steady
girl, just played the field. That was when | had firgt relationship with a girl. Of
course | told the boys that I'd had a lot of girld.got offers from two colleges to play
ball, but never attended any of them. After | getéd from school | went to work for



the Santa Fe railroad, and stayed until the folhgwivinter when | got laid off. The
following spring | got a job with the Roark Motoro@pany. | had been working there
about four months when | had an automobile wredk w&icompany car. | was in the
hospital several days with extensive head injuli¢kile | was in the condition | was in

| couldn't find another job, so | was unemployedsinaf the winter. Meantime, | had
met a girl and fallen in love. Her dad was a Baieacher and resented me going with
her. In July we were married. All hell broke lodsem her dad until he learned she was
pregnant. But still he never wished me good luc#t Hrat has always gone against the
grain. After we were married, | worked at a senstation near Kansas City. | worked
from 8 at night till 8 in the morning. Sometimes mife stayed with me all night - she
was afraid | couldn't keep awake, so she camelforhe. Then | got an offer to work at
Perry Pontiac, which | gladly accepted. It was veaisfactory, though | didn't make a
lot of money - $75 a week. | got along good witke tither men, and was well liked by
my boss. | worked there five years.... During myptayment there was the beginning
of some of the lowest things | have ever done.

Here Hickock revealed his pedophiliac tendences] after describing several
sample experiences, wrote: | know it is wrong. Buthe time | never give any thought
to whether it is right or wrong. The same with Bten It seems to be an impulse. One
thing | never told you about the Clutter deal is tfBefore | ever went to their house |
knew there would be a girl there. | think the me#ason | went there was not to rob
them but to rape the girl. Because | thought aalmdut it. That is one reason why |
never wanted to turn back when we started to. Eveen | saw there was no safe. | did
make some advances toward the Clutter girl whead thiere. But Perry never gave me
a chance. | hope no one finds this out but you,tes/en't even told my lawyer. There
were other things | should have told you, but Ifnaid of my people finding them out.
Because | am more ashamed of them (these thing$) ltlthn hanging.... | have had
sickness. | think caused from the car wreck | I8lls of passing out, and sometimes |
would hemorrhage at the nose and left ear. | had ainsome people's house by the
name of Crist - they live south of my parents. Noig ago | had a piece of glass work
out of my head. It came out the corner of my eyg.ddd helped me to get it out.... |
figure | should tell you the things that led to mhyorce, and things that caused me to
go to prison. It started the early part of 1957. Mfe and | were living in an apartment
in Kansas City. | had quit my job at the auto-melmbmpany, and went into the garage
business for myself. | was renting the garage feomoman who had a daughter-in-law
named Margaret. | met this girl one day while | vaasvork, and we went to have a cup
of coffee. Her husband was away in the Marine Coffssmake a long story short, |
started going out with her. My wife sued for diverd began thinking | never really
loved my wife. Because if | had, | wouldn't havendall the things I'd done. So | never
fought the divorce. | started drinking, and wasndtréior almost a month. | neglected my
business, spent more money than | earned, wrotelwcks, and in the end became a
thief. For this last | was sent to the penitentiaryMy lawyer said | should be truthful
with you as you can help me. And | need help, askrmow.

The next day, Wednesday, was the proper starteotrihl; it was also the first time
ordinary spectators were admitted into the courtroan area too small to accommodate



more than a modest percentage of those who apati¢kde door. The best seats had
been reserved for twenty members of the press,fanduch special personages as
Hickock's parents and Donald Cullivan (who, atrésguest of Perry Smith's lawyer, had
traveled from Massachusetts to appear as a chamaitteess in behalf of his former
Army friend). It had been rumored that the two suing Clutter daughters would be
present; they were not, nor did they attend anyagibent session. The family was
represented by Mr. Clutter's younger brother, Artiaho had driven a hundred miles to
be there. He told newsmen: "l just want to get @dgook at them [Smith and Hickock].

| just want to see what kind of animals they afee Way | feel, | could tear them apart.”
He took a seat directly behind the defendants, fesedi them with a gaze of unique
persistence, as though he planned to paint theirgits from memory. Presently, and it
was as if Arthur Clutter had willed him to do iy Smith turned and looked at him -
and recognized a face very like the face of the hmaad killed: the same mild eyes,
narrow lips, firm chin. Perry, who was chewing gwstgpped chewing; he lowered his
eyes, a minute elapsed, then slowly his jaws begamove again. Except for this
moment, Smith, and Hickock too, affected a courtratitude that was simultaneously
uninterested and disinterested; they chewed gumtamped their feet with languid
impatience as the state summoned its first witness.

Nancy Ewalt. And after Nancy, Susan Kidwell. Theugg girls described what
they saw upon entering the Clutter house on Suridayember 15: the quiet rooms, an
empty purse on a kitchen floor, sunshine in a bemroand their schoolmate, Nancy
Clutter, surrounded by her own blood. The defenawed cross-examination, a policy
they pursued with the next three witnesses (Naneglts father, Clarence, and Sheriff
Earl Robinson, and the county coroner, Dr. Roberttén), each of whom added to the
narrative of events that sunny November morning: discovery, finally, of all four
victims, and accounts of how they looked, and, fidmFenton, a clinical diagnosis of
why - "Severe traumas to brain and vital cranialcttres inflicted by a shotgun.”

Then Richard G. Rohleder took the stand.

Rohleder is Chief Investigator of the Garden Elgtice Department. His hobby
is photography, and he is good at it. It was Rodledho took the pictures that, when
developed, revealed Hickock's dusty footprintsha Clutter cellar, prints the camera
could discern, though not the human eye. And it Wwaswho had photographed the
corpses, those death-scene images Alvin Dewey batinaously pondered while the
murders were still unsolved. The point of Rohlexlggstimony was to establish the fact
of his having made these pictures, which the puasat proposed to put into evidence.
But Hickock's attorney objected: "The sole reasmngictures are being introduced is to
prejudice and inflame the minds of the jurors."gidate overruled the objection and
allowed the photographs into evidence, which méat must be shown to the jury.

While this was being done, Hickock's father, adsireg a journalist seated near
him, said, "The judge up there! | never seen a swaprejudiced. Just no sense having a
trial. Not with him in charge. Why, that man wapallbearer at the funeral!" (Actually,
Tate was but slightly acquainted with the victimsd was not present at their funeral in
any capacity.) But Mr. Hickock's was the only voiesed in an exceedingly silent
courtroom. Altogether, there were seventeen prans, as they were passed from hand



to hand, the jurors' expressions reflected the angiee pictures made: one man's cheeks
reddened, as if he had been slapped, and a feer, tii¢ first distressing glance,
obviously had no heart for the task; it was as ¢fmothe photographs had pried open
their mind's eye, and forced them to at last resdlg the true and pitiful thing that had
happened to a neighbor and his wife and childiteamiazed them, it made them angry,
and several of them - the pharmacist, the manaigdreobowling alley - stared at the
defendants with total contempt.

The elder Mr. Hickock, wearily wagging his headaim and again murmured,
"No sense. Just no sense having a trial."

As the day's final witness, the prosecution hamnised to pro-duce a "mystery
man." It was the man who had supplied the inforamathat led to the arrest of the
accused: Floyd Wells, Hickock's former cellmate.cBese he was still serving a
sentence at Kansas State Penitentiary, and therefas in danger of retaliation from
other inmates, Wells had never been publicly idiexatias the informer. Now, in order
that he might safely testify at the trial, he haet removed from the prison and lodged
in a small jail in an adjacent county. Neverthel&¥glls' passage across the courtroom
toward the witness stand was oddly stealthy - asgh he expected to encounter an
assassin along the way - and, as he walked pakbt¢kic Hickock's lips writhed as he
whispered a few atrocious words. Wells pretendedanotice; but like a horse that has
heard the hum of a rattlesnake, he shied away fitmenbetrayed man's venomous
vicinity. Taking the stand, he stared straight ahem somewhat chinless little farm
boyish fellow wearing a very decent dark-blue switich the State of Kansas had
bought for the occasion - the state being concethatl its most important witness
should look respectable, and consequently trushyort

Wells' testimony, perfected by pre-trial rehearsals as tidy as his appearance.
Encouraged by the sympathetic promptings of Logese@, the witness acknowledged
that he had once, for approximately a year, worksca hired hand at River Valley
Farm; he went on to say that some ten years l&#owing his conviction on a
burglary charge, he had become friendly with anmoihgrisoned burglar, Richard
Hickock, and had described to him the Clutter famd family.

"Now," Green asked, "during your conversationshwiMr. Hickock what was
said about Mr. Clutter by either of you?"

"Well, we talked quite a bit about Mr. Clutter.dkock said he was about to be
paroled, and he was going to go West looking flabehe might stop to see Mr. Clutter
to get a job. | was telling him how wealthy Mr. @kr was."

"Did that seem to interest Mr. Hickock?"

"Well, he wanted to know if Mr. Clutter had a saf®eund there."

"Mr. Wells, did you think at the time there wasade in the Clutter house?"



"Well, it has been so long since | worked out ¢hérthought there was a safe. |
knew there was a cabinet of some kind. . . . The tieng | knew he [Hickock] was
talking about robbing Mr. Clutter."

"Did he tell you anything about how he was goiogommit the robbery?"
"He told me if he done anything like that he watideave no witnesses."
"Did he actually say what he was going to do & withesses?"

"Yes. He told me he would probably tie them up #reh rob them and then kill
them."

Having established premeditation of great degB¥egen left the witness to the
ministrations of the defense. Old Mr. Fleming. assic country lawyer more happily at
home with land deeds than ill deeds, opened theseegamination. The intent of his
qgueries as he soon established, was to introducibgect the prosecution had
emphatically avoided: the question of Wells' owterm the murder plot, and his own
moral liability.

"You didn't," Fleming said, hastening to the hedrthe matter, "say anything at
all to Mr. Hickock to discourage him from comingtdwere to rob and kill the Clutter
family?"

"No. Anybody tells you anything about that up thef Kansas State
Penitentiary], you don't pay any attention to itdese you think they are just talking

anyway."

"You mean you talked that way and didn't mean laing® Didn't you mean to
convey to him [Hickock] the idea that Mr. Clutteacha safe? You wanted Mr. Hickock
to believe that, did you not?'

In his quiet way, Fleming was giving the witnessoagh time Wells plucked at
his tie, as though the knot was suddenly too tight.

"And you meant for Mr. Hickock to believe that MZlutter had a lot of money,
didn't you?"

"l told him Mr. Clutter had a lot of money, yes."

Fleming once more elicited an account of how Hatkdad fully informed
Wells of his violent plans for the Clutter familyhen, as though veiled in a private
grief, the lawyer wistfully said, "And even aftdl @f that you did nothing to discourage

him?"

"I didn't believe he'd do it."



"You didn't believe him. Then why, when you heabout the thing that
happened out here, why did you think he was thetlatewas guilty?"

Wells cockily replied, "Because it was done juke Ihe said he was going to
do!"

Harrison Smith, the younger half of the defensenetook charge. Assuming an
aggressive, sneering manner that seemed forcergdtly he is a mild and lenient man,
Smith asked the witness if he had a nickname.

"No. | just go by 'Floyd."™

The lawyer snorted. "Don't they call you 'Squéatew? Or do they call you
'Snitch"?"

"l just go by 'Floyd," " Wells repeated, rathengdog.
"How many times have you been in jail?"

"About three times."

"Some of those times for lying, were they?"

Denying it, the witness said that once he'd gengit for driving without an
operator's license, that burglary was the reasorhif second incarceration, and the
third, a ninety-day hitch in an Army stockade, heen the outcome of something that
happened while he was a soldier: "We was on a ti@nguard. We got a little
intoxicated on the train, done a little extra shagpat some windows and lights."

Everyone laughed; everyone except the defendatit&dqck spat on the floor)
and Harrison Smith, who now asked Wells why, dftarning of the Holcomb tragedy,
he had tarried several weeks before telling thbatites what he knew. "Weren't you,"
he said, "waiting for something to come out? Malke a reward?"

"No."
"You didn't hear anything about a reward?" Theylamwas referring to the

reward of one thousand dollars that had been afféxe the Hutchinson News, for
information resulting in the arrest and convictairthe Clutter murderers.

"l seen it in the paper."”
"That was before you went to the authorities, was?' And when the witness
admitted that this was true, Smith triumphantly tcmred by asking, "What kind of

immunity did the county attorney offer you for cagiup here today and testifying?"

But Logan Green protested: "We object to the fofrthe question, Your Honor.
There's been no testimony about immunity to anybodlize objection was sustained,



and the witness dismissed; as he left the starekddk announced to everyone within
earshot, "Sonofabitch. Anybody ought to hang, héang. Look at him. Gonna walk
out of here and get that money and go scot-free."

This prediction proved correct, for not long aftard Wells collected both the
reward and a parole. But his good fortune was dhat. He was soon in trouble again,
and, over the years, experienced many vicissitudéspresent he is a resident of
Mississippi State Prison in Parchman, Mississipyghere he is serving a thirty-year
sentence for armed robbery.

By Friday, when the court recessed for the week#ral state had completed its case,
which included the appearance of four Special Agi@hthe Bureau of Investigation in
Washington, D. C. These men, laboratory techniciki$ed in various categories of
scientific crime detection, had studied the physesadence connecting the accused to
the murders (blood samples, footprints, cartridigells, rope and tape), and each of
them certified the validity of the exhibits. Finglithe four K. B. |. agents provided
accounts of interviews with the prisoners, andhaf tonfessions eventually made by
them. In cross-examining the K. B. I. personneg tlefense attorneys, a beleaguered
pair, argued that the admissions of guilt had be#ained by improper means - brutal
interrogation in sweltering, brightly lighted, ckidike rooms. The allegation, which
was untrue, irritated the detectives into expougdiary convincing denials. (Later, in
reply to a reporter who asked him why he had doghisdartificial scent at such length,
Hickock's lawyer snapped. "What am | supposed ® Idell, I'm playing without any
cards. But | can't just sit here like a dummy. B to sound off once in a while")'

The prosecution's most damaging witness provededoAlvin Dewey; his
testimony, the first public rendering of the evedésailed in Perry Smith's confession,
earned large headlines (UNVEIL MUTE MURDER HORROROLD, CHILLING
FACTS TOLD), and shocked his listeners - none nsaréhan Richard Hickock, who
came to a startled and chagrined attention whetimercourse of Dewey's commentary,
the agent said, "There is one incident Smith rdlai® me that | haven't as yet
mentioned. And that was that after the Clutter famias tied up, Hickock said to him
how well built he thought Nancy Clutter was, andtthe was going to rape her. Smith
said he told Hickock there wasn't going to be aimgthike that go on. Smith told me he
had no respect for anyone who couldn't controlrteexual desires, and that he would
have fought Hickock before allowing him to rape @letter girl. "Heretofore, Hickock
had not known that his partner had informed patitéhe proposed assault; nor was he
aware that, in a friendlier spirit, Perry had atérmhis original story to claim that he
alone had shot the four victims - a fact revealgdbwey as he neared the end of his
testimony: "Perry Smith told me he wished to chatwgethings in the statement he had
given us. He said everything else in that statemerst true and correct. Except these
two things. And that was that he wanted to sayiledkMrs. Clutter and Nancy Clutter
- not Hickock. He told me that Hickock... didn'tmtdo die with his mother thinking he
had killed any members of the Clutter family. And &aid the Hickocks were good
people. So why not have it that way."



Hearing this, Mrs. Hickock wept. Throughout thialtshe had sat quietly beside
her husband, her hands worrying a rumpled handledrchs often as she could she
caught her son's eye, nodded at him and simulatethie which, though flimsily
constructed, affirmed her loyalty. But clearly twveman's control was exhausted; she
began to cry. A few spectators glanced at her,ghadced away, embarrassed; the rest
seemed oblivious of the raw dirge counter poinfiyvey's continuing recitation; even
her husband, perhaps because he believed it unrnmatdie notice, remained aloof. At
last a woman reporter, the only one present, lesl Mickock out of the courtroom and
into the privacy of a ladies' room.

Once her anguish had subsided, Mrs. Hickock espobs need to confide.
"There's nobody much | can talk to," she told hempanion. "I don't mean people
haven't been kind, neighbors and all. And strandecs- strangers have wrote letters to
say they know how hard it must be and how sorry #re. Nobody's said a mean word,
either to Walter or me. Not even here, where yoghtnexpect it. Everybody here has
gone out of their way to be friendly. The waitres®r at the place where we take our
meals, she puts ice cream on the pie and don'geHar it. | tell her don't, | can't eat it.
Used to be | could eat anything didn't eat me.fBsit she puts it on. To be nice. Sheila,
that's her, she says it's not our fault what hapgeBut it seems to me like people are
looking at me and thinking, Well, she must be taniké somehow. The way | raised
Dick. Maybe | did do something wrong. Only | dokftow what it could have been; |
get headaches trying to remember. We're plain pegpbt country people, getting
along the same as everybody else. We had sometigoes, at our house. | taught Dick
the foxtrot. Dancing, | was always crazy abouititvas my whole life when | was a
girl; and there was a boy, gosh, he could dana Gkristmas - we won a silver cup
waltzing together. For a long time we planned ta away and go on the stage.
Vaudeville. It was just a dream. Children dreamidg.left town, and one day | married
Walter, and Walter Hickock couldn't do step one. $tad if | wanted a hoofer |
should've married a horse. Nobody ever danced mvéragain until | learned Dick, and
he didn't take to it exactly, but he was sweetkas the best-natured little kid."

Mrs. Hickock removed the spectacles she was wgapaolished the smeared
lenses and resettled them on her pudgy, agreeatse 'fThere's lots more to Dick than
what you hear back there in the courtroom. The &#yabbering how terrible he is -
no good at all. I can't make any excuses for whkaditl, his part in it. I'm not forgetting
that family; | pray for them every night. But | gréor Dick, too. And this boy Perry. It
was wrong of me to hate him; I've got nothing bity for him now. And you know - |
believe Mrs. Clutter would feel pity, too. Beingetkind of woman they say she was."

Court had adjourned; the noises of the departindiemce clattered in the
corridor beyond the lavatory door. Mrs. Hickock dsahe must go and meet her
husband. "He's dying. | don't think he minds anyeio

Many observers of the trial scene were baffled ey visitor from Boston, Donald
Cullivan. They could not quite understand why thiigid young Catholic, a successful
engineer who had taken his degree at Harvard, damdsand the father of three



children, should choose to befriend an uneducaieaicidal half-breed whom he knew
but slightly and had not seen for nine years. €aili himself said, "My wife doesn't
understand it either. Coming out here was somethwguldn't afford to do - it meant
using a week of my vacation, and money we reallydnir other things. On the other
hand, it was something | couldn't afford not to Berry's lawyer wrote me asking if |
would be a character witness; the moment | readetter | knew | had to do it. Because
I'd offered this man my friendship. And becauseellw believe in the life everlasting.
All souls can be saved for God."

The salvation of a soul, namely Perry Smith's, \@asenterprise the deeply
Catholic undersheriff and his wife were eager wisds although Mrs. Meier had been
rebuffed by Perry when she had suggested a cotisaoltaith Father Goubeaux, a local
priest. (Perry said, "Priests and nuns have haddhance with me. I'm still wearing the
scars to prove it.") And so, during the weekendess¢the Meiers invited Cullivan to
eat Sunday dinner with the prisoner in his cell.

The opportunity to entertain his friend, play hastit were, delighted Perry, and
the planning of the menu - wild goose, stuffed apaisted, with gravy and creamed
potatoes and string beans, aspic salad, hot sscaild milk, freshly baked cherry tarts,
cheese, and coffee - seemed to concern him monettileaoutcome of the trial (which,
to be sure, he did not consider a suspenseful métteose prairiebillys, they'll vote to
hang fast as pigs eat slop. Look at their eyddd’ldamned if I'm the only killer in the
courtroom™). All Sunday morning he prepared to reedis guest. The day was warm,
a little windy, and leaf shadows, supple emanatioos the tree boughs that brushed
the cell's barred window, tantalized Perry's tasguirrel. Big Red chased the swaying
patterns while his master swept and dusted, scdutht@efloor and scoured the toilet and
cleared the desk of literary accumulations. Thé dess to be the dining table, and once
Perry had finished setting it, it looked most imgf, for Mrs. Meier had donated a linen
tablecloth, starched napkins, and her best chideséwer.

Cullivan was impressed - he whistled when the tfeasiving on trays, was
placed upon the table - and before sitting downasled the host if he might offer a
blessing. The host, head unbowed, cracked his kesigs Cullivan, with bowed head
and palms together, intoned, "Bless us, O Lord, tAede thy gifts which we are about
to receive from thy bounty, through the mercy ofri€th our Lord. Amen." Perry
murmuringly remarked that in his opinion any cratlie belonged to Mrs. Meier. "She
did all the work. Well," he said, heaping his gtsesgtate, "it's good to see you, Don.
You look just the same. Haven't changed a bit."

Cullivan, in appearance a cautious bank clerk wiépleted hair and a face
rather difficult to recall, agreed that outwardly hadn't changed much. But his interior
self, the invisible man, was another matter: "l waasting along. Not knowing God is
the only reality. Once you realize that, then ething falls into place. Life has meaning
- and so does death. Boy, do you always eat lis2'th

Perry laughed. "She's really a terrific cook, Mvkeier. You ought to taste her
Spanish rice. I've gained fifteen pounds sincetlhgwe. Course | was on the thin side.
I'd lost a lot of weight while Dick and me were aut the road riding all to hell and



gone - hardly ever eating a square meal, hungdyelismost of the time. Mostly, we
lived like animals. Dick was always stealing caniséaff out of grocery stores. Baked
beans and canned spaghetti. We'd open it up irtdhend gobble it cold. Animals.
Dick loves to steal. It's an emotional thing wiimh a sickness. I'm a thief too, but only
if 1 don't have the money to pay. Dick, if he waarging a hundred dollars in his
pocket, he'd steal a stick of chewing gum."

Later, over cigarettes and coffee, Perry returoetthe subject of thievery. "My
friend Willie-Jay used to talk about it. He usedsty that all crimes were only varieties
of theft." Murder included. When you kill a man ysteal his life. | guess that makes me
a pretty big thief. See, Don - | did kill them. Dovhere in court, old Dewey made it
sound like | was prevaricating - on account of Bckother. Well, | wasn't. Dick
helped me, he held the flashlight and picked upstiedls. And it was his idea, too. But
Dick didn't shoot them, he never could've - thobgts damn quick when it comes to
running down an old dog. | wonder why | did it." ildeowled, as though the problem
was new to him, a newly unearthed stone of surggjainclassified color. "I don't know
why," he said, as if holding it to the light, andgéing it now here, now there. "l was
sore at Dick. The tough brass boy. But it wasndkDOr the fear of being identified. |
was willing to take that gamble. And it wasn't besa of anything the Clutters did.
They never hurt me. Like other people. Like pedee all my life. Maybe it's just that
the Clutters were the ones who had to pay for it."

Cullivan probed, trying to gauge the depth of wikatassumed would be Perry's
contrition. Surely he must be experiencing a remaisficiently profound to summon a
desire for God's mercy and forgiveness? Perry saich | sorry? If that's what you
mean - I'm not. | don't feel anything about it.iEwI did. But nothing about it bothers
me a bit. Half an hour after it happened, Dick weeking jokes and | was laughing at
them. Maybe we're not human. I'm human enoughdbderry for myself. Sorry | can't
walk out of here when you walk out. But that's"aCullivan could scarcely credit so
detached an attitude; Perry was confused, mistakemgs not possible for any man to
be that devoid of conscience or compassion. Paidy $WVhy? Soldiers don't lose much
sleep. They murder, and get medals for doing ie §bod people of Kansas want to
murder me - and some hang-man will be glad to lgetwork. It's easy to kill - a lot
easier than passing a bad check. Just remembealy [kaew the Clutters maybe an
hour. If I'd really known them, | guess I'd feeffeient. | don't think | could live with
myself. But the way it was, it was like picking ¢éfrgets in a shooting gallery."

Cullivan was silent, and his silence upset Pentyp seemed to interpret it as
implying disapproval. "Hell, Don, don't make me #u¢ hypocrite with you. Throw a
load of bull - how sorry | am, how all | want to dow is crawl on my knees and pray.
That stuff don't ring with me. | can't accept ought what I've always denied. The truth
is, you've done more for me than any what you Galtl ever has. Or ever will. By
writing to me, by signing yourself 'friend." Wherhad no friends. Except Joe James."
Joe James, he explained to Cullivan, was a youdigririogger with whom he had once
lived in a forest near Bellingham, Washington. "T$ia long way from Garden City. A
good two thousand miles. | sent word to Joe abmaitriouble I'm in. Joe's a poor guy,
he's got seven kids to feed, but he promised toecbere if he had to walk. He hasn't



shown up yet, and maybe he won't, only | think hik doe always liked me. Do you,
Don?"

"Yes. | like you."

Cullivan's softly emphatic answer pleased anderatlustered Perry. He smiled
and said, "Then you must be some kind of nut. "8abldrising, he crossed the cell and
picked up a broom. "I don't know why | should dmang strangers. Let a bunch of
prairiebillys stand around and watch me stranghét. $ ought to kill myself first." He
lifted the broom and pressed the bristles agaiestight bulb that burned in the ceiling.
"Just unscrew the bulb and smash it and cut mytsvrihat's what | ought to do. While
you're still here. Somebody who cares about mile Hit."

The trial resumed on Monday morning at ten o'clddknety minutes later the court
adjourned, the case for the defense having beerpleted in that brief time. The
defendants declined to testify in their own behatid therefore the question of whether
Hickock or Smith had been the actual executionghefClutter family did not arise.

Of the five witnesses who did appear, the firstsvihe hollow-eyed Mr.
Hickock. Though he spoke with a dignified and mdukrclarity, he had but one
contribution to make that was relevant to a claiimtemporary insanity. His son, he
said, had suffered head injuries in a car accideduly, 1950. Prior to the accident,
Dick had been a "happy-go-lucky boy," had done weblchool, been popular with his
classmates and considerate of his parents - "Nibledo anybody."

Harrison Smith, gently guiding the witness, sdidwill ask you if, after July,
1950, you observed any change in the personalityheatits and actions of your son,
Richard?"

"He just didn't act like the same boy."

"What were the changes you observed?"

Mr. Hickock, between pensive hesitations, listegtesal: Dick was sulky and
restless, he ran around with older men, drank amdbied. "He just wasn't the same
boy."

The last assertion was promptly challenged by hogeeen, who undertook the
cross-examination. "Mr. Hickock, you say you newad any trouble with your son
until after 1950?"

"... I think he got arrested in 1949."

A citric smile bent Green's tiny lips. "Remembdravhe was arrested for?"

"He was accused of breaking into a drugstore."



"Accused? Didn't he admit that he broke into tloee®"
"That's right, he did."

"And that was in 1949. Yet now you tell us youndwd a change in his attitude
and conduct after 1950?"

"l would say so, yes."
"You mean that after 1950 he became a good boy?"

Hard coughs agitated the old man; he spat intaralkerchief. "No," he said,
studying the discharge. "l wouldn't say that."

"Then what was the change that took place?"

"Well, that would be pretty hard to explain. Hstjdidn't act like the same boy."

"You mean he lost his criminal tendencies?"

The lawyer's sally induced guffaws, a courtrooandtup that Judge Tate's dour
gaze soon extinguished. Mr. Hickock, presentlyfssg, was replaced on the stand by
Dr. W. Mitchell Jones.

Dr. Jones identified himself to the court as ay§tian specializing in the field
of psychiatry,” and in support of his qualificatsyradded that he had attended perhaps
fifteen hundred patients since 1956, the year liedmered a psychiatric residency at
Topeka State Hospital in Topeka, Kansas. For tis¢ twao years he had served on the
staff of Larned State Hospital, where he was inrghaf the Dillon Building, a section
reserved for the criminally insane.

Harrison Smith asked the witness, "Approximatebpvhmany murderers have
you dealt with?"

"About twenty-five."

"Doctor, | would like to ask you if you know myieht, Richard Eugene
Hickock?"

"l do."

"Have you had occasion to examine him professippal

"Yes, sir... | made a psychiatric evaluation of Mickock."

"Based upon your examination, do you have an opims to whether or not

Richard Eugene Hickock knew right from wrong at time of the commission of the
crime?"



The witness, a stout man of twenty-eight with aomshaped but intelligent,
subtly delicate face, took a deep breath, as themglguip himself for a prolonged reply
- which the judge then cautioned him he must ndtandYou may answer the question
yes or no, Doctor. Limit your answer to yes or no."

"Yes."
"And what is your opinion?"

"l think that within the usual definitions Mr. Hiock did know right from
wrong."

Confined as he was by the M'Naghten Rule ("thealudgfinitions”), a formula
quite color-blind to any gradations between blag#l @hite, Dr. Jones was impotent to
answer otherwise. But of course the response wets@avn for Hickock's attorney, who
hopelessly asked, "Can you qualify that answer?"

It was hopeless because though Dr. Jones agreeldlorate, the prosecution
was entitled to object - and did, citing the fdwatt Kansas law allowed nothing more
than a yes or no reply to the pertinent questidme ©bjection was upheld, and the
witness dismissed. However, had Dr. Jones beeweadldo speak further, here is what
he would have testified: "Richard Hickock is ab@axerage in intelligence, grasps new
ideas easily and has a wide fund of informationisd&lert to what is happening around
him, and he shows no sign of mental confusion sorintation. His thinking is well
organized and logical and he seems to be in goathcowith reality. Although | did
not find the usual signs of organic brain damagmemory loss, concrete concept
formation, intellectual deterioration - this canrm completely ruled out. He had a
serious head injury with concussion and severatshofiunconsciousness in 1950 - this
was verified by me by checking hospital records.ddgs he has had blackout spells,
periods of amnesia, and headaches ever sinceith@t and a major portion of his
antisocial behavior has occurred since that time.hds never had the medical tests
which would definitely prove or disprove the existe of residual brain damage.
Definitive medical tests are indicated before a plate evaluation can be said to
exist.... Hickock does show signs of emotional abradity. That he knew what he was
doing and still went ahead with it is possibly thest clear-cut demonstration of this
fact. He is a person who is impulsive in actiokelly to do things without thought of
consequences or future discomfort to himself ootioers. He does not seem to be
capable of learning from experience, and he shawsraisual pattern of intermittent
periods of productive activity followed by patenilyesponsible actions. He cannot
tolerate feelings of frustration as a more nornebkpn can, and he is poorly able to rid
himself of those feelings except through antisoeietivity.... His selfesteem is very
low, and he secretly feels inferior to others apduslly inadequate. These feelings
seem to be overcompensated for by dreams of bahgand powerful, a tendency to
brag about his exploits, spending sprees when Berfumey, and dissatisfaction with
only the normal slow advancement he could expechfhis job.... He is uncomfortable
in his relationships to other people, and has agbagical inability to form and hold
enduring personal attachments. Although he prosessaal moral standards he seems
obviously uninfluenced by them in his actions. limsnary, he shows fairly typical



characteristics of what would psychiatrically bdéletha severe character disorder. It is
important that steps be taken to rule out the pdggiof organic brain damage, since, if
present, it might have substantially influencedbdebavior during the past several years
and at the time of the crime."

Aside from a formal plea to the jury, which wouldt take place until the
morrow, the psychiatrist's testimony terminatedkdak's planned defense. Next it was
the turn of Arthur Fleming, Smith's elderly courmseHe presented four witnesses: the
Reverend James E. Post, the Protestant chapldaretas State Penitentiary; Perry's
Indian friend, Joe James, who after all had arrimgdbus that morning, having traveled
a day and two nights from his wilderness home enFar Northwest; Donald Cullivan;
and, once again, Dr. Jones. Except for the lafese men were offered as "character
witnesses" - persons expected to attribute to thased a few human virtues. They did
not fare very well, though each of them negotiadeche skimpily favorable remark
before the protesting prosecution, which contentted personal comments of this
nature were "incompetent, irrelevant, immateridifished and banished them. For
example, Joe James, dark-haired, even darker-gkititen Perry, a lithe figure who
with his faded huntsman's shirt and moccasined liested as though he had that
instant mysteriously emerged from woodland shadewd,the court that the defendant
had lived with him off and on for over two year®etry was a likable kid, well liked
around the neighborhood - he never done one thimgithe way to my knowledge."
The state stopped him there; and stopped Cullizem when he said, "During the time |
knew him in the Army, Perry was a very likable d&il."

The Reverend Post survived somewhat longer, fanade no direct attempt to
compliment the prisoner, but described sympathiétican encounter with him at
Lansing. "I first met Perry Smith when he came tpaffice in the prison chapel with a
picture he had painted - a head-and-shouldersgodf Jesus Christ done in pastel
crayon. He wanted to give it to me for use in thapel. It's been hanging on the walls
of my office ever since."

Fleming said, "Do you have a photograph of thattpag?" The minister had an
envelope full; but when he produced them, ostenddn distribution among the jurors,
an exasperated Logan Green leaped to his feet.duf Honor please, this is going too
far..." His Honor saw that it went no further.

Dr. Jones was now recalled, and following the iprelaries that had
accompanied his original appearance, Fleming pbtrtothe crucial query: "From your
conversations and examination of Perry Edward Sndithyou have an opinion as to
whether he knew right from wrong at the time of tdifense involved in this action?"
And once more the court admonished the witnesssWem yes or no, do you have an
opinion?"

"No."

Amid surprised mutters, Fleming, surprised himssdid, "You may state to the
jury why you have no opinion."



Green objected: "The man has no opinion, andsthi&tWhich it was, legally
speaking.

But had Dr. Jones been permitted to discourséercause of his indecision, he
would have testified: "Perry Smith shows definitgns of severe mental illness. His
childhood, related to me and verified by portiofigh@ prison records, was marked by
brutality and lack of concern on the part of bottigmts. He seems to have grown up
without direction, without love, and without eveaving absorbed any fixed sense of
moral values.... He is oriented, hyper alert togkigoing on about him, and shows no
sign of confusion. He is above average in intelige and has a good range of
information considering his poor educational baokgd.... Two features in his
personality make-up stand out as particularly patfioal. The first is his 'paranoid’
orientation toward the world. He is suspicious disdrustful of others, tends to feel that
others discriminate against him, and feels thaermsthare unfair to him and do not
understand him. He is overly sensitive to criticsstinat others make of him, and cannot
tolerate being made fun of. He is quick to seniggntsbr insult in things others say, and
frequently may misinterpret well-meant communicasioHe feels he has great need of
friendship and understanding, but he is reluctamoinfide in others, and when he does,
expects to be misunderstood or even betrayed.dhuating the intentions and feelings
of others, his ability to separate the real sitratirom his own mental projections is
very poor. He not infrequently groups all peoplgether as being hypocritical, hostile,
and deserving of whatever he is able to do to th&km to this first trait is the second,
an ever-present, poorly controlled rage - easifjgared by any feeling of being tricked,
slighted, or labeled inferior by others. For thestngart, his rages in the, past have been
directed at authority figures - father, brothermirsergeant, state parole officer - and
have led to violent assaultive behavior on severatasions. Both he and his
acquaintances have been aware of these rages, idisalys 'mount up' in him, and of
the poor control he has over them. When turned mdwamself his anger has
precipitated ideas of suicide. The inappropriatedoof his anger and lack of ability to
control or channel it reflect a primary weaknesp@fsonality structure.... In addition to
these traits, the subject shows mild early sigres disorder of his thought processes. He
has poor ability to organize his thinking, he seamable to scan or summarize his
thought, becoming involved and sometimes lost itaijeand some of his thinking
reflects a 'magical' quality, a disregard of rgalidle has had few close emotional
relationships with other people, and these havebaen able to stand small crises. He
has little feeling for others outside a very snuaitle of friends, and attaches little real
value to human life. This emotional detachment blachdness in certain areas is other
evidence of his mental abnormality. More extengvaluation would be necessary to
make an exact psychiatric diagnosis, but his ptgsersonality structure is very nearly
that of a paranoid schizophrenic reaction.”

It is significant that a widely respected veteirathe field of forensic psychiatry,
Dr. Joseph Satten of the Menninger Clinic in Topdd@ansas, consulted with Dr. Jones
and endorsed his evaluations of Hickock and SrbithSatten, who afterward gave the
case close attention, suggests that though the=asiould not have occurred except for
a certain frictional interplay between the perpens it was essentially the act of Perry
Smith, who, he feels, represents a type of murddescribed by him in an article:
"Murder Without Apparent Motive - A Study in Persoity Disorganization."



The article, printed in The American Journal ofyd¢bsatry (July, 1960), and
written in collaboration with three colleagues, Kdenninger, Irwin Rosen, and Martin
Mayman, states its aim at the outset: "In attengptinassess the criminal responsibility
of murderers, the law tries to divide them (asoiesl all offenders) into two groups, the
'sane’ and the 'insane.' The 'sane' murderer igthof as acting upon rational motives
that can be understood, though condemned, andnené' one as being driven by
irrational senseless motives. When rational motaresconspicuous (for example, when
a man kills for personal gain) or when the irratibbmotives are accompanied by
delusions or hallucinations (for example, a pardngatient who kills his fantasied
persecutor), the situation presents little probtenthe psychiatrist. But murderers who
seem rational, coherent, and controlled, and yeise@rhomicidal acts have a bizarre,
apparently senseless quality, pose a difficult lenob if courtroom disagreements and
contradictory reports about the same offender aréneex. It is our thesis that the
psychopathology of such murderers forms at leastspecific syndrome which we shall
describe. In general, these individuals are predisp to severe lapses in ego-control
which makes possible the open expression of pumwiolence, born out of previous,
and now unconscious, traumatic experiences."

The authors, as part of an appeals process, faadiegd four men convicted of
seemingly unmotivated murders. All had been exachpor to their trials, and found
to be "without psychosis" and "sane." Three ofrtien were under death sentence, and
the fourth was serving a long prison sentenceatthef these cases, further psychiatric
investigation had been requested because somegitleer the lawyer, a relative, or a
friend - was dissatisfied with the psychiatric exptions previously given, and in effect
had asked, "How can a person as sane as this raars $@ be commit an act as crazy as
the one he was convicted of?" After describing fihwe criminals and their crimes (a
Negro soldier who mutilated and dismembered a st a laborer who strangled a
fourteen-year-old boy when the boy rejected hisuakxdvances, an Army corporal
who bludgeoned to death another young boy becaasanhgined the victim was
making fun of him, and a hospital employee who dreda girl of nine by holding her
head under water), the authors surveyed the afesigndarity. The men themselves,
they wrote, were puzzled as to why they killed théctims, who were relatively
unknown to them, and in each instance the murdapeears to have lapsed into a
dreamlike dissociative trance from which he awakietwe"suddenly discover” himself
assaulting his victim. "The most uniform, and p@dhahe most significant, historical
finding was a long-standing, sometimes lifelongstdny of erratic control over
aggressive impulses. For example, three of the nieaughout their lives, had been
frequently involved in fights which were not ordigaaltercations, and which would
have become homicidal assaults if not stopped lhgret"

Here, in excerpt, are a number of other obsematicontained in the study:
"Despite the violence in their lives, all of the mbad ego-images of themselves as
physically inferior, weak, and inadequate. Thedrist revealed in each a severe degree
of sexual inhibition. To all of them, adult womemrg threatening creatures, and in two
cases there was overt sexual perversion. All oimthéoo, had been concerned
throughout their early years about being considésedies,' physically undersized or
sickly.... In all four cases, there was historioa¥idence of altered states of
consciousness, frequently in connection with thiansts of violence. Two of the men



reported severe dissociative trance like statemgluvhich violent and bizarre behavior
was seen, while the other two reported less sewar@,perhaps less well-organized,
amnesiac episodes. During moments of actual vieletitey often felt separated or
isolated from themselves, as if they were watctsngieone else. Also seen in the
historical back-ground of all the cases was thaugence of extreme parental violence
during childhood.... One man said he was ‘whippeeretime | turned around.'...
Another of the men had many violent beatings ireotd 'break’ him of his stammering
and 'fits," as well as to correct him for his afldly 'bad’ behavior. The history relating
to extreme violence, whether fantasied, observeeafity, or actually experienced by
the child, fits in with the psychoanalytic hypotlsegshat the child's exposure to
overwhelming stimuli, before he can master thentlasely linked to early defects in
ego formation and later severe disturbances in isepoontrol. In all of these cases,
there was evidence of severe emotional deprivatiagarly life. This deprivation may
have involved prolonged or recurrent absence of@neoth parents, a chaotic family
life in which the parents were unknown, or an ahirirejection of the child by one or
both parents with the child being raised by otherBvidence of disturbances in affect
organization was seen. Most typically the men digptl a tendency not to experience
anger or rage in association with violent aggressigtion. None reported feelings of
rage in connection with the murders, nor did thggegience anger in any strong or
pronounced way, although each of them was capablenormous and brutal
aggression.... Their relationships with others wafra shallow, cold nature, lending a
quality of loneliness and isolation to these mesogte were scarcely real to them, in
the sense of being warmly or positively (or evegray) felt about.... The three men
under sentence of death had shallow emotions reggptideir own fate and that of their
victims. Guilt, depression, and remorse were sighki absent. Such individuals can be
considered to be murder-prone in the sense ofreitlreying a surcharge of aggressive
energy or having an unstable ego defense systampéhiadically allows the naked and
archaic expression of such energy. The murderogenpal can become activated,
especially if some disequilibrium is already prdsewhen the victim-to-be is
unconsciously perceived as a key figure in somé frasmatic configuration. The
behavior, or even the mere presence, of this figalds a stress to the unstable balance
of forces that results in a sudden extreme disehafgiolence, similar to the explosion
that takes place when a percussion cap igniteam@elof dynamite.... The hypothesis of
unconscious motivation explains why the murdereregived innocuous and relatively
unknown victims as provocative and thereby suitdatgets for aggression. But why
murder? Most people, fortunately, do not resporttt wiurderous out-bursts even under
extreme provocation. The cases described, on tiex band, were predisposed to gross
lapses in reality contact and extreme weaknessnpulse control during periods of
heightened tension and disorganization. At suclegina chance acquaintance or even a
stranger was easily able to lose his 'real' meaming assume an identity in the
unconscious traumatic con-figuration. The 'old'fGonwas reactivated and aggression
swiftly mounted to murderous proportions.... Whenhssenseless murders occur, they
are seen to be an end result of a period of intrgasnsion and disorganization in the
murderer starting before the contact with the miotvho, by fitting into the unconscious
conflicts of the murderer, unwittingly serves to is#0 motion his homicidal potential.”

Because of the many parallels between the backdrand personality of Perry
Smith and the subjects of his study, Dr. Satterisfeecure in assigning him to a



position among their ranks. Moreover, the circumstés of the crime seem to him to fit
exactly the concept of "murder without apparent imeot Obviously, three of the
murders Smith committed were logically motivateldancy, Kenyon, and their mother
had to be killed because Mr. Clutter had been &ilBut it is Dr. Satten's contention
that only the first murder matters psychologicalipd that when Smith attacked Mr.
Clutter he was under a mental eclipse; deep irsidehizophrenic darkness, for it was
not entirely a flesh-and-blood man he "suddenlgalgsred" himself destroying, but "a
key figure in some past traumatic configuration’s father? the orphanage nuns who
had derided and beaten him? the hated Army sergedhat parole officer who had
ordered him to "stay out of Kansas"? One of themallcof them.

In his confession, Smith said, "I didn't want &rin the man. | thought he was a
very nice gentleman. Soft-spoken. | thought sotrighto the moment | cut his throat."
While talking to Donald Cullivan, Smith said, "Th@ye Clutters] never hurt me. Like
other people. Like people have all my life. Mayle just that the Clutters were the
ones who had to pay for it."

So it would appear that by independent paths, blo¢hprofessional and the
amateur analyst reached conclusions not dissimilar.

The aristocracy of Finney County had snubbed tiaé tit doesn't do,” announced the
wife of one rich rancher, "to seem curious aboat gort of thing." Nevertheless, the
trial's last session found a fair segment of tleall&stablishment seated alongside the
plainer citizenry. Their presence was a courte@stuge toward Judge Tate and Logan
Green, esteemed members of their own order. Aldarge contingent of out-of-town
lawyers, many of whom had journeyed great distanddied several benches;
specifically, they were on hand to hear Green'alfeddress to the jury. Green, a
suavely tough little septuagenarian, has an imgosputation among his peers, who
admire his stage craft - a repertoire of actoriés that includes a sense of timing acute
as a night-club comedian's. An expert criminal lawyis usual role is that of defender,
but in this instance the state had retained him sigecial assistant to Duane West, for it
was felt that the young county attorney was tooeamened to prosecute the case
without experienced support.

But like most star turns, Green was the last acthe program. Judge Tate's
level-headed instructions to the jury preceded has, did the county attorney's
summation: "Can there be a single doubt in yourdsiiregarding the guilt of these
defendants? No! Regardless of who pulled the trigge Richard Eugene Hickock's
shotgun, both men are equally guilty. There is ang way to assure that these men
will never again roam the towns and cities of tldad. We request the maximum
penalty - death. This request is made not in vemggabut in all humbleness...."

Then the pleas of the defense attorneys had tbelaed. Fleming's speech,
described by one journalist as "soft-sell," amodritea mild churchly sermon: "Man is
not an animal. He has a body, and he has a saulitba forever. | don't believe man
has the right to destroy that house, a temple, hichvthe soul dwells...." Harrison



Smith, though he too appealed to the jurors' presu@hristianity, took as his main
theme the evils of capital punishment: "It is acef human barbarism. The law tells us
that the taking of human life is wrong, then gokeaa and sets the example. Which is
almost as wicked as the crime it punished. Theedtas no right to inflict it. It isn't
effective. It doesn't deter crime, but merely cleephuman life and gives rise to more
murders. All we ask is mercy. Surely life imprisoemb is small mercy to ask...." Not
everyone was attentive; one juror, as though peddoy the numerous spring-fever
yawns weighting the air, sat with drugged eyesjand so utterly ajar bees could have
buzzed in and out.

Green woke them up. "Gentlemen," he said, speakitigout notes, "you have
just heard two energetic pleas for mercy in bebélthe defendants. It seems to me
fortunate that these admirable attorneys, Mr. Fhgnand Mr. Smith, were not at the
Clutter house that fateful night - very fortunate them that they were not present to
plead mercy for the doomed family. Because had thesgn there - well, come next
morning we would have had more than four corpsestmt.”

As a boy in his native Kentucky, Green was cabéaky, a nickname he owed
to his freckled coloring; now, as he strutted beftre jury, the stress of his assignment
warmed his face and splotched it with patches wk.pll have no intention of engaging
in theological debate. But | anticipated that deéenounsel would use the Holy Bible as
an argument against the death penalty. You hawvel liea Bible quoted. But | can read,
too." He slapped open a copy of the Old Testanm&uatd here are a few things the
Good Book has to say on the subject. In Exodus Twyaferse Thirteen, we have one
of the Ten Commandments: Thou shalt not kill." Tragers to unlawful killing. Of
course it does, because in the next chapter, Viexsdve, the penalty for disobedience
of that Commandment reads: 'He that smiteth a s@nthat he die, shall be surely put
to death." Now, Mr. Fleming would have you beliglat all this was changed by the
coming of Christ. Not so. For Christ says, 'Thirdk that | am come to destroy the law,
or the prophets: | am not come to destroy, buttflf' And finally - " Green fumbled,
and seemed to accidentally shut the Bible, wheneupe visiting legal dignitaries
grinned and nudged each other, for this was a ableicourt-room ploy - the lawyer
who while reading from the Scriptures pretendso&elhis place, and then remarks, as
Green now did, "Never mind. | think | can quotenfranemory. Genesis Nine, Verse
Six: 'Whoso sheddeth man's blood, by man shabloisd be shed.’

"But," Green went on, "l see nothing to be gaibgdrguing the Bible. Our state
provides that the punishment for murder in thet fitsgree shall be imprisonment for
life or death by hanging. That is the law. You, tiemen, are here to enforce it. And if
ever there was a case in which the maximum pemaltyjustified, this is it. These were
strange, ferocious murders. Four of your fellovizeihs were slaughtered like hogs in a
pen. And for what reason? Not out of vengeanceatret. But for money. Money. It
was the cold and calculated weighing of so manycesrof silver against so many
ounces of blood. And how cheaply those lives weraght! For forty dollars' worth of
loot! Ten dollars a life!" He whirled, and pointedfinger that moved back and forth
between Hickock and Smith. "They went armed witshatgun and a dagger. They
went to rob and Kill - " His voice trembled, topg)elisappeared, as though strangled by
the intensity of his own loathing for the debon@um-chewing defendants. Turning



again to the jury, he hoarsely asked, "What aregaing to do? What are you going to
do with these men that bind a man hand and footcamdis throat and blow out his
brains? Give them the minimum penalty? Yes, antstlomly one of four counts. What
about Kenyon Clutter, a young boy with his whoke Ibefore him, tied helplessly in
sight of his father's death struggle. Or young Na@tutter, hearing the gunshots and
knowing her time was next. Nancy, begging for fifer IDon't. Oh, please don't. Please.
Please." What agony! What unspeakable torture! thede remains the mother, bound
and gagged and having to listen as her husbandydieved children died one by one.
Listen until at last the killers, these defenddrefore you, entered her room, focused a
flashlight in her eyes, and let the blast of a ghotend the existence of an entire
household."

Pausing, Green gingerly touched a boil on the baickis neck, a mature
inflammation that seemed, like its angry wearegualio burst. -"So, gentlemen, what
are you going to do? Give them the minimum? Seedhtback to the penitentiary, and
take the chance of their escaping or being parolé@?next time they go slaughtering it
may be your family. | say to you," he solemnly sathring at the panel in a manner
that encompassed and challenged them all, "soroeroénormous crimes only happen
because once upon a time a pack of chicken-heartets refused to do their duty.
Now, gentlemen, | leave it to you and your consoés’

He sat down. West whispered to him, "That was emgstsir. "But a few of
Green's auditors were less enthusiastic; and tftejury retired to discuss the verdict,
one of them, a young reporter from Oklahoma, exghdnsharp words with another
newsman, Richard Parr of the Kansas City Starh€ddklahoman, Green's address had
seemed "rabble-rousing, brutal."

"He was just telling the truth,” Parr said. "Thath can be brutal. To coin a
phrase."

"But he didn't have to hit that hard. It's unfair.

"What's unfair?"

"The whole trial. These guys don't stand a chénce.

"Fat chance they gave Nancy Clutter."

"Perry Smith. My God. He's had such a rotten-life

Parr said, "Many a man can match sob stories Wit little bastard. Me
included. Maybe | drink too much, but | sure ad Inelver killed four people in cold

blood."

"Yeah, and how about hanging the bastard? Thedtypgoddam cold-blooded
too."



The Reverend Post, overhearing the conversat@mned in. "Well," he said,
passing around a snapshot reproduction of PerrghSmportrait of Jesus, "any man
who could paint this picture can't be one hundrectgnt bad. All the same it's hard to
know what to do. Capital punishment is no answeidaesn't give the sinner time
enough to come to God. Sometimes | despair." Aajdeilow with gold-filled teeth and
a silvery widow's peak, he jovially repeated, "Stimes | despair. Sometimes | think
old Doc Savage had the right idea." The Doc Sawagehom he referred was a
fictional hero popular among adolescent readepufd magazines a generation ago. "If
you boys remember, Doc Savage was a kind of supereld made himself proficient
in every field - medicine, science, philosophy, dtere wasn't much old Doc didn't
know or couldn't do. One of his projects was, heidkd to rid the world of criminals.
First he bought a big island out in the ocean. Theand his assistants - he had an army
of trained assistants - kidnapped all the worldiminals and brought them to the island.
And Doc Savage operated on their brains. He remdkedpart that holds wicked
thoughts. And when they recovered they were alédecitizens. They couldn't commit
crimes because that part of their brain was outv Mcstrikes me that surgery of this
nature might really be the answer to - "

A bell, the signal that the jury was returningemupted him.

The jury's deliberations had lasted forty minuddany spectators, anticipating a
swift decision, had never left their seats. Judgée Thowever, had to be fetched from
his farm, where he had gone to feed his horsesurAduly donned black robe billowed
about him when at last he arrived, but it was withressive sedateness and dignity that
he asked, "Gentlemen of the jury, have you reaglmd verdicts?" Their foreman
replied: "We have, Your Honor." The court bailifarcied the sealed verdicts to the
bench.

Train whistles, the fanfare of an approaching &dre express, penetrated the
courtroom. Tale's bass voice interlaced with tleoiootive's cries as he read: " 'Count
One. We the jury find the defendant, Richard Eugdimkock, guilty of murder in the
first degree, and the punishment is death.' " Therthough interested in their reaction,
he looked down upon the prisoners, who stood beforehandcuffed to guards; they
stared back impassively until he resumed and feadeven counts that followed: three
more convictions for Hickock, and four for Smith.

" - and the punishment is death"; each time heecamthe sentence, Tate
enunciated it with a dark-toned hollowness thatssk to echo the train's mournful,
now fading call. Then he dismissed the jury ("Yoavé performed a courageous
service"), and the condemned men were led awayhétoor, Smith said to Hickock,
"No chicken-hearted jurors, they!" They both laughudly, and a cameraman
photographed them. The picture appeared in a Kguesasr above a caption entitled:
"The Last Laugh?"

A week later Mrs. Meier was sitting in her parlatking to a friend. "Yes, it's turned
quiet around here," she said. "I guess we oughetgrateful things have settled down.



But | still feel bad about it. | never had muchckuwith Dick, but Perry and | got to
know each other real well. That afternoon, aftethbard the verdict and they brought
him back up here - | shut myself in the kitcherkéep from having to see him. | sat by
the kitchen window and watched the crowd leaving ¢burthouse. Mr. Cullivan - he
looked up and saw me and waved. The Hickocks. éithg away. Just this morning |
had a lovely letter from Mrs. Hickock; she visit@ith me several times while the trial
was going on, and | wished | could have helped twly; what can you say to someone
in a situation like that? But after everybody hawhe, and I'd started to wash some
dishes - I heard him crying. | turned on the radlot to hear him. But | could. Crying
like a child. He'd never broke down before, showy sign of it. Well, | went to him.
The door of his cell. He reached out his hand. ldated me to hold his hand, and | did,
| held his hand, and all he said was, 'I'm embramgedhame.’ | wanted to send for
Father Goubeaux - | said first thing tomorrow I'dka him Spanish rice - but he just
held my hand tighter.

"And that night, of all nights, we had to leavenhalone. Wendle and | almost
never go out, but we had a long-standing engagenagit Wendle didn't think we
ought to break it. But I'll always be sorry we lgftn alone. Next day | did fix the rice.
He wouldn't touch it. Or hardly speak to me. Heedahe whole world. But the morning
the men came to take him to the penitentiary, lamkbd me and gave me a picture of
himself. A little Kodak made when he was sixtee@argeold. He said it was how he
wanted me to remember him, like the boy in theypet

"The bad part was saying goodbye. When you knewrgvime was going, and
what would happen to him. That squirrel of his,shee misses Perry. Keeps coming to
the cell looking for him. I've tried to feed himytbhe won't have anything to do with
me. It was just Perry he liked."

Prisons are important to the economy of Leavenw@dlinty, Kansas. The two state
penitentiaries, one for each sex, are situatedethso is Leavenworth, the largest
Federal prison, and, at Fort Leavenworth, the aglsnprincipal military prison, the

grim United States Army and Air Force DisciplinaBarracks. If all the inmates in

these institutions were let free, they could pofugasmall city.

The oldest of the prisons is the Kansas Statetétdi@ry for Men, a turreted
black-and-white palace that visually distinguisteas otherwise ordinary rural town,
Lansing. Built during the Civil War, it receivedsifirst resident in 1864. Nowadays the
convict population averages around two thousand; gresent warden, Sherman H.
Grouse, keeps a chart which lists the daily totabading to race (for example, White
1405, Colored 360, Mexicans 12, Indians 6). Whatbigerace, each convict is a citizen
of a stony village that exists within the prisosteep, machine-gun-guarded walls -
twelve gray acres of cement streets and cellblacklsworkshops.

In a south section of the prison compound thexedst a curious little building: a
dark two-storied building shaped like a coffin. Ftastablishment, officially called the
Segregation and Isolation Building, constitutesrisgm inside a prison. Among the



inmates, the lower floor is known as The Hole - ptece to which difficult prisoners,
the "hard rock” troublemakers, are now and therisbad. The upper story is reached
by climbing a circular iron staircase; at the tefDeath Row.

The first time the Clutter murderers ascendedsth&case was late one rainy
April afternoon. Having arrived at Lansing after @ight-hour, four-hundred-mile car
ride from Garden City, the newcomers had been pgdp showered, given close
haircuts, and supplied with coarse denim uniformg soft slippers (in most American
prisons such slippers are a condemned man's custdowwear); then armed escorts
marched them through a wet twilight to the coffiraped edifice, hustled them up the
spiral stairs and into two of the twelve side-bgestells that comprise Lansing's Death
Row.

The cells are identical. They measure seven byfdety and are unfurnished
except for a cot, a toilet, a basin, and an ovetthight bulb that is never extinguished
night or day. The cell windows are very narrow, @t only barred but covered with a
wire mesh black as a widow's veil; thus the fadeth@se sentenced to hang can be but
hazily discerned by passers-by. The doomed themselan see out well enough; what
they see is an empty dirt lot that serves in sumasex baseball diamond, beyond the lot
a piece of prison wall, and above that, a piecskgf

The wall is made of rough stone; pigeons nestien#is crevices. A rusty iron
door, set into the part of the wall visible to tRew's occupants, rouses the pigeons
whenever it is opened, puts them in a flap, for Hireges creak so, scream. The door
leads into a cavernous storage room, where ontixewarmest day the air is moist and
chilly. A number of things are kept there: stockpilof metal used by the convicts to
manufacture automobile license plates, lumbernwahinery, baseball paraphernalia -
and also an unpainted wooden gallows that smetlitlyeof pine. For this is the state's
execution chamber; when a man is brought here toabged, the prisoners say he has
"gone to The Corner,"” or, alternatively, "paid sitvto the warehouse."

In accordance with the sentence of the court, ['5amtl Hickock were scheduled
to visit the warehouse six weeks hence: at one taiafier midnight on Friday, May 13,
1960.

Kansas abolished capital punishment in 1907; inr61@8e to a sudden prevalence in
the Midwest of rampaging professional criminals\iAl"Old Creepy" Karpis, Charles
"Pretty Boy" Floyd, Clyde Barrow and his homicidaleetheart, Bonnie Parker), the
state legislators voted to restore it. Howevewat not until 1944 that an executioner
had a chance to employ his craft; over the nextygars he was given nine additional
opportunities. But for six years, or since 1954réhhad been no pay checks for a
hangman in Kansas (except at the Army and Air F@=iplinary Barracks, which
also has a gallows). The late George Docking, Gureof Kansas from1957 through
1060, was responsible for this hiatus, for he waseservedly opposed to the death
penalty ("l just don't like Kkilling people™).



Now, at that time - April, 1960 - there were initéd States prisons one hundred
and ninety persons awaiting civil execution; fithe Clutter killers included, were
among the lodgers at Lansing. Occasionally, immbrégsitors to the prison are invited
to take what one high official calls "a little peakDeath Row." Those who accept are
assigned a guard who, as he leads the tourist &hengon walkway fronting the death
cells, is likely to identify the condemned with whee must consider comic formality.
"And this," he said to a visitor in 1960, "this N&r. Perry Edward Smith. Now next
door, that's Mr. Smith's buddy, Mr. Richard Eugétiekock. And over here we have
Mr. Earl Wilson. And after Mr. Wilson - meet Mr. Bby Joe Spencer. And as for this
last gentleman, I'm sure you recognize the famoud.blvell Lee Andrews."

Earl Wilson, a husky, hymn-singing Negro, had bsentenced to die for the
kidnapping, rape, and torture of a young white wohe victim, though she survived,
was left severely disabled. Bobby Joe Spencer, ewhan effeminate youth, had
confessed to murdering an elderly Kansas City wqrttaa owner of a rooming house
where he lived. Prior to leaving office in Januat961, Governor Docking, who had
been defeated for re-election (in large measurauser of his attitude toward capital
punishment), commuted the sentences of both thesetmlife imprisonment, which
generally meant that they could apply for paroleséven years. However, Bobby Joe
Spencer soon killed again: stabbed with a shivierogoung convict, his rival for the
affections of an older inmate (as one prison offsad, "Just two punks fighting over a
jocker"). This deed earned Spencer a second liftesee. But the public was not much
aware of either Wilson or Spencer; compared to I$aritd Hickock, or the fifth man on
the Row, Lowell Lee Andrews, the press had rathehted them.

Two years earlier Lowell Lee Andrews, an enormowgak-eyed boy of
eighteen who wore horn-rimmed glasses and weiglmedsa three hundred pounds, had
been a sophomore at the University of Kansas, aorhstudent majoring in biology.
Though he was a solitary creature, withdrawn anitlos@ communicative, his
acquaintances, both at the university and in hmenhtown of Wolcott, Kansas, regarded
him as exceptionally gentle and "sweet-naturedte(lane Kansas paper printed an
article about him entitled: "The Nicest Boy in Walt). But inside the quiet young
scholar there existed a second, unsuspected pétgoorae with stunted emotions and a
distorted mind through which cold thoughts flowedcruel directions. His family - his
parents and a slightly older sister, Jennie Mameuld have been astounded had they
known the daydreams Lowell Lee dreamed throughwmusummer and autumn of 1958;
the brilliant son, the adored brother, was plantagoison them all.

The elder Andrews was a prosperous farmer; henohdnuch money in the
bank, but he owned land valued at approximately huadred thousand dollars. A
desire to inherit this estate was ostensibly théivation behind Lowell Lee's plot to
destroy his family. For the secret Lowell Lee, tme concealed inside the shy church
going biology student, fancied himself an ice-hedrtaster criminal: he wanted to
wear gangsterish silk shirts and drive scarlettspears; he wanted to be recognized as
no mere bespectacled, bookish, overweight, virgatdloolboy; and while he did not
dislike any member of his family, at least not anoasly, murdering them seemed the
swiftest, most sensible way of implementing thetdaies that possessed him. Arsenic
was the weapon he decided upon; after poisoningittiens, he meant to tuck them in



their beds and burn down the house, in the hopeitkastigators would believe the
deaths accidental. However, one detail perturbetd Buppose autopsies revealed the
presence of arsenic? And suppose the purchases gidison could be traced to him?
Toward the end of summer he evolved another plansg¢nt three months polishing it.
Finally, there came a near-zero November night wiewas ready to act.

It was Thanksgiving week, and Lowell Lee was hduorethe holidays, as was
Jennie Marie, an intelligent but rather plain gutho attended a college in Oklahoma.
On the evening of November 28, somewhere aroundnselennie Marie was sitting
with her parents in the parlor watching televisidrmwell Lee was locked in his
bedroom reading the last chapter of The Brothemaidazov. That task completed, he
shaved, changed into his best suit, and proceeslémhtl both a semi-automatic .22-
caliber rifle and a Ruger .22-caliber revolver. ttted the revolver into a hip holster,
shouldered the rifle, and ambled down a hall toghdor, which was dark except for
the flickering television screen. He switched oright, aimed the rifle, pulled the
trigger, and hit his sister between the eyes jlher instantly. He shot his mother three
times, and his father twice. The mother, eyes gaparms outstretched, staggered
toward him; she tried to speak, her mouth openkded, but Lowell Lee said: "Shut
up.” To be certain she obeyed him, he shot herethimes more. Mr. Andrews,
however, was still alive; sobbing, whimpering, heashed along the floor toward the
kitchen, but at the kitchen's threshold the sonoistéred his revolver and discharged
every chamber, then re-loaded the weapon and ednptagain; altogether, his father
absorbed seventeen bullets.

Andrews, according to statements credited to hihan't feel anything about it.
The time came, and | was doing what | had to dat$hall there was to it." After the
shootings he raised a window in his bedroom andwewh the screen, then roamed the
house rifling dresser drawers and scattering tmters: it was his intention to blame
the crime on thieves. Later, driving his fathees, e traveled forty miles over snow-
slippery roads to Lawrence, the town where the Ehsity of Kansas is located; en
route, he parked on a bridge, dismantled his le#trdllery, and disposed of it by
dropping the parts into the Kansas River. But afree the journey's true purpose was
to arrange an alibi. First he stopped at the canmouse where he roomed; he talked
with the landlady, told her that he had come td pip his typewriter, and that because
of the bad weather the trip from Wolcott to Lawrer@ad taken two hours. Departing,
he visited a movie theater, where, uncharacteai$fiche chatted with an usher and a
candy vendor. At eleven, when the movie let outrdtarned to Wolcott. The family's
mongrel dog was waiting on the front porch; it walsining with hunger, so Lowell
Lee, entering the house and stepping across hisrfatcorpse, prepared a bowl of warm
milk and mush; then, while the dog was lappingpi ke telephoned the sheriff's office
and said, "My name is Lowell Lee Andrews. | live6@40 Wolcott Drive, and | want to
report a robbery - "

Four officers of the Wyandotte County Sheriff'drBlaresponded. One of the
group, Patrolman Meyers, described the scene &snkl "Well, it was one in the
morning when we got there. All the lights in thauee was on. And this big dark-haired
boy, Lowell Lee, he was sitting on the porch pettims dog. Patting it on the head.
Lieutenant At eleven, they asked the boy what hapgeand he pointed to the door,



real casual, and said, 'Look in there." Havingkkmh the astonished officers summoned
the county coroner, a gentleman who was also isptedy young Andrews' callous
nonchalance, for when the coroner asked him whatral arrangements he wished to
have made, Andrews replied with a shrug, "I doa‘eavhat you do with them."

Shortly, two senior detectives appeared and bégauestion the family's lone
survivor. Though convinced he was lying, the detestlistened respectfully to the tale
of how he had driven to Lawrence to fetch a typtwrigone to a movie, and arrived
home after midnight to find the bedrooms ransacked his family slain. He stayed
with the story, and might never have altered isifbsequent to his arrest and removal to
the county jail, the authorities had not obtainke &id of the Reverend Mr. Virto C.
Dameron.

The Reverend Dameron, a Dickensian personage, nmtuaus and jolly
brimstone-and-damnation orator, was minister of @randview Baptist Church in
Kansas City, Kansas, the church the Andrews faatiignded regularly. Awakened by
an urgent call from the county coroner, Damerors@néed himself at the jail around 3:
00 a. m., whereupon detectives, who had been stushubut abortively interrogating
the suspect, withdrew to another room, leavingntir@ster to consult privately with his
parishioner. It proved a fatal interview for thétéa, who many months afterward gave
this account of it to a friend: "Mr. Dameron saidow, Lee, I've known you all your
life. Since you were just a little tadpole. Andréw your daddy all his life, we grew up
together, we were childhood friends. And that's Wimyhere - not just because I'm your
minister, but because | feel like you're a memidemy own family. And because you
need a friend that you can talk to and trust. Arfielel terrible about this terrible event,
and I'm every bit as anxious as you are to segutiey party caught and punished.’

"He wanted to know was | thirsty, and | was, sgbeme a Coke, and after that
he's going on about the Thanksgiving vacation an to | like school, when all of a
sudden he says, 'Now, Lee, there seems to be somi® dmong the people here
regarding your innocence. I'm sure you'd be williagake a lie detector and convince
these men of your innocence so they can get busycaicth the guilty party." Then he
said, 'Lee, you didn't do this terrible thing, ¢iml? If you did, now is the time to purge
your soul." The next thing was, | thought what eliince does it make, and | told him
the truth, most everything about it. He kept wagdhis head and rolling his eyes and
rubbing his hands together, and he said it wagréle thing, and | would have to
answer to the Almighty, have to purge my soul Blng the officers what I'd told him,
and would 1?" Receiving an affirmative nod, thesprier's spiritual adviser stepped into
an adjacent room, which was crowded with expeqtaiitemen, and elatedly issued an
invitation: "Come on in. The boy's ready to malsaement."

The Andrews case became the basis for a legainaadlical crusade. Prior to the
trial, at which Andrews pleaded innocent by reagbmsanity, the psychiatric staff of
the Menninger Clinic conducted an exhaustive exatron of the accused; this
produced a diagnosis of "schizophrenia, simple.tyBg "simple,” the diagnosticians
meant that Andrews suffered no delusions, no fpéseeptions, no hallucinations, but
the primary illness of separation of thinking frdeeling. He understood the nature of
his acts, and that they were prohibited, and teawvhs subject to punishment. "But," to



qguote Dr. Joseph Satten, one of the examiners, élldvee Andrews felt no emotions
whatsoever. He considered himself the only impastanly significant person in the
world. And in his own seclusive world it seemechtm just as right to kill his mother
as to kill an animal or a fly."

In the opinion of Dr. Satten and his colleaguesdrews' crime amounted to
such an un-debatable example of diminished respitisthat the case offered an ideal
chance to challenge the M'Naghten Rule in KansagsoThe M'Naghten Rule, as has
been previously stated, recognizes no form of iigarovided the defendant has the
capacity to discriminate between right and wrorggally, not morally. Much to the
distress of psychiatrists and liberal jurists, Bde prevails in the courts of the British
Commonwealth and, in the United States, in thetsonir all but half a dozen or so of
the states and the District of Columbia, which alig the more lenient, though to some
minds impractical, Durham Rule, which is simply tttzan accused is not criminally
responsible if his unlawful act is the product antal disease or mental defect.

In short, what Andrews' defenders, a team compaxfet¥enninger Clinic
psychiatrists and two first-class attorneys, hopedchieve was a victory of legal-
landmark stature. The great essential was to peestie court to substitute the Durham
Rule for the M'Naghten Rule. If that happened, tAedrews, because of the abundant
evidence concerning his schizophrenic conditionulda@ertainly be sentenced not to
the gallows, or even to prison, but to confinementthe State Hospital for the
Criminally Insane.

However, the defense reckoned without the defatslegligious counselor, the
tireless Reverend Mr. Dameron, who appeared atritleas the chief witness for the
prosecution, and who, in the overwrought, rocogdestf a tent-show revivalist, told
the court he had often warned his former Sundayo8chupil of God's impending
wrath: "l says, there isn't anything in this wottdt is worth more than your soul, and
you have acknowledged to me a number of times frconversations that your faith is
weak, that you have no faith in God. You know thkitsin is against God and God is
your final judge, and you have got to answer to Hiihat is what | said to make him
feel the terribleness of the thing he'd done, dad he had to answer to the Almighty
for this crime."”

Apparently the Reverend Dameron was determinechgyofindrews should
answer not only to the Almighty, but also to moeenporal powers, for it was his
testimony, added to the defendant's confessiohs#tded matters. The presiding judge
upheld the M'Naghten Rule, and the jury gave tateghe death penalty it demanded.

Friday, May 13, the first date set for the exeautmf Smith and Hickock, passed
harmlessly, the Kansas Supreme Court having grahted a stay pending the outcome
of appeals for a new trial filed by their lawye#s. that time the Andrews verdict was
under review by the same court.



Perry's cell adjoined Dick's; though invisible @éach other, they could easily
converse, yet Perry seldom spoke to Dick, and isntabecause of any declared
animosity between them (after the exchange of atépid reproaches, their relationship
had turned into one of mutual toleration: the atmege of uncongenial but helpless
Siamese twins); it was because Perry, cautiousaas/s, secretive, suspicious, disliked
having the guards and other inmates overhear hiwatp business" - especially
Andrews, or Andy, as he was called on the Row. Andt educated accent and the
formal quality of his college-trained intelligeneesre anathema to Perry, who though
he had not gone beyond third grade, imagined hinmsete learned than most of his
acquaintances, and enjoyed correcting them, edpectheir grammar and
pronunciation. But here suddenly was someone 4 ‘qukid!" - constantly correcting
him. Was it any wonder he never opened his moutktteBto keep your mouth shut
than to risk one of the college kid's snotty linse: "Don't say disinterested. When
what you mean is un-interested." Andrews meant,ellwas without malice, but Perry
could have boiled him in oil - yet he never adnuitie never let anyone there guess
why, after one of these humiliating incidents, ¢ @and sulked and ignored the meals
that were delivered to him three times a day. Atlibginning of June he stopped eating
altogether - he told Dick, "You can wait around tbe rope. But not me" - and from
that moment he refused to touch food or wateragra;me word to anybody.

The fast lasted five days before the warden toskriously. On the sixth day he
ordered Smith transferred to the prison hospitat, the move did not lessen Perry's
resolve; when attempts were made to force-feed Henfought back, tossed his head
and clenched his jaws until they were rigid as éshses. Eventually, he had to be
pinioned and fed intravenously or through a tutseited in a nostril. Even so, over the
next nine weeks his weight fell from 168 to 115 pds, and the warden was warned
that forced-feeding alone could not keep the patéwe indefinitely.

Dick, though impressed by Perry's will power, wbulot concede that his
purpose was suicide; even when Perry was repootée in a coma, he told Andrews,
with whom he had become friendly, that his formenfederate was faking. "He just
wants them to think he's crazy."

Andrews, a compulsive eater (he had filled a dmwaj with illustrated edibles,
everything from strawberry shortcake to roasted, @igid, "Maybe he is crazy. Starving
himself like that."

"He just wants to get out of here. Play-acting.tls®y'll say he's crazy and put
him in the crazy house."

Dick afterward grew fond of quoting Andrews' refdigr it seemed to him a fine
specimen of the boy's "funny thinking," his "off @cloud" complacency. "Well,"
Andrews allegedly said, "it sure strikes me a hamal/ to do it. Starving yourself.
Because sooner or later we'll all get out of hEither walk out - or be carried out in a
coffin. Myself, | don't care whether | walk or getrried. It's all the same in the end.”

Dick said, "The trouble with you, Andy, you've gud respect for human life.
Including your own."



Andrews agreed. "And," he said, "I'll tell you setiming else. If ever | do get out
of here alive, | mean over the walls and clear -outell, maybe nobody will know
where Andy went, but they'll sure hell know whened&'s been."

All summer Perry undulated between half-awake @ipnd sickly, sweat-
drenched sleep. Voices roared through his head;voiee persistently asked him,
"Where is Jesus? Where?" And once he woke up stgyuiThe bird is Jesus! The bird
is Jesus!" His favorite old theatrical fantasy, ¢me in which he thought of himself as
"Perry O'Parsons, The One-Man Symphony,"-returndtieé guise of a recurrent dream.
The dream's geographical center was a Las Vegascligh where, wearing a white top
hat and a white tuxedo, he strutted about a si#idy stage playing in turn a
harmonica, a guitar, a banjo, drums, sang "YouMyeSunshine," and tap-danced up a
short flight of gold-painted prop steps; at the, ®anding on a platform, he took a bow.
There was no applause, none, and yet thousandstraing packed the vast and gaudy
room - a strange audience, mostly men and mostlgraés. Staring at them, the
perspiring entertainer at last understood theansié, for suddenly he knew that these
were phantoms, the ghosts of the legally annildlathe hanged, the gassed, the
electrocuted - and in the same instant he reatizaidhe was there to join them, that the
gold-painted steps had led to a scaffold, that glaform on which he stood was
opening beneath him. His top hat tumbled; urinatidgfecating, Perry O'Parsons
entered eternity.

One afternoon he escaped from a dream and wakenduhd the warden
standing beside his bed. The warden said, "Souik@s ylou were having a little
nightmare?" But Perry wouldn't answer him, andwiaeden, who on several occasions
had visited the hospital and tried to persuadeptisoner to cease his fast, said, "I have
something here. From your father. | thought youhtigant to see it." Perry, his eyes
glitteringly immense in a face now almost phospboeatly pale, studied the ceiling;
and presently, after placing a picture postcartherpatient's bedside table, the rebuffed
visitor departed.

That night Perry looked at the card. It was adsdsto the warden, and
postmarked Blue Lake, California; the message tevriin a familiar stubby script, said:
"Dear Sir, | understand you have my boy Perry hadckustody. Write me please what
did he do wrong and if | come there could | see.hiths well with me and trust the
same with you. Tex J. Smith." Perry destroyed tel cbut his mind preserved it, for
the few crude words had resurrected him emotionabyived love and hate, and
reminded him that he was still what he had trietltade - alive. "And | just decided,"
he later informed a friend, "that | ought to stémattway. Anybody wanted my life
wasn't going to get any more help from me. Thegdeho fight for it."

The next morning he asked for a glass of milk, fingt sustenance he had
volunteered to accept in fourteen weeks. Gradualtya diet of eggnogs and orange
juice, he regained weight; by October the prisorysptian, Dr. Robert Moore,
considered him strong enough to be returned tdrive. When he arrived there, Dick
laughed and said, "Welcome home, honey."



Two years passed.

The departures of Wilson and Spencer left Smitth Hitkock and Andrews
alone with the Row's burning lights and veiled vangd. The privileges granted
ordinary prisoners were denied them; no radiosasd @ames, not even an exercise
period - indeed, they were never allowed out ofrtbells, except each Saturday when
they were taken to a shower room, then given a ovexkly change of clothing; the
only other occasions for momentary release werdahd&etween visits of lawyers or
relatives. Mrs. Hickock came once a month; her hodbhad died, she had lost the
farm, and, as she told Dick, lived now with oneatiele, now another.

It seemed to Perry as though he existed "deeprwatky” - perhaps because the
Row usually was as gray and quiet as ocean depthsdless except for snores,
coughs, the whisper of slippered feet, the feathacket of the pigeons nesting in the
prison walls. But not always. "Sometimes," Dick veron a letter to his mother, "you
can't hear yourself think. They throw men in thédscdownstairs, what they call the
hole, and plenty of them are fighting mad and craeyoot. Curse and scream the
whole time. It's intolerable, so everybody stamdlizgg shut up. | wish you'd send me
earplugs. Only they wouldn't allow me to have th&o.rest for the wicked, | guess.”

The little building had been standing for morentha century, and seasonal
changes provoked different symptoms of its antiquatinter cold saturated the stone-
and-iron fixtures, and in summer, when temperatafésn hurtled over the hundred
mark, the old cells were malodorous cauldrons.i&omy skin stings," Dick wrote in a
letter dated July 5, 1961. "I try not to move mukjust sit on the floor. My bed's too
sweaty to lie down, and the smell makes me siclabse of only the one bath a week
and always wearing the same clothes. No ventilatibatever and the light bulbs make
everything hotter. Bugs keep bumping on the walls."

Unlike conventional prisoners, the condemned ase subjected to a work
routine; they can do with their time what they liksleep all day, as Perry frequently
did ("l pretend I'm a tiny little baby that cank&dp its eyes open"); or, as was Andrews
habit, read all night. Andrews averaged fifteentwenty books a week; his taste
encompassed both trash and belle-lettres, and Kked lpoetry, Robert Frost's
particularly, but he also admired Whitman, Emilyckinson, and the comic poems of
Ogden Nash. Though the quenchless quality of tesaliy thirst had soon depleted the
shelves of the prison library, the prison chaplaiml others sympathetic to Andrews
kept him supplied with parcels from the Kansas @iplic library.

Dick was rather a bookworm, too; but his intereas restricted to two themes -
sex, as represented in the novels of Harold Robéims Irving Wallace (Perry, after
being lent one of these by Dick, returned it withiedignant note: "Degenerate filth for
filthy degenerate minds!"), and law literature.

He consumed hours each day leafing through lavkdyammpiling research that
he hoped would help reverse his conviction. Alsopursuit of the same cause he fired
off a cannonade of letters to such organizationth@sAmerican Civil Liberties Union
and the Kansas State Bar Association - letterglattg his trial as a "travesty of due



process," and urging the recipients to aid himisduest for a new trial. Perry was
persuaded to draft similar pleas, but when Dickgssted that Andy follow their

example by writing protests in his own behalf, Asws replied, "I'll worry about my

neck and you worry about yours." (Actually, Dickieck was not the part of his
anatomy that most immediately troubled him. "Myrhaicoming out by the handfuls,"
he confided in yet another letter to his mothem"frantic. Nobody in our family was

bald headed as | can recall, and it makes me frah#@ idea of being an ugly old
baldhead.")

The Row's two night guards, arriving at work onarumn evening in 1961,
had a piece of news. "Well," one of them annountseems like you boys can expect
company." The import of the remark was clear todudience: it meant that two young
soldiers, who had been standing trial for the mudea Kansas railroad worker, had
received the ultimate sentence. "Yessir," the gsaid, confirming this, "they got the
death penalty." Dick said, "Sure. It's very poputaKansas. Juries hand it out like they
were giving candy to kids."

One of the soldiers, George Ronald York, was eigt his companion, James
Douglas Latham, was a year older. They were botiegtonally personable, which
perhaps explains why hordes of teen-aged girls &@&ended their trial. Though
convicted of a single slaying, the pair had clainsegen victims in the course of a
cross-country murder spree.

Ronnie York, blond and blue-eyed, had been borhraised in Florida, where
his father was a well-known, well-paid deep-seaedivihe Yorks had a pleasantly
comfortable home life, and Ronnie, overloved andrpraised by his parents and a
worshipful younger sister, was the adored centet. dbtham's back-ground was at the
opposite extreme, being every bit as bleak as F&migh's. Born in Texas, he was the
youngest child of fertile, moneyless, embattled epts who, when finally they
separated, left their progeny to fend for themsglve scatter hither and thither, loose
and unwanted as bundles of Panhandle tumbleweesev&nteen, in need of a refuge,
Latham enlisted in the Army; two years later, foguilty of an AWOL offense, he was
imprisoned in the stockade at Fort Hood, Texagas there that he met Ronnie York,
who was also under sentence for having gone AWQ®lough they were very unlike -
even physically, York being tall and phlegmatic,esdas the Texan was a short young
man with foxy brown eyes animating a compact, tittte face - they found they shared
at least one firm opinion: the world was hatefuld &verybody in it would be better off
dead. "It's a rotten world,” Latham said. "Thergsanswer to it but meanness. That's
all anybody understands - meanness. Burn down #résniarn - he'll understand that.
Poison his dog. Kill him." Ronnie said Latham wamsé hundred percent correct,”
adding, "Anyway, anybody you kill, you're doing the favor."

The first person they chose to so favor were tveorGia women, respectable
housewives who had the misfortune to encounter Yotk Latham not long after the
murderous pair escaped from the Fort Hood stockstdks a pickup truck, and drove to
Jacksonville, Florida, York's home town. The scefethe encounter was an Esso
station on the dark outskirts of Jacksonville; tlae was the night of May 29, 1961.
Originally, the absconding soldiers had traveleth® Florida city with the intention of



visiting York's family; once there, however, Yorkaided it might be unwise to contact
his parents; his father sometimes had quite a terifgeand Latham talked it over, and
New Orleans was their new destination when theppsd at the Esso station to buy
gas. Along side them another car was imbibing fitetontained the two matronly
victims-to-be, who, after a day of shopping andplee in Jacksonville, were returning
to their homes in a small town near the Florida1@eoborder. Alas, they had lost their
way. York, from whom they asked directions, was tradgiging: "You just follow us.
We'll put you on the right road.” But the road thigh he led them was very wrong
indeed: a narrow side-turning that petered off BM@mp.

The ladies followed along faithfully until the dnalted, and they saw, in the
shine of their headlights, the helpful young meprapching them on foot, and saw, but
too late, that each was armed with a black bullwhie whips were the property of the
stolen truck's rightful custodian, a cattlemariiat been Latham's notion to use them as
garrotes - which, after robbing the women, is wihaty did. In New Orleans the boys
bought a pistol and carved two notches in the leandl

During the next ten days notches were added itafioina, Tennessee, where
they acquired a snappy red Dodge convertible byotshgp the owner, a traveling
salesman; and in an lllinois suburb of St. Louibere two more men were slain. The
Kansas victim, who followed the preceding five, veagrandfather; his name was Otto
Ziegler, he was sixty-two, a robust, friendly feliothe sort not likely to pass distressed
motorists without offering assistance. While spimgnalong a Kansas highway one fine
June morning, Mr. Ziegler spied a red convertitdekpd by the roadside, its hood up,
and a couple of nice-looking youngsters fiddlinghaihe motor. How was the good-
hearted Mr. Ziegler to know that nothing ailed thachine - that this was a ruse devised
to rob and kill would-be Samaritans? His last wongse, "Anything | can do?" York,
at a distance of twenty feet, sent a bullet crashimough the old man's skull, then
turned to Latham and said, "Pretty good shootutyhi

Their final victim was the most pathetic. It wagid, only eighteen; she was
employed as a maid in a Colorado motel where thgaging pair spent a night, during
which she let them make love to her. Then they twd they were on their way to
California, and invited her to come along. "Comeg¢"dratham urged her, "maybe we'll
all end up movie stars." The girl and her hastidghked cardboard suitcase ended up as
blood-soaked wreckage at the bottom of a ravine Geaig, Colorado; but not many
hours after she had been shot and thrown thereadsassins were in fact performing
before motion-picture cameras.

Descriptions of the red car's occupants, proviokedvitnesses who had noticed
them loitering in the area where Otto Ziegler'sypas discovered, had been circulated
through the Midwest and Western states. Roadbleo®e erected, and helicopters
patrolled the highways; it was a roadblock in Utiaéit caught York and Latham. Later,
at Police Headquarters in Salt Lake City, a loed\ision company was allowed to
film an interview with them. The result, if viewedithout sound, would seem to
concern two cheerful, milk fed athletes discusdwogkey or baseball - anything but
murder and the roles, boastfully confessed, thay played in the deaths of seven



people. "Why," the interviewer asks, "why did yoa d?" And York, with a self-
congratulatory grin, answers, "We hate the world."

All five of the states that vied for the right fwosecute York and Latham
endorse judicial homicide: Florida (electrocutioifgnnessee (electrocution), lllinois
(electrocution), Kansas (hanging), and Coloradth@legas). But because it had the
firmest evidence, Kansas was victorious.

The men on the Row first met their new companiblevember 2, 1961. A
guard, escorting the arrivals to their cells, idtroed them: "Mr. York, Mr. Latham, I'd
like you to know Mr. Smith here. And Mr. Hickock.nd Mr. Lowell Lee Andrews -
'the nicest boy in Wolcott!"

When the parade had passed, Hickock heard Andotwskling, and said,
"What's so funny about that sonofabitch?"

"Nothing,” Andrews said. "But | was thinking: wheou count my three and
your four and their seven, that makes fourteerhefrt and five of us. Now five into
fourteen averages out - "

"Four into fourteen,” Hickock curtly corrected hiffirhere are four killers up
here and one railroaded man. I'm no goddam killaever touched a hair on a human
head."

Hickock continued writing letters protesting hisweation, and one of these at last bore
fruit. The recipient, Everett Steerman, Chairmarthe Legal Aid Committee of the
Kansas State Bar Association, was disturbed byatlegations of the sender, who
insisted that he and his co-defendant had not Had &ial. According to Hickock, the
"hostile atmosphere" in Garden City had made itdagible to empanel an unbiased
jury, and therefore a change of venue should haen lgranted. As for the jurors that
were chosen, at least two had clearly indicatedeaymption of guilt during the voir
dire examination ("When asked to state his opimiboapital punishment, one man said
that ordinarily he was against it, but in this casg); unfortunately, the voir dire had
not been recorded because Kansas law does notagatjunless a specific demand is
made. Many of the jurors, moreover, were "well asqted with the deceased. So was
the judge. Judge Tate was an intimate friend ofGhutter."

But the bulkiest of Hickock's mud pies was aiméetha two defense attorneys,
Arthur Fleming and Harrison Smith, whose "incompete and inadequacy" were the
chief cause of the correspondent's present predictrfor no real defense had been
prepared or offered by them, and this lack of ¢fibwas implied, had been deliberate -
an act of collusion between the defense and theeptdion.

These were grave assertions, reflecting upon mitegiity of two respected
lawyers and a distinguished district judge, butewWen partially true, then the
constitutional rights of the defendants had bearseth. Prompted by Mr. Steerman, the



Bar Association undertook a course of action witipmecedent in Kansas legal history:
it appointed a young Wichita attorney, Russell &ub investigate the charges and,
should evidence warrant it, challenge the valigityhe conviction by bringing habeas
corpus proceedings in the Kansas Supreme Courtgchwhad recently upheld the
verdict.

It would appear that Shultz's investigation washer one-sided, since it
consisted of little more than an interview with $mand Hickock, from which the
lawyer emerged with crusading phrases for the pr8dse question is this - do poor,
plainly guilty defendants have a right to a compldefense? | do not believe that the
State of Kansas would be either greatly or for Idraymed by the death of these
appellants. But | do not believe it could ever nerdrom the death of due process.”

Shultz filed his habeas corpus petition, and thand@s Supreme Court
commissioned one of its own retired justices, thendtable Walter G. Thiele, to
conduct a full-scale hearing. And so it came tcspghat almost two years after the trial,
the whole cast reassembled in the courtroom at gbaidity. The only important
participants absent were the original defendantsheir stead, as it were, stood Judge
Tate, old Mr. Fleming, and Harrison Smith, whoseeeas were imperiled - not because
of the appellant's allegations per se, but becafs¢he apparent credit the Bar
Association bestowed upon them.

The hearing, which at one point was transferredatosing, where Judge Thiele
heard Smith and Hickock testify, took six days eonplete; ultimately, every point was
covered. Eight jurors swore they had never knownraember of the slain family; four
admitted some slight acquaintance with Mr. Clutker, each, including N. L. Dunnan,
the airport operator who had made the controversgally during the voir dire, testified
that he had entered the jury box with an unpregdiimind. Shultz challenged Dunnan:
"Do you feel, sir, that you would have been willitgygo to trial with a juror whose
state of mind was the same as yours?" Dunnan saidwe would; and Shultz then said,
"Do you recall being asked whether or not you waverse to capital punishment?"
Nodding, the witness answered, "I told them unaenal conditions | would probably
be averse to it. But with the magnitude of thisnail could probably vote in favor.”

Tangling with Tate was more difficult: Shultz so@alized he had a tiger by the
tail. Responding to questions relevant to his sapdantimacy with Mr. Clutter, the
judge said, "He [Clutter] was once a litigant irstbourt, a case over which | presided, a
damage action involving an airplane falling on jisperty; he was suing for damages
to - | believe some fruit trees. Other than thdtadl no occasion to associate with him.
None whatever. | saw him perhaps once or twiceh& ¢ourse of a year..."Shultz,
floundering, switched the subject.

"Do you know," he asked, "what the attitude of theople was in this
community after the apprehension of these two men?"

"l believe | do," the judge told him with scathiegnfidence. "It is my opinion
that the attitude toward them was that of anyose eharged with a criminal offense -
that they should be tried as the law provides; th#tey were guilty they should be



convicted; that they should be given the sametfaatment as any other person. There
was no prejudice against them because they wetsedof crime.”

"You mean," Shultz slyly said, "you saw no reasonthe court on its own
motion to grant a change of venue?" Tate's lipgeiidownward, his eyes blazed. "Mr.
Shultz," he said, as though the name was a protbhs, "the court cannot on its own
grant a change of venue. That would be contrariKdasas law. | couldn't grant a
change unless it was properly requested. "But vdd/duch a request not been made by
the defendants' attorneys? Shultz now pursued dhisstion with the attorneys
themselves, for to discredit them and prove thay thad not supplied their clients with
the minimum protection was, from the Wichita lawgeviewpoint, the hearing's
principal objective. Fleming and Smith withstoode tlonslaught in good style,
particularly Fleming, who, wearing a bold red tredean abiding smile, endured Shultz
with gentlemanly resignation. Explaining why he mad applied for a change of venue,
he said, "l felt that since the Reverend Cowanntiméster of the Methodist church, and
a man of substance here, a man of high standingelhisas many other ministers here,
had expressed themselves against capital punishthamntat least the leaven had been
cast in the area, and there were likely more pebple inclined to be lenient in the
matter of the penalty than perhaps in other pdrthe state. Then | believe it was a
brother of Mrs. Clutter's who made a statement @ipgeared in the press indicating he
did not feel the defendants should be put to déath.

Shultz had a score of charges, but underlying ta#rwas the implication that
because of community pressure, Fleming and Smith dediberately neglected their
duties. Both men, Shultz maintained, had betrapied tlients by not consulting with
them sufficiently (Mr. Fleming replied, "I workedhahe case to the very best of my
ability, giving it more time than | do most caseddy waiving a preliminary hearing
(Smith answered, "But sir, neither Mr. Fleming hdwad been appointed counsel at the
time of the waiver"); by making remarks to newsnagamaging to the defendants
(Shultz to Smith: "Are you aware that a reportesnKull of the Topeka Daily Capital,
quoted you, on the second day of the trial, asngpyhere was no doubt of Mr.
Hickock's guilt, but that you were concerned onlighwobtaining life imprisonment
rather than the death penalty?” Smith to Shultz,"$ir. If | was quoted as saying that it
was incorrect"); and by failing to prepare a propefense.

This last proposition was the one Shultz pedafedést; it is relevant, therefore,
to reproduce an opinion of it written by three Fedlgudges as the result of a
subsequent appeal to the United States Court okedpp Tenth Circuit: "We think,
however, that those viewing the situation in rgtext have lost sight of the problems
which confronted Attorneys Smith and Fleming whiaeyt undertook the defense of
these petitioners. When they accepted the appomsmeach petitioner had made a full
confession, and they did not then contend, notlieg seriously contend at any time in
the state courts, that these confessions were alantary. A radio taken from the
Clutter home and sold by the petitioners in Mex@ity had been recovered, and the
attorneys knew of other evidence of their guiltrtire the possession of the prosecution.
When called upon to plead to the charges agaimsh tthey stood mute, and it was
necessary for the court to enter a plea of notyér them. There was no substantial
evidence then, and none has been produced sinddahd¢o substantiate a defense of



insanity. The attempt to establish insanity as fer because of serious injuries in
accidents years before, and headaches and ocdafsioniag spells of Hickock, was
like grasping at the proverbial straw. The attomesere faced with a situation where
outrageous crimes committed on innocent persons besh admitted. Under these
circumstances, they would have been justified wisaidg that petitioners enter pleas of
guilty and throw themselves on the mercy of thertcolheir only hope was through
some turn of fate the lives of these misguidedvikdials might be spared.”

In the report he submitted to the Kansas SupremetCludge Thiele found that
the petitioners had received a constitutionally faal; the court thereupon denied the
writ to abolish the verdict, and set a new datexscution - October 25, 1962. As it
happened, Lowell Lee Andrews, whose case had tiveeeled all the way to the
United States Supreme Court, was scheduled to tiaagnonth later.

The Clutter slayers, granted a reprieve by a Fgdadge, evaded their date.
Andrews kept his.

In the disposition of capital cases in the Unigtdtes, the median elapsed time
between sentence and execution is approximategnseen months. Recently, in Texas,
an armed robber was electrocuted one month aftecdnviction; but in Louisiana, at
the present writing, two rapists have been waitiog a record twelve years. The
variance depends a little on luck and a great dmathe extent of litigation. The
majority of the lawyers handling these cases anart@ppointed and work without
recompense; but more often than not the courterder to avoid future appeals based
on complaints of inadequate representation, appuoien of first quality who defend
with commendable vigor. However, even an attorneynoderate talent can postpone
doomsday year after year, for the system of appélads pervades American
jurisprudence amounts to a legalistic wheel ofuioet a game of chance, somewhat
fixed in the favor of the criminal, that the panp@&nts play interminably, first in the
state courts, then through the Federal courts theilultimate tribunal is reached - the
United States Supreme Court. But even defeat thees not signify if petitioner's
counsel can discover or invent new grounds for appesually they can, and so once
more the wheel turns, and turns until, perhaps sgraes later, the prisoner arrives back
at the nation's highest court, probably only toibemgain the slow cruel contest. But at
intervals the wheel does pause to declare a winoerthough with increasing rarity, a
loser: Andrews' lawyers fought to the final momdntt their client went to the gallows
on Friday, November 30, 1962.

"That was a cold night,” Hickock said, talking to jaurnalist with whom he

corresponded and who was periodically allowed sit Yiim. "Cold and wet. It had been
raining like a bastard, and the baseball field masl up to your cojones. So when they
took Andy out to the warehouse, they had to wafk hiong the path. We were all at
our windows watching - Perry and me, Ronnie Yorkyndy Latham. It was just after

midnight, and the warehouse was lit up like a Haden pumpkin. The doors wide
open. We could see the witnesses, a lot of gudnésdoctor and the warden - every



damn thing but the gallows. It was off at an andglet we could see its shadow. A
shadow on the wall like the shadow of a boxing .ring

"The chaplain and four guards had charge of Araly when they got to the
door they stopped a second. Andy was looking ag#ilews - you could sense he was.
His arms were tied in front of him. All of a suddis@ chaplain reached out and took off
Andy's glasses. Which was kind of pitiful, Andy out his glasses. They led him on
inside, and | wondered he could see to climb tepsstlt was real quiet, just nothing but
this dog barking way off. Some town dog. Then warbeit, the sound, and Jimmy
Latham said, "What was that?"; and | told him wihatas - the trap door.

"Then it was real quiet again. Except that dogl ®hdy, he danced a long time.
They must have had a real mess to clean up.

Every few minutes the doctor came to the door stegped outside, and stood
there with this stethoscope in his hand. | wouldayt he was enjoying his work - kept
gasping, like he was gasping for breath, and heomasg, too. Jimmy said, 'Get a load
of that nance.' | guess the reason he steppedieutsis so the others wouldn't see he
was crying. Then he'd go back and listen to heanidy's heart had stopped. Seemed
like it never would. The fact is, his heart kepathig for nineteen minutes.

"Andy was a funny kid," Hickock said, smiling lagedly as he propped a
cigarette between his lips. "It was like | told hihre had no respect for human life, not
even his own. Right before they hanged him, hedsain and ate two fried chickens.
And that last afternoon he was smoking cigars amkithg Coke and writing poetry.
When they came to get him, and we said our goodbyaid, 'I'll be seeing you soon,
Andy. 'Cause I'm sure we're going to the same pl&oescout around and see if you
can't find a cool shady spot for us Down There.l&ighed, and said he didn't believe
in heaven or hell, just dust unto dust. And he saicaunt and uncle had been to see
him, and told him they had a coffin waiting to galnim to some little cemetery in north
Missouri. The same place where the three he dispoSeere buried. They planned to
put Andy right alongside them. He said when thég tom that he could hardly keep a
straight face. | said, 'Well, you're lucky to hawvegrave. Most likely they'll give Perry
and me to the vivisectionist." We joked on liketttihit was time to go, and just as he
was going he handed me a piece of paper with a mreitn | don't know if he wrote it.
Or copied it out of a book. My impression was heterit. If you're interested, I'll send
it to you."

He later did so, and Andrews' farewell messageetliiout to be the ninth stanza
of Gray's "Elegy Written in a Country Churchyar@he boasts of heraldry, the pomp of
pow'r, And all that beauty, all that wealth e'evgi@Await alike the inevitable hour: The
paths of glory lead but to the grave.

"l really liked Andy. He was a nut - not a reatl,nike they kept hollering; but,
you know, just goofy. He was always talking abowgaking out of here and making his
living as a hired gun. He liked to imagine himseiming around Chicago or Los
Angeles with a machine gun inside a violin caseolidg guys. Said he'd charge a
thousand bucks per stiff."



Hickock laughed, presumably at the absurdity sffiiend's ambitions, sighed,
and shook his head. "But for someone his age hetlveasmartest person | ever come
across. A human library. When that boy read a bbskayed read. Course he didn't
know a dumb-darn thing about life. Me, I'm an igamous except when it comes to what
| know about life. I've walked along a lot of mestreets. I've seen a white man flogged.
I've watched babies born. I've seen a girl, andnleemore than fourteen, take on three
guys at the same time and give them all their manewprth. Fell off a ship once five
miles out to sea. Swam five miles with my life pagsbefore me with every stroke.
Once | shook hands with President Truman in thbyalf the Hotel Muehlebach. Harry
S Truman. When | was working for the hospital, orgvan ambulance, | saw every side
of life there is - things that would make a dog worBut Andy. He didn't know one
dumb-damn-darn thing except what he'd read in hooks

"He was innocent as a little child, some kid wéttbox of Cracker Jack. He'd
never once been with a woman, Man or mule. He saitimself. Maybe that's what |
liked about him most. How he wouldn't prevaricdtke rest of us on the Row, we're all
a bunch of bull-artists. I'm one of the worst. Shgou've got to talk about something.
Brag. Otherwise you're nobody, nothing, a potatgetating in your seven-by-ten
limbo. But Andy never would partake. He said whétes use telling a lot of stuff that
never happened.

"Old Perry, though, he wasn't sorry to see theda\ndy. Andy was the one
thing in the world Perry wants to be - educatedd Aerry couldn't forgive him for it.
You know how Perry's always using hundred-dollardgohe doesn't half know the
meaning of? Sounds like one of them college nigyB®y, it burned his bottom to have
Andy catch up on him and haul him to the curb. GeuAndy was just trying to give
him what he wanted - an education. The truth isit@ybody get along with Perry. He
hasn't got a single friend on the premises. | mpest who the hell does he think he is?
Sneering at everybody. Calling people perverts @gegknerates. Going on about what
low I. Q.'s they have. It's too bad we can't allsbeh sensitive souls like little Perry.
Saints. Boy, but | know some hard rocks who'd glagth to The Corner if they could
get him alone in the shower room for just one hotute. The way he high-hats York
and Latham! Ronnie says he sure wishes he knewewhercould lay hold of a
bullwhip. Says he'd like to squeeze Perry a littldon't blame him. After all, we're all
in the same fix, and they're pretty good boys."

Hickock chuckled ruefully, shrugged, and said, tMaow what | mean. Good -
considering. Ronnie York's mother has been hengsib him several times. One day,
out in the waiting room, she met my mother, and tlogy've come to be each other's
number-one buddy. Mrs. York wants my mother to corist her home in Florida,
maybe even live there. Jesus, | wish she wouldn®me wouldn't have to go through
this ordeal. Once a month riding the bus here ® ®&. Smiling, trying to find
something to say, make me feel good. The poor ladgn't know how she stands it. |
wonder she isn't crazy."

Hickock's uneven eyes turned toward a window & \lsiting room; his face,
puffy, pallid as a funeral lily, gleamed in the \Weainter sunshine filtering through the
bar-shrouded glass.



"The poor lady. She wrote the warden, and askedfréhe could speak to Perry
the next time she came here. She wanted to hearRerry himself how he killed those
people, how I never fired shot one. All | can hapéhat some day we'll get a new trial,
and Perry will testify and tell the truth. Only duabt it. He's plain determined that if he
goes | go. Back to back. It's not right. Many a rhas killed and never seen the inside
of a death cell. And | never killed anybody. If Wi got fifty thousand dollars to spend,
you could bump off half of Kansas City and justgaiha ha." A sudden grin obliterated
his woeful indignation. "Uh-oh. There | go againd@ry baby. You'd think I'd learn.
But honest to God, I've done my damnedest to gatgalith Perry. Only he's so
critical. Two-faced. So jealous of every little rigi Every letter | get, every visit.
Nobody ever comes to see him except you," he saiiding at the journalist, who was
as equally well acquainted with Smith as he wash witickock. "Or his lawyer.
Remember when he was in the hospital? With thahyptstarvation routine? And his
dad sent the postcard? Well, the warden wrote Beaillgd and said he was welcome to
come here any time. But he never has showed upn't Enow. Sometimes you got to
feel sorry for Perry. He must be one of the moshalpeople there ever was. But. Aw,
the hell with him. It's mostly every bit his owrufa"

Hickock slipped another cigarette away from a paekof Pall Malls, wrinkled
his nose, and said, "I've tried to quit smokingefit figure what difference does it
make under the circumstances. With a little luckybe I'll get cancer and beat the state
at its own game. For a while there | was smokiggus. Andy's. The morning after they
hanged him, | woke up and called to him, '‘Andy?he way | usually did. Then I
remembered he was on his way to Missouri. Withaiilnet and uncle. | looked out in the
corridor. His cell had been cleaned out, and aljhnk was piled there. The mattress
off his bunk, his slippers, and the scrapbook witlthe food pictures - he called it his
icebox. And this box of 'Macbeth' cigars. | tolcetguard Andy wanted me to have
them, left them to me in his will. Actually, | navemoked them all. Maybe it was the
idea of Andy, but somehow they gave me indigestion.

"Well, what's there to say about capital punishtfddim not against it. Revenge
is all it is, but what's wrong with revenge? Itery important. If | was kin to the
Clutters, or any of the parties York and Lathanpédised with, | couldn't rest in peace
till the ones responsible had taken that ride @Big Swing. These people that write
letters to the newspapers. There were two in a K@paper the other day - one from a
minister. Saying, in effect, what is all this ledatce, why haven't those sonsabitches
Smith and Hickock got it in the neck, how come thasurdering sonsabitches are still
eating up the taxpayers' money? Well, | can see $ide. They're mad 'cause they're
not getting what they want - revenge. And theyoe going to get it if | can help it. |
believe in hanging. Just so long as I'm not thelmmeg hanged.”

But then he was.

Another three years passed, and during those ye@arexceptionally skillful
Kansas City lawyers, Joseph P. Jenkins and RoleghBm, replaced Shultz, the latter
having resigned from the case. Appointed by a Fddedge, and working without



compensation (but motivated by a hard-held opirtlat the defendants had been the
victims of a "nightmarishly unfair trial"), Jenkirsd Bingham filed numerous appeals
within the framework of the Federal court systetreréby avoiding three execution
dates: October 25, 1962, August 8, 1963, and Feprt8, 1965. The attorneys
contended that their clients had been unjustly imbed because legal counsel had not
been appointed them until after they had confessed had waived preliminary
hearings; and because they were not competentlsesepted at their trial, were
convicted with the help of evidence seized withawgearch warrant (the shotgun and
knife taken from the Hickock home), were not grdndéechange of venue even though
the environs of the trial had been "saturated" ithlicity prejudicial to the accused.

With these arguments, Jenkins and Bingham sucdeigdearrying the case
three times to the United States Supreme Coure-Bly Boy, as many litigating
prisoners refer to it - but on each occasion th@rCavhich never comments on its
decisions in such instances, denied the appealsefusing to grant the writs of
certiorari that would have entitled the appellaota full hearing before the Court. In
March, 1965, after Smith and Hickock had been cwmdfiin their Death Row cells
almost two thousand days, the Kansas Supreme @Geareed that their lives must end
between midnight and 2: 00 a. m., Wednesday, Apfil 1965. Subsequently, a
clemency appeal was presented to the newly eleGekrnor of Kansas, William
Avery; but Avery, a rich farmer sensitive to pubbgpinion, refused to intervene - a
decision he felt to be in the "best interest of peeple of Kansas." (Two months later,
Avery also denied the clemency appeals of Yorklaattiam, who were hanged on June
22, 1965.)

And so it happened that in the daylight hourshat Wednesday morning, Alvin
Dewey, breakfasting in the coffee shop of a Topsid!, read, on the first page of the
Kansas City Star, a headline he had long awaitedod rope for bloody crime. The
story, written by an Associated Press reporterabegRichard Eugene Hickock and
Perry Edward Smith, partners in crime, died on gh#fows at the state prison early
today for one of the bloodiest murders in Kansasioal annals. Hickock, 33years old,
died first, at 12: 41 a. m.; Smith, 36, died a19:.."

Dewey had watched them die, for he had been anfengamenty-odd witnesses invited
to the ceremony. He had never attended an execatimhwhen on the midnight past he
entered the cold warehouse, the scenery had sedpnisn: he had anticipated a setting
of suitable dignity, not this bleakly lighted camecluttered with lumber and other
debris. But the gallows itself, with its two paleases attached to a crossbeam, was
imposing enough; and so, in an unexpected styls, thea hangman, who cast a long
shadow from his perch on the platform at the toghef wooden instrument's thirteen
steps. The hangman, an anonymous, leathery gemtlerha had been imported from
Missouri for the event, for which he was paid sintired dollars, was attired in an aged
double-breasted pinstriped suit overly commodiaurstlie narrow figure inside it - the
coat came nearly to his knees; and on his headohe avcowboy hat which, when first
bought, had perhaps been bright green, but wasanweathered, sweat-stained oddity.



Also, Dewey found the self-consciously casual esation of his fellow
witnesses, as they stood awaiting the start of whatwitness termed "the festivities,"
disconcerting.

"What | heard was, they was gonna let them draemst to see who dropped
first. Or flip a coin. But Smith says why not doaiphabetically. Guess 'cause S comes
after H. Ha!"

"Read in the paper, afternoon paper, what theyred for their last meal?
Ordered the same menu. Shrimp. French fries. Gariad. Ice cream and strawberries
and whipped cream. Understand Smith didn't toushrhich.”

"That Hickock's got a sense of humor. They waamteime how, about an hour
ago, one of the guards says to him, 'This musthbeddngest night of your life." And
Hickock, he laughs and says, 'No. The shortest.™

"Did you hear about Hickock's eyes? He left theman eye doctor. Soon as they
cut him down, this doctor's gonna yank out his eyed stick them in somebody else's
head. Can't say I'd want to be that somebody.el&d peculiar with them eyes in my
head."

"Christ! Is that rain? All the windows down! My weChevy. Christ!"

The sudden rain rapped the high warehouse ro&.sband, not unlike the rat-
a-tat-tat of parade drums, heralded Hickock's akrikccompanied by six guards and a
prayer-murmuring chaplain, he entered the deattepteandcuffed and wearing an ugly
harness of leather straps that bound his armsstthso. At the foot of the gallows the
warden read to him the official order of executiantwo-page document; and as the
warden read, Hickock's eyes, enfeebled by halfcadke of cell shadows, roamed the
little audience until, not seeing what he sougbtabked the nearest guard, in a whisper,
if any member of the Clutter family was present.aNthe was told no, the prisoner
seemed disappointed, as though he thought the gmogurrounding this ritual of
vengeance was not being properly observed.

As is customary, the warden, having finished heitation, asked the
condemned man whether he had any last statemenalte. Hickock nodded. "I just
want to say | hold no hard feelings. You people seeding me to a better world than
this ever was"; then, as if to emphasize the pdiatshook hands with the four men
mainly responsible for his capture and convicti@al, of whom had requested
permission to attend the executions: K. B. I. AgeRoby Church, Clarence Duntz,
Harold Nye, and Dewey himself. "Nice to see you,jtkdck said with his most
charming smile; it was as if he were greeting guashis own funeral.

The hangman coughed - impatiently lifted his cowhat and settled it again, a
gesture somehow reminiscent of a turkey buzzardingfthen smoothing its neck
feathers - and Hickock, nudged by an attendant,meauthe scaffold steps. "The Lord
giveth, the Lord taketh away. Blessed is the nafbeoLord," the chaplain intoned, as
the rain sound accelerated, as the noose was fitteldas a delicate black mask was tied



round the prisoner's eyes. "May the Lord have mensyyour soul." The trapdoor

opened, and Hickock hung for all to see a full ttyeminutes before the prison doctor
at last said, "I pronounce this man dead." A heatseblazing headlights beaded with
rain, drove into the warehouse, and the body, plawea litter and shrouded under a
blanket, was carried to the hearse and out intantblt. Staring after it, Roy Church

shook his head: "I never would have believed hethadyuts. To take it like he did. I

had him tagged a coward.”

The man to whom he spoke, another detective, $aid, Roy. The guy was a
punk. A mean bastard. He deserved it." Church, whtbughtful eyes, continued to
shake his head. While waiting for the second exeouta reporter and a guard
conversed. The reporter said, "This your first hag®"

"| seen Lee Andrews."
"This here's my first."

"Yeah. How'd you like it?"

The reporter pursed his lips. "Nobody in our dafiwanted the assignment. Me
either. But it wasn't as bad as | thought it wdadd Just like jumping off a diving board.
Only with a rope around your neck."”

"They don't feel nothing. Drop, snap, and that'$hey don't feel nothing."
"Are you sure? | was standing right close. | ccwar him gasping for breath."
"Uh-huh, but he don't feel nothing. Wouldn't bertaune if he did."

"Well. And | suppose they feed them a lot of pigdatives."

"Hell, no. Against the rules. Here comes Smith."

"Gosh, | didn't know he was such a shrimp."

"Yeah, he's little. But so is a tarantula.”

As he was brought into the warehouse, Smith razegrhis old foe, Dewey; he
stopped chewing a hunk of Doublemint gum he hadhisnmouth, and grinned and
winked at Dewey, jaunty and mischievous. But attez warden asked if he had
anything to say, his expression was sober. Hisitbenseyes gazed gravely at the
surrounding faces, swerved up to the shadowy hangthan downward to his own
manacled hands. He looked at his fingers, whichevatained with ink and paint, for
he'd spent his final three years on Death Row pajrgelf-portraits and pictures of
children, usually the children of inmates who sigghlhim with photographs of their
seldom-seen progeny. "l think,” he said, "it's dluva thing to take a life in this
manner. | don't believe in capital punishment, riprar legally. Maybe | had
something to contribute, something - " His assuedattered; shyness blurred his voice,



lowered it to a just audible level. "It would be amingless to apologize for what | did.
Even inappropriate. But | do. | apologize.”

Steps, noose, mask; but before the mask was adjuiie prisoner spat his
chewing gum into the chaplain's outstretched p&lewey shut his eyes; he kept them
shut until he heard the thud-snap that announcepexbroken neck. Like the majority
of American law-enforcement officials, Dewey is te@m that capital punishment is a
deterrent to violent crime, and he felt that if eWee penalty had been earned, the
present instance was it. The preceding executiohnua disturbed him, he had never
had much use for Hickock, who seemed to him "a lstimaé& chiseler who got out of his
depth, empty and worthless." But Smith, though res whe true murderer, aroused
another response, for Perry possessed a quakfyguta of an exiled animal, a creature
walking wounded, that the detective could not djard. He remembered his first
meeting with Perry in the interrogation room ati@Headquarters in Las Vegas - the
dwarfish boy-man seated in the metal chair, hislisbo@ted feet not quite brushing the
floor. And when Dewey now opened his eyes, thathst he saw: the same childish
feet, tilted, dangling.

Dewey had imagined that with the deaths of Smitd &lickock, he would
experience a sense of climax, release, of a depsigiy completed. Instead, he
discovered himself recalling an incident of almasyear ago, a casual encounter in
Valley View Cemetery, which, in retrospect, had stww for him more or less ended
the Clutter case.

The pioneers who founded Garden City were nedgssaBGpartan people, but
when the time came to establish a formal cemetbey, were determined, despite arid
soil and the troubles of transporting water, tcategea rich contrast to the dusty streets,
the austere plains. The result, which they namelleya&/iew, is situated above the
town on a plateau of modest altitude. Seen todais a dark island lapped by the
undulating surf of surrounding wheat fields - a doefuge from a hot day, for there are
many cool paths unbrokenly shaded by trees playgedrations ago.

One afternoon the previous May, a month when i#lds blaze with the green-
gold fire of half-grown wheat, Dewey had spent salvhours at Valley View weeding
his father's grave, an obligation he had too loeglected. Dewey was fifty-one, four
years older than when he had supervised the Clinttestigation; but he was still lean
and agile, and still the K. B. I.'s principal agamtwestern Kansas; only a week earlier
he had caught a pair of cattle rustlers. The drefsettling on his farm had not come
true, for his wife's fear of living in that sort olation had never lessened. Instead, the
Deweys had built a new house in town; they wereaighrof it, and proud, too, of both
their sons, who were deep-voiced now and as tathes father. The older boy was
headed for college in the autumn.

When he had finished weeding, Dewey strolled altimg quiet paths. He
stopped at a tombstone marked with a recently daneene: Tate. Judge Tate had died
of pneumonia the past November; wreaths, brownsyassd rain-faded ribbons still lay
upon the raw earth. Close by, fresher petals spdt®oss a newer mound - the grave of
Bonnie Jean Ashida, the Ashidas' elder daughteo while visiting Garden City had



been killed in a car collision. Deaths, births, rizares - why, just the other day he'd
heard that Nancy Clutter's boy friend, young BoBlapp, had gone and got married.

The graves of the Clutter family, four graves gat¢td under a single gray stone,
lie in a far corner of the cemetery - beyond tlee$r out in the sun, almost at the wheat
field's bright edge. As Dewey approached them dve that another visitor was already
there: a willowy girl with white-gloved hands, a sath cap of dark-honey hair, and
long, elegant legs. She smiled at him, and he wendeho she was.

"Have you forgotten me, Mr. Dewey? Susan KidweHé laughed; she joined
him. "Sue Kidwell. I'll be darned.” He hadn't se®ar since the trial; she had been a
child then. "How are you? How's your mother?"

"Fine, thank you. She's still teaching music atltolcomb School.”

"Haven't been that way lately. Any changes?"

"Oh, there's some talk about paving the streets. Yu know Holcomb.
Actually, 1 don't spend much time there. This is japior year at K. U.," she said,
meaning the University of Kansas. "I'm just homeddew days."

"That's wonderful, Sue. What are you studying?"

"Everything. Art, mostly. | love it. I'm really Ippy." She glanced across the
prairie. "Nancy and | planned to go to college tbge We were going to be
roommates. | think about it sometimes. Suddenlyerwhm very happy, | think of all

the plans we made."

Dewey looked at the gray stone inscribed with foames, and the date of their
death: November 15, 1959. "Do you come here often?"

"Once in a while. Gosh, the sun's strong." SheermxV her eyes with tinted
glasses. "Remember Bobby Rupp? He married a bebgitif"

"So | heard."
"Colleen Whitehurst. She's really beautiful. Aratywnice, too."

"Good for Bobby." And to tease her, Dewey add@&ijt"how about you? You
must have a lot of beaus."

"Well. Nothing serious. But that reminds me. Daiylmave the time? Oh," she
cried, when he told her it was past four, "I'vetgaun! But it was nice to have seen
you, Mr. Dewey."

"And nice to have seen you, Sue. Good luck,"” hedaafter her as she
disappeared down the path, a pretty girl in a hurey smooth hair swinging, shining -
just such a young woman as Nancy might have beleen,Tstarting home, he walked



toward the trees, and under them, leaving behindthie big sky, the whisper of wind
voices in the wind-bent wheat.

The End



