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Dedication

To Brenda, with love,

and to the memory of Jack Mann and
Helen Mann Hollingsworth.


Tom Dodge consistently demonstrates there are still decent people who genuinely care about what happens to other people. When he was teaching English at Mountain View College, Tom encouraged his students to trust their own ability to figure things out. His regular radio essays continue this theme and are demonstrations of Tom’s “common sense in uncommon abundance” (wisdom).

Bob Martin—former student

We live in a time when it seems the only Texana we have is disappearing with the Marlborough Man. Tom Dodge rises as a true Texas hero and preserves our Southern heritage. Our God given right to “Think diffr’nt from other folks, hell, to think at all.” I for one am thankful for his insights into the Real Texas way of thinking.

He is the only Greek scholar I know personally . . . and I miss the ol’ goat.

Judith Prueitt—former student



Preface

Tom Dodge Talks About Texas is a presumptuous title, I know. When Ginnie Bivona, my editor, came up with it, of course I blustered. “Texas is a big place. It’s over nine hundred miles across, has mountains, forests, deserts, more shoreline than many countries—more of everything than many countries. It has nearly twenty million people. I doubt that I know a hundred of them very well. I am not a student of Texas history. I have lived in Texas all my life, but in only four small towns—each with a population of less than fifteen thousand. My only association with cattle is that I’ve eaten a lot of hamburgers. I have ridden but three real horses; never met a real, wage-earning cowboy; attended but two college football games, one Cowboys game; and know no big-wigs.”

“Perfect,” I think she said.

It’s all very transcendental, I suppose. You need only to dip out a thimbleful of the Pacific in order to know the ocean—if you have access to a microscope. The droplet I have lived in all my life teems with Texas organisms. Again, I’m no expert on Texas lore. I have great respect for those who have studied Sam Houston. I have not. But I grew up with Charlie Conner. In his eighty years of tilling the Texas soil, my grandfather probably knew more of the things worth knowing about this state than a warrior-politician from Tennessee whose most heralded connection with Texas soil was that he caused a lot of people to be buried in it.

My grandmother never fired a shot at anybody, but she dispatched a lot of Dominicker roosters for our Sunday dinners. She was an even better farmer than my grandfather and nourished her family with the vegetables and hens she raised, clothed us with the art of her needle, and kept us clean with the lye soap she made by the “full of the moon.” She warmed our bodies with the quilts she pieced, and because of the love she stitched into them, they warmed our souls as well.

Once, when I was young and given to foolishness, I said that they never really knew very much of the good life. My Aunt Sarah Conner, ever so much wiser, gently lessoned me. “No,” she said, “they had the good life all along. What the world thinks is the good life is wrong.”

All of which is to say that the writing in this book proceeds from the understanding that I have gained from the contents of this cosmic thimble.

It spans the last decade of this millennium (according to popular majority). In converting radio talk to the printed page, I have made slight alterations, compressing in some places, expanding in others. At first, I tried to arrange these selections according to topic. It did not work for me, as I am incapable of writing anything that doesn’t eventually seek a narrative form. The reader may see a theme emerge in 1989, maybe even a story that continues through 1999.

Generally, though, there are three topics—people and family, education, and the changes technology has wrought on the physical and social landscape of Texas.

I believe that education is the best answer to the social problems of Texas. Twenty of the selections printed here deal directly with this subject. Once upon a time, I was a teacher.

All but one of the people profiled here, thirty or more, are denizens of small towns of Texas. William Barney, from the Riverside section of Fort Worth, sees the cosmos in a tomato vine in his backyard. Two of those profiled are dogs and one is a cat. Some of my best friends have been animals, and I do not really trust people who don’t like them.

Technology is an expensive friend. The alphabet expedited knowledge but lessened the importance of memory. Once, only the greatest authors made books. After moveable type, they were obliged to compete with anyone with access to a printing press, a barrel of ink, and a sordid tale to tell. Refrigerated air has cooled Texas down but swelled its population to the limit, at least if the freeways are an indication. In order to get cool, we have used freon gas, which has eaten a hole in the ozone layer. The thing that cooled us down is heating us up again. Each innovation, beginning with the fig leaf, we have paid for in the coin of human intimacy.

I feel the need to acknowledge my four fathers here. No, not my forefathers—although I am sure I owe them a great deal—but my four fathers, themselves sons of Texas. They have influenced me in ways that rival my education in importance. My grandfather, Charles Ray Conner, a farmer and railroad worker, was a gentle, unassuming, thrifty man whose imprint I will carry forever. My stepfather, Raymond Basham, if he had had the luxury of an education, could have been another Euclid. My eponymous father, Alonzo Berry Dodge, though a real man, was but a phantom to me, one I knew only in my imagination, where he was a war hero. Clarence Alonzo Mann, whom I know only through his genetic material that swells my veins, was a hell-raisin’, two-fisted fightin’, good-lookin’ sonuvagun, and one whose resonance I have mysteriously felt all the nights and days of my life.

Tom Dodge
Midlothian, Texas
December 15, 1999
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1989

How easily we slipped back into our childhoods, when Vietnam was Indochina; assassination was something that happened only to presidents like Lincoln, Garfield, and McKinley; Coke was only a drink; a joint was the West Gate Café; and AIDS was a weight-loss confection.


Grandchildren Make You Rich

Other than receiving your official greetings from AARP, becoming a grandparent is the only American rite of passage into, uh, well, you know. This is probably why so many people have a hard time adjusting to it. It isn’t easy being an overnight family patriarch. In my mind I am still the same boy in white bucks and pink sport coat who picked up that tender teenage beauty, now the grandmother, for the sock hop that started it all.

Getting older can be a pretty hairy experience if you believe the television. Commercials targeting this age group show not only the girl going off with the hirsute guy from the hair replacement factory, but they remind you that, instead of growing on your head, hair grows on your nose, on your ears, out of your ears. Your eyebrows become a veritable fount of flagella. So, after you get your toupee, you will need a depilatory. It just so happens that they have that too.

Ads show slender and muscular young people happily and sweatlessly enjoying exercise machines. Are we to believe they were old and overweight before their purchase? In any case, the television tells us to buy these contraptions. We must reduce, and dieting has no effect on anyone over forty. The only fat you lose is in your face, which is bad because the fat was the only thing holding it up. After you lose weight on the ski machine, you will need a facelift, which is also for sale.

Another shows a creaky guy getting up in the morning—without the miracle tonic. He holds his back and creeps along like a man walking into the wind. But after the tonic—he leaps out of bed like Superman.

On a late-night “infomercial” for a prostate-enhancing remedy, a former sufferer says that when he spent the night away from home, he considered connecting the bedpost to the bathroom doorknob with a string that he could follow during the night.

Unfortunately, these are our aging myths. In reality aging has more joy than travail, but in the world of television, half-truths are the coin of the realm. Joy sells no tonic.

The “upside,” as baby boomers like to say, is that you have a new little pal, one like you’ve never had before. My little Haylee calls me “Papa,” and we have lots of fun together. Almost every day there’s a little voice on my recorder, saying, “Papa, would come get me when you get home?” I know what this means—and lots of quarters will be involved. We have to go down and let her ride the quarter horses in front of the grocery store. You know what quarter horses are. If not, you will soon learn. They’re those little plastic carousel horses that go in a circle and eat your quarters faster than a real horse can eat oats.

Sometimes I take her down to the farm near Blum in Hill County. We have big fun down there. We sit on the wooden bridge while she drops pebbles into the creek below. She is ever so pleased to hear the plunk they make when they hit the water. My job is to see that the bucket never runs out of pebbles—good exercise without having to buy a machine.

Another bright side of patriarchy is that you no longer have to do many of the things that you were once obliged to do. “Don’t bother Papa,” you hear them say, “he doesn’t have to go to the all-school ballerina recital if he doesn’t want to.” These are such sweet, wonderful words.

You no longer care very much what others think of you and are amused that they are so enslaved to public opinion and popular culture. The latest movies and even the ball scores are but dross to you. You are indifferent to fashion trends. You care only that your clothes are durable and don’t bind. Your bank account swells. Has some drug dealer used your account to launder cocaine money? No, you no longer want the needless items sold in the malls, and your children are grown and have jobs of their own. That’s your money accumulating down at the bank. Money to put into Certificates of Deposits to roll over and over and over, money to keep and love and caress.

Who would trade all this money and wisdom and felicity to be a twenty-year-old fool again?

Oh man.
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The Return to Estelline

The Burlington Northern Special that left Fort Worth at seven A.M. last Saturday bound for Estelline carried a heavy load of quill drivers. Jane Roberts Wood had arranged for this literary express to promote her book The Train to Estelline. Aboard were authors like Pete Gunter, Clay Reynolds, and Mollie Ivins. There were publicists, editors, reporters, the book’s publisher Ellen Templeton, as well as friends and family of the author. Just as in the novel the train stopped at Wichita Falls, Vernon, Quanah, and Childress, but this time to pick up the mayors and public officials of these towns and to allow Jane and her friend Jean Stapleton to greet the crowds and sign autographs. Ms. Stapleton is popular for her role as Edith on All in the Family.

People waved as the train went through the many small West Texas towns. It was the first train carrying passengers they had seen in these parts in many years, and this one carried the author of a popular book and a famous television personality.

During my brief conversation with this icon of TV culture, my Texas accent got me into trouble. She noted my guitar and said she was eager to join in the musicality that was planned for later. She said she had once studied for the opera and, in fact, would be singing in a forthcoming stage production. I said, “so, you are trained to sing.” My pronunciation of “trained” sounded to her like “trying.” She said,

“Oh, no! I’m not trying to! I’m very good at it!”

Oh, stifle.

Estelline, like many other towns in this region, is about as depressed as it can be and still stay on the map. It claims 288 souls and has a café, a city hall, a post office, an antique store, a few churches, and three liquor stores. Some find work in Childress, itself singing the unemployment blues, and others toil on the few cattle ranches that still exist in the area. Some just sit on the benches on Main Street across from the square and talk about how much better things are going to be once the new prison goes in at Childress. I asked one of the three idlers watching the literary ceremonies if he had ever seen this many people in this town. “Once,” he said.

“When was that?”

“Today,” he explained.

“Used to be,” said one of his colleagues, “there were nearly this many people downtown every Saturday night. In those days, we had two banks, two car dealerships, five grocery stores, and a picture show.”

“Is this Reagan country?”

“No, this is still Democrat country. I didn’t vote for Reagan and I don’t care if he knows it. I never voted for a Republican and never will, unless I lose my mind and don’t know any better.”

“Have you heard how many books they sold in the town?”

“Oh, a lot. They sold thirty-two over at the liquor store.”

Across the street, Jane was making a speech from a flat-bed truck and thanking everyone for the reception. After this, she went to autograph books at the city hall across Highway 287.

The author’s mother had come to this town in 1911 to teach school, as does the book’s seventeen-year-old teacher, Lucy Richards. These townspeople are descendants of the characters in the book, and some even carry the same name. In the novel, Lucy rescues a student named Squint from a well. A real-life Squint approached the author and said, “Thanks for gittin’ me outta that well.”

“Your mother changed my life!” a woman told her. Another said she loved this book as much as she loved the Bible.

It was the biggest day in this town in a long time, maybe ever. Everybody turned out to meet the train and take their children on a tour through its luxurious cars. One man said this was the first passenger train most of these young people had ever seen and the most people his children had ever seen together at one time. There were cowboys, musicians, and officers of the law from Childress—all on their best behavior for the TV news cameras. Vendors sold cactus preserves, barbecue, and books.

It was also a big day for the Burlington Northern, which bankrolled the excursion, despite the fact that the railroad was a villainous force in the novel. “That’s all right, a railroad executive said. “In the book, it was the Santa Fe.”
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Back Home for the Hollidays

Before the Hollidays of Cleburne moved into their new house, they had a party. They are one of the best-known and best-loved families in this town. Mr. and Mrs. Holliday—Walter and “Scooter”—opened wide the doors of their home to the boys who gathered there regularly in the 1950s to play cards. They wanted to have all of us together again one last time.

Walter, known to us all as “The Mayor” because we thought he was the only real mayor this town would ever have, donated the house on West Henderson Street and its property to the First Methodist Church. He is an equal-opportunity philanthropist—he gave property to other denominations, too. As mayor, he was incorruptible and sensitive to the plight of the underprivileged. Though he became successful in business, he knew he had advantages others might not have had. So he never held himself up as an example to others less successful.

The Hollidays accepted us all without regard to our address, clubs we belonged to, or grade-point average. They did this simply because we were friends of their children, Lonnie and Carol. We represented different social and economic backgrounds. Some of us were considered pestiferous by teachers; some were earnest and studious; some were star athletes. A few were even considered rowdy by local arbiters of civility. At the Holliday’s, all were equal.

So we answered the call to reunite, about thirty of us, to play a few hands of cards. We are in our late forties and early fifties now. We are businessmen, lawyers, sportswriters, teachers, railroaders, dentists—all of us, I think, made good, even the pestiferous and rowdy.

Some of us are grandfathers.

We chatted awhile and then dealt the cards. Some of us hadn’t played these games since we last played in this house. The ones who played hearts or gin rummy as teenagers played these games again. Those who played poker played it again—on the very same dining room table. The kibitzers of old—you guessed it—were still looking over our shoulders and whispering unwanted advice. The winners of the old days won again, and the same losers lost.

Though our experiences over the years have changed us in some ways, we remain the same in other, important ways. After one hand, someone was heard to say, “That card you played cost me the pot—and you didn’t block for me in the Brownwood game either!”

How easily we slipped back into our childhoods, to that time of innocence, when Vietnam was still Indochina; assassination was something that happened only to presidents like Lincoln, Garfield, and McKinley; Coke was only a drink; a joint was the West Gate Café; and AIDS was a weight-loss confection.

There was little or no reminiscing or even catching up on one another. No one made a speech. We did what we came there to do—we played cards. There was affection among us, but it was unnecessary to state it. Such as that would take time away from the games. The old competitors still played to win. But whether we won or lost, we all knew that we were very lucky guys growing up to have been the special friends of the Hollidays.
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Someone to Watch Over Me

Floyd Kuykendall briefly became a national figure recently when he escaped from the new county jail in Cleburne before it was officially opened for customers. When Johnson County sheriff Eddy Boggs sent Kuykendall and twenty-six other inmates over to the new facility to clean up for the big move from the old jail, Floyd lit out, along with two buddies.

They swiped a maintenance truck and, as haste makes waste, ran it into the wall of the new jail, smashing the truck’s front fender. Apparently viewing this as a portent, one of these aspiring Dillingers decided that escaping wasn’t all it was cracked up to be, so to speak, and forthwith broke back into the jail.

The others pushed on. They abandoned the truck and loped toward Prine’s Auto Salvage on North Main where they scrunched their bodies into the trunk of a wrecked car. According to Floyd, the officers of the law came into the wrecking yard looking for him. He could hear their dogs barking and sniffing around, he thought, near the rear tires of the car.

Apparently oblivious to the dogs’ sudden interest in the car, two officers stood around for what must have seemed to Floyd and his traveling companion an almost interminable time. One even put his foot on the bumper as they speculated on the various retributional procedures they would employ once they got their grabbers on these runaways. The fugitives are hearing this grisly information and concoct plans of their own. They decide, come nightfall, to put some mileage between themselves and the creative rehabilitative techniques of these irritated officers of the law.

With luck and pluck, they made it out of Cleburne. But their plans went sour. In Arlington a few days later, they pulled some more mischief and this time ran their vehicle into a tree. They were arrested and remanded to the custody of these fuming Johnson County authorities.

Floyd must have assayed his predicament with these lawmen and their plans for his homecoming and decided that his body parts might become involved. So he pulled another rich one. He wrote to the local newspaper and told his story. His life was in danger, he wrote; he had overheard these officers discussing his rehabilitation program—and it sounded like it involved pain.

This letter moved the district attorney to effect Floyd’s transfer to the neighboring jailhouse in Hillsboro for safekeeping. From the relative safety of these environs, Floyd the author struck again—this time in an open letter to a weekly newspaper in Cleburne. In this missive, he vented his displeasure with the Johnson County jail, the high sheriff of that county, the guards, and the horse they rode in on.

He was miffed that they would deign to guard him, not with a regular armed lawman, but with a “construction worker.” It was downright humiliating. “You can’t blame me for leaving the jail that day,” he goes on indignantly. “I don’t know anybody who wants to stay in a jail with a sheriff who’s not doing his job right.”

And he doesn’t care if he never sees that jail again if they’re going to leave such a “dummy” in charge of him. Floyd goes on in this disgusted tone. “It’s the sheriff’s job to be watching me,” he says, “and bringing me in when I do something bad.”

Lawmen should heed Floyd’s plight. Prisoners have their pride. Where do they get off using a construction worker without a real gun to guard bona fide outlaws like him?

There oughta be a law!
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Making a Federal Case

Sleepwalking

The prosecuting attorney in Dallas’s Federal Court Building had the droopy look of Colonel Potter of the old television show, M*A*S*H, but he lacked every appendage of that character’s wit. He also made an egregiously foolish error of judgment. He apparently assumed that the law stood so unassailably against the defendant that he could sleepwalk through jury selection and through the trial itself. He further erred by sharing the prosecution table with a deputy federal marshal whose severe, pitiless features came to symbolize for most members of the jury every fear they ever had about the police.

At the defense table sat the marshal’s antithesis, one Theodore Miller, charged with “knowingly and willingly absenting himself from the custody of the Attorney General.” In other words, our Theodore was said to have escaped from the federal penitentiary at Seagoville, a few miles southeast of Dallas.

During preliminary jury selection that morning he wore spacious prison grays and looked like a lost, desperate spaniel, searching the room for a friend. His two court-appointed attorneys seemed as if they weren’t sure whether they had shown up for the right trial. They were spectacularly mediocre, yet they managed to seat eight jurors who would vote with their client on the first ballot.

Presiding was Judge Robert Hill, regal and majestic in his black robes. He peered down in such a way at the defense table that some members of the jury would come to suspect that his honor did not exactly have his life’s savings invested in the future of Theodore Miller.

Miller’s Dozen

In answer to one of the perfunctory questions during jury selection—whether anyone has ever filed a lawsuit against the federal government—a hefty woman rose and said, her voice quaking with fear, “My husband and I have a suit against Montgomery Ward’s.”

For a moment, it looked as though his honor might blow his solemnity sky high. He banged his gavel to quell the laughter that this meek, misguided woman had unintentionally detonated by her valiant attempt to place as many miles as possible between herself and this case. His honor’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he fought to swallow his laughter. He gazed at her over his glasses and said softly:

“Madam, Montgomery Ward’s is a department store. It is not affiliated with the federal government.”

Even our Ted, who, up until this time, had seemed hopelessly grim, grinned at this absurd turn of the courtroom mood as if he knew it had shifted in his favor. Until this moment, the tide of justice had been flowing steadily out, carrying his fate with it. But there was a new mood in the courtroom, and in keeping with it, his lawyers chose this unwitting detonator of laughter as the first juror, determined to go with this new flow wherever it took them.

The next juror selected was a woman who worked as a cook. The others included a drug rehabilitation center director, an Amway saleslady, a young commercial artist, a small-engine repairman, a sphinx-like woman whose father was a police officer, a legal secretary, two women identifying themselves as “housewives,” a computer salesman, and a college professor. Seven women and five men. One, like the defendant, black.

Open and Shut

Theodore Miller, decked out for the trial in a suit that looked as if it were also court-appointed, rose at the judge’s order and stated his answer to the charge against him: “Not guilty.”

Colonel Potter sleepily outlined what the government intended to prove. His body language proved, however, that what he really wanted was a nap.

The defense countered with an assertion that on the weekend in question the defendant was awarded a furlough to go home and settle some family business. There were over a dozen witnesses to testify that the defendant’s brother-in-law had made “terroristic threats” against the defendant’s wife and mother-in-law. These witnesses would further testify to the uprightness of the defendant’s character and his devotion to his family—exemplified by four previous furloughs, which he had honored each time by his prompt return.

This time, however, when he was preparing to return with the usual promptness, the brother-in-law showed up in the household making his terroristic threats. The police were called but left after declaring it a “family squabble.” Desperate, as the sole defender of the family, Theodore called the prison for instructions. A functionary told him that an extension was out of the question and to get back there by five. Our Theodore then called his probation officer, who told him that only a warden can extend a furlough and that it was impossible to contact him on a Sunday. Witnesses would substantiate all this.

Colonel Potter roused himself to semiconsciousness and called the government’s witnesses. They testified that old Theodore had by god escaped from the Seagoville pen and there were no two ways about it. The Texas Department of Corrections functionary who issued the furlough testified that Theodore Miller signed a document requiring him to be back on Sunday at five and that five came and no Theodore. Yes, the defendant had called and asked for an extension but was told to haul it on back.

The deputy marshal, he of the menacing features, then took the stand and stated that he and his partner had been dispatched to the defendant’s residence nine days after his leavetaking, that they entered through a back window after attempts to raise anyone failed and found the defendant hiding in a closet. Hearing this, our Theodore commenced shaking his head in a dramatic show of protest that this officer would perpetrate such a foul slander against his manhood.

About all the defense could elicit from the witness to ameliorate the damage was a substitution of “standing” for “hiding.”

The defense called one of the police officers who had been summoned to the Miller household fracas. He was summarizing his account when the judge interrupted with a question that significantly lowered the value in that courtroom of Theodore Miller Stocks and Commodities. “Was the defendant injured in any way?” the judge asked, his voice as dry as July hay. “Was he able to walk?”

No, he was not injured. Yes, he could walk.

What the judge said next sent the case to the jury: “The witness has testified that the defendant was uninjured and able to walk; therefore was physically able to return to his place of incarceration by the appointed time. So I’m going to disallow further testimony from the witness and from subsequent defense witnesses unless they can testify to the physical disability of the defendant to return.”

That was it. The neatness and clarity of the statement and the effortlessness of its presentation lent credence to the possibility that his honor had practiced it in front of the mirror the night before. After a brief discussion at the bench, both sides rested.

The judge read his charge to the jury, a detailed explanation of the law and its application to this case, then announced that he had an important engagement at four o’clock. If there was no verdict by then, the jury would have to return the next day.


To establish specific intent the government must prove that the defendant knowingly did an act which the law forbids, purposely intending to violate the law.



from Judge Hill’s charge to the jury

The computer salesman opened deliberation proceedings with the recommendation that the professor serve as foreman. The professor declined and recommended the Amway representative. She accepted and proceeding continued.

Amway: “I would like to have a vote now to see if everybody might accidentally be in agreement. Does anybody have anything to say first?”

Computer salesman: “I think the man was just defending his home and family, and it’s a sad day when a man is not allowed to do that.”

Legal secretary: “It’s not a matter of him not being allowed to do that. It’s a matter of him escaping from prison. He was supposed to return to the prison and he didn’t. It’s as simple as that.”

Cook: “Are we allowed to show some compassion here?”

L.S. “We’re required to be dispassionate and objective.”

Cook: “Well, I can’t help it. I know when the laws came after my boy, he ran and hid under the house because he was scared. They just drug him out and took him to jail. And they looked just like that scary policeman out there in the court.”

The professor, who had been studying the furlough signed by the defendant: “This document states that Miller was to ‘remain within the limits of his extended confinement.’ Doesn’t that mean his residence? Wasn’t he there when they came and got him?”

L.S.: “Yes—nine days late.”

Amway: “Well, I’m not so sure you can blame him. Who else was going to protect his family if he didn’t? Certainly not the police. He’s a convict with no civil rights. What are the police going to do for him?”

L.S.: “I didn’t say I blamed him. I would probably have done the same thing—but I would have been prepared to pay the consequences for not obeying the law.”

A vote of eight to four was taken, in favor of the defendant.

Professor: “I don’t think he was necessarily able to return on time. There’s no question that he was physically able, but what about mentally? His family was in danger. His lawyers should have brought this up.”

Several jurors at once, laughing: “They didn’t bring up much of anything!”

L.S.: “Evidently, mental inability is not a legal defense. At least we were not told to consider it.”

Amway: “Anyone else before we vote again?”

Computer: “We can vote till Kingdom Come and I’ll vote not guilty every time.”

The vote this time was ten not guilty, two guilty.

Commercial artist: “I changed my vote because they should have taken his mental condition into consideration.”

Small engine repairman: “I changed mine, too, for the same reason.”

L.S.: “That’s not a legal reason for changing your vote. The stipulation was physical ability only.”

Montgomery Ward’s: “Well, he’s already in prison. What do they want to do—sentence him to life on the street?”

Professor: “I’ve been studying this furlough again. The key word is “knowingly.” Remember, in the judge’s charge, he said Miller knowingly absented himself from the custody of the Attorney General? Not a single witness testified that Miller knew he would be considered escaped if he remained, as it says here in this furlough, ‘within the limits of his extended confinement.’ Maybe he had no idea he was considered escaped as long as he was in his own home. No one told him differently. Plus, we don’t know if he can even read or not. No one testified that he could. He obviously knew that he was late, because he called and asked for an extension. But no one testified that he was told he would be considered escaped if he didn’t get back on time. ‘Escaped’ in his mind is probably no different from what it is in ours—that you tunnel out or get a gun and shoot your way out. It’s possible that he thought he was fulfilling the agreement in the furlough by doing what it said—‘remaining within the limits of his extended confinement.’ I might have thought the same thing myself because of the ambiguous way it’s written.”

Computer: “That’s right! If the man was going to escape, do you think he would be hanging around his own place? Nobody escapes from the pen and hangs around his own house. That’s ridiculous.”

Amway: “And I’m wondering—if they were so worried about him being escaped, why did they wait nine days before they finally got around to going out and looking for him? The whole thing is screwy.”

Another vote came out eleven not guilty, one guilty.

L.S.: “I changed my vote because of what he said,” pointing to the professor. “The possibility that he didn’t know he was escaped bothered me enough that I changed my vote. Probably he did know it. But there’s still that doubt. And that’s all it takes to acquit—a reasonable doubt.”

Rehab: “I guess I’m the only hold-out. But I still think we’re forgetting the basic issue here—he went on furlough; he didn’t come back and was placed on escaped status. To me it’s as simple as that. I think we’re mincing words, but I’m willing to go along rather than hang the jury.”

Computer: “That’s it! Not guilty!”

Shocked

When Amway stood and stated the verdict of not guilty, the judge was visibly astounded. His face ashened as the weight of what he had heard reached the overload mechanism in his brain that triggers the shock alarm. His lower lip quivered slightly and his jaw dropped. He riveted a glare at the defendant, who had leaped to his feet in joy and was waving at the jury. “SIT DOWN OVER THERE!” his honor suggested.

Our Theodore quickly and dutifully took the hint.

Colonel Potter roused himself from his torpor and gazed quizzically at the marshal, who grimaced and bared his teeth.

The defense attorneys were so stunned that they seemed to be on the verge of asking for a retrial.

The judge gathered his composure, thanked the jury menacingly, and excused it from further service.

By the time the jury members arrived at the deliberation room to collect their things, his honor was there. “Was something wrong?” he said, still ashen. “The verdict didn’t go as we had expected.”

“The furlough document was, uh, vague,” said Amway, “and made us have a reasonable doubt.”
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