8 ANATOMY OF A MURDER Aé’-li 1

PARNELL. Where've you b
. @
EAUL. Fishing. d e
ARNELL. I know that, but
gAUL. Camp Weasel, ,but where?
ARNELL. Well, why don’t you keep i
sakor T o Vel you keep in touch, for God’s
Paot. Whes ges for you all over the county,
PARNELL. Your phone hasn’ ingi
Pavn Cradiir ;) asn't stopped ringing all day—
I;ﬁmir,a sz,tven’t you read the Gazette?
. I don i i
Pim out By Wwaste my time reading newspapers when
;:Eiqxlg..]Buft you've got a radio}
- Unly for the Tiger-Yankee
games. . . .
wef:RN];.‘L;. ( Z’Vzoroughly exasperated.) Well, while you
havin’ou shin’ and listenin’ to baseball games, we were
i ;:eaotn:tahti" ;)fMa. ?urder in the Upper ’Peninsula.
ot Michigan. (He kands Pa
paper.) Not only murder—r. ot rape.
— too. One hell of a r
(PauL takes the newspa oy stently. s
: per and looks at it intently. P
NELL points to various items.) This i ndani—Lt.
Manicn G a, Vario -) This is the defendant—LLt,
. . S y——charged with derin’
Quill, bartender at the Th e ey
] under Bay Inn—claimed B
ney raped Manion’s wife, L i me fomety
here—fhe gue mioms wile, aura—this handsome tomato
een callin’ you all day—1
ber where you can Y o 2 ey
pielge by note-paper.)reaCh her— (Holds out o crumpled
AUL. This gu ’
At Congressgl y doesn’t need a lawyer—he needs an
II:ARNELL. What do you mean?
himAUI::i Ur,lless this reporter is cock-eyed—and I know
o ;nthjhe s not—this is an open-and-shut case, I never
: s easy when I was prosecuting attorney, I had
o Is;weat: for my convictions, o
ARNELL, i i
dens ELL. You scared of Mitch Lodwick all of a sud-
Paur. That squirt! Hell
) : : , hol But why should i
him the satisfaction of beating the living é,aylights gugtlg?
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me in court after he beat me out of my job in the last
election?

ParneLL. Don’t go mixing politics with the law, Paul
—they’re two different animals. This is a tough one, all
right, but it’s just the kind of big, juicy case you need
to set you up as a defense attorney.

PauL. Even if I lose?

PArRNELL. Even if you lose—long as you fight like hell.
You want to spend the rest of your life messing around
with divorce cases? You want to hang around probate
court whacking up decedent estates between the tax col-
lector and the surviving loved ones? Is that what you
want to do with your life? y

Pavr. How come the§ didn’t go to Amos Crocker?
Old Willie the Weeper usually gets first crack at these
daisies.

ParneLL. They tried him—he’s in the hospital with a
broken leg. (As PauL reacts.) Well, it’s better to be sec-
ond choice than not on the list at all! Look, Polly, you
need this case—you need it bad—the fishin’ season only
lasts four months, and you can’t catch and freeze enough
trout to feed you the rest of the yearl (4 sigh.) It's a
hell of a case—a bell of a case, indeed. I only wish I were
in it, and it’s been many a year since I've wished that

about any case.

(A pause, as this sinks in.)

PauL. You really think I ought to take it on, huh,
Parn?

ParNELL. If you can get it—they may have got them-
selves another lawyer while you were out there torment-
ing those innocent little fish. Look, Polly, you got to quit
mopin’ about losing that election, and get out and hustle.
1 know you miss the glory of bein’ D. A.—and the regular
paycheck—but the next election’s a long way off, and poli-
tics being what it is, you can’t be sure you’ll beat Mitch
Lodwick then, either. In a courtroom, though, you’ve got
a chance—I know you’ve got a chance.
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PauL. That chart, Lieutenant, is for testing applicants
for drivers’ licenses, Can you make it out?

Manion, E-H-B-P-H-T-C-V-L-N-E—made in U. S, A.

PauL. (Drily.) There goes one possible line of defense
out the window,

ManioN. What’s that?

PAUL. You can’t very well claim that your shooting
Barney Quill was a case of mistaken identity. (PauL Zas
taken an instant dislike to his potential client and it shows
~—not that LT, MANION seems to care a great deal, for
he grunts unsmilingly.) Before we talk about your case,
Lieutenant, suppose we talk a little about you—helps a
lawyer get the feel of his case—what the psychologists
call, I believe, the frame of reference,

Manton, I wouldn’t know.

PauL. How old are you?

ManioN, Thirty-six,

PauL. And your wife?

Manion. Thirty,

PauL. Is this your first marriage?

Manion. No.

PauL. Suppose you tell me the matrimonial score and
save us both time,

Manion, Is all this necessary?

Paur. Let me be the judge.

Manion, It’s my second.

PauLr. How did the first end?

Manton. Divorce.

PAUL. Did you get it or she?

Manion. She.

Paur. What grounds?

Manron. Cruelty, eating crackers in bed, that sort of
thing. The real grounds were she’d found another man
during the war. I did not fight the case.

Paur. In the war did you serve in the European or
Pacific theaters?

Manion. Both.

PAuL. Action in both?

MantonN. Plenty.
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PauL. Decorations?
ManioN. Plenty. Anybody who doesn’t cut and run
ets those. They’re like K-rations.

& PauL. Talking about K, how about Korea?

Manion, I was there.

Pavur. Action? o .

Manion, Plenty. Got there just in time for the big
bugout from the Yalu. )

PauL. Any Korean decoratic ?

ManioN. Plenty.

(4 pause, while PauL_digests all this heroism, modesty,
Gnd rELICENCE.) oy

PauL, Tell me about La.ura..t o know?
oN. What do you want to know? .
ll\:faﬁl. Oh, things like matrimonial statistics, including
t status. .
prel\S/IeENISON. I'm her second husband. She divorced the
other one.

PauLr. Did you know your—uh—preglecessor? "

Manion, Very well. We once served in t}le same outfit,

PauL. You mean you and he were buddies?

ManioN. Vou might call it that.

PauL. (He reacts to the dig.) Isee. . . . Now supli)ose
you tell me where your ex-buddy was when you took up
with his wife. )

Manion. Germany. Army of Occupation.

PauL. And where were you two?

N, Georgia. . . .

11&:;?01( madégl a neat arrangement, dxdn’t. it? Did
either of you have any children from your previous mar-
riages?

Manion. No.

PauL. Or from this one?

Manion. No. )

Paur. Any prospects? (Silence from MaNION.) Any

ts? )
pr?\s&e;mm Not unless that dirty bastard Barney Quill

_knocked her up.
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(4 pause.)

Paur. What ki i
Outl ind of a weapon did you use to shoot
MantoN, A
War oo German Mauser, War souvenir, World
PauL. Let's s ) i 1
like aur 20 ee, that’s a semi-automatic pistol, sort of
Man1ON, Ves.
1IciﬂuUL. The cops have it now, of course?
PA:JI;IO\,I:T'hgeS’ dll c§ave it to the state police
. re you get this pistol—wh
It may possibly be l'mportgant.th]s pistol—where and how?
IlZIANION. Isit necessary?
knit?izlh L%ok; Lxeutenant, you tend to your milita
MANgI;);n II 11 tend to the department of legal B. S v
dom men‘ & took a pat.rol out early one eveni'ng'——a
fon T b ombat lqtelllgence said the Germans were
2 peati g,f ut combat intelligence was wrong We cat h—
ISt of small-arms fire, and I Jost three of my rlngent

circle, and finally i
got behind t
\gaw many of them there were.he chimney—1 fiad to know
: Ir\)fgfoAndO how1 many were there?
N. Une lone sni ithi
range—and then I let hinnlmpﬁgvi ﬁrawled ithin safe pistol
11:;;;1.1. In the back—from behind?
ust o f?}iregﬂi;? "lg’uf;/g1 bIri;ejly’—tbe first time) He'd
P e - I'didn’t stop to pose him.
ManioN. He was an i
N. p old lieutenant—must
?vl:)su?;lamcsi:it);. He'd already been woundedljfhii1 alchet Zerig
aoin @ htr ly sling. He looked like a battered old timber
pistol—hge N lr?ga et(ni'ap-angi he still held on to the Mauser
ol . ged up a rifle stock to it. He swore at me
Paur. And—?
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ManioN. He died. He was a good so.
pistol as a souvenir. (He kas told the s.

passionately.)
PauLr. (Takes the Gazette from a porifols.
read the newspaper story about your case?
Manion. Yes, naturally.
PauL. Is it substantially correct?

MANION. Yes.
Pautr. According to the newspaper, you have refused

to amplify your original oral statement to the police that

you shot Barney Quill. Right?

ManioN. Yes.
Paur. Have you made or signed any other statement

" to the police?

Manion. No.
Paut. All right. So far, so good. Now let’s talk about

some things that may or may not have been in the news-

~ paper. Did you see Barney Quill rape your wife?
MaNION. (The faintest reaction—then softly.) No.

PauL. Did you see him beat her up at the gate?

Manion. No.
Paur. Did you hear her shout, as she claimed?

ManioN. No. . . . Well, I did seem to hear shouting,
but I may have been dreaming. Anyway, I met her at the

trailer door.
Paur. So the first time you learned Barney Quill had

attacked your wife was when ske told you.

Manion. Yes.

Pavur. What’d you do then?
ManioN. I took care of her, of course. She was in ter-

rible shape. One eye was nearly closed—both eyes and
her face were badly bruised—so were her arms. Her skirt
was torn—her panties were missing, and—and—

Pauvr. Go on.
ManioN. And this—this man had left his—his . . .

on her thighs.
Paur. What did you do?
Manion. I wiped it off her body and burned the evi-

dence.
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PAUL. (Thoroughly exasperated.) D i i
’ - (4 . t, Manion
I'm beginning to suspect we’re botl)l 5! Bu, i
the psychiatrist for you. st But we need
ManrtoN, Why?
Paur. To prove your insanity, That’ i
. . t’s a med -
nolr\l/f and we need expert testimoz,ly on it. medical ques
o d.t(\)l;ION. If it’s a medical question, wouldn’t any doc-

Pavur. No, most of them don’
it than you o’r T on't know any more about

Manion. Don’t be modest, Cou

N. , nsellor. Yo
one who Injected insanity into this case. H were the
| oP,i\UL. I did not. I merely told you what the possible
ega defense§ were—you told me the facts that made in-
sanity a possible conclusion. Let’s get that straight, Lieu-
te?\?{?& I;(l)r;:l ﬁ«lap ‘1thstraight—it’s a matter of legal ,ethics.
. right, suppose we find iatri
he 1g‘.ays I’'m not nuts? PP @ peychiatrist and
whoAcIich;sWe keep shopping around until we live-trap one
11§'IANION. Where do we start?
AUL. Not where, Lieutenant—the burni ion i
- tion 1is
what with? Hell, man you can’t even ‘me. He
ay me.
you pay a psychi’atrist’? i How can
llg/IANIo%)AJI right, what do I do?
AUL. There is one place we might get a psychiatrist
and I was half hoping you might have s e it

Man1ON. Where’s that? & uegested it

Pavur. From the United States Army.

Manion. I don’t know whether the army would.

PAUI:. I don’t know either, but you can tell me who
to get in touch w1th._And maybe we ought to pause here
long enough for a little review on how serious this is.
Qne, your only legal defense is insanity. Two, to prove
it you must have a psychiatrist. Three, you can’t afford
a psychiatrist. Four, then we've got to go out and get one
some other way. Do you have the picture?

_MANION. (He reaches across the desk for a pen or pen-
cil and o sheet of note paper, and starts to write.) I'll
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give you the name and phone number of my C. O. You
can call him.

(W hile MANION is writing, a WOMAN enters. She is wear-
ing chic dark glasses that cover a good part of her
face, a tight sweater, bountifully filled, and tight
slacks, and she radiates sex. This is LaURA MANION.
PauL gets to his feet, but MANION continues to write
on the note paper il he finishes.)

/" Laura. Hello, Manny,
Manton. Hi, Laura. How are you?
Laura. Mr. Biegler—?
Paur. That’s right, Mrs. Manion.

(They shake hands. MANION hands over the sheet of
paper to PAUL.)

Manion. Mr. Biegler may take my case, Laura.

Laura. Oh, T do hope you will, Mr. Biegler.

PauL. There are obstacles, Mrs. Manion. (When ke
gets no reaction.) When can you and I talk?

Laura. Now, if you like.

Paur. The sooner the better. (To Manion.) I think
Mrs. Manion and I had better talk alone, at least for
now.

Man1on. (Rising.) O. K., I'll leave you and Laura to
talk. I'll see you later, bon. (Exits.)

(She takes off her dark glasses, revealing two brutally
blackened eyes. PAUL is stunned.)

PauL. Good Lord! Did Barney Quill really do that?

Laura. (Almost a whisper.) Yes, Barney Quill did this
to me.

Paur. You'd better put those glasses back on. (4s ske
does, PauL pulls out one of his Italian cigars.) Mind if
1 smoke?

Laura. Not at all—if you’ll give me a light. (She takes
out a cigarette, and PavL holds his lighter for her.)
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Paur. T guess the first thi
I'd better find i
whether Ing 1d nd out is
o help.you plan to stay for the trial—to stay, that is,

Laura. Wh i
wonRs stay?-y do you ask? What made you think I
Pavr. T ask because if I be
: come your husband’s 1
I gx}i have to’know. You’re a key witness in tgisazv;;zr
and i hyou dox} t plan to stay—stay and help out—1I’d sas;
your husband’s chances are pretty slim. I ficure the re
on}fr about fifty-fifty as it is. © Y
AURA. What did Manny tell yo
€AUI.. About what? v tellyour
AURA. About us, about our lives togeth
pla;tpns we may havg: had for the future. gefher, about any
L:EL. Not a thing, not a hint, not a clue. That I swear.
o e—fPA'((};Ir(:JW' could you know then—how can you
s ping.) What made you doubt I’d stay and
meitutrl‘xh EV;J{;’ ‘i\/lsrtsa Mfatnio.n, I never doubted for a mo-
y. It’s just routi
tr)i to make sure of our witnizsses utine for us lamyers to
AURA. Was it because there w i i
when we met just now—was that it?s "o sien of affection
Eﬁ A{;: yotIJ staying, Mrs. Manion?
A. 2 s 3
boos Manny?s’ m staying. That’s the least I can do for
Paur. Then I noticed it i
1 1t, yes. You knew I did
Z;a;n}t{ec}l you to know I did. ,And if you’re stayingl,f b znoc:"{
n r’ll‘ h{t Yvﬂl be good for too many other people {o notice
Iiétle rx: rrlusnrz 1imal], r}x}osy. community, and nasty harmful
light, ave a habit of travelling with the speed of
Lavra. I'll remember. It's—it’s j
riblgy et an e __er. s—It's just that I'm so ter-
AUL. Afraid? Is that th i
yous bt at the word? Are you afraid of
Laura. No, it isn’t fear i iti
, precisely—it—it’s somethi
more subtle and more degradin on
ever been jealous? * § than that. Have you
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PauL. You mean over a woman I cared for?

Laura. Yes.

PauL. Once or twice, I guess. . . . Is jealousy causing
the tension between the Lieutenant and you?

LAURA. Jealousy more nearly covers it than any other
word. Before we were married I found it only flattering.
Later I discovered how terrible it could be.

PauL. We're playing truth, now, Mrs. Manion, so I
won’t beat around the bush. Did he ever have any pos-
sible reason to be jealous?

Laura. No, no! Never oncel And God knows it wasn’t
for lack of opportunity. Oh, I like fun and flattery—and
men, too, but not in the way Manny apparently thinks
I do. Manny’s really a grand person in many ways, but
how can you continue to love a man who constantly
makes you feel like a common streetwalker? _

Paur. For example—? e

Laura. Just a couple of weeks ago we went to an
Army cocktail party at the hotel. A silly half-drunk sec-
snd lieutenant I’d never seen before kept following me
around and calling me Cleopatra, and finally he grabbed
and kissed my hand. It was just one of those ridiculous
things, but Manny knocked him down. Why, I think he
was even half jealous of Barney Quill.

PauL. (Quickly.) How do you mean?

Laura. Oh, we'd gone to Barney’s bar several times.
It was about the only decent place to drink in town.
Barney was the kind of man who'd flatter a witch on a
broomstick if only she was wearing a skirt. One night he
stopped by our table, and ran out his wretched little
stock of compliments. Manny went into one of his more

slaborate sulks, so we quit going to Barney’s bage~""

Paur. Was there any incident—any scene?

Laura. No, thank goodness. Manny just made me
finish my drink in a hurry, and we left. It was utterly
~hildish——and now it’s so tragic—and I feel so guilty.

Paur. Have you mentioned any of these things to the

state police? Or to anyone?
Laura. Heavens no. I told them all about the—the
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PARNELL. So let him have it We simply tell our m
to clam up and tell the People’s psychia%gi,st to go ﬂya:
kite. If Manion won’t talk, who’s going to make him
talk? They can’t threaten to jail kim for contempt—the
poor bastard’s already there, And you’re in the clear,
Polly.—you cooperated. Anyway, the whole procedure of
psychiatry, to be effective, presumes ardent cooperation
from the subject, so what kind of a psychiatric examina-
tmllg woul% the};lhave if he wouldn’t play ball?

AUL. Parnell Mc !
old bastarg Carthy, you’re one loveable sneaky

ParNELL. Always happens to a loveable sneaky voun
bastard when he gets old. And now this loveableysieakg
old bastard has some law books to look into.

I."AUL. All right, Parn. I'd better get up to Barney
?ugl’s hotel and bar in Thunder Bay to look into a few
acts.

ParNELL. No fishing along th
trout mardcren I:¢ g the way, you loathsome

BLACKOUT

ACT 1
ScENE 4

SceNE: LIGHTS come up in another areq of the Stage,
and we find ourselves in the lgte Barney Quill’s bar
in Thunder Bay, shortly before noon. Standing be-
lzmd. the bar is a wiry little man in a white apron,
h.aldmg a towel and a glass in his hands, quite mo-
tionless. The bar itself meed not be large, perhops
only a section of a larger bar, with one or two small,
round tebles witk red-checked tablecloths alongside,
The little man is ArpmonsE PaQueTtE, the bar-
tender, and ke is staring across the Stage as Pavr
BIEGLER makes his entrance into the room.
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PAQUETTE. (After a moment he starts to polish the
glass.) We're not open yet.

Paur. I know. I'm Paul Biegler from Chippewa.

PaQUETTE. Makes no difference—we’re still not open.
Come back in half an hour.

PauL. I don’t want a drink. I'm Lieutenant Manion’s

lawyer.
PaquertE. Congratulations.
Paut. I want to ask you some questions.
PaQuUETTE. I'm listening.
PauL. Were you here during the shooting?
PaQUETTE. I was here. You could’ve got that from the

papers.
PauL. Maybe we could talk a little about what hap-

pened.

PaQUETTE. Maybe. And then again, maybe not.

Paur. Look, Mr. Paquette, talk to me or not, I
couldn’t care less. I'll have my crack at you in court—
where you’ll bloody well have to talk, and plenty. But
maybe all of us could save a lot of time if you’d help me
find out what I came here to find out, and which I prom-
ise you I will find out.

PaquerTE. Like what?

Paur. Oh, for a starter, like where Barney and L ‘
Manion were standing when the shots we ed. M

-+ PAQUETTE. I didn’t see any shots fired

Pavr. Where were you?

PaquertE. I was standing out on the ffoor talking to
some customers.

Paur. Who took over at the bar?

PaquerTE. Mr. Quill. He’d relieved me so I could have
a rest,

PauL. And you rested by standing and talking to some
customers? Where? By the pinball machine? By the
stairs? The piano? Or was their table over by the outside
door there?

PaqQueTTE. By the outside door.

Paur. Why were you standing? And why there?

PaquerTe. What goddam difference does it make? I
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was standing because I wanted to stand—and X
ttll:::-e because the customers I was talking to we:ga:itixyxz
€.
Paur. And also because you could kee
an
there for anybody who might be coming in? P e out
II:AQUETTE. Nah!
AUL. In any event, Barney Quill was al i
bar when Lieutenant l\’Ianion {agle in. 2 dlone behind the
;’AQUETTE. He was,
'AUL. How long had he been relieving you?
PAQUETTE. Oh, for upwards of an hour, I'd say.
Paur. And when had he relieved you?
PaQUETTE. Around midnight,
Paur. What time was the shooting?
PaQueTrTE. At twelve forty-six exactly.
II;AUL. How would you know that?
AQUETTE. At the first shot I 1
looked at the clock. whecled around and
Pavr. Then you must have seen some of
shots fired, didn’t you, Mr, Paquette? © of the other
. Paquerre. I saw Lt. Manion up on the bar rail, lean-
Ing over and pointing at something down behind the bar.
Paur. That something was Barney Quill, wasn't it?
PAQUETTE. Well, yes, it turned out to be.
. I;AUI.. And where at the bar was the lieutenant stand-
mg
PagueTTE. Near the middle, here, ri
: X ght between these
two service rails. It was the onl ’I —

itself was crowded. Y place open—the bar

. WM )

(PauL advances to the exact spot at the bar where Man-
10N had been standing, and leans far over to con-
jron't PAQUETTE. He can, if he chooses, look down
bekind the bar from his position.)

gAUL. What’I}‘J}z)zppened next?
AQUETTE. e lieutenant turned and left al
soon as I'd turned around. I ran out the door aftrzx?slgi:xs
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and when I got outside he said to me: “Do you want some,
too, Buster?”

Paur. (Winces.) What did you do?

PaqueTTE. I said, “No, sir,” and ran back inside.

Paur. Did Barpey regularly relieve you behind the
bar?

PaquerTE. Occasionally.

PauL. How often had he relieved you, say, during the
last two weeks before the shooting? And, remember, I
can check.

PaquertE. Well, he just didn’t happen to relieve me
during that time.

Paur. During the whole month, then?

PaqQuerTE. 1 don’t remember.

Pavr, Try again.

PaquetrTE. He didn't relieve me.

PauL. Barney just happened to relieve you the night
he just kappened to have beat up and raped Laura Man-
ion. Look, chum, didn’t he really tell you to get to hell
away from the bar so you wouldn’t get hurt? And didn’t
he order you to stand by that window for an hour so you
could spot the lieutenant coming and warn Barney?

PaquerTE. Who said Barney raped her?

Paur. You doubt it?

PaQueTTE. I wasn’t there.

PauL. I know you weren’t there. I just asked you if
you doubted that he’d raped ber.

PaQueTTE. Yes, I doubt it. If he laid her at all, which
I also doubt, it was with her willing consent. Anybody can
see she’s a floozie.

PauL. (4 pause.) All right, Paquette, one friendly tip
. . . not a question.

PaguerTE. What's that?

Paur. Don’t remove the gun shelf from behind the bar.
It's too late—I’ve already seen it and it'll only look worse
if you take it out now. You should have done that be-
fore the police came—at the same time you got rid of the
pistols.




ACT IT
SceENE 1

SCENE: We are in the courtroom of the Iron Cliffs County
¢ ourt House, {ts appearance need not detain us very
0{:% be(;ausej:t looks like any courtroom anywhere
with a place for a judge, a jury, the prosecuti ,
defense, and the witnesses. > ? tom the

At RIsE: As the LIGHTS come up in the courtroom
PavL begins taking some papers out of a leather
folder, and spreading them on the defense table
PARNELL finds a seat in an inconspicuous spot near
the edge of the courtroom. After a moment or two
}J;AURA L_IANION enters, and goes to the defense tablef

AURA is dressed quite demurely now, the tight

sweater and tight slacks repl . !
or dress. eplaced by a simple suit

%AURA. Good morning.
AUL. Morning. Welcome to the snake pi
I pit.
{;AURA. Is this the way you wanted me to dress?
0 AUL. (He looks her over.) Perfect. Keep wearing
mLfts] like It_ihz),t. I;I) o more tight sweaters or slacks
RA. How about no make- Y
witeh ot b e-up? I can look a perfect
Paur. I doubt that ve is is j
) ry much. Anyway, this is just
right, : in g
hlxgm ta ﬁlsng remember, when your husband comes in, give
%AURA. How big?
AUL. Wifely. Not too passionate. We don’t
. . want to
antagonize the women on the jury—or arouse the men.
Laura. Very good. Wifely. (LAURA takes a seat.)

(After a moment or two, Mitcu Lopwick, the D.A ., €n-
38
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ters, accompanied by a small, compact, bald GEN-
TLEMAN of forty, whose pink complexion and alert
snub-nosed features give him a pixie look. MiTcH
LopwiCcK is ¢ kandsome young man, well-groomed,
forceful in manner. MITCH and his COMPANION go
to the table reserved for the prosecution. MircH
crosses to PauL, and the Two MEN shake kands.)

MirrcH. Good morning, Paul.

Paur. Good morning, Mitch,

Mirca. (He smiles graciously at Laura,) How are you

today, Mrs. Manion?
LaurA. (Unsmiling.) Very well, thank you.

(The skort bald MAN has joined MircHh, and is now in-
troduced.)

Mirrch. Polly, this is Claude Dancer, of the Attorney-
General’s office in Lansing—Paul Biegler. Claude’s going
to kind of sit in with me during the trial.

Dancer. How do you do, Biegler? Awfully nice to
know you.

PauL. (ds ke shakes hands.) Your fame has preceded
you, Mr. Dancer. I'd like to congratulate you on your
brilliant handling of that grand jury investigation in De-
troit. You did a fine job.

Dancer. Thank you. I'm sure it will be a pleasure to
work with you.

Paur. I hope it will be a pleasure.

Dancer. Oh, Mitch here seems nicely on top of his
case, and I don’t think I'll be in your hair much.

(MrzcH and DANCER return to their table. GROVER GLEA-
SON, court reporter, emerges from a door behind the
bench, his attention riveted on a cross-word puzzle

in a newspaper.)

GrovEer. Polly, what’s a four-letter word describing a
woman of ill-repute?
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way we spell it in the Upper Peninsul
GrOVER. Go to hell, Biegler.

Paur. My, my, that’s a lewd word, Grover.

( GROI\:;SIR (s:tarts to settle down to kis stenotype machine.
iz ’:Sel;mz;{tglerk, Crovis PmGEoN, enters, and busies
i 1h Some papers. JuncE WEAVER, in black
¢, enters and mounts to his place on the benckh a
those Onstage get to their feet.) o

Crovis. (In a loud voice ) Hear
VIS, . ye, hear ye h
The Circuit Court for the County of’Iron é,li,ffs ei‘:rn};ié

in session b
your ceate) Judge Harlan Weaver presiding. Please take

(AUl Onstage sit down. Cro j
. VIS now ushers in LT. Man-
10N, who crosses to the defense table, where LA3M

ves i . ;
g:gi 3 tm a wifely kiss. They take seats alongside

UD i
jur-;? GE WEAVER. Mr, Clerk, will you please call in the
Crovis. Yes, Your Honor.,

(Crovis exits and returns with
. the members of th
6 . who take their places in the jury box.) f the Jury,

JpDGE WEAVER. (After the Jumy has b

Lachps and gentlemen, for the b{neﬁt of thoZ?wﬁatvfrgﬂ)e
;mtt :jn tihe courtroom yesterday when this jury was se-
fec e 3 want to say that I come here on assignment
J_1'0‘;11 ower Mlclngaq to sit in the place of your own
Nl'.lo ‘se %\Jﬁ;ﬂand, who. Is presently recovering from illness,
tow, L ve no d&sn:e to upset the folkways or tradi-
lons of this community during murder trials, whatever
they may be, but while I am sitting here t’his is m

court, and I warn you I am going to run it. . . . I hagl,
not realized that there were so many among you who

ACT I
Paur. H-O-R-E. Didn’t you know, Grover? That’s the
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were such zealous students of homicide. In any case, 1
must remind you that this is a court of Jaw and not a
football game or a prize fight. (To Crovis PIDGEON.)
Mr. Clerk, call the case.

Crovis. People versus Frederic Manion. The charge:
murder.

Jupce WEAVER. Swear the jury.

(Crovis approaches the jury box.)

Crovis. Members of the jury, rise and raise your right
hands. You do solemnly swear that you shall well and
truly try, and true deliverance make, between the People
of this state and the prisoner at the bar, whom you shall
have in charge, according to the evidence and the laws
of this state; so help you God.

(Tke Jurors are seated. JUDGE WEAVER nods to MiTcH
Lopwick, and MITcH rises and crosses to address

the jury.)

Mrrca. May it please the court and ladies and gentle-

“men of the jury, I would like at this time to introduce

the gentleman seated at my table—Mr. Claude Dancer,
the assistant Attorney General from the state capital at
Lansing, who at my request, will be associated with me
during this trial. (DANCER rises and makes a nice friendly
bow to the jury, then sits down.) Ladies and gentlemen
of the jury, the facts in this case are so utterly clear and
so utterly incontrovertible that you may find yourself
from time to time wondering what you are doing here at
all. It is a fact that on the night of Friday, August 15th,
last, or more precisely the morning of Saturday, August
16th—the time being 12:46 A. M.—the defendant, Lt.
Frederic Manion, seated there with his attorney, Mr.
Paul Biegler, entered the bar-and-grill of the Thunder
Bay Inn, located in Mastodon Township, advanced to the
bar without a single word to anyone, and there fired six
pistol shots point-blank at the owner, Mr. Barney Quill,
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who was at that moment standing behind th
six shots, five struck Mr. ¥ : sty e
Manion then turned around, walked out of the bar-and-

grill, entered his car, and drove to his trailer-home j
r, - n the ,
Thunder Bay Trailer Park, where he surrendered him. |

self to the deputized caretaker there, saying: “I j

dept C ying: “I just shot
Barney Quill.” . . . Without in an,y way presuming to
speak for the defense,

time that these facts will not he denied by Mr. Biegler

or his client. We expect to prove that the defendant was

sane, and that what he did was done in the heat of
; as-
sion and anger. We further expect to show that the kil?ing
was premedxta_ted and the result of malice aforethoughi,
as the Judge will deﬁne_ those terms, In other words, Iadies
and gentlemen of the Jury, we fully expect to prove and
will prove that_ the defendant, Frederic Manion, was
guilty of the crime of first-degree murder. I thank you.
(N;rrca rWeturns to kis table and sits down.)
UDGE WEAVER. Mr. Biegler d i
statoment LAY gler, do you wish to make your
PauL. (Rising ) If Your Honor please. th
- . , the def
would like to reserve its statement unliil later, e
th{fels):F WEAVER, Very well. (To Mrrcu.) Call your first
Mirrcu, The People call Dr. Homer Raschid.

(DR.hRASCHID appears and goes to the witness stand. As
e takes his ?lace in the stand, CLovis Progron ap-
proackes to give the oath.)

Crovis. You do solemnly swear that you wi
truth, the whole truth, and);mthing but tﬁe tr‘lrlv:]lal g?hgl];
you God. ’
Dr. Rascam. I do.
MircH. Your name, please?
I]\)'IR. RAS(‘:{-TIIID. Homer Raschid,
ITCH, at is your business or professi
Dr. RascHip, Medical doctor. P on?
Mirca. Do you have any specialty, Doctor?

Quill, killing him instantly. Lt. -
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ACT I1

Dr. Rascuip. Pathologist. St. Francis’ Hospital, this
city.
Mircu. How long bhave you practiced medicine, Doc-
tor?

Dr. RascHip. Ah . . . thirty-one years.

Mizcu. Where did you obtain your medical education?

Paur. (Rises swiftly.) The doctor’s eminent qualifica-
tions are admitted.

(MiztcH nods. Dr. RascHID is grateful.)

Mrrc. Did you have occasion to perform an autopsy
on the body of one Barney Quill?

Dr. Rascui. 1 did.

MircH. When and where?

Dr. Rascuip. On Sunday night, August seventeenth,
in St. Francis’ Hospital, this city.

Mircu. Will you please tell us your.findings, Doctor?

Dr. Rascuip. T made up an autopsy report . . . (He
extracts some sheets of paper from a manila folder.)

MircH. Unless Mr. Biegler objects, a summary will do
—in lay terms.

(PauL shakes his head—no objection.)

¢ DRr. RascHip. Well, there were multiple and perforat-
i ing wounds of the body such as might be caused by bul-
¢ lets. All in all there were ten such wounds, as though five
. bullets had entered and left.

Mirca. Were you able to determine the cause of
death?

Dr. RascHip, I was.

Mircu. Could death have been caused by these wounds
you have testified to?

Dr. RascHip. They could—I mean, it could.

MircH. In your opinion, Doctor, was death caused by

these wounds?
Dr. Rascuip. It was. In my opinion a wound through

o,

v
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i i j use
thorax and heart was the immediate and major €2
gze de:trh. The other wounds of course contributed to
de;’hh:rcﬂ. Have you a typewritten report of your find-

ings? n
s1p, I have. Also some copies here.
?fiﬁ:rg;f;/lay 1 have them? (The Doctor hands Mn:ci)n
the copies.) 1 ask that this original autopsy report be
marked People’s Exhibit One for jdentification. (Mrrgn
brings a copy over to PfAUL.) T}xe tli)oer(x)ple hand the de-
the autopsy report for examination.
fen;im? A ﬁtgle time, please, Your Honor. (JUII)qul;
WEAVER 70ds assent. PAUL exgminés the papers, whie
Grover GLEASON, the court reporter, nfarks the ong:ina
copy for identification. Ajter brief, but interested st v.)
fense has no objection. : .
Thliicllscii. The People offer in evidence People’s Exhibit
One for jdentification as People’s Exhibit One. 1
Junce WEAVER. It may be s0 received and marked.

(GROVER marks it again, this time in evidence.)

MitcH. You may examine. )
PavL. (Advances toward the witness.) Doctor, you

said it appeared to you that Barney Quill had been shot
five times with pullets from a gun.

cum. It did.
g:{rLPTASAnd it appeared that each shot had plowed

through him—as 2 layman might say—and come out on
the other side? Chat s correct
RASCHID. isc .
]I)’:.UL. A layman might even say that the deceased was
well ventilated.

. RascHID. Ha—precisely. ‘
lr?:ut.R.AThen 1 take it you did not find any bullets.

. cum. No. I mention that in my rep_ort.
]I?:U‘I??ées 1 noted that. But your conclusion that the
wounds were’ caused by bullets was more or less of a sur-

mise, was it not?

TS T T
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Dr. Rascaip. Well, in a sense, yes.

PaurL. You understood when you performed this au-
topsy that the subject had been shot by the defendant in
a barroom?

Dr. Rascam. Yes.

PauL. And this and certain other information had been
supplied you by Coroner Leipart and police officers who
requested the autopsy?

Dx. Rascrip. Well, yes. From them and from reading
the newspaper, of course.

PauL. But the officers gave you certain background in-
formation before you did your post-mortem?

Dr. Rascuip. That is correct.

(CraupE DANCER has arisen, and now stands hehind
PauL, rocking innocently on his heels, and staring
upwards innocently. PAUL turns and notices him,
then returns to the witness.)

PauL. So that to some extent your explanations were

suggested by information you had received from them.

Dr. Rascmm. Yes, but my primary purpose was to
determine the cause of death. And I did determine it. I
didn’t need any information from anybody to do that.

PauL. Of course not, Doctor. You have made it very
plain that the deceased was well drilled. Tell us then,
Doctor, how come you checked to determine whether
spermatogenesis was occurring in the subject’s testes?

DANCER. (Booms out.) 1 object!

Jupce WEAVER. (Mildly.) Onm what grounds, Mr.
Dancer?

Dancer. On the grounds of incompetency and imma-
teriality. The People have called this witness to show
the cause of death. He has shown it. Cross examination
should be confined to that issue.

JupGE WEAVER. Mr. Biegler?

Paur. 1 now read from that portion of the doctor’s
report called General Findings on the top of page five, and
1 quote: “Spermatogenesis was occurring in both testes.”




48 ANATOMY OF A MURDER ACT fI
i ears and takes his place i
“ tc:l’f; ﬁ:grg:;igtﬁd?an a&g administers the oath.)

' ;\Irrcn. Your nm};le, l1:1@«.%?

¢ Burxe. Warren purxe. son. Mr. Burke.
te your occupation, Mr. t )

%;g II>’l§'nas ae cs::)ammircial photographer with a studio

here in Tron Bay. st Tast, were Yo
ht of August ,
mMII(;r;:i. b?rntht:epc?lli%e to take some photographs at the
taI‘h‘\)mdex' Bay Inn Bar and Grill? ?
ll\afhrcn' xgs do you have those phgo;o%ag}zss :;1;]71' gz(t).: !
. He produces some 1
1]\3{2:::{; IA?:& g.ree gese photographs of the decease

Barney Qm'}ll: are
uvrke. They are. ]
1]\3'11'rcn Will you identify them, please? 4 the bar, and
m;. These three were taken behm‘1 four,were
sh});vgnthe' deceased lyingfﬁon ﬂ:&l izgg; t’ll‘lee?iiceased full
i coroner’s office,
i “flultlhface and left and right proﬁl}(:s.to \ohe to the
e The People submit these pnotogr tp S oL
Mn?cx%r examination. (He hands the prmts t s
iflf:nls:oks at them briefly, then returns them to MIT
Paur. The defense comp

liments Mr. Burke on bis ex-
isi istry, egisters no objections. . .
quﬁxt:;us‘;‘rl{é mf]’gorpl%l offer these photographs in evi

de?[‘t:;;cn Weaver. They may be so

(Mrzce hands the prints to the court rep

received and marked.

orter.)

defense. us
P rSrt?zrtfseto rise.) No quest— (But he s:o;gour
P tugs at his arm.) One mome; , p
(Laura whispers excitedly to PAUL

Honor, please. : miles and pats her
ts, after which P;'?,st he advances to the

al moments, 4
Z‘:,:rin a “Good girll” gesture.
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witness stand.) Mr. Burke, were these all the pictures you
took for this case? '

BURKE. (Skoots a look at MitcH’s table.) No, there
were some others,

PauL, Perhaps they didn’t turn out?

BUrke. No, they all turned out. All of my pictures
turn out.

Paur. Of course. Were the others perhaps needless
duplicates?

Burke. No. There weren't any duplicates of poses.

Paur. Oh? Perhaps they had nothing to do with the
case at all? Perhaps they were some interesting little side
shots? Made to gratify an artistic whim? A gnarled
stump you couldn’t resist? Perhaps a tree? Or a rum-
maging bear at the Thunder Bay dump? (Pause.) Per-
chance even a woman?

Burke. They were photographs of Lieutenant Man-
ion’s wife.

Paur. And these pictures of Laura Manion—they
turned out well?

Burkz. Excellent.

PauLr. When did you take them?

Burke. That very night.

PauL. Then they would show just how Mrs. Manion
looked right after the shooting?

Burke. They certainly would.

Paur. How many did you take?

Burke. Three.

Paur. And do you have them with you? (BURKE skows
great reluctance to answer, and looks to Mirtca for help.)
((ilon,le now, Mr. Burke, either you have them or you

on't,

BURKE. (Finally.) I have them.

Paur. And may I see them? (PauL extends kis hand,
and BURKE gives him three prints. PavL looks at first
print.) My, my— (He studies the three pictures, frown-
ing. Mr. Burke, these shadows under both eyes—are they
caused by bad lighting?

Burke. No, sir. Mrs. Manion had two black eyes.
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to re-direct, the zealous Mr. Dancer forgets all pretense
that this man was ever Mr, Lodwick’s witness, and he
allows that he has no further questions to ask him. Now
I am quite willing to take on these two legal giants, any
time, any place, but I think in common fairness it should
be one at a time.

Junce WEAVER. Your objection is well taken, Mr. Bieg-
ler. I have been waiting for you to raise it. In any case,
I will lay down a rule on that. Only one counsel on a side
will be permitted to examine a given witness. And now
this witness may step down. (PAQUETTE leaves the wit-
ness stand.) Gentlemen, normally I insist that counsel
arise and remain standing when addressing the court or
examining a witness. But in view of the expanding and
uncertain length of this trial—and its rather hectic pace
—1I am henceforth going to let you remain seated. Do I
hear any objections?

Mirca and DANCER. (Jumping to their feet in unison.)
None, Your Honor.

PauL. (Remaining seated.) The defense is delighted
and grateful, Your Honor,

Jupce WeavER. The next witness, please.

Dancer. Detective Sergeant Julian Durgo. (JULIAN
Dureo, dark, handsome, curly-haired, in plain clothes,
takes the stand, and is sworn in by CLovis PIDGEON.)
Your name, please.

Durco. Julian Durgo.

Dancer. Your address?

Durco. 471 River Street, Iron Bay, Michigan.

Dancer. Are you a plainclothes detective in the state
police?

Durco. I am.

Dancer. How long have you served in this capacity?

Durco. Fourteen years,

Dancer. Did you have occasion to investigate the fatal
shooting of Barney Quill?

Durco. I did. I headed the investigation.

Dancer. Were you the one who arrested Lt. Manion
in his trailer?
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Durco. I was.

Dancer. Did you discuss the shooting then or later
with Lt. Manion?

Durgo. I did. Both then and later.

Dancer. Will you tell us what he said?

(Jupce WEAVER looks toward PaUL, but PAuL shakes his
head—no objection.)

Durco. I asked the Lieutenant where the gun was,
and he pointed at a table and said he would get it, but 1
said no and instead got it myself.

D;\NCER. (Handing DUrGo ¢ Mauser.) And is this the
gun

Dureo. It is. (Returns it to Dancer.)

Dancer. The People offer this as the People’s Exhibit
Number Two in evidence. (DANCER kands the Mauser to
PauUL for inspection.)

PauL. No objection.

Jupce Weaver. The exhibit will be so marked.

(DANCER hands the gun to Grover GLEASON.)

:~ Dancer. Were you present later at the bar when an
effort was made to recover the bullets?

Durco. I was. I conducted the search.

Dancer. Were any recovered?

Durco. Four bullets were found, along with shell cases.

Dancer. Did you preserve and do you now have the
bullets and shell cases?

Durco. I did and I have. (He kands over a tagged
cloth sack, and DANCER reaches in and takes out the
pellets.)

o ].?IA?NCER. And are these the bullets that killed Barney
ui

DUR?O. They are the lead pellets we found in the bar-
room, sir,

Dancer. The People now hand defense counsel for in-
spection the bullets that killed Barney Quill.
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(PauL quickly folds his arms and leans back in his chair.)

Paur. No, thanks, Mr, Dancer. I once saw a bullet. It
was removed from the body of a deer hunter—just about
your size. The defense has no objections, Your Honor.

Jupce WEAVER. (Bangs gavel.) The exhibit will be re-
ceived in evidence. Proceed, Mr. Dancer.

(DANCER hands the bullets to GROVER GLEASON.)

Dancer. Getting back to the defendant at the trailer,
what else if anything did he say?

Durco. He told us that his wife had had some trouble
with Barney Quill, and that he had gone and shot him.
He also asked us whether the man was dead, and we said
that he was.

Dancer. What then?

Durco. Then we drove him and his wife to the county
jail.

Dancer. Was there any further talk in the car on the
drive down?

Durco. Yes, on the drive down the Lieutenant said he
had thought the whole thing over before going to the bar
and had decided that such a man should not live.

(DANCER pauses to let this sink in.)

Dancer. How did the defendant appear?

Durco. He was upset and emotional and appeared very
angry.

Dancer. What else?

Durco. He said that he had no regrets over what he’d
done, that he’d do it again. Several times more he asked
us if the deceased was really dead.

Dancer. Then what?

Durco. Then we arrived at the county jail, and I .asked
the defendant if he cared to make a formal statement,
and he said no. Then he was booked on murder and
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locked up, and we returned immediately to Thunder Bay
to continue the investigation.
Dancer. Your witness.

(PAUL’s cross-examination of DURGo is straightforward,
but not bullying. He respects this man, and he shows
it.)

Paur. (Remaining seated.) Officer Durgo, on direct
examination I believe you testified that the lieutenant
told you that he had shot Barney Quill after he had
learned from his wife that she had had “some trouble”
with the deceased.

Durco. I did, sir.

Paur. Now, Officer, were those words “some trouble”
the words Lieutenant Manion used to you or rather are
they the words that you have used here in order to de-
scribe what it was he actually told you?

Durco. They were my words, sir. I don’t recall the
lieutenant used that expression.

PauL. All right, Officer, will you now please tell the
court and the jury what the words were that the defend-
ant himself used when he described this trouble his wife
had with the deceased?

Durco. Yes, sir. He said—

Dancer. Objection! Objection, Your Honor. Would
not be relevant to any issues properly—

(Now PauL leaps to his feet.)

PAuL. Listen—what're you trying to do—railroad this
poor guy?! (JunceE WEAVER is banging his gavel and
cailing “Myr. Biegler!” to no avail.) “Please let’s not
mention anything as horrid as rape until somebody gets
raped!” You want it to happen right here in this court-
room—would £Aat make it relevant?]

Jupce WEAVER. Mr. Biegler! Mr. Biegler! (PauL
finally turns to him, kot and flushed.) 1 must warn you
against another such outburst. You are an experienced
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counsel-—the Clarence Darrow of the Upper Peninsula.
(To Paur.) I trust, Mr, Biegler, that you know who
Clarence Darrow was,

Pavur. Look, Dancer, one more crack like that, and you
won’t hear the next objection—you’ll feel it—I’ll punt
you clear into Lake Superior!

Juoce WEeAvER. Gentlemen, gentlemen, this infernal
backbiting has to stop. The next man who speaks out of
turn will have me to deal with. Proceed, Mr. Dancer.

Dancer. (He has made his point.) 1 will withdraw the
question, Your Honor. (T'o MaNION, almost purring.) Do
you and your wife have any children?

Man1oN. No, sir,

DanceRr. And is this your first marriage?

ManioN. No, sir, my second.

DanNcer. And did either you or your wife have chil-
dren by your respective previous—ah—adventures in
matrimony?

Man1oN. No, sir.

Dancer. And both of your parents are dead, I believe?

Manion, Yes, sir.,

Dancer. And you have no dependents other than your
wife, Lieutenant?

ManionN. None, sir.

Dancer. And your wife has earned her living before,
and she is in good health and could do so again?

ManioN, Yes, sir, if it came to that I believe she
could, sir.

DaNcEr. (To Pautr.) The witness is back to you.

PauL. No re-direct examination.

Junce WEAvER. The witness is excused. Call your next
witness.

(ManNION steps down.)
Paur. Dr. Matthew Smith.

(Dr. SMITH goes to the stand, and is sworn.)
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PavuL. Your name, please, Doctor?

Dr. SMirH. Matthew Smith.

PauL. What is your profession?

Dr. SmrtH. I am a psychiatrist.

Paur. What is your present affiliation?

Dr. Smith. I am at present a captain in the Army,
stationed at Bellevue Army Hospital as chief of the neu-
ropsychiatric service.

Paur. Now, Doctor, I ask you if you were recently
assigned by your superiors to conduct a psychiatric ex-
amination of Lt. Frederic Manion, the defendant in this
case?

Dr. SmitH. I was.

PauL. Where?

Dr. SmrtH. At Bellevue Army Hospital.

@ . Paur. When?

Dr. SmurH. From Thursday, August twenty-first,
through half of Sunday, the twenty-fourth, a total of
three and one-half days.

Paur. And how do the facilities at Bellevue compare
with similar facilities in other hospitals?

Dr. SmrtH. Our facilities compare favorably with those
in any hospital I am acquainted with.

Paur. Now, Doctor, based on your knowledge of the
facts in this case, on your intensive examination of the
defendant, and on your long experience as a practicing
psychiatrist, do you have an opinion regarding the issue
of the probability of insanity in this case?

Dgz. SmrtH. I have.

Paur. What is your opinion?

Dr. SmitH. That Lieutenant Manion was temporarily
insane at the time of the shooting.

Pautr. Doctor, do you have an opinion as to whether
or not he was suffering from a temporary mental disorder
at the time the deceased met his death so as to be unable
to distinguish right from wrong?

Dr. Smita. I have. It is my opinion that the Lieuten-
ant was probably unable to distinguish right from wrong.
I do not think it makes too much difference.

e
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(DANCER scribbles furiously.)

Paul. Is there in your opinion a condition here known
to the profession of psychiatry?

Dr. Sumirs. The condition is known to psychiatry and
it is not uncommon. At the present time it is known as
dissociative reaction.

PauL. Does this mental state of dissociative reaction
you have been talking about bear any other tag or label?

Dr. SmitH. It does. It has also been known as irresist-
ible impulse.

PauL. I beg your pardon—?

Dgr. SmrrH. I said, it has also been known as irresisti-
ble impulse. )

PauL. Doctor, you may state whether or not intensive
and extensive psychiatric observation and examination of
the individual is important in reaching psychiatric con-
clusions about his mental state. )

Dr. SmitH. I would say they were absolutely essential.

PauL. Your witness. .

DaNCER. (Quickly.) Doctor, how is dissociative reac-
tion classified by psychiatrists?

Dr. SmrrH. It's a temporary neurotic condition.

DANCER. It is not a psychosis? )

Dr. SmitH. It is not a psychosis nor is it ordinarily
even a serious neurosis. And it is generally of a tem-
porary nature. .

Dancer. Now, Doctor, during your examination of Lt.
Manion, did you give him a Wechsler-Bellevue test?

Dr. SmitH. No.

Dancer. A Bender-Gestalt test?
Dr, Sumita. No.

Dancer. The Szondi test?

De. SmitH. No. o
DaNcer. A Rohrschach psychodiagnostic examination?
Dr. SmitH. No. I felt these tests were not indicated.
Dancer. What tests did you use, then?

Dr. SmitH. I tested his perceptions rather carefully,
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and then I used an electroencephalogram. Then with
my own rather intensive observations and study I felt I
was qualified to make some observations about this man,
and perhaps understand quite a little about him. I may
add, sir, that in a general way I belong to the school of
psychiatry that stresses individual study and appraisal
rather than to that group that has sometime been re-
ferred to as the slot-machine or gadget school of psy-
chiatry.

DaxcEr. (Going on coolly.) Doctor, on direct exami-
nation you were asked if the lieutenant was able to dis-
tinguish between right and wrong and you answered that
he probably could not have, adding that you did not
think it made much difference. Do you still feel the same
way?

Dr. Suita. I do.

Dancer. Then he might actually have known the dif-
ference between right and wrong?

Dr. SmiTH. He well might have.

DaNCER. (Triumphantly.) Then how can you possibly
come in here and testify that the lieutenant was legally
insane?

Dr. Sumritr. I did not say here that anyone was legally
insane, sir. I said that I thought that Lieutenant Manion
was suffering from a medically recognized mental aber-
ration known as dissociative reaction, sometimes known
as irresistible impulse, and I say that a consciousness of
doing right or wrong would not make much if any differ-
ence to a victim of that mental disorder.

Dancer. (Looking at jury and fairly purring.) And
you are willing to rest your testimony in this case, Doc-
tor, on that answer?

Dr. Smrta. I am, sir.

Dancer. That is all,

Junce WEAVER. Mr. Biegler?

Paur. (Rises.) No re-direct examination. Your Honor,
that is our case— (A¢ a word from the Jupce, DR, SMITH
steps down. Suddenly PARNELL rushes over to PauL, and
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whispers to him. PAUL’s reaction appears to be negative,
dut PARNELL is insistent, and PAuL finally gives in, ob-
viously with reluctance.) but before the defense rests, 1
would like at this time to clear up some unfinished busi-
ness left over from yesterday, I had not completed my
cross-examination of the People’s witness, Alphonse Pa-
quette. I wish to do so now.

JI;DGE WEAVER. (To DANCER and Mirch.) Gentle-
men

DaNcER. Very well, Your Honor. The People recall the
witness Paquette,

(PAQUETTE crosses to witness stand, and holds up his
hand for the oath.)

Jubce Weaver. You are already sworn. One oath to a
customer. Please be seated.

DancEr. The People tender the witness.

Jupce WEeavERr. Your witness, Mr. Biegler.

Paur. Mr. Paquette, I assume you understood His
Honor when he told you that you are still under oath?

PAQUETTE. Uh . . . yeah . . .

PAuL. And have you had time, since we last met here,
to do a little thinking—perhaps even a little recollecting?

PAQuETTE. I don’t know what you mean.

Paut. I mean, simply, Mr. Paquette, that the time for
fun and games is over, and may we now have some
straight answers to straight questions?

Dancer. Objection, Your Honor. Counsel’s remarks
totally gratuitous and insulting to this witness.

Juoce Weaver, I'm inclined to agree, Mr. Biegler.
Suppose you ask a straight question, and then we shall
see. )

PauL. Very well, Your Honor. (To PaquerTE.) Was
Barney Quill an expert pistol shot?

Dancer. Objection, Your Honor. The court has al-
ready ruled on that. Irrelevant and immaterial. Absolutely
beside the point.
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PauL. But the People’s own witness, Detective-Sergeant
Durgo, has now made the deceased an expert pistol shot.
We only want to develop that interesting subject.

JupcE WEAVER. Strictly speaking you may have a
point, Mr. Dancer. But the subject is now in the case,
and this witness is on the stand. The witness may answer.

PaQuetTE. (Long hesitation.) 1 would say he was an
expert, sir.

Dancer. Objection, objection. Witness not shown to
be qualified to pass expert opinion.

PauL. T'll get to that, Your Honor—Mr. Dancer please
kindly permitting.

Jupce WEavER. Proceed. I'll reserve my ruling.

Paur. On what do you base your conclusion, Mr.
Paquette, that Barney was an expert pistol shot?

PAQUETTE. (Still squirming.) Because I've seen him
shoot against the best and beat ’em. He won dozens of
first prizes at shoots all over the Peninsula.

PauL. Anything else?

PaQuerTE. Well—I've seen Barney bring down par-
tridge on the wing with a pistol.

Paur. Anything else?

PAQUETTE. Yeah. Barney and I used to go to the
garbage dump with a stack of empty bottles from the
bar. I'd toss them up in the air, and Barney’d shoot them
as fast as I threw them and holler for more.

Paur. And was Barney’s prowess with pistols generally
known around Thunder Bay?

PAQUETTE. It was. Matter of fact, Barney kept his
medals and trophies on the back-bar. ’

PauL. Do the People still press their objection?

Dancer. Ruling, Your Honor?

Jupce WEAVER. I'm afraid the People’s objection is
overruled,

(And now PAUL’s questions come freely and forcefully,
as he feels sure he has his man. DANCER’s concern
grows as the questioning progresses.)
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Paur. Did Barney own any pistols?

PAQUETTE. A lot.

PauL. And where did he keep these pistols?

PaqueTTE. He kept two in his quarters upstairs in the
hotel.

Paur. And the others?

PAQUETTE. He kept them down in the barroom.

Paur. Loaded?

PaQuETTE. Loaded.

PauL. And where in the barroom?

PAQUETTE. Behind the bar,

Paur. And where behind the bar?

PaQUETTE. He kept two on the little shelf he’d built
in the middle—and one at either end.

PauL. Were they visible to persons standing in front?

PaQuETTE. They were not.

Paur. And what was the purpose of these pistols?

PaQuetTE. Protection against trouble,

Pavur. Trouble?

PaguerTE. Holdups,

PauL. How many holdups did you bave this past sum-
mer?

PaqueTTE. None.

PauL. Any attempts?

PaquertE. No.

Paur. Any during all the time you have worked there?

PaqQueTTE. None.

PauL. But the loaded guns were kept there for holdups?

PaguerTe. For holdups.

PaurL. Were they behind the bar the night of the
shooting?

PaquerTE. No.

PauL. Where were they?

PaqQuETTE. I'd locked them up.

Paur. All six?

PaQUETTE. No, just the four behind the bar. Barney
wouldn’t give up the other two he kept in his room.

Paur. Why did you lock up the four in the barroom?
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PaQuETTE. Because of Barney’s general behavior. He
was getting irritable and jumpy.

Paur. Well, now, when we were so rudely interrupted
yesterday, weren’t we talking about Barney’s drinking?

PAQUETTE. Yeah.

PauL. Was he drinking more than usual that day?

PaQuETTE. I wouldn’t say that day.

Paur. (Sharply.) You wouldn’t?!

PaquertE. What T mean is—well, I now recall he’d
been drinking more than usual for about two weeks.

Paur. Oh? And what was usual?

PAQUETTE. Barney could easily drink eight to ten dou-
ble shots a day.

Paur. And during those two weeks?

PAQUETTE. It must have been easily a fifth. It got so I
couldn’t keep track.

Paut. That was what you yourself saw?

PAQUETTE. Yes.

PauL. And it didn’t take into account what he might
take in his rooms or elsewhere?

PaquerzE. It did not.

PauL. Just one more thing. Did you see Barney come
into the hotel about midnight the night of the shooting?

PAQUETTE. Yes. I was at the end of the bar and I saw
him go to his room.

Paur. How did he look?

PaquerTE. He was messed up and breathing heavy. His
clothes were filthy—like he’d fallen.

PauL. When did you see him again?

PAQUETTE. Ten minutes later he came down to the bar.

Paur. And how did he look then?

PaQUETTE. Very calm. He’d also changed his clothes.

PauLr. Did anything pass between you?

PaquerTE. He said he’'d fill in for me for a while.

Paur. Anything else?

PaquETTE. He slipped me a twenty-dollar bill.

Paur. Had be ever done that before?

PaquerTE. No, sir,
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PauL. Your witness,

(DANCER rises.)

DanNcer. How did Mrs. Manion conduct herself at
your barroom that night before the shooting?

Paquerre. Well, at times I thought her behavior
wasn’t quite ladylike,

DANCER. Like when?

PaQuETTE. Like once when she took off her shoes to
play pinball,

Dancer. And didn’t she do anything else while her
shoes were off?

PAQUETTE. I don’t recall anything.

Dancer. Didn’t she also dance with a man named
Hippo Lukes, who carried her shoes in his pocket?

(Jupce Weaver whirls around in his chair to look at
Pavw, obviously expecting an objection to a highly
objectionable question. Paur does not object—he
couldn’t be more pleased.)

PaQuUETTE. I don’t recall that, sir.

DaNcer. Didn’t you tell me in private that Mrs. Man-
ion had so danced with Hippo Lukes?

PAQuETTE. I don’t see how I could have, sir, when I
don’t recall ever seeing it. You and I discussed a number
of things, and you may have misunderstood me. Maybe

you ought to ask Hippo Lukes himself—he ought to re-

member an incident like that,

DaNcer. (Cold fury.) Have you been talking with Mr.
~-—what’s his name?—Mr. Biegler since you testified yes-
terday?

PaQuETiE. I have, sir.

DANCER. Where and when?

PAQuETTE. Why, today—just now, here in court.

Dancer. I don’t mean that, In private?
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PAQUETTE. No, sir. T have not had a word with Mr.
Biegler in private since this tria] started.

DANCER. (It’s all ke can do to contain himself.) Your
witness,

PauL. No further questions. Your Honor, the defense
rests.

(PAQUETTE steps down. JUDGE WEAVER looks toward the
prosecution.)

JUDGE WEAVER. Any rebutta]?

DANCER. (Still angry, but finally gaining control.)
Yes, Your Honor. The People will call Dr. W. Harcourt
Gregory. (Dr. GREGORY goes to the stand, and is sworn
by CLovis Pmceon.) Your name, please?

Dr. Grecorv. W. Harcourt Gregory.

Dancer. What is your occupation?

Dr. Grecory. Doctor of medicine, specializing in psy-
chiatry, K

Dancer. How long have you been in this field, Doctor?

Dr. Grecory, Twenty-five years.

DANCER. And what, if any, is your present position?

Dr. GreGory. Medical superintendent of the Pentland
State Hospital in Lower Michigan,

Dancer. And what kind of patients are treated there?

Dr. Grecory. Those regarded as insane or feeble-
minded,

Dancer. Now, Doctor, you are familiar with the facts
in this case, and you have been in this courtroom since
yesterday morning—do you have an opinion based on
reasonable psychiatric certainty as to whether or not
Lieutenant Manion was in a condition of emotional dis-
organization at the time he shot and killed Barney Quill
so as to be insane?

Dr. GrEcory. I have.

DANCER. What is that opinion?

Dr. Grecory. That there is clearly insufficient evi-
dence to warrant a diagnosis of insanity.,
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Dancer. Do you believe the Lieutenant could distin-
guish right from wrong?

Dr. Grecory. I do.

Dancer. And he could understand and comprehend
the nature and consequence of his acts?

Dr. Grecory. Yes.

Dancer. And he was not dominated by his unconscious
mind?

Dr. Grecory. He was not.

Dancer. Your witness.

(PauL moves in swiftly and kammers away.)

Paur. Doctor, when and where did you first lay eyes
on Lieutenant Manion?

De. Grecory. Yesterday. Here in court.

Paur. And have you seen him outside of the courtroom
since then?

Dr. Grecory. No, sir.

PauL. You have not conducted any personal examina-
tion of him?

Dr. Grecory. Obviously not, sir.

PauL. Nor have you conducted on him any of the vari-
ous tests mentioned here by Dr—uh, Mr. Dancer?

Dr. Grecory. I have not.

Paur. Would you have conducted them if you had had
the opportunity?

Dr. Grecory. I certainly would have. The necessity
for them was clearly indicated.

PauL. So that your main complaint over the findings
of Dr. Smith is that he failed to give the proper psychi-
atric tests?

Dr. Grecory, Yes.

Paur. Doctor, do you assume and want this jury to
believe that no personal screening or observation or ex-
amination or tests of the Lieutenant is better than the
methods used by Dr. Smith?

Dgr. Grecory. I did not say that.
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Paur., I know you didn’t actually say it. But haven’t
you implied it?

Dr. Grecory, What do you mean?

Pavr. I mean this, Doctor: do you mean to testify
here that the newly announced Gregory system of no
tests or mo examination whatever is better than Dr.
Smith's test or even the tests Mr. Dancer so glibly in-
quired about?

Dr. Grecory. Are you trying, sir, to make a joke out
of my profession?

Paur. Joke, Doctor? I make a joke out of your pro-
fession? You have ventured an opinion on the sanity of
this man that night without the benefit of any personal
observation or tests or history whatever, isn’t that cor-
rect?

Dr. Grecory. Yes, sir.

Pavr. (Slowly mow.) Doctor, is that normal and ac-
cepted psychiatric practice?

Dancer. (Cuts in quickly.) 1 object to that. Counsel
asked a question and got an answer, and now he doesn’t
like it.

Jupce WEAVER. The objection is overruled. Answer the
question.

Dr. GreGory. (Sinking in kis chair.) No, it is not nor-
mal psychiatric practice.

(PauL takes a considerable pause now as he gets ready
to light the fuse.)

Paur. (Coldly.) Dr. Gregory, I assume that over th_e
years you have testified in any number of trials of this
nature, am I correct?

Grecory. Correct.

(The fuse is burning.)
Paur. And I assume further that you pride yourself on

your knowledge of the law in these matters, as well as
of medicine, am I also correct?
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Grecory. Correct.

-PAUL.. Then, Doctor, has no one ever told you before
tl):s very moment that “irresistible impulse” is recog-
nized as a defense to crime in the state of Michigan—

ACT 11

(Explosion! PAUL has no chance to finish as DANCER
and MrrcH are both on their feet, yelling at once,
and as Jupce WEAVER bangs his gavel violently.)

Dancer. Objection! Objection, Your Honor! Counsel
usurping your function—interpreting the law—objection!

JupGE WeAvVER. Sustained! (Sternly.) Mr. Biegler,
that was completely uncalled for. The witness and the
jury will disregard Mr. Biegler’s last question and it will
be stricken from the record. And I might add, ladies and
gentlemen of the jury, that you will take your law solely
from me—not from the Sunday supplements, not from
your favorite cops-and-robbers programs on television,
and most empbatically not from the attorneys in this
case—but solely from me. Now, Mr. Biegler?

Paur. No further questions, Your Honor.

Junce WeAVER. Mr. Dancer?

Dancer. No further questions.

Jupce WEAVER. Any further rebuttal?

Dancer. No, Your Honor.

Jupnce WEAVER. Mr. Biegler?

PauL. None, Your Honor. (PAUL’s question has clearly
unnerved DaNcr and Mrrca Lobpwick, despite the fact
that the JUDGE has sustained their objection, and they
huddle nervously in conference. PARNELL smiles broadly.)

Junce WeaveRr. This court will now recess for one hour
for lunch. Jury arguments will start sharply at 2 P. M.
I shall directly follow jury arguments with my charge,
and I hope to turn the case over to you, ladies and gen-
tlemen of the jury, sometime late in the afternoon.

(JupcE WEAVER rises, and those in the courtroom start
their dispersal. LIGHTS dim out and we are briefly

(>~
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in darkness. Suddenly all the LIGHTS come on at
once, CLovis appears, and bangs for quiet.)

Crovis. Hear ye, hear ye, hear yel The Circuit Court
for the County of Iron Cliffs is now in session, Judge
Weaver presiding. (The JUDGE appears and ALL rise un-
til ke is seated, them ALL take seats. CLOVIS PIDGEON
approaches the jury.) Members of the jury, have you
agreed upon a verdict?

ForEMAN. (Rises.) We have.

Juoce WEeaver. The defendant will please rise.

(PAUL and MANION stand.)

Crovis. What is your verdict?
ForeMAN. We find the defendant not guilty by reason

of insanity.

(There is an outburst of excitement at the defense table,
which PauL does his best to quiet. MricH and
DANCER look stunned.)

Juoce WEAVER? Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, for
your loyal and attentive service in a long and difficult
case. (Turns to the lawyers)) Gentlemen, as you well
know, the law now enjoins upon me, under this verdict,
the unpleasant duty of sending this man away until he
is pronounced sane. Since the two otherwise violently
disagreeing psychiatrists agreed on one thing, namely,
that the man is now sane, and since I agree with both
of them, I do not intend to send him away, because the
law also wisely says that no one shall be compelled to
do an idle thing. Gentlemen, I shall be glad to entertain
a writ of habeas corpus for his release from custody.

Paur. (Jumps up.) Your Honor, 1 already have such
a paper filled out and ready to serve.

(Hands it to GROVER, who turns it over to JUDGE
WEAVER.)
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Dancer. The People agree, Your Honor, to the im-
mediate release from custody of Lt. Manion.

Jupce WEAVER, Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, you
are excused.

(As the Jurors leave the box, JUDGE WEAVER turns his
attention to the document. LAURA and Lt. MaNION
approach PAUL, and Laura throws her arms around
his neck and kisses him. PavL, perturbed, looks at
MANION as ke disengages himself.)

MaN1ON. (4 genuine smile—his first.) It’s O.K., Coun-
sellor—this once. (He extends his hand to Pavr.) Thanks,
Mr. Biegler, I'll never forget you for what you’ve done.
Now, about your fee . . .

Paur. Don’t worry about it now. Let’s all go out and
get thoroughly crocked tonight, and we’ll talk about it
tomorrow.

Manion. All right. Just bring along a promissory note
to the trailer park.

(DANCER comes over to PAUL and shakes kands.)

Dancer. Congratulations, Biegler. You’re a worthy
opponent—damn you!
Pauwr. Thanks, Dancer. That goes for you, too—double.

(DANCER and M1i1cH gather their papers and leave.)

Junce Weaver. Mr. Clerk! (He kands Crovis the ha-
beas corpus document, and the CLERK escorts L1, MaN-
10N and LAUrA off to complete the LIEUTENANT'S re-
lease.)

(PaUL goes over to PARNELL.)

Paur. Parn! What did you do to Paquette—hit him
with his bar rag?

ParneLr. (Smiles.) No. I just dropped by his place
for a little of that white vest bourbon—seein’ the trial
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was almost over, 1 figured it was O. K. Anyway, the talk
somehow—I'm not sure just how—the talk got around to
perjury and the penalties therefor, and I just happened to
drop in some apt and persuasive legal commentary on the
subject.

(PAUL is delighted. Junce WEAVER now comes down from
the bench and crosses to PAUL and PARNELLY)

Juoce Weaver. Well, Mr. Biegler, congratulations.

Paur. Thank you, Your Honor. I want you to meet
the man who was most responsible for them-—my new law
partner, Parnell McCarthy.

(JupceE WEAVER shakes PARNELL’s hand.)

Jupce WEeaver. Happy to know you, Mr. McCarthy.
Well, congratulations again to you both on winning one
of the strangest and most brilliant prosecutions I've ever
witnessed.

Paur. (Startled.) Prosecutions?

Juoce WEeAVER. Prosecutions. I guess, Mr. Biegler,
you’re just an old unreconstructed D.A. at heart, This is
the first time in my legal career that I've ever seen a
dead man successfully prosecuted for rape. (4 broad
smile.) Well, good day, gentlemen. (JupcE WEAVER ex-
its.)

BLACKOUT

ACT 111
ScenNE 2

SceNE: The LIGHTS come up on a nearly bare stage,
with only a sign to indicate that we are in the Thun-
der Bay Trailer Park. After a moment or two, PauL
and PARNELL come staggering on, arm in arm, obvi-
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ously hung over after a night of celebrating, and
singing atrociously.

Parnerr. Oh, Mr. Biegler, that was just about the
most brilliant goddam prosecution I ever witnessed. . . .

Pavr. (Playing along.) What prosecution, Your
Honor?

Paxnerr. First time T’'ve ever seen a dead man suc-
cessfully prosecuted for rape! (Loud leughter.) Oh,
Polly, boy, we had us a judge!

PavL. (Cups his hands and calls out.y Mr. Lemon!
Hey, there, Mr. Lemon!

(After a few moments, Mr. LEMON, the caretaker, ap-
pears.)

Mg. Lemon. Mornin’, Mr, Biegler.

PauL. (He takes a promissory note from jacket pocket.)
Mr. Lemon, you got a party staying here name of Man-
ion—Lieutenant Frederic Manion?

M. Lemon. Did have, Mr. Biegler. Pulled out last
night about Three A. M.—him and his wife—seemed in
kind of a hurry.

PaUL. (Stunned and sobered.) Did they leave any mes-
sage?

Mr. Lemon. Well, yup, if you can call it that. Just as
they left, the lieutenant leaned out an’ tole me if you
came lookin’ for him to tell you he’d had an irre—what
the hell—an irresistible impulse to get the hell out of
here, Said you’d understand.

Paur. Anything else?

Mr. Lemon. Ves, they was movin’ when the woman
called back for me not to deliver the message 1 just now
delivered. Said that was too cruel, I think she said. I
kinda think mebbe she was bawlin’ some.

PauL, Ske was bawlin’?

Mg. LeMoN. (Misunderstands Paur.) Yup. Him—he
was kind of a sassy fella—always called me Buster.
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Pavur. Called you what? /!

Mgr. LEMoON. Buster. He called everybody Buster. (Ex-
its, muttering to himself.) Imagine callin’ 2 man my age
Buster. . . .

-

ﬂ'(PAUL and PARNELL break out in drunken, hysterical

laughter. Then PAUL throws his arm around PaAR-
NELL’S shoulder.)

PauL. Come on, Parn, old buddy, let’s go up to Barney
Quill’s bar for a couple of belts of that white-vest bour-

bon. (He tears the promissory note in two, and hands
half to ParngLL.) Here's your share of the fee. . . .

(Arm in arm, still laughing, they stagger off, as the
LIGHTS dim. Then:)

BLACKOUT
END OF THE PLAY




