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VII! April, Charley, and Goodbye



-jzy-

Her younger sister April came to visit for a couple

of days. Talk of electrical systems, April had been half

out of her head ever since three black guys enjoyed a party

with her in Hawaii more than a year ago. Having her around

now was like having a vacuum cleaner with a fan belt that

kept slapping.

First off, she was tired, she told Nicole, of their

mother. "Like she's the queen, and I am just a princess.

I’m tired of her power games. She tries to make it look

like I’m a rotten defiant child who's playing games. All I'm

trying to do is get away from threats. If I say one damn

thing that is right, which she thinks is wrong, she threatens

me with the keys and the hospitals and the doctors. Whereas

I," said April, "don't sit around and watch my mother's

behavior. If she keeps watching mine, she's going to have

to go. Kings and queens never get along.



Nicole said yes. She was never around April for more

than a couple of days before she began to decide they were

all crazy. It was just that April was in touch with the

heavier strings on the fiddle.

In a funny way, April and Gary really got along. April

respected Gary. She thought he was powerful, witty, and

very intelligent. The first night, after a few beers, he

began to show her how to paint. April said he must love
*. a p tiHt*

SissJji very much and certainly-the kids.

cut

W2U", Everything Gary painted was sharp as a razor. If he

painted a bird, you could see every feather as though under

a'magnifying glass, but he didn't teach that way. "Now just

mix this color so it comes out the way you feel," he said.

April was looking at him like Gary was her guru.

- ■ Nicole never knew what to make of April's looks. She

■was short and chunky whenever she didn't watch her diet which

was almost all the time, and she would have been beautiful

’if-she had needed no other features than eyes. April's eyes

were purple blue and yet had green in them—a fabulous color

like one of those transparent stones that change their hue

-according to your mood. Or was it your body temperature?



April had other features besides- her eyes. Her hair 

hung down like cooked spinach, and she had the damnedest

mouth. Nicole had put enough time in the nuthouse to know

the lips of a disturbed person. April could look one way

and her mouth start to quiver in another, like the rear end

of a car going off on its own. Sometimes her lips would

shiver like a faucet just turned off, or her upper lip

would relax and her lower lip get stiff. Her entire face

could clamp like lock jaw. Most of the time she had a tooth­

ache in her expression.

Her voice really got to Nicole. April had an awful

big voice for a little girl. You never knew where it came

from. She was so goddamn sure of herself. Except when she

wasn't. Her voice could grate on you with just how impressive

she thought she was. Then she could whine like a brat.

April let them both know that Gary seemed high, and

full of knowledge. She thought of him as a very distin­

guished person. He was kind of very humble, like a master

to his slave, very humble and appreciative. At the same time

very tired and sad. He'd been through the same thing a slave'd

been through. He was on a much higher level of existence



than anybody she knew. Just focusing on his body, April

said, you could feel that.

Before they had been painting very long, April wanted
"the st*

to tell them about Hampton. She held off, being that

Hampton had been married to Nicole, but as far as April

was concerned Hampton was everything. "My nearest past,"

she whispered. She wanted to hate him for having an affair

with her, when he was still crazy about Sissy. Worse. All

those nights with her and never mentioned that he had a new

wife. ’ He had had April thinking he was living at his folks -

■home. ~ lie would- gel up n?r f cve-ry^ morning to cr.y good^1

hyo an,* *pri l—wo'uld think? he Iwed her far neiL going off

selentlv in the dark but uunlimr to say ouudbvR._.

bic voice fcr a 2 5.- -.1.- ------ .■ . .- . .v. ...... . ...

fro:.-. There was a space in her stomach that got hungry if

’•she didn't talk. "You've heard the song ' Backstabbers, '

haven't you?" she asked in their living room vhere the bed

wfts the -saJri, .111(1 '.I'lTT. U,.., .-,7; 1 . r, T-tk,, n.mn \ "They always

want to take your place. Well, backstabbers wouldn't be in

-my shoes if you paid them. That's because I have some super-

i-freaky memories." When they did not reply, April said, "Do
-I sound like a robot tonight?"  -

v _ C < .7. . : r. \ i' ’ C . . '. ■_ ; •' ’* ?" • * ’ ■ •- r - -■ •• - . . ” - .. . :

• "I," said April, "got up this morning and cooked me a 

two-egg omelet with cheese in the middle and pieces of thin 



toast, some Tang, and some strawberry milk with sliced banana.

Too much. I never tasted anything like that food. Just made

me sick. I stuffed myself. Then I dropped my contact lens

down the sink. I'm careless." When they didn't say much in

return, she said, "I fall in love too easy. It's the kind of

love that doesn't wear out. I'm possessed. . . I mean, I

was obsessed with my body being so roly-poly." She looked

sternly at Gary. "I was not as fat as I am now."

. .."You're not fat," Nicole said.
: "You, Sissy," said April, "were skinny.'" She confirmed

this with a most definite nod of her head to Gary, and added,

“Sissy was most of my childhood." She said this in a strong

voice as though that were the last matter ever to argue with

her .about. "Me, Mike, and Sissy would go for walks with

Rikki down by the gulch. We picked snails out'of mossy logs."

sr . r She held the snails in the expression of her eye. She

was remembering the moss and how it was slimy from everything

that oozed out of the snails,—that was how she felt. You

could rub slime between your fingers and never feel a thing

but slipperiness, and that was how you could feel making love.

Like you were the center of slipperiness. If anybody yelled

in your direction like a husband or a wife you could feel the

world whirl and you were in the middle and they were yelling

at you like you were in a glass cage. "I miss Hampton," she



said. She didn't want to talk about him. She knew Sissy

would be- pissed-off for talking about him. She was getting

to the point where she wanted to be deaf and blind. Some­

times her thoughts came out so strong, she could hear them

^twenty, seconds later coming from her head. Especially after

Za real strong thought. "I've gone cold turkey before," she

said. "I've said farewell to the idea of love, and turned

my back on it. But I get tired and need affection when I

go cold turkey." . :

-TSh$ -thought she was very^isjuch in his music d Johnny Cash
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had a magic spoon to stir
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Hampton was a hood for what he had done to her. A good

:one' though. He hoodwinked her. "I was crazy about him,"

’••April told them. "I loved his personality. He had so much

'green in his eyes you knew right away he was going to tell 

a story.



"He always bored me," said Nicole.
"He was good in bed," said April. She sighed. "We

both got tired of it. I got tired when I found out he was 

still married ■stre-

id to himihad come over aith Iluiiipn ssy

Hampton hadrYou need a haircft t toYou

ad done his hair allaid Sur

4>wn

put a lock of
,®efehe could hear it in the sound the

it was cut
He was

asked, and Sissy

IWEllU uuulil-

I loved Hampton," April said

Light. Like she

herself ding

kme Nicole'sis head. Each

' s love forihair, April could feel Hamp

..... g^nnd

■tha.nkang of thatoho was sLa.ll'

very spacey. " ‘ " 7 •

Stil l Nicole snorted. "You loved him cause he was spacry?"

She './April was truly fierce now. "That was cause I could

live-in his spaces. Time went by slow with him."

April had a nightmare on the first night she slept in

the house in Spanish Fork. Sissy came in and talked to her

and April was crying, and then Gary came in and gave her a

Fiorinol. "One of things I hate most in life is going to

the bathroom," she told him crossly, and felt her muscles

relax and like she was sitting quietly, and then she fell

asleep. -- - ■ - ' !



Next day, Fourth of July, she was gone. Ran into a

couple.of boys she knew at the Carnival. Gary and Nicole

turned around and she was gone. No great matter. April

was that way. She was there and then she was not.

_iThey got home just in time to catch the telephone 

ringing. It was Nicole's father. Charley told Nicole he
ia>

was up the road at her grandfather's, and having

a big:birthday party Would she come?

very .-.That had Nicole mad. A whole family party and they

couldn't get around to inviting her before it started. She

could hear the noise over the phone. "Well," she said, "I'd

like to come, but I hope you don't get mad when you see my

boyfriend."

"What is it I'm not going to like?" asked Charley.

r.~"You'll have to wait and see," said Nicole.

c



qhe <p£rty being given by Nicole's

grandfather, Thomas Sterling Baker, ju nlrnmmi i Mani n , had

been planned in December, back before Christmas, by all of

his six sons and two daughers, all coming from different

places to celebrate his wife's birthday which happened to

be on the Fourth. Aludu-Cllli^ ttaHSUTT ui'nl hio iRrfu. Driain^i)^

-yViA var fak. n ynwngnrl- nf <hn rtr>.Wi’-- iril'i i ~l i~! I I'W r I .a IIIW~^-W—f rom R
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■Wyoming u ,, Nicol i? 1 f? .fiP.thov Chapl-ey^ with hi a bvund new ymimtt

-wuniun Wondy-from" Toelle j1-EJfeah j wheue Ohui'liLj uuj.Jui.fl at Lliw?

*"~.y J.."11 HIIIIHU ■sun Hill,', ... cl f-mm T.r>c 1/
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Charley Baker was in charge of the pit barbecue and

might just as well have planned the goddamned party because

.he had the major share of the job. He'd bought all the

beef, a big hindquarter, and he had marinated it three days

.in a. sauce he prepared himself, and then, the day before,

took the big beef leg over to his father's in Spanish Fork,
C,k a. A. I « s/ .

a hnndrwH thiIps f Tr.g f i r<1 f.. wr','mpi .il in i 1H ■ if -—
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hell Ottfr burlap °f CUUL-X, 11L hu|_ L ±L

g this big goddam hole, bigger than

a slit trench, fi~d nu-’ packed with rocks, then
r.•r- A , l/

tl-irawgii the nigh<*and watch iMy^hati Eiga burn for hours
.< *1 f Al • "Z'D A* «**••
gettBB^r those rocks hot all the way through,^had to get

f-h A whilp A

those rocks hotter than hell for the pit barbecue to work.
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3 ivtfl
ent ■ Hom Charley was going to stay up all night to watch

that fire he thought he'd better take a little nap before.

Went to ask his mother for a room. She had three bedrooms

available for company and he had had all the pressure of

buying.that leg, marinating it, worrying it, and driving

the hundred and more miles from Toelle, digging the trench,

all he wanted to do was go to bed and take a little nap so

he'd be fresh through the night, and his mother said, "You

can't go down there and lay on Kenny's bed—you'll sweat on

it and make it stink." Real friendly. It pissed Charley

off. something, terrible. He wasi^mf^v'^h .yw-ng tn —nt

hmirw^U-hnt night- it made him r<-> msd hir now

i.- .Inn W ■ .ly , y^-.-.j ----- — p--1 —a i--j



I funny.because it was the first time he was going to be
/ ■ seeing all his brothers and sisters without Kathryne^ if

I they'd been married a couple more years they could have had

their 25th anniversary—but now they were divorced and hg
I Aji'* +**«»*>'

was here withJM’?ewiiy*7 half his age. And had to sleep in a

tent out on the lawn.

i'-" ; His feelings were building. It's a good deal to ask

a man to watch a fire when he's tired and sleepy and has a

lot of unhappy memories—nothing to bring out unhappy
ft Z-

memories like a fire—yarned if he didn't fall asleep out

there. In the early hours of the morning when he woke up,

the fire had gone out and the rocks were cold. Well, he

kept working to build that fire back, but it was a lost

cause.. All during the day of the party, there was a lot

of'irritation building between people because they'd finally

had to do the barbecue on a spit and that didn't compare in

flavor—a lot of smoke you couldn't control, sooty, and

the marinade gets charred. Instead of having a really juicy

tender really deep eld-fashioned pit barbecue,^ Charley

Wasn't about to tell anyone how bad some of those memories were

before he fell asleep. Only thing a man could do when memories

got too bad, was sleep.

off s •
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4j)ic night eildimy wab^j.

Things were never better between them, than when he was far

away in Nam. He hadn't been home a week before there was

-starting to know hurt

jcunj ■’..'an aloe the Lime he ji*ib bn.ok fram-ignt Na™ — Kathryne

had used to write him loving letters while he was over/aj

,ing oho waa piuuLiu-ing ^UAUdl" lllLUI'iLUUioL- a littaiL ^-nn

t-hat- gavk-Aam-^some terrible memories

a terrible fight and Kathryne said, "I wish they'd shipped

you back in a box." Hell of a homecoming. jHi dropped LfTlT
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hinted at doing something to Nicole^before he got killej

Then, of course, ho^^e==4rF«r3o===s?!^^ Lee

when Nicole was there. .Why hrffte"

Hell, it was true. They told him as much at the nuthouse



Lee,, looked like him. Th6 tact ot the matter was thal

le and Nicole were never comfortable with on^rother. A. 1

the same, knockirf^sher on her ass fpr^spouting off at him
when she was 13 sure nh^n't^done any good, what with the /

nuthouse and the yapthhom^**6^jd her starting to run arourfd. x

J^tching the flames sleepier and m^&s^js^rable alll

- coming Tjjf?

r time April got raped and nobody ever told him. Going back

that day from Hawaii to Midway, Kathryne said that April

had a real bad case of gas and had to go to.the bathroom

all the time, maybe they should wait a day to fly. He made

his decision in ignorance, said we're going to get on that

plane. What's a few farts? There was April hurting so bad

once they got in the air that he thought he'd have to ask

■the pilot to turn around and get her to a doctor. When they

landed at Midway the news was still kept from him. It

wasn't until he left the Cee-Bees that Kathryne confessed

she had been afraid to tell him because there were so many

black sailors on the base, she was afraid he'd run amok.

It hurt his feelings that she considered him that unstable

to go shooting black people at random. What made it worse

was that April became kind of unmanageable around the house,

and he didn't know why. He had no idea what she'd been

through. So he got really hard on her. He would never



forgive Kathryne for that reason alone. April'd say she

wanted to go somewhere and he would say, "Did you clean

your room?" She'd say yes. He would say, "Okay, go ahead.

But when he got around to looking at her room, she hadn't

done anything. When she came back, he'd tell her, "I'm

going to knock the shit out of you." She'd say, "You lay

a hand on me and I'll go to the chaplain." You didn't have

to be hot-tempered to kick somebody in the butt for saying

that to you. In fact, one time he had bumped her pretty

hard. She went- straight to the chaplain, and then the

Chaplains, Catholic and Protestant, both came to the house.

his o-.He told them, "Well, I understand what you think about

me beating her all the time, and if you want to try socking

it.to.me for child abuse, go ahead. But I haven't been

abusing her. I only kicked her butt because she threatened

me’with you." The thing was, he had thought she was lying

all. the time when really she wasn't lying so much as going

right out of her head. When she told him she'd cleaned her

bedroom, she thought she did, you know. Didn't know the

difference.

■..Then April'd have various opinions about the TV. It

was looking, back at her. TV was the one watching her, she

wasn't watching TV. He really made a mess of it, because



he'd get so mad he'd kick ass again. Thought she was just

being ignorant, you know. T^m^^hu'Cl UHL L6 rue polutwheie

ciir.1.'' '"ay, "I'm j o i n g ' ri been

-talking ij<-t ner (in J m.t>

shit like that, so he'd haul off 1^-r.irW^nriIt just

went right to the fact that April had slipped out into the
•Pg* ~ M

street the last night in Hawaii when she shouldn't have been
^d find 4'4^* .

let loose^ That had been Kathryne's fault, and Kathryne

was too ashamed to tell him and so pretended he might go

off. half cocked and kill black, people when in fact he wouldn't.
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Toward dawn, it wasall

taking a breather from trying to get that fire going again,

the smoke was bothering his nostrils, and he just didn't

on him. He was



know if he'd ever get the rocks hot enough now. He began
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living down the road^x^Y didn't they invite her? ^Charley

gave a phone call, but it took something. Jia—

HUupptd LU LUU 11UL, »11U1 hi limit LU U1L1L liJ-S paU-uMf"

j.t. faoAfter the call, he was wondering what kind of long­

haired hippie she'd chosen. Leave it to Sissy to find the

undesirables. Or should he say the underdogs? Her kind of

people. Just so long as it was some down-and-out jerk, or

rotten bastard. The sorriest.

1 He was getting ready to picture a truly long-haired

ugly son of a bitch when Sissy came in with her new guy.

AH Charley thought was that he looked a little too old, but

seemed regular enough. In fact, Charley thought they might

hit.it off if they met in the army or something.

They said hello and right away the Gilmore fellow said

he wanted to have a personal talk with Charley, so they went

put in the back yard. Then he did something kind of strange.

While Charley was standing right, the boyfriend lay down on

the grass, put his hands behind his head, and started to talk.

First thing Gilmore said had to strike Charley as real funny.

He.just didn't like it. Gilmore looked up /^and said, "You 

ever feel like killing anybody?



Charley tried ho pass it off as a joke. "Yeah, he

said, "I feel like killing my boss all the time, the ig­

norant son of a bitch." But Gilmore didn't crack a smile

or nothing. In the silence, Charley felt himself stepping

in, He had to say, "I mean, you're not serious, are you?"

-Then the boyfriend said, "Nah, I was just wondering."

rcet They talked about miscellaneous stuff a little bit

and Gilmore said he'd like to marry Sissy and Charley said

"Well, it's not up to me. If she asks my permission, I'll

say yes.".' What the hell, she was old enough to have already

-'been married three times, two children. Charley didn't

^figure that they'd elect him to say no at this point.

It was only when this conversation was behind him

that Charley started wondering if the remark about wanting

to kill sojnebody had been aimed at him. It was the spookiest

'kind of talk. On second thought, Charley decided the boy-

friend was a funny looking fellow, and somewhat on the

-battered side. The goatee he was starting looked like the

<three hairs of a goat. Obviously, the fellow was uncom­

fortable with all these strange relatives.

Of course, when it came to family, Charley wasn't so

comfortable, either. Just after Sissy came in, damned if 



one of Charley's brothers didn't have to show off by

pointing to Wendy and saying to Sissy, "Meet your new

stepmother." Nicole just looked at Wendy, embarrassed

her. half to death, finally said, "You are my stepmother?"

Wendy said, ."I guess so." Nicole just looked at her real

strange. . --

7. t-: It was one.tough evening. Charley was doubly embarr­

assed because he was trying to keep it quiet about Wendy

until they got married. He didn't want Kathryne to raise

too.many kinds of hell. In fact if it hadn't been for

Wendy being with him, he would have started getting ugly.

But.Wendy was enough to give a man hope that after twenty­

odd years of living in a pig sty, and having raucous fights

every night of his life, he could begin to put a couple of

things together, find a little peace. His little angel

from Alabama, Wendy. God couldn't be all mad at him.

kir.i Still it was a prickly, funny feeling, to be there

with his bride to be, Gilmore with his, both of them the

same age, the women close to each other in age. He found

himself just standing around Sissy, keeping an eye on her,

couldn't pretend he was happy with the way she looked. She

had a couple of pimples on her face, and seemed generally

run down,' even a little seedy, for such a beautiful girl.



Her loss of looks didn't seem to be bothering her one bit,

however.'' She and this fellow Gary were lying on the grass

necking and carrying on in front of everybody like teenagers,

-until finally Charley saw his mother getting annoyed. She

came by laughing, or pretending to''laugh, but said, "Knock

it’off, you two." No humor at the bottom of that remark—

it was the way you'd shoo two dogs who were fornicating.

Gilmore got up like he'd been shot, and walked away. Charley

noticed he was drinking wine. Somebody else then told him

Nicole's fellow was giving pills to the kids. A little later

Charley heard about how 13$ almost picked a fight with Glade,

Bonny's husband, who was just the nicest man in the world

-for a mine foreman, and had been sitting under a lilac bush

■'feeding the youngest boy, couldn't have been a year old.

Gilmore- came along with a football, asked him if he'd like

to-play catch. Glade kind of let him know he was busy, said,

-I’m trying to get the kid fed." Gary sat down on a stool

and started asking questions about what Glade did, nodding

his head, carrying on the conversation, but he ran out of

questions. So he looked at Glade and said, "Don't you want

to know more about me?" Well, Glade really wanted to be

alone feeding the kid. He liked doing that. So he replied,

"Not really." Well, then Gilmore began to act like he was

•cruising for a bruising because he said to Glade, "You give

me the impression that you're quite a man." Glade wasn't



looking-for trouble, said, "How do you figure that?" Gilmore

said, "Well, you just look like you're a real man." Kept

looking him over as if he was waiting for Glade to stand up

and bust him one. Glade didn't see any reason to say any-

cthing and Gilmore just walked away.

j i wa?. Then a little later he must have had words with Nicole.

’Whatever it was, he just took off suddenly. Charley could

hardly blame him. He had a look on his face the way Charley

felt when he went to church once in five years, and the

regular pew-holders were looking him over. Enough to make 

-you.go out and buy a pew.
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•_s Before he could even believe it, Charley slipped over

- to Nicole and found himself trying to talk to her about April.

But her answers were all vague as if Kathryne had told her

chot to speak to him of this. Charley wanted to start smashing

• things. Felt like he was living in a barrel of snakes. Every­

body just vague around him. Things slipping away. The worst 



of it was that after talking, to Nicole it gor his feelings

brooding again about how he had had to get cut of the service

before he wanted to, three years short of his pension, and
that was a terrible time to think about ’cause April had done

it .to him. Whs* ni.frh h,er Uiwiiwy mental difficulties^after Z/am*

4. * gOt worse and worse. Once she
uJkc*****

cut her wrists, another time she took an overdose.

vmya Charley left 1W to go overseas^

^^ach time he had had to ask for a leave to come back. rfThato I s

■JAe®e=b«wi=s«p®«=bs==G#s=ifi=TF=STf5:=f7fg=chTl<Irg^^'?^OTffwsy=i==£tew=t}Tey=‘

^•jd t- ye-'y 2,~ I.r-am=» ffc^was with Battalion,

rugged duty, on Okinawa, and they sort of depended on him,
he’^had to go home twice on emergency leaves. Since

thel problem looked like it was going to continue, they re­

commended he get out. Charley said, "I don't want out.

I'm not going out." "Well," they said, "you're going." They

gave him a discharge and he refused to sign it. Finally

they just handed him the discharge and said, "Buddy, signed

or not, you're out tomorrow. Don't come to work. Get on

the airplane." Like that. He only had three more years to

go. That was the kind of thing, really slipped it to your

organs. .1

nigbfr, -■ asked Nicole to call

Kathryne to see if Angel, the youngest child, could stay over 



with him. He was always upset about Angel. She was beauti­

ful and she needed him, and he was away from her just now

when she was six and needed him. At that point, Verna, his

own mother, started to give him hell. Said there were too

many children around. For a woman who had raised eight

kids and he couldn't count how many grandchildren, she sure

didn't like little ones. Then his father started to get on

him.- "You ain't stayin' here. The kids ain't stayin' here."

They got in a fight. His father might be 68, but he used

to be a big old son, and Charley was tempted to knock him on

his. ass, would have if he hadn't been so old. Charley actually

did. give him a little push down once, and then left without

speaking.  . ' ' --

but A’ true bummer for a Fourth of July Bicentennial cele­

bration and family get-together.



. . -Nicole didn't feel right when she let Gary leave the

party without her, but she also felt indifferent. There

had been a turn in the evening. At first, she was sort of

hating her relatives and feeling double-loyal to Gary.

Loved.necking with him on the grass in front of everybody.

But she lost a little respect for him when he jumped so

fast. J after Verna said, "Knock it off." It was like he was

snapping shit to a command.

Along about then, Nicole began to feel proud of her

family in a crazy wayjj--there was so much beef and balls

and juice in Her family, so many strong cockeyed people, and

tonight there was that dull lonesome thing in Gary. He could

really tire you out with having his own way, especially when

his own way tonight was to get drunk on red wine, shove pills

on the kids—big man!—and just generally bomb out. No, she

wasn't sad when he left.



For a night or two, she never loved him more than

after the trouble at Grand Central, but they might just as

well have been takigg cocaine. Coming down, they came down.

Back on beer and Fiorinol, there was nothing but flat dull

death off Gary. Sometimes she felt prison walls breathing

through his pores. She just didn't know how loyal she was

still feeling.

There was a super-sweet Mr. Clean tucked away in the

corner of her life now, and she had told Gary nothing about

him. His name was Roger Eaton, a perfect name for a young

executive dude over at the University Shopping Mall, and he

had come into her life this unbelievable way. A letter had

arrived at the house in Spanish Fork from an unknown guy

saying he wanted to give her help and would pay $50 if she

slept with him Wednesday night. Could she leave her front

door light on? As a signal? He would find a way to follow

up.

She showed the letter to Gary. He just tore it up

and said he'd kill the son of a bitch. She forgot about it.

Part of the weirdness of things.



But a couple of weeks later, this really good-looking

well-built fellow, blue eyes, nice blond hair, came up to

her at a gas station and introduced himself as the one who

wrote the letter, and wanted to buy her a coke. She talked

to him a little that day, saw him a couple of more times

for coffee, and then she really went to him for help the morning

after she had the fight with Gary on the highway. - When she

awakened at her grandmother's house that day, she had bruises

all over her body from the scuffle in the car. This got her

so upset she thought of Roger Eaton, and dropped into his

office. He was sympathetic and fascinated with her troubles

so she had gone to see him more often since, and they really
C. •• talked.

She had never known a fellow who had to wear a suit to

work every day, and it intrigued her. So the first thought 

to go through her head when Gary got so drunk he had to leave

the party, was that she had Roger Eaton's home phone for

Maybe she could call him for tonight. Butemergencies.
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Just talked to her father a while, uncomfortable as hell,

wanted to kiss his cute black mustache, and took off for

the carnival, ran into a friend, then another, a nice night

of liberty with nothing happening, then went home. Gary
came in later. He was full of drinking all night at Fred’s

Lounge with a couple of heavies in the Sundowners, and was

talking of getting a motorcycle. He had told them he was

going to rip one off. Then he looked at her kind of sheep­

ishly and admitted they almost laughed out loud at him. The

one thing, they explained, a cop always looked at was a

motorcycle! Still,’they were real dudes—equal to himself

in balance. He looked forward, he said, to doing business

withthem.

He was like a nineteen year old kid getting into bikes.

eftuu^'h ’TCT3’

ter all. It 

had left a little sugar in the gut of her feelings. All that

meat and drink and human relatives in the flesh. So they

started to get it on. And then like a ghost walking.out of

the grave of all the bad nights, Gary had to have his hard

time getting it up again.

She’couldn’t think of how she had been once so sure

it would improve. They had talked a lot about it. But when 

some good

It softened her enough for things to get swee

< o The party had done



she started to hear the same stuff again, same back and

fo.rth, Gary putting the blame on the years spent in prison

getting his precious rocks off on those nude pictures in

Playboy instead of learning on a real woman, she got mad

enough to tell him it was bullshit. He was simply drinking

too much, using Fiorinol too much. He defended the Fiorinol,

said, "I don’t want to make love with a headache. I have

headaches all the time and the Fiorinol relieves it."

She was hardly buying that. She sat there with her

anger pushed in like a spring waiting for him to start

again. Sure enough he did. Something desperate, dead, and

wet but he was going at it. Don't start what you can't

finish, she told him. Be straight.

It didn't matter what she said. The hard work began.

Now they wouldn't get to bed till three or four, and he'd

be up at six, as if trained to a signal. She thought maybe

it would help if she allowed herself to feel what he was

feeling right now, if she let herself live a little inside

his body, and all she felt was a hideous headache and knew

what.it was to be all dredged out. Now, he did a little

speed. At four in the morning it started to work. He wanted

to fuck. She was so tired she could think only of sleep.

Of course, it made'him most confident of doing it. They were

doing it. On and on. He couldn't come. It was the speed.

what.it


Lying there, she said it clearly to herself, "He's

a bad package."

Now he was saying that he didn't think he was good

enough for her. She told him, "No, it's my problem. I

couldn't make you come."

In the second week of July, she went over on a hot

morning to her mother's, and Jim Hampton was there. She

certainly didn't like the guy after the way he had played

with April, but she went bumming around with him anyway.

After all, he had his little sister and little brother in

tow, and she kind of enjoyed spending a whole day with somebody

else for once. It ended up for a little while at the house
it O’s’ C -* — •— • -

in Spanish Fork, where she had to stop and get something.

Then she returned Hampton all the way to her mother's.

Finally, she drove back. ST ~f with the to

and fro, and general cruising, have driven close to a hundred

miles that day.

When she got in, Gary was' already back from work and

doing something with his car. She sat down on the front step.

There wasn't a very good feeling between them. Just a

silence you could-push back and forth.



He finally asked her what she'd been doing. I,
Nicole said, have been sitting on my ass over at my mother's.

I didn't have enough gas to come back, so I had to stay there

all the god damn day. "Yes," she told him, "I've been

sitting on my ass." Well, he told her, something feels

different in the house than when I left this morning. Were

you back here today?

She answered, Yeah, I got back here today. Gary said,

I“thought you said you were sitting on your ass over at your

mother's all day. She gave a smile and said, "That's exactly

what I said."

e 1 = e f r r c r - -Gary walked from the car, looking as casual as if he

was’going into the house, but when he passed, he slapped her

front-handed across the face. It was pretty sneaky, and it

practically knocked her block off.

Nicole was twice hurt. She was stunned, but she also

felt like she deserved it. She had been extra rude, and

rudeness that came out. of nowhere was something he absolutely

couldn't handle. Still, he had hit her again. It was piling
up. ’3' ....  ;



One day she had a chance to let a little ugliness out.

In the summer, she liked to let the kids play naked in the
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Then she closed the door, and the cop•pus

idays was smack by the window

He looked like his nerves these last couple of minutes 

:'god damn day, and you better not touch them, or I'll shoot

-drove off, and Gary got up from the bed which for these hot 

Teararassect iol-^TTirn^rrc-was-sucir~a~crazy

sxpyession a.

Nicole told him Lfi y *
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had been scorching his flesh. He said nothing but she knew

-what he was thinking. The guns. He probably figured the 

va= t-. ni uja"Get your dirty mother-fucking ass

’.down, the road. Those kids are going to play outside all the
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cop came over to arrest them. The sight of that sc-.id car

outside the window had to add up to a lot more beer and

Fiorinol.

First thing, next morning, he was over at Kathryne's

house. She thought he was real abrupt the way he spoke,

he said, "Come outside." ^Kathryne for some reason felt

scared to go out. "Can't you tell me here?" He said, "No,

outside."

She didn't like the way he was acting but it was day­

light. Nothing could happen. So she went out and he said,

"I've got something in my car I want to leave here for a

little while," and went over to the Mustang and took a diaper

bag out of the trunk and moved it over to the back of her

car. Kathryne said, "What have you got, Gary?" and he

answered, "Guns."

"Guns?" she said. "Yes," he said, "guns." She asked

him where he got them. He said, "Where do you think? I

stole them." Kathryne just said, Oh. Right there on the

back deck of her car he started bringing them out for exami­

nation. "I'd like," said Gary, "to leave them here." "oh,

God, Gary," said Kathryne, "I don't think you better.K^'I

can Lt keep them here."



"I'll be back," Gary said, "at five, when I get off

work. I just want to leave them for the afternoon in a

safe place."

She couldn't believe the way he had them all laid out

right on the trunk of the car. If any of the neighbors

looked out the window, they wouldn't believe what they were

seeing.

Then he took each one out deliberately and showed it

to her and described it to her like they were beauties. One

was a three-fifty-seven magnum this-or-that, and another was

a 22 automatic Browning, next a Dan Wesson 38 something-or-

other. Kathryrie just said, "Gary, I don't know much about
guns." ----- -- <

"Well, how do you like this one?" he asked.

"Oh, they're nice, they're all nice, you know." She

said, "What are you going to do with them, Gary?"

He said,' "A couple of dudes are going to buy them."

By now he had all the guns unwrapped. He said, "I

gave Nicole one to protect herself. Pretty little over-

and-under Derringer. I want you to have this one. He pointed

to another.

"I don't need it, Gary. I really don't want it."
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"I want you to have it," he said, "You're Nicole's

mother."
"God, Gary," said Kathryne, "I've already got a gun."

-5- "Well," he said, "I want you to have this Special.

It's just not safe for two women living out here alone like

you and your sister."

She tried to explain that she already had her husband'

Magnum. But Gary said, "That's too big a gun for you even

to attempt to shoot it."

» Since he had laid the guns in her car trunk, she let

him know she definitely didn't want to be driving around

today with them. So he said, "Let me leave them in the

house." Then he told her he'd return at five o'clock. Well

she declared, she wouldn't be home then.

. That was all right, he'd just come and get them. With

that, he carried them into the house, and put them behind

the eQueh, seven or eight guns. Then he wrapped the Special

in an old jacket, and she went into the bedroom to put it

under the mattress.

That evening around five o'clock, when she and Kathy

got home, they ran and looked behind the couch and yes, the

guns were gone.



Gary stopped off to visit Vern and asked whether he

wanted a pistol. Vern turned him down. Then he asked, Are

they hot?" Gary said, "No, I got a couple sent to me by a

guard at.Marion, Illinois." ..-ve th.s c.v-..

It‘c ; Vern couldn't understand how guns got sent to Gary from

ja .prison, but he let it go at that. Tried to put it out of

his mind. He contented himself with saying, "If I see

something I know you've scolen, I'm going to tell them."

Gary peeled off to see Brenda and John. She said,

"You're' not supposed to have guns." - r --r trunk,

him .knJ'Well," said Gary, "a guy owed me a favor,- and gava

ithem' in- return for the favor." Then he said, "I .'have nine

rou.td.ri the car,'. -Would you like one?" t fivu o’clerk.

she derJohnny assured him he didn't. He said he had plenty

of guns. . :-.t t

the c?.While Gary was at work that day, Barrett came by in

dris truck and Nicole drove up with him to the Canyon. Sunny

-and out to play. Before they could light a

stick, Barrett's pants were off, hers' were off—they were

like too hot kids getting it off. She heard herself say,

■she was sufficiently disloyal to hear herself say, "This guy

Gary is crazy. We might end up dead." Then she told

"If anything happens, I want you to know that I love you."



She really loved him as she was saying that.

Gary came home in a sloppy old windbreaker with the 
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"IffEll, l=F^?gft«s like yeu'rti trying," saidffeil, i

darn if the Mustang didn't stall

again. Gary got so pissed he broke the windshield.

c :: He simply reared back with his feet and kicked the

windshield. It cracked.

That got the kids upset. Nicole didn't say two words.

She got out and helped him push the car to get it started.

It still didn't go. Then somebody came along to give them

a shove. They drove in silence for a couple hundred yards.

For a week she had been trying to say that maybe they

ought to live in separate places and see each other time to

time. Even every day. Only not live together. Now, when

it came to it, it was Gary. He said, "I'm taking you to 
ivo^/iT

your mother's house. I don't,to ever see your face again."

c



He dropped her off with the kids as easily as going

down to the grocery to lift a six-pack. She thought she d

be glad, but she wasn't. She just had more of that ugly

feeling.

Nicole wasn't at Kathryne's twelve hours before Gary

was there again. Last thing in the morning, just ahead of

lunch. He wanted her to come back. He was drunk even as he

asked her. She said she wouldn't. She said, I want to

think about it a while.
W'- ' *■ ‘ -- - - - ■• *——*• - —•— —. %.«. • -i. .. .. . _

He didn't want her to think. He wanted her to agree.

Still, it amazed her, how mellow he was. "He didn't force a
She -Ct --- ■.■ _
thing. After he left, she decided it had been too easy.

He was starting that way but by tomorrow he would be over

every few hours. • He would leave you about as fast as a

wolf would leave you in the desert. So she called Barrett

and asked if she could stay at his place. Nicole made it

clear she didn't want to hang in. Just wanted a place for

a few days. She was certainly not planning on spending her

life with him. ’ ' ' ’ ' * ■ -
J -cr.1 t .’_o vcur = 8

Making that move, however, going into hiding from

Gary, it was obvious there were better places to disappear



than in -Barrett’s pad. She went looking for an apartment.

Ili the next day, Barrett found one for her in Springfille.

She swore the few people who knew about it to secrecy. She

didn't want Gary to catch up with her now.

be glad, but she wasn't. -..e ; us:»
,_It was spooky living not five miles away from the

house in Spanish Fork. If Gary took the highway instead

of the Interstate, he would almost pass by her place in

Springville while driving to Provo.

. . In the meantime, Barrett was wanting them to try

it one more time. One more trip of the mind. When she

was young and used to read animal stories, Kathryne told

her about reincarnation. As if it were one more fairy tale.

cThat was when Nicole made a choice to come back as a little

jwhite bird. Now she thought that if she didn't straighten

.put the unsatisfactory way she lived with men, she was going

to come back extremely ugly and no man would ever want to

look at her.   .
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. .Barrett had this tendency to think of himself as

small, in fact,, his mom and dad used to tell him that when

he was born, he looked no bigger than a kitten you put in

a .shoebox. Now he was five-ten and could weigh 135, but

he one.ver had the habit of thinking of himself as other than

small-sized and self-sufficient. Like the kitten. During

the.period .when he had his first romance with Nicole, he

remembered spending one week all by himself in a yellow

cell ..in the nuthouse. Painted pale yellow like a kid's

nursery, only it was a cell. He remembered taking his socks,

rolling them up, and throwing them at the wall, throwing

them and catching them. It was the only thing he had to do.

He got along.

So, on the one hand, he was always ready for the unex­

pected, he could roll with it. He never had to worry that' he



had too much character like his folks, and so might be too \

stiff to find the supple way to get in or out of what he I

wanted. On the other hand, he wasn't built for the heaviest |
7^/ x e ,

punishment. • jwasn't built for heavy encounters, was part of his under- 1
standing of himself, yet the bravest, heaviest things ^he'd \

ever done in his life happened because of Nicole. For
<f**w*y •*•**«<*<. X ♦*

example: helping her move her stuff from Joe Bob's house 

and garage up in Verno was scary. All LhuJU-'iliowso-»*a=H$=a=>

*1? C 1 i-Hj ^nmnil.n.. r> m'rrhl-

hp l.i.jin I'hiiii y-rrrrrh-rg hhu m. flwhich ir.
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He had been through everything with Nicole, seen a lot

of dudes come and go, studs, jocks, freaks, characters he

saw as next to cripples, but they always had quality—good

looking; strong, well-hung, something you could relate to,

some good trick. Nicole was a beautiful person and really

independent. If you had the misery to be totally in love

with her like Barrett, then you had to live with who she would

come up with next. But usually she had some crazy kind of
taste. At leasts //
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Tfrarr^ML. dJV introduced them by saying, "This is Jim, 
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UfflllSWT" like I-don't belieVfe' 111 IS?" //

&

ing,

out Gil toreaid.they

to theck

kidstheho ,se

n,:the kids started saying the same /Things over and oso

pryingfli]

bop<

Pi

mcing in the cab-.Gbi

dropp id

backCame

the yd\d by the a ?ple

tsaid.a word, just sat at the table

ctqild Jim

hile Barrett was talking to Nicole in

: He got up and left/went^own to his .truck, just

ked up and took ofj; He could^really feel his butt

— '-1J.J "i'J... r.'--J>e Gilmore never

■ Then he/'met Gilmore for the second time. He

anil

■o the front room. At that point, Barrett nodded at Ni^o

aaiwod

c ver to via&t and Gary was out to the stori

IIIT'ITEUIL llhllL

an ex-con. Then Nicole wenthe wa

near them, and she talked a littles

left outside playing wizthBarrett w

sted they go outside. Sunny and Jeremy we pla;

in your nec)/and were

n. 1 “Pop, poop, pop, ]3Wpp," they'd say, and giggle
e they had a crowba

rettv

e

d sug

i ree



_p niK d ctj—T^~tr±3~~rTThTrTrnrtrn- a 1 PrlYPi

»p ,.,„„«■ -ir. 4-T.o Ipavinrr 1 I ........ I .IIIJIIIIll

tiulJiael eiul L-hg- front dual mid cjatifiunLud 111111 OTITtlU Jiduiiulk. :

«4«tf «k said, "I want to tell you something. I accept the

fact that you're Sunny's father, but Nicole is mine." Barrett

said, "Look, buddy, you can have her. I don't want her."

These words gave Gilmore a mean look in his eye, a mad look,

cold. Gilmore said, "You' don't have to insult her." 

a scared feeling of Gilmore
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At that point Barrett got

want me, and I don't want her, I just wanted you to know."

<£§> got in his truck, and right there on the road, cruising

along, he felt renewed hope. It was at the sound of Gilmore

saying, "Nicole is mine." Those words, Barrett knew from

experience, always came at the end of a guy's relationship



with Nicole. They got to thinking like that, and they lost

her. She just didn't want to be owned for long.

'..'F.lj.fBarrett was cautious after that. Sometimes riding

around, wheeling high off a Thai stick, he might drive by

her.house. If Gary's car was out in front, he would not
stop. If the scene was right, he would visit a little with

Nicole, feel her out.

One Saturday, Rosebeth answered the door and said Gary

and Nicole were out. It was the first time Barrett ever

saw her, and he walked in like it was his house. After all,
his kids'were in there, everything he owned was in ther^^JB

■He.-played with Sunny and Jeremy for a while, then they took

jaenapt?. Gary and Nicole, said Rosebeth, were away for the

whole day for sure. There was nice warm weather in the room.

While the kids were around, Jim had been sitting in

the chair, and the girl was sitting on the living-room bed

that served for a couch. He thought she was pleasantly

plump, sweet baby-fat, but really too young and virgin for

him;to fool around with. When she got up, however, to lift

a'blanket off the bed, he got beside her under it and they

started to kiss. They kissed for a minute and she said,

"Now, let's get undressed." She was like a kid, you know,

getting into something she didn't know much about. "OK,"



he said, "I'll go for that." They took off their clothes

and lay on the bed and she said, "Now let me suck it."

Barrett said, "Don't let me stop you."

axcur.d .she was on it, and he was eating her. All her doing,

-’■-you’’know. Barrett just laid back and she spun herself around

-and popped it right on his face—he had no choice. She
-•didn't really know what she was doing, actually hurting him

with her teeth, but all the same she got pretty warm, even

if her clit wasn't too sensitive, you know, he couldn't make

Jher flinch. ~z

his ?.ilHe turned her around

Hand’laid her down .and she had an expectant look on her face.

£But?he couldn't get-in at that point, she was too tight. He

'■‘'-realized she was a virgin and he was hurting her.

- - -- She was saying, "Gary only wants me to screw him, you

-know." She said, "Gary wouldn't like this, you know." Nov?

. she told him how she and Nicole did it, and the way the

•• three of them had been screwing around. Barrett just kept

‘•on licking her pussy.

h'-'-.’,  Now £&&=&& jTl. jl l she got pretty hot about that. It 

seemed to open her up. He climbed back on her and slipped 



it in, went right in, really good, nice and warm,no move­

ment at all, that's all he needed. That was it, you know.

He got up and put his clothes on and she got up and

put her clothes on.. He hadn't been in her more than ten

seconds. .She hadn't really.done anything, just laid back,

she had really nice breasts, she just looked really hot.

After he got off and put his clothes on, he got a phone

number from her. A real tremendous deal. All free. And

he.-dared to do it with his back open to Gilmore.

Some days after, he happened to stop, and Nicole said

she.wanted to go for a ride. Her took her up to the Canyon

and Sunny and Jeremy got out and played. She seduced him

right ■_ in - the truck.i.; -z rci-z,

realizc-c she- was- a virgin s.-.i ha was her.:.

He thought it was cause she loved him again, because

she had special foolings for him, But maybe it was just

sexual desire, just a fluke that he could turn her on. Half

the.time anyway, it was her.wanting the sex, and her coming

up.to.stroke him,.her getting him hot, having him lay back.

That's what happened that day. She told him afterward she

still loved him, all that stuff, and then they came down from

the Canyon, all that.beautiful country, and he took her home.
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~ ' it sure flared up his love"for her. It made him miss

her more. Sex was something to him that it wasn't to her,

he thought. Like a sacred thing to him, like a way to

^express a feeling.

“• Shortly after that, the next day or the day after that,

‘‘she 'called him up. "I’m pretty upset-;" she said, "pretty

’down." She was depressed over the fact that Gary had become

■very dominating. Now he was always saying, "You're mine."

When Barrett went over to see her, she was sad and

really depressed and he just loved her. He stood naked with

^herj, he gave her the attention she needed and told her he'd

cHelp, that he'd get her out of the mess. He said, "Ill go

rdver and I'll rent you an apartment some place else. We'll

live together and I'll lay it down to all concerned that you

don’t want Gary to know where you are. All right?

-pnt Jrien the break came and ho*"*je4<<her fro on

to his dinky little flea bag motel room, it didn't take

"but one night there to know they needed like more space. So

he went to see a friend who owned a couple of apartment

houses in Springville and said, Hey, let me work on your

'swimming pool for the rent. The fellow went for that, moved

them into an apartment right away on Third West in Spring­

ville. Then, same day, while Gilmore was on his job, they 
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went over to the house in Spanish Fork and got all the stuff

and brought it back, all her clothes and belongings and

furniture.   . ... 

They were kind of worried while doing it, and Nicole

gave him a 22 Magnum Derringer over-and-under tjiat Gary had
tit

given her. This scene was even heavier than Joe Bob. While

they were at the house, Barrett noticed a piece of paper

tacked up against the wall, saying, "Where are you, girl?"

Barrett had the gun in his back pocket, loaded. He

knew about the other guns. He was scared. If Gilmore came
~ *- ~ f - - * * ' ~ '

home, they would have a shootout right there. Luckily, he

never showed.. Even after they moved to the apartment, however,

nothing really let up.. Nicole kept telling him, you don’t

know Gary, he's dangerous. If he finds out where we are. . .

Barrett carried that gun.

Living with Nicole this trip was not exactly lovey-

dovey. She was giving him sex like a professional. Not a

hooker or a whore, not taking money, but more as if she

thought he'd done a favor, so he deserved it back. It cer­

tainly wasn't one of their good periods. She was not coming

as regularly as otherwise. It was a tense time. With all



'he knew about her, it still took a few days for him to figure

out that Nicole was seeing somebody else. A new boyfriend

lor .something. It was just as well,he thought, that he figured

it through before she stayed out 6n him for an entire night.
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2,

two months to the day that he met her, Gary

awakening, Gary said he hadlife
a Browning 22 automaticto get

out of
end

On the Tuesday evening he broke up with Nicole, July 13,
•t" *
iiuuk to A • »

hold it for him. Craig

back with Nicole. He took 

he said. Next morning, on 

Craiglft nouseand spent a quiet evening. "She's out of my

his car, and told Craig to

did. He wanted to mollifySd»e^7 keep him off the deep

From Craig's house in Pleasant Grove, they went to

work. Gary asked if Craig knew anybody who wanted to buy

the automatic. Craig said he didn't. Gary said, "You can

have it." Craig wasn't certain whether Gary meant he was

giving it to him or just letting him hold it, handy. "I

can get $75 to $100 if you want to sell it," said Gary.

Thanks, Craig told him. He'd just hold it.

Spencer asked how the windshield got broke and when

Gary said he kicked it, Spencer asked, "What for?" Gary
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said he was mad at Nicole. Spence said, "Well, why didn't

you kick her?" Gary said he didn't want to hurt her. Spence
said, "You got to have a windshield to pass a safety inspec­

tion. That kick cost you $50 to $80." Gary said he didn't

really care.

Spence think about him buying a pickup truck? Maybe the trouble

with the Mustang came because he wasn't happy with it.

Spencer said that if he got a newer and more expensive

vehicle, and tore it up as bad as he .had .the Mustang, it
- - • -   - - -

was going to cost more to get it fixed. Do you know, Gary

Gilmore, how not to abuse your car and give it proper care?



Gary told him that he thought he deserved a better

set of wheels.

During the lunch break, Gary

■OuhuJj U'gefJL U11J** 1 tulliud Lu lTiutnlu.il

l_ij**ngMWii'th ■ hj-m, Gorj-^Ti-^'t ^"7'1 1̂1 ]p^—Thar jpr^^rnppgd
As..-?.
in to see Vai Conlin. GotWBjrto give over the keys to the

white truck and drove it to the shop for Spence to approve.

It was a '68 or '69 Ford. The motor wasn't too clean

and they wanted $1700. Spencer told him it was about a

thousand dollar pickup. Gary said he really didn't care, he

wanted it. Spencer said, "I do care. You're asking me to

sign for a vehicle that costs $1700 but is only worth $1000.

I think you have to realize what you're doing. Its unfair.

You don't have a driver's license. If you take that thing

out and wreck it, or somebody steals it, if you get into

;another fight and they arrest you and put you in jail, or

if you can't in. any way make the payments on it, then I have

.to. pay off a $1700 pickup that's not worth half of what I

.signed for. You should think real serious about what you're

asking me to do." That didn't bother Gary. There was no

doubt in his mind, he told Spence, that he was going to pay

lTiutnlu.il


for that pickup. He did not think Spence should ever be

concerned about losing a cent.

That night Gary went looking in the bars for Nicole

and then went home to Spanish Fork. When he could not sleep,

he got in his car and drove all the way to Sterling Baker's

new place.
Sterling had moved■from Provo to a town called Lark

near Salt Lake City. It was late when Gary pulled in. It

had spooked him, he explained, to keep walking through the

rooms wondering where Nicole might be. He couldn't shake

off the idea he had lost her. Gary looked so sad that no

matter the hour, both Sterling and Ruth Ann had to feel

sorry. , -  . . •

W S. j •. ' • c ' — ■ ■ - . - - .

Gary began to talk about reincarnation. After death,

he said, he was going to go somewhere else and start all

over again. Have the kind of life he always wished he had.

He talked about it as if it was certain, so real in fact

that Sterling got confused at times and thought Gary was

talking about an actual place like moving bag and baggage

up to Winnipeg or Vancouver, Canada. Finally Sterling said,

"I don't know. I don't even know if there is a God. Nobody

ever proved it to me." When he saw that displeased Gary,

he added, "I don't know what to believe, I don't."



In the morning, Gary left with Ruth Ann and they spent

the day looking for Nicole. Gary just phoned in sick to

work.

They went searching through a lot of streets in Spring­

ville. Both of them had a feeling that if Nicole was going

.anywhere, it was to Springville. Barrett knew a lot of

people there. They dropped in on Sue Baker, but she said

she didn't know where Nicole was. Gary said he'd be back.

There was a bad smell of sour diapers in Sue's house and

..she just looked miserable. She didn't know where Nicole was;

.she didn't know where Rikki was; she didn't know anything.

Ruth Ann began to feel really sorry for Gary. She had never

seen a man suffer so much over a woman.

.•Yet he was really nice to talk to, she thought. He

had a lot of concern about her daughter. One'time he stopped

joff and bought her daughter a toy. Before the day was over,

.he asked if he could lend her any money. It was just they

had no luck finding Nicole. He must have checked the laundro­

mat five times.

, Toward the middle of the afternoon, Ruth Ann went back

to Lark, and Gary showed up at the job. He had hardly come

in when there was a call from Nicole.
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"Are you drunk?" she asked.

"I'm stone sober," he said.
She was telephoning him, she told him, to say that

she had moved her furniture out of the house in Spanish

Fork but he could stay there for a few days until the rent

was up. She doubted they'd rent to him after that.

- • ’ He asked if they could get together and she said she

did.-, not think so. She was afraid one of them might kill

the other.
.

se_. :To her surprise Kathryne felt like she wanted to cry.

Gary came in so pathetic, just kind of sat. He put a carton

of cigarettes, and a box of Pampers on the table, and said,

"She'll probably be needing these." There was' a silence,

and then he said, "Would you do something for me?" Kathryne

said, "Well, yes, if I can." He said, "Will you give her

this picture of me? That's the best one I could find. It's

not very good, but it's the best I could find." Kathryne

looked. It was a picture of Gary standing in the snow with

a blue windbreaker. She thought it had probably been taken

in prison. It was a nice-looking picture of Gary, he was

looking young and tough, and he'd written on the back "I



love you." After she lay the photograph down, he said, 

"Well, I’Ve got to be going," and he left.

happened to come in later that evening and Kath-

ryne gave her the picture. But Nicole just glanced at it,

made an umph sound, and threw it on the cupboard shelf. Later

Kathryne put it up in the cupboard closet where it would be

safe, from the kids and the jam and the peanut butter. ..

Toward evening, Gary went to sit on their patio with
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legs were crossed, and^jB^^aw^a pair of white and

yellow socks on him. They looked better than what he'd

usually wear. So she remarked, "I like your socks, cous."

He looked at her and said, "They're Nicole's." He looked

like he was going to cry.

It was awful. Brenda could feel that house in Spanish

Fork stripped of its furniture. "I can still smell her

perfume," Gary said. It was obvious he was in that advanced

kind of suffering where he was so lonely that he could

wander out of his own head into the thoughts of others and

never pick them up.

"I've got to find her," he said.

11 IluiltlJ^ , Lhi_ ■g-jc-jhdu—sf—urffigg rake 'time," said~Bieifera

"If a want to talk to you, she'll

Maybe you and Nicole need a couple of days. If she'

thought his goatee looked awful. He was losing

aid. "Will you help

^t get much settledright now, you w

It don't work that

renda said

weight, he looked unkempt. With that goatee he even looked
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evil. Usually no matter what Gary might be feeling, he

liked to seem the picture of relaxation. Today he was on

the edge of his chair. It was like the air was being eaten

-.by the nervousness he.felt. She didn’t want to think of

“ his stomach. It must be in shreds." " ' 

--K7- "j don* t know what I’ve done that's so awful," he said^
aloud. She could feel the thought? "The only real thing

I loved," he was about to say, "is being denied me." He

’ did say aloud,’ "This is the first time I've experienced a

‘'"pain I can't take. I used to be able to handle myself on

“'■the inside with men, but it's tougher out here.’ Everybody's
'■ "going "about their business." ’ " ----- -- c—--- -
never pick them. up.

"Brenda ’could feel Gary brooding over Nicole in the

company of other men. A dread went into the air with the

evening;' They just kept drinking. After a couple of hours

he passed out on them, dead drunk. And in the morning, he

"went to work. " ” •

n.eH-l£~i£TF&3 a letter fl'CTi geuei-u-^

"^Iim hml 1 nJ d him W-l-- —x
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During lunch, Gary went down to Spanish Fork and

walked through the empty rooms. Next, he came back to

Springville and went to the laundromat. He stopped to

visit Sue Baker, and then drove over to see Vern. He

wanted Vern to co-sign on the pickup truck. Gary got out

, a number of guns and showed them, and asked Vern if he

wanted one. It was Vern's impression that Gary was showing

the guns to lower sales resistance before he asked you to

co-sign. After Vern refused a second time, Gary drove over

to see Kathryn'e
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"Gary," said Kathryne, "Sissy just doesn't like drinking.

She. won't put up with it no matter how much she cares about

you.. ..She really hates drinking. I can tell you times when

Sissy was over here crying, cussing, saying 'Damned, rotten

drinking men! They can't live without their beer and their

wine.'. She could really love you," Kathryne said, "and I

think, maybe she does, but you have to make up your mind.

What means the most, drinking or Nicole?"

even £1-11 give up the drinking," he said, "if she'll come

back to me. I'll give it up."

four They:sat there and Kathryne felt close. "Yes, I'll

give-up the drinking," he said.

condition. ----- o _-
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won . They sat there and Gary looked at Kathryne in a way that

touched her right to the center of her heart. He said, "You

know, here I am, thirty-five years old, and I've only known

three women in ray life. Isn't that ridiculous?"



-3yy-

Kathryne just laughed. She said, "You're two up on

me, Gary. I'm almost forty and I've known only one man.

They just seemed to get along. She felt so sorry for

him that day. He said, "Sometimes I feel so left out I

don’t even understand what people are talking about." He

drank a couple of beers and said, "When Nicole gets back,

tell her I love her. Will you do that for me?"

"I will, Gary," Kathryne said.

"I promise you, I'll quit,"Gary said. "I'll leave

the booze alone," I'm a mean rotten bastard when I drink."

A fnw llUUl'^lMLUL HU LJllOT LIT' Jflllll UUL If hid
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That evening, Gary went by Spencer McGrath's house

with the guns. "I want to leave them here as security so

you can co-sign that truck."

"Two problems with that," Spencer replied. "Number

one, I don't need the guns. Two, I’m not going to co-sign.

Take them with you."

Gary said, "I'm going to leave them. I want you to

know I'm real serious."

Spencer wanted to hear how he got them. Gary said a

friend of his in Portland owed him money, so he'd given over

the guns. He mentioned the guy's name. —~4-~~-y ,IM^
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JaxiU^wint decided to let him leave

the weapons overnight. That way he'd have the serial numbers.

After Gary left, he made a few calls to see if any pistols

had been stolen locally or a sporting goods store broken into.

Couldn't find one. He never called as far south as Spanish 

■Fork, however.

went down with Sterling this^5) light to help him he sure didn't like to st
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at Spanish Fork and walked around the rooms; he went to

different bars; he approached a few people about selling

the guns.
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Gary made one more trip to Spanish Fork.'

teuag,d~TO'efrrg«rt*^=&aab»he drove out to see if NicOle

might be there in that dark house without furniture. He 

went around the block a couple of times and parked and went

into the house and walked through the empty rooms. He took

out a little more of his clothing and ptit it in the trunk

of the Mustang. He was living out of the Mustang by now.

Piny ninnn wl nyiw yRaeRd—w^i.LIiij LU piuj uuul

Rli'felU Hluwj^■RRwt—bwWWHIJ 1 U -
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The apartment in Springville was not near as nice

as the house in Spanish Fork, but it might prove okay. It

was one in a string of equal components, all cheap and built

with cinderblock, two tiers in a little old side street.

There were kids all around, and dog shit on the stairs, and

on the balcony of the upper tier, on the lower walk, and in

the parking lot. The day she took it, three mattresses were

leaning against the side of the building,land an overturned

bicycle was lying in a puddle with a candy wrapper next to it.

The doors to the apartments were unpainted plywood, and

her's had a hole punched in. The bathtub had been painted

blood-red. Still, she had a view from her balcony. Just

two blocks away, the town came to an end, and the land went

up into the mountains. She was free of Gary. She was free

even though her breath was heavy with fear.



Sunday, she had to go back to the house in Spanish

Fork for her vacuum cleaner. Without, the Electrolux, it

was impossible to keep the new apartment clean. So she took

the car and popped over with the kids, parked on the road

right in front of her house and his car wasn't there at all.

Still she had a feeling that Gary was in the house, and the

•Mustang was hiding around the comer. When she walked up,

she could see the door was open, which could be the land-

’lord‘, but she could hear water running in the tub and then

’she saw Gary's clothes on the floor. Her vacuum cleaner

was-sitting in the middle of the room. While he was lying

tfh "the tub, she picked it up, and carried it out to the

^t'r-unk of-her car. Then she came back for the accessories.

-She;-might have rushed away but she couldn't bring herself

-to~pick up the vacuum parts and sneak out while he was still

in the tub. If she didn't have the gun, she might have

-"been more afraid, but, no matter how, she stood there long

"enough for him to come out of the tub. She wanted to look

■-into his eyes.

- He didn't look vengeful or furious, but drained. He

told her he loved her and asked her if she loved him. She

said no. He began to hug her. It felt better at first than 



she had expected. She tried to push him away, but he held

her. She soon started to feel as if what was in him, was

now going into her, and then started to feel drained herself.

She wasn’t really scared, but she felt something nauseating

get into.her and it really made her sick. Like she was

going to pass out if she didn't breathe some fresh air.

She.said, "I have to sit down." She wanted to walk out of

theihouse, but she knew he wasn’t going to let her unless

he. had his arm through her arm. That was the way they

walked out of the house.

lord, She sat down on. the steps. She told him she couldn’t

come, live with him anymore. They sat there. She had to

get away... After..a few minutes, she began to think of getting

back; into.her car. . :i-;

trunk She,.got.the kids ..in, . and the vacuum cleaner, and

finally herself, and looked at him, but he wouldn't let her

go.— He had his hands inside the car. She opened her purse

and.took out her.gun.and.pointed it at him.

enr’.: :.Since it was af22 Magnum, it was capable of putting

on. a hole like a 45. Gary stood there for one minute after

another. She knew if he made a reach for the gun, she

would pull the trigger.

: Then he said, "Go ahead and shoot if you want to."

She only said, "Get away from my car." He wasn't about to



get. away, he told her. Finally she put the gun in her purse.

“You left the accessories for the Electrolux," he said.

"Come back and get them." That was the one thing he had

bought her and not ripped off—the Electrolux. If she left

the. accessories, someone else would rip it off. Too bad.

She :started the motor, put the car in gear, and drove off.



Besides Gary, besides Barrett, besides a buddy or two

of Barrett’s who certainly had eyes for her, besides three

or four dudes from the unfinished business of the past whom

she could now see again, there was also Roger Eaton. Nicole

couldn’t get over how much he had it together for a kid of

twenty-one.

In all the sadness she would not allow herself at the

look of bewilderment in Gary's eyes, she knew that like a

seed beneath the weight of other feelings, was this new

interest in Roger Eaton, She was keeping it cool, however.

Roger was one fellow who was kind of pleased with his

looks. At his own level, he'd been like a movie star at his

junior prom and senior prom in high school, and then he had

a nice time dating his wife, who was sweet arid smart, just

a little home-town Provo girl from a good Mormon family, which 



was all right with Roger since he was technically a Methodist

but didn’t practice anything, and didn’t mind having a little

religion in the family. What with the salary he and his wife

were making, she had a Dodge and he had himself a nice little

Malibu hardtop, and all would have been well except here^was

married for only six month and his wife had developed colitis

They were having trouble with that.

Roger was no native of Provo. His dad had been a Chief

Petty Officer and his family had moved around the Sunbelt but

Jtoger really got to like the country out in Utah when they

moved there. He liked to ski and fish, get in some hunting,

gnd-. just generally go four-wheeling in the canyon trails, or

get down to Lake Tahoe and Colorado, Playing football was

also good in high school around Provo, He wanted to go on

and play college ball, but didn't want to wait all those

years to make real money. Wanted it right away, he guessed.

He got-a position, in the administration of the University

Shopping Mall, and there met his wife who worked in the ad­

ministration of the supermarket. She used to be in charge

of the cosmetics department. He had been there now for a

couple of years, and was into management training, earning

pretty good money, about twelve thousand a year. Felt right

^bout life. Except for his wife's ailment.



--iir 'rShe had been a virgin when they married. To some

’-degree, it may have derived from that. In any case, this

'■colitis, certainly had her out of action. Maybe that was

rwhy .Roger fixed on Nicole, He had two friends, brothers,

•■.who lived down the street from her in Spanish Fork, very

proper young Mormons, people he knew in the office. He got

along pretty well with their folks, and he visited them all

'the time. There's no accounting why you get along with some

polder people, particularly these folks who were tremendously

-strait-laced, as Mormon as you come. Nicole had to stand

iput -in. a place, like that. Even though these parents liked

chijn, were practically like relatives (and were trying to

aconvert him) they were also some of the biggest bullshitters

cRoger had„ ever known. One story they told about Nicole was

.that a fellow and a girl drove up to her door one day last

winter- with a big bag of groceries, got out and went up to

gsee her, the fellow did, that is, and handed her the bag of

rgroceries. Then, right there on the street, he put his hand

con her halter and started feeling her breast. Roger didn't

-really believe that story because, one, it was winter so why

•was. .she wearing a halter? and, two, when it came to sexual

^things, these people couldn't see straight. But he was

fascinated all the same with stories about that girl and her 



kids. She was the gossip of the block. After he got a look

at the girl, he felt real drawn to the situation. She was

so attractive, almost angelic, and there she was, divorced,

with kids, and living with a man. Roger found he was

travelling up to Spanish Fork just to get a look at her. He

thought it was stupid to feel sorry for people like that, but

he' did. Somehow he wanted to get in touch with her. It

didn’t'even phase him altogether that the guy she was living

with," a tall thin man who was usually sitting on the stoop

with a beer in his hand, was there.
c 1 cer pe epic , v ’ i" l ~ ...

sRoger wrote her a letter. In it he said, if she needed

help-or-wanted help, she should turn on her front door light

come Wednesday evening. He would get in touch with her.

Naturally he didn't identify himself in the letter, but on

Wednesday night he went by to visit the bullshitters and

there'was no light on, He tried to forget about it.

"A few weeks after he wrote the letter, he was getting

gas in-Provo, and-saw her Mustang. Now, Roger was afraid

of what he was getting into. If his wife found out, it'd

be a'catastrophe. He simply didn't understand what was drawing

him. Never done anything like this in his life, but the

kids looked like ragamuffins and he felt sorry for them. One

way" or,-another, it was obvious he couldn't help himself, and

he said to her, "Aren't you Nicole Barrett? When she said
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:she was, he said, "I'm the one who wrote you that letter."

She kind'of laughed, -- -

with ?He said, "No, I really am." She started to walk into

±he.-office to pay the bill on the gas, and he stopped her

and said, "Let me buy you a Coke." She still went in, maybe

lshe_ expected him to be gone, but when she came out, and he

repeated, "come with me, let's all go, I want to talk to you

for a minute," she hesitated before she said, "No." Finally

she said, "Okay. I'll follow you to the High Spot." So they

met at the place, a drive-in. He told her where he worked,

stuff like that. Found out that the fellow in her house was

anlex-convict. . At which point Roger said, Well, okay, let's

just forget it. He was frankly scared to be dealing, with

antex-rCdn,: z didn't 3-"_

WednnsShe said, "Well, -you know, I'd like to talk to you. I
1^

might need your help." Well, he said, ifyou really do, come

down to the Mall .and he told her how to find his office.

of -.Sure enough, .she came, the very next day, without the

kids. .They talked a lot. Before, she left, he gave her ten

dollars she hadn't even asked for, but was not embarassed to

receive, just pocketed it.

After that, she'd visit him once or twice a week and 

they would talk. He felt like they were each pretty interested 



in what ,they had to say since the other's lifewas so different.

He could really sympathize with her troubles. That ex-convict

was something apparently to be afraid of, and harder to live

with all the time. One morning she came to see him, and he

had thefeeling she had been beaten up. There were a couple

of bruises on those juicy thighs.

After a couple of weeks, she got in the habit of meeting

him every day, or every other day, and Roger always slipped

her a little. Sometimes she would come to the Mall, but

usually they met in a park over in Springville after work.

They'd talk maybe an hour. A couple of times they went off

and.-parked and made love. It was interesting, maybe even a

little beautiful, although Roger could never tell if it was

that special because frankly.they didn't have time enough to

make love, -_it was usually just a half hour or less, and he

was always in a state that somebody he knew would recognize

him .and bring his house down around him with the wife. So

he was always driving around on back roads. It was dangerous

to say the least. And then of course her kids were often

with her when he'd meet her, and they were not calculated to

put him in the best mood. Tln-^WLiu truly -cry- &ir'tey-;—

TftM&ii'ihawnrl thn^wse»-iiiiL ULI ffigTTTeT* uueL ae—CTFTTlUll Jput.

<Phn litfln hny.wm LTTe tlhiL;, and Ueiif out"

in the p-irkin^ leL and Logit u'Sirit'ilijtfe L11L11L! Uli Lilt UJphulL,
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y e mb arassed, Jeez. But r eHoger was awfu

wondere at lit would
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ck of her

that s:‘One day she came over and laid it right on him. There

~wa$ an awful lot going, on, She wasn't living in Spanish Fork

' aiiymore. In fact, she had fled this fellow Gary in quite a

bit of feay, and was living in a little apartm^nT her ex-

-husband had found her in Springville, All the while she was

‘-talking, it got to him how much she needed clothes. So he

"told-her to come by after six and he would take her to Sears 

7- for an outfit and stuff. After he bought it, she stayed

-with him and they really had a night. She was living with

-this-ex-husband now, she told him, but was not afraid of him.

-'-They' looked forward to seeing each other real soon. The



weekend was hopeless, but Roger was dying to make it that

Monday, only he couldn't find a trick in the deck. His

wife's family was coming over. So they agreed Nicole would

sail him Tuesday morning, July 20. All through Sunday

night” Roger was thinking of getting through Monday so he

could begin to enjoy thinking of seeing her on Tuesday.
HiOV*? •? 7? • LT; -LL ~ T” ~ — L.T.LT “ :

c.xcr. ‘ ni >m going to find Nicole and kill her," Gary said.

Nobody," offered Brenda, "said it was going to be

easy out here." ’ " ” ■

’•;icol-jje said, "I just don’t understand a thing."

live f"i do," she told him. "It’s called heartache." She

might is well have pooted. The sound was bad.

He said, "I can’t handle it."

She--said, "I know. At the time, it feels like you
dari ’ tf.;? ? \ 1 r- - 9 c i - • 9 - •“ • s ” e w 2 - “ ' -

an--me-."No,"- he said, "You don't know. You and Johnny have

always been happy." -• •' 7 - '

hvsJohn and I," said Brenda," have come very close to

divorce. Gary, I've been through separation and divorce.

chn- be' awful frightening." •' -

'-? Gary looked like he was mulling over his pains. "Hey

he: said, "I'm beginning to find that out."

-c.-is She said, "Nobody out here is ever really free, Gary.

As long as you live with another human being, you're not 

free



■ .-Gary sat there like he was grinding bones in his brain.

When he spoke, it was to say, "I think I'm going to kill

Nicole." ,* r.
c.a2 2 Brenda really bomttJ out. "My God, Gary, are you that "

selfish of a lover?" This pep talk was backfiring in her

face.- . ...1; ' --
He said, "I can’t take it, I told you I can’t tafe.it."

"OK,- Some, things in life we can’t handle. Maybe

this is yours. But, God, it'll pass! If you kill her,

that won't pass. She'll be dead forever. You're damned

stupid, do you know that, Gary?" He didn't like to be

called stupid.

micht "When/she pulled the gun on me today," he said, "I

thought about walking over and taking it. But I didn't want

Nicole tQ start screaming," He shook his head, "She was

frantic to get away from me."

Brenda was not unhappy when he left. rT,|-..L nlLl. 17"----

ytre-gte—Wt 0 h n r y *

can be Craig-had. told him that if he couldn't find a place

to stay, to come on back and sleep on the floor. After

^visiting Brenda, Gary did, in fact, go over on Sunday night

and sleep on Craig's couch. He told Craig that he practically

had'an ulcer now from misery and beer. As of tomorrow, he

was going to give up drinking.

tafe.it
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■Colleen Jensen



Colleen Hailing was of Danish descent, but had once 

been told she looked like a Botticelli. She was tall and

slender with light brown hair, ivory skin, and the long

attractive nose with the small bump on the bridge that is

characteristic of Botticelli's women. Yet she hardly knew

his work. They did not teach a great deal about Botticelli

at Utah State in Logan where Colleen was majoring in art

education.

It was at Utah State that Colleen her

husband, Max Jensen, 'would laugh' JL 118»

4iu_iuLt
hrr 'hwyfri»Mw\ T<- orrnrrpri

with the_cn.us±n-,—and—asked i f he-wa tehll—
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teta#fii«==aii»=*»*wrt5W»r<?3=w

Max was a tall fellow, six-one, and weighed about a

hundred and ninety pounds. With his even features and his

hair cleanly parted on the side, he looked real handsome up

there in the pulpit. «^4ie«te=tiic«d=ifch«==«*«y=4»^4w^=^=3fl,ews=

CTrtwrtu-ijU ulwalders.
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five roommates to come over for a little dinner party with

ew weeks later, Colleen invited her cousin and his

herself and her five roommates. It was a dinner where every­

thing was laid out and people walked by the table to get

their porcupine meatballs, that is, their hamburger-and-
rice casserole., jiince they were all strict Mormons, there

was no iced tea or coffee, just milk and water to drink.

Then they sat around watching The Skin Game on television.

A pleasant meal on regular plates, no paper plates. After­

ward, they talked about school activities, quite a bit about

basketball, and church activities. Colleen remembered Max 

sitting several feet away from her on a big pillow and 

laughing with the group. vuieu- ttrat

’•Q.5 'i" "iij u .j. llS'li-’ 1l..111_l1 IliLll, b"

■Jga J—■—nn ,b-‘ «- vnpo

frnn, -----------

,r—fr -'.t "9-y ----- _ 1 finn ' e

The next day he called her.

±hae=ap^rtmeu4^-tuld he*.

*LlUpWWlL. W1U
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Doc" with Barbra Streisand and Ryan O'Neill

leiiiuui wm

that night, and she told him yes

with TRF^SS"fflfflSfi^as

Orty good: fe^tescataswl they went to the Pizza

Hut in Logan and talked about their ideas and feelings on

life and what they wanted, They explored into how they were

both devout Mormons and how active both their families were

in the church. Max told her he was the oldest of four chil­

dren and his father, a farmer in,Montpelier, Idaho, was also
s’® & 11

a Stake President^ That impressed Colleen. There couldn't

be that many Stake Presidents in all of Idaho, if you got

down to He also told her about his mission to Brazil,
What got her respect was that he had earned all the money to

do that by himself. Missionaries had to pay their own way

over, of course, and then also pay for living expenses on
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the mission, so most of them were helped financially by their

family.’’ It was hard for an adolescent to earn enough money
by the age of 19 to keep him for two years on a mission in a

foreign country. Max, however, had done that.

He enjoyed Brazil, too, his conversion rate had been

high. On average in Brazil, you could hope to convert one
person a month over your two-year stretch, but he had done

considerably better. He remembered it as a time of great

challenge and much necessity to learn how to live with

different people.

v ondered about.
abuld have trouble

ugh to live with a fe even

a fellow missionary nd your companion were toe

all the time in a forei It was closer than mar

Ev$:n

ate :lieJust t

the chvlrch
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th
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age

1 ut he exploded some of the nitty-gritty she had always

begin ti



Colleen told him about her own family life. It wasn’t

different from his. Her family did a lot of things together

that centered around the church. In high school, she told

him, she had been the Yearbook Editor, the President of the

Service Club, and the School Artist. She had also done

portraits out at Lagoon Resort, which enabled her to save

money for college. She mentioned how from the time she en­

tered first grade she wanted her drawings to be better than

anyone else's.
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another girl

we

was certainly not strong
amed Colleen and kind ofentioned that he

y liked the nameaughed about tha

een

tell herthat he was dating

=A13?=the^hdrTe7“~sTie-kepf-feeling how“STrrtmer

about the church. Then he

was. You could tell straight off that Max was strict and

with the girl. He felt Sh1

spiritually or mentally. She

felt obligated to
wouldn’t end

thought the two of them really looked good t

ever, heH edge off by mentioningt

ingthat things were not

t he kept sparkling clean. Her roomm'ates told ColNova t

ard, he drove her home in his^ar, bright redAfte

in the way h
took

ether a;

/) On t^e^-r second date they went to hear a speaker on

v Sunday night meeting in church, a Fireside. On their third

date, they saw "South Pacific."

Tlrtt'frnrir l.ir. -Ha—d-i-dn-lt-—■,

iwriWF^to dance. Ai Lei —ihmc-T-ns,—,
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"You made a miXtake

He was very proud o

didn’t know a lot about
ometimes he would rib heithat she was the expert there

to

f courseyg

deed

e married, her mother once asked her, 'Kwhat bothe

about him?" and Colleen answered "Nothina

rwrird—take the—bTFtr^th^eyeL-V7ere=rttmBS sire tTiOUatvf:

Theyzzfeally got along pretty well, however. Before

her pain;t4ng and drawing, howe’ er

</£>ut then it was understooi

ccrnpany by saying that^i^ he wante xher to talk, all he hi d
do was say "art^ She’d start li^K crazy. «= =

ie gave it a little too hard. He didn’t worry about h ta I,

nd te; 1ler feelings. It was natural for him/ to come ou
rrect it.and expect her tq^

tl

The wedding took place in Logan Temple on May 9, 1975

at 6 o’clock in the morning before thirty close friends and

members of their family. For the ceremony, Colleen and Max

were both dressed in white. They were going to be married

in time and eternity, married not only in this life, but as

each of them had explained to many a Sunday School classj

married in death as well, for the souls of the husband and

wife would meet again and be together through eternity. In

fact, one of the most powerful and interesting discussions
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they would have with their older Sunday School students, was

how the Mormon Church saw marriage in other Christian churches

as equal to divorce, because such marriages were made only

until parting by death. That was one big reason other Christians

denominations were spoken of as gentiles by the Mormons. No

other Christians could be as serious about marriage as Mormons,

or any marriage doctrine in other churches be as free of

contradictions as in the Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter-

Day Saints. That was. what Max and Colleen taught their stu­

dents. Now they were marrying each other. Forever.

in bhu muilny, 'Lhoyfraa u imupiiunff^SSEZSE*

votewrch;----

«iiC ..-Ll1::. f"'-'’---! ___ 1C"WJJ

]jVn ra lii jr ilL uj-~l_'r_'—1___ __jah hi* plnyiagiT.

X'r-ng .. L—Fol 1 nxD.

For their honeymoon, they went to Disneyland. They had

calculated their money and decided by cutting it close, they

would have just enough. They were right. It was a nice week.

Colleen got pregnant soon after they were married



4 J4-
-429

Tli^F'TEtLLfcL 1 li i_l hiiq<iiLrl'WH

—ju^-L—a i^ffiW*WM^wBllF~¥Sf:~ea'dT ~o f

^b~n H- T—nld c^y "Vo,,I..a^.k^„;^ "■" ln ■1««MllM

wmlu luegtF emd-ts^-tews- ahe 4T5d=qdi^d-=a-brt-to ie&Jn

ebont a^j uy U-^lJaig^hsbd^ts^

Tictuany’"H€*^Hni^RnRn^emMa«MM^bteMM»9W«m^^ When

he found out she was expecting, Ca bought her awaM^BW red
W9Qe$

rose. She thought he was treating her better after 

they were married than before, Nov? he would always open the 

car door for her and she in turn liked to sit close as she 

could get to Max.
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He never raised his voice and neither did she.■ If, occasionally

she felt like speaking sharply, she wouldn’t. They had de­

cided right from the beginning that they would never leave

each other without kissing goodbye. Nor would they go to

bed with personal problems unsolved. If they were mad at each

other, they would stay up all night to talk it out. They

were not going to sleep a night being mad at each other.

Throwing glasses of water on each other. Stuff like that.

ethey had fun. Shaving-cream fights.
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The week before she hdd the baby, Colleen typed a 30- 

page paper for Max, and he sent her a dozen red roses in

return. She loved him for that. It was a fairly easy birth

and they had a little girl born to them on February 14th,

1976, Valentine's Day, a little over nine months from the

date of their marriage. The baby had lots of dark hair and 
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weighed seven pounds and Max was real proud of her and

called everybody he knew and took snapshots before she was

a day old. They named her Monica.

Max was finishing up first year law school, so he was

gone nearly every night till ten o’clock and needed sleep

when he got in. At that time the routine was to fix Max’s

breakfast and he’d leave; he'd come home for dinner at 5,
t

and go out again at 6. for the lav? library, back around 10.

She was in charge of the baby for sure.
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It was obvious they needed a larger place to live, so

they spent about a week looking for a trailer, until they 

found one they really liked. It was 12 feet wide, 52 feet

long, and had two bedroom. Colleen’s parents loaned them

the money for the down payment.

Maybe there were a hundred trailers in the court. They 

had all kinds of neighbors, mostly about their age with
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children, and nice enough. There were even several couples

they went to church with.

The trailer was not furnished but they had a couple

of old things her parents gave then^ and the crib, of course,

and Max built bookshelves that were really nice. The longer

they lived there, the more Max was able to enjoy working

around the place. They had a little lawn, and he took care

of that. Max had also planted a small garden out to the side

of it, and every day he'd water his tomatoes.

the construction job, which would have paid $6.50 an hour,

told Max that it had been given to somebody else. It turned

out the spot had gone to the son of one of the men working

there already.
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Max had a temper but kept it under control. This,

however, got him truly upset. It was the first time Colleen

saw Max really depressed. Colleen had to do a lot of talking

to turn his mood around. Finally, he said, "Okay, I'll start

thinking about another job." He went to the University

employment office, but it was late to look now, and he only

found a listing for a service station attendant paying $2.75

an hour. At least, he knew the manager^who worshipped in

their ward.

<•. It was a self-service station. His job was limited to

giving out change, cleaning windows, and taking care of the

restrooms. He would work the swing shift until eleven at

night. The pay, of course, was a whole lot less than thev

had counted on, but Max thought that unlike some people, a

commitment for him was a commitment, and he agreed to stay

on through the summer. For all of June and the first weeks

of July he worked and came home hot and tired. Nonetheless,

things were agreeable. Max liked to enjoy recognizing people

who drove in, and he was beginning to make friends with them.

..j )
Two weeks after the Fourth of Jul^^ttaaf were asked to

give a talk in church. When his turn came, Max spoke of how



there were too few people in this world who were really

honest. He gave a powerful speechon the importance of being

honest. That was the difference between being able to build

on a foundation or not being able to, Colleen's talk for

that Sunday was on joy: on the joy she experienced when she

met Max, and when they married and when they had their baby.

Afterward, on the way home, he gave her a big hug, and she

said, "We’re really beginning to live and love each other
more than ever." They came back from church that night and

went to bed with a real good feeling.

Monday morning, Max was excited about getting some

shelves finished for Monica, and spent the morning hammering

and sawing and drilling, Colleen had a lot of things to do,

the wash, the ironing, fixing dinner. Usually they ate in

plenty of time before Max went off to work at 3 pm, but today

they were a little rushed because Max said, "Let me get

these shelves done first. He kept calling her into the bed­

room to mark his progress and Monica was also watching. Max

was bending over and hammering, listening to the radio, in -—-

his Levis, feeling comfortable and good. Finally he said,

"I'm ready to put them up, come help me." She went in and

they got them installed quickly, then he kind of backed away,

gave a sigh, said "Well, that's done,"
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They ate. Max was kind of in a hurry to finish. He

was never late to anything, and usually ready one minute

before her. As soon as he swallowed dinner, he walked

down the hall, grabbed some things he needed, and started to

walk out the door. Colleen was still sitting at the table.

She looked up because he hadn't kissed her goodbye and he

turned around, and kind of grinned and said, "Well, I'll

meet you half way."

So she walked around the table and he gave her a kiss,

and a really good hug and looked into her eyes, things were

just going well, and Colleen said, "I'll see you tonight."

He said, "Okay," went out, got in the car and drove off.

He was a very conscientious driver, never broke the

speed limit, or anything. Fifty-five miles an hour all the

time. She saw him driving down the road that way. In her

mind he was moving along the Interstate at such a speed and

went around a slow graded turn and left her mind to think of
one and then another of the small things she must do that day,

and that was how she said goodbye and saw him alive for the

last time.



About the same time that Max Jensen was getting ready

to go to work, Gary Gilmore was in the showroom at V.J.

•Motors coming to terms with Vai Conlin on the white truck.

There wasn’t going to be a co-signer, after all. Gary,

however, was going to turn over his Mustang on which he'd

already paid close to four hundred dollars (if you gave him

credit for the battery and ignored the windshield) and he

was going to produce four hundred dollars in two days, cash.

Then he would come up with six hundred more by the fourth

of August. n
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private opinion was that said vehicle was dis­

gustingly overpriced, selling for $1700 which with interest

would come to $2300 and it wasn’t worth it. Vai probably

hadn’t paid a thousand for that carcass. Now Vai would have

^againT^the Mustang., and would get his thousand and be clear

by the middle of August. Otherwise, he would repossess the

truck. He wasn't taking that big a chance. She thought Gary

could sure have found a truck in better shape for the money,

instead of this white Angel with 100,000 miles on her. It

was what you called falling in love with a paint job.

D<lfuxn,-hc=±o£s^ Rusty watched Gilmore shake hands

with Vai who naturally told him 15 times that he, Vai, had an

extra set of keys with which to make sure Gary would walk

if the money wasn't there, the Old pep talk. Vai would have

made a good coach for a team of mental defectives. "Get

that money, Gary," Vai said as Gar^^rov^^wa^^

W!1 tertr'CLuili-iig—in the new truck. ®<!e=*«ts===
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It was getting toward dark when Kathryne saw him.

Some of her family was over that day. The cherry trees
were ripe in the yard, and her mother and a couple of her

brothers and sisters were out with the kids picking fruit,

while Kathryne's friend Pat Blakeley was with her in the kitchen.

At that point, Gary came to the back door and said, "Could I

talk to you outside?" Kathryne invited him in, but he wouldn't

come. Kept saying "I want to talk to you outside; it's im­

portant. "o-
She went out, took a look at his truck, oohed and

ahhhed. Then he asked—big surprise—had she seen Nicole.

He looked odd to Kathryne, not drunk, exactly, but he made

a point of telling her he was sober and not drinking. In

fact, she couldn'.t smell alcohol on his breath. He did seem

odd, however. She said, no, she hadn't seen Nicole. He

said, "No? Well, as far as I'm concerned, she can go to

hell." Then he looked at Kathryne like some nut in him

was being tightened right off its threads, and he said,
"She can get fucked.,(

c
That really shocked Kathryne. For Gary to use those

words about Nicole. Then he looked into Kathryne's eyes 



in that'way he had of getting into every little thought you

might like to keep to yourself, and he told Kathryne he

wanted his gun back. She could only say, "Gary, I don't

like to give it to you. Not the way you're acting." He

said, "I'm in trouble. I gotta have it. I've got all the

guns back now but three. A cop knows, you see, I done the

robbery."

She had the feeling Gary was making it up. "This cop

said if I get the guns back in the store, nothing can happen."

Kathryne said, "Gary, why don't you come back tomorrow
and get it when you're sober."

He said, "I ain't drinking and I'm not going to get in

trouble. Besides, if I want to use a gun--he pulled his

jacket open—"this little baby takes care of it all." He

had a German Luger stuck in his pants. "Moreover," he said,

"I got a sackful." At that point he opened the truck door,

and a .sack tipped over. It looked like it must be holding

six or seven guns.

Kathryne said to herself, What's one more? She got

her piece from under the mattress and took it out. Then she

stood with Gary in the twilight trying to calm him down. He

was so angry.

o
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As he got into the truck, April care running out of

the house. She was close to hysterical. "Where's Pat?"

she asked, "where's Pat?" Kathryne said, "She's gone, April,

you waited too long." Oh," said April, "Pat told me she

would take me down to K-Mart to get my guitar string. I've

gotta get that guitar string." April had been waiting all

day to go out, and now Pat had taken off without her.

At that point Gary said, "I'll run you over." Kathryne

said quickly, "Oh, April, you don't need to go," but April

jumped into the truck and Kathryne barely had time to say,

"Gary, she don't need to go." He replied, "ghat's all right.

No trouble. I'll bring her back," and they were gone.

It was this moment that Kathryne realized she didn't

know Garylslast name. She knew him as Gary, just Gary.
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April moved in close, turned on the radio, said,

"It’s hard to get along if you have to wait too long. The

rooms all get narrow and very often there are dogs," She

began to shiver as she thought of the dog, "Every day,"

she said,, "is the same. It's all one day," and nodded her

head. "You have to get them used up."

"That's right," he said.

Before he arrived, she had been lying in the grass,

watching others pick cherries, and she was playing Mike's

guitar with the broken string. It came over her that grand­

mother was going to die if she didn't fix the string. April

■was letting her soul run wild playing that guitar, thinking

of how Jimi Hendrix and Otis Redding were dead and April*
therefore, had better start thinking of all the diseases./^

The bugs, spiders and flies bring in most of the sicknesses,

you know, and the fevers give a humming sound until they

are angry. Then they make a noise like a breaking string.

Disease and death could certainly come to her grandma if

she didn't fix the string. That was her thought in the 

grass



When April looked up from this thought there was a dog

in front of her, and the dog started crying. It sounded

just like a man. A female dog, but inside, it sounded like

a man crying. A poor man freaked out pretty bad. The

tragedy of that got April to nodding full force, which she

didn't like. When she nodded that way, she might just as

well have been galloping on a horse. Her head was certainly

being snapped each step the horse landed. It got her to the

point where the motor turned on again as it did last night

in the hour when Satan was running her body, and pulling in

people who had been floating around like personalities from

Mars and Venus, that is, the black man staring at her with

a cold black eye, and the white man acting like he was

ecstasy in the worst way in the entire galaxy, but they were

getting down to her level. She knew the guitar needed a

new string to attract more harmonious spirits. "I," said

April to Gary, "am the one swinging on the string." She

nodded, careful to do it so that the galloping horse would

not snap her neck.

"Look," she said, "my grandma’s washing machine is next

to the sewer. That's why all those people are floating around.

It's filthy, I hate filth." She could feel her mouth twisting
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from het nostrils to the corners of her lips. "Oh, Gary,

I'm cotton-mouthed," she said, "I need Midol, Can you get

me a toothbrush to brush my teeth?" She could feel him

patting her, telling her he would get her what she needed.

It was crucial to get it across to people that you

didn’t go into a store and pull things from the counter but

you walked over and waited and looked at the object you were

going to buy and you inquired of it. There were all sorts of

answers: The object could say, "Go away", or whisper "steal

me". It could even ask to be bought. The objects had as
cmuch concern about themselves as anyone else. Gary just went

plink, plink, plunk, got her the Midol, got her the tooth­

brush, just got her out of there. He wasn’t drinking beer.
Boy, he was uptight.

Now they were driving in Pleasant Grove again. "I

don't want to go home. I want to stay out all night," she

said to him.
"That's cool,"he' said.

o

Craig Taylor was alone because Julie had to stay in

the hospital one more night. He was just puttering around,

putting the kids to sleep, when Gary knocked on the door and

Craig saw he had a girl with him who was introduced as



Nicole's sister, April, They looked odd. Not drunk, but

the girl was in bad shape. She couldn't sit down. Paranoid.

She walked around Craig like he was a barrel or something,

Gary came out of the bathroom, and asked did he still

have the gun, Craig said, Yeah. Gary asked to borrow it

back then. Plus a few shells. "Oh, yeah," said Craig, "Well,

it's yours, I'll give it to you," Craig said. A.dded, "Why

do you want it?" There was a pause. Gary didn't give any
answer. Finally he ydCid, "I just think I'd like to have it."

Craig didn't exactly have a good feeling as he passed the

shells. Gary seemed awful emotion-less. He said, "Gary,

I can't refuse you, it's your gun," but Craig took a good

last look as he handed it over. It was a gold-trigger

Browning automatic with a black metal barrel, and wood handle.

"I don't want to go home, Gary," said April back in

the truck. "Hell," said Gary, "I'll keep you out all night."

He drove to Vai Conlin's to sign the last papers. On the

way over, April realized they hadn't gone to the K-Mart after

all. She still didn't have the guitar string. It got too

complicated to ask again. She felt like she was fighting

spider webs getting across the idea why she needed that string.

When they got into Vai Conlin's, April said aloud, "Hey,

that's a show for free." This fellow Vai and Gary kept looking
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at car keys like two old magicians studying magic nuggets,
weird! She wandered around, and the room began to get dis­

torted. Warp was in the atmosphere. So she went over to a

corner and sat down. That way you could hold the thing to­

gether. Once they came over, but she didn't know what they

were talking about. Just said, "Look at this. You're the

witness." They were signing a paper. For the car, she

supposed. The truck he had already.

fiBLfirewlj LU 1M11LL U LimiufLL HUH! L11U LllLLJUIj LU L11U

Vai looked at the little broad sitting over in 

the corner and said, "Hey, what are you on?" She looked at



him like she just arrived from the last century--or was
she coming back in from the next one?—and then she honked,
"Wha-whaa-wha. . ." Vai said, "Come on, what are you taking?"

"I’m not taking nothing," she said sulky.

Vai thought, whee, she's just plain out here in orbit.

The girl looked at him steadily and said, "Sometimes I'm not

even a girl." She began to cry.

TpW C li iijb iii in i i’ rTrt, Vai said, "Now, look, Gary, I'm

going to tell you something, no kidding, if you don't pay
me. I’ll take that truck back so goddam fast you won’t even

know you had wheels. I'm laying the law down, understand?
Gary, you don't have that money, you walk, understand?0 "Un­

derstand," said Gary, "no problem. Okay." He signed the

last papers and Vai turned the truck over.

■When they got in, Gary told April, "let's go looking."

They drove around looking for Nicole. "Use your radar,"

Gary said. "I thought you had the power." She didn't want

to tell him about interference; he would think she was

copping a plea. Interference could keep the most powerful

forces of mind from entering a focus. So, they kept

driving. April had the feeling if she could say something

right, she could regain a lot of force. That was what it

took. A word could go out and get everybody in harmony.
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"When I was young," said April, "my grandpa put me on
the back of a hog in the pigpen and scared me half to death.

There was a bunch of wild hogs loose and they was chasing

us. I hid in the bath tub. Wasn't much to do that night

but I learned to hide. You hide by getting half-inside."

She snickered like a full grown witch. "You see, Gary,"

April said, "I always wanted to be a pig." She was feeling

the force of the pig. Gary pulled the truck over, and

parked it. "I'm going to go make a phone call," he said,

"see if your mother's heard from Nicole."
O

After he got out, she listened to a group sing "Let

Your Love Flow." Two guys, not a sad group. It was all right

if she didn't think of Hampton. "Let your love flow, and

let your love grow." She was trying to remember going

through people's medicine cabinets on times she babysitted.

"Let your love flow and let your love grow." It used to be

like love was flowing through her fingers as she went through

those cabinets taking out the pills she thought would get her

Stoned. She wanted to be inside a trance again with black

beauties, loved the way she got on them. They could be

sweet as the harmony of the spring. nI mean," said Aoril 

to herself, "I can always talk to the radio if I'm that
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desperate. Disc jockeys realize that people are talking

to them."

Gary walked around the corner from where he had parked

the white truck and went into the Sinclair Service station

at 176 East 8th North in Orem. It was a self-service station

on a back street. It was now deserted. There was only one

man present, the attendant. He was a pleasant-looking young

man with broad jaws, broad shoulders, and an intent expression

that stared at you head on. He had a clean straight part

in his hair. His jawbones were slightly further apart than

his ears. On the chest of his coveralls was pinned a name­

plate, MAX JENSEN. He asked, "Can I help you?"

Gilmore brought^the .22 Browning automatic Hout )and

told Jensen to empty his pockets, and hand over his coin

changer. Gilmore said, "Go to the bathroom." When they went

through the door, Gilmore said, "Get down." The floor was

clean. Jensen must have cleaned it when he came on duty

that day. He lay down. Gilmore said, "Put your arms under

your body." Jensen lay on the floor with his hands under

his stomach.

It was a bathroom with buff-colored walls above the

chest-high green tile. It had a floor of little dull-whirtee
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tiles, and the room measured six feet by eight

feet. There was a yellow plastic wastebasket in the corner.

The sink had a soap dispenser. A rack for paper towels on

the wall, with Towl Saver printed on it, was attached to

the wall. There were small mirrors above the sink, and the

toilet had a split seat with slats for the thighs. It was
the kind of toilet you could find in an isolation cell. A

small metal-framed window looked to the rear of the station.

An overhead light was in the wall.

Gilmore brought the automatic to Jensen's head. He let

the muzzle touch the head. "This one is for me," he said.

He fired. "That one is for Nicole," he said to the

dead man, and fired again. The body reacted each time.

Then he stood up. There was a lot of blood. It

spread across the floor at a surprising rate as if a large

vessel had just been emptied. A little of the blood sperebe-r-ed.

on the bottom of Gilmore's pants.

He walked out of the restroom with the bills in his

pocket, and the coin changer in his hand, walked by the big

Coke machine and the phone on the wall. It was a real clean

gas station. Jensen had been smiling all the while.



It was quiet on the street. The truck was parked on

a little back street in Orem, April thought it was probably

Orem, It was probably quiet. She couldn't tell because the

radio was on so loud. Except she could. The trees looked

quiet. There was a long night just sitting there.

After a while Gary came back. She had been sitting

in the white truck smoking a smoke and waiting for Gary.

"Come on," he said, "let's go."

Just working along, Colleen had accomplished more that

day than ever before*

She did the ironing and the cleaning and the dishes,

worked in the garden, picked the beans. She'd been planning
to wait up for Max but ^-wh-i-le before it was eleven o'clock,

■ft.
she was tired and climbed into bed.

On the edge of falling asleep, she felt like somebody

was knocking at the door, but when she opened it, nobody

was there. She thought it was probably a cat. It was still

too early for Max to be home. She went back to bed, fell

right into sleep.
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Gary took April to a drive-in theatre. As they pulled

up, she saw Cuckoo in the title and thought they would see

"The Sterile Cuckoo" with Liza Minelli. April had always

thought she looked the way Liza Minelli must feel inside,

so she was looking forward to The Sterile Cuckoo. But as

they stopped at the ticket booth, she could see in the light

that Gary's pants had blood on the cuffs.

They parked. He skewed around a little in his seat and

said he was going for a leak. She could see him rummaging

in the back of the truck. It looked like another pair of

pants to her. Then he went off to the men's room. "One of

the things I hate most in life is going to the bathroom,"

she told him crossly. To herself, April was saying, "The

FBI look in on houses to see if people are committincr crimes,

Through the TV, you know."
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Watching the movie, while Gary was gone, she began to

think of the night she was raped. She was down in the

street in Hawaii with three black fellows and they said

there was a party going on, a good party. There would be

cocaine and they would all get high. She was fascinated

with the high class looks of their pad, but the red couches

aggravated the problem of her odor. She sweated when she

did a drug and the odor was very bad. The black boy called

Warren told her she stunk; she guessed she was wet and she

stunk. She turned purple inside from those red couches and

black people and started to dance around. They asked her if

she wanted to take a shower, She said yes. Then she was in

the tub and wet and streaking through the place. She was

naked, and she was dancing. "I think I'm a nymphomaniac,"

she said. "You're a maniac?" they asked. She said it again

slowly and they asked, "Info with a maniac?" She replied

haughtily, "You are trying to make myself and my face black."

She danced with them right on the floor and they danced her

right down to the floor and hurt her pretty bad. She was

bleeding all over the place. Like a whore. Warren was

forceful on cocaine, he was awful mean. Even when he relaxed

he was hard in her. She was hallucinating so bad that the one

called Bob had his face come together at the top and the bottom 



while his nose wib-wobbled from side to side. They kept
raping her. One time, two times, three times, intercourse.

Then they turned the lights off and she saw Bobby. She

was sitting on the floor and he said, "Why don’t you sit on

the couch? Get high, don’t sit so low. Think of yourself

not so low, you knowJ1 Then he was on top of her and she

was screaming to the song. She thought he cared enough not

to let his friend do it, but he made her feel unloving, like
she couldn't hear the harmony. Then she went to sleep on

the bathroom floor.

On the way back, they walked her a little way and she

asked in the morning for some flowers, standing on the side­

walk.' She was thinking of how much it had hurt, and how

much it hurt now. But she liked it. The twist they gave

was vertigo and she was a turntable once the motor started

and Satan could dance in the whirlpool the turntable made.

Suddenly, she started seeing the movie she was looking

at. It wasn’t "The Sterile Cuckoo" after all. It was "One

Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest."

It was like all the kooks she had been seeing in the

mental hospital. Jack Nicholson bothered her enormously.

He had a numb spot just under his nose, like the numb spot

under her own nose. That reminded her of Gary and the blood

on his pants, the stiff way Jack Nicholson walked. Just



then, Gary came back. She said, "Let’s blow this place. I
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hate the movie. Fucker's freaking me out."
Gary looked disgruntled. "This is one movie," he said,

"I wanted to see again."
"You insane fool," she said, "don’t you have any taste?"

At eleven o'clock in the evening, a man drove into the

Sinclair service station at 800 North, 175 East in Orem, and

served himself twelve gallons of gas and one quart of oil.

He couldn't find an attendant so he left his business card

with a description of what he had purchased. A little later

Robbie Hamilton who lived in Toelle, Utah, stopped off at

the same service station. After filling his tank with gas, 

he went to the open door of the grease-room and hollered,

"Anybody home?" No.answer so he went back to the car. His

wife told him to knock.on the restroom door. When he re­

ceived no answer there, he pushed the door open just a crack

and saw a lot of blood and two feet. He did not enter. He 

just called the Orem City Police Department. It took them

fifteen minutes to get there. Mr. Hamilton did not know

where he was at. Being from Toelle, Utah, he was not

familiar with Orem, and had to describe the location in 

general terms to the dispatcher.
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-irtm ir-- hir'-

£AM^^ua^PBrenda was ready to go to bed when there

was a knock on the door. It was Gary with this strange

little girl.
"Well, cons," she said, "where you been?" ■

"Oh," he smiled, "we went over to see ’One Flew Over

the Cuckoo's Nest"'. "You didn't see that again," asked (

Brenda. "Well," Gary said, "she hadn't seen it."

Brenda took a good look at the girl. "It looks to

me," she said, "as if she wouldn't know what she's seen."

.Gary said, "This is Nicole's sister, January."

,.-r. The girl got mad. She came alive for the first time,

said, "It's April." Gary chuckled. Brenda said, "Well,

April, May, June, or July, whatever your name is, I suppose

I'm glad to meet you." Then she said to Gary, "What's wrong

with her?" Brenda was hardly in the mood for a visit. This

girl looked awful.

"Oh," Gary said, "April's having flashbacks from LSD.

She took it a long time ago, but it keeps catching up."

'Ishe's sick, Gary," Brenda said. "She's awfully pale."

The girl looked at her then, and said she wanted to go to the

bathroom. Following her, Brenda asked,’’Honey, are you all



right?" The girl said, "I just feel sick to my stomach."

Brenda came out to Gary and said, "What’s going on?"

He said nothing in reply. Brenda had the impression

he was nervous but careful. Very nervous, and very careful.

He was pinching his fingers in a way Brenda had never seen

before. Also he was sitting once more on the edge of his

seat, as if he was concentrating on every sound in the silence.

April came back and said, "Gary, man, you really scare

me when you act like that. I can’t take it."

"What scared you, honey?" Brenda asked.

. April said, "Gary, man, he really scares me."

Gary drew himself up then, "April, tell Brenda I

didn’t try to rape you, or molest you, or anything of this

nature."

"Oh, man, you know I didn't mean that," April said.

"You’ve been nice to me tonight. But man, I really get

afraid of you."

"Afraid of what?" asked Brenda,

"I can't tell you," April said. There was something

so broken-assed about it, that Brenda was now getting ill

herself. "Gary,what have you done?" she asked. To her

surprise, he kind of winced.
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"Hey," be said, "let’s drop itl Okay.?"

J* Im«vy »x •? ***•»*• ** X*** *fc^ c*
* 0—^fajLaitLuClZgn' I talk to you in the other room?" >—

A **#»’»•. 4. O*ry **• • •* «t***r*
When he got her to the kitchen, ne said, ’’Look, I know John 

is just out of the hospital, and you guys won't be gettinn

your check right away from the hospital insurance, so,

listen, prenda, I got a little dough. Could you use fifty?"

"Gary, no," she said, "we've got groceries. We'll

make it,"

Gary said, "I really want to help,"

Brenda said, "Honey, you are generous." She knew what

he was up to, but she was moved in..spite of herself. Ridi­

culously moved. She felt like crying at the fact that even

in this phony way he could think of her a little. Instead,

she said, "Keep your money, 1 want you to learn to handle

your money." Saying that, she was suspicious as hell, and

looked at him out of the side of her eye, and said, "Gary,

where in the hell did you get that cash?"

"A friend of mine," said Gary, "loaned me four hundred

dor my truck,"

"I think you stole it."

"That's not very nice," he said,

"If you didn't rob somebody," said Brenda, "I guess it's

not very nice."o



He took ahold of her face and kissed her on the brow

and said, "I can't tell you what's going on. You don’t

want to be involved."
"All right, Gary," she said, "If it’s that bad, you

don’t have the right to involve my family in your bad affairs."

"Okay," he said, "fair enough." He wasn't angry. He

just walked out of the room, took April, and went to the

truck. Picked April up by the elbows, so to speak, ushered

her out.

... . Brenda found herself following. He had a half gallon

of milk in the back of the truck and a bunch of clothes with

a rag wrapped around them. She said, "Gary, you’ll tip

your milk over. Let me fix your milk." He said, "Don't

touch it. Leave it alone!" "All right," Brenda said,

"spill your milk. See if I care." She kept wondering what

there was about the bunch of clothes that he didn't want her

to see. My God, he had made no secret of his guns.

When Gary asked April if she wanted to go to a motel,

she said she just didn't want to go home. So he beaan

driving around. April was guiding him and they soon got lost.

Then they got lost again. They were on one back road or



another. Just as he discovered he had come all the way from

Orem to Provo by back roads, he ran' out of gas.

The car came to a halt on a deserted part of Center
Street between the exit from the Interstate and the beginning

of town. He got out and plunged into a little ravine off

the road and hid the gun, the clip and the coin changer under

some bushes. Then he headed for the nearest store.

Wade Anderson and Chad Richardson were at the 7-11

grocery down on West Center Street looking to cash a check

when this fellow came up to them. He said if they would take

him to a gas station, he would give them five bucks. The

fellow looked all right, except he was kind of tired and

reminded Wade of a few of his buddies who would get wired out

like that even though they were just in the second year of

high school. Anyway, this fellow was in a hurry the whole

time. He gave up the five as soon as they got in the truck

and sat by the window kind of looking out. He kept saying

that his girl was sitting alone in the truck and he didn't

want no one to hassle her, especially cops, she'd mouth off.

They said, Well, okay, you know, we'll hurry as quick

as we can.' The trouble was, when they got to the gas station

that was open, sure enough they had no gas can. Wade then

said, they could go to his house and get one. The guy said,

Well, we gotta hurry.
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It took a few minutes and more to go up Center Street

over to the east side of town, get the can out of his folk’s

garage, come back to the gas station. After they returned

to his truck, Wade started pouring the gas in. Since he was

trying to get a little better at talking to girls, he sprung

up a conversation with them every chance he got and now just

chatted with the one in the truck. Out of the corner of his

eye, he could see the fellow who gave them the five walking

down to this little ravine below.

-<■- The fellow had borrowed a flashlight from Chad’s truck,

and was now flashing around in the field looking for this

or that.

Wayne said to the girl, "How you doing?" and she looked

at him very seriously and said in this big voice, "Are you

Gary Gilmore's son?" He said, "Oh, no, ma'am, I'm...I never

met him before tonight," and about that time he saw that the

fellow in the field had found what he was looking for, and

then Wade saw him pull a pistol out of the bushes, and a clip

with it, and a coin-changer and come walking right back to

the truck. He even slammed the clip into the handle of the

gun. Then he ptit it under the seat with the coin-changer.



Chad had'been standing back a little, watching Wayne pour gas,

arid they just kind of looked at each other. Wow.

After they finally got the gas in, this fellow said,

“Thanks a lot" and got ready to take off. Went to start his

truck and it wouldn’t go. They primed the carburator with

the little drop of gas left from the can, it still wouldn't

start, he obviously had wore the battery down. So they gave

him a push with their truck. That was it.

Back on the road, Gary said to April, "No more of your

smart-ass. I want a fancy place like the Holiday Inn." He

turned onto the Interstate and bore down the two miles to

the next exit.

"I'm not going to fuck you," April said. nI’m feeling

too paranoid."

"I've got to go to work in the morning,"" Gary informed

her. ".We'll get two beds."

Frank Taylor, the night auditor at the Holiday Inn was

at the front desk when a tall man and a young woman came in

under the portico, got out of a white truck, and came walking

toward him. The woman was holding aloft a long Olympia beer

can as if she were the Statue of Liberty. Frank Taylor

thought, here comes a real case. Since he was not only the
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night auditor but doubled as a desk clerk, his next thought

was that he wasn't going to get a lot of auditing done early

tonight. This airl didn't look like she'd quiet down too
/a -H-

soon. Still, when the tall man came over^about the rates,

and register, he seemed sober.
The girl kept asking sarcastic and snippy questions of

Frank Taylor. Did he like doing this for a living?- Were

there bedbugs? Then she inquired for the ladies' room. The

moment Frank Taylor said, Across the lobby on the left, she

started going down the hall to her right, Taylor was almost

yelling by the time she disappeared. The tall man only smiled.

He was hardly surprised she was going in the wrong direction.

A couple of minutes later she came back and passed across the

lobby the other way. The tall man asked where there was a

place to eat, and listened carefully to the answer that the

Rodeway Inn two doors down was open 24 hours a day. Then he

reached into his pocket, pulled out an awful lot of small

bills and paid for the room in advance.

Taylor assumed they were shacking up but that was not

really any of his business. You could get in a lot of trouble

if you were inquisitive of guests who came in. Just once,

ask a married couple if they were really married. So it was

established practice that a guest who came in and paid for a

double room presented no problem. Anyway, this man signed his

name in large block letters* GARY GILMORE* "BpuulJh ■

1"rr1UL rg



At the switchboard Frank Taylor inserted the plug

to room 212. Gilmore was calling down to say he'd gone

out in the hall and put some money in the machine to buy

toothpaste and razor blades and Alka Seltzer, but the

machine had not worked.

It never worked, thought Frank Taylor. He got the

items out of the supply case and walked along corridors

with green carpeting and yellow-brown walls, past brown­

plywood doors, past an ice chest and a candy vending machine.

He went past an iced-drink machine and reached Room 212.

When he came to the door, Gilmore had on red slacks and no

shirt, was barefoot. Gilmore reached into his pocket and

took out a big handful of change, kind of held it down as

if to scrutinize it, then picked out what he needed for the

brush and the paste. Taylor couldn't see the girl, but 

listened to her giggle as the door closed
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"My lips like a big mouthApril said. She walked

away from him and added, "I had a chance to go ice skating

once, but I didn't want to. I was afraid I'd fall and one

of those shoes would cut me in the mouth." Walking around

the room she started taking off clothes. She felt as if

they were congesting her. First her peasant blouse, then

her levis. Walking around in her bra and her panties, she

felt better. "Did you ever get up at four in the morning,

Gary, and make cookies?" He was lying on the bed a<*d-t^k-=a?ng»
A

Kio tiae=Q»=JMK» marijuana. He just waved a hand. Then he sat

up and burped. A look of pain came over his face, and she

thought of his stomach suddenly and knew he had a bellyache.

His stomach was no better than a barrel of gasoline that was

burning. He looked at her and made a face and reached for

the carton of milk he had brought with him. He took a long
swig of the milk. "Hey, kid, let's unwind," he said. "i'll

give you a massage and you give me one."

"The FBI," she said, "look in on houses to see if people

are committing any crimes in the houses. They do it through

the TV, you know." She lay back on the bed and her head was

spinning. The room was awful. It was like a motel room she

had gone to with a rich man, awful. She had felt so alive

that night because the plastic was so dead.

"Gary," she said, "I feel like I almost died tonight.

I feel like I really did. Gary, give me a toke. I'm kind
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of messed up." He passed her the stick and she sucked in.

She must have taken a trip because there was Gary kissing

her face, waking her up. "Leave me alone," she cried. He

gave her a little kiss and she said, "Gary, you and Nicole

were meant for each other,"

"Nicole can go get fucked,"

She started to get up and walk around, remembering the

night in Hawaii when she was walking around and Bobby and

Warren were massaging her and dancing with her and then Gary

was sort of giving her a massage, walking behind her. He

walked right behind her, his legs locked with hers as if

they were in prison lockstep, and they walked around the

room that way with his thumbs massaging her shoulders and

the back of her neck. After a little while she began to feel

very close to him and whispered, "It isn’t very good for us

to do that. Sissy wouldn’t think that was very good." In

her head, she decided to turn on the radio and listen to

Paul McCartney. "Open the door and let them in," went the music

in her head, and she and Gary turned into Paul McCartney, a

couple of times. It got to be a carnival. Gary would smack

her from behind, or finger her panties, then he would growl

in her ear like a lion. She'd think of rich men in motels and

kick off his hand with her elbow. She would say, "Fuck you.

I don't want to hear about it. Let me sleep."



"We're sleeping standing up," he would say.

It.was just like they were a king and a queen and

she began to get pleased at the thought of them sleeping

each in a separate great big bed, deep in a sleep that gave

a very heavy feeling, like pictures she had seen in the

Bible of demons coming down from space to torment people

on this planet and really tear us apart from limb to limb.

She could picture not millions, but thousands at least in

the sky coming down like eagles on mice. She felt all this

coming down in a very bloody sense. It was awful. She and

Gary were walking around the room together while thinking of

different mates. Then Gary tried to turn out the light and

she flipped it on again. He smacked her. "I said put the

goddam light out."

All the while he was crawling on her, giving her a

back massage. She saw a flying man in the air when she

closed her eyes, a man flapping his arms. He had about eight

arms on each side and was flapping them, an evil force,

bringing disease and everything else that was like Satan,

the strongest, to earth.

Now she knew there was something wrong with the way

Gary was giving her a back massage. He had changed his
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personality. Gary was always so manly around her, more manly

even than her father, the master, and now she could swear

that Gary had turned female and was crawling on her from

behind with this back massage. If she would turn around and

look at his face, he would be a woman. He was feeling her

in order to feel his own breasts, his own belly. April

could feel a woman's presence behind her. That turned her off

cold, man.

"Let's go to sleep," she said. He didn't fight. He

got into his bed and she got into hers, and he turned out the

lights and she lay down in the dark and looked up at the

sparkle on the ceiling. It looked like a thousand stars in

the sky, and she couldn't stand the smell in that room and

turned on the lights. He said, "Turn off the light, I need

some sleep. "

She lay there some more, and he came over to her bed

in the dark, and tried to make her. She didn't know if he

was serious or not. They just scuffled a little in the dark

and he tore her underwear, but she held the pieces together,

and said, "No." She said, "Gary, I don't feel like doing

this." She said, "Gary, you're losing your mind." she said,.

"Sissy, Sissy, Sissy wouldn't think this is very good." At

last he gave up, and she lay there in the dark.
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Deep down in sleep, the first thing Colleen knew was

that somebody was knocking on her door. It kind of startled

her. She didn't know what time it was. It was not a

heavy, but a light knocking. She got up, put on her robe,

it was a bright purple robe, pulled it about her, and walked

'to the window that was set in the door. She turned on the

porch light, and then she was very scared.

When she had passed the kitchen clock, it was 2 o'clock

■ in the morning and Max was still not there. Now, outside

the window were five men, and the first was President Kanin
ktr

of^ Stake, She was still groggy from waking up with Max not

there beside her.

She opened the door now at 2 in the morning. President

Kanin said, "Colleen, may we come in?" He was wearing a suit

o
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and the other men were in summer shirts.

President Kanin put his arm around her shoulder and

said, "Colleen, Max won't be home tonight."

She looked at him, still feeling puzzled and yet from

the sound with which he said it, she received a feeling

that Max would never be home again. President Kanin said,

"There's been a robbery at the station and Max has been shot.

She asked, "Is he dead?"
All five men nodded their heads. President Kanin said,

"Is there someone you need to call?"

She cried for a minute. It wasn't real to her.

President Kanin helped her to sit down on the couch.

At this point, one of the two men she didn't know,

said to President Kanin, "Will she be okay with you?" When

the answer was yes, he and the other stranger left. She

realized they were plainclothes policemen.

President Kanin helped her dial home. No one answered

It was then she remembered her parents were camping and had

left that morning. She dialed Max' parents. The lady who

answered said Max's parents had also gone camping, but she

would get in touch with them. President Kanin now asked if

there was somebody else she could call and Colleen,said,



"My cousins," They lived across the street from her parents

in Clearfield, When she reached them, they said they'd

drive right over. That would take an hour and a half.

In the silence, Bill Farnsworth, who owned the service

station said, "Isn't it awful that a dishonest act would

take Max's life? Here he just spoke on honesty last night."

She heard that distinctly. It came through the space of

the silence.

President Kanin now asked her if there was somebody

who could stay with her until the cousins arrived. She said

there was a girl in the ward who lived two trailers down.

They called her and she came over. The three men left.

c The girl stayed nearly two hours. They lay down be­

side each other on the bed and talked. Monica was asleep

all the time and Colleen was numb. She had no desire to see

where they had taken Max's body; she did not feel like saying

"Let me go to him," she just sat and talked to her neighbor

and it all seemed unreal, she would talk for a while, and

then it would come back. It was a quarter to five when her

relatives came.

April had taken out her earring, and in the dark

she was using it to stick herself in the neck. She had this 
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dreara that one day she was going to take an injection in

the neck and end it all. She wanted to know what it felt

like. So she kept trying the point of the ear-ring post

against her neck.
In the morning while it was still kind of dark, Gary

moved over to her bed again, tried one more time. Not that

hard. Then he drank more milk. It certainly was love he

wanted more than sex, but April knew she could not let Sissy

down by making it cause Sissy still loved him as much as

once she told her she had.

By 6:30 when Monica awoke in the dawn, Colleen was

saying to herself that she was still alive, and her baby was

still alive, and the baby had to be nursed. It would be

terrible to totally upset the baby. So she went in and

greeted Monica with "good morning" and picked her up and

loved her and gave her a bath and got her ready for the day.

- - When the light came through the window April and Gary

dressed and he drove her home. As he dropped her off, he

said, "April, whatever last night was like, I want you to

remember that you’ll always be my friend and I'll always

care about you."

She went in the house and nobody^wa^there^ IMaww*

April started sweeping
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the floor. Right in the middle of it she said out loud,

"I’ll never get married, never,"

"Where in the hell have you been all night?" ,

April did not answer. She just sat and stared straight 

ahead. "Were you," Kathryne asked, "with that dirty crumb 

all night 1~ng?" Joi al l (hr rir1~'r‘~ rjC ri Fc ■—y ■ ng -

qg.pieshe felt sick. My God, April was

in a trance. She didn't answer at all. "April," Kathryne
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said, "damn it! Where in hell have you been? Did you stay

with Gary all night?"

Suddenly April screamed, "Leave me alone! Can't you

leave me alone? I know nothing," She ran in the bedroom

.and was screaming at the top of her lungs. "You're nosey,"

she cried from the other side of the door.

Kathryne was just thankfuTwj^^as home. She said

to herself, "I can't do anything about it." It was just one 

more part of the wall Kathryne was holding up with her

life.



x/ Debbie Bushnell
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The only fight Debbie and Ben Bushnell ever had, came

during the first spring Debbie was pregnant. She was

feeling off, and Ben kept wanting to take her to the doctor,
FA® fov

but there were eleven kids over that afternoon from tihe-1
55&<£? <t>o GBusy Bee Day-Care Center. Ben finally raised his voice a

A
little. At that point she told him he bugged her. That

was the worst fight they ever had. It hurt him real bad.

He sat down and wrote a sweet letter to her.

Debbie was hardly five feet tall and didn’t weigh . a

lot more than a hundred pounds. She came from a family where



her father was six-three and her mother and brothers and

s'isters were all small. Ben was six-five and weighed one

hundred and ninety when they were married. Two years later,

he weighed two-ninety. At two-fifty, he would still have

looked good. The way a professional football tackle can
look good. At 290 he looked big and fat and fine to Debbie.

He was always on a diet or splurging off a diet. He would

lift weights to try to keep in shape.

they lived well. They

had steaks in the freezer, and loved to go out and get pizzas.

They also made the best pizzas at home. Ben would cover every

square inch with meat and cheese. They dressed well and they

managed to meet a $100 payment on their PintOj Ben

could have been the huge man who gets out of the little Pinto
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who was their first priority, and they had each other. That

was all of it. It was enough. r

Debbie knew little about matters outside the home. She

knew a lot about plastic pants and disposable diapers and

anything to do with the care of children. She was terriffic

at taking care of kids in the day care center.

Since she didn’t have a license, however, she couldn’t

go to the grocery store, the laundromat, or drive anywhere

without Ben.
/she was also dependent in financial matters. She didn't

know what bank accounts they had, or which debts. She lived

in a world where she took care of children^a^ babies^

and <e^»the5* house- Mda
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■was^b^rn^there was one stretch when

managed a quick food restaurant fa-

began to get a bad

feeling about doing that forty-five mile drive in each

direction day and night

would

work at BYU on the maintenance crew, plus any cleaning jobs

he picked up. Seto

a -a- crgb~

whatever spare time Ben found, he would do work as a home 

gegHe would^et home ig»irtwo A.M.

the winter when the roads were icy. Ben

wi-th -h<=F
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Sundays, and

It was rough in
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teacher for Bishop Christiansen. If a widow needed some



electrical work or simple plumbing,if her walk required
shovelling or her.windows cleaned, why, Ben would help with

it. He must have checked on the needs and well-being of

five or six such families a month.

With all that time spent driving, Ben leaped to take

the. position of Manager at the City Center Motel when it

came open. It paid a minimum of $150 a week plus an apart­

ment, the business was there for him to build. It was

not a large motel, and not very new, and it was not on a

highway, but^he could still end up drawing as much as $600

a week. In addition, they could have all the time they

wanted together.

Debbie wasn't so happy about working in a motel at

first. It meant they had to give up the house they had just

rented, a cute little house, with low rent around $120. Be­

sides, they had changed places about five times in the last

two years. Nonetheless, Debbie told him that if he really

wanted the new job, she would go along. Debbie didn't care if

they never moved, and Ben was always looking for somethino

better.

They became motel managers. Their clientele was mostly 

Q tourists, or parents coming up to see their kids at BYU. So



-486-

the majority who stayed at the motel were quiet. If occasion­

ally a couple looked like they weren't married, Debbie didn't

exactly approve of it, but tried instead to give them a nice,

noisy, dirty room.
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After a while, Debbie began to enjoy the motel work more

than she'd expected. There was lots of time together. After

the morning rush, things were quiet again. Nothinrr much 

would happen until evening when the majority of people checked

into the motel. Ben began to talk of going back to school^
$0^ h'y
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CTF^TT^WBSWPBh*? almost nothing ever went seriously

wrong. Once Ben had to apologize to his next-door neighbor,

Vern Damico, because Vern’s driveway had gotten cluttered

with materials from a little construction they were doing

in the Motel. But Ben apologized, got the carpenters to

keep their stuff well away from Vern’s house, and afterward,

relations with the Damicos were all right.
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around town to drum up

business. He wanted to get the name of the place well-known

--City Center Motel. He worked out special arrangements with

a few of the larger motels to send their overflow. He had

an arrangement where the clerk would receive a dollar for

each guest sent Ben's way. Ben even left special discs with

the clerks to give to anyone coming over, as a way of identi­

fying the particular clerk. After the larger motels filled,

CITY CENTER was always the first small place to put out a

NO VACANCY
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They were never afraid of being robbed. It didn't

seem part of the motel situation. Bennie's uncle had once

been held up while working in a jewelry store but that was

the nearest a robbery ever came to them. Once in a great

while, they talked about what they would do if they had to

face a gun. Ben had never gone hunting or used a fire-arm.

He said that a little bit of money wasn't worth, you know,

risking your life for. He would do what the robber asked.

d



-489-

His first thought was that

Gary had done it. Then he heard the voice say that^Jensen

had been killed with a 37. That gave him hope,. The Browning 

automatic was a .22.

C fa o°
Gary was at work when Je© got there and seemed normal.

It wasn’t that he was exactly relaxed, but then he had been

oh edge from the day he broke up with Nicole. This morning

he was just normally on edge, rather than giving promise of

soon being out of his head.

Later Bji^morninc, Spencer got a call from a lady «bh=>
id orfe

who said she had an apartment for Gilmore to look at.

If he was going to take the place, he had better come by 

around noon and give a deposit. Spencer felt that if there



was any chance left for the guy, it was to get out of Spanish

Fork and learn to live by himself. So he told Gary to take

the afternoon off. The sad truth of the matter, Spencer
thought, was that he was happier now when Gary wasn’t around.

Craig and Gary didn’t have a chance to talk until right

before the lunch break. But as they were slowing down about

a quarter to twelve, Gary said, "Want to pitch pennies?"

With this, he pulled out a handful of change. It sat there

in his palm,, a mountain of change. After Gary left to see

the apartment, Craig couldn't help but wonder if that was

change from the service station murder. Of course, last

night's murder was in the air.

Gary stopped at Vai Conlin’s to thank Rusty Christianse

for pretending to be the landlady with an apartment for Gary.

Vai took the opportunity to remind him that he better get

the money for the truck.

Gary went by Vern and Ida's to ask if he could take a

shower^ Ida, however, was just leaving the house, and she

wanted to be able to lock up. It got complicated. Before

they had figured it out, Vern came over and suggested that

that they could lock the house and leave if Garv would take

his shower in the basement. Vern felt something was wrong
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with Gary. He had a funny wild-eyed look. On the other

hand, he was also looking a little- hurt that they were

locking the house on him.

Soon after lunch, Vai Conlin got a call from Gary.

Gary was stuck with the truck.

"What are you talking about?" asked Vai.
He had lost his keys. He was down at the University

Mall, and he needed somebody to come and get him since he

couldn’t lock the cab. He had stuff in there he couldn’t

leave.

Vai sent Rusty Christiansen. When she pulled up in

the parking lot, Gary was sitting there grinning. "Got

the boss’ car, huh, baby?" he said.

Rusty was certainly - good-looking. The various

assumptions Gilmore was now making that she was the boss's

girl didn’t please her. Nor did she think much of his acumen.

The car she was driving was her own blue Thunderbird and

it wasn't all that new.

Still Gilmore started making up for it. He got almost

too gallant opening car doors for her. He had a great big

pair of slalom water skis sticking out of the window of his

truck with the price tag from Grand Central still on it.

He wanted to put them in the trunk of her car and lock them up.



Then they went looking for the keys. He retraced his

steps to the various stores he had been in. In the health

food store he found them—a great big bunch.

Walking back through the Mall, Rusty stopped in front

of Kiddy Ville. Her little girl collected Madam Alexander

International Dolls and she could see they happened to have

one in from Spain that she'd been looking for. So Rusty

said, "Have you got a minute?" and he said, "Hey, you know,

sure." They walked in and two old salesladies were clear

down the other end of the store. Rusty waited and waited—

must have waited five minutes long. Nobody ever acknowledged

they were in the place. Gilmore was getting nervous. She

could just about feel how painful it was for him to wait

when he wanted to reach over and take it. Finally he said,

"Which one do you want?" She told him. He smiled. He said,

"Don’t worry about it." Then he opened the case, took the

doll, took her elbow, and out of the store they went. There

was a bright red satin dress on the doll and there was Gary

holding it in his hand, saying, "Well, you know, it's really

cute."

Rusty didn't know if he was showing off, but at this

stage of her life, nothing was going to shock her. She just

wanted to get out of the mall before the security found them.
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There were more than a few of such cops around. As they

went around the long way in the parking lot, Gary said, "You

know, you’re really a pretty cool lady. You handle every­

thing really good. You don't fall apart," When she nodded,

he said, "I've been looking for someone to work with."

"Oh, that's nice," Rusty said. She just wanted to get

to the car. She'd already decided he was a hair unbalanced,

so she certainly didn't want to insult him. "I'm glad you

think I can handle things," she said.

"You're not bad looking," he said, "but you're too old

for me." Looked at her critically. "How old are you?" he

asked.
''l'm 27," Rusty said.

"You don't have a little sister, do you?" Gilmore

asked.

Rusty thought, Lord, if I did, she'd be locked in the

basement!

Gary said, "It's really too bad but you're just a

little too old. I like younger girls."

"Well," Rusty said, "that's my loss."

Since Gilmore wese? stopp£^ to pick up a couple of

six-packs^ she got back to VJ Motors before^hiiC-’-llHey^"

she said, as she came in, "don't do.this to me any more,

Conlin. You go next time." And told about the water skis.
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Gary came in with the loot. "I don’t want no water
skis, Gary," Vai Conlin said. "They're worth," Gary told

him, "$150."
"Hey, Gary, I don't have a goddam boat. What do I

want water skis for?" When Gilmore set them down in a corner,

Vai said, "When are you going to take the shit out of your

Mustang so I can clean it up and sell it?"

"Take a look at the water skis," Gary said.

- - "Hot?" Vai asked.

Gary said, "What difference does it make?"

Vai said, "Do you understand that I'm not a hock shop?

I don't want hot merchandise. I sure as hell don't need new

problems."

"Well," said Gary, "I thought it was a good buy."

"They're not worth a turd without a boat," said Vai.

"Where's the boat? Just remember you owe me $400 as of

tomorrow."
Garys^said, "I'll have it."

"Gary, you son of a bitch," said Vai, "you better under­

stand this and understand this good. If I don't have the

goddam money, you walk. You won't even knowyouhad wheels."

Gary said, "Vai, you've been good to me, and don't worry.
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"Gary, you know I want to be friends. I want to have

you as a good customer."

"I’ll have it," said Gary.

"Okay," said Vai. "Fine,"

In the silence, Vai picked up a newspaper and began

reading. After a bit, he put the paper down and exploded.

■Judas Priest, can you believe this murder?" he asked. "What

kind of idiot would do it? Guy gotta be nuts, just shooting
V* I

a guy in a gas station. For nothing." It really upset

He slammed the paper on his desk. "You know, I can under­

stand a son of a bitch shooting somebody if you can’t get

the money. But anybody that would take the cash, and then

put the kid in the back room and lay him on the floor and

shoot him in the head twice, has got to be a psychomaniac—

son of a bitch! They ought to string that bastard." Conlin

heard himself raving even as he was saying it, and Gilmore

looked him back in the eye and said, "Well, maybe he de­

served to be killed."

The expression on WT face was so blank that Rusty
ke

decided he knew something about the killina. Maybe he-M
7sold a hot gun.-
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Val was yelling, "Oh, Gary, come on, for Christ's 

sakes, to shoot a kid in the head? You got to be crazy, 
man. Nuts!" Gary just said, "Well..." He got up and

asked if Vai wanted another beer. Vai said, "No, we got
some. Take it with you, Gary." Maybe it was drinking all

that beer so early, but there was definitely a pall on the

<R98^tont Court. Their meetings, sinceGary had stolen the

stereo at Grand Central, took longer now, on this hot

Tuesday in July, it lasted for over an hour. Gilmore 

finally beg@p to confide in Mont Court, and the parole officer

saw it as his opportunity to reach Err—
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Gilmore was talking about drinking, and how much he

wanted to cut it out. As Gilmore saw it, that was the only

way to get back to Nicole. He had to get back.
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========§3BH^ it was the nearest they had ever come to

intimacy. Gilmore sat there forlornly, saying in a

flat sad voice that he thought he might have problems as a

lover. It carried their relationship a step forward, Court

kind of thought. In fact, as he was leaving, Gilmore struck

a personal note and commented that Court looked to be in

good physical shape. Had he ever wrestled?

Well, said Court, he had. In high school. But there

had been two guys in his weight class who were ranchers and

they had shoulders built like wedges. He used to hate to

wrestle those two guys. They were too strong and well-

coordinated, for him. He supposed it soured his enthusiasm

that he could never beat them. He loved to play tennis,

however, Mont Court said. He played a lot of tennis in high

school.

Gary spoke of handball, and said he was good at that.

They said goodbye.
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3,

Gary spent the next few hours looking for Nicole

around Orem and Provo, then in Springville and Spanish Fork.

While he was driving over some of the roads, Nicole and

Roger Eaton were going along some of the others. She was

in a state. Before long, Roger Eaton was in a st&te as

well. The Tuesday afternoon he had been looking forward co,

wasn't turning out well.

First thing, Nicole told him about Sunday in Spanish

Fork when Gary had been there. She showed Roger the little

Derringer she was carrying. By the way she pulled it out of

her pocketbook, Roger was pretty sure she could use it if

she had to. He said, "Put that away." He never knew anybody

who began to live the way Nicole had to live.

While driving around, Roger told Nicole about the

murder at the gas station in Orem. That was the first Nicole
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had heard. She said if she had known, she wouldn't have

left her house. "I'm scared," said Nicole.

After a little while, she said, "I think Gary did

that murder last night." "Are you kidding me?" he asked.

"I think he did it," she repeated. "But you don't know

for sure," Roger said. She wouldn't answer. The afternoon

had just fallen right out of the day.

He took her to the University Mall and bought her a

pair of jeans that ran around $25 and a shirt that cost

$35. Then he took her back to her apartment in Springville

as quickly as he could and let her off about a block away.

Before she got out of the car, she warned Roger that Gary

had seen the letter he sent.

Now Roger began to think that Gary,should he ever find

Nicole, might beat her a bit, and get her to tell his name.

Then Gary would come over to the Mall where he worked. When

that thought went through Roger's mind, he said to himself,

"My ass is grass."

As they were saying goodbye, Roger couldn't help himself.

He said, "Nicole, I'm afraid Gary might find me." She said,

He'll kill you if he does



"What did you do to him?" Roger asked.

She said, "Nothing. He just wants me.

Roger said, "He must want you a lot worse than I

do, because I don’t want to get killed over you."

She said, "I can understand that."
He said,^"1 want this thing to end if it’s going to

mean my damned life or yours. Let’s just forget this crap."

It was getting dark when he said goodbye to her.

That evening over the newspaper, Johnny said to Brenda,

"Hey, they had a shooting over here." He waited for her to

read the account, and then said, "It has all the earmarks

of Gary Gilmore."

Brenda said, "I know he's an asshole in a lot of ways,

Johnny, but he's not a killer,"

Johnny said, "I’m afraid he is,"

All day at the motel, Debbie Bushnell had been nervous.

All afternoon, she kept calling her friend Chris Caffee. It 

was most unusual. She and Chris liked talking to each other
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weren't exactly close friends. Still, Debbie was so restless

this Tuesday afternoon that she kept calling. Chris finally

said, "Debbie, I have five hundred things to do. Why do you

keep calling? I don't have anything to say." Debbie couldn't

help herself; she called back two hours later. "What are

you doing?" she asked, Chris said, "Nothing. Why are you

calling?"
Debbie had been having a strange feeling from Sunday

on. It continued all day Monday and was worse on Tuesday

afternoon. Same with Ben. They had gone to visit Ben's best

friend Porter Dudson up in Wyoming on Sunday, a rare Sunday

off from the motel, and Ben had been possessed. Couldn’t

sit still all day. Rushed poor Porter and his wife Pam

through the meal and everything. Now, he had spent part of

Tuesday afternoon working on his weights and then he took a

nap. He was over whatever was bothering him, but she didn't

know what to do with herself. When Ben got up, she fixed

him a steak and a salad and they sat down to dinner. Benjamin

was already bathed and asleep and finally it got dark. She

was glad it got dark because at least they got busy. People

started coming in for rooms and then Ben turned on the TV in

the office and began to watch the Olympics. After a while

Debbie left him there to handle incoming guests and she went

back to cleaning the house.'



Gary stopped at a gas station on University Street and

Third South. It was just a couple of blocks from Vern's

house and Gary got a few gallons there often. He knew a

fellow named Martin Ontiveros who worked in the place and

in fact Gary had put in a little time that week painting

Martin’s car. Now he stopped off to ask Ontiveros if he

could borrow four hundred dollars from him, or from
stepfather^Norman Fulmer ^who ran the gas station. They told

him they'd just bought 6,000 gallons of gas that day, they

didn't have a dime to their name. Whatever was in the

station now they said, came to credit card slips and very

little cash. Gary drove off and went to Orem. On the way

his electric system started to act odd so he left his truck

at the Penney Service Station for work. He went to a lounge

hear a bowling alley in the K-Mart.

Around 9 o'clock he went back to his truck from the

lounge and drove out to Spanish Fork to look for Nicole. On

the way he stopped at a store, and the motor wouldn't start.

He had to have a push. So when he returned to Provo, he

stopped again at the gas station on University and Third South

to complain to Norman Fulmer. Not only did he have trouble

starting it, but in addition, the motor was overheating.



"Well," said Norman, "just put it in the bay. We’ll change

the thermostat," Gilmore asked how long it would take and

when Fulmer said 15, 20 minutes, Gilmore said he would do a

little visiting.
After Gilmore was gone, Martin got into the truck,

turned the key and pressed the starter. The motor turned

on with no .trouble. He checked the water and the battery,

the cables and the solenoid. He hoped the new thermostat

would keep Gary happy.

In the middle of washing the couch cushions^. Debbie

BushnelM/asked Ben to go to the store and get some low-fat

milk. She was hoping he would also bring back some ice cream,

which he liked 5»^ss=a^f, and some candy bars for hera»#:.

She began to giggle at the thought of how she must be preg­

nant again. She had certainly felt telltale craving at the

thought of a candy bar, Ben, however, didn’t want to co.

He was too interested in the Olympics.

Washing the cushions proved to be a job. She couldn’t

get the job done properly with a damp cloth. So she decided

to unzip and take them off, wash them, dry them, put them

on again. In the meanwhile, she was planning to vacuum out

the corners of the couch. She started to turn the vacuum.

Three times for the oddest reason she just didn't do it.
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She just kept looking at the label—Kirby—on the vacuum,
and not turning it on. She would walk over, but she wouldn't

turn it on—she didn't know why, she just didn't.

Then she heard someone talking to Ben in the other

room. At least, she could hear two people talking. One of

them seemed to be Ben and one an unknown voice. She thought

there might be a child outin the office, because she heard

a balloon pop. So she went out to talk to the child. No

reason. She just felt like talking to a kid.

When she walked out, she saw a tall man with a goatee.

He had been about to leave, but he turned around and came

back toward her. The craziest word went through her head.

"There's poopy-doo," she said to herself, and quickly she

turned around and went.back to the apartment.

She actually retreated into the farthest corner of the

apartment. In her mind, she kept seeing that man in the

office looking her square in the face from the other side of

the counter. She had a cold and ugly feeling inside as if

the man was after her.

Then she got herself together,, and peeked into the

office through the inch of space between the television set

and the square hole in the wall that separated the kitchen
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from the office. You could sort of squint into the office

through that space. So she just sat in the kitchen and
watched the man as he walked out the door. Then she walked

in.

Ben was on the floor. He was face down. She couldn't

even see that he was injured right away. He just lay there

and his legs were shaking. She bent over to look at him and

saw his head was bleeding abominably. She had had first

aid courses once and they told you to put your hand to a

wound and apply pressure. But this was such heavy bleeding.'

It was as if a soft wave of blood rose out of his hair. She

just put her hand on it.

■ . - She was sitting there with the phone in her free hand,

the hand that wasn't on Ben's head, and the phone was ringing^

It rang five and ten and fifteen times and a new man came

into the office and said he had seen the other man with the

gun and the phone was ringing the eighteenth and the twentieth

and the twentysecond, the twenty-fifth time. There was still

no answer. She said to the man, "I need an ambulance." The

new man didn't speak very good English, but he held the phone,

and the operator still wouldn't answer. The man went out

to call the police.



Now she called Chris Caffee. It was easy to remember

her number after calling her four times that afternoon. Then

she just sat there with her hand on Ben’s head and time

became a long time. She couldn't tell how long it was before

help came,



Peter Arroyo was coming back to the CITY CENTER MOTEL

from the Golden Spike Restaurant where he had gone with his

wife and his son and two nieces for supper around 9:30 that

evening. It was now around 10:30 and he was coming back to

the City Center Motel where they had taken a couple of rooms

for the night.

As they came along the sidewalk, past the picture window

of the motel office that looked on the street, he could see

a strange sight, When he had registered^ there was just a

large motel attendant and his small wife. Now neither of them

were visible, but a tall man with a goatee was cominc around

the counter just as Arroyo was coming up the street. The

man had a cash drawer in his hand..

As Arroyo and his family came around the turn, and

walked past the door to the office, he glanced in and the

man was looking out at him. ' Arroyo could see that ks> had

a pistol with a long barrel in the other hand.



The kids saw nothing. One of Arroyo's nieces even

said she wanted to go into the office to get some stamps.

Arroyo told them, "Just keep going," Out of the corner of

his eye he could see the man turn around and go back to

the counter. Arroyo looked no more hut went to his car.

Arroyo kept hoping that what he had seen was somebody

fooling around with a gun. He hoped he had just imagined

the scene, and there was a simple legitimate explanation

for what was going on in there.

When he came to his Matador which was parked about

50 feet from the office, he sent the girls upstairs to their

room. Then he started unloading the car carrier on the roof.

Two men were coming down the stairs and he wondered if they

were going to the office, but they were just down for ice,

and went right upstairs again.

Now the man who had the gun came out of the office,

turned left, and went up the street on foot. He walked in

the direction of the mountains at the end of town. Arroyo

went right to the office.

He could see the man on the floor, and the man's wife

next to him, but he could not see injury. He just saw



blood all over the place. The man, however, was still alive.

* could see him move a little, didn’t say anything, he

just made noises. His foot was moving a little. Arroyo

tried to help the woman turn him over, but the man was

laying in too great a puddle.

\« * . As soon as Gary left the motel, he put the 

his pocket and threw the cash box away. Then he

money in

passed

Vern’s house, took a look in the window and kept walking.

About a block from the gas station, he stopped to get rid

of the gun. He took it by the muzzle and pushed it into

some bushes, A twig caught the trigger and the gun went off.

The bullet shot his hand in the soft meat between the thumb 

and the palm. Through the middle of the shock was the pain.

It rocked through the flesh of the living and the reverber­

ations of the dead.

Norman Fulmer took a bucket of water and threw it over 

< ©

the walls of the bathroom. Then he took a big sponge and

washed the tile and scrubbed the floor. Then he went out to

see how the work was going on Gary's truck. Instead, he saw

Gilmore come back and head right to the men's room. There

was a^rail of separate drops of blood coming from Gilmore

righ^across the work-bay to the door Fulmer had just closed.

"I don't know," Norman said to himself, "I guess he ran into
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a wall or something.He just mopped up the blood

on the bay floor.

The police scanner was overhead and heard somebody

.talking about an aggravated assault and robbery. When they

gave the place, City Center Motel—which- was not three

blocks away—Norman began to listen real hard. He was in

the habit of listening to.the police scan anyway. It was

more interesting than music. The scanner was now saying

that one man got shot and another had left on foot.

Fulmer went right back into the bay and asked his

stepson Martin if he had Gary’s job put together yet, and

when Martin said that he hadn't 

thermostat out and addedjjiaving

think he shot somebody;" Martin 

even begun to get the old

heard the scanner too—"I

started putting one bolt

back in, and Fulmer screwed in the other, and soon as that

was done, they got out from under the hood, and slammed it

down, just as Gary came through the door. He said, "Got it

done?" And Fulmer said, "Yep. I got it all done." 

Gilmore got in on the shotgun side 

of the truck, had to slide all the way over to the driver's

seat. He looked nervous. Fulmer could tell he was hurting.

He was leaning over to the left of the steering wheel trying 



to get the key in on that side of the panel with his right

hand. When he finally got it started, Fulmer said, "Hey,
take care," and Fulmer said, "See you tomorrow" and Gary said

"All right" and backed out, and sure enough, he backed into

the pole that was there to prevent people from backing into

the drinking fountain, Fulmer said, "Oh, God," to himself.

Gilmore wasn't moving now with his truck and Fulmer was
thinking Gilmore still had a gun but he went back out and

slapped the side of the door and said, "Hey, looks like

you're a little wasted. You ought to go and get some Z's."
Gilmore said, "Yeah^^I^'m gonna go crash." ."All right," said

Fulmer, "take care."

As he was driving out, Fulmer got the license number,

and wrote it right down. He noticed that Gilmore turned

west on Third Street. Gilmore was probably going to drive

right past the City Center Motel. Fulmer put a dime in the

phone and called the police and told them what kind of car

Gilmore was driving. The dispatcher said, "How do you know

it’s the right man?" He told her about the blood, and then

she asked how Gilmore parted his hair. Fulmer said, "Right

down the middle. He's got a little goatee." The girl said,

"That's him," which made Fulmer realize somebody else had

given a description already. Then he could hear the scanner

telling the police the suspect was heading west from University

Avenue. At that moment, one of the cops came screaming through 
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the intersection going East. Fulmer called the dispatcher

back and said, "Hey, lady, one of your friends just went

the wrong way with the siren on," and had the pleasure of

hearing her say right over the scanner, "Turn around and

go the other way."

*: . • ' That night Vern and Ida had been sitting in their

living room next to the motel and they never heard a sound

until the sirens began. Perry Mason had been on television

first, then Ironside. Then the sirens began to sound. They

were right in front of their house. Naturally they went out

in the street to see what was happening, Vern had his clothes

on, but was wearing slippers, and Ida had an orange robe and

was actually barefooted. That's how sudden the sirens were.

Ida had never viewed a scene to compare with it. Patrol

cars were coming in every moment with their lights turning

and their sirens going. Loudspeakers kept making different

kinds of sounds. Some seemed to be blasting out orders,

others were just droning the same remark over and over, "WOULD

YOU KEEP THE SIDEWALK CLEAR, PLEASE? WOULD YOU KEEP THE

SIDEWALK CLEAR, PLEASE?" There were blazes of light, and

pools of light, and now an ambulance came up and paramedics

started coming out of it. Around everything was one great

big white light that kept circling and circling as if it were 
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looking for the guilty party. It wasn’t hard to feel im­

portant and guilty every time the light revolved past your

face. The sirens were frantic. Every thirty seconds a

new car kept screaming into the motel compound. People were

running in from Center Street three blocks away. There was

more noise than if the town of Provo was. burning down.

SWAT arrived. Special Weapons and Tactical Team. Two

teams of five, one after the other. Moving around in their

dark blue two-piece fatigue uniforms they looked like para­

troopers with their black high-laced jump boots, except the

word POLICE was spelled out in big yellow letters on their

back. They were certainly carrying some formidable artillery

--shotguns, .357 Magnums, and semi-automatic rifles, tear

gas. The night had turned cool after a hot day, but they

were sweating plenty. Those armored vests under the fatigues

were hot to carry.

In the courtyard of the motel, one guest had kicked

off a prodigious false alarm. He kept shouting, "I saw some­

body run into that room," and pointed to 115.

The police were in for it. Hardly the easiest matter

to go breaking through a door in a room with an armed killer
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inside. ’ They were sweating plenty as they stove in the

door, and maced the hell out of it. Then they put on their

gas masks. A bad business for taking on a killer. Your

vision is cut by the goggles. But they jumped through

the door. Nobody in the room. The smell of the mace, so

close to the odor of vomit, drifted out into the courtyard

of. the motel.

Outside everything was bedlam. People kept rushing

to look through the office window. They would come tearing

up, look in, and take off. At one point, a crowd got to

gather in front of the picture window of the office, and

stood there looking at the paramedics pounding away on the

chest of Ben Bushnell, He was on a stretcher in front of

the counter now. Ida had one nightmarish glimpse of the

gore. The office looked like a butcher shop.

Outside the motel, paramedics kept running back and

forth between the office and the ambulance. They wouldn't

let Chris and David Caffee inside, Chris still felt half­

unconscious. When the phone hdd rung, she and David had

been asleep. The sound of Debbie's voice screaming, "Ben’s

been shot," had been awful. Christ had said out of her

sleep, "You know, this is a really good joke for late at

night. You know, this isn't funny." Being half asleep,
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after being completely asleep, nothing made sense. They had

rummaged around the house looking to find what to wear, then

rushed over to the motel. It was only hours later that they

would see how they had gotten dressed so fast that David’s

zipper was down all night.

;■_ Now Chris worked her way to the front door of the motel

and yelled, "Debbie, I’m here." She could see Debbie, whose

head barely came over, the top of the counter, had heard,

for she walked oiit of the office back into her apartment.

Then wpCfame out of the back door. She had Benjamin wrapped

in a blanket and was carrying a large plastic bag of diapers.

Debbie threw Bennie on her, just dumped him over. Like he

wasn't real. Debbie wasn't screaming, but she looked weird.

; s Debbie said, "He’s been shot in the head and I think

he’s going to die." Chris said, "Oh, no, Debbie. Remember
when my mom fell down the steps in D.C. and craj^yed her head

open? Her head bled a lot but she’s all right now. Ben’ll

be just fine." She didn't know what to say. How many times

did somebody get shot in the head? She really didn’t know

what it meant.

Debbie went back in the house, and David looked at

Chris and said, "If he’s been shot in the head, he’s already 

gone
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About this time, Chris began to notice that the baby

was acting very odd. 13nwjnwim usually knew her and recog­

nized her. Chris had worked with Debbie so much in the

day-care center that little Benjamin had spent time with

Chris just about every day of his early life. He was

usually very lively and perky with her, but now, Benjamin

lay there like he was dead. His eyes were completely still.

Just laid in her arms and didn’t move.
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*Be*>
Vern had known Bushnell slightly. They would chat

when Vern would be watering his lawn and Bushnell watering

his flowers. One time a number of boards with nails had

been left out on Vern's driveway. He brought that to

Bushnell's attention who said, well, that shouldn't be.

I’ll get after that construction crew. Next morning they

weren’t there. That gave Vern the impression of a conscien­

tious man.

Now, a kid named Martin Ontiveros came up to Vern and

said, "Gary did it," Vern said to him, "Gary who?" The kid

said, "Gary Gilmore did it," Vern said, "How do you know

Gary did it. Did you see Gary Gilmore do it?"

"No," said Martin Ontiveros,

Vern said, "Then, how do you know I didn't do it? You
adidn't see it happen.
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This conversation was going on right outside the

motel, Vern repeated, "You don’t know,"

Vern then said, "Go tell an officer. If you think it

was Gary, go tell." Martin didn't move, but he said Gary

had just been up at the station, and had blood all over his

pants.
Vern thought, "Well, it has to bear looking into." He

saw a cop who was married to a niece of Ida's, Phil Johnson,

and he asked Phil to check. Some talk went back and forth,

on a police radio, and then Phil came out and said, "I think

it must have been him, Vern,"

"Do you think he did it?" asked Ida.

"Yeah, he did it, the stupid shit," said Vern.

Glen Overton, who owned the City Center Motel, had just

finished listening to the news and turned his TV off, when

Debbie called him. He lived in Indian Hills at the other

end of Provo and he came over fast in his green BMW, running

through just about every red light on the way.

When he frhm liLh.lL hub in uli.iijl!. ■■
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I^Shere was an unheard sound in the air like a scream
hadn't gone off.’^^1 rrr
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detective asked Glen to count the receipts and

estimate the loss, Glen told them straight out that they 

never kept more than one-hundred to one-hundred fifty dollars 

in that cash box. Anything more was concealed in the apart­

ment, $125, Glen estimated, would be the size of the loss.

At this point, the medics got ready to take Ben out­

side to the'ambulance, Glen Overton left the office, found Debbie
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and held her, tried to comfort her. So soon as the ambulance

took off, he put her in his BMW and they followed.

On the drive,
the Ul.lhuJ CHILL , TllLf'U 'A'U I I'nrro gj1.1 II Hl I'hinns In 1 lip
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digest the irony that Ben had wanted this job because it

would safeguard his life.

On the day a^.nired him, Ben had said he was working

in Salt Lake but hated the drive. He had the feeling he was

going to be killed on that drive. That if he didn't get off

the road, he was going to be dead, Somehow, Glen felt

Bushnell's conviction. There were a number of good appli­

cants, all about at Ben's level, but the intensity of Ben's

feeling that, he had to get off the road, got him the job,

Glen never regretted it, Ben was always asking him if he

could do more and more, Overton had never known a man who

was so- anxious to do more. He talked about wanting to get

his life in order, cause he didn't know when he'd be leaving.

It obsessed Ben a little that he hadn't finished college yet

and a new baby might be on the way.

Ida was on the phone to Brenda. "Honey, somebody shot

that dear Mr. Bushnell next door." Ida started to cry. In

between sobs, she said, "Somebody seen Gary runnina away.

They've identified him."
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Brenda just said, "Oh, mom." She had been walking

around with a sense of disaster all evening.

Then Ida said, "You know he'll come to you. He always

does. He'll be there."

Brenda called the police dispatcher in Orem whom she

knew pretty well, and said, "This is nothing more than a

suspicion, but I think I'm going to need help with my cousin.

Catch Toby Bath ^and have him call me. Toby will know what

I mean."
top flee cl, **■

Then they locked the doors, and Johnny got out his 22

rifle. They had hardly more than done this, when the phone

rang. It was Gary. He said, "Brenda, is Johnny home? Can

I,talk to him?" Brenda thought, "Nov? that's different.

Usually he wants to talk to me first."

, • "Johnny," he said, "I need some help, man."

"What's the matter?"

"I've been shot," said Gary, "I'm hurt. Bad. I'm over

at Craig Taylor's and I need your help."

At the hospital Glen Overton was trying to keep Debbie's

mind on other things, so he got her to call her uncle in

Pasadena, then when Chris and David caffee walked in the

emergency entrance with Benjamin, Debbie seemed to wake un
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for an instant, and asked Chris to contact Ben's bishop,

Dean Christiansen, -

At the hospital, they finally put Debbie in a little

office. She sat there thinking she had to believe in some­

thing. So she kept thinking Ben was going to be all right.

Then she realized that the doctor had come into the room with

Bishop Christiansen, and they both had been sitting there

for a few minutes. Why wasn't he with Ben? Then another

doctor was there. They were all right there. It cane in on

her slowly that they were waiting to get up their nerve.

Bishop Christiansen looked at her, and he whispered something

gently. She didn't hear it. She kept looking at his silver

hair. Then the doctor said that if Ben had lived, he would

have been a vegetable. Debbie said, "If he had lived, he

would have been warm, and I could have fed him and taken care

of him." She had never felt more clear-minded about what

she knew. "At least," she said, "I would have had him with

me."
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Vil.a A— *'• * ’•*
Ben was covered with a sheet up to his neck, but Debbie

walked forward, at first with hesitation, then put her arms

around him and hugged him. She really threw her arms around

him. They had to sort of pull her away from him. She held

on, They let her stay for thirty seconds more before they
asked her to come on out. Then they had to pull her away^J

after all.

A doctor took Chris aside, "Would it be all right if

Debbie Bushnell went home with you? She doesn’t have anyone

else in Provo." Chris said, "Well, yeah, if the police'll

check my house every minute on the minute all night loner. J

They certainly hadn't found the murderer yet.

On the way out of the hospital, a nurse followed them

to the car and handed over a paper bag with Ben's bloody

clothes, his valuables and his watch. The nurse said, "Do

you want his wedding band?" Debbie looked at them and asked,

"Do I want it?" David said, "Well, why don't you take it?"

Chris said, "If you decide you don't want it, you can have

it put back on him." They stood there waiting while the

nurse went in, and came back out, and said, "We can't get his

ring off. He's too- fat. Do you want us to cut if off or
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leave it on?" She was terrible. They said, "Leave the ring,

Debbie was getting wimpy now. She wasn't crying hysterically

or anything, but she had kind of collapsed.
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Julie Taylor had come home from the hospital that

morning- She and Craig were sleeping in their double bed,

when the knock on the door came, Craig put his robe on and

went to the window and looked, Gary was standing out there

on the porch. Just like that he said, "I've been shot."

He made a point of showing a bleeding hand to Craig, and

said that he. was in a lot of pain. He looked like he was.

Craig imagined it hurt pretty good.

■Gary didn't ask if he could come in the house and

Craig didn't exactly feel ready to let him in. He didn't

know why, he just didn't want to ask him. He thought it

might be because of Julie just being out of the hospital and

all the bleeding of Gary's hand. He didn't want blood all

over the house and Julie having to clean it.

Gary, however, didn't seem to care if he came in, or

else he understood. He just said he needed help. He had to



-527-

have a set of clothes. And he wanted Craig to take him to

the airport,
"I’ll take you to the hospital if you like," Craig

told him.
"No,” Gary said through the screen door, "I can't do

that." He wasn't the least bit boisterous or violent, but

he did say, "Call Brenda, then." Craig said, "Yeah, I'll do

that."

When he heard her voice, he took the long extension cord

that ran from the kitchen and passed the phone out to Gary on

the porch. Out of the corner of his eye, Craig could see

that Julie had already gone back to sleep.

Even as Johnny was talking to Gary, Brenda's noliceman
b

neighbor, Tony Bath, and his partner, Jay Barker, arrived

outside. They motioned to Brenda through the door. Just as

she came outside she heard an Mi-Points Bulletin on their

radio. The voice said, "He is considered armed and extremely

dangerous.' Be prepared to shoot on sight."

She felt her blood run cold. For the first time she

knew what that expression meant. She was living in ice water.

And she started to bawl. "Come on in," she said, "Gary's on

the phone."
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address that Gary was giving him, so he handed the phone to

Brenda.- and she said, "How are you doing, Gary?"

"I'm shot," he told her.
"Oh, good Lord, Gary," she said, "how did that happen?"

He told her some story about how a man was robbing a store

and there he was getting shot in the attempt to prevent it.

It was a shitty story and he was a shitty liar, he really was.

"Will you come to me?" Gary asked.

"Yeah," she said, "I'll come to you. Or Johnny will.

I've got some codeine and I've got bandages. Where are you?"

He gave her the address. She said it out loud for Johnny to
b

write down. Tony Bath and Jay Barker in their uniforms were

standing there and they also wrote it down.

It hardly improved matters that he was at Craig Taylor's.

Craig had a wife and two little children. Brenda could see

a shootout. As soon as she hung up, the cops proposed that

Johnny go over there in his truck, and they would hide in the

back;
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Johnny was thinking that if he went over like that, and

Gary discovered the cops with hint.,, everybody was going to

get wasted. He felt really scared. He discovered himself

lighting a cigarette right after putting the previous one,

which was still lit^in the ashtray and he said, "I don’t

want to go over there," It was about as good a fear as
Johnny had ever felt. On reconsideration, the police agreed

it was too risky.

Now Brenda said, "I’ll go to him, I don't think Gary

will hurt me. Just let me go there and take care of his

hand."

Johnny said, "You're not going."

The cops said no. It was flat-out no.

Brendai didn't know if she were relieved or miserable.

Johnny went down to Orem Police Headquarters with Toby

Bath and Jay Barker to see what the plans micht be. Meantime

Brenda talked to the police chief in Orem, He said,("Stall

Gilmore as much as you can. We need time." They agreed

that Brenda would keep her telephone line open, and communi­

cate with the police through her CB.

Before long, Craig was calling. He said, "Hey, Gary's

getting kind of nervous. How long has Johnny been cone?
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"Tell Gary," Brenda said, "that Johnny had to get sone
gas. As usual, Johnny’s out of gas again. Soretimes I think

he loves to run out of gas," This might pacify Gary for a

few minutes, Johnny was famous as the family character who

always had to delay everybody while he got gas.

Outside her house, there were police cars screamina

around the corners. Now, there was a lot of chaos <f*i*H*^*?

in Orem, Johnny called to say he was coming home. The

police had a plan. In the meantime, she was to stall.

Craig called again. She said she hadn't heard from

Johnny but he'd probably gotten lost on all those difficult

roads up in Pleasant Grove. People who lived in Orem, ;he

explained, had a checkerboard for streets and that got them

spoiled. They didn't know what to do with the weirdly curved

streets in Pleasant Grove where Fourth North didn't mind

getting skewed behind Third South,

She called the police to tell them what was happenincr.

Gary was obviously getting impatient. It was also obvious

to her that she felt very much like a traitor. Gary's trust

was the weapon she was using to nail him. It was true she

wanted to nail him, but she didn't want, well, she didn't

want to have to betray him to do it.
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Craig had gone outside to sit with Gary on the porch.

He was wearing his red velvet bathrobe. He turned the light

off, and they sat out there in the dark on the bungalow porch,

Craig didn’t know anything about tonight, but he did ask Gary

if he had filled the guy the night before at the service

station. Craig didn't exactly ask him, but he did say, "Gary,

if I knew you had anything to do with the murder last night,

I’d turn you in right now."

Gary said, "I swear to God I didn’t shoot that guy."

Looked him straight in the eye. He had a powerful knack of

staring you in the eye,

Gary asked him to call again. Craig went inside,

picked up the phone, and talked to Brenda a second time. She

was nervous. Craig could more or less sense she had called

the police. She .didn’t say anything like that to Craig, she

just asked if he and his family were all right, and if Gary

was being decent, and Craig said, "We're all right. He's
u

fine.

He went back to the porch.

Gary said he had friends in Washington State, and he

believed he would go in the underground. He mentioned Patty
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Craig didn't know if Gary really knew her, or was bragging,

Craig asked once more if he wanted to go to the hospital.

Gary said he was an ex-con, and they wouldn't understand.

They sat out there about half an hour just talking.

.About nothing really. Gary spoke to him about April. Said

she was a real slick chick. He was kind of bragcing, He

didn't indicate that he had had her, but he said she was

"Real nice," The longer they sat out there, the calmer Gary

got. He almost got despondent. Then he said he would send
a painting, when they got settled. He also said, "1*11 send

you my new address and you can send me my clothes and stuff."

That was because he had brought his paintings, his poems,

his manila envelope full of snapshots and all his other few

■belongings over from Spanish Fork, He said, "You can send

me all them things when I get settled,"

■To himself, Craig kept saying, "Come on, Johnny, you

son of a bitch, get here.
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When the Caffees got hone, they discovered that Debbie

was covered with blood. Chris had to take her into the

other room to change. Then Debbie wanted to make phone calls.

She wanted to call everybody. She called her mom and Ben’s

sister and all her own brothers and sisters and Ben’s friend

Porter Dudson up in Wyoming. There were a lot of people.

She just called and called. She would start crying and say,

"Ben’s been shot and he’s dead." It was like a memorized

line. She’d wait for a reaction. It was one o’clock in the

morning and she called everybody except Ben's mom who had a

heart condition.

Chris and David had a sofa bed in the living room and

they opened it up. To Chris's surprise, it was made up. She

caught herself thinking, "That's probably because I didn't

change the sheets," and David and she lay on the sofa bed

and Debbie sat in the rocking chair and rocked Benjamin.
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O

Now, it was Gary, not Craig, on the phone. He was

getting angry. "Where's John?" he asked.

"He should be there by now," said Brenda. "It’s not

that far."

. "God, man," said Gary, "he's not here."

"Well, honey, calm .down," she said.

"Cousin, is Johnny really coming out or not?"

Brenda said, "Yeah, he's coming, Gary."

She had a flash. "Gary, whatwas the house number

again? 67 or 69?"

Gary said, "No, it was 76."
"Uh-oh," said Brenda, "I gave him the wrong one/

He was getting very impatient with her. "Will you get

it right this time?" he snapped.

"Okay, Gary," she said meekly, "Johnny's got the CB in

the truck, and I've got one here. I'll wire him that he's

at the wrong address. Just hang tight." She took a breath,

"If you feel kind of faint," she said, "or kind of badlv

from the wound, why don't you go out on the porch where the

air is cool and take some deep breaths.. Turn the light on

so Johnny can find you."

"Say," said Gary, "how stupid do you think I am?"



-by­

pass out

"All right/' he said. He still must

Brenda said, nAll right, stay inside. But get by a

window where the air is cool and fresh. That way you won’t 

Coming off the phone, she began to bawl again. It

seemed so wrong to do it this way. But she called the

police department, and said, "He’s getting very impatient."

To Gary, when he called again, she said, "Listen, I

know you're in pain^ Hang loose, Don't do something stupid.

Just stay put."

Brenda was now patched in with the Provo, the Oren, and

the Pleasant Grove police chiefs and she could tell from

what the dispatchers were saying that the neighborhood around

Craig-Taylor's house was being evacuated. The police were

moving up. They were getting into position. One of the

police chiefs wanted to know which room Gary was in and she

told them, she thought he was in the living room. Was the

.light on, he wanted to know. She said, she didn't think so.

Just then Gary called back again. "Hey, if John ain't

here in five minutes," he said, "I'm splitting."
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"My God, Gary," she said," are you on the run or some­
thing? If you haven’t done anything, be patient."

Gary said, "I’m leaving in five minutes."

She said, "Be careful, Gary. I love you."

He said, "Yeah." He hung up.

Back to the police, she said, "he’s coming out. I

know he's got a gun, but for God’s sakes, try not to kill

him." Brenda added, "I mean it. Don’t.fire. He doesn’t

know you’re there. See if you can surround him." She didn't

know if she was reaching anybody.

After the last call, Craig just talked to Gary through

the screen in the window, until finally Gary said, "Stick

your head out through the screen and let me see your face."

That was the moment that Gary said, "You know, you'll never

beat me at chess." He acted, right then, like he knew he'd

had it.

The way Gary's friendship with Craig Taylor had began

was that one day Craig had found himself stranded at work,

and Gary drove him home. Having found out where Craig lived,

Gary had begun to drop in on him after work, and would stay

just long enough to play a game of chess. Craig wasn't that

phenomenal a pl.ayer, but he certainly never beat Gary. They'd

put the board on a white chair and Gary would get on his knees
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and go at it wholeheartedly. He took the game seriously He

loved it every time he won.

Now, he shook hands with Craig and said, "Well, they're

never coming, so I'm leaving," They shook hands, thumbs up,

pretty good handshake, -Gary still looking Craig in the eye,

and then he dropped off the porch and went out to his truck.

Craig turned the porch light off, and watched him go down

the road. Then bv went back to the bedroom.

For a little while, Brenda got the play-by-play. A

voice came over the special channel on the CB, and it said,

"Gilmore's leaving right now. I can see the truck. He's

pulling out right now. He has the lights on." Then she

heard a little more. He was heading down to the first road­

block. She didn't know what happened next, but somehow he

seemed to have just driven around that first roadblock. He

was out and he was loose in Pleasant Grove.

She heard somebody from the police say, "I've got to

cut you off now," Cut her off, they did. For an hour and

a half. It was all of that before she knew what had happened.

After Gary left, Craig and Julie sat talking for a

little while. Craig said, "I think he killed somebody. Not

tonight, that is, but last night."
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Craig now called Spence McGrath and told him that Gary

was in trouble, and he thought the police were after him,

Craig was concerned that Gary might try to come over to

Spencer's place. He wanted to warn him, X7hen he told

Spencer what had happened, Spencer said, "Wow, that's kind of

wild."

After they hung up# Spence went looking for his deer

rifle, got it out, and he had it laying right next to the

door while he and Marie were sitting watching tele­

vision.

There were lights through the window and Craig went

to the door and the cops said, "Come out with your hands up."

They searched the house. They still didn't believe Gary had

not been inside. Julie appeared in her bathrobe, but the

cops weren't all that courteous, The kids slept through

the whole thing.

Craig had given Gary a cloth to catch the blood from

•his hand. T-7hen the bleeding slowed down, Craig had thrown

it in the garbage can. Finding it, the cops were confirmed

in their conclusion that Gary had been insiSe, Craig kept

telling them he hadn't.
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They went through the house, and found Gary’s clothes

and Gary's drawings, and said there'd be an officer up to

take a statement.
A little later they changed their mind and told Craig

to drive down to Provo and give a statement from there. He

was up all night.

All the while Gary had been talking to Craig, the

police had been setting things up, A SWAT team from Provo

had come over; another five officers from Orem, and a few

from Pleasant Grove, a couple of County Sheriffs and Highway

Patrol and they met at the Pleasant Grove high school and

established an impromptu command post right there. Since

there was every chance of a shootout, they had decided it was

better to start cleaning out the area around Craig Taylor's

house. That meant tip-toeing from door to door, waking people

up, getting them out of the neighborhood—it was going to be

tricky. In the meantime, they set up a roadblock on a couple

of the streets leading away from Craig Taylor's house.

When the word came down that somebody was driving away

from Craig Taylor's house in a white truck, everybody was

expecting a vehicle to come barrelling through going fast
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out of hell. What fooled everybody was that the white truck

just drove at a moderate rate of speed, slowed down and then

went right around the roadblock. It wasn't that heavy a

roadblock; just a barrier across half the two-lane, and a

police car parked to the side, close enough to be able to

describe each driver. After the guy in the white truck had

driven past, it was reported that he was a man in a white

truck with a goatee. Then it registered. It was him. Two

of their vehicles took off after him.

A couple of the cops stayed right where they were. At

the time they were thinking that the first fellow might have

been a decoy leaving the scene in hopes everybody would chase

after him. Then Gilmore could walk right on out of the house.

The trouble with a roadblock is that it was too much of

an invitation to a shootout. So Lieutenant Peacock, who was

running the operation from the command post at the Pleasant

Grove High School, had already told his people to let any white

vehicle go through if there was some doubt. . Next thing he

heard all the news about the white truck leaving the Craig

Taylor home, passing through the roadblock, and that the

driver did look like Gilmore.jirFrom his position at the high

school, he could actually see the truck just a few hundred

yards away, driving east toward the mountains on a street
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called Battle Creek D^ive. Going along at no great speed,

in fact, Maybe it was five or ten miles over the speed limit,

which was only 25 miles an hour right there. Peacock radioed

for a car to follow, and when he heard that all vehicles in

the vicinity were locked or tied up, he got into his unmarked

patrol car, and proceeded after him. within a few blocks

he got near enough to see the truck ahead. Since he had

been radioing his position, another car driven by Ron Allen

fell in behind him at that point. The vehicle Peacock was

driving was a plain 1976 Chevelle four door sedan, also

white, a basic model. Of course, if the man in the white

truck was familiar with the Orem city police, he would know

it was a police vehicle, but there was nothing to see on the

exterior. The oscillating light was behind the windshield

mountain on the dashboard and the two red lights were con­

cealed behind the grille. Naturally, he didn't have any

lights on at this time.

They went along for a couple of blocks on Battle Creek

Drive. Then the man in the white truck made a right hand

turn and started going west down a long gentle grade on an

■empty country road at the edge of Pleasant Grove. There

were just a few houses on either side, but he was heading

back towards population. At that point, another patrol car

had come up, and Peacock decided he now had sufficient
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assistance to make a stop on the truck. While the road they

were on was not real wide, it would be broad enough for three

cars to get abreast. So, at that point, he radioed for the

other two to come up on the left hand side of him, and they
turned on their spotlights at once, their overhead red lights

and they blasted out with their PA system: "DRIVER IN THE

WHITE TRUCK, STOP YOUR VEHICLE, STOP YOUR VEHICLE." The

truck wavered, slowed down, came to a halt. Peacock opened

his door. He had a Remington 12-gauge shotgun in the front

seat. But, instinctively, he came out with his service

weapon.

The white truck stopped in the center of the road. As

Peacock got out of his car, he stood behind his open door. He

could hear Ron Allen commanding Gilmore to put his hands up

right where he was sitting in the driver's seat of the white

truck. Put them up, so he could be seen through the rear

window. The man hesitated, Allen had to order him a third

time before he finally lifted his hands so they could see

them. Then Allen told him to put both hands outside the onen

driver's window. He was to open the door from the outside

latch. The driver hesitated again. Then he finally obeyed.

Once the door was open, he was told to get out of the truck.

By now, Peacock had walked around in back of the Chevelle, 

and was standing out of the line of the headlights, on the
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right hand side of the road where it was dark. He had his

weapon ready. He knew the suspect-couldn't see him for MM

eyes would be blinded by the lights of the car. The other

officers were still standing by their patrol cars each be­

hind an open car door for protection.

As the man walked a step or two away from his vehicle

he hesitated again. They told him to lie down on the road,

but he hesitated. At that moment, his pickup truck started

to roll down the incline. They commanded him again to lay

down, but he kept hesitating. He was actino like he didn't

know whether to go after the truck or to lie down. A.t this

point, Peacock holler.ed, "LET THE TRUCK GOg" Then he bellowed,

"LAY DOWN IN THE ROAD IMMEDIATELY. LET THE TRUCK GO." The

man did. He lay down.

The truck rolled along the street for 100 feet and then

another hundred,'and then slowly, gently, almost thoughtfully

went off the shoulder, through a fence, down a pasture, and

came to rest maybe 200 feet after leaving the road.

Now all three officers came walking along the blacktop,

weapons out. Peacock had his service weapon, the next officer

had his; the third was holding a shotgun.

When they reached the man who was lying face down on

the pavement, Peacock put his. gun away, and frisked the man
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lying on the ground. At the same time, Officer Allen began

to read off his Miranda rights, All this while the suspect

hadn't said a word,
"You have the right to remain silent and refuse to

answer questions. Do you understand?" asked Allen. The man

nodded.
"Anything you say may be used against you in a court

of law. Do you understand?" asked Allen, <^The man nodded,

"You have the right to consult an attorney before

speaking to the police and to have an attorney present during

any questioning now or in the future. Do you understand?"

asked Allen,

The man nodded.

"If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be provided

for you without cost. Do you understand?" asked Alien.

The man nodded.

"If you do not have an attorney available, you have the

right-to remain silent until you have an opportunity to con­

sult one. Do you understand?" asked Allen,

The man nodded.

"Now that I have advised you of your rights, are you

■willing to answer the questions without an attorney present?"

asked Allen. He had asked each of these questions in a pene­

trating voice, like a referee giving instructions at a prize

fight.
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At this point, Peacock was putting handcuffs on him,

and the man said, "Be careful of that hand, it's been hurt.

Be careful of my hand," Peacock fastened the handcuffs,

and turned him over and began to go through his pockets. He
had upwards of $200 in small change and currency in various
shirt pockets and pants pockets, and he certainly had a wild

look in his eye, like, an animal in a cage that seems to be

saying, "What am I going to do now? What's my next move?"

All the while they were going through this procedure,

Peacock had the feeling that the prisoner did not make any

move without looking for the possibility that a moment would

come and he could use itT^-Wiili-A U'rtfTBe

Vu*,1 iaylwj :xt thing
dW?'1’ ^ven though he had the fellow handcuffed, Peacock re­

mained completely on guard, almost as if he were still cap­

turing the fellow. It was because he got such a sense of

resistance from the way the fellow hesitated every time a

command was given. Of course,, he also looked dazed.

A number of people had begun to come out of the nearby

houses on this road and stood in a cirle staring at the captive

like he was some kind of wildcat in a bag. Peacock had been
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concentrating on the prisoner so much that it was almost

with surprise he saw they had an audience. At that point

the man in the handcuffs looked around and saw Gerald Nielsen

who had come up in another police car and was now standing

next to Lieutenant Peacock and the prisoner spoke up suddenly

and said, pointing to Nielsen, "Hey, I'm not going to talk

to anybody but him."

They took Gilmore over, and put him in the back seat

of.Lieutenant Peacock's car and Gerald Nielsen got in with

him, Nielsen said, "What's going on?" and Gilmore said,

"Hey, I'm hurtin', you know? Can you give me one of those

pills?" He pointed to the official plastic bag where they

had put the money and the pills and everything else they had

taken from his pockets, and Nielsen said, "Well, we'll take

you down, get you taken care of," They drove off.

Sissy was staying in the house with Kathryne and the

kids when the police arrested Gary on the road right outside

their house.

What an upsetting evening they had spent. April had

taken off again, and it was hot beyond belief all day. They

had left the doors open and the windows open. They kept

waiting for April to come back. They watched television and

the pressure in the house got so great and Kathryne and her
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sister Khthy were so upset they couldn't even go to sleep.

They let the others bed down wherever they wanted, but they

just sat around talking, scared to death. In April's con­

dition, anybody could kill her. After a while, Sissy took

the kids and went to sleep in one bedroom on the floor. Kathy

and Kathryne went to Angel's bedroom and sat there talking

on the bottom bunk bed. They didn't want any light on, just

sitting there. Worried talk, like where in the hell could

April be?

Then all of a sudden, a floodlight went right on across

the bedroom window. My God, they didn't know what was happening.

A huge loudspeaker boomed in, sounded like a hucre loudspeaker.

It was shouting, "YOU IN THE WHITE PICKUP." Instantly, it

jumped to Kathryne's mind: Gary. "Oh, my God," she said,

"it's that crazy Gary." Then they heard the loudspeaker say,

"AT THE COUNT OF TOO, PUT UP YOUR HANDS, PUT UP YOUR HANDS."

And a voice saying, "Get ready to open up on him if he doesn't

obey."

At that, Kathy and she hit the floor at the same instant.

They could have been soldiers, they did it so instinctively.

The bedroom was bathed in light for a second as the spotlight

circled around. Then Kathy crawled into the kitchen, and

turned out the kitchen light. They could see red lirrhts
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flashing everywhere outside, then the circling light went

out, and they could look out the window, and Kathryne couxd

see the white truck. Police were walking up the road carrying

guns, my God, the guns looked long! Someone yelled, "They

got him!" Sissy woke up then, and she started screaming

and carrying on. Kathy grabbed a hold of her and Kathryne
said,"Sissy# don’t go out there. You can't go out there,"

but Nicole broke loose and was out. They ran right behind

her and Sunny was with them, and Nicole walked over to where

Gary was laying on the ground, With all the lights on, he

looked like he didn't know what was going on. He was looking

around him with a dazed expression like "What's happening?"

and the police wouldn't let Nicole up close. She just stood

a distance away looking down at him, and one of the cops

started questioning Kathryne and asked, "Do you know him?"

Kathyrne said, "Yeah, we know him." And the cop said, "Well,

he was coming here. He was right about up to your driveway

when we got him. You were lucky," the cop said. Then one

of them said, "I think he killed a fellow the night before

too." That's when panic hit Kathryne, They still hadn't

found April. And now Nicole looked like she was out of her

mind.

With the cops outside and the loudspeakers going, and

the white truck there in the field through the trees, Nicole
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was shaking. Because, man, that was the moment when everything

came down. She knew they had found the murderer who had killed

the man last night and the murderer was right there. Gary

was handcuffed but he didn't even see her.

She didn't know whether she wanted to go up to him or

not, and when she started, a cop stopped her, and she didn't

feel like fighting a cop, she just stood there, watching them

handcuff him, watching them point all those rifles at him.

Then she went inside and there was nothing in her. She remem­

bered how the truck had begun to roll just as she came out

the door, and he had tried to reach in and set the emergency,

and they told him just get out and hold his hands up, and

the cops had let the truck go. Nicole felt like a zombie.

When she came back inside, she was shaking and screaming

and crying. She took his photograph and threw it in the gar­

bage. She said, "That crazy son of a bitch, I .should have

killed him when I had the chance!" Now she shouted, "Why
didn't I kill him? Why didn't I kill him?" She was going

through all kinds of changes. She knew no love for him that

night, not after the police had gone away. She had vacated

the love over these weeks. She lay there and things went

through her mind like a broken record. Sentences they had

said to one another played over and over.
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Toby Bath called Brenda and said, "We've got him. He's

u
in custody." "Is he Okay?" asked Brenda. "Yes," said Toby,

“he's fine." "Anybody else get hurt?" asked Brenda. "Nope,

nobody got hurt. We did a good clean job," "Thank God," said

Brenda. She had never been in a more shattered state. Just

sitting there trying to keep from shaking, she couldn't even

cry. She said, "Oh, Gary's going to hate me. He's not too

happy with me anyways. But now he's going to hate me." She

was more worried about that more than anything.



XII Gerald Nielsen on July 21
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After the arrest, they took Gary to the hospital, and

as they drove along, he said to Gerald Nielsen in the rear

seat, "When we get alone, I want to tell you about it."

Nielsen said okay.

It alerted to look for a confession. The first

decision Nielsen had to make was whether he was going to

play the good or the bad policeman. Should he be kind or

was it best to be.stern? Most of the time on the way to the

hospital, they were silent, but Gilmore did say a couple of

times, "When you get a chance, I want to talk to you about

it, you know."

At the hospital, they proceeded to doctor him. The

Provo police had.already called to say they wanted a metal

detection test on his hand, but Gilmore refused to do it. He 
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said to Gerald Nielsen, "I want to talk to an attorney first.

Gerald said, "Well, we'll get you an attorney, but he can’t

help you on that. That's legal evidence."
Gilmore said, "Do I have a legal right to refuse it?"

"Yeah," said Gerald, "you can. And we always have the legal

right to do it by force." "Well," said Gilmore, "you're

going to have to force me," He swore a couple of times and

cussed and hollered and said he wasn't going to do it, and a

couple of times Nielsen thought it might end up in a brawl,

but finally he consented. The tests revealed he had held

metal in his hand, Gilmore replied, "Well, I had to do sone

filing today at work. I'm sure that's what it is." It must

have been four in the morning before they got to the Provo

city jail.

While the doctors were putting the wet Plaster of Paris

on Gilmore's hand, Nielsen decided to take a gamble and said,

"Put a ring in it, will you, so we can get the handcuffs on,"

Gary said, "God, you've got a sense o-p humor." Nielsen felt

it had gotten them started.

Noall Wootton, the prosecutor for Utah Countvjwas a

small guy with light hair, a high forehead, and a larcre nose

that looked like it had once been flattened. He was usually

a bundle of energy. When he got stoked up, he was like a 



tugboat chug-chug-chugging on any behemoth assigned to

him.

In Noall Wootton's opinion the best lawyer he ever

met was his father. Maybe for that reason he could never

go into a courtroom without a stomach tied in knots. He-
felt as if his true judge was his conscience, and so he cared

about his faults. He had won cases and still felt badly

because they hadn't been up to what they should have been.

For that reason he was more than careful to observe the

legal amenities on the night they brought Gilmore to the

Provo City Police Station,

On Tuesday night, or rather Wednesday morning at 1:00 A.M.

when the call came in to Wootton's home that the police had

a man in custody for the motel murder in Provo, Noall immedi­

ately called an investigator and a deputy. Hearing the

suspect was not yet at the jail but at the hospital being

treated for a wound in his hand, he sent a deputy to the

hospital and proceeded himself to the murder scene. Once

there, Woo-^on spent an hour and a half directing the search

for a gun. Having talked to the service station attendant,

Martin Ontiveros, and found out that Gilmore had come in

bleeding, he found a trail of blood, leading back to the

motel, and they followed it to its origin near a bush on
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the street. They looked into the twigs and there was a

Browning automatic 22.

About this time Wootton got word that Gilmore was
leaving the hospital to come to the Provo police station.

Wootton was therefore sitting on the desk in the detectives'

room wearing his boots and levis and not looking very

official, when Gilmore was brought in looking pretty messed

up. His arm was bandaged in a cast and his hair was mussed.

His Van Dyke goatee looked kind of wild in that situation,

and he had a glassy stare in his eyes. He was looking pissed

off about the whole deal. "Pissed" was the legal word for

it, Wootton would say.

Gilmore was particularly angry that he had chains on

his feet. But, he looked like the kind of guy to make

Wootton glad there was a bunch of burly cops around. Chains

and all, he would not have wanted to be alone in that room

with Gilmore.

Just so soon as Wootton learned that the only man Gil­

more would talk to was Gerald Nielsen, he took the Lieutenant

aside and told him the strategy he thought to use, which was
to calm Gilmore down, get him into a befriending type of

thing, and be sure to advise him of all his rights. Make
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sure he was unintoxicated, or at least not under the influence

of alcohol, that he knew where he .was and what he was doing,

that he was coherent, and rost important, not to put pressure

on him, just talk to him.

Wootton then recorded the conversation that Nielson had

with Gilmore, and had a transcript made of it, Wootton
actually listened to the conversation through a speaker in

another room. He was' taking care not to have a direct role

in the investigation. He didn't want to get into a dialogue

with Gilmore because such a conversation could easily become

evidence, and then he might eventually have to get up on the

stand. Since he was going to prosecute the case, he didn't

wish to be in court wearing a second hat.

TRANSCRIPTION FROM TAPE
BETWEEN GARY GILMORE AND
GERALD NEILSEN, July 21, 1976 5:00 A.M.

GILMORE: I want to ask you two or three questions. What am
I being held for?

NIELSEN: I don't know except I suspect armed robbery. I'm
almost sure that's what it is. Like I say, I believe from
what I've seen and heard tonight,,.the thing that concerns
me...

GILMORE: What robbery?

NIELSEN: The one here in Provo tonight at the motel and the
one last night in Orem at the service station.

GILMORE: You know, I aan account for last night real well,
and I can account for tonight..<
NIELSEN: Not too well, Gary.



GILMORE:. Yes I can 1

NIELSEN: You know, here you are, there at the scene/. ..I went
and had some work done on my truck down at Penneys. Vou'll
see the receipts in the glove box, and I did some drinking.
The truck kept stopping so I took it down here. . .and told
them, "Listen, I'll leave my truck here and I'll pick it up
in the morning and go to work and go down here and rent a
room." I walked in and this guy had a gun on this guy. I
grabbed it and he tried to shoot me in the head, and I pushed
the gun up, and it got me in the hand. By that time, we
was about outside, so I just went back down and got my truck
and went out to Pleasant Grove. . .

NIELSEN: That's your sto-ry?

GILMORE: That's the truth.

NEILSEN: I don't believe it, Gary, I really don't believe
that, and I know that you know that I don't. . .

GILMORE: I'm just telling you what happened, . .

NIELSEN: You know that story doesn't convince me, okay? I
can't understand why. those people got shot. Why did you shoot
them, Gary? That's what I'm wondering.

GILMORE: I didn't shoot anybody.

NIELSEN: I think you did, Gary, That's the only thing I
can't understand.

GILMORE: Listen, last night I was with that girl all night.

NIELSEN: What girl?

GILMORE: April Baker.

NIELSEN: April Baker? Where's she from, how can I get in
touch with her?

GILMORE: She lives in Pleasant Grove, She was with me everv
minute. Her mother will tell you that I went over there and"
picked her up pretty early in my truck. See, I was going with
her big sister, you know, who used to live out in Spanish
and we busted up, so I went over to show them my truck and
April said, "Take me down here to get something for mv
brother," and I said, "Do you want me to drive around and
drink some beer,"and she said, "Yeah." She don't get alono with he
mother. She said, "Okay," so we drove around and drank some beer,
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smoked s
work in
Fork."
to Provo

ome weed, and I said, "Let’s get a motel, I have to
the morning." She said, "Go out here to American
Well, I couldn’t find one, so I ended up coming back

NIELSEN: Which place?

GILMORE: Holiday.

NIELSEN: At the Holiday? Did you sign in on your own name?

GILMORE: Yeah, we stayed there until about 7:00. I took her

it.

NIELSEN: 7:00 this morning?

GILMORE: Yeah, then I went to work.

NIELSEN: What time did you pick her up?

GILMORE: 7:00. 5:00. 7:00, I don’t know. I don't have a
watch. I don't like to wear watches.

NIELSEN: Was she with you when you stopped at the service
station out there?

GILMORE: I didn’t stop at any service station.

NIELSEN: Gary, I really think you did.

GILMORE:1 * I didn't.

NIELSEN: You saw that .22 automatic out there on the way in?

GILMORE: I seen a gun laying out there.

NIELSEN: Have you ever seen it before?

GILMORE: No.

NIELSEN: Well, if it's registered to you, you're sunk.

GILMORE: It ain't.

NIELSEN: Okay. I don't know, Gary. I can't. . .

GILMORE: Hey, that's what happened. I know you don't believe

NIELSEN:
I think :

I really don't, Gary. I really don't, I really don't.
you did 'er, and I can't understand why you ended up
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shooting the people. That’s what I can’t understand,

GILMORE: Listen, . ,
NIELSEN: Gary, that’s really the way I feel,
GILMORE: Do you think I'd shoot a person with that girl?

NIELSEN: I don’t know. If you left her in the car down at
the corner or she didn't know, that’s another matter.

GILMORE: You can talk to her. „ .

NIELSEN: How do we get a hold of her? . . ,

GILMORE: She lives with her mother, . =

NIELSEN: Can you tell me how to get there?. . ,

GILMORE: I can give you a phone number—785-4712, She might
be kind of hot that I had her daughter out all night, but I
don’t. , ,

NIELSEN: April Baker,

GILMORE: She was with me all the time.

NIELSEN: How old is she?

GILMORE: Eighteen. . . ..

NIELSEN: She’s of age then, I don't know, it just looks
bad, Gary, „ «

■New-Gary, went—i.nto-a—long—descr-i pt-ion—that—s?epe€rted—how~h'g
had cpAnt—h-74?—day--- Ni"e±s^n~interrupt-ed—him-s,
•NSEbSEN: ^Can you describe the robber?

GILMORE.: He had long hair, dressed, you know, in levis, a
brighter jacket, you know, a levi jacket,

NIELSEN: I'll check that, I'll check it, but I don't believe
that. I think as it stands, especially with your past record,
I think they have a good case of robbery against you. I still
can't understand why they were killed, I can't understand that,

GILMORE: Can't understand what?

NIELSEN: Why they were killed, I can't understand that.
Gary, why were they killed?

GILMORE: Who?
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NIELSEN: The guy in the motel and the guy out there. . .

GILMORE: I didn’t kill anybody.

NIELSEN: I don't know, I think so.
GILMORE: Like I told you, I knew just where I was at every
minute.
NIELSEN: What if I go check with these people and they say,
"He's feeding you B.S.?"

GILMORE: They won't.

NIELSEN: You sure? Everybody will say that?

GILMORE: They might tell you a little different times or
whatever.

NIELSEN: What will April say if I ask her about 10:30 last
night?

GILMORE: April's a little spacey; she's been out here at
the. . .

NIELSEN: What if I ask her last night where she was at 10:30—
if you and her ever stopped by a service station in Orem. What
will she tell me?

GILMORE: I don't know; she's a little spacey. When she was
young, some guys took her out and gave her some acid without
her knowing it and raped her, and she:s been up here at the
place with her mother, you know.

NIELSEN: Does Nicole know that you've gone with April or have
you and Nicole broken up again? . . .

GILMORE: What I just told you was personal and private. I
don't know what she'll tell you. April was with me every minute
last night. . . I got lonely for Nicole, so I just went by and
got her little sister. First I just stopped by to show her
my truck, and April wanted a ride. We got to necking and laugh­
ing and giggling, and I kept her all night. Well, look, that's
it.

NIELSEN: I'll check it, I'll check her.

GILMORE: I ain't going to tell you nothing else without a
lawyer. That's all, can I eat?
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NIELSEN: , It's getting close to breakfast time, you hungry?
I'll tell them.

GILMORE: My hand still hurts too.
NIELSEN: It's getting close, but I'll tell them to fudge a
little bit and give those to you a little early. He said around
7:00, but we'll try it a little earlier than that. Gary, I'll
check it, okay?

GILMORE: Talk to my aunt down there.

NIELSEN: That's your Aunt Ida?
GILMORE, Yeah, 130 West 300 South. My Uncle Vern's shoe re­
pair on University.

NIELSEN: Okay, I'll check with them.
GILMORE: Yeah, you check them out and you know I don't know
precisely what times and what the people might say.
NIELSEN: Without an attorney and off the record, you wouldn't
answer what I asked you a while ago.

GILMORE: What was that?

NIELSEN: About why they were killed when you left.

GILMORE: I don't know why they were killed. I didn't kill
them.

NIELSEN: I hope that's true because that just worries me, that
part. I can't understand it. I can understand the other. I
can understand the stick-up thing.

GILMORE: I didn't stick nobody up, and I didn't kill nobody.

NIELSEN: Is it all right if I come back this afternoon to
talk to you after I check on some of this? I'll see what time
they feed breakfast. I don't know their policies; they're
going to keep you.

GILMORE: How about just telling them to give me those other
two pills so I can go to sleep. I know they're going to keep
me. I'm not charged yet though or booked or whatever.

NIELSEN: Yeah, they'll be doing that though. They'll be
fingerprinting you though. They'll want to have you for a few
days. Hope that gets better, okay? But I'll want to come
back and see you later.



GILMORE: I ain’t killed nobody, and I ain't robbed nobody,

NIELSEN: Gary, I hope not but I have a hard time believing
otherwise. At this point I have a hard time believing other­
wise,

GILMORE: Will you check these thinas out and check the paraffin
:test?

:NIELSEN: I'll be back, okay? Anything else?

-GILMORE: I'm hungry, and I'm in pain,

2ar IM
When Wootton got home^Wednesday morning, he had about

decided to charge Gilmore with first degree murder on the

motel case. While their only thumbprint on the weapon was

."too smudged to check out, the paraffin test had certified

that Gilmore had recently held something of a metallic nature
in his hand.

Also, they had a witness, Peter Arroyo, He had seen
Gilmore Ln the motel with the gun and the cash box. It looked

. . tpromising to Wootoon.
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"Fine," said Gary, In a cold voice, he added, "How

come you didn't come?"
"I was scared," said Brenda, "Anyway, they wouldn't

let me come,"
"What about John?" Cary asked.
"They wouldn't let him come either, Gary. I'm sorry,"

"You betrayed me," he said,
»I didn't want to see you smeared all over Highway 89.

I didn't want to see the policemen I had sent out there to
have their wives left as widows. They're my neighbors."

She took a breath and added, "You're alive, aren't you?"

"What in hell makes you think I want to be? It would 

have been a lot simpler if they'd wasted me out there."
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"I love you," Brenda said. "I didn't know any other

way to round you up, without you getting hurt."

There was a long pause and then he said, "Well, I need 

some clothes." 

"Why?" she asked# "did they take your clothes?"

"Yeah," he said. "Evidence."

"I'll bring some to you."

He said, "I gotta have them by ten o'clock."

She said, "I'll be there."

He said, "Okay, Coz," and he hung up, just that

abruptly.

She went down to the Provo City Center where thev had

the jail, the new modern building on Center Street with the

dark brown stone, It looked a lot like the modern Orem City

Center with the dark-brown stone •, that also had a jail. She

took some of John's work clothes down. She knew she wouldn't

get them back, and she didn't want to give away John's best

things.

When she got there, they wouldn't let Brenda anywhere

near him. Had him in some dungeon downstairs. Told her

she couldn't see him because he hadn't been arraigned yet.

o
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Mike Esplin, the court appointed defense attorney,

looked a little bit like a rancher. In fact, he came from

a ranching family. He was a nice height, pleasantly built,

and wore a small brush mustache He would have been a good



looking man but for his eyes, which appeared a little tired

and were a watery blue-gray. He was, however, dapper in

his dress, real dapper: a gray shirt, red tie, a gray-plaid

suit with a red stripe.

The first he heard of Gary Gilmore was when the Clerk

in the City Court of Provo called to say the judge had

asked that Esplin come oyer, if he could, for the arraignment.

It was no problem; there was hardly a lawyer in Provo

who didn't have offices within a block or two of the court.

But things were moving so quickly, Mike didn't have an oppor­

tunity to discuss anything with his new client before the

procedure began. In fact, he only met him in the court room.

Of course, there was nothing unusual about that. Sometimes

a court-appointed lawyer wasn't even there for the arraign­

ment, They had probably called him in this early only be­

cause it was a first degree murder case. Esplin, therefore,

only had a chance to go up to Gilmore and introduced himself,

before they were standing together in front of the court as

the charges were read.

Then they went to an anteroom. There was a brief

opportunity to chat. But the scene.was confusing. There were

four or five officers and a few news people there.
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Gilmore seemed ill at ease. He immediately said to

Esplin, "I'm new in the area and I don't know any lawyers

here," Then he said he had no funds.

Since Esplin wanted to interview him a little more

agreeably than this, they were moved down to the holding

cell in city jail, a small room with two bunks, 8 by 8.

Gilmore seemed paranoid at that point as if someone might

be listening in on a bug. They whispered, therefore, to

each other in low voices while Esplin took notes. Gilmore

told him he had gone down to City Center Motel and happened

to walk right into the robbery,

When Esplin asked Gilmore why he didn't go to the

police to report the robbery after he got shot, Gilmore said

he was an ex-con and was afraid they wouldn't believe him.

That was the first time he mentioned to Esplin that he was

an ex-con. They story sounded to Esplin like a bunch of

bullshit.

After the interview, Esplin went back to his office

and called a few people to find out who would be good to get

for the other attorney. When separate lawyers told him that

Craig Snyder did good defense work, he called Snyder whom

he knew slightly, and asked if he wanted to be involved. He

would be doing this, he explained to Snyder, as part of his 
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regular salary, $17,500 a year, as court appointed attorney,

Snyder, however, would be paid $17.50 an hour for legal work
and $22 an hour for court time, I ^Esplin then went back to

the jail around noon, saw Gilmore for a moment and told him

the name of his new attorney. He also mentioned that he had

heard Gilmore was going to be charged with the Jensen murder

Gilmore looked him in the eye and said, "Mo way, man."
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Once Gary had been arrested, and the police had driven

off into the dark, and Kathryne was alone with her family

again, Nicole kept saying that Gary was crazy and she should

have left him a long time ago,

The next morning she cried quite a bit. She kept

saying, "that crazy bastard, that crazy bastard." She'd say

that every now and then. They were uptight all that day.

Their imagination even had them wondering if Gary had done

something to April. Maybe a buddy of his had picked her up.

A little later, they went over to see Craig Taylor thinking

maybe April was there. Just trying to trace what her move­

ments might be.

A little before noon, the Orem police called and said

they wanted Kathryne and Nicole to come on down.
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Nicole was pretty deliberate and cool and kind of flat

when she came into the station. Her voice was quiet. She

told Lieutenant Nielsen that she had had some fights with

Gilmore; that's why she had left. You know, she was afraid

of - him. One time, she said, she had had to get out of the

car and run down the highway because he had started to choke

her. Then she told Nielsen that she knew where Gary had

gotten the gun. He had stolen it from Swan's Market in

Spanish Fork and she added, "I can't tell you much more than

that." "Look," said Nielsen, "I'm not going to prosecute

you on it," Then she told him that Gary had given her a

gun for protection, but after a while she felt like she wanted

the protection against him.

Yet, before the interview was over, she said, "Please

don't tell him I told you these things because. . ." she

paused here and her mind seemed to slide away to get control

of herself, as if she were fighting something a distance

from this room, and then she said, "because I still love him."

She sighed. A little later they drove over to the apartment

in Springville and Nicole turned over the Derringer and a box

of bullets.

o
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fli'fln he reNielsen began to look into what

evidence they had gathered. Two casings had been found under

Jensen's body, and one in the blood by Bushnell's head. Those

were useful acquisitions, because the markings for an auto­

matic were definite and easy to identify, ». I1W

^?ow?"^"they*Zould tie the gun to Gary, the case

was solid. The checking-out looked oood.

Nielsen went over to see Gilmore about five in the

evening. They had moved him already to the county jail

which .was one old jail. It was dirty. It was funky, it

was noisy. It was a real slammer and Nielsen had a real

interview.

it» hail
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since that moment on the road in Pleasant Grove when Gary,

handcuffed and under shotguns, had nonetheless said, "I1 m, #

not going to talk to anybody but him."^rf?t that instant,

Nielsen had a strong feeling he had learned to trust that

there would be a good chance to get a confession, and he had

gotten quickly and not at all unnaturally, into the role of

the old-friend type. _ _
Actually, he had found that one of the more interesting

sides of police work. When he was a patrolman, Nielsen had

done some undercover work in narcotics. There had been a

working agreement then with the Salt Lake City Police. Be­

cause Orem was then relatively small, its police were well

known, and any undercover work they needed had to be done

by importing officers from Salt Lake City. In turn, Orem 

paid their debt to Salt Lake by sending some of their own cops

up to do part-time undercover there. That was how Nielsen

first got into it. His appearance, however, presented a

problem. He had been a Scoutmaster in a Scout troop for

seven or eight years and you could not say he did not look

it. His solid substantial build, his early baldness, his

eyeglasses and his red-gold hair, his look of being earlv in

his middle-age--he was the kind of man who would anpear to

be between .35 and 45 from the time he was 28 until he was

well over 50.—gave him the appearance of a businessman, rather

than a fellow who might be dealing in drugs. For cover,
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therefore, he had pretended to be a Safeway meat-cutter, a

job he knew something about, since he had cut meat when he

was working his way through BYU, He even had a union card.

In Salt Lake City he became known for a time as the meat

cutter who went looking for dope to have a good time on the

weekend. That worked, -we ra n 1 known

—i-orAi-umi nny^whar h~e mTrfiT-buy."
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So he was accustomed to playing a role from time to

time. He liked it. The thing is, in this role he was .supposed

to show compassion. From past experience, he knew, however,

that at a certain point it wouldn't be a role altogether.

He would really feel compassion. That was not an uncommon

experience between an investigator and a suspect.

.Nielsen began by saying that Gilmore's story, unhappily,

was full of holes. They were checking it out, but it did not

add up. Nielsen asked if it would be all right if they talked.

Gilmore said yes. Then he stared at Nielsen and said "I've

been charged with a capital offense and I'm innocent and

you're all screwing with my life."
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in turn, talked to=itio about a few experiences

in prison. He spoke of the fat girl with whom he was in

love, who died. And he told Nielsen of the time they had

given him too much Prolixin and he had swelled up and couldn't 

move and felt like a zombie. He told how prison demanded of 

you to be a man every step of the way. Then he asked a

little more about Nielsen's background, and seemed interested

to hear that Nielsen had a wife and five children»
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virion, LliuL ~iuj in t: irr ~ V'r ji How did Nielsen

become a cop? He didn't seem much, like a cop. Well, actually

Gerald explained, he had planned on being a science and

mathematics teacher when he went up to Brierham Young Uni­

versity from the ranch at St. John's, Arizona, but he was

a devout Mormon and in his church work he met a detective 

on the police force whom he liked and he got interested and

he took a job as a patrolman.

Ko p c

Now he was a detective, Gilmore remarked. Yes, in a

little more than ten years he'd risen to be first a detective,

then a sergeant, and now a lieutenant. He didn't say to

Gilmore that he'd taken courses at the FBI Academy at

Quantico, Virginia.

Well, that was interesting, said Gilmore. His mother

had been a Mormon, too. Then he paused and shook his head.

There was a crack in his voice, and Gilmore said with feeling,

"It's going to kill my mother when she finds out." He shook

his head. "You know, she's crippled," said Gilmore, "and I

haven't seen her for a long time."

"Gary," said Nielsen, "why did you kill those guys?"

Gilmore looked square in the eye. Nielsen was used

to seeing hatred in a suspect's eyes, or remorse, or the kind

of indifference that could lay a chill on your heart, but
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Gilmore had a way of looking into his eyes that made him

uneasy. It was as if Gilmore were looking through him,

staring all the way to the bottom of Gerald Nielsen's worth.

It was hard to keep Gilmore's gaze.

"Hey," said Gilmore, "I don't know-. I don't have a

reason." He was calm when he said it and he didn't show any
large emotion. He was just that sad. He really looked like

he was close to crying. Nielsen felt the sorrow of the man;

felt him full of sorrow at this moment, just a peek given,

and then his eyes looked Nielsen straight again in the eye,

looked right at him more than most people could.

"Gary," said Nielsen, "I can understand a lot of things.

I can understand killing the guy if he was going to testify

against you, or killing a guy if he hassles you, I can under­

stand those kind of things, you know." He paused. He was

trying to keep iri command of his voice. They were close and

he wanted to keep it just there, "But I can't understand,

you know, just killing these guys for almost no reason."

Nielsen knew he was taking a great many chances. He 

was cutting the corners on the Miranda close enough to send

the whole thing up on appeal, if it ever came to it, and he

was probably making a mistake as an investigator to keep 
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talking about "those guys" or "why did you kill those guys?"

If any of this would be worth anything in court, he should

be saying, "Mr, Bushnell in Provo" and "Why did you kill

Max Jensen in Orem?" You couldn't send a guy to trial for

killing two men on two separate nights in separate towns

if you put them both into one sentence for two cases.

Legally speaking, the killings had to be separated.

Nielsen, however, had the instinct it would be fatal

to question him more formally. Nothing would come out. So

he went on, "Was it because they were going to bear witness

against you." Gilmore said, "No, I really don't know why."

"Gary," said Nielsen, "I have to think like a good

policeman doing a good job. You know, if I can prevent these

kinds of things from happening, that makes me successful in

my work. And I would like to understand—why would you hit

those places? Why did you hit the motel in Provo or the

service station? Why those particular places?" "Well," said

Gilmore, "the motel just happened to be next to my Uncle Vern'

place. I just happened on it."

"But the service station?" said Nielsen. "Why that

service station in the middle of nowhere?"

"I don't know," said Gilmore. "It was there." MV^'UUklL
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Nielsen was trying to think of some court decisions that

might apply to a situation like this. He was all too aware

that a confession obtained in an interview without the express

permission of the attorney was not legal. On the other hand,

the suspect himself could initiate the confession, Nielseno
was ready to claim that Gilmore had done just this today,

since he had asked Gary in the first interview’ early this

morning if he could come back and talk to him after the story

was checked out. Gilmore had not said no. Resides, Nielsen

was now investigating an Orem homicide, while Gary was at

present still only arrested and charged for the Provo homicide.
fit e>^o««5tva bftd aPipoocJftt? ^Bexs V&e tPi&oVO

Nielsen had the idea that with the present Supreme Court, such

a confession would probably hold up.
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incentive to keep working hard on this case for weeks if

that proved necessary, It would also avoid any power con­
flict where some officers might doubt that Gilmore was guilty,

and so want to work other leads, A confession would integrate

the case, make it a success, a psychological success, Nielsen

decided, therefore, to continue as he'd been going, Ji* iuihii'W
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So they went through the cycle again, Nielsen talked

about the Church of Jesus Christ of the Latter Day Saints^— ft
z ej[

and how his family celebrated familynW?^^rfn^Gilmore was

interested in the details, and mentioned again that his

mother was a f’ormon and all of her family, and talked about

his father who was a Catholic and had moved around a lot when

he was a boy, and drank one hell of a lot, and they stayed

completely off the real subject as if they had earned a rest.

Then they would try to get back to it, Nielsen would ask a

couple of questions, and Gilmore would begin to get a look as

if to say, "One more question—that's enough," so Nielsen

would retreat and they would go through the cvcle again, and

talk of other matters.

Nielsen asked at one point about the coin changer. Jen­
sen's coin changer had been missing from the service station,
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and the police had spent much of that day going through the

garbage at the Holiday Inn with no results. Casually, as if

it was the most natural transition to move from talking about

fishing to talking about where the coin changer might be

missing, Nielsen asked about that, And Gilmore sat there

and looked at him for a long time, as if.to say, "I don’t

know whether to answer you or not, I don't know if I can

trust you." Finally he muttered, "I really don't remember

what happened, I threw it out the window of the truck, but

I can't recollect if it was in the drive-in or on the road."

He paused as if he were looking back behind his eye-sight

into a movie of the past and he said, "I honestly don't

remember. It could have been at the drive-in."

- "Would April know?" Nielsen asked,

"Don't worry about April," Gilmore said, "She didn't

see a thing." He shook his head. "For all practical pur­

poses, she wasn't there,"

When Nielsen began to wonder whether she had had any

idea of the murder, Gary repeated, "Don't worry, she didn't

see a thing. In her head, that girl was never there." He

developed this a little. He said, "I drove to the service

station, and then to the drive-in, and went out to the bath­

room and took the money out of the coin changer. When I got

back April was flighty about the movie, so we had to leave."
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He said to Nielsen, "A drive-in is a good place to go.

You guys were out searching the streets and there I was
sitting in a movie," He gave a turn to his mouth that was

almost a smile, "You know," he said, "If I'd-been thinking

as' straight the last couple of nights, as I am today, you

guys would not have caught me. When I was a kid I used to

pull off robberies,,," he shook his head, "I used to be

scared in the beginning but then I began to plan them out,

I must have pulled off, , ," He had the look on his face

that a pimp might have when bragging about the number of

women he had working for him over the years, ."I guess," he

said, "I must have pulled off 50 or 70, maybe even 100

successful robberies. I knew how to plan something and do

it right," .

Nielsen then asked him if he would have gone on killing,

if he hadn't been caught, Gilmore nodded. He thought he

probably would have. Then he sat there for a minute and

looked a little amazed. Not amazed, but certainly surprised,

and said, "God, I don't know what the hell I'm doing, I've

never confessed to a cop before," Nielsen thought he was

convincing;.he probably hadn't. His record was certainlv

hard-core all the way through. Egotistically speaking, Nielsen

felt bolstered. He had gotten a confession out of a auy who

was a hard-core criminal.



-592-

"How many guns did you steal?" Nielsen asked, "Nine,"

Gilmore told him, "Where did they come from?" "Spanish

Fork," "Then we've recovered all but three," That left
three unaccounted for. Where might they.be? "They're gone,"

said Gilmore. Nielsen didn't even bother to follow that up.

It was obvious the way Gilmore said it, that they had been

sold, and he would never tell who he had sold them to. "I'm
responsible,"^aid Gilmore, "Don't blame other people."

Then he asked, "Did Nicole tell you about her gun?"

"No," Nielsen said, "I asked her," Gary said, "I don’t want

her to get in any trouble about those guns." Nielsen assured

him.

Nielsen tried to get him to tell a little more in detail

about the homicides themselves. Gilmore would give him the

details up to the point where he entered the service station

and he .would talk of everything that happened after he left.

But he did not wish to talk about the crime itself.

.... hi iwi .....J... --------

jA tihe-renter n-^he^agL,

j-L--—LX-——6-—i-J-J-—-a—

they.be
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Nielsen was thinking that not so long ago, he’d

seen the body of a young man who put a high-powered rifle

under his chin and pulled the trigger. Half his face and

head were gone. Nielsen had taken photographs, gathered the

evidence, and yet he could not visualize the head of the

boy right now, Nielsen could see gruesome thinas, have a

hard time with them at the moment, but they didn't bother

him afterward. They didn't haunt him. He didn't see it again

visually in his head. He thought it was a necessary ability

to be able to forget, and having heard confessions from half

a dozen or more murderers, he recollected that none of them

seemed to remember much about the actual act. Unless he was

lying and remembered very well, and wanted to keep the infor­

mation to himself, Gilmore was certainly like them in this

respect.

"Why'd you do it, Gary?" Nielsen asked again quietly.

"I don't know," Gary said, "I don't recollect."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm not going to talk about that," Gilmore said. He

shook his head delicately and looked at Nielsen and said,

"I can't keep up with life." Then he asked, "What you do

think they'll do to me for what I did?"
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O
Nielsen said, "I don't know. It is very serious."

"I'd like to be able to talk to Nicole," Gilmore said.

"I've been looking for her and I'd really like to talk to

her,"

"Hey," Nielsen said, "I'll do everything I can to get

her here." They shook hands.

o
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About 5 o'clock- that afternoon,

April cane back. She had heard about the

murders on the radio and she said it wasn't true. Gary

hadn't done it. She also said she wasn't going to go to

the police station.

Kathryne had called Charley earlier to tell him A.pril

was missing, and he came in from Toelle. So soon as A.pril

was home and saw them both, she got kind of hostile. She

kept saying she wouldn't go to the police station. Finally

her dad made her so agitated, she went into the back room,

and began crying her head off. He kept telling her to go

with her mother. Kathryne kept saying, "Come on, A.pril, we

have to go over." Actually, Kathryne was scared to death to

take her. She didn't know if April would open the door and

jump out of the.car. She begged Charley to go with her but
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he wouldn't. Said he didn't want to get involved. Kathryne

said, "Just ride with us. My God, she might open the door

and jump out." He said, ."If she changes her mind even half­

way over, then to hell with them. Just turn around and bring

her back." No way would he help take £pril over. He couldn't

have been more leery of the idea of going to the police if

he'd committed the crimes himself.
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as it after dark?NIELSEN:

use

your

time
with

to
go

’indows
ce

STATEMENT OF APRIL BAKER
JULY 21, 1976

'RIL: ■ I almost did, but I changed my mind;

APRIL: He was mad at me for acting like a kid half the
qut I just lost/my love for him, only I never dia\sleep
Him or anything

dark, it was past sundown

NIELSEN: Did you tell your mom that?

NIELSEN: I don't mean/to imply anything or to pry into
plersonal life, but did' you sleep with him. that night?

lPRIL/ I told her it doesn’t really matter because it wag |
iver/with, I am not going with him again„ He is still a friend

PRIL: She didn't ask me, because she knows I have m
ife and/if I wanted to blow it, I could„

jlELSEN: Did he get mad at you then?

NIELSEN: And then you stayed there for that night until
tjime the next morning? e

APRIL: About 8:30 or 9:GO„

B1>F—i m n fl i fl rh

NIELSEN: Did you tell her?

APRIL: When we were at the service station in Pie
Srove

After/that did you drive around or a while?UELSEN:
he wasn't goiwAPRIL: He said he was taking me home a

(put up with any of my smart ass crap t ling him where t<
iand that and he, said he wanted a classy place like the Holiday
Inn, so we went there and we picked,^jp some food down in I the
restaurant and went up an^ I was gm. ng to go to sleep beA'=”o“
I was really tired, I didi/Lt really know why, I felt liki
was running from somebody—ever since somebody broke the
in our bathroom at home, and I can't really sleep well s
then„ /;

rhat

APRIL:

ant
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NIELSEN: April, Gary is in very serious trouble. I know
that, I have talked to him about it and there is no question
about it'.- He already told me you were with him at the time
and so I know that you know about it. I am not interested
in you telling me so that I can charge you. I don't intend
to charge you with it, but I do intend to see that you tell
the trutho
APRIL: I am a split personality. I am controlling it pretty
good today. A lot of time I like to just let go and let the
other person creep on out. „ „

ublhjjjllu. wnum ■
ftPPTT - ■ T wont—rifting •arnrrnJ. V.-i-lh ar-eMTipl.M of f-r-j-n-rKls-.——

NTT ------- pj-ft—they—know—

NIELSEN: I want to ask you one more time about the service
station. April, I think it would be best if you tell me what
you know?

APRIL: I don't remember the service station in Orem.

NIELSEN: Do you remember seeing him pull a gun at the service
station?

APRIL: We went into a service station right before we went
to the Holiday Inn and I am sure there were no guns attached»
aheiy *oy .htuurf-fawn ■oarryiny—
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I am prewty

re you about ready to go back home?

I am wondering why I am here

Sr-i-f T .can.

IIELSEN: At the cafe?

.APRIL: I recogniz^^ill of them, but I don't knotTsome of
Itheir names. One of 'them works with him at.-the insulatior
[place.

UELSEN: Insulation?

APRIL: It may^-ffot have been.

APRIL: Any of the dudes that were around.

lPRIL: Where he works at thef^Ideal Insulation.
jure it was the friend we--visited o

IIELSEN: Who are "they?"

NIELSEN: Do you know any of them?

‘When April came out of the interview, she said, ".Mama,

they told me Gary killed two men, Do you believe that?"

.. Kathryne said, "Well, April, I guess he did,"

... April said, "I don't think Gary could kill someone, Mama,

I don't really believe he did,"

; . "Well, April," Kathryne said, "I guess Gary's told

them by now that he did,"
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Next morning, Nielsen saw him in Lieutenant Peacock’s

office over at Orem Police Department, and the first thing

he did was to apologize about the crowd waiting outside.

There were a lot of reporters and TV lights and a number of

city employees but what really embarrassed Nielsen was that

half the police force including off-duty officers had also

come out to look. People were even standing on chairs to

see. It was like a circus. What with the fellow being

handcuffed, and the arm in the cast having to be held up in

the air.

As soon as they were alone, Nielsen had his secretary

bring a cup of coffee, and then said, "Gary, Lieutenant Skinner

is going to sign a complaint charging you with the homicide

of Max Jensen." After a short pause, Gary said, "Hey, I

really feel bad about those two guys. I read one of their

obituaries in the'paper last night. He was a younc man and
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had a kid and he was a missionary," Gilmore said, "I really

feel bad."
"Gary, I feel bad too. I wish it hadn't happened." He

was going to try to go a little further. "I can't understand

taking a life for the amount of money you got."

Gary replied, "I don't know how much I got, How much

was there?"
Nielsen said, "It was approximately $125, and in Provo,

approximately the same amount." Gilmore made no comment, but

he began to cry. He didn't cry with any noise but there were

tears in his eyes, and then he said, "I hope they execute me

for it. I ought to die for what I did."

r: . Nielsen said, "Gary, you want to die? Doesn't that

scare you?"

Gilmore said, "Would you like to die?"

• • "Criminy," said Nielsen, "no."

"I don't either," said Gilmore,

Nielsen didn't dwell on that. Instead, he asked

again about the drive-in, and Gilmore said, "I used to go in

after pulling a robbery and come back out a. few minutes later.

If I got stopped and they asked me where I'd been, I'd say I

was in the drive-in, here's the tickets, check with the ticket

manager. That was part of planning." Then he looked again

at Nielsen and said, "I ought to be executed for it, you know.

"I don't know," said Nielsen, "there's got to be some 

forgiveness somewhere along the line
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After talking to Gerald Nielsen/ Gary made, a phone call

to Brenda.
"How," he asked her, "did the cops know I was at

Craig's?"
"Gary, I told them you were there. You might just as

well know right now. X don't want you hearing it from some­

one else later. I called the police right after you called."

Gary said, "I see."
Brenda said, "You're probably going to be bent real out

of shape with me. But Gary, I had to stop you. If you

commit a murder Monday, and commit a murder Tuesday, well,

I wasn't waiting for Wednesday to roll around."

"Hey, cousin," said Gary, "don't worry about it."

=Bfenzra~s~aTd, Tary, younrrS go~TYfg i_u down liuid—t-fri

ride this one clear to the bottom."

innocent?

at'

time, • I'm not trying to be pessimistic, but you're coiner 

You're going to go down all the way," she said

Gary, I don't bejl&jeve that, and neither do you. W]

on't know, man. How .do you know I'm no

the matter with^your head?"%
\\ Garyo^aid, "I don’t know/\..I must have been insane

He said
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Brenda said, "What about your mother?" She's going

to call, or I'll have to call her. What do you want me to

tell her?"
He was quiet for a while, then he said, "Tell her it's

true."
Brenda said, "Okay. Anything else?"

"Just tell her I love her,"

Craig Snyder, Gary's other lawyer was shorter than

Esplin, about five-seven, with broad shoulders, stocky build,

blond hair, and pale eyes. His colors were also dapper.

He was wearing a blond colored suit with a tie that had

several shades of yellow, green, and orange, and a yellow

shirt.

On the arraignment in Orem, for the murder of Jensen,

Snyder and Esplin had to wait 4 5 minutes to see Gary', They

didn't even know until later that he was being interviewed

in the- same building by Gerald Nielsen, not until he was

brought up to be arraigned. It was the same proceeding as

the day before, and since it was a capital case, no bail was

set. Afterward, they sat down with Gary and he told them he

had committed bpth murders, and that he had already told

Nielsen the same thing.
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Afterward, Snyder renarked that Gilmore had been told

about his Miranda rights when they arrested him on the street

but he had certainly not been given full Miranda down at

the jail. Any confession Gilmore had given might be worth­

less, the lawers decided. They were certainly upset that

they- had been kept waiting 45 minutes in the building while

Nielsen was grilling him.

The last thing Gary said to them was that Nielsen had

promised he could see Nicole down at the jail, and he wanted

them to make sure Nielsen kept his promise. He wanted to

see Nicole.
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Nicole was with Barrett in Springville when the police

came for her. They didn’t phone or anything. A cop dropped

by with a note, and then a little later, Lieutenant Nielsen

was there in a car. He was going to drive her over to see

Gary.

c ired how she felt. ^Jt had been a real hang-up listening try

I arrett all morning. Th<X<iast couple of days he had come oA as*

e-aged murderer fo.

to watch the shop since hi

udgi

bfiir ripilife

■ On the way, Lt. Nielsen was nice and polite, but he cer­

tainly laid it out for her. They were letting Nicole talk to

Gary but they wanted her to ask him if he had done the murders.

Nicole was ready to get mad at the suggestion, only she picked

up something in the way Nielsen asked it, as if he was ready to

do Gary a favor, but wanted a good reason for bringing her over

by way of protecting himself. She was sure he could hardly be

so dumb as to think Gary was going to answer her question with 

a bunch of cops on his elbow.
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That was the way it turned out. Nicole walked into that

little funkv one—story jail, went down a couple of short corridors,

had a glimpse of some inmates who looked like beer bums, then a

couple of dudes who whistled as she went by, twirled their mustaches

showed a biceo, generally acted like the cat's ass. A couple of

cops and Detective Nielsen were right behind her, and there was

a big ce]1 with a bio table in the middle of it, four bunks

she could see, and big prison bars in front of her.

She turned around to ask if they all had to stand there,

on which remark one guard from the jail dropped off fast like

he knew he didn't belong, and then she saw Gary come toward

her from the back of this big cell. His hand was in a cast.

It was only three days from the night she last saw him arrested

and lying on the ground with the cops over him, but she could

feel the difference. She didn't even want to look at first.

He said, "Hello, baby."

With her head down, she muttered, "Did vou do this?"

She was really whispering as if, should he say yes, maybe

the cops wouldn't hear the auestion. He s-aid, "Oh, Nicole,

don't ask me that."
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Now, he .looked her in the eye. She couldn't get over how

clear his eyes were. There was a minute where they didn't say

any more. Then he put one arm through the bars. She wanted

to touch him, but didn't. However, she kept feeling the impulse.

Then he said he loved her.

That was close to a kooky experience for Nicole. She didn't

know what she was feeling. She certainly wasn't feeling sorry

for him. She wasn't feeling sorry for herself. Rather, she

couldn't breathe. She couldn't believe it, but she was ready

to faint. That was the moment when she knew that it didn't

matter what she had said about him these last couple of weeks.

She had been in love with him from the moment she met him and

she would love him forever.

It wasn't even an emotion so much as a physical sensation.

A magnet could have been pulling her to'the bars. She reached out

to put a hand on the arm he extended through, and one of the

officers stepped forward and said, "No physical contact," in a

voice to say he had his hand on his gun.

She stepped back, and Gary looked good. He looked surprisingly

good. His eyes were more blue than they had ever been. All that
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fog from the fiorinal was gone. His eyes looked into her as
if he was returning from all the way back and something particu­

larly ugly had passed through completely and was gone. In the

last couple of weeks she had been with him he had grown a year

older every day. Now he looked fine. "I love you," she said

when they said goodbye.

While Nicole was going to and from the jail, that was

April went beserk. April began to scream that someone was

trying to blow her head off. Kathryne was able to do nothing

with her. First she called the police and then she decided to

commit her to the hospital. It was horrible. April had been

freaky for days, and now she had flipped out completely.
o— j:--r __  ___ tr.____________________ t -

7

The sheriff, Ken Cahoon, was a tall man with an easy-going

face and white hair. He wore metal-rimmed glasses, had a large

nose, a small mouth, a small chin, and a little pot belly. He

liked to believe he ran a reasonably good jail. His main tank

had bunks for thirty men, but he never went over twenty if he

could help it. That kept the fights down. The trustees who

worked in the kitchen had a cell for themselves, and there was
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also maximum detention, with room for six, the tank where Gary

had now been put by himself. cell for six down the

same hall, but that was for prisoners on work release. Altogether,

Cahoon's jail could hold up to forty people without busting the

and I can jog some more

th

sa

ch

bad. "

wh

ba -badT^p-r-'i-ng-

ca

I.have blisters on my feet," Gilmore told him.

Gilmore, "I've been jogging in place.

said Gilmore, "forget it.

Next day, he said the same\-thing. Told Cahoon he wanted

Cahoon said, IWell, quit jogging in place then, /dummy

se band-aids cause his feet werexsore. "Why, let's see the!

Gilmore said, "Just give me some band-aids. It's not

d Cahoon, "let's see if you gob' blisters. If there's any 

ce of infection, well, of,'course, I want to know."

"No," said Gilmore, "give me some band-aids. yi'll put

."Oh, hell

"if you got blisters, I'want to see them

ight use the band-aids for, unless it was to tape conthe

doing what?" asked Cahoon."Fro

Cahoo decided he was pulling a bluff. There wa'fi no telli' 

seams of anyone's patience.

^GmeuhiTTg-.

Why

No," said



-611-

Cahoon decided Gilmore must have the opinion they were

back-woodsy in this little old humble place, and he could run a

bluff on them. Now he said in a nice confidential voice to

Cahoon, "Look, I'm in for five days. I'm not being held for

nothing but a traffic violation. I would like out of here right

now. You see," he said, "I've got to be under a doctor's care.

As you may know, I came in with this cast on, and things of this

nature want attention. I'd like to be taken to the hospital. This

hand has to have its medication, and if you can't get me out, you

see, there could be complications."

Cahoon thought Gilmore was a pretty good con man, consider-
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ilmore sure kept trying. A little later, he wanted to

get ahold of his attorney. He said he was going to sue the jail

for not giving attention to his hand. He was really in sympathy

with himself over that hand.
After it all failed, Gary said, "I know Utah County is poor

in spirit, and full of hard feelings towards me, but Sheriff,

you can let me go home now. I'm not mad any more."
That was a pretty good sense of humor, Cahoon decided.

That made it easier for him to put up with Gilmore drawing

on the walls. Cahoon liked to eliminate any drawing of obscenity

pictures but Gary was not doing that. Pictures he drew were

nice pictures. They were also something you could erase. One

day he'd do a drawing, and next day erase it, do another, so

Cahoon never made an issue of it.

They really got along all right until Gilmore learned that

they wouldn't allow him to see Nicole on visits. It seemed

she wasn't family. That left Gary not speaki.ng to anybody.

About the second time Brenda went down to the jail, which

was one Sunday, a week and a half after his arrest, Nicole also

showed up. When Gary heard Nicole was outside the look on his
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face, Brenda had t.o admit, was beautiful. "Oh, God," he said,

"she promised to come back and she did."

However, then he explained to Brenda, it didn't mean he

could see her. She wasn't allowed on his list just yet. Brenda

said, "Let me see what I can do." She went un to a big tough

auard on the door, a confident looking fellow, the way only a

good-looking strong Indian can look, and she said, "Bia Jake,

could you put Nicole Barrett in for the last five minutes of

my time?" "Well, now," he said, "we really shouldn't break the

rules." "Bullshit," said Brenda, "what's the difference if it's

me or Nicole? He ain't going to go anywhere! Why, you mean to

tell me," she asked, "you can't take care of this poor man with

a busted-up hand. What's he goina to do with his one hand?

Tear vou apart?" "Well," said Big Jake, "I think we can handle

Gilmore."
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When Nicole came out, she was weeping. Brenda put her

arms around her and said, "Nicole, we both love him."

1

■7,

b

uck them away.

Then Bi-pnda had to sav- "Nicole, why don',t^oTF~T:hink~~a~

ttle about giving up the ship? Gary is never going to get

e muttered, "I'll stick.

hind bars. That's all the^Siiture youirergoing to have." No’

out again. You'll sp

B nda began to cry. "TucJj^tei-fose bea 1 memories in your
she saihe

±±
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There was a preliminary hearing on August 3 in Provo and

Noal| Wootton was determined to ram it through as hard and fast

as he could. He had so many witnesses, his problem was to keep

the case intact. So when the defense asked for delays, Wootton

objected to every effort to continue it.

He was reasonably confident of the conviction, or to put it

more precisely, he was confident that if he did not get convic­

tion, it would be his own fault. He was, however, not at all

confident of getting the death penalty. So he was feeling the

usual tension he had before a case began. His stomach was very

much with him that morning.

The first time Noall talked to Gilmore face to face was at

the preliminary hearing. Gilmore didn't take the stand, but

Wootton talked to him in the recesses. They got on well, they

even joked. Wootton thought Gilmore was kind of amusing, and

he was impressed with his intelligence. The prison system, Gilmore

told Wootton, was not doing what it was designed to achieve, that

is, rehabilitate. In Gilmore's opinion, it was a complete failure.

Of course, they avoided talking about the crimes themselves.

There was never an opportunity to hear why Gary committed the 



murders, but what Noall did detect, and he thought Gilmore was 

an artist at it, was how to soften the County Attorney. Gary

kept flattering Wootton about what a fair and efficient prosecutor

he was, what a basic sense of fairness he had. Gilmore said he'd

never seen another prosecutor with that kind of fairness.

Not every con knew enough to run that line. Wootton expected

Gilmore was working up to a deal. He must have heard that Noall

was going for the death penalty, and thought if he was nice

enough about it, Wootton might feel encouraged to come back from so

far out a stand, far out at least from the defendant's point of

view.

Sure enough, Gilmore got around to asking what Wootton

thought they were going to do with him. Noall looked him in

the eye and said they might come back with the death penalty.

They might execute you. Gilmore said, "I know, but what are they

really going to do?" Wootton repeated, "They might execute you."

He had the impression that took Gilmore aback.

Snyder, in fact, also approached Noall along the way, and

said, "We'll plead guilty to murder one, and accept a life top,

if you don't pursue the death penalty." Wootton kind of shrugged

it off, said there is no way.
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Wooton had made up his mind to go for the death penalty
when he saw Gilmore's record. What with his violence in prison,

his history of escape, and the unsuccessful efforts that had

been made at rehabilitation Wootton could only conclude three
things. Gilmore would be looking to escape, he would be a hazard

to other inmates and guards, and rehabilitation was hopeless.

Couple this to the fact that it had been a pretty damned cold­

blooded set of crimes.

In the Jensen case, the victim had obviously been told to

lie on the floor and put his hands underneath him. The autopsy

showed the muzzle of the gun to be up against his skull on the

first shot and two inches away^ He had been shot twice point

blank.

Benny Bushnell had been killed in the same position, except

his hands weren't underneath his body. That would make it,

Wootton thought, a little harder to establish the brutality of

the crime.

Nicole drove down to the Preliminary Hearing in Provo on

August 3, but they let her in to visit with Gary for only a

moment, and it left her dizzy seeing him in leg shackles. They

only gave her time for one hug and a tremendous kiss before they 
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were pulling him away, and she was left in the hall of the

court with the world rocketing around her. Outside, in the

summer light, the horseflies were mean as insanity itself.

She got into her car to drive back to Springville and was

in a wreck before she knew it. Nobody was hurt but the car.

All the way home, her Mustang sounded like it was breaking up

in pain. She couldn't shift out of second.
all ,■

On this crazy trip back, she kept having an urge to cross

the divider, and smash into oncoming traffic. Only the next day

when the mail came and there was a very long letter from Gary

did she realize he must have been writing these words to her all

the while she had been driving along with this urge to smash hell

through every car going the other way. I ,

.t-.o li_.li*b--rtfr.mi!!ij him

She
must have read Gary's letter five times and the words went in

and out of her head like a wind blowing off the top of the world.
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/g)z<9nSZ 3 •

Nothing in my experience, herrwro<bej prepared me for the

kind of honest open love you gave me. I'm so used to bullshit

and hostility, deceit and pettiness, evil and hatred. Those

things are my natural habitat. They have shaped me. I look

at the world through eyes that suspect, doubt, fear, hate, cheat,

mock, are selfish and vain. All things unacceptable, I see them

as natural and have even come to accept them as such. I look

around the ugly vile cell and know that I truly belong in a place

this dank and dirty, for where else should I be? There's water

all over the floor from the fucking toilet that don't flush right.

The shower is filthy and the thin mattress they gave me is almost

black, it's so old. I have no pillow. There are dead cockroaches

in the corners. At nite there are mosquitoes and the lite is

very dim. I'm alone here with my thoughts and I can feel the oId-

ness. Remember I told you about The Oldness? and you told me how

ugly it was—the oldness, the oldness. I can hear the tumbrel

wheels creek. So fucking ugly and coming so close to me. When

I was a child...I had a nitemare about being beheaded. But it

was more than just a dream. More like a memory. It brought me

right out of the bed. And it was sort of a turning point in my

life...Recently it has begun to make a little sense. I owe a

debt, from a long time ago. Nicole, this must depress you. I' ve

never told anybody of this thing, except my mother the nite I had 
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that nitemare and she came in to comfort me but we never spoke

of it after that. And I started to tell you one nite and I told

you quite a bit of it before it became plain to me that you
didn't want to hear it. There have been years when I haven't
even thought much of it at all and then something (a picture of

a guillotine, a headsmans block, or a broad ax, or even a rope)

will bring it all back and for days it will seem I'm on the verge

of knowing something very personal, something about myself. Some­

thing that somehow wasn't completed and makes me different. Some­

thing I owe, I guess. Wish I knew.
Once you asked me if I was the devil, remember? We were

up at the castle. That's quite a thing to ask somebody. Some­

body else, Wayne Wyatt, asked me a similar question once. That

really made it quite a thing to be asked again. No, I'm not.

The devil would be far more clever than I, would oper-ate on a much

larger scale and of course would feel no remorse. So I'm not

Beelzebub. And. I know the devil can't feel love. But I might

be further from God than I am from the devil. Which is not a

good thing. It seems that I know evil more intimately than I

know goodness and that's not a good thing either. I want to get

even; to be made even; whole, my debts paid (whatever it may

take!) to have no blemish, no reason to feel guilt or fear, I

hope this ain't corny, but I'd like to stand in the sight of God.

To know that I'm just and right and clean. When you're this way

you know it. And when you're not, you know that too. It's all
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inside of us, each of us—but I guess I ran from it and when

I did try to approach it, I went about it wrong, became discouraged

bored, lazy, and finally unacceptable. But what do I do now? I.

don't know. Hang myself?
I've thought about that for years, I may do that. Hope that

the state executes me? That's more acceptable and easier than

suicide. But they haven't executed anybody here since 1963 (just

about the last year for legal executions anywhere). What do I

do, rot in prison? growing old and bitter and eventually work

this around in my mind to where it reads that I'm the one who's

getting fucked around,that I'm just an innocent victim of society's

bullshit? What do I do? Spend a life in prison searching for the

God I've wanted to know for such a long time? Resume my painting?

Write poetry? Play handball? Eat my heart out for the wondrous

love you gave me that I threw away one Monday nite because I was

so spoiled and couldn't immediately have a white pickup truck I

wanted? What do I do? We always have a choice, don't we?

_____ I'm not asking you to answer these questions for me, Angel,

please don't think that I am. I have to make my own choice.

But anything you want to comment on or suggest, or say, is always

welcome.

God, I love .you, Nicole.


