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The daywiwfound out about the murders, she was outside

on the porch of her trailer. The phone rang and it was a 
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woman's voice. From the tone itself, Bes^said, "It's you,

Brenda, something's happened to Gary." She thought Gary had 

robbed a bank.

Brenda told her they were holding Gary on Murder One. "I
don't believe that, Brenda. Gary wouldn't kill anybody." "Oh,
yes," said Brenda, "he killed two people and they shot one of
his thumbs off." That was how Bessie got it.

She said, "Well, there has to be a mistake. Gary did not
do this. He is not a killer, no matter what else," and she hung
up, and the phone rang again, and it was Ida to tell her how the
blood kept spurting out of Mr. Bushnell and she and Vern had seen
it. Bess felt she would never get over that account. Then Vern
got on the phone and said, "They have a death penalty here.
They're going to kill Gary." That was all Bess needed. Execution
had always been a phobia to her. She couldn’t go near the
thought. When she was a little girl growing up in Utah, she
would hide when she heard they were having an execution.

mW Lwr- .. ....... '

jMie=ytiiiiMwd^jmiL_:—Oiw—led,.
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She kept thinking that if she had been able to get to Provo,
Gary would never have killed those men. "I'm going to get a car,
Mom, and get up to Portland and bring you back," ^^HS^told her

H&OcA 0 \DQQ>»!)
—tkci—Ida ' s

house. Bess had laughed. "Oh, Gary," she had said, "By now,

I'm such a decrepit piece of work that they play the band when I
hobble out to the street." S & S3 6? a $$ 0($ q,

=? r. ^-"^nn^h-'er^s^ar-t-ed
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of her landlady to pick up the mail. Still, she and Gary spoke
of how nice it would be to keep house in Provo. That is, they
talked about it until he met Nicole.

<i(j llJJTfll LWL.11,' 'Ji.d u^iuod, -=pU.L u

fought

getfld bu rrjx~ty

Just a week ago she had written a letter to Gary. He must
have gotten it a day or two before those Mormon boys were killed.
She had written about the house on Crystal Spruce Boulevard
that he liked living in when he was nine years old, and kept
saying he wanted to be a priest. She had just found out that they

had torn it down and put up an apartment house. You wouldn't

be able to find it now.

When he was very young, he had had a fear of being beheaded.
He was a daring kid, but he had this fear. There was a bedroom
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with A •' Sin the house on Crystal Spruce Boulevard that he shared
_F~n»iihi, Jininr, and someone must have put luminous paint on the

wall paper because it would shine out pale green at night. Gary 
would always holler, "Mom, I can see that thing again." She
would try to explain that you could only see it in the dark, not
the daytime, but that it was all right. Finally, they had had
to do the walls over. That luminous paint had caused such fear.
"He's been a frightened man," Bessie said to herself, "all his 
life."

Yes, Gary was a sad and lonely man, one of the most sad and
one of the most lonely. "Oh, God," thought Bessie, "he was in
prison 'so long, he didn't know how to work for a living or pay a

bill. All the while he should have been learning, he was locked
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thoughts that Frank Gilmore might not be his father. . «

Nil* ^oppe^cS cAjd'v" o^g K>
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ftjheaa, Gary, started to suggest an unpleasant thing or two<
Bessie said, "^on't you dare!"

Gary said, "No wonder the old man never liked me."
Bessie said, "You know better than that."
Gary said, "I'm not even just kidding." 

"You," said Bessie, "were
Gary said, "I never would

permission, would I?"

It built. Finally Bessie

in my desk without permission."

have gotten this news with

said, "Don't you ever, ever intimate 
that you are illegitimate."
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Sis? did not like to think of how that ridiculous misunder­
standing ate at him, nor was it necessary to believe it had eny­

l’s 6©eneUtTt)<?e3 £, ed>M0<? q
thing to do with the armed robberyGary had been getting in
enough trouble for enough years not to blame it on a birth

certificate, especially when he knew his father had travelled
w»>5 »<L» •» %with a number of names. Still, there^Garv^W^with a^ra^^Tie^Csx-^

iw && & ^o<s5
sentence of fifteen years
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years later that Bessie found out Gary had known about his birth
certificate for a year and a half before she found him holding 
it j*w heyr—gr-uee—? . His institutional counselor at

bjAfiaO kOld tOQe5 P>©^
Oregon State Correctional r—Tre^SBni—
ff&Rhoa S'
r^rrrl—t<>o—yowrg r^r-^-e^a had asked him why his birth record

him an electroencephalogram for severe
headaches. kept getting write-ups for refusing to work, and 

he kept getting into fights. He complained to his psychiatrist 

of strange dreams. He had a hell of a time controlling his

temper. He thought people were saying derogatory things behind
his back. Then his father died. He was in Isolation at the 

time and they wouldn't give him a furlough for the funeral.
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t±All this had happened before the day Gary
tfahmsscteaw—minril h

"Well," she always said to herself, "I am the daughter
of the very first people who settled in Provo. I am the
grand-daughter and great-grand-daughter of pioneers on both
sides. If they could live through it, I can live through
it." She said it to herself again after the phone calls
from Brenda and Ida and Vern.

2

She could see the old blacksmith shop down by the creek
where she grew up. Smell it, too. She could sniff the
steam of horses when the manure flew out of them in fear,
and catch again the bottom-rind smell that came up from the
parings of the horses hooves. That stunk worse than an
old man's feet, and the awful reek of charred hooves on the

hot horse-shoe followed—she always knew what hell was
planning to offer. It was so bad that she almost liked the

strong air of red-hot iron when it mixed with the odor of
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of burning coal. That was a very strong odor even if you
could hardly smell a thing. She thought it had to be the
way a tomb would smell if a strong man was buried in it.

Outside the blacksmith shop, there was grass and some
fruit trees, and the fall-into-heaven of a fresh breeze.
Of- course, there was also the desert, God love it, the
desert that had no smell at all but was dry in the nose and
left you for dust. In the background were the mountains
high as a wall when you stood next to a wall and looked up.

girls and two sons *

of thirteen children; her father was the eldest of nine

•alia rnnttirr'

She lived in a big family of seven
^Her mother was the eldest

a

--- -- --- ----------------- --------------------- _r— uric
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pattern and everybody ran along in the same pattern. Later,
she would say to people, "Do you know how we are raised?
You can't even believe it. If the head of our church says
everyone is to walk on the right hand side of the street,
then you would in no way walk over on the left hand side,

even if the rain was pouring down on top of you. . . we
are almost ridiculous."

She could smile at that childhood which existed no longer

even live in it between the phone calls to remind her of the
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overbearing misery that a son of her flesh had killed the
sons of other mothers. That burned in her heart like the
pain that flared in the arthritis of her feet. That pain
was like a boring conversationalist who never stopped,
just found new topics.

She had an early memory of Provo in World War One. She
was five years old and there was no telephone, no electricity
in the house, and the telegraph was rare, the roads were
dirt paved carefully with dust, and newspapers were a week
old by the time you read them. The house was two rooms with
a lean-to on the back and they used to go over the hill to
the spring and carry water back two buckets at a time, in
summer on a little wagon, in winter by sleigh.

-of——and-"they—s

tehwy- u-ut —of—■ rA^&ha£=3RK^e===

ulre •*n
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She thought Bessie was the ugliest name. People named

cows and horses Bessie. They even had an old gray horse
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potatoes, picking cucumbers, picking bush beans, doing
wash, taking turns pushing the washer handle back and forth.

everybody to call her Betty, told it to them while picking

my?

d

she had the name Bett'
Back

after:o the name Bess
church mouse.5

One
Mary had long legs and'<big feet and fell in the creek.s’ister

Bessie pulled her out andthey made it across and tried
Cjlimb an apple tree but the coyote ‘got caught in a fence

porcupine

ier
li^er.

le
h<

her, he and she had money.

Lilfe the time her brother Mark delivered papers and ro

day crossing the creek,.they saw a coyote. Her older

just as frightened -of them as they of ^him. A
rdared up its neeclles and looked as angrlBy as a beehive
gerting ready-to swarm. She was scared right through to

ay
which was

he died, she always felt poor as

by the illumination of an oil lamp. "Betty," Bessie

rhat Frank al ys
fifty year later. When
say whe her name was called. She would feel the

B

called
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and
ve
She

I scribing/the blood she had seen on the fage and head o

i>v'OO5 t^o Q ta <£>

inger than Bessie, and IdaSf9i

Bootie, she used to call her.

the n Lghbors to borrow aspirin and had, to visit thr

Mr. Bufehnell who lay on the motel floor, Bess, felt vertigo
at tne fall through the years and the long night^ spaces

swollen so big. When the pain got bad, Bessie was s

-or,as-gone, since Tda

1 neighborsf^to finjs one tablet. Three days later when
swelling didl^t go down, they took him to the doctor

!■ lungs forever. Thinking of Ida's voice on the phone,

the leg was broken. Now her own leg might as well h
been splintered and/her liver seared right through.
sat in her chair in th.it, super-heated trailer of a da/ in
July in Portland, breathing.-the heated air, hot as t

/ Xblacksmith shop,/and thought the old smell of a frightened
./ ' ■ ■

horse was in h‘er heart and throat' a.nd the bellows of

on the ice and they had to split Mark's pants, Jiis le was
t to

Little Bootie, like little boots. Now Ida was married to

a man with fists as large as horses hooves, and he had worked

all his life on shoes and boots. It tore through Bess like
a treachery, for she had always liked Vern, that he had

chosen to say to her on the phone, "They're going to kill
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Gary." She tried to think instead of the nice extra room
her father built on the house when the twins were born,
and the tin tubs on Saturday night when they took a bath.

She was looking for any memory that might now seem agree­
able. Indeed, she felt so numb that agreeable thoughts felt
like salve on a small wound. So she thought of the dancing
teacher who came down from Salt Lake every Friday to teach
ballet. In high school gym, Bessie would never play basket­
ball, and wouldn't march, and even had the nerve to sit
there and say Grade E for excuse, and spend her time reading
stories. Of course, they all talked about her . She
was a farm girl who wouldn't work in the sun and wore large
sun hats and long gloves to nurture her white skin.

The dancing teacher changed everything. Bessie started
getting A+ for Dance, and the teacher moved her up to the
front row, said she was a natural-born ballerina. Wish I
could have gotten hold of her when she was four, said the
teacher.

every Tfg===GFf==e®: Ta-tcr7itwa-s--w
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^^Wwwas always smart in school and she played in the
school orchestra and was Queen of the Golden Green Ball at

the church. -1-.._ Lrsrse-St. co lor-;
- and gr«en-------- g'i--i-l K-ed-.i y-i-h^a-r-fegtfar

^alFl=^

_.aMd>l> <jf~TTti_m, an'J~ Ui____ i.u u,i_"clii.nijiii TeTnuun fiji tlm irallmw

AMaet^r-whon c<»H-e<g-<^-s-f-w]<>n-y-^-^t-H—Frrmr-ftr^trn-m~^¥^-n<?--carfre------



-642-

-hills.was looking at Y Mountain and her dad came over t.

ver own
:edmuch
.ainoff and s

belongs to
good friend of hei^memory

and he said, "well, honey, you've got just as

thought, "he gave me his consent, that mow

iourrEain. Once, when she was a child, she

to claim it as anyone else,'I guess," and waif

meX Sitting in the trailer, she said to thei

d?hat mountain still belongs to

"Dad, I'm going to claim that mountain for mjsaid

me. To this day, it does." ~ i

In her adolescence, when she was happy, she would go i
on the hill to look at her mountain, all those years whe:

cannery arid working in the fields.she was working in the

grew w
lost her hearing would say, "Don't botHpr to sneak
Later, she would meet a date up the i^pad. Her mother, h;

would never hear you." Still, she and her^gisters

.n such a mild-manner way, they never heard a<word like

ia zmg
out--I;

lesbian or the term of homosexual. Those were unds you

'studied dresses in the rotogravure before sewing
them up, and went ballroom dancing at the Utahma Dance Hall

in Provo where they brought orchestras in. ® "lyiS!!1
!■' " 1 —'-y'



Mmbk saw her as restless. u^--v she
went hitch-hiking with girl friends to Salt Lake City and
beyond. She went hitching, at last, to California. She
would go and she would come back. Her parents would not
ask that much. There were so many girls. You were raised
to know what was right, and then free to do wrong. You were
a Mormon, so you had been taught exactly what was right.
Christ gave you free will to work out your own destiny. Bess
was one Mormon who would do what she wanted to do, and she 
left home more and more.
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/lose atrr-r»—years HwrI .bgierrtg-ed—UUu^i. aiid-s-ho wouM-^za
a J> <*s^<k ®

myjng toll -firry 1 «-i dy _nl u ml .JzttrrqyU* irked that she was the
(hi OCt^Q f)subject of gossipjrF*»s-&gandiv wwcditexdjwhere they would talk of

how she came back from long trips with fine dresses and jewelry.
It gave her no pleasure that most of those fine dresses had been

49,^4*^
cut and sewed by Bessie ton'mi herself w &h^-had h tr±±l

She had a friend named Anita Hiatt who drank too much and
lived around, and was living with a man she called Daddy. Daddy

sold ads for Utah Magazine for $100 a page and got 25% commission.

Anita was very much in love with him, she said. He had some­
thing that got women. .
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"Daddy bought me a new typewriter today," Anita told Bessie,
and invited her to the room. Bessie didn't drink—"one of
those," she would always say—but Anita had a couple of beers
while waiting for Daddy. Then ^^“picked up the typewriter, and
it slipped, and bounced on the floor, and of course it broke. A
brand new typewriter. This happened just as Daddy walked in.
He was not tall, but he was burly, and he was not good-looking
but he was rugged, and he wore spats. He sure had confidence.
While Anita was trying to introduce Bess to Daddy whom

octteo /
callg^ Frank, he was letting Anita know how upset he was. Poor

I eAnita. It was not her typewriter, Bes^ soon learned, but Frank’s
Just another lie, just another sob. Daddy had a look on his face
like Anita had ninety-five items on her bill, and this was the
ninety-sixth. "Pack your things, Nita, and get out," he said.
He was awfully arrogant. What shocked Bessie, however, was that
Anita might call him Dad behind his back, but she was screwing
with him.

The next time toss met Dad was on the street and his name
she learned, was Frank Gilmore. "I'm getting married tomorrow,

he said.
"Congratulations," she said.
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When she saw him next in the street, she asked "How1s

married life?"
"It's all over with," he said.

She liked him. He was worldly-wise, and she was just a
farmerette. He always knew where he was going.

a mill

o o o d —o—

T-wHrhim Mto nimn fnlt comfortable wh°" rbe veiling

It was as if older men had been around the block and
knew which door to open. &ar he never acted like
an old man, never complained. He was a very factual man and
tough. Told her he had been a lion tamer and nothing more than
that. He had deep wrinkles on his face that might have been
scars to show it. He had been an acrobat and a tight-rope walker,

OM da
he said, and had a limp to prove it. Once, in vaudeville, he
had been so drunk while doing his act that he fell into the or­
chestra pit from a height. Broke his ankle. Now he was in his
late forties, and had gray hair to prove it, but he still had
a look to assure you that every woman he met was carrying a

QS0&
mattress on her back. loved the way women were attracted.
First man she ever wanted to chase rather than be chased.

One day
they were walking out of a movie, and he said, "Let's get
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show business all her life which was how he had gotten into show

Before they left Salt Lake, they stopped in Provo to see her

old. Her dad liked him because Frank brought a radio with him,
and the radio could bring in stations clear around the world.
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Her dad, who had been the janitor.at the school all his life,
sat up through the night listening, and Frank said next morning,
"I'm going to give it to him. The man really fell in love with

that radio."
The last time Bessie was back, after her mother died, the

radio was still there, still working.

Leaving Provo, AaMgi decided the family was ostracizing
Frank just a little. Her family was not stupid, but Frank
Gilmore was more intelligent. They would hold that against
him. It wasn't that he wasn't a Mormon, it was that people who
stayed all their life in one place weren't about to like people
who were more intelligent.

Later, she heard of an old boy friend who came up to Ida's
twin sister, Ada, in a restaurant and said, "You're Bessie
Brown's sister," and Ada said, "No, I'm not her sister, don't
you ever say I am," something fierce, felt a flame of
hatred hearing the story. All her people, she would think
bitterly, were settled before they were born. They couldn't
move. "They," she would say bitterly, "didn't care too much 
for me.
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Frank hadn't said anything about his mother being beautiful.
TjKBjrwassurprised. Fay had a scintillating smile. She was
petite, and her hair was white, her eyes were so blue you couldn't
believe it. Her skin was flawless. She had a beautiful mouth.
Her teeth were to perfection. She had never lost a tooth. She
had no wrinkles. Even at her advanced age, which must have been
close to 70, she was still beautiful and acted like a most regal

queen.

Her stage name had been Baby Fay. Now she was a Medium and
built her life around her bed. She rarely left her bed. Just
lived in it, in the big bedroom of a big house in Sacramento,
and ordered people around. She would command them to do this and
do that. She gave orders like she was waving a wand.

When Fay tried it with Setty, however, Safety said, "Fay,

command whoever you want, but when you want me to do something,
Awe beerf

just ask me." Ai**?3decided she must one of the few people
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who ever spoke up to Fay who thereupon never commanded her 
to do something •

All the same, Fay could sure carrv things off. She let
it drop that she was connected by bJood to a very large and roval
/family in France. The Bourbons. "When you have children,"
Fay said, "the royal blood of France will show in their veins."

Fiiy'n ■ mnt.to.r-;----

f Flih hnd tMaa_,i.n v.indovilla airmuad. faha. • —«

a—fawwatli t.Vu . Whftrt—oIw.tI irla Rn-1-»Y~Pay , -Jthi!1..........  -1 . jy~1 A! J'l/ft-—J

Maybe once a week, Fav would aive a seance. Sometimes
forty people would gather in chairs around her bed, and pay,
$5 a piece. didn't ao to the seances. She felt like she
didn't want to get too near such things. For that matter, vou
could be sitting and talking to Fay, and there would be a knock
on the wall, or a thump on the ceiling. At night, could
feel presences walking over her bed. She'd turn the licht on,
turn over, nobody there. Next morning, Fay would send fexssi-a
to the bank with $500 in cash, tell her tQ deposit it.

After they were married by Fay, who had a license—it was
a Spiritualist marriage—tb.rr-TTpa-
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■iuiiijlii|jiih^ito^^whhgirmrlHiii7nQliiinii)iift'imi'i 1-ilJ iJhj^ Frank began
to travel. He had stayed in Salt Lake for more than a year,
at the time she met him, but that wasn't common. He liked to
go from state to state selling space in different kinds of
as-yet-unpublished magazines that often did not get published#
«md> he had different names# Seville and Sullivan and Kaufman
&and Coffman and Gilmore and La Foe. Once he told her that his

father's name was Weiss and he was Jewish on that side although
he thought of himself as a Catholic, and Fay had put him in
Catholic schools, had brought him up as a Catholic. In fact,
he had a Jewish wife in Alabama, and a number of wives in other
places. They were named Dolly and Nan and Babs and Millie and
Barbara and Jacqueline and there was one who had been a famous
opera singer. So far as SssSStep knew, he was divorced from them

& &> d all. Ttintii rru^tynifijifTrnl ly tatooed on his arm, and had
A £

to look at DOLLY every time he put his arm around her. She
told him it irritated her; he told her he would never take it
off. "If you don't like it," he said, "go somewhere else."
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Over the years they must have .
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travelled through every state but New York and Maine- S-feayod-in->
=£o t>OG c>c3t> p ponced & CJ>os30 » 0

Theatre people recog-he sure had been in show business.
erywhere ^gn-M-ed—SE?n.

rrmrairre.

she never asked him why they lived that way.- He would have said,
"If I thought it was any of your business, I would have told
you years ago. " S&s^ffrdn-11 bePEhcr—She^^ra^^a^&^trcmg^

JJ rijMjtii'edi/iHRini. lll!UllllllW^^^H^PV-^:ftfe'M^fr^Ta^sev8~sog rob t ’ ™»

wbi'uiijdHHCTgBBBB"
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She—bhoug T™» .hjirl IfWfl pflQFll.Q T

Xa-ywt wkwinea" cihbiht—iUM>r
-vou -wo uld-—l~eave^tetrei i i—anyway^.—

Up and down the rountrv they went. Frank always drove
a big car. Always put his short burly body in clothes where
nothing matched and everything was big and loose and comfor­
table. If he didn't use belts or suspenders, his cants were
sure to hit the floor. She thought he looked like Glenn Ford.
Years later, considering how chewed up his face had been by
the lions, she came to think he looked like Charles Bronson.
Short of the devil, he was certainly afraid of no one.

fafr 1 s-Jew-i-s-h—pl-ao-e-n-r^—to-

□obavijor]

^j^U-pr-ice-?--' —"Wei-I-7—o f -eow-se-.- " - wiw
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That time they went to be married bv Fay was the first
Frank had seen of his mother in twenty years. Now1 the. y yut

^loncr bettou; and he and would come back to Sacramento
now and again. After awhile WGXy aouldn't help noticing

V Aa*X ■' s ^orz,e/g /
how often Tite^fgot to talking about Houdini. He was a favorite 
topic for Frank and Fay. They sure both hated Houdini, and
could get the blood up calling him ugly names. He bad been
dead for more than ten years, but they labelled Houdini a pip-
saueak and a cheap tramp. It-didn'.t iipcnL Di.LLv"-- She h'd.d‘
imgr annoyed goading nbeut Ilnudini in the ne»apnpu J ur Lhinkii^

af- what he did.---- ng-gjye. her on uncomfortable, mron a £iiylT&

>eainn foe-ling";—when he mulled bio—.jIluaL of escaping hum *<j^_

□ ea-lod cno]cnt^underv.Ta^e^—^hile1-tr.-trrf-rtg jiamluUi.fs"and

■She wao—still n gill wlldll ' HUUETThlill l.dbt. had been

e£-P-rov(mn—L'lraL day. People.' Umile jukes. Houdini would

capo from hi^; cnckot towiiihU; Heudiwi Mould wulk ni.uuml i.uniijlQ^

Thfif-n farmoy-c had rriijn asfl crude—rofcrrs, and hi'lU ~1UU1€^_

4-ot-aiio-uC—Houdi ni-and never Lboncrlit

i^v Fay and Frank talked about the man like they knew 



him intimatelv. After a while listening to their con-
versation,'■ft^tagr'Iearned that Houdini had given Fay the money
to send Frank to private school. Then she remembered that
Houdini was killed by a boy who hit him in the stomach with a
baseball bat, and she recalled how Frank told her that his fa­
ther, whose name was Weiss, had been killed bv a blow to the
stomach. Then she learned that Houdini's original name was
Weiss and he was Jewish too.

By then, Fay didn't bother to conceal that Houdini was Frank's
Fo~y s *; 3 X e X a. cZ x*

father. Out of wedlock, of course.
To £*.*■.»*.'*

Be#® . 1,11 a died, tlna—fa4ienvet»
-4/
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Betty wliere~a luL u£ 'papers wer*e> and caid thoy would proved.

Frank' s" parentage.---- 0£ luuuu, slid dldll' L bliuw Llic papers thim-^,

^plvnr Ji.nL Li-ild Tti1 I I y li-! bn* nvnrtffld hrq ili.illl 1 ipiI mill pirfi

up tho puporo

used to celebrate the anniversary of K±s fascinated for

body back East iTUo notified and thc-papero-^en-t-' Fn ct 

■Eunoral was over ■be^oro-Jrank-and Betty—ewm-rocoivod .t-he=wgw

■ghoy wcro in-Gan Diego when Bay died in Gauraiiiun to.

Gaylen d-idn1 L like him- eicu&tly,—but he jy^s^h'iTt h?-"“

boyo grew up thinking of Houdini as their grandfather.

I don't want anybody eloo to gat them

death ® October 31, Halloween. He lit candles and had a little
J ,___ „

tJ-s-trtrrrra-

op October Frank Junior became an amateur magician and
ceremony. ^JEL always Cdlliy the dciy after 1 Frank J' 

at fifteen, belonged to the Portland Magician Society.

himself as important with or without Houdini.

jlewiete—Nut W11LU1 yuu’ro Xrich muff Tniiai*

Gary never made much of it. Bessie always thought he saw

.WAcn’l- go cnra Gary would wan

Sitting in We trailer in the maddening heat of thc-emi oyf "

■gfTly and the—beg-i"nB^»w>d£ AugusL/ <Lhui» euirltl liuw*. Bl'enda teasing
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Gary. "Well, cousin, here you are in jail. Houdini never
|Ztaught you how to escape!

"He didn't," Gary would say, "I must have been reincarnated
backwards."



?HT'_nmPP TT-lfW* C(C s Ccfaj

1

Cliff Bonnors, who worked as an auto mechanic over at Plymouth
Dealers in Orem, dropped in at the Silver Dollar one night, just
a little before Nicole and Sue Baker happened to walk in, and
Cliff started talking to her, and then to Nicole.

About the time Cliff realized he and Nicole were going to
hit it off pretty good, he asked if she would like to.go for a
ride over to his house while he cleaned up. He was feeling

PHOM o. tf
extra dirt^because Nicole was looking so neat. d i dn.' t=»
really Iiuiil irluL of olothoir ■yin. liJtf, was

, frosh and him ittl—cire~~grease im his
bv r

■es^eoia=Ll^=wheJi she didn't want to go a 1 o n g^ww-t-fo—h-pre-?-+- t-ho^-

^urliuoL suggutLlUii. SLl'T^, he kind of talked her onto it, by
agreeing to drive her to the jail. She wanted to drop a letter
off there for Gary.

Well, that kind of bothered Cliff. He'd read about Gilmore
in the papers, and heard it on the news, but hadn't known the 
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fellow was connected with this girl he just met. Then he said
to himself, "What the hell, he can't do nothing. He's locked
up and ain't getting out." So they rode the truck over to
Cliff's house while he took a shower, then rode down to the
jail where he stopped in the dirty old cinder lot by the rail­
road siding outside. She went up in the dark and knocked on
the jail door, and gave the guard a letter to pass on to Gary,
then they went out and rode around for a while in the foothills,
and parked.

Before too long, Cliff began to make love to her, and thought
she really knew how to enjoy it the first time with a fellow. It
was no short, quick thing but pretty liberal; they were there for
a while. Then he took her back to the Silver Dollar, said good­
night, got her address.

After that, Cliff would go to her place in Springville every
few nights to spend the night. x. J lluIu lii'S~wlftSt.

ondud"his muitlagu alLLHjULliL.x>\Doiuu, uf Llm iuuLj weie^.

omL but nut GJUHJLiy dll""oi LHGlll. TIiul nujXxu lut Uf LWingea-

jux-Jqis feelingo even .if he-’vrcra' Booing a few g-ir^H^ It was

nice^—thorirfojnc.^ what he and Nicole had, since they didn’t
ask too much of each other. He could see who he wanted to see,

and Nicole had her friends—in fact, once or.twice when he knocked 
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on the door, she would tell him she had companygpa-£ew“-4w*i*

wife by in thi r miinnrHg.

Something he always told her: "I'm not going to try to butt
into your business." He never really questioned her about what
she was doing. On the other hand, she was somebody to talk to.
There were times when he went over and didn't make love or
nothing, just talked out what.she was bothered about, and formed
a certain companionship. Nicole would say she liked somebody
to be with her, somebody to talk to. He could see she hated to
be alone.

It was a nice friendship. If she was out of cigarettes, he'd
get her a pack. If she got her period, he'd ride down to the store,
bring some Tampax back. Wasn't really rich, but tried to help her
out. Also, he never got too curious about other guys like the
dude with the motorcycle—reason Cliff knew was cause a Harley
sat in the parking lot on those times he came and she was having
company.

Same story for that. She'd met Tom one night while out with
Sue. She was feeling so depressed she fell asleep in the car
and Sue drove her to Sambo's, dragged her into Sambo's and Tom

was there frying. Tom Dynamite, the fry cook. He was coming 

down off some acid, and they hit it off and got to talk a little.
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Although they never had too much to say, he took her home on
his motorcycle, and slept with her, and they became very good
friends. They never talked too much, but they were close.
Quite a closeness. No great love affair, but something agreeable.

Sometimes at night, when Cliff would go over, the lights
would be out, and she'd be sitting in the dark. Meditating,
she said. There would be letters on the table in front of her.
It would look like she had been reading them, then turned off
the lamp. Gary was writing her two letters a day, she would
explain, and they were long letters, often five or ten pages on
long yellow sheets.

/s 7
% ,

Cliff wanted—to know. r=a"
Ike M c 1 ‘

Well, she read nearly all. He wrote so much. Maybe she
didn't read every last word religiously if you got down to it.
There were a few she just scrounged through.

Then she shook her head. No, she said, she really read all
of them.

August 4
Will you send me a picture please of you. I want one real

bad. In color 'cause you have such beautiful color to you. Hope
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I see you again soon. I get choked up sometimes when I look
at you. The last few times I've seen you that's happened to
me. I kind of lose my sense of time and place. It's like
shifting into another awareness almost sorta going blank and
being aware only of a Love (capitol L) that can't adequately
be put into words. I look into your eyes and.1 can see for at
least a thousand years. I see no evil in you, or menace. I
see beauty and strength and love that doesn't have any bullshit
to it. You're just you and you're real and you're not afraid,
are you? I haven't seen you show any fear. That's remarkable.
Fear is an ugly thing. I haven't seen any in you. It's like
you've passed your test in life and know it. Like you've been
up to the edge. And looked over. You're precious, Nicole. These
things I write here are things I know are true and they make up
part of the reason that I love you so utterly. I love that vein
in your forehead. And I love the vein in your right tit. Didn’t
know I loved that one, did you? I do.

It all passes, Nicole. And this too will pass, this bad
time. I'll be with you—my heart is always with you, as it has
been. I don't ever want to lose you, that's the only thing I
fear.:.

KISS HERE GARY
TAKE GOOD CARE OF YOURSELF, PRECIOUS
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August 6

...here I sit for a couple more days in this old, old
cell. I was back under the table reading the autographs but
there's really nothing of interest there. I checked under the
bunks but they are egually as drab. Writings on jail house
walls always seemed sad and forlorn to me. Lonely like. There
are six bunks in this drum but I'm the only prisoner here. This
is the maximum security drum. All the other prisoners are down
the line somewhere in the main tank. I can hear a TV off in the
distance and I hear the cars going up on the highway—I was able
to sit up on the table and watch 'em but these sorry pricks
closed my window.

ijaturdgy, August 7

Hope this finds you well.

^Lftinnglit I would sleep ps sonn t hit ,t.ho-raok-4-

you!

Hello- now, Wondrous Fair

yet. I felt I was

ell. I could feel you.

■rrflte

Ldn't. I layed awake for a cI pie hours. Though it
sn't the anting pain and the esperate hopelessness that

brations you set astir^i my soul. And I didn't want to slee "
ding^'pu close like I've held you before

ept me awake thrs.^time. I s simply afloat on the magic vi

How I mis

and for a time
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I can hear a radio in the background and they're playing
"Afternoon Delight." We had a few afternoon delights, didn't
we? I made you come one time in the afternoon and we were
both covered with sweat. I could have held you forever then. • « »

. Ynn nicun-Hthp ftnplq TrnC j-n ^UUi lidLLtr. 11 R»n

lot- about the Apple Tr op So real and — T-t- hr

*t*.nr l.o my rrH-nnl-l.pw-Byn. -

When I thought I had lost you—Nicole, that Monday nite,
the next day, and the days that followed, I felt like a man
whose flesh had been stripped. I've never felt such pain. And
it kept building. I couldn't drown it and I couldn't shake it.
It shadowed all of my hours. I once thought that I'd really
been through some rough things, that I was immune to pain. One
time I was chained to a bed for two weeks spread-eagle hand and
foot, flat on my back. When they came in to laughingly ask me
how I was doing, I spit on them and got punched out for it. And
they shot me with that foul drug Prolixin and made a zombie out
of me for four months. I was virtually paralized. I couldn't
stand up without help and when I was raised to my feet I'd
wonder what the fuck I wanted to stand up for and I'd sit back
down. When it was driving me the worst I went for three weeks
without sleep. I just sat on the corner of the bed—I hallucinated
to the edge of insanity. I wondered if I'd ever be the same again,
if I'd ever be able to draw and paint again. I lost about 50 
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pounds. I just couldn't get the food to my mouth. Getting up
to take a piss was a major effort, I dreaded it, it would take
me about 15 to 20 minutes—I couldn't get the pants buttoned.
After a while I could barely see; my eyes had filled with some
kind of white discharge that dried real thick on the lashes and
I couldn't reach up to wipe it away and I couldn't see through
it. Every 3 days or so they'd take me out of my cell to shower
and shave. I hated that, it was such an effort! They'd hand me
this electric razor and'stand me in front of a mirror. I'd
just stand there. There was no way on earth I could get that
razor to my face. Sometimes they'd talk bad to me, say: "well,
you're one of them tough guys, huh? Can't button your pants. . ■"
shit like that. I just had to look at them and take it. Some­
times I'd reply: "Fuck your mother, you pig." They'd get pretty
pissed about that but it wasn't really much consolation to me. . .
I never begged them and I never cried not even when I was alone
and I was completely alone. I knew that it would pass, eventually,
and it did. I was able to shake it.

That was a bad experience. I've had others—unpleasant ex­
periences of a long duration. I've always shaken them off and 
felt stronger for it.

But I've never felt the kind of pain I felt when I thought
I'd lost you. I only y^ll

hnnk) tehate'o nail I JuiGW. I sLuycil ill. jUJUL llbllde d LUll niLuwj

ahd^iL waa ao Imi'iulyj ITii
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wjJJ—aJ.er> i.Tha^--i-t-beoomcD--TrlLilITaTgiV Clear one day—BUT 1***

ft el we were always lovers. I kpiewthis when I saw you th;
first nite, May 13th, ^ur^day, at Sterlings. There are

:nowTS^And it went so deep so fast—it so ne things you jus.
eunion. Me and you Nico.was a recognition, a re-newal,

>m a iphg time ago. I have a J way shoved you Angel. Let 
do: ever hurt each other again

S/»e.c.e

Cliff Bonnors was great because he always brought his
mood around to meet hers. They could travel through the same
sad thoughts never saying a word. She liked Tom for the
opposite reasons. Tom was always happy or full of sorrow,
and his mood was so good and strong he would take her out of
her own mood. He wasn't dynamite so much as like a bear full
of grease. He smelled full of hamburgers and French fries—
she started to call him Tom Griddle. He and Cliff were both
beautiful. Sex with them was nice. She could like them and
never have to worry about loving them one bit. In fact, she
enjoyed it like a chocolate bar getting all the taste out.
Never thought of Gary when fucking them, almost never. It was
like being a kid and stepping out of her shoes into her mother's
high-heeled shoes. You half moved over into being another
person.

It certainly wasn't like sex with Gary where the moment

something good began to happen when and if it did, why it
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travelled to her heart and started to build, as if she was
some goof-ass bird making a nest. When she went to visit
Gary, therefore, she never thought of Tom or Cliff, or Barrett,
or any incidental party. One life on Earth, another on Mars.

It wasn't the worst way to live if not for those horrible
rlpnrpgcinnc^hnn it got r-n-,1 j]■That was like

sirens^in the'fog.

Whenever she let herself think of the death penalty, every­
thing started to get unreal.^^

Death would sit in her thoughts. Except it was more as if
she was sitting in death, as if death was a big armchair in
which she could sit back and sink. The chair would begin to go
backward, but slowly, until she felt the kind of nausea you
get on one of those slow twisty carnival rides where you don't
know if you are excited or ready to throw up. Sometimes when
her thoughts stopped, she would feel as if she were still 
spinning.

Sure I miss the sunlite and the air! I'm already losing
my tan. Before long I'll be paler than a ghost. In fact,
before long, I may be a ghost.
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After a couple of weeks, they began to move Gary back
and forth across Provo from the jail to the mental hospital,*

■only a two mi 1 a, t-^hat

^dt bdL&d&fl the kl'llf'dliSe. rampo tn thn Interstate

ice cream

•Tpg&h&jAs—fcteat puohcd into Che wallg..

thia—mounbcw ight ulietu Lilian lidel Built Lilt! aiuphi Lheatrm

wedged" in Lieand Ni- ■j'n baa.lt'of■had.

One thing was better at the nuthouse. could have con­
Not the way it was at the jail house

where they took him to a little room and she stood on the other
a thick ttough screen of

the kind they used to keep minks and raccoons and sharp-clawed
animals from breaking out thick their fingertipsscreen so
could hardly touch through the tough

Id nuthouse, Utah State Hospital.

the wegt- of -ftfontgr thn ..j.

side, trying to see his face through

howse on a railroad eliding, Lu all LIiil. imy up-"GEnter;

r^arard-ng in- -tiro

the while they were talking, every noise of the jail would be
mean little holes. All

'hei?G 1Hr

■Id fuTTkji unu'bLury flat LUP'Jail luuhing lil

_pas±—tho hardware—sLuidd aiiu- ulotni’ng--segre'
pari may—to tho oaot end ed ■Lwj^n;^xll^i^nd i.i ri I ial wham yrw »

ric-'^ev—t-.i I I 111' Illi II 1111 M 11 'the. Loud oialiLud Up and UUllltS'^

-Ho would be tak^n f^

juai.

end-againjL ±

tact visits with him
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I JL f» agoing on behind her. She standing right out in the dirty
old entrance room with guards and trustees and delivery men
and what-all yelling back and forth, straining to hear Gary's
soft voice, a loud radio or the TV always on, and one of the
prisoners usually shouting in the main tank, somebody always
fighting for what she could hear.

At the hospital, it was different. She was with him in a
room. They could have contact visits. He would grip her,
practically crush her up against him, and they would kiss for
five minutes, far out on the other side of sex, as if it ww **
her soul on the trip rather than any juice starting to flow in
the trustworthy meat. They were kissing from one heart to the
other and flying around—not sex, but love. Right on the wing.

Then they would land. They were in a bare room, cement­
brick walls painted yellow, four inmates looking at them, trying
not to look at them. That was the posse, Gary would explain.
He would say it in a clear voice, his snottiest voice, clear
enough for the inmates to hear, that they had put him among a
flock of sheep who were hell-bent on policing each other. "A
herd mentality," he would say. "They can't even talk to you
unless they got two of them around. One to snitch on what the
other just said."

The four fellows in the posse took it in different ways.
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One would grin like an asshole, another could look as if he
was measuring Gary and on the first excuse was going to let
him have a couple, the third would be depressed, and the
fourth might even look eager, like he wanted to explain to
Nicole how the patient program worked in this hospital.

She picked up on that bit by bit. There was a crazy system
here. They called it the program. A bunch of dudes were
facing prison sentences, and they were mixed in with real
psychos plus a couple of zombies and some real paranoid types
like April wandering the halls. All the same, these kids right
out of prison and reform school, together with the true nuts,
had a constitution and elections and a patient-run government.
They ran the ward for themselves.

Gary explained it. Right in that yellow room, with those
four dudes tracking on Gary's hand every time it covered her
breast, he would speak out on this hospital system where the
doctors let the patients control everything, even elect their
own president—President of all the patients. It was the hottest
kind of horseshit. That was what they controlled.

Gary had always told her stories about prison, but never
got into the nitty-gritty. Now, he did. Right in front of the 

posse. He spoke of the way prison was supposed to work. It
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was a war. It did not stop. Convicts might do a job on other
convicts, convicts might even kill other convicts, but they
were on the same side. They were against the guards. Had to
be. As a result, there was nothing worse than a snitch. The
guards and the warden did everything they could to build an
intelligence system—they depended for what they knew on
snitches. A snitch, said Gary, would even suck your cock and
then run to the warden with what he learned from you. So the
convicts did all they could to wipe out inmates who were snitches
In a good prison where the convicts had it down, there weren't
many snitches. Prison, after all, was a city where convicts
lived. The guards just passed through for eight hour shifts.

Here they had done it inside out. The inmates supposedly
had the power. There were no guards. Just a few aides. The
guards were now the inmates who got elected to the posse and
worked for the doctors. "They are in the throes of brainwash,"
said Gary, pointing at the posse. She wanted to giggle at the
way he told them off right to their face. "Self-seeking snitches
he said. "Not a spark of life in them. Nobody looks at any­
body. They just have agenda meetings."

He would say this while she sat on his lap, say it while he 
was feeling her, and the four dudes were looking, and boiling,
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or hurting, from what he said. Then he and she would.just
hold each other and whisper and talk of other things. Sunny
and iteatodjiAecaiiie one topic of conversation. He would want
to know how they were getting along. He would speak of how
sorry he was that he used to yell at them. He was sorry he
had let them get on his nerves. In fact, they were remarkable
children. Right in front of the posse they talked.

Then he would get mad again. The way they worked this hos­
pital was worse than student government. Everybody reported on
everybody; everybody was always taking everything up at a
meeting. Committees for everything. A committee to sweep
the hall. A committee to pick up the straws from the brooms
of the fuck-up committee who swept the hall. Each committee
ran around snitc.hing on the other committee for doing a bad
job. A punk could go into a real prison, Gary announced, and
if he had balls he might come out a convict. In this hospital,
men came in as convicts, and got released as punks. The posse
listened to him. "This place sucks. I've never seen the like
of such shit."

After a few visits, Gary gave up riding the posse. It was
a. m d th a •as if the hour was too valuable for such talk. would sit

and hold hands and be silent. They would think of places they
used to go to. They would live in the breath that went back 
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and forth. Sorrow would visit from one to the other. Not a
flood of waters, not the way she would cry on Tom Dynamite's
naked shoulder for what she had done to Gary, or cry with
Cliff because his high school sweetheart whom he had married
wouldn't even let his son talk to him now, no, sorrow lifted
out of her heart and passed into Gary's chest.and returned
with the breath of his sorrow. It was as if they stood on a
ledge and sorrow was as light as all the air below the fall.

Then they would feel loving again and he would grope her in
front of the posse until she wouldn't have minded taking off a
thing or two—something new for the posse—and then, time up,
feeling truly horny for Gary—that was one nice feeling—she
would get up to go, she would get ready to go out in the street
and start the long walk down to a part of town where she could
begin to hitch a ride.

Sometimes, the doctor who looked to be the head guy around
there, a fellow named Dr. Woods, would stop her for a talk, ask
her into his office. He would get into the feeling she had of
being to blame for Gary's acts. Nicole would wonder if the

posse had heard her talking to Gary and reported it. Of course,
they had, she would decide. Four dudes, with whom she might
have acted like a sweet lady, under other circumstances, were
now snitchers.
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She would ask Woods what this was leading up to, and he
would say—he had a funny way of talking for a shrink, he
always hesitated a little and came up to subjects from one
side, then the other, never said it outright, but Woods would
finally say that she didn't have to keep that thought in her
head because Gary wasn't simple-minded. He was a complex indi­
vidual. He was not the sort to say, I care for Nicole, so
I'm going to kill somebody.

Nicole would listen. Dr. Woods had the power to say Gary
was insane, and then they wouldn't give him the death penalty.
In fact, if Gary could get to a mental hospital, he might be
able to escape. So she wasn't going to insult the doctor, still,
he was the weirdest for a psychiatrist. He was tall and very
well-built, and he looked like Robert Redford in Downhill Racer,
except he was maybe better looking and maybe even bigger-he was
one of the best looking men Nicole had ever seen. Yet she
thought he was kind of wimpy in his manner, never coming down
hard on one side or the other. She certainly felt funny talking
to Dr. Woods, handsome John Woods, when she was horny as hell
after being with Gary and the posse. Those eight posse eyes
looking her over left a girl feeling like a special dish.

She would leave Woods' office and hitch a ride, and the
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(SS>
day would come slowly back to her, and she would feel a little
less like a ship in outer space, and think of supper yet to
make for the kids, and annoyance that her car was on the blink
and Barrett hadn't fixed it. Her life, which is to say, her
problems, would start coming back on her, and then she would
get home and there would be a letter from Gary describing the
very nuthouse she had just been at. It was like getting up
from a dream to answer a knock on the door and the knock came
from the person you had just kissed in the dream.

August 10

I see you in so many ways. Your child-like look of wonder
that sometimes came over your face. That certain little be­
guiling smile that so captivated me the nite I met you. I don't
have words to describe it, but I think I tried before to tell
you about it and how it makes me feel. That smile you've got.
It's kind of elfin, a little bit flirtatious, and totally inno­
cent. And so elusive. It neither asks a question nor gives
an answer. It wasn't there all the time, just now and then I
would see it. I cherish that look, that little certain smile.

So many beautiful memories. In the morning when you would
get up to fix me breakfast and a lunch to take to work. You

were so beautiful in the mornings in your short blue robe with 



your pretty little booty sticking out. It was hard for me to
leave for work! And you'd stand there in the doorway as I
left with such a wonderful, personal look in your eyes. I'd
give anything now to sit down with you again at that table
and have a cup of coffee with you. I was so selfish sometimes
in the morning—I'd wake up and want a quick fuck and something
to eat and my lunch and away I'd go. I was so thoughtless
and now I want to sit down at that table with you, close,
touching knees and drink some coffee with you. Oh, Nicole.
I' love you so much, honey.• • *

membor-'-o-yap’ST’vising "me ~be"ca~use,",l hdVUTr-ponril

e me part of the pencil and the eraser
that was for and they told me so

elieveablel. .
what the fuck k-i.nd J in n?.

's only about t^p inches lon^<they broke it in half then
tc re the eraser out a

th it I would stab anybody.
— I asked them wh

Three nuts are having an argument outside my door because 
one of them emptied my urinal an hour ago and forgot to chart 
it. The first loony is accusing the second ‘loony of gross 
negligence and dereliction of duty in his failure to properly 
chart on the log hanging outside my door the time of day that 
he emptied my urinal. The third loony is bouncing from foot 
to foot trying to get a word in edgewise. The second loony is
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G<8v

becoming quite excited and is trying to appeal to me for help.
I'm just digging it all. Now all three of them are appealing
to me to settle this national disaster. I don't know what the
fuck to say but I'd hate to see this poor buffoon lose his
T.V. privileges or something—he's the same chap who sat so
patiently outside my door the other day while I wrote a letter—
so I tell 'em "Hey, it's okay man, everything is really cool,
this guy is on the ball. Didn't spill a drop and brought that
urinal back clean as a whistle!" Now they don't know what to
say but it appears to have settled the argument. They're getting
a pen to make the required chart entry.

Oh, Nicole, I'm so lonesome. I miss the life we had. I
miss being in the same bed with you, holding your pretty face
in my hands looking into your charming alarming eyes. Coming
home to you at nite—how slowly the days went when I was at
work!

God, Nicole! You're the most important person in the world.
I remember one time when we were fucking and we were really

bucking up against each other. Hard. Wild. How I'd love to
do that.



August 19

These are some of the most silent days I've ever spent.

August 20

What a bunch of punks. I'll bet I could take any one of
them posse punks and fuck him in his ass and then make him lick
my dick clean.

I was interviewed by a couple of psychiatrists today. They
wanted lurid details. . .



After the accident, early in August, Nicole's car was a
mess. First, it would only go in one gear, then something
slipped into place again and she had all three forward gears
operating, but reverse was out and the clutch could hardly
be depended on. Sometimes the car wouldn't move at all.

She had stopped sleeping with Barrett as soon as she saw
Gary in jail, and Barrett never said a word but moved up to
Wyoming. He would come back every week or so to the little
motel room he still kept in Springville. Once in a while, he
would drop around and ask if she needed any help. Of course,
if Barrett had money, he sure wasn' t showing it, but one day he
did offer to fix the car. And couldn't have been nicer about
it, considering she still wouldn't go to bed with him yet he
still made the offer. So she did give him something that night
he was so pleasant about it.

Next day when she came back from visiting Gary, the car was
gone. Barrett had towed it over to the lot in back of his
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her place in Springville
working on it with friends.so she walked over and there he was
helping get it up on theShe kind of had fun hanging around,

=EKSte=waa=ae .1. d. e d togethhousi tie ca

needed a new main clutch plate.
IB*

problem that could be re­
solved in a way she did not like to think about.

blocks. Then progress stopped.

apartment. It wasn't that far from

money for a clutch plate. It was a

g-,—b-he=Setewett~i~t up. or mayb~e~'She^~d'

the

cjhF -had dpi-

~Airy w ay, 1 (y~terd=

=t|~! H'w'ium 1

Hi* m

r md Lb- aae

who was the manager of aShe went and saw Albert Johnson
food store in the area.^

twice her age, just a pleasant

■■tit— ’ --- ------------ - ------ rrAxrcroia—n

nno ------

=t-hey=ff£W; -the- ttrre-t^=J^=tte==shc^ii=fcb
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was the only store manager she knew who
would let her trade food stamps for cash. To get him to agree,
she had told him about Gary and a few of her troubles and he
sympathized enough to give her eighty bucks for eighty dollars
worth of stamps whenever she came into the store. This time,
however, she told him she had no stamps and needed fifty bucks.
He gave it to her without conditions straight out. Then she
heard herself saying that she owed him something and didn't like
leaving debts unpaid, asked how to take care of it. He told
her there was one way she could.
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Afterward, he told her he wished to Christ he hadn't done
this to her. He begged her not to turn professional or some­
thing, because she wasn't that way, he knew it. He was a
family man, and felt real bad about it.

She told him not to worry. It was just because she was
without a car and needed wheels desperately.
an irnr-^ibln ?b-?ry j n n^irs as II.. all that

stuff tibuuL L11L. LimiUlllbblUU LilI^b^liL on bhn grnnnfl, ~ind -

-hi-t-rhing to scr Gary.'

iPlllIl'l II.-M| I iarl tn her. HA' Il-Ill I111.1...... ■ ■■

in faut‘.>*Fut it was an ugly experience and she suddenly felt
very ugly. With all she had told Gary about her life, and with
all she was yet going to tell him, she would certainly never
get around to telling him about the store manager.

Anyway,there was the cash, fifty dollars. She gave it to'
Barrett and he got in his car and went off to get the main clutch
plate, and she went home. Next thing she found out, Barrett
had split again for Wyoming. Must have been a good week later
before he returned. When she went over to look at her car, he

still hadn't done a damned thing. The car was sitting wide
open with the parts on the ground starting to rust, and the body
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on blocks like a corpse or something with a curse on it. She
could feel how angry Barrett was. So she did no more than
leave word she'd been there. Sure enough, at three in the
morning, he showed up at her apartment, stoned half out of his
head.

Barrett was truly upset. a? tl-.o&e—d-ays=^
■whow—MiooLe ’huu ycLLllllJ** LU lllllJ mi Lhu nontiimiaHLui jldt. He

kept rpmrmhprinn the tn hi g

niuLliur mid dad, after- a-fee—. When his

•^bad raid, they'd hnwa 4~c yeep uuL^l~t?e~~iii Lbe

they TiTnri^-ffiia-r7^4^,d ■■ llthe-f-/i.r,r- -j-r^_

wlwilO'-"bo-i-ng- perfectly fxlc.ndly ull t^^^^=teer-{^7Cod7C--a-nL^^

M±£eAe=Jiad===a^is* *ie^^&dl^===d=s?T= !=tr==TOZ=s=^TC^e=v?e===STOepT======^=J@d=se==aeA^§^,

aaing Pn_h-a.ua mii/h mnnoy F,m- ,.,o 1 r-o gning Pn ho very

iluuIiI iiunm gi/E~Cliut uut uf h??^ ffnrry limi. Itl. tt,i., ,iiii^_

that-hn t,iaa/f.rnn n.f_Hi.caJn -.nn 1mm. Tafr ■.■hM-cppynr, hn

*hi!ih nMhfll i"pitoi'i V, mill pill , im he a be r.-dirnn

a-man -yfi-th—a wrmrrfo_.

He had been on so many hits the last week in Wyoming that 
he could hardly remember what he had taken and with whom—

a.ua
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couldn't even remember who first said Nicole was seeing Gary
again, then it seeified everybody was telling him. ^ ■BviLiiyls'ody

kiiUW buL DunttL. He went on a self-pity cruise. ftidn

appLiO'i1!* e£ oalf pitey^-terrt. u fulluw gut igtll

Mt-ry fan hiiiimlf unum in tl-Wllllu. He couldn't help thinking
of all the times he had come in to rescue Nicole, taken his 
lumps, dared his life if you get down to it, and she had rewar­
ded him with a trip to the bedroom. Not love just the bedroom.
IL mu an unhappy situation—

yeu out of shap^S^,

■T4"'' 1 1 a~l 1 ri gh4"■Tull uf julf'pity, lie1 detlCled-

r 4-'~' Plaaeanl- Crr>wn tn».« jolt., up Mi.nnln nt high nnhnn.1 <S»_

rtLijiiij ..I1-. "Ul

■Wo 11,—

U imp Lun 111UUL!1
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Nicole and the kids

she

y DU

tter kn
car witlgot back in t1

tt and he took off and that's ofthe last they seen

1 s coming with me, you kno;

off that language, or I'11 lock 'you

vas saying, "She's my wifi

t le road with Nicole and the. two kids. Just then a cop ca|ni

Nicole was sayingI ain't going withlesn't want to.

long, Barrett flagged him, said, "That guy jus idnapped

Sunny, Jeremy, and NicoleLnall

know, my girlfriend." So the p gave chase
ed light, pulled him^cfver.c ave Joe Bob the

y du bastard." Finally, the cop said, "Lihten young lady

a.nd the cop was sayin "She doesnJt have to go with you ii

up too.

ny wife

e standing on the grass, Joe Bo]

Nicole owto see at three in the morning^ aC was

stoned enough to think that if she liked killers so much, she 
didn't know how close she was to having herself a real thrill 

with him.

She was sitting there, writing a letter to Gary and she did

not want to be interrupted. In her mind, she was all alone with

Gary at that hour of the morning. But Barrett came in, watched

her put the letter away, and announced right off he wanted to 



-689-

fuck her. She wasn't into it, she said, she had a lot of things
in her head. He kept telling her how much he loved her.

dmiu.

When she started to walk away, he sat her down on a chair
clLJ'CTUliyll

iL-d null uliu iiuun'L gu'llig LU"gtL up in Uj^iCffbuL W»»| —

■ <afet-4w-r. nndwcl i.i j«! WHe started to say that

if she knew some of the things going on inside of him, she 
would be scared.

Nicole said, "There ain't nothing that matters." He tried
to get sarcastic and hurt her feelings. "Oh," he said, "you
were writing a letter to your murdering sweetheart." Something
stupid as that. Then he repeated that if she knew what was
going on inside of him, she'd be afraid. "Nothing," said Nicole,

"scares me anymore."

Barrett took the little picture of Gary that she had taped
on the wall, just a Polaroid of the kind you don't have copies

of, and started trying to rip it. Which made her furious. It-

was some kind of tough Polaroid that was sure hard to rip, and
it struck her comical because he was so stoned that he was

having difficulty. Then she got mad, and said, "You son of a

bitch, give me that son of a bitching picture." But Barrett

held it away and took his lighter out and started burning it.
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When she tried to grab it, and he wouldn't let her, she picked
up an ashtray, threw it at him and hit him in the head.

That was all he needed. He started picking her up and
throwing her all over. He might just as well have been Joe
Bob Sears, except he really wasn't hitting her, just slapping
her, picking her up and pushing her down. She wasn't really
scared. She knew she was in trouble and yet she felt no fear.

she also had a feeling that he
he was yet going to do.was putting no limit on what

i-f—Lb

Which was interesting, cause

hj-r, anq-eL—Sme didn't even bother to hit him back. «It seemed
like forever he was throwing her around TOjT'hitting her.

J
t=±

told them both to get the hell out of there, her and

. her boyfriend, get lost. Sue didn't say a word, just left, and
Nicole knew she was going to call the police.
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She did, and they got there pretty fast. When they showed
at the door, Barrett hid in the hallway—it was like the movies.
He was motioning to Nicole not to let them know he was there,
threatening gestures, like you fucking well better not let them
know. But Nicole just opened the door and said, "Will you get
this mother out of here?"

The cops walked in and asked what was going on and Barrett
said nothing. Nicole said, "Nothing, my ass!" She said,
"That motherfucker's been knocking me around for the last hour.
Excuse my language, officer, but he's been terrible." They
handcuffed him, and read him his rights, and took him away.
About that time, she began to realize they were arresting him
for something else, which is why they had a warrant with them.
Barrett spent the night in jail.

Only when the police were gone, did she realize how crazy

she had been. It was after they had handcuffed him. One of the
cops had gone down to his car to answer the patrol radio and

the other had turned his back. She saw a knife on the kitchen
sink and there was one moment when she wanted to cut Barrett's

throat, zip, right where he was sitting handcuffed. Quick as 

that. They could have given her a jail cell right next to Gary.
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After he got out of jail, Barrett sold her car. It was 
logical to him. He needed some money for his legal problems,
and ^Nicole had ripped him off for a lot more than money.

^aac»fea u iij.1.li Ii r ii i rignnd a hiilil^^sa

wair Til 1 * Nicole would never have her car again.

Now, that she was permanently without wheels Nicole could
wish she had killed him. Now, she would even have to hitchhike
with the kids when she wanted to leave them at somebody's house.
She decided she was going over to Barrett's and smash the wind-
shield of hrs yfifessi&su

It was a cool August night and she put on a jacket with
baggy sleeves and stood outside his motel room with a borrowed
hammer, feeling crazy inside. Even with two Valiums, strong
ones, to mellow her out, she would get crazy inside every time

she would think about Barrett attacking her, and then-selling
her car. She stood there, in the dark for a long time waiting

for the Valiums to mellow her out, but they didn't. She thought
about putting dirt in his gas tank or going to work on the

windshield, but she knew the first noise she'd make, he would 



hear, and she would be able to do no more damage. He was in
there, and his truck was parked just outside his door.

She thought she'd try a different approach and walked up,
and through a locked screen door, said, "I want to talk to you,
Barrett." He wouldn't open the screen, however. She tried, and
it was locked. He was cooking a steak, which she could smell,
and she said, "Come on out, I want to talk to you," and he kind
of laughed a little. "No," he said, "Talk to me here." "I'd
rather," Nicole said, "you come outside." He laughed again a
little bit and said, "I don't know, Nicole, I don't trust you.
You got a strange look." Then a friend of his came up, and
Barrett felt a little more safe, cause he opened the door and
said, "Come on in." At that point, Nicole decided to have it
out just on the basis of the money. "You owe me for my car,"
she said. They started talking about it, and he said he
couldn't believe he had done it, it was a wrong thing to do.
He didn't have the right.

She wasn't going to buy too much of that. She didn't

scream, but she did threaten him in a nice quiet way. She said
"Barrett, you screwed me up pretty bad this time. I'm tired of

messing around. I want money so I can get me another car. You
I

owe me $125.”
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"There's no way," said Barrett, "I'm going to come up with
that much." He paused, though, and said, "I can get you sixty
tomorrow, forty a few days after."

She left; she believed him. In fact, he came by the next
day with twenty dollars and told her that was all he had.
Nicole was really rude to him, said, "I'm not playing your
games, I want the rest of my money." Finally he came with
another sixty, and that was about it. He just trailed off,
like with everything else. She had no wheels and finally had
to spend the hundred for other things. Food. Rent.
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Gary received a letter from a woman in Oregon who wrote
that she was 29 years old, divorced, five feet six inches
tall, a little on the plump side and could probably stand to
lose about 10 to look just right. She. thert wrote, "Please
feel free to ask me anything that is on your mind, because I
am quite broad minded, and nothing will shock me either. I
am a red-blooded American female, and definitely enjoy it too,
and of course, I like sex, attention, a lot of affection, and
like to do just about anything that is connected with the oppo­
site sex for sure!" Gary sent the letter on to Nicole who
wrote him back right away to tell him it was like a slap in the
face.

She couldn't believe how angry she became at this wom^n.
It gave Nicole a clue. Underneath all the bullshit of how much
she loved Gary, she was really crazy about him. She had never
felt jealousy like this for another man. It was so bad, she
decided she had to see him right that minute.

Only it was a bummer. Hitchhiking over to the nuthouse. The 
whole day got lost. First, she couldn't find a sitter for the
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kids, and had to run around and when she finally got a ride
to the hospital, they told her he had been taken back to the
jail that very morning. It wouldn't be visiting day over
there either. She wouldn't see him. Nicole wanted so much to
hear his voice that she walked all the way across town from the
nuthouse to the jail and when she arrived, she stood by the
wire fence in back, and hollered, "Gary Gilmore, can you hear
me!" She shouted it as loud as she could. Just about, she
heard a voice yell back, "Yeah, babe."

"YEAH!" she cried out.

Then she screamed for all the world to hear^'Gary Gilmore,

I love you!"

A cop came around the building and told her she'd have to
leave because she could be arrested for doing something like
that. It surprised her. She didn't know they could keep you
from expressing yourself that way. She hollered out to Gary
that she had to go, and left. But she felt a whole lot better.

. August 20

Hey baby the most beautiful thing just happened to me. I
just heard a magic elf's voice holler; "Gary Gilmore, can you

hear me? I love you!" Well I love you too! Boy, oh boy, do
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(gp
I love you! Nicole—you amaze me. You are absolutely won­
derful. I just don't have words to say how great you make me
feel. You make me cry happy tears.

,e

d

love to know you are near.

The jailer just brought me your letter. Made me feel real 

-it's a sort of knowledge. Like^a total awarethcin a feelin
of ing in a box and it's bright daylite outside and thi

ance, I love to ar your voice aiit every time you get the 

lie this afttspnoon and I woke up
d thing that I hate s^much. It's moref ling that clear

last night. Don't worry a t that—cowhen you called my nani

good! I love you, darlin. No, you didn't get me in any_trou]

I went to sleep for

ne

ft ago A
What will I meet when I die? The Oldness? Vengeful ghosts?

A dark gulf? Will my spirit be flung about the universe faster
than thought? Will I be judged and sentenced, as so many
churches would have us believe? Will I be called to and clutched 
at by lost spirits? Will there be nothing?.*. . just an end?. . .

I can't even picture the concept of nothing—I don't think that
"nothing" exists. There is no such thing as "nothing." There

is always something—some energy. But how long a journey is 

death? Is it instantaneous? Does it take minutes, hours, 
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4*3

weeks? What dies first—the body of course—but then does the
personality slowly dissolve? Are there different levels of
death—some darker and heavier than others, some brighter and

lighter, some more and some less material?

Nicole, I believe we always have a choice. And I choose,
that when I die, or change form, or whatever best describes
this thing called death, I choose that I wait for you, that I
meet you, that I find you—the part of my heart and soul I have
sought for so long—the only real love I've ever known. Then
we will know. We'll know everything that we know now but can't

consciously recall.

You said that girl's letter was like a slap in the face—
Baby, Baby, I didn't mean anything like that when I gave it to
you! I just thought I'd let you read it. Guess I wasn't
thinking, huh?! I'm not gonna write to her. You're the only
girl in my life Angel. I wouldn't take a thousand girls for you.

May.
>uple things, o^a^? What:,___________ ce to have is a couple

ten you get you: c you could get me a

brown and one blue with fine point
sh: a Grumb.aah.ex Sable Round]
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N£1 5 watercolor--and a decent pad of paper. it you can’t

cfford it, it's okay honey, 'cause I know they don't give you

t
t.

found many truths though. Cour Ls a Truth. Overcoming

lat God is Truth. God^^s that and much, much more. I found

wtyat^ffiad been eluding me for so long. I saw a simple, quie

£ imple Truth, plain, unadorned.

oi e day^ff was fortunate. I looked into your eyes and I f'iound

f aar is a Truth. Honesty, not^Lying to\yourself, is a Truth.
K aeping a promise is a Trut)Z' It would h^too simple to say

Tfrfith, a prja£s^d^4^rf7r^nd_ personal, Triith oH-hextU-tv and love.

i as looking for a Truth thXt was very rigid^ unbending
ingle straight line that exc ded ever-

gain like you w

at one time.I got into a sea h for Truth real heavj

ckin welfare and I don't want you to be buch on that

I found lot of Truths. But I was still hungry—and it'
tjflue that linger teaches many things. So I kept looking.

but itself.

this month.

never quite satisfied-

tese Truths, and ot

And

Some nights it would come down on Nicole as she lay in
bed and she would know what an expression like "horrible loss"

was about. It was about throwing away the most valuable thing
in your life. It was knowing that you had to live next to 
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something that felt larger than your own life, as in this case,
knowing Gary was going to die.

She began to think there was not ever a minute when she
stopped loving him, not for a minute. There wasn't a minute
of her day in which her guy was not in her mind, and that she
liked. She liked what was inside of her. But it was spooky.
She would take in a breath and recognize that she was falling
more and more in love with a guy who was going to be dead.

One night Tom Dynamite came over, but she couldn't bring
herself to sleep with him. That surprised her. Sex had nothing
to do with Gary. It was just that this night she had been
thinking about him so hard that she didn't want to separate
herself from the pleasure of thinking about him, so, somehow,
she got Tom to sleep on the floor next to the couch where Nicole
always lay down, and she even put her hand on Tom's shoulder
in gratitude while they slept. He left in the morning without
waking her.

When she opened her eyes she remembered that as she went

to sleep, she had decided she was going to kill herself in the
morning. She awoke with the same thought.
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Sat as quietly in her as a bird not moving in its nest.

If she died first, Gary had written, he would be with her.
She didn't know where she would be then, or what else might
happen, but she would be with him. The moment he followed her,
his love would be so strong that she would be attracted to him
like a magnet. She believed that she remembered the magnet
pulling her to him in the jail.

She didn't have any decent razor blades in the house and
she considered going next door and borrowing one, but thought
that might be too suspicious. So she broke open a daisy shaver,
a kind of disposable plastic razor, cracked it w’ith a steak
knife and got the blade loose. Then she taped the back, wrapped
it in some notebook paper, and put it in her bra. She thought
if she didn't move around too much it would be safe in there
and not cut her in the breast. Before she left, she took the
kids over to a friend's house, and felt strange leaving them.
It was odd how she said goodbye to them. She wasn't sure it
felt like that, and set out to hitch-hike to the jail. A couple
of guys picked her up.

One was an ex-con, and he was really foulmouthed. And 

kinda cute. He talked real rough, sort of mean, kept asking 
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her if she wasn't worried that he and his buddy would take her
up in the mountains, rape her, cut her throat. Nicole wasn't
worried at all. She couldn't even laugh about it, but she
wasn't worried, it didn't bother her. Actually, she did kind
of laugh at them for talking like that. Here she had this razor
blade in her bra, all set to take care of the job herself.

Anyway, they dropped her off by the jail without further
ado. Of course, they had to make a few smart-ass remarks about
Gary. That came out when she told them she was going to visit
her boyfriend, and the ex-con recognized the name, and said,
"Well, he's going to get a little lead poisoning." That cracked
Nicole up. She didn't feel bad laughing about Gary. She knew
he would have laughed over it too. That was a funny line.

She went over to the back of the jail and hollered a couple
of times and somebody else answered her first and said Gary was
in another cell. Then’she finally heard him, so faintly,
trying to holler back. The cops came and threatened to arrest
her. Of course, she didn't give a fuck. She was thinking that
they'd put her in a cell but since they didn.'t have any female
cops in the joint, they couldn't shake her down. She had the
razor blade in a pretty good place.

They took her around to the front and kept her inside the

jail for a half hour, and she acted like a smart-ass and was really



foul-mouthed, made herself right at home, using the floor for
an ashtray, laughing at their threats, she didn't give a shit.
They could let her go, or lock her up.

After a while, they let her go, and on her way out she
noticed a small cement tunnel that went under.the freeway. Some
thing you couldn't even see from the street, that is, you could
see the entrance of it, but dark enough so you couldn't see down
it. It was just a few feet in diameter. She crawled in, and
it was sure dark, and she sat there a few minutes more. Her
sleeves were rolled up over her biceps, but she pulled them up
further, and then she cut herself as hard as she could right
across the vein and the artery. It was a good feeling. Felt
really warm, really bleeding and splashing on the cement. She
could feel the blood running down her arm and it was hot, and
it felt good. She liked the way it felt, kind of soothing.
There was so much going on. Like the ocean was running down
the beach. She could see an opening in the tunnel where she
had come in, and all the light she could see in the world was
in the circle of that hole.

She sat there as long as she could, and the nice warm

feeling changed after a while and she began getting sick. Then
she was nauseated. Started shaking all over. She wasn't cold 



but she was shaking. There was blood all over the cement and
Nicole got scared. Every nice long slow thought had faded.
Now, she didn't feel as if she was slipping into something warm,
but rather as if it was getting colder all the time. She didn't
like that. She got scared, then she got very scared. But she
made herself sit. She even made herself lie down and try to go
to sleep. Then she just tried to talk herself into not moving,
just staying there until it was over.

Finally, she thought, I got to get to a doctor. At least,
I got to try. That's the best I can do, is at least give it a
good try. Then I can .handle dying.

She got up, and of course, she 'couldn't even walk straight,
and kept feeling she was going to pass out. She would walk a
few steps, and spots would come in front of her eyes, and she'd
squat. It was just a little way from the jail, and she walked
back over, and there ms a guy washing a truck, a cop who wasn't
in uniform. She told him she'd slipped climbing over a chain-link
fence, showed him how her shirt was kind of bloody. He took
her down to the Utah Valley Hospital, but she didn't even stay
overnight, just long enough to get it sewed up. The doctor

didn't believe her shit about climbing a fence. He said, looks

like a pretty sharp thing did the job. Asked her how much she
bled, was it a pint or a quart. She said, well, she didn't know
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what a pint or a quart was. They took her blood pressure, and
she began to feel better, and hitch-hiked home. By the time
she got back, she was sick to her stomach again, couldn't really
stand up without getting dizzy. She slept a lot that evening.

4

After Nicole had finished sassing everyone in the prison,
Cahoon got a little tired of the situation and decided to stop 
her visits.

August 29

Fucked me up that I couldn't see you today—these chicken-
shit pricks.. Give a motherfucker a little authority and they
think they have to start taking privileges away from people. . .
bunch of slack-jawed jizz-gurgling come-drunk punks.

Makes me a mite mad, mama. I'd rather they took my mattress
than my visits.

Jesus Jesus Jesus, Mary, and Joseph. What the fuck are the
jails coming to?

Just sitting and wondering and remembering. Breathing stale 
air.



-706-

Nicole went to bed with Cliff Bonners the night after she
got home from the hospital. Her arm was stitched and bandaged
updand it hurt like hell. She remembered thinking all the•time
she was making love that if she didn't watch out it would start
bleeding again. The night after, she found herself in bed
with Tom Dynamite. The same damned thing. Her arm hurt like
a fucker, and it got to her. She had to stop.making love. Some­
times she was convinced Gary could practically hear her think.
It wasn't that she thought it was right or wrong to be doing
this with Gary in jail, it's just that it came over her for the
first time that it might be peculiar to be in love with a man 

■ and still be making it with guys on the outside. She had never 
experienced this feeling before. That it was important to be 
faithful. It was something she had to ponder.
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Cahoon wasn't surprised when Gary asked if he could come

out and talk tin him. Cahoon even took him into the front room
and they sat by the desk and went over the situation. Had a
nice friendly conversation. Gary said he agreed with Sheriff

Cahoon on the way this place should be run and he wanted to come
to some agreements on what was expected from him and Nicole.

Well, said Cahoon, he wanted Gary's lady to come and act lady­
like, not create problems. But decently dressed. When he 
saw the spark in Gary's eye he remarked that of course, her 
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dress wasn't that far out. Her attitude was creating the
problem. Gary agreed they could come to an understanding.
Cahoon said they were having a good one, and he would permit
Gary a phone call to Brenda to notify Nicole that she was
reinstated.

On the next visit, she told Gary about cutting herself in
the underpass and how she realized she was scared of dying.
She had tried and she couldn't do it. He told her it was very
hard to bleed to death. He went on to explain that getting
sick happened to most people who tried it. He had tried it
himself. It was one of the hard ways to die. She asked him
if he had ever cut his wrists, because he certainly had scars
on his arms, and he told her a group of his friends and himself
had once all cut their arms in Isolation at Oregon. She had a
bandage on, but he finally asked her to pull up her sleeve and
show him the stiches. Then said, "That's a fucking deep cut,"
and the tone went through her like praise, as if he had said,
"Baby, you did that for me."
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it was that she spent so much time—and she wrote it right

he might even think of them as natural. Or wasn't it right at
all? Maybe that was one reason she cut her wrist. She had
sure gotten unhappy with herself during this time.

September 5

I just read your letter. It's a long and beautiful letter
and full of love. But when I read on page 5 where you said
"it's such an ugly thing to do. I spend so much time either
getting drunk or getting fucked." I felt like I had been hit
or something—a cold numbness moved thru me and I couldn't go

on reading the letter for a few minutes. Nicole, don't ever
tell me anything like that again unless you want to hurt me.
I don't want anybody to fuck you and I try rrot to think of that
—I do pretty good until you write and tell me that you spend
so much time getting fucked.

The words of his letter kept ringing in her head. That was 
the only word, "ringing". She felt as if somebody had really 
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socked her right on the side of her head. She could hear his
voice in her brain and it spoke in a terrible passion, as if
he was capable of biting with his teeth clear through his tongue.
He didn't want her ever to fuck anyone again. He didn't want
to have those thoughts in his head. "Everybody fucks Nicole,"
said his voice. "Don't fuck those cocksuckers. It makes me
want to commit murder again. If I feel like murder it doesn't
necessarily matter who gets murdered—don't you knot; that about
me?" Way inside was a part of her felt extra loving because it
was that important to him.

After all, it had never been important to her. It was easier
to let things happen than tell a guy to leave her alone. It was
kind of a relief now to have a reason to say no. Of course, it
wasn't that easy to turn away Cliff or Tom Dynamite. She would
explain, "I'm not here with you anymore when I'm messing around.
I'm with somebody else." They understood, Cliff particularly.
That didn't keep them from trying to get it on. She still
needed company.

Once or twice it was really hard on her .to tell them to go
home. Besides other people kept dropping over right out of the
past. Fellows that she used to see maybe once every few weeks,
or every now and then came in. It wasn't that she couldn't say
no, it was that they were expecting it to be like the last time
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She didn't want to stand in front of them and scream, "Get out

of my life." They hadn't done her any harm.

She had to figure it out in her own head. So she didn't
visit the jail or write. She wanted to wait until she could
finally tell him that she loved him enough to be able to break
through her fucking habit.



GEELMORE AND GEEBS

1

Gary was so quiet in his cell over the next few days that
it got aninous. Cahoon decided he was getting too morbid and
needed company so he moved over a prisoner named Gibbs from
the main tank. Figuring they had both done so much jail time,
they might get along. If not, he could always send Gibbs
back where he came from.

Cahoon noticed that soon as he shut the bars, they started
talking to each other in jail talk. It was that gibberish talk
he could never exactly learn, where you use a word like figger
if you want to say nigger. Carry on a whole conversation to show
the other fellow how many years you had put in. Cahoon got a
little, but didn't try to get it all. If they said lady from
Bristol, that meant pistol, and Cahoon would- have to get con­
cerned, but Gilmore was just talking of ones and twos, and

they were shoes. "Yeah," said Gilmore to Gibbs, "A nice pair 
to go with my fleas and ants.
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"Do you still got to think," said Gibbs, "of your bunny

and boat?"
"Fuck the goat," said Gilmore, "let me walk in with a

dickery dick."
"That's right, it could attract the chick."
Cahoon gave up. They were just doing time. He thought they

could make a cute couple. Both had Fu Manchu goatees. It was
just that Gilmore was a lot bigger than Gibbs. Like cat and
mouse. Hell, like cat and rat.

There were only three things in the world Gibbs could honest­
ly say he had any feeling for: children, kittens, and money.
Been on his own since he had been 14. When he was 17, he wrote
and cashed $17,000 worth of checks in a month and bought him­
self a new car. Always had new cars.

By the time he was 14, Gilmore said, he'd broken into 50
houses. Maybe more.

First time Gibbs went to prison out here, he was behind a
2-1/2 million dollar forgery. He took, Gibbs said, 21 counts.
Next time he went back was when he blew up a cop's car in Salt
Lake, Captain Haywood's car.

Gave him 15 years when he was 22, Gilmore said. Did them 

at Oregon and Marion. Gibbs nodded. Marion had the credentials.



Flattened e^ven years consecutively, Gilmore told him. Probably
four years altogether in solitary. Gilmore had real pedigree.

He was in now for rubber rafts, Gibbs told him. Stole
forty of them in Q^veeks out of
Salt Lake Valley, §139 a piece.
or/^hundred bucks a day. Just

J.C. Penneys in Utah Valley,
Chain saws same way. Mak^^^z^

couldn't manage his money, that's

all.

My problem, too, allowed Gilmore. He had also done a little
boosting at J.C. Penney's.

"Yeah," said Gibbs, "the only difference between you and me
is when I do it, I have shoulder men. Two bruisers run inter­
ference. If they come after me, the big boys say, "What are you
chasing this guy for?"

Gibbs could recognize that Gilmore didn't know any heavies
out of Salt Lake. Didn't know the Babaro brothers, Len Rails,
Ron Clout, Mardu, or Gus Latagapolos. "You're talking heavies,
then, " said Gibbs. "All six are Mr. Utahs, chauffeurs,
Teamsters."

Gilmore spoke of the Aryan Brotherhood and his connections 
there. Gibbs could recognize some heavy names out of Oregon 



and Atlanta, Leavenworth and Marion. Not legends, but still
heavies. Gilmore carried himself like he was well-regarded.
Of course, Murder One gives a man standing. When they ask
you, "What do you get for killing?" the answer is "self-satis­
faction." Clears the mind a little bit.

His particular ring, Gibbs told Gilmore, had been outboard
motors, inboard motors, house trailers, and trailer homes. Not
afraid to be seen carrying the stuff. They had their first
laugh over this. "Half a million dollars worth of stuff," said
Gibbs.

"If you get out before me," said Gilmore, "can you bring me
back some hacksaw blades?"

"Anybody would, I probably would," said Gibbs. In fact,
thought Gibbs, he might. He had as much loyalty in one direc­
tion as in exactly the other. He was the man in the old saying
"You got blue eyes, one blue north, one blue south." Except
it was Gilmore had the blue eyes. He liked Gilmore. Style
and a lot of class.

"Hey," said Gilmore, "if you could figure a way to get me
out of here, I'd pull any job you want. Just keep enough money

for me and my old lady to leave the country, and I'll give you 
the rest.



"If I wanted out of this jail," said Gibbs, "I'd have
people come take me out. "

"Well, around here, I don't know people like that," said

Gilmore.
"If anybody would, I would," repeated Gibbs.

The cell they were in was divided into two parts, a small
dining area with a table and benches, and to the back, away
from the bars, a toilet, a sink, a shower, and six bunks. On
the other side of the bars was a corridor that led to the next
tank, which was used as the women's cell. When no women were

there, it was kept as a drunk tank. That first night, they
had a drunk next door who kept yelling for the jailer.

Finally Gilmore answered as if he were the jailer. "What
do you want?" he bellowed. The drunk said he had to make a
phone call. Had to get bond. Gilmore told him he had no bond
not until he went before a judge. Why, the little boy he had
hit in the trailer court, died. What little boy, said the
drunk? Those are your charges: drunk driving, auto homicide,
hit and run. Gibbs loved it. The drunk believed Gilmore.

Spent the rest of the night crying to himself, instead of
yelling for the jailer. Which gave something to laugh about
for the rest of the night.



Gilmore began to do his exercises. That was something,
he told Gibbs, he did every night. Had to, in order to tire
himself out enough to get a little sleep.

He did a hundred sit ups, took a break, then did jumping
jacks, clapping his hands over his head. Gibbs laid on his
bunk and smoked and lost count. Gilmore must have done two or
three hundred. Then he took another break and tried pushinij-ups
but he could only get to twenty-five. His left hand where he
shot himself was still weak, he explained.

Then he stood on his head for ten minutes. What's the pur­
pose of that, asked Gibbs. Oh, said Gilmore, it gets the
blood circulating in your head, good for your hair. He wanted,
Gilmore added, to try to keep as much youthfulness in appear­
ance as possible. Gibbs nodded. Every con he knew, including
himself, had a complex about age. What the hell, the youthful
years were all lost. "My personal opinion," Gibbs said, "is

that you are a young looking person for 35.• I am five years
younger, and look five years older than you."

"It's your coffin-nails," said Gilmore, sniffing the smoke.
He had picked a top bunk as far away as possible from Gibbs,
who was sleeping in the bottom bed across.
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"You don't smoke?" said Gibbs.
"I don't believe in supporting any habit you have to pay

for," said Gary. "Not if you spend your time in lock-up. They
had a cell in isolation they named after me."

The drunk in the next tank was whimpering piteously. Gil­
more said, "Yeah, the Gary M. Gilmore Memorial Room," and .they
both laughed. Listening to the drunk cry was as comfortable
as lying in bed on a summer night while hearing trees rustle.
Yes, Gilmore told him, he had put in so much time in segregation
that he almost never earned money from a prison job. And there
sure wasn't money coming in from outside. Any little luxuries
allowed in the can, he had learned to do without. "Besides,"
he said, "smoking is bad for your health."

Speaking of health, Gilmore added, he expected the death
sentence.

"A good lawyer could get you Second Degree. They parole
second degree in Utah in six years. Six years, you'll be on
the street."

"I can't afford a good lawyer," said Gilmore. "The state

pays for my lawyers. My lawyers work for the same state that
is going to sentence me." He looked down at Gibbs from his
bunk and said, "They keep taking me over to the hospital to be
interviewed by psychiatrists. Shit, they come up with the 
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stupidest questions. Why, they ask, did I park my car to the
side of the gas station? 'If I parked in front,' I said to
them, 'you'd ask me why I didn't park to the side.'" He snorted
at that. "I could put on an act for them, have them saying,
'Yeah, he's crazy,' but I wont. I'm not going to show myself
as crazy," said Gary.

Gibbs understood. That offended a true man's idea of class.
"I am telling them that the killings were unreal. That I

saw everything through a veil of water." Now the drunk was
moaning. "'It was like I was in a movie' I say to them, 'and
I couldn't stop the movie.'"

"Is that how it came down?" asked Gibbs.
"Shit, no," said Gilmore. "I walked in on Benny Bushnell

and I said to that fat son of a bitch, 'Your money, son, and
your life.'"

They both cackled. It was funny as hell. Right there in
the middle of the night, in this hot fucking two-bit asshole
jail, with the drunk slobbering in his shit and counting his
sins, they couldn't stop laughing. "Pipe down in there," said
Gilmore to the drunk. "Save your crying for the judge." The
drunk was one misery. Like a puppy first night in a new home.
"Hell," said Gilmore, "the morning after I killed Jensen, I 
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called up the gas station and asked them if they had any job

openings." Again they cackled.

Gilmore, tonight, would cut off his arm if he could make
a good joke about it. He'd cut off his head and hand it to
you, if his mouth would spit nails. "What's your last best
request when they're hanging you?" he asked, and answered, "Use
a rubber rope." Pretended to be bouncing on the end of the
rope, his face in a grimace,.and said, "Guess I'll be hanging
around here for a while."

Gibbs thought he'd piss his pants. "What," asked Gilmore,
"is your last request if they put you in the gas chamber?" He
waited. Gibbs wheezed. "Why," Gilmore said, "ask them to
use laughing gas."

"That is enough," said Gibbs, "to choke you up."
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"I," said Gibbs, "ask them for a bullet proof vest." They
laughed back and forth like an animal going in circles and
getting weak. "Yeah," said Gibbs, "I heard that one." 

Gilmore had a quality Gibbs could recognize. He accomodated



to people. Gibbs believed he, himself, could alv;ays get near
somebody—just use the side that was like them. Gilmore did
the same. Around each other tonight, they were like boiler­
plated farts. Filthy devils.

He only had to think this, and Gilmore was ready to change.
"Hey," he said to Gibbs, "they're going to give me the death
penalty, but I've got a trick for them. I'm going to check into
the State of Utah's hole card. I'm going to make them do it.
Then we'll see if they have as many guts as I do."

Gibbs couldn't decide if the guy was a bullshitter. Gibbs
couldn't visualize doing something like that.

"Yes," said Gilmore, "I'm going to ask them to do it without
me wearing a hood. Do it at night if it's outside, or in a dark
room with tracer bullets. That way I can see those babies
coming!" The drunk was screaming, "I didn't mean to kill the
boy, oh judge, I'll cut off my arms and never drive again before
I would kill a little boy."

nKnock it off," shouted Gilmore.
Yeah, he said to Gibbs, the only legitimate fear a man in

his position could have while facing the firing squad was that
one of the marksmen might be a friend or relative of one of the 
victims. "Then," said Gilmore, "they might shoot at my head.
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I don't like that. I have perfect 20-20, and I want to donate
my eyes."

This guy was a roulette wheel, decided Gibbs. Just depen­
ded which number came up. "I've made a lot of mistakes in
my life," said Gilmore from the upper bunk, "and a great many
errors in judgment the last couple of months, but this I will
say, Gibbs. I am in my element now. I have never misjudged a
person who has done time."

"I hope you got a favorable impression of me."
"I believe you are a good convict," said Gilmore.
On that high praise, no higher praise, they went to sleep.

It was three in the morning. They would bullshit until three
every morning.

2

Sept. 9

I'm not a weak man. I've never been a punk, I've never
been a rat, I've always fought-I ain't the toughest son of a
bitch around but I've always stood up and been counted among
the men. I've done a few things that would make a lot of mother­
fuckers tremble and I've endured some shit that nobody should
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have to go thru. But what I want you to understand, little
girl, is that you hold my heart and along with my heart I
guess you have the power to crush me or destroy me. Please
don't. I have no defense for what I feel for you.

I can't share you with any other man or men Nicole. I'd
rather be dead and burning in some hell than have any other
man be with you.

I can't share you—I want all of you--
I have to go without fucking, you can too. Sorry to be

crude but that's true. We love each other and belong to each
other let's don't ever; hurt each other Nicole lets don't ever
hurt each other.

This pain paralyzes me. I keep thinking of you being with
somebody. I can't help it. I have to chase the ugly pictures
out of my mind. I don't want anybody to kiss you or hold you
or fuck you. You're mine I love you.

You said on the last page of your letter that I will not
have reason to hurt that way ever again—that you will stop.
this is truth, you said. Jesus Christ—I'm 35 fucking years
old been locked up more than half my life. I should be a tough
son of a bitch, all the things that have happened to me.

But I can't take being away from you—I miss you every
minute.
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And I cannot stand the thought of some man holding your
naked body and watching your eyes roll back sleeping in your
arms.

I can't share you—I won't. You've got to be all mine.
I don't care that you say you have this crazy heart that won't
let you refuse any request to make another happy. I have a
crazy heart too. And my crazy heart makes a request of your
crazy heart—don't refuse my request to be only mine in heart
mind soul and body. Let me be the next and only man to have
you.

God I want you baby baby baby 
fuck only me

don't fuck anybody else dont dont it kills me dont kill me
Am I demanding too much??
Write and tell me—

—Nicole life is short—live it for us for me and you.
Be completely mine.

I said I might leave you—I would never walk away or turn 
my back on you—but I might—I don't know Nicole—leave. .

Can I have it like I want with you? Can I have all of
you?

Thats the only way I can have it
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(29
TELL ME TELL ME
GODDAMN IT

TELL .ME
Fuck shit piss God Nicole
Tell me.

Oh baby, if I could hold you now if I could look into
your startlingly amazing eyes—those eyes do it all to me.
Nicole.

Christ---------------
Wednesday and Sunday are too far apart------------why don't

you write me morel?
Nicole don't be with anybody else

dont dont dont dont
d o n t

Im really fucking this letter up
I've got to come to a conclusion and this is it. I've got

to have all of you! With nobody can I share you. I love you.
I LOVE YOU I LOVE YOU I LOVE YOU

I LOVE YOU

No, . I aint drunk or loaded or nothing this is just me
writing this letter that lacks beauty-just me Gary Gilmore
thief and murderer. Crazy Gary. Who will one day have a

dream that he was a guy named GARY in 20th century America and

that there was something very wrong. . . but what was it and 
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is it why things are so super shitty, to the max, as they used
to say in 20th century Spanish Fork. And he'll remember that
there was something very beautiful too in that long ago Mormon
mountain Empire and he'll begin to dream of a dark red haired
sort of green eyed elfin fox whose eyes rolled back and could
swallow all of his cock and who laughed and cried with him
and didn't care that his teeth were fucked up forever and who
taught him how to fuck girls again instead of his hand and
pictures in Playboy.

Next night, they put a girl in the same tank where the
drunk had been. She was also crying and Gary hollered over,
hey, sister, it can't be all that bad, and she immediately
quieted down.

A few minutes, Gary found out her name was Connie, and
when she inquired if he had a cigarette, Gibbs slid a pack
down the hallway to her cell and Connie thanked them.

They kept trying to talk but you had to holler loud, so
Gary wrote a note and slid it over. Told her he was rather
handsome, liked young girls, western music, and yodeling. Es­
pecially, he liked to yodel. She wrote back that she'd seen
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his picture in the newspaper and agreed he was good looking.
Thanked him for being kind, and asked him to yodel.

"Well, Tex," said Gibbs, "crank up." Gary could no more
yodel than Gibbs could knit. So Gary just hollered over shucks
he was lying, couldn't oo-lay, oo-lay-oo to save his butt. All
three began to laugh. It was a good night sending notes back
and forth. In the morning, she got out. Gary's depression
was back.

September 11

I could not

□ack.

Lt slept lately—the ghosts haveI've told you tha

e I didn't believe they

pretty somebody, came

middle of a dream about a severed head. I can hear the tumbrel

sleep for the third nite running. Somethings

I smack 'em down but they srifr&k hack and nlimhJZ

happening to me. I dozed briefly last nite and awoke in the

lescended and s rupon me with a

y a female Mont C t parole
officeress or whatever, dreams take their ow ourse, and

wheels creaking again and the swift slide of the blade—t
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months I endured a constant onslaught of demon fury—
ooooocoOOOOODOOOOH1

they will ever be.
they like it wh,ejr^I hit

fe to say it but in the 1 ast'^eek they almost got mt
jiffey came the closest they ever have and t ' they ever wilj

and 50 pound&^ighter but stronger tharLeft me drai

And I hay^been burning la

Gibbs had a habit of waking up in the middle of the night
for a cigarette. Right in the middle of the night for a cig­
arette. Right in the middle of this bad depression Gary had got
into, Gibbs woke up in the wee hours, lit a straight and lay
back down to do some quiet thinking about his private situation^
All of a sudden he heard Gary say, "You actually did it, didn't
you, Gibbs?" He replied carefully, "Did what?" Gary said, "You
actually lit that motherfucker, didn't you?"

In the morning Gary said, "You talk in your sleep, Gibbs.
You say a few words and then you start playing with your teeth.
Sounds like you got a dice game going on down there at night."
Gibbs got a little paranoid about it. He wasn't altogether

happy at the idea of talking in his sleep. If he said the wrong 
thing, Gilmore might decide to separate his heart from his lungs.
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All that day, Gary's depression got worse, and the next
night about three A.M. when Gibbs woke up again to have a
smoke, Gary said, "Are you awake?" Gibbs replied, "I think
so. I'm not sure," made a point of trying to laugh even
though he was gasping and coughing. "You going to be all
night, man?" asked Gilmore, "need an iron lung maybe?"

Gibbs was silent. He was
wheezes. Out of the silence,
we'll tell the guard we can't
one of us."

just trying to control his
Gilmore said, "In the morning,
get along. That way he'll move

"Oh, yeah?" said Gibbs.
"Yeah," said Gilmore, "I think I'm going to hang it up. If

I do, you're better off out of here. They might just try to
drop a murder rap on you." He nodded. "They're going to be a
njight/disappointed if they don't receive the self-satisfaction
of trying me on my two hot ones."

Now Gibbs nodded. "If that's what you want," he said,
"well, I'll go so far as spitting at the guard or throwing some­
thing, and go to the hole." "Yeah," said Gary, "I appreciate
that. I really might have to ask you to leave tomorrow."
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"Yeah," said Gibbs, "I'll do it."

In the morning, however, Gilmore said to hold off. He
wanted to see if any word would come from Nicole that day.
In the afternoon, sure enough, a letter did arrive. He read
it and said, "Never mind. I've decided to wait." Gibbs
couldn't get over how jubilant he was.

Gary spent the afternoon going through her old mail,
picking up this one and that one, finally he said, "Here's
one you can read if you like." Gibbs noticed it had little
spots of blood on the pages. He felt embarrassed and just
skim-read it, but couldn't help taking notice of one part
where Nicole said, "how warm and nice it felt, my life being
drained from my body."

Gibbs was careful not to say anything or show any emotion,
but to himself he thought, "She's either the most sincere broad
I ever heard of, or one of the dingiest, ding-a-ling chicks
in the world." Gilmore said, "What do you think?" Gibbs
replied, "I can't really say because I've never been in your
position, but evidently she's dedicated to you."

Nov; that Gilmore was out of his depression, Gibbs decided
to keep him out of it, and started talking about how easy it wc«JcL 
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be to escape. Just get a hacksaw blade. The jail was old
and the bars were small in. diameter. They didn't have a
stainless steel core inside. Tn fact you could see where
somebodv had already cut two bars and they'd had to weld them
back in place.

Gary decided to send word to Nicole. She could tell
Sterling Baker and he could do the job at the shoe repair. Gibbs
said he had to separate the outer sole from the base of the sole,
insert two blades, then carefully re-stitch the shoe by hand,
using the same holes. Any shoemaker could do it.

Garv aporoved of the idea one hundred percent. He started
a letter to Nicole explaining how to go about it, and since
he didn't want any jailer to see what was written, he aave it
to Mike Esplin to mail for him when the lawver dropped by to
discuss his case.

September 12
Dearest Fairest

I have something I want you to do. If you will do this
and do it right I believe that I will soon take you away—to
Canada, perhaps—the Pacific Northwest—somewhere. Away. To-
gether me and you and your kids. Here is what I want: a carbon
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steel high quality hacksaw blade.. They sell them in hardware 
stores. I need a pair of shoes size 11. Sterling can put 
the hacksaw blade inside the sole of the shoes. It would be 
cool if perhaps Ida, she's above any suspicion, were to bring 
the shoes along with some clothes to me on a visiting day or 
the lawyer Craig or Mike—this is a hick town mickey mouse 
jail—they don't x-ray shoes, they don't have a metal detector 
—I could be out of here that very nite.

Do this for me Angel. I 'will come and get you and we will 
go.

And I don't want to find any man with you when I get there.
Get me that blade. I'll come in the nite and take you 

away and for whatever its worth for as long as it can last 
before I am caught- or killed we will live laff love sing be 
together come together.

Like we're supposed to be.

September 13
I stayed so fucked up on that beer and fiorinol I'm afraid I 
never really gave you a good fuck--makes me feel bad--wish
I could fuck you now when my body is on the 'natural, clean 

and pure and not full of booze and Fiorinol. I would lay you 
on your back and put some vasalene in your bootie and fuck you 
there until we both came—and then take you to the bath tub 

and frolic in the water with you for a while and scrub each
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others backs and butts and arms and legs and balls and cock and
pink cunt and tell you a story while we both soaked and you
smoked a cigarette.

Baby we've got each other—that's all that matters my fair
freckled angel. The bringer of the silver sword. Baby hold me
tonite against your naked body wrap it all around me and fuck
me in your mind and in your thoughts and in your dreams come
to me when you leave your fair body in sleep and enter my heart
and soul my mind my body take me into your soft warm wet love
into your beautiful mouth into your heart your soul your very
essence put my hands on your bootie and go wild with me abandon
it to me so that in sleep and in all that is we may be as one
something beyond imagination.

Once again she decided she had never been loving him more.
His sexy letters got her so excited, it was playing hell with
her decision to be true. "You're so full of bullshit," she
said on her next visit, "I bet you can't even get a hard on.
and here you are writing things like this." He just grinned
back. It was obvious she was loving him.

She told him about the hacksaw blades. She had tried a
little hardware store and asked for carbon steel. This old

guy behind the counter saw she didn't know the size and didn't 



seem to care. Bought the two sizes he had in stock. He gave
her a funny look, and said, "Who are you trying to break out
of jail?" She had a hard time keeping a straight face.

Now, she had taken the blades over to Sterling and had
tried talking him into doing the shoes, but he wasn't, she told
Gary, too enthused. First, he said he would, but before she
left, he told her that he'd have to think about it. A couple
of days had gone by and he was still thinking about it.
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SANITY

1

Gilmore owned the best sense of hearing, Gibbs had ever
come across. If there was a case of a man with bionic ears,
it was Gary Gilmore. While it was at least 90 feet from
their cell out to the front office, 90 feet of turning down
three different halls and walkways, nonetheless Gilmore could
hear them book somebody, and listen well enough to tell you
their name and their charge. It sure kept him from sleeping.
Gibbs had noticed that Gilmore would only average two to three
hours out of the twenty-four. He didn't seem to need more.

Cahoon would have breakfast at 6:30, and Gibbs would still
be in a drowse, but Gary would be up and eating. Then he
would stay up to write a letter to Nicole, or read one of his
books. He did this in the morning while it was peaceful
through the jail.

From time to time Gilmore would speak of how unusual it
was to find someone who had done as much time as Gibbs who didn't

like books. Gibbs figured he had gotten through three in his 
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life, "The Godfather," "The Green Felt Jungle," "Vendetta."
Now, Gary handed him "The Reincarnation of Peter Proud."
Said it would give Gibbs a clue to the hereafter. Gibbs
read it to make Gilmore feel good, but it didn't turn him into

no believer in reincarnation.

They got into a discussion about Charlie Manson. Manson
had psychic powers, Gilmore explained. know he made Squeaky
Fromme take a shot at President Ford."

"You actually believe that stuff?" asked Gibbs.
"Yeah," Gilmore said, "you can control people with your

mind."
Gibbs felt apologetic. "I don't believe in nothing I just

can't see.
"Well," Gary said, "Manson put her up to it."
"How?" asked Gibbs. "They didn't let Manson visit the

girl."
"No," said Gilmore, "Manson was using psychic powers."

Gibbs didn't see it.

Later that evening, Gilmore was heating water for coffee.

They would roll toilet paper into a doughnut shape and light

the middle. It produced a steady flame that lasted long enough

to get the water to boil in their heating pot which was made out 
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a dixie cup with the aluminum foil from their baked potatoes
wrapped around it. For a handle, they tied the ends of a
piece of string to two holes on the rim, and then held the

cup above the flame.

Gibbs was lying on his bunk watching Gary do this when he
had the thought: "I'd sure laugh if the string broke." Just
then it caught on fire, the cup fell, the water spilled. Gibbs
let it out. He laughed so hard he rolled up in his bunk like
a potato bug, 1 r ~ "~'1 " "47 - —'-J'Vim d'M1 B m

a<rniiiR>n 11 j i h. j-hi-,--- •■I., LJ. .mT niy aifii "aT!.

th? rgt-imlr-l' Thiiii <i i~ 1'TI---7TT--Tnn r-T,H-|| I I'C^^aXe .

I.'.1.1.-, "J..., .!___ J

,»&H*g-k-er J pypr caw^

w„.» ' u'Ti I, 11T17—hn-iir-rrrrt. m—tn m . H aucjhmi Iny

^ITTJL LUG LBIUTT mil j nrn rnnthm- Tin nluuju lumjhuil like

^ImjiI-l1. .Lr'. i- .?■■■.

id Oil

«Jj.'.ua_alwavsb.eep.—a—gap.

*Mniy iiutfE j 'mm fnr = n g



-750-

After Gibbs caught his breath, heXfeolii hir^ "Hey, Gary,

I wasn't being ignorant about your misfortune. It's just
that I was thinking how it was sure going to happen. Right
before it did."

Gary lit up. "That," he said, "is psychic powers." Gibbs
wanted to say it will take more than a broken string to give
me religion but he kept his mouth shut.

Still, Gibbs did have a kid sister living in Provo who
was married to a fellow h.c hod'—■

1 r 3 'uTjl itrer*

Gary, hearing that, said "Did you ever think how much we
have in common? Maybe we were meant to meet." Gibbs thought,
"Here we go with reincarnation again."

Gary made a list: they had both spent a lot of time in
prison, Gibbs in Utah and Wyoming, himself in Oregon and

Illinois. Prior to prison, they had each gone to reform school.
Boys'1 were considered hard-core convicts. Both had done a lot
of time in maximum security. Both had been shot in the left
hand whil£. in the commission of a crime. Neither of them

cared for their fathers. Both fathers were heavy drinkers and 
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dead now. Gilmore and Gibbs both loved their mothers, who
were both religious Mormons. Their mothers lived in trailers
in small trailer courts. Neither Gilmore nor Gibbs had any­
thing to do with the rest of each immediate family. On top of
that, the first two letters on both their last names were "GI"
although neither had ever seen the armed services. Their first
experience with drugs was in the early 60's and they both used
the same drug for the first experience. An offbeat drug at
that, ritilin, certainly a rare type of speed.

"Had enough?" Gilmore asked.
"Hit me," said Gibbs.
Well, Gary would point out that prior to their arrests,

they had both been living with 20-year-old divorcees. Each of
them had met the girl through her cousin. Each of the girls
had two children- a five year old daughter,

6? a,t)dbrunette, whose names started with an "SJ.. a
three-year-old son tey—aaediho jt MoaaMWjai

blonde awjl rTinir namerstarted with a "J". EuLli Ki#g3g*

and GibM'B girlfriend's name^te Kathryn. Both
fellows had moved in right away the day after they met the 
girl.

After comparing all of these coincidences, Gibbs did stop

and think. He even started to wonder. Maybe there was sense
in what Gary was saying.

J
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Of course, Gary hadn't hit the differences. Gibbs' girl
was nothing to look at, and Nicole was beautiful. After Gibbs
saw the way she put herself out for Gary, he decided she must
be beautiful inside as well. Why, when shje didn't even have
money for stamps, she would hitchhike down^the jail to bring
Gary a letter. She might not be able to see him at such times,
but she was in a hurry to pick up the pages he had written
for her. At such times, if they needed coffee, Tang, writing
paper, pens, whatever, Gibbs had only to tell the jailer to
release money from his account and Nicole would go right out
and buy the things, and bring them back.

One time when they were making up the list, Gibbs asked if
there was anything Gary wanted that had not been mentioned. He
said, "Do you like that instant hot chocolate?" "Yeah," Gibbs
said, "it's all right." Actually he preferred cold drinks

like Tang but said, "Yeah, have Nicole get a carton of those
0

packets of hot choclate." He could see how. embarrassed Gary
was to want something or need it. Got all choked up. "Gibbs,"

Gary said now, "you are one of the best sons of bitches I ever
met in twenty years of lockup. Mark my words, Gibbs, somehow,
someday, you'll be repaid for being so good to others.
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Gibbs could see that Gilmore was really looking for some
way to repay these favors. Gary even began to speak of fixing
Gibbs' teeth which rattled in sleep.

He had a
nightull upper plate, but he had sure br/ken it in two
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of days to get around to telling Gibbs he had worked in the
dental lab at Oregon State Prison, and if Nicole could now
find a kit, in the pharmacy, Gilmore would repair his denture.
Gibbs released the money right off.

After her visit, she sent back a box of Denture-Weld which
contained a bottle of liquid, a tube of powder base, eye-droppe
plastic cup, a stick to stir it all, and sandpaper, and instruc
tions. Gilmore threw the instructions aside and went to work
on the teeth. In fifteen minutes they were back together and
fit like new. It gave Gibbs a new worry. Now that his plate
was together, Gilmore might be able to hear the words he was
saying in sleep. Gibbs just hoped those words weren't giving
nothing away.

Later that night, thinking Gibbs was out of it., Gilmore
sat up and began to work at little adjustments on his own
plates. Gary was really on a privacy trip about those teeth.

In the silence of the night, Gibbs pretended to be sleeping
and watched Gary, intent and alone at his work, old as his age
and more, his lips fallen in on his gums.

The four trustees in the jail, counting the cook, were
just serving a little county jail time. When they came back

at mealtime they were all deathly afraid, and would stand back 
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as far as they could as they slid the trays through the slot
in the window. It was not possible for a prisoner to reach
out and grab you through that slot but the trustees had a lot
of fear built up after hearing the jailers talk of how Gilmore
had made his victims get down on the floor, put the gun to
their head, splat. Gibbs knew the jailers were using Gilmore
as a threat. Anytime a guy in one of the other tanks started
pulling a tough-guy role for himself, the jailers would tell
him to stop, or he'd be put in maximum. Gilmore, they would
point out, did not have a hell of a lot to lose by killing
another man. Do it just as soon as look at you. If you ever
touched him, forget it—he'd wait ^9 6 hour^easy^as^96 years^

to pay you back. ~~~~
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Esplin and Snyder certainly thought they were working hard
for Gary. They had been offered a crack at distinguishing

themselves in a big case, in fact, the most prominent case



-757-

since Provo had had a case of murder in the first degree, and
in a case like this a young lawyer could do service or injury 
to his reputation among colleagues.

They were eager to put their skills to work, and not without
awe at the responsibility—a man's life would depend on how
well they built their presentation. Put1

jo™ -in 1-1-IP ~ ' J I W

■aefffrwiLh un ^MteeajMuaafejja^clienta^

ittrwas most peculiarly uncooperative. He wanted to live—
at least they assumed he wanted to live—he was certainly in­
terested in getting off with Murder in the Second Degree. His
cellmate at the county jail had assured him Murder Two in Utah
could be paroled on the streets in six years. Gary even spoke
at times of the possibility of being found Not Guilty. Yet

he would not offer anything to improve a weak defense and the
case, from the lawyers point of view, was conspicuously in

need of new material to refute or, at least, soften the

damaging sequence of evidence the prosecution was certain to
bring in.
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It was circumstantial evidence, but tightly knit. If
perfect circumstantial evidence would run from A to Z without
a letter missing, then here, perhaps no more than a letter or
two was smudged, and only one was absent. The fingerprints
on the automatic found in the bushes near the City Center Motel
were not clear enough to be established as Gary's. Everything
else brought the case together—most particularly the shell
casing found beside Benny Bushnell's body. That could have
come only from the gun found in the bushes. A trail of blood
led from those bushes to the service station where Ontiveros
and Norman Fulmer had seen Gary's bloody hand.

There was direct evidence as well. At the Preliminary
Hearing on August 3, Peter Arroyo—who testified to seeing
Gary with a gun in one hand and a cash-box in the other, made
a perfect appearance. He was a family man, and spoke in a
clear and definite voice. If you were filming a movie and
wanted a witness for the prosecution who would prove wholly
damning to the defense, you would cast Peter Arroyo. In fact,
Snyder and Esplin ran into Noall Wootton in the coffee shop

after the Preliminary Hearing and they joked about Arroyo's 
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perfect qualifications the way rival coaches might talk of a
star that belonged to one of them.

It was a strong case for the prosecution. The confession
Gary had given to Gerald Nielsen hurt a great deal. Snyder and
Esplin were not concerned that Wooton would try to bring that
confession into the trial. If he did, they were sure they could
show that Gerald Nielsen had been in clear violation of the
defendant's rights.
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Showing that Gary committed the crime, took much of the
0w/V

promise out of the defense.if lawyer without scruples, or
concern with his reputation for probity might be able to ig-
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The most telling point against Gary was that he had put the
pistol to Bushnell's head. Otherwise, one could argue that
the murder had only taken place because Benny Bushnell had
the bad luck to walk into the office from his living room just
as Gary was taking money from the cash box. Such a series of
events could come in as Murder Two, a homicide committed in
the heat of a robbery. That was hardly as bad as commanding

a man to lie down on the floor, putting the gun to his head,
pulling the trigger. . .That was premeditated. That was ice-cold.

Nonetheless, a defense could still be worked up with those

facts. Automatics had the most sensitive triggers of any
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hand-guns. Since Gilmore had shot himself by accident a few
minutes later with just such a sensitive trigger, one might
still argue that he had been surprised by Bushnell and so had
taken-cut his gun, trying to decide what to do next, the had ordered
Bushnell to lie down and when Bushnell started to say something,
he had put the pistol to his head,/ as a threat. Then the gun,

to his horror, went off. By accident. It might have been a
defense. It could at least have created some reasonable doubt
on the most powerful detail, emotionally speaking, in the case
for the prosecution. Yet, 't* lnr yi... i .h-t wore.tc bn ii-url

only -g s..

pwj^iiillitlLt In a yuiieidl silliUllcTtlUi'l LU UIil! could not
build one's case on it, not when every lawyer in Provo, given
the existence of the confession, would see such tactics as
sleazy, particularly if one were to put the defendant on the
stand after obvious coaching, no, they would have to look for
less direct ways to save Gilmore from the death sentence.

trial for murder in Utah was conducted in two parts, 
a Mitigation Hearing being held right after the trial. If the 
defendant was found Guilty in the First Degree, the defense

could introduce witnesses in this Mitigation Hearing who were

not there to testify to the crime, but to the character of the
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accused. After their testimony, the jury would go out a
second time, and be balloted on whether the verdict was life
imprisonment or the death penalty.

Gary's life was probably going to depend on this Mitigation
Hearing. Yet it was here he became most uncooperative. He
would not agree to calling ■—1 " 1 Huj Lrte^^o

» ■Ini'ill Lll(_

•fefrej^.4ngJt,r

HlUll LU 1 eel'"compassroii fill lililt ab ■47110 buLLUl

fcrr“WTHT“c^^oocF“S'WPiLhni'i hia j

witnesses=sg». He did notJn 1.UL fjiLh—.Li-yi He did not suggest witnesses they
could call. When he offered up a few details of how he had lived
in Provo, the details were dry. He did not give the names of
friends. He would say, "There was this kid I work with, and
we had a beer." He sat on his side of the visiting room,
remote, soft-voiced, not unfriendly, hopelessly distant.

hhA rn-her °hnwod a little s*T

■teutkyj-UUiiQ u'f BliyHUl” ci'f
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deserved what he was going to get. At best, Brenda would be
a dangerous witness, decided Snyder and Esplin.

They called Spencer McGrath, and he said he had liked
Gary, and Gary had done good work, but he was very disappointed
over the turn of events. Ke-’LwlU Li'ici'u t'lrat—lie liad a couple-

is?I±

-That- wrrrrl

trpeb^HTs"p’royecTs-any?

They never talked to Vern Damico. Gary kept saying that

TTbU b 1L £UU1, ojJGllc'l5r

■&-yowig f^llovs waKka

rr-•murTterer—o~n -yum gann-c?

tit"4- haiihiiiduihiri.il _u

=Jfa

his relationship with his relatives and friends had not been
very good and he had had a fight with his uncle. In uTie y===h>e

^raporrT-U^y—s®gc-i--cd- mm- dtr?;? 1 ,, er. —5—reyi¥t-=a

D'Milctct, gave ihu Lhc twlluulndj

f* IHdr'ttoesTi ‘•c "irK‘e~‘to be defeated, 'and-gjhen~he 'is,' I
le will not forget it and won't J-crgi^ec He is als|
rery revengef’?rT=:a^dhas Mr^.,D-''Xmico' s family very J
frightened as theyw^m-.tfie ones who turned him inJI
le has written y .Letteryto his cousin and told her '
le hopes she^has"nightmares, for turning him in. Thi
amily i^yiso a little concerned that he will brea:
ut o^gail or the hospital as'^e^ha s.^a-lxLs.toxya-OjL

■ hat in the^H^stv—=-":—------
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They were down to the psychological assessments and formu­
lations. They were looking for a psychiatrist who would de­
clare him insane, or, failing that, were looking to find a
paragraph in one of the reports or a sentence, or even a phrase,
they could use^^Ver and over, they studied the psychiatric

reports.

3

PSYCHOLOGICAL ASSESSMENT
DATES OF ASSESSMENT: August 10, 11, 13, and 14, 1976
ASSESSMENT PROCEDURES: Interviews with patient

Minnesota Multiphasic Personality
Inventory

Bipolar Psychological Inventory
Sentence Completion
Shipley Institute for Living
Bender-Gestalt
Graham Kendall
Rorschach

Mr. Gilmore said at one point, "All week long I had this
unreal feeling, like I was seeing things through water,
or I was watching myself do things. Especially this
night, everything felt like I had this unreal feeling,
like I was watching at a distance of what I was doing.
We drove out to Orem, and we pulled up near the gas
station, and I told the guy to give me all his money.
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I took him in the bathroom and then I shot him in the
head twice. The guy didn't give me any trouble, but
I just felt like I had to do it. I felt like I didn't
have control. I then went back, got in the truck, and
took April to the movie. . .

"Next evening. . .1 still had this cloudy feeling. I
went in and told the guy to give me the money, and I
told him to lay down on the floor, and then I shot him. . .
I know it's all real, and I know I did it, but somehow
or other, I don't feel too responsible. It was as though
I had to do it. I can remember when I was a boy I would
put my finger over the end of a BB gun and pull the
trigger to see if a BB was really in it, or stick my
finger in water and put it in a light socket to see if
it really would shock me. It seemed like I just had to
do it, that there was a compulsion for me to do these
things."
INTELLECTUAL FUNCTIONING:

Gary is functioning in the above-average to superior
range of intelligence. His vocabulary IQ was 140, his
abstraction IQ was 120, and his full-scale IQ was 129.
He said that he has read an awful lot in his life, and
indeed, he missed only two words on the vocabulary test. .
PERSONALITY INTEGRATION:

On the paper-pencil personality test, Gary shows him­
self to be an individual who is very hostile, socially
deviant, currently unhappy with his life, and insensitive
to the feelings of other people. He has a high hostility
component toward the establishment. . .
SUMMARY AND CONCLUSION:

In summary, Gary is a 35-year-old Caucasian single
male. . .of superior intellect. There is no evidence
of organic brain damage. Gary is basically a personality
disorder of the psychopathic or antisocial type. I
think, however, that there may be some substance to
his talk about the de-personalization symptoms that
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igp
he experienced during the week that he was separated
from Nicole and during the shooting of these two
people. It is clear, however, that he knew what he
was doing. . .1 see no alternative other than to return
him to court for further legal processing.

Robert J. Howell, Ph.D.

18 August 1978
NEUROLOGIC CONSULTATION

He indicated he occasionally has jagged lines across
his visual fields, especially on the right, followed
by inability to see for about 10 minutes followed by
severe headache, which is occasionally accompanied by
a dizziness. Headache lasts an hour or so, then goes
away. The headache always follows a visual experience,
but he also has other headaches which are sometimes
"real bad", which come without this and may occur at
any time. These occur with considerable variability,
and at times he has used Fiorinol almost every day
because this usually stops it, whereas aspirin, Tylenol,
and other things have not seemed to help. He has been
struck in the head in some fights, but has not been
knocked out. A few months ago he suffered a laceration
in the left eyebrow region, which has healed well. As
a youth, his brother tended to hit him on the back of
the neck and he thinks he may have a vertebrae out of
place, and has recurring neck aches.

He reports that from his youth he has had a tendency
towards compulsive behavior. He would get a thought in
his mind and not be able to keep himself from doing it.
He gives as an example going out to the middle of a train
trestle and waiting until the train came to the end of
the trestle before starting to run in the opposite dir­
ection to get off the trestle before the train caught
up with him. While in the penitentiary on a fifth tier,
he would get a compulsion to stand up on a railing and
touch the ceiling above, with the possiblity of falling
50 feet to the floor below. . .
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His unusual behavior in response to a sense of
compulsion and his allged spotty amnesia will require
further appraisal from the psychiatric point of view,
but at this point it seems quite unlikely that they
represent any sort of seizure manifestation.

Madison H. Thomas M.D.

STAFF PRESENTATION:

August 31, 1976

DR. WOODS: Now another thing we need to clarify is
you're saying that you had an electro shock
treatment? That is, ECT?

ANSWER: Yeah. I was in a penitentiary and they did
that to me. « • »

DR. HOWELL: Well, what was the reason they did that?
ANSWER: Well, the reason was because the doctor they

had working there at the penitentiary, the
psychiatrist, that was his cure-all for every­
thing. If you got violent or got out of line
or whatever, or he figured you needed to be
a little more passive, he would, you know,
hook you up to Bonnieville Dam.
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DR. LEBEKUE: Now why did you get the Prolixin? What
happened there?

ANSWER: Well, there was another riot. It happened in
the hole and I was in the hole when it came
down, and it took them about 11 days to contain
it, and after they got everything in what they
considered order, whenever they would hear some
kind of noise, they would come down the tiers
and mace the occupants of the particular cell
they thought the noise was coming from and that
didn't work. So, they decided to set a few
examples, and when they heard some noise, they
would come down, break the cell, and they took
six of us up to Psych Unit they've got there,
chained us to a bed. I was chained for two
weeks, and during that time they came in and
shot me with Prolixin. They were giving me
2 cc's twice a week, and I had lost 50, maybe
a little bit more, 50 pounds by the time they
finally let me up out of that nightmare.

DR. HOWELL: About how many would you guess you had?
ANSWER: They were giving me two shots a week for four

months.
DR. HOWELL: For four months.
ANSWER: Yeah. It paralyzed me.

DR. KIGER: You have got clean psychiatric reports eleven
or twelve. The whole time you have been in the
prison system except one. One report was not
a clean one. Do you know when that one was?

ANSWER: I don't know.

DR. KIGER: It said you had a paranoid psychotic state,
Do you recall when that one was?
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ANSWER: God, it's so easy to be accused of being paranoid
in prison. I mean maybe I had a disagreement
with somebody and they were in a position to
say I was paranoid and thereby dismiss whatever
the thing was. I don't know.

DR. HOWELL: During that time you don't see yourself as
having been mentally ill.

ANSWER: A lot of those guards are mentally ill.

DENNIS CULLIMORE, MSW: Was there anything either of the
evenings of the murders about your mental state
that was different than usual?

c
ANSWER: Yeah, I would say so. I was comp^.tely out of

it—really.
DENNIS CULLIMORE, MSW: How do you mean out of it?
ANSWER: Well, I didn't have—all of the strings had

been cut, like I didn't have control of myself.
I mean I was just going through motions. I
wasn't planning anything. These things were
just occurring. It was like a compulsion kind
of. I mean I didn't have any plans to shoot
that guy or any reason to, or any intention
to really, and I just couldn't stop myself. I
didn't need his money or anything.’ I had a
pretty good job and had some money.

DENNIS CULLIMORE, MSW: At what point did you know that you
were going to shoot him?

ANSWER: When I shot him. I didn't know it before then.
I knew it afterwards but it just seemed like it
was the next move in a motion that was happening,
you know.

DR. KIGER: Have you had other emotionally charged episodes
where you didn't remember all that happened at
that time?
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ANSWER. I'm not really excitable, you know, I don't get
emotional. I guess you know some things I let
weigh on me pretty heavy, but it is kind of a
slower sort of thing that mounts and builds you
know. It's not a spur of the moment thing.

DR. LEBEQUE: That feeling that you described to several
of us about somehow things being unreal like
seeing through water, has that happened to you
before this summer?

ANSWER: Not, not really. . .only there have been times
when life seems to slow down and you can watch
movement more intensely

DRf KIOSJR: Anything similar to when you are onj^grass?
AffcwER: Wi>^n you are on grass, you justhstip along and

situatidhs^I don't know. btey I can't say that
experienceds^that feeling before.

DR. LEBEQUE: So, it was^soro>gthing new for you.
ANSWER: Yeah, I would^ay
DENNIS CULLIMORE, Does anyone'^ave anything else? o]:nnis cullimore Fw

inks for coming in, GaryWOODS. WOODS:

COMPREHENSIVE TREATMENT PLAN

A report will be made to the court stating that the
patient is both competent and responsible.

Breck Lebecgue, M.D.
Resident iri Psychiatry
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FORMULATION:
This is a 35-year-old white male who is here for

psychiatric evaluation. There is no evidence of
thought disorder or psychosis, amnesia, organic brain­
damage, seizures, or any other behavior of pathology
which would prevent him from conferring with his
attorney and standing trial on the charges. He is
aware of the circumstances and of his actions. He
does describe some symptoms of depersonalization during
the actions, but it is not uncommon for those who murder
to undergo a temporary process of dehumanization. I feel
that he was responsible for his actions at the time of
the incident.
STAFF DIAGNOSIS:

Personality disorder of the anti-social type.

3Breck Lebe^ue, M.D.
Resident in Psychiatry

Gilmore gave off no aura of the psychotic. The more
Snyder and Esplin searched these staff reports and transcripts,
the less they encountered madness, and the more he appeared grim,
ironic, practical. There was hardly a wall in the law you could
not climb if you could get onto some little thing, some legal
grip with which to raise yourself to find another hold. There
were cracks in many a block of law, but in the Gilmore case,

these psychiatric walls seemed smooth as glass.

They took the problem to Dr. Woods, who had seen a

lot of Gary at the ward level, and John Woods went over it with 



them. The legal difficulty, as he saw it, was how to cross
the divide between the psychotic and the psychopathic. The
law recognized the first as insanity, and vou could always
save the neck of an insane man. The second, however, the
psychopathic, was a madness of the moral reflexes, if indeed
vou could even being to use such a term (which vou couldn't with
any standing) in a court of law. Woods pointed to one interview
where Gary was speaking of the moment when he shot himself, said,
"I looked at my thumb and thought, 'You stupid son of a bitch!'"
That was hardly a psychotic reaction. Morally self-centered,
yes. Criminally indifferent to the mortal damage lust done to
others, yes, but no psychological incapacity to grasp his
practical situation. The law did not recognize anv such
psychiatric category as moral insanity. If vou were, by common
measure, practical, then you were liable.

Since psychiatry, however, without a proper name for
each mental state, was no better than a set of medicine bottles
without labels, there was a psychological category to take
care of moral insanity, criminality, uncontrolled animality,

call it what you will. Psychiatrists called it "psychopathic 

personality," or "sociopathic personality," interchangeable terms.
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Woods looked for other ways to explain it. In psy­
chosis, there was no correlation between the event and the
thought. If Gary, after he shot his thumb, had said, "They
are poisoning hot dogs in Chicago," there was one chance he
was a poor poet and ninety-nine that he was psychotic. In­
stead, Gary had said, "You stupid son of a bitch" just like
anyone else would have said.
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The psychopatfl might have fantasies; the psychotic had
hallucinations. There was a possible attack on the problem here,
since the line between fantasies and hallucinations could hardly
be precise, a few forensic psychiatrists even spoke of schizo-
paths. Woods looked up. In fact, he offered, the phrase had
been coined right at Oregon State Hospital where they hooked Gary
up to Bonneville Dam.

Why then coulan't the concept be introduced, and Gary be
called a schizopath?

Woods did not see now. At bottom, as he understood it,
the law was determined to keep psychopathy and psychosis apart.
Whenever the moral insanity of the sociopath came to be accepted
as legally insane, then crime judgment and punishment would be
replaced by crime therapy and convalescence. Schizopath might

be a concept used by some psychiatrists, but it lacked that
ring of the authoritative you hope to bring to a court of law.
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Besides, with the best will in tne world, Woods could
not even apply the term to Gary. There had just not been any
behavior that was paranoid over these weeks.

Would the doctor at least testify for him in the mitigation
hearing.

Yes, said Woods, he could find his way clear to testify.
It was just that he doubted he could offer anything in good
professional conscience that the district attorney would not
quickly reduce.

Did he like Gary? That was the next question he could
feel the lawyers all but ready to ask. They wouldn't, and if
they did, he would not reply—but Woods might have wanted to
answer. Yes, ne would have said. I think I do like Gary. I
may even like him a little more than I want to.

5

Gary had propped up a photograph of Nicole sitting on a
fence, and he sketched it now with a ball point, then took an

old pen refill and broke it in half. With a toothpick he dug
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out a little of the coagulated ink, and witn a water color
brush and a few drops of water, he shaded the drawing. Gibbs
always enjoyed watching him.

Sept. 20

Wish I had taken more pictures of you naked. No kiddin—
Nicole I think you should never have to wear clothes. There
is something about nakedness and you that just go together.
I don't mean anything crude, baby, you know that—although you
are tremendously sexy. You are just so natural naked—innocent,
playful, happy, pretty, like a sprite in the forest. Just
something that belongs.

I was surprised to get this flick back—I bet those cops
in Orem looked this picture over pretty good, huh? Bastards—
pisses me of to think that some fuckin pig—or anybody—saw
such a personal picture of my love.

Sept. 21

I would really like you to see a picture of that sculpture
"Ecstasy of St. Therese." I believe the sculptor is Bernini.
I've never seen any great works of art in person but I guess

I'm familiar with most European Art through books I've studied.

I once saw a picture of Christ by a Russian artist that really

haunted me for a long time. Christ didn't look anything like 



-781-

the popular beaming Western Christian version of the kindly
shepherd we're used to. He looked like a man, with a gaunt,
lean, sort of haunted face with deep set large dark eyes. You
could tell he was pretty tall, angular, rangy, a man alone and
I guess that was the most striking thing about the picture.
No halo, no radiant beam from heaven above. Just this extra­
ordinary man—this ordinary human being who made himself extra­
ordinary and tried to tell us all that it was nothing more than
any of us could do. Loneliness and a hint of doubt seemed to
fill the picture. X would like to have known the man in that
picture.

When GibbsAaig in the Salt Lake pokey, just before being
transferred*^ one of the jailers told him about a law student
who had gone to school with Jensen. This dude nad actually tried
to get into the jail in Provo to kill Gary. He had planned to
tell the jailer in Provo be was a working lawyer, then smuggle
in a knife.

Gilmore said he could sympathize with such an attitude.
What was a dead man worth, if he didn't have friends ready to
avenge him? Then he looked up at Gibbs ana said, ‘■You know,

this is the first time I've ever had any feelings for either of
those two guys I killed."
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up to Trustee's quarters. So Gary asked Gibbs to do the job.
Gibbs said, "Never in my lifeQjbut Gary went to say he was a

master barber, and would instruct him step by step.

«/•**•* <4«y -a. *A,*rX

******up a sheet of polished aluminum by the bars to make a mirror,
and Gary sat near the table facing it. He would run his hand
through his hair and stop with the amount he wanted cut off
above his closed fingers. It took about an hour. Gibbs was
real cautious. When they were done, however, Gary called Juan
back and asked if they could use the electric clippers. "No,"
said Juan, "there ees no outlet in your cell." He wasn't
about to go to the trouble of running an extension cord. Gary
blew it. Threw the scissors as hard as he could at the tray
slot where Juan was standing. It hit the steel wall just off
to the side and shattered. Juan said, "You zon of a beech,
Geelmore." Gary started toward the bars, "What did you say?"
he asked. Juan took off for the front office.

(Juan brought them a big pair of scissors. They propped

About an hour later, he came back with a deputy and a
plastic zip-lok bag, the kind they used to put evidence in.
Juan handed the sack through the window and told Gary, "Put
broke pieces een sack." Gary did it. He had cooled down

quite a bit. "I've probably blown Nicole's visits," he said

W‘*t*t*
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to Gibbs, "and you know, that's all that really has any meaning
to me." Gibbs said, "Wait until six o'clock when Big Jake
comes on." "You know," said Gary, "they can put me in the hole,
just so long as they don't stop me from seeing Nicole."

Big Jake came over, he was laughing. He had read Juan's
report on the daily sheet. "You scared him so bad with them
scissors," he said, "that Juan shit tacos clear out to the
front desk."

Big Jake and Gary got along. He was the only jailer
Gary had respect for. Not because Big Jake would bring him a
sandwich at night or a paper, but because he had no fear, and
was sure of himself.
fPlit ix-reta—■co—j-ainp Juke one day

about -beUL l1ic.hi U ■ 5"CU11 f 1

There was an order
put out by Captain Cahoon that when Nicole came to visit Gary,
a call had to be put in for a patrol car. That way there'd be
a couple of extra cops around the jail. Every guard did this
but Jake. He didn't need extra help.

Now Gary explained in a real sincere tone of voice what
had happened. He told Big Jake he was in the wrong for losing
his temper. He went on to say he would take his punishment, but
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hoped they wouldn't take away his visiting privileges. Big
Jake said it was up to Captain Cahoon, but he would talk to
him personally. Maybe replacing the broken scissors would be
sufficient. Gibbs spoke up. "If that's what it takes to mend
things," he said, "use some money from my account to pay for
the scissors."

Later that evening, Gilmore tried once more to thank
Gibbs. "If they put somebody in our cell we don't like, we'll
kill him," he said to Gibbs. "Then on the condition that they
drop your charges, you give a statement against me. If need
be, you can even testify in court against me. After all," said
Gilmore, "what can they do? Sign my death sentence three times?"
He started laughing his ass off. Gibbs just said, "All that
ain't necessary." Gibbs knew what it was like to be broke and
in jail. Someday he could very easily be in the same identical
position, he told Gary.

"Gibbs," asked Gilmore, "have you ever heard of Ralph
Waldo Emerson?"

"No. "

< "He was. a writer, and he made a statement you and me
live by. Emerson said, 'Life is not so short that there is
not always time for courtesy'A.)"
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7 .

They did put one big would-be-tough in with them. An
ex-Marine about 6'3", 210 pounds, named Bart Powers. He had
walloped a kid in the main tank that morning.

When Powers came into the cell, his first words were
"Which of you guys is Gilmore?" It came out so loud and so
tough that Gibbs thought Powers had come to sell a Wolf ticket^
He got off his bunk immediately and went over to the toilet in
order to get behind him.

Gary looked up from the letter he was writing, and said
real cool, "I'm Gilmore. Why do you want to know?"

It could have been hypnosis. Gary must have given him a
dose of psychic powers. Gibbs could see Bart Powers lose his
powers. In a meek tone of voice, Bart said, "All the guys in
the main tank said to tell you 'Hil'^.j" It was all Gibbs could

do to keep from snickering at the way he said "Hi." Like a
big kid in high school.

Powers stayed good during the day. Kept to himself, read
a book, made no trouble. It was a question how long he would
be for their tank, however. Gibbs could see Gary getting agi­
tated. There had been a deal working up with Big Jake to bring



Nicole in for a night in exchange for a saddle Jake wanted
to buy. It would probably cost $100, but Gibbs thought he
might just be able to get it together, if Big Jake would give
them credit. The deal was still very much in the un-made
stage, but they had sure been thinking on it. Now, the presence
of Powers would kill it. While Big Jake could.easily move
Gibbs to another cell for the night, he would never trust
Powers to keep his mouth shut. Gibbs could see exactly the way
Gilmore's mini was working.

Juan came by, and said through the bars, "Pow-ass, vy you
heet a choovenile? He vuz justa keed, Pow-ass." Then he left.

Gilmore and Gibbs cracked up. They would look at Powers
and they would laugh. "He vuz justa keed, Pow-ass," they would
say, "justa keed." Then they would laugh again. Bart Powers
looked like he hated it, but he wasn't about to speak up,
Gibbs noticed.

Powers had no cigarettes, so Gibbs flipped him a pack.
"You don't owe me nothing," said Gibbs. "You could never pay
me back, so I'm giving it to you."

j#
"You've met a generous man,"jsaid Gilmore to Powers. Then

he looked him over. "That's a nice-looking shirt you're wear­
ing," said Gary.



-790-

(31^
"Thanks," said Powers.
"I'd like to buy it," said Gary.
"It's the only shirt I got."
"Well, man," said Gary, "I'm going to trial soon, you

see, and man, I want to appear in court in proper attire, you
know."

"I couldn't sell this shirt, why, it's a gift from my
girlfriend."

"I'll give you mucho cigarettes for it," said Gary by
way of a nod from Gibbs. It would be Gibbs' carton.

"The shirt's all I got," said Powers.
"Well, then give back the pack I just threw you," said

Gibbs.
"Vy you heet him?" asked Gilmore. "He vuz justa keed,

Pow-ass1"
They roared in Powers's face. He returned the cigarettes.

That evening, Gary went up to Bart, and said, "Nothing
personal, but this cell is too crowded for three. I think it's
in your best interest to tell the man that you can't get along
in here." Gary looked as serious as a heart attack. "Tell
him if he don't move you out tonight, I'll kill you."

Powers started yelling for. Big Jake. "Nothing personal,"
Gary whispered.
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"Oh, vou want out?" said Big Jake. "Ready to go to
isolation? What's the matter, Powers? Can't smack these
two around, huh?" Can't tell them to go back to their bunks
cause you're tired of looking at their faces? Thev don't olav
around, do they?" He nodded at Gilmore and Gibbs. "All riaht,
I'll move vou to the hole. Powers. Gary already has two murder
charges. He don't need no more."

"Just get me out of here," said Powers. "Just put me in
the hole."

After the transfer. Big Jake returned and said, "I'd
like to bring him in here some night, and have you guvs work
on him. We can't do it, and he sure could use it."

Gary didn't want to say no to Big Jake's request. It
would have to hurt future negotiations on bringing Nicole into
his cell. Still, Gary took just a short pause before he said,
"I won't, Jake. Powers is a orisoner like me. I can't work
for you guvs."

"Well," said Big Jake, "that's cool.'.'

-T.--ki.nd
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Next day, they took Gary over to the nuthouse for a
short psychiatric in the morning and he came back late for lunch.
Big Jake gave him a Ding Dong extra from the kitchen consisting
of a double sandwich and a couple of pickles, plus a piece of
fresh fruit. Gary said, "Hey, I really appreciate that."

Big Jake said, "Don't bother, Gary it's not mine to do
you a real favor." When Gary kind of laughed, Big Jake said,
"Gary, what would you do for me?"

"Well," said Gary, "is there anybody you want shot?"
"No," said Big Jake, "but thanks anyway."

When Gary told him what was said back and forth, Gibbs
could agree that it was the end of Gary's dream of getting
with Nicole all night in exchange for a saddle.
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Now, there was nothing to lose.

They got playful that afternoon. A few pats of butter
were left from Gibbs' midday meal, and they decided to see
who could flip the stuff through the bars so as to make the
biggest splotch on the corridor wall.

Juan heard them carrying on, and came back to investigate.
"Trow butter," he said, "Geelmore and.Geebs you mees meal!"
He went and got two trustees to clean up their mess and Geelmore
and Geebs laughed so hard watching they got stomach cramps.
"Juan," said Gary, rolling on his bunk, "is a tad bit retarded."

No dinner was served that evening. Around 8:30 Juan
came back with a pot of coffee looking like maybe he felt a
little sorry for them.

Gary asked, "Juan, are you married?"
Juan nodded.

"Do you have any naked pictures of your wife?"
Juan was shocked. "No," he answered.
"Well," said Gary, "do you want to buy some?"

It took Juan a couple of seconds. Then he shouted,
"Geelmore, Geebs, I tired of your chit!" He slammed the door
in the corridor.

Goddamn, thought Gibbs, Juan is the only toy we got.
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8.

1 Woods liked Gary because he felt a kinship with him.
Woods felt as if he understood a few of Gilmore's obsessions,
getting up on the middle of the trestle when he was a kid and
racing the train, or standing on the railing of the top tier
in prison were impulses familiar to Woods. He sometimes be­
lieved he had gone into osychiatrv preciselv to find a disci­
pline that would allow one hand to keep a grip on the other.
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murders, J*uL Lhut iVUS iFe help? Woods thought Gilmore was
genuinely perplexed over his behavior. He kept repeating his
feeling that there had been something really strange about it,
as if he wasn't there. He kept going back to his feeling of
being under water. "A lot of strange things," he would keep
repeating. Then he would say, "Well, you know, it was inevitable."

This vagueness impressed Woods as being pretty straight
and not manipulative. A convict trying to convince you he was
insane would give more of a picture show. Instead, Gilmore
was only giving Woods the impression of a man who was quiet,

thoughtful and cornered. When he would answer questions, there
was the unmistakable air of a man living simultaneously in

many places, and so having to summon his mind from one level
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to another. Maybe that was why Gilmore had seemed so out of
it at times, and so profoundly distrustful.
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Of course, Gilmore's treatment by prison psychiatrists
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Woods wasn't at all certain that the Prolixin hadn't done
a real damage to Gary's psyche. Those liquid lobotomies could
defoliate whole fields of the soul and never leave a trace. Yet
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effects years later as to invite a mitigation of sentence? Mseiezc?
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VI THE TRIAL OF GARY MARK GILMORE

1

During her visits, Nicole and Gary had been talking about
Percy Foreman and F. Lee Bailey. Gary said big league lawyers
sometimes took on a job for the publicity, but there were no
special elements in his case. A big lawyer would want money.

Of course, one of the really good ones, he said, might
be able to get him acquited. Or bring in a short sentence.
Without money, however, they had to forget it.

She had no idea what a big lawyer would cost, but that
was when she got the idea of selling her fucking eyes. She never
told Gary, and in fact she felt a little dumb about it. She
really didn't know how it came into her head. It.might have had
a lot to do with those commercials where they told you how much
your vision was worth. She thought if she could get five

thousand dollars, maybe that would pay for a.good lawyer.

One morning she was hitch-hiking from Springville to
Provo when a brand new Lincoln Continental Mark IV picked her

up. There were a couple of middle-aged men in the front seat, 
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well-dressed, smoking cigars, and the older one was short and
fat and had a long Italian name. The other fellow looked all
right except his hair was a little thin on top, and he laughed
a lot. He kept saying his Italian friend was in the olive oil
business, as if that was a big joke. She didn't know what
they were laughing about and she didn't care, except that when
they asked where they could drop her, and she told them the
courthouse, her story came right out behind it and both men were
interested, the Italian saying —why don't you help her get her
boyfriend out? When the man who was driving heard Gilmore, he
said, oh, sure, he knew the case, and gave her a card. He told
her to call him in Salt Lake and make an appointment. Maybe he
could do something.

Later, when Gibbs was told the fellow's name by Gary, he
said that lawyer who left his card just happened to be the biggest
criminal defense man in Utah, Phil Hansen. He had been Attorney
General and everything. He had more volume of cases through his
office than anybody in the state, and could perform miracles.
Once, he even got a guy off who had shot a sheriff right in

front of another sheriff. Gibbs said Hansen-would sometimes
take a case for free. Gary lit up.

Gibbs, however, went on to tell him that Phil Hansen was 
reputed to have a yearn for young attractive ladies. Gibbs 



wasn't going to pull any punches with Gary, he said, when he
knew how jealous a man could get.

Gary sat right down and wrote Nicole exactly what Gibbs
had said, then remarked it was up to her if she wanted to hitch
a ride to Salt Lake to see Hansen. But in the letter he said,
"If the guy makes any suggestive motions, get up and walk out."

Same night he got a letter that Nicole had left at the
jail. It said, "No, he didn't ask for my body, but he will meet
me at 2 o'clock Saturday at the jail to talk with you about
your charges."

She had seen Hansen in a big office on the main floor
right off the sidewalk on East Broadway with ten smaller offices
and all kinds of people working there. He treated her like
she was sure attractive, only .he didn't put any pressure on her.
Instead, he told her a story, said that the last man executed
in Utah was named Rogers, and he had asked Hansen to defend him.

Phil had said he was busy, but if Rogers would get some
money together, he'd get involved. Rogers told him there'd be
no problem. He had a sister in Chicago with money.
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Well, no telling about the sister, Rogers never called
back. Hansen let it slide by. Then Rogers was executed.

Hansen never knew if it was coincidental, but the
morning Rogers met his death, he, Phil Hansen, bolted out of
bed. Hadn't even known that was the day. Just bolted straight
up in a cold sweat real early in the morning.

Later when he heard about the execution over the radio,
Hansen swore he would never turn another person down for lack
of money if a life was involved.

Look, he said, even if there
sent Gilmore. Iferj Iiunsen-t-fsa made
meet Saturday afternoon at the jail

was no money, he would repre­
arrangements to
in Provo.

Before she left he put his arms around her, and gave
her a nice hug and said, "Don't worry. Don't look so sad.
They're not going to execute him."

:by=£ap=btca=puni^l:m^^ to
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never showed. She called him later that afternoon, but it was
Saturday, and the office didn't answer. On Sunday when she
visited Gary, Nicole began to cry. She couldn't help it. She
had really been counting on getting a good lawyer.
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don't even
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Sept. 27
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ball o'chalk, I could run that meagre distance without stopping!
I loved you so hard and wet and long last nite Angel and I held
you to me tite tite tite and you felt good. I kissed your fore­
head your nose your eyes, your cheeks and long and wet on your
lips your neck I fucked your ears with my tongue and heard you
cry out oh oh oh ooooh baby I kissed all down your body, put
your tits in my mouth all I could get in there and I put my
face between them sucked your big nipples fucked your belly
button pushed my tongue in your mouth in your cunt in your ass
your pretty fuckin ass. God i love your pretty pretty ass.
Whew! You got an ass that won't quit! You got a blue ribbon
first prize ass. You got an elf ass. " ■

You're an elf. And I'm stone in love with you.

LUE-t _you,. i

-tend

iu, littl

I don't want you to live like a hermit without friends.
I don't give you any order or impose my restrictions.

But I don't like the idea of all those guys coming to

see you.0 • *
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;ecause somebody gives you a

every few da

I know the guys that to see you must want more thqjn

Baby I guess I'm just an insanely jealous son of a bitch 
and a selfish motherfucker.

company. I don't doubt yo
You have always^teen so very majiest and open with me

mething jarred me yesterday and made me feel omethin

fou are just Nicol and you present yoursfelf just as you are

againhave to become a friend, come and see you again a

haunting--- you smelle f beer. .
hing yesterday that idn't like Vague

[ d t want to feel. Your face your tears, it reminded

I felt so

Lthout

Fuck that.

know the flesh is weak.

I don't like those friends of yours that come again and 
again for your company. Jesus Christ I've never heard of any
men like that. Baby I'm a man—I know what guys want.

I don't want you having all them men friends.

Nicole had been living with opposite intentions, but she
had gone to bed with Cliff and Tom a couple of times in that long 
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month of September, and it was hell to visit Gary afterward
and shy away from certain subjects. Finally she decided that
the only way she'd be able to find out if she loved Gary enough
to be able to break through her fucking sloppy habits was to tell
him one more time. So after this letter wititifa-^ie-^guld
f Ml '♦’Mm **

aaeHwi u f Uiser, she got her nerve together, and bought some
stationery in Walgreen's and wrote him a good long loving letter
putting everything rich and sweet she could into it, and then at
the end, as if she didn't want to spoil that stationery she 
picked up a paper napkin from the soda counter, and wrote a
little on that. Tried to say as much as, when I get into situ­
ations and go to bed with somebody, it isn’t anything. There
isn't anything happening. She told him she couldn't think of
anything but him. Finally, she wrote, "Oh, fuck, why not just
say what I mean? Gary, nobody is- ever going to fuck me but 

you.

Sept. 28
Baby the jailer just brought me your letter. You're

always writing and telling me about getting fucked, getting
fucked, getting fucked, getting fucked. Everybody fucks Nicole.
Everybody. Everybody picks her up hitchhiking or see her 3 or

4 times a week just for the vibes the beautiful vibes feel the

beauty just friends just company don't even have to know her

just sit and listen to her talk about how much she loves Gary

then fuck her. Goddam motherfuckin son of a goddam bitch.
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That was a neat napkin you wrote. "But man Baby you
must understand what I mean by friends these friends are
those that come to see me again and again for company and have
not once demanded physical or mentally my physical attentions."

You write me that goddam motherfuckin lie. . .just sat
down and wrote me that fuckin lie and signed it love. If
you feel so much motherfuckin sympathy for someone that you'll
fuck him why Oh Jesus Jesus Jesus fucking Christ Goddam Goddam
fucking damn

Baby Jesus Christ help me to understand. I don't look
at life like that. I've never been in love before I've been
locked up all my fuckin life I guess I'm emotionally crippled
or something cause I'm one person that can't share his woman.
Other people might be able to do that, might not give a fuck
if somebody fucks what is theirs but I'm Gary. Somebody fucked
you. Somebody kissed you. Somebody kissed you saw your eyes
roll back, well, I guess its your bod and your life. Fuck
everybody in Utah if you want to. What do I care? What do
I care? I care all. I care everything.

Nicole—is my love not enough to suffice for even one
small lifetime—my love for you can it not be enough? Do you
have to give your body, your self? your love to other men?
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Am I not enough? I can't fuck. I'm locked up. Why can't you

go without too?

DON'T fuck those "lovely" cocksuckers that want to fuck
you. They make me want to commit murder again and I hate to
feel that kind of thing. Get those bastards away from our r
life. Get rid of those motherfuckers. If I feel like murder
it doesn't necessarily matter who gets murdered. Don't you
know that about me? Murder is just a thing of itself, a rage
and rage is not reason—so why does it matter who vents a

----------------------------------------------------------------- ----------------- .------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- ►

rage. That's the first time I've consciously acknowledged
that insane truth. Perhaps I'm beginning to grow. . .grow
with me. Love me. Teach me. Learn from me. Softly grow
stronger with me. 0 Fair Nicole.

r
Jesus what a letter. I guess them ghosts will attack

me to nite. I can't stand the thought of some son of a bitch
fucking you. You know what hurts so bad? Not only the thought
of you getting fucked sucking some motherfucker's cock all the
way down your throat but they kiss you too. And you would
have to kiss them back, put your arms around them AND FUCK
GODDAMN THAT SHIT MOTHERFUCKER JESUS CHRIST make me wish I
could erase the whole world. Cause all creation to cease to

be. My Nicole? My Nicole? Who's Nicole? Take your life? r
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Thats what you wrote you said you fucked one guy twice. I
think that's what you said I ain't gonna read it again. Why
not just fuck evetybody all the time its the same thing to me.
You know Lonny the red haired jailer here who gave you a ride
one day. Was it him that you fucked? Does he look at me and
think "I'm fucking Gilmore's girl?" Oh Jesus. I can't stand
this. 5 can't take it. Fuck this shit. Fuck you. Goddam
mother fucker can't you break your fuck habit? Nicole, Nicole,
Nicole. Them are ugly ghosts aren't they? Jesus. Ugly ugly.
OOOOOH GODDAMN! Fuck. I think I got it under control and it
gets away again. Nicole I ain't trying to do anything. Pro­
bably shouldn't let you read this.

Goddam. Your letters both of them that I got today
smell so good they smell like you.' Baby this is an ugly letter.
It goes from reason to rage.

Honey when you read this letter know that I love you.
That F don't understand this thing as well as I thought I did,
that I hurt immensely, go back and cross out the parts that
hurt you. don't want to hurt you Angel Angel-Angel Fair Angel.
I can't decide to give you this letter or not am I just sitting

here writing words that won't be read? OOOOH Baby. You'll read
this. You knew before you got it that you would be reading this
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right now. You can read it over and over. But you'll never
get another letter like this from me again. I know the emotion
here and if you want to feel this you'll just have to read
this letter over. Cause I'll never tell you again of 'my hurt.

NOTHING IN THE WORLD, NOT BLINDNESS, LOSS OF MY VERY
EYES, LOSS OF MY ARMS OR LEGS, BEING TOTALLY PARALYZED, PUT
ON PROLIXIN, NOTHING COULD HURT ME WORSE THAN TO KNOW YOU
GIVE YOUR BODY YOUR LOVE TO SOMEONE ELSE.

His letter had more pain in it than she had known any­
one could ever feel, and she felt modest in the middle of her
own sorrow, as if a quiet person in heaven was crying with her
too. So she wrote to him that she would never again do any of
the things that tore his heart, and brought that look of pain
into his eyes, that unbearable pain. She told him that she'd
rather be dead than to cause such pain again, and would he
please not let her live through another moment of his doubt.
That she would want her life taken away if her eyes ever lied
to him again. And she left the letter at the jail.



-826-

*7<?S

re habits that are not so easy to
>reak. That ---  --  --  ---feet - that you GARY will 
a fool if you d^ not now understand this woman who lov^yyot
But instead I wroc^ that ugly letter that I gave>ytfa yesterc ly

Oh, Angel. Please haVg more faith and strength than I had i i_ 
ty moments of weak blind\yage

I have lain on the>'£>ed a'1-1 day in a fog, a miasma, a 
senseless stupor, ^-I-^m sorry I'm starry I'm so fucking sorry.
aV1 my body feg-liT leaden and heavy.barely answer Gibbs

wjien he t^d?fcs. I guess he can sense seething is wrong. He
I .rkjep^the radio turned off because he kno\^s I can't stand to

*dfl IL.

Saturday October 2

Hey Babe,
Those ear rings you wore Friday were really neat. I'm 

sorry I haven't mentioned before how nice they looked and what
it meant that you would choose to wear them for me and the

little poem:
"Two men look out thru prison bars
One sees the mud
One sees the starsV'^
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Thank you darling.
Hey, I felt sorta awkward when we got to talking about

fuckin and stuff Fridayuii-lft?tfessary

TujjimLCinii I anwafl ill nh-iu jut LU1UU. 1

fii^U^£iMX^adUaQaaa-^n^-Jite±-^'n *' ,f * 1 ■*■1,11111''1 1 i^'1****’'

ygfc,^tofljga=aHidegstxaod—bu-L—btgjtlrl^^Eg^bot-hers-^fflg.

I been jackin off so much in these past few weeks thinkin
of you and the things we did—well, I got to feelin like I was
jackin off too much, 2, 3, 4 sometimes 5 times a day. Now they
give me a little Fiorinal and that sleeper Dalmine at nite
now and downers down me, and I don't jack off so much no more.

Aw, baby, it's just always bothered me cause I never 
felt like I really gave you a great wild sweating all controls
gone down to earth honest to gosh fuck. Sigh! I was just so
hooked on that booze and Fiorinal and I knew at the time that 
it was fucking me up sexually and I was robbing myself of some­
thing so much sweeter and neater. Guess I've mentioned that
enough times that you see it bothers me. Plus, Baby Nicole,
I was just a little shy around girls, around.you, I mean really,
it had just been so damn long since I was with a chick. I

don't mean that to sound like I ever messed with punks in the
joint, I didn't except the time or two I told you I kissed a
couple pretty boys and even once fucked one young pretty boy 
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in his bootie. But it weren't nothing and I didn't dig it.
I've always dug chicks but I was away from them for so damn
long that I was downright shy about even being naked with you.
You were always so beautiful gentle and patient and under­
standing about it. I think in the first week or so you had
me relaxed and feeling purty natural again. I had been locked
up for 12^ years. I ain't offering excuses or nothing but that
amount of time made a difference that I wasn't even aware of.

When I was a teen-ager pussy was tight. I mean it was
hard to get. Girls didn't have the sexual freedom they do now.
They even talked different. I never heard a girl say fuck. Just
wasn't done. You've seen Happy Days on T.V, — well, things
weren't quite that dumb but not far from it, really.

Man, if you got in some chicks pants when I was a kid
you were doing something. I got pussy now and then but you had
to work at it, morals were different. Girls were suppose to
remain virgins till married. It was like a game, ya know? Lots
of flirting and teasing. When a girl finally decided to let you
fuck her she'd always put on this act like she was being taken
advantage of and 9 times outa 10 the girl would say "Well,
will you still respect me?" Some goof-ball shit like that. We11,
the cat was always so hot and ready to go by then that he was

ready to about promise anything, even respect. That always seemed
so silly, but it was just the way the game was played. I had a
chick ask me that once, a real pretty little blond girl, every­
body really was hot for her ass and I had her alone one nite in
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her house. We was both about 15 and necking pretty heavy both
getting worked up and I was in and I knew it and then she came
up with that cornball line: "Gary, if I let you do it would
you still respect me?" Well, I blew it. I started laffing and
I told her: "Respect you? For what? I just wanta fuck and
so do you, what the fuck am I sposed to respect you for? You
just won a first place trophy in the Indianapolis 500 or some-

7take:FSil-

time for me tcr’sget the shoes
or Esplin toI

me a pair of ones and twos

October 4
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thing?" Well, like I said I blew that one. « • •

t it the time is right right now. This is the best t.

just befoi e
ot to urt it would be so natural

t sets out there wat^hing^xgop shows on the boob tube. Al

on at nites now and he—ntiver comes back
don't chscdf^he bars for cuts. He

f sol Wetback Juan^i
That

h re to check on me.

j
this is the per:

I've been trying to draw your picture but I feel my
talent is really meager. Your marvelous beauty deserves the
touch of... Rembrandt or Gainsborough, Renoir or Rubens. —

I can't allow myself to feel any fear. I, of course,

desire to escape punishment by escaping this jail, or, you know
I've considered suicide. But I know full well the position I am 
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in: that I killed two young men who probably didn't deserve to
die at that point in their lives. I would be a fool to think
that I could ultimately escape the consequences of those acts.
And what will be will be. If I'm allowed a reprieve in the
form of acquittal or escape. I'll take it. I'll take whatever
air I can get. If I have to spend a number of.years in prison
and the law will thereby consider the debt paid, then I will
consider it paid, too. Though it may ultimately take more sacri­
fice on my part, I don't know. If I am sentenced and have to
die for this I'll accept that with grace and dignity.

Sterling finally said he wouldn't sew the hack saw into
the shoes. A lot of precious time had gone by. Nicole decided
to try it herself. She bought a pair of brogans at the thrift
store, and cut a little slot in the sole with a razor. With a
lot of work, she was able to push the blade in, but it was too
long and so she took a chance and broke the blade in half. She
could get that much in. But when she tried to sew up the slit,
it looked a mess. They would never pass those shoes.

4

The trial was to take place in the District Court of
Utah County, up in Judge Bullock's courtroom 310 in the Utah
County Building, the largest building in downtown Provo. It 



was a gray, massive, old lion of an edifice reminiscent to
Noall Wootton of a thousand other government buildings that
had a Greek pediment supported by stone columns at the top
of broad steps, and a stone balustrade around the roof, but
having been born in Provo and grown up in Provo, Wootton kind
of liked going to Court there, and this was going to be the
biggest murder case he had yet tried. As invariably happened
to him before a big case, his stomach went in knots. He was
that sure of a conviction on this occasion, that he felt it
would be his fault if he didn't get the death penalty.

Wootton's academic career was not ulike the background
of other lawyers in that area. He had gone to BYU and trans­
ferred to the University of Utah to go to law school. No
great desire to be a lawyer, not in the beginning anyway, just
that his father was a lawyer and Noall had figured what the
hell, he could take the course. He didn't have to go into it,
could try business afterward, or do just about anything he
wanted. When he got out, he was offered a job with the FBI
and a position with United Airlines, but his father offered to
take him in and he thought his dad was the best lawyer he knew.
it a 1,1 rJ.-y-.H.-
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Noall's father taught him a great deal, no question about
it. Noall soon decided, however, that being in an office all
day was not his ideal. He enjoyed a courtroom. The more you
could get him in one, the happier he was. He was also happy
in Provo. He felt a certain contempt for the young lawyers
around him who went to Salt Lake or Denver or LA to work because
they just ended up staying in back rooms preparing cases for
big city trial lawyers. What Noall wanted was to be in the
courtroom against those big city trial lawyers knocking them
down.

He started by doing defense work, but came to the con­
clusion that most of his clients were punks, and guilty as hell.
They just wanted to get off. Noall didn't feel that was his
responsibility. He thought his duty was to find out if they
were guilty of the charge filed against them, and whether their 

make certain they were not convicted if innocent or not over­

ti

Tie way-

or not. Noall couldn't buy that. He&Aw?^

charged, if guilty. They wanted to get off at all costs, guilty

constitutional rights were being protected. He was there to 

«-l*lnil *rnnjlili

miiu Hull
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“Gtft her-EhroatT removed“'EHeI-baby from her-Body, stabbed thi

baby, went home.

death penalty. Wdotton hadrr-t5^ The boy in this case was t

nice-looking eighteenj^yeatiOld high school student with no

wa^in prison on just such a sentence, and migfit^be broughi

Wootton^^aiw—was not a terribly strong advocate of
the death penalty. He just didn't know whether it had a de­
terrent effect on other criminals. He was looking for maximum
sentence with Gilmore on the basis of risk. Gilmore alive was
too much of a risk to society.

On October 4, Monday, the day before the trial would 
■begin, Craig Snyder and Mike Esplin paid a visit to the County
Jail and had a long conference with Gary. Whenever he would
ask, and he did, "What do you think my chances are?" Craig
Snyder would say, "I don't think they are good—I don't think
they are good at all."
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Gary would reply, "Well, you know, this doesn't come 

as a big shock."

They had gone through the reports of the psychiatrists
one more time, and made a special appeal to a number of them;
there was not one psychiatrist whose testimony would declare
Gary to be certif iablyj»H*^=:r’or that matter, Gary's opinion
was identical. "Like I said," he remarked, "I can get on now,
and convince the jury that I'm out of my head. But, man, I
don't want to do that. X resent having my intelligence insulted."

that no matter what problems he had had in tl« xplain to

ip, and let them give he

repeated I could fooliseful for his case devel
if I want to. just:hose psychiatrj that I don't w; nt

ou to eitherer would say, "Well, I don't wan

his best shot would still be'^to ope:
a full, fair ey.al-iration. Only in

ast with psychiatrists

5=

lepths of a detailed searcfi!5^i5nto>hi;s''psychology might scuneth L:

Then there was the business of Hansen.; Snyder and Esplin 
agreed they would be happy if Phil Hansen, who was one of the
best criminal lawyers in the state, came in.
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hull proraTse'ct".—”

3SSI Jhey talked to Gary again about putting Nicole on

the stand. "I don't want her brought into it," he said, "I
don't want anything to do with that." Obviously, she would have
to say that she had provoked him unendurably, and probably have
to specify some sordid details. He wasn't about to have any of
that. In fact, he was furious that Wootton was going to call
Nicole for a witness. Witnesses were usually excluded from
the courtroom. He would not permit that, Gary told them. He
would sooner allow all of Wobtton's witnesses to be present and
listen to the case. Snyder and Esplin quickly pointed out that
this would give an advantage to the other side. Wootton's
witnesses would be able to hear what witnesses before them had
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All right, Mr. Esplin

wi
that

. ESPLIN: Your Honor, at this>pdint Mr. Snyder
I would ordinarily make ..^'motion to have the
witnesses excluded; however, after discussing^it
Lth our client, it"is his request that the

esses not be>-excluded. We have advised
feel;;that it is in his best interests

and wo ^.better serve the defense of this ca^e
if thes.^f-^itnesses were excluded, as provided
by s^ertute, bu± it is still his desire.

GILMORE: That’s right.

Mr. Gilmore^is it your, decision that
exclusionary rule should not be invoked?

THE COU

THE COURT:

MR
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Wootton began bv explaining to the jurv what he expected
of his witnesses.

"Each one will give vou a small piece of the
overall story, and the purpose of this opening state­
ment is to tell you what the basic story is.

"Thev will tell you about how the defendant,
Gary Gilmore. . .left the motel where he had robbed
Mr. Bushnell, out a handgun to his head and pulled the
trigger, killing him. The witnesses will tell you
Mr. Gilmore. . .walked down the street with the motel
cash box in one hand and the pistol in the other
hand. . .abandoned the cash box at the end of the
block,. . .and abandoned the gun. Thev will tell
vou how shortlv thereafter he was seen at a service
station on the corner of Third South and University Avenue
where he picked up his truck, at that time bleeding
rather profusely from an iniurv to his left hand. The
witnesses will tell you how they traced the blood trail
from the service station back up the .sidewalk and
where it stopped at a pfitzer evergreen bush that was
planted along the side of the sidewalk. They will tell
you how they examined the interior of that pfitzer bush 
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and found a 22 automatic pistol that appeared to
have been discharged in the pfitzer bush, because
it had weeds and leaves in the automatic portion of
the gun. They will tell you that they found a shell
casing there. You'll also hear testimony that the
investigators at the motel office where Mr. Bushnell
was killed found another 22 shell casing. You'll
hear expert testimony to the effect that the slug in
his head was in fact a 22 caliber slug fired from
a gun with the same type of lands and grooves, they
call it, that's the markings inside the barrel, as the
22 pistol that was found in the pfitzer bush. Now
at this point I'm not going to ask you to find the
defendant guilty or not guilty. Basically I'm only
going to ask you to do four things for me. I want
you to watch these witnesses closely. I want you
to listen to them very carefully. I want you to think
about the case deeply, and judge it fairly.

As the eighteen exhibits and twelve witnesses were pre­
sented during the length of that day, as episode by episode
Wootton presented his case much as he had announced it, so it
was left to Snyder and to Esplin to raise doubts, where they could,
or . limit the authority of the witness. So Esplin got the first
witness, Larry Johnson, a draftsman, to admit that his plan of
■the motel drawn to order a week before could provide "no idea
as to what plants or vegetables were growing on the 20th of
July" around the motel windows. It was a small point, but it
might keep the jury from being overimpressed with the fact of
the exhibits themselves, those eighteen exhibits.

The next witness, Detective Fraser, had taken a number
of photographs of the motel office. Esplin got him to agree

that the position of the drapes at the time of the murder might 
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have been different than their position next morning when
these photographic exhibits 4 through 9 had been made.
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So it went. Small details, small admissions. Small
corrections and small adjustments on the case Wootton was
making. When Glen Overton came to the stand and described the
appearance of Benny Bushnell dying in his own blood, and the
demeanor of Debbie Bushnell as he drove her to the hospital,
the defense was quiet. Whatever images of carnage and grief
had been deposited with the jury would have to be left intact.
The defense was not going to maintain the life of those 
scenes by cross-examination.

The fourth witness Dr. Morrison, Deputy Chief
Medical Examiner of Utah, had performed the autopsy on

^8^^^ t
Bennie Bushnell^
Garimore=-fael^=ha?s=gss=t3» Bushnell' s head

CAf (A S /W/W.
L11 l-o—wl LiTc~z?sl==c?gedq^iMw?jb»

- ^==5^.
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Martin Ontiveros » it wutL-uad established that Gary
had left his truck at the service station two blocks from the
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motel^smA went away for half
MR blood on his left hand.

4»*ct 4?
Mawi in Onteveros found blood

Esplin tried to suggest it could be someone else's
blood, but Onteveros said the bathroom was clean when he went
to it just before Gilmore returned.

"How long would you say?"
"Oh, ten minutes."
During that unaccounted for ten minutes some other party

could hypothetically have been hemorrhaging in the same rest­
ed<?

room. As the^ would soon say to Gary, he was, as things stood,
99% guilty. They were trying to enlarge the one percent.

an hour<=^mi’W returned,
1—Rafter Gilmore lef

in the bathroom of the service

JMt had come to it
Ned Lee, a patrolman, had found the gun in the bushes.

by retracing the trail of blood that Gilmore

that=

>-orvi no

There was little for the defense to- do with tfa testi­

had left behind him on his way to the service station.
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Detective William Brown received the cartridge case and
gun from Patrolman Lee and had them photographed in the position
they were discovered. Wootton offered the photograph as
Exhibit Three.

MR. ESPLIN: Officer Brown, did you take that photograph?
OFFICER BROWN: No, sir.
MR. ESPLIN: Were you present when it was taken?
OFFICER BROWN: I don't recall, sir.
MR. ESPLIN: Do you know who took it?
OFFICER BROWN: No, sir. I don't.
MR. ESPLIN: We object, your Honor. Improper foundation.
MR. WOOTTON: I've laid a foundation. I don't have to

bring a photographer in every time.
MR. ESPLIN: Your Honor, he has to establish that the

witness was there when it was taken.
MR. WOOTTON: Your Honor, I don't have to establish

when or under what circumstances it was taken.
All I've got to establish is he was looking at
the bush and he looked at the photo and it's
the same.

Still, it was a small gain. One more -exhibit slightly
tainted. You never knew when a few small gains could contribute
to a surprising effect.

■MR. ESPLIN: You did dust the weapon for fingerprints,
is that correct?
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DETECTIVE BROWN: Yes, Sir.
MR. ESPLIN: Did you find any nrints?
DETECTIVE BROWN: I found one.
MR. ESPLTN: Did you transmit that to the F.B.I. lab­

oratory as well?
DETECTIVE BROWN: I did. . .
MR. ESPLIN: What were those results?
DETECTIVE BROWN: They needed a better comparison.
MR. ESPLIN: In other words they couldn't make a deter­

mination?
DETECTIVE BROWN: Right.
MR. ESPLIN: No further questions.

When Gerald Nielsen came on, Wootton never asked him
about the confession. Nielsen merely testified to the existence
of a fresh gunshot wound on Gilmore's left hand at the time he

was arrested.

Gerald F. Wilkes, a special agent with the F.B.I., was an
* fap!

expert on ballistics and firearm identification. —Jag—,
■rmi.l d a—fadaTfetss
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WILKES:MR.

MR.

questions that mightEsplin had no recourse but /to ask
recd.

MR.

MR

MR.

he saw Gary.in the motel office.Ehat
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WOOTTON:
your

WILKES: /No, sir. I fix no minimum number of mic±l<
scopic marks to effect an 'identification. 1

WILKES: The marks of a similarity were any in
number and were contained around theEntire
circumference of the cartridge case. It's so
microscopic marks in fact that it left no

Would you tell the Jury, please, what
conclusions were? fl

As I stated, I could not inaki'a deter-

Tte war looking ft

Yes, sir.

there a certain nu
a particular item o

before/you are able to say beyon

Now came Peter Arroyo who direct testimony

WILKES:  
mination as to whether this bulle't was fired
from this particular weapon bed'ause this
bullet does not bear sufficient microscopic
marks for identification purposes. However,

sed on my examination of/these two car­
es, I was able to determine that both

cartridge cases were fired with this weapon
and norther weapon.

living damaging answers.
ESPLIN: In your/analysis, is

of marks which mus^ be on
evidence
a reasonable doubt th'et that cartridge was
fired by the same gun?'/

Do you have any idea of 'how many marks,
. .arities or points of similarity you foun
between Exhibit No. 12 and the ^st cartridge
which you fired in the laboratory'!

espl:

MR.
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looked right at him, I looked at the gun, and I
looked up at his face to see what he was going
to do with the gun. I thought he worked in the
office and he was fooling around with the gun.
I was concerned about that. So I looked right
at his eyes. And he just stopped and looked
at me. And after a few seconds he turned around
and walked back around the counter. @ *

---- We^-^ptTOTTOtfS^Hr^- rigfrt to- the~cag=-
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What did you do then?WOOTTON:MR.
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ARROYO: Yes.
hand, and
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Is hat the last
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suitcas
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up the stree

ROYO:
holler for help from the other side
hand counter. I thought at the time may
was just gagged or somebody had robbed he
when I went around the other side, her husb'&r 1
was laying on the floor and she was screaming
for help. She half way turned him over, and
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WOOTTON:

MR. WOOTTON: Mr. Arroyo, do you see the individual in
the courtroom now that you observed with the
gun and the cash box at that time?

MR. ARROYO: Yes.

MR. WOOTTON: Would you identify him for the Court and
the Jury, please?

MR. ARROYO: The man with the red jacket and the green
shirt. (Indicating)
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MR. WOOTTON: Seated at the counsel table opposite me?

MR. ARROYO: Yes.
MR. WOOTTON: Your Honor, may the record reflect that

the witness is identifying the defendant?
THE COURT: It may so show.
MR. WOOTTON: Your witness.

CROSS EXAMINATION

MR. ESPLIN: Sir, could you describe the individual that
you observed in the motel office that night?

MR. ARROYO: Yes. He appeared to be a little taller
than I am. . .

MR. ESPLIN: What other characteristics would you describe?
MR. ARROYO: He had a vandyke type beard.and long hair.
MR. ESPLIN: What other distinguishing characteristics

do you recall?
MR. ARROYO: His eyes.
MR. ESPLIN: What do you recall about his eyes?
MR. ARROYO: When I looked at his eyes, it's kind of

hard to describe. I'd never forget those eyes.
MR. ESPLIN: Did you see the color of his eyes?
MR. ARROYO: No. Just the look.

It was palpable enough to wince. Not hard to comprehend

Arroyo meant. Gilmore had been looking at Wootton in just
a way throughout the testimony.
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and Jimmy Carter that wou.ltl take place that evenierry Ford

THE

WOOTTON:/' No.MR.
COURT.::' Mr. Esplin.THE
ESPLIN:MR

take charge

you please
you please

(WHEREUPON, 1
Q-h-bhe-Ju-ry,)

MR. ESPLIN: No, your Honor.

After Arroyo stepped down, the prosecution rested its
case. Esplin stood up and said the defense would also rest.

THE COURT: You do not intend to put on any evidence?

judge wXs referring to the election debate betwee

All right. Mr. Dennis, whuld
wo d

THE'COURT:
S come forward and Mr. Smith

give the bailiff the oath.
the bailiff was duly so\irn to

COURT: . . .1 think that in the interests of eve
one that I wj/M instruct in the morning rathe
than tonigh/'anil then we'll complete the case
tomorrow./Any reason why we can't convene at
9:00 o'clock in tlik morning? Mr.

it would be the duty of the Court to instruc
the Jury with reference to the law in the
. . .1 am about ready to instruct, but i
take about a half an hour and would rej
to again go into the evening guite l^te. My
understand is that there are the great debate
on tonight.

wou

The

Wootton.

No, your Honor.
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6

October 6

I just got back from court.
Wow!
I had told you that I didn't expect much from Snyder and

Esplin but I was not prepared for the fact that they intended
to put up absolutely no defense at all.

To say I was surprised when Esplin rested the case would
be a hell of an understatement.

They never told me that they were gonna do that — offer

no defense at all.
I couldn't believe it!
I figured on some sort of defense—no matter how meager.
I thought they would at least try to get a second degree

conviction.
Its a dead certain cinch right now that I'll be convicted

on first degree—and Esplin and Snyder knew this when they rested
today.

They never told me they were gonna pull that shit.
They acted guilty and defensive as a motherfucker when I

confronted em about it after the trial.



They didn't even try.
All they want to do is leave theirself a case for appeal

and they haven't even done that.
That's the way it is with court appointed lawyers.

It had been what Esplin would characterize as a stormy
conference. Gary wasn't hollering but he was very uptight. They
were all locked into the commission chambers at the county
building with a couple of officers at the door, and Gary was
letting them know he was not happy.

"I thought you'd call a psychiatrist or something."
They explained again. They would call one at the Miti­

gation Hearing tomorrow, but there had been no point to do it for
the trial itself. Since no doctor would say he was legally in­
sane, they'd only be helping the prosecution. It would make it
easier for the jury to convict. This way, a few of the jurors
might have questions of sanity.

"Couldn't we have called somebody?" he asked, "just for
appearance's sake?"

They laid out their strategy. It might not be as bad as
it looked. Number one - the prosecution hadn't tested Gary's
blood against the blood they found on the trail. If it had come

out 0, which was Gary's blood, that would have been another nail

in. Two, said Craig Snyder, they didn't have fingerprints off 
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the gun. Legally speaking, therefore, the gun had not been
attached to his hand beyond a shadow of a doubt. Three: the
prosecution had neglected to put in the money from the robbery.
They had the money, but they hadn't introduced it. Fourth,
afraid of setting up an appeal, Wootton hadn't dared to use
Gary's confession to Gerald Nielsen. The jury, said Craig, his
eyes getting serious behind his glasses, still had to cross
the bridge to find him guilty.

Not easy to sentence a man to death, was their unspoken
remark. A lot of juries felt fear at the thought. If one sen­
tenced a man to death, who could speak of what it would to do
one's dreams. A jury really had to get itself up to go across
the bridge. If the case could be conducted with enough decorum,
if the proceedings were kept calm relative to the seriousness
of the offense, that, top, could give a jury pause. It would
be hard to sentence a man to execution if no strong feelings
were flowing.

At this point, Gary said he wanted to make a statement to
the judge. He wanted to testify.

They said it was against their advice. The way it was,
said Craig Snyder, he was 99% convicted. If he testified, it 
was 100%.
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Gary looked gloomy for a moment. "I did it," he said,
"that's it." Then he insisted again on taking the stand.

They tried to think of what it would be■like to reopen
the case. It would certainly be messy. They thought again of
calling Nicole but they had learned to live with the idea
of not calling her. They had lived with that so long the thought
of having her on the stand now was unsettling. It could boomer­
ang. If the bad fight Gary had had with her on the highway,
the kids screaming, ever came up, if it ever came out that Gary
had had guns in the car and was driving with children, no,
Nicole was also a bad gamble.

It was left up in the air that night. Each of the three
men slept by his own best means.

7

Nicole was in her own state of agitation. She hadn't
even been in court that morning. Gary, she learned, had made
a speech to the judge to allow her to stay in the courtroom, 
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and she hadn't even been there. She had been too sick with
how Gary had acted the day before when they were choosing the
jury.

He had never spoken to her about her letters, the one 
where she told him she would rather be dead than cause him
pain by being
the first day
when they let

with other men. He had.never said a word until*<•
in court, the long, dull da^and then in one recess
her sit on the other side of the railing from him, 

he was real nasty to her, and made a terrible reference to the 
letter as if she were phoney.

She told him right there that if he wanted to, he could
kill her in the courtroom, right where he stood. In fact, it
was killing her for him to think the things he did. He just
looked back at her sarcastically. Then he said, "How would I
be able to go about it. With my arms in handcuffs and my legs
in shackles?" She felt foolish. The things she said had been
taken so lightly.

She hadn't slept all night, and then she went back to
sleep in the morning after leaving the kids with a neighbor.

She was dopy and hadn't felt as bad since the old days when they
were living together—her body was out of sorts.
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Sure enough, she got to the courtroom around lunch time,
and he couldn't have been happier to see her. It was like he had
forgotten completely about the day before. Nicole just sat
there in a trance all through the testimony with the FBI guy
and the eye-witness. She didn't even know what was going on
at the end of the day, she just felt further away from Gary than
at any time since they got along so badly in Spanish Fork.

That night Sue came over and announced she was going
to take Nicole out and get her drunk. Cheer her up.

Nicole suddenly realized that she wanted to let loose
and get loose. She really wanted to dance. It wasn't really
all that good of an idea, but there was Sue, and Nicole
let her take her out.

Gary was really the first guy Nicole had ever danced
with out in public. Somehow she had always been real shy about
dancing. In school she had felt that was something the kids
who were in, did, but not herself. It was not until Gary made
her get out on the dance floor with him, that she began to

like it. Now, dancing tonight, it was dark, and the music re­
minded her of other times she had danced with Gary. It was like 
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he was up there holding her, and she could turn around and
close her eyes, and think she was dancing with him, wasn't,
of course, and half miserable. She wasn't really interested
in anybody but Gary.

She and Sue had started that night over at the Silver
Dollar, but couldn't get in. Nicole had some trouble with
her I.D., so they went on to Fred's Lounge. It was just natural
to travel down that main road from Springville to Orem, no big
deal. Sue set her up with vodka and grapefruit juice, and
Nicole liked the tension in Fred's Lounge. They had a lot of
Sundowners outside the place, standing around their bikes real
easy like a motorcycle was as comfortable to them as loose
change in your pocket. So she liked the tension in the place
and danced with a couple of them,- liked the way they were so
dapper, the way they stroked a pool ball, or could spring from
knob to knob of the pin ball soccer game with zip-zap moves of
their hands.

A fellow who said he was the ex-president of the Sun­
downers, and acted like he was real together,, began to talk to
her, a sweet talker. She liked him. He was good looking, and
had character, and was fun to dance with. But she kept going 
back to her own table with Sue.
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Then Sue seemed to disappear. She was out of the place
for sure, and Nicole was left alone at her table minding her
own business. That was when the ex-president talked her into
going over to the Sundowners in Salt Lake. Nicole thought she
would like to see what that club was all about. She had been
hearing for years about that club. Maybe she'd get a little
bit loose, have some beers, meet some people.

She started thinking very clearly about where this might
end up, but it was already 2 o'clock in the morning. It would
take nearly an hour to get to Salt Lake and there would be more
of a party there, and more pool—she figured the daylight would
arrive before there'd be trouble. Sure enough, when they got
to Salt Lake, she just sat around with the fellow and listened
to people, and talked a little bit, and lit up, and drank beer,
and just got kind of wasted in a quiet way. Nicole remembered
getting sleepy sitting on the sofa, an old beat up ragged sofa.
It was nice at that club house, a place to enjoy the vibes, sort
of like a bar set up right in the living room, with three or
four motorcycles parked in the living room too. She just closed
her eyes a few times and maybe nodded off and the ex-president
kept coming and sitting by her, maybe touching her a little,
must have been five in the morning when she said, "I want to get
some sleep." He talked her into going downstairs. It was just
a big room there with mattresses, and people falling out all

over. Maybe some of them were putting it on. She lay down there 
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in the basement with the other people and didn't fall asleep.
Started to wake up a little, and wonder how the hell she was
ever going to get out of Salt Lake by herself. When her friend
came back, there was nothing impressive about it. He just got
in bed with her and there was no way she could make him under­
stand her logic in staying away. She had no desire, but she
just didn't know how to convince him. Whatever she tried to say
bounced off. Ma— 1 r. - tn it, nwfr he
kept asking her why she had her clothes on and he didn't. She
tried to compromise a way out of it, but he must have had too
much grass, because he couldn't get off that way. She finally
had to let him into her. So she really blew the idea that she
was going to be faithful to Gary, in life as well as in death.

In the morning, when she woke up, she felt as raw as she
had ever felt. She wasn't scared that Gary would find out, she
was just scared, period. She felt as if she were living in this
awful place inside of herself where everything was dangerous and
shitty. She would have cried but it just would have made the
most awful crappy moaning sound.

It was a long morning. She had to get the ex-president
of the Sundowners'up to take her back to court, and it wasn't
until court had already started that she got in. Riding from
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Salt Lake to Provo on the back of his bike, she knew that she
would never lie about this to Gary, but she just didn't want
to tell him and wouldn't. She shivered at the thought he
would ask.

Riding in the back, riding behind the strange guy's
back, she decided that she might never sleep with another guy
for the rest of her life, not unless Gary could escape or be set
free from his trial.

She never would let herself do anything again as uneasy
to her personally, and as full of fear, as the thought that
one of these days, one of her visits, Gary might look her in
the eye and ask if she had made it with anyone? She did not
know if she could tell him the truth. She didn't want to
think, however, of the damage it would do to him inside if she
actually lied point-blank while looking right into his face. She
had enough worms in her right now.

8

JUDGE BULLOCK: Now, Mr. Esplin, you indicated to me
in chambers that you had a matter to present
to the Court which should be presented outside
of the presence of the Jury.
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MR. ESPLIN: Yes, your Honor. We'd also request that
the courtroom be cleared for this matter. It's
a matter of some delicacy.

THE COURT: Mr. Gilmore, do you request that the court­
room be cleared?

MR. GILMORE: Yes.
THE COURT: I will do so. I'll ask everyone to leave

except court personnel, security people.
(WHEREUPON, the courtroom was cleared at 9:09 o'clock a.m.)
MR. ESPLIN: Your Honor. The defendant rested its case

yesterday. . .Mr. Snyder and I had discussed
that with him earlier in the week and we had
indicated to him at that time that it was our
opinion and our advice that he not testify in this
case, that he exercise his right to remain silent
throughout this trial, and we felt in our legal
opinion, that he not take the stand. After dis­
cussing the matter last night and becoming aware
of his desire to take the stand, again we dis­
cussed with him the various implications, both
legally and the psychological effect upon the

4 Jury we felt it would have if he took the stand,
and again gave both our considered opinions
which we expressed to him at the time that he not
take the stand, that he remain silent during this
trial and put the.State to its proof. But again
we assured him that was his decision and if he
wanted to take the stand that he had a right to
take the stand against our advice. We advised him
to consider his decision overnight. We met with
him again this morning. This morning down at
the jail we again went over the reasons to remain
silent in this trial, and asked him again to re­
consider that decision. It's my understanding
now that he does desire to take the stand, not­
withstanding our advice.

THE COURT: Mr. Gilmore, do you desire to take the stand
at this time?

MR. GILMORE: It isn't that I have such burning desire to
take the stand, but I was simply unprepared for
counsel to rest the case at the point they did
yesterday. I mean, I'm on trial for my life and
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I have been expecting all along to present
some sort of a defense. And when they rested
yesterday, man, it appeared to me to be in
effect tantamount to a plea of guilty to a
first degree murder charge, because I don't
see where the Jury could return any other
verdict at that stage. And why have a trial?
I mean I —

THE COURT: What evidence do you have that you want to
present?

MR. GILMORE: Apparently I don't have any, according to
my lawyers.

THE COURT: Do you have any or do you not?
MR. GILMORE: God, I don't know...I have feelings and

beliefs and I guess these doctors don't concur
with them.

THE COURT: Now, Mr. Gilmore --
MR. GILMORE: You have to let me finish.
THE COURT: Yes. Yes. Go ahead.
MR. GILMORE: I feel myself that I have a good insanity

defense or at least a basis of it. But apparently
the doctors don't concur. But the conditions
that I talked to the doctors under were adverse.
There were inmates present. The whole thing
was not right. It wasn't fair to me, really.
And it blew my whole defense off. I don't
want to just plead guilty to first degree murder
and accept a first degree murder conviction. It
will take them less than a half an hour to find
that, the way I see it right now. That's what
I'm saying. That's what I feel, man. I mean
I have been expecting all along to present some
sort of case even if it’s meager. And I think
that probably the best thing I could possibly do
would be to talk to them myself. I could do
that at the mitigation hearing, but that's after
they find me guilty. I'd like them to at least
consider what I have to say before they go out.
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THE COURT: You can take the stand, if you care to. But
if you do so you should understand fully the
consequences of it.

MR. GILMORE: Man, I'm not, you know, telling you I'm
burning to get on the stand. I just would like
to present a defense. That's been my expectation
all along.

THE COURT: Do you want to take the witness stand and
testify?

MR. GILMORE: I want to present a defense. I just don't
want to sit here mute and be —

THE COURT: My question to you is: Do you want to have
the court reopen the case, —

MR. GILMORE: Right.
THE COURT: — be sworn as a witness and testify?
MR. GILMORE: Yeah. Yeah. Right. If that's the way

you've got to ask me, okay.
THE COURT: Now and I want you to fully understand that

if you do that then you are subject to cross
examination by the State's attorney. Do you
understand that?

MR. GILMORE: Yes.
THE COURT: And you'll be compelled to answer the

questions that he asks.
MR. GILMORE: Yes.
THE COURT: And those questions and your answers may be

incriminating to you. Do you understand that?
MR. GILMORE: I understand it.. You know. I understand

all that you are going to say. I understand
all that you've said.

MR. SNYDER: Your Honor, may I make one other statement?
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THE COURT: Yes, you may.
MR. SNYDER: I want Mr. Gilmore to understand perfectly

that Mr. Esplin and I have contacted Dr. Howell,
Dr. Crist, Dr. Lebe^ue, Dr. Woods, we have dis­
cussed with them in detail their examination
and findings and we have reviewed their entire
file at the Utah State Hospital, which is approxi­
mately three inches thick. The very best that
they really can do is that they will testify
that he has a form of mental disorder known as
a psychopathic or antisocial behavior. We have
discussed that with the defendant. We have told
him in our opinion and according to the law that
that is not a defense, as far as insanity is con­
cerned. And we have advised the defendant that
we have no witnesses that we can call in the
line of expert witnesses, doctors, psychiatrists,
psychologists who would help the defendant in
that regard; and that without that type of ex­
pert testimony the Court will not give an instruc­
tion even for the Jury to consider on the sanity

.plea. And I want to make the record clear on
that, and I want to advise Mr. Gilmore of
those items.

MR. GILMORE: I'll withdraw my request. Just go ahead
on with it like it was.

THE COURT: You what?
MR. GILMORE: I withdraw my request to reopen it.
THE COURT: You do?
MR. GILMORE: Yeah.
THE COURT: All right. Will you bring the Jury back in,

please? Yes, and the others may come in.

They were all bewildered. The defense attorneys, the
prosecutor, the judge, conceivably the defendant himself. It was
as if a gloom had come over him as he argued, a resignation.
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changed his mind again. It was like dealing with a crazy pony //
off on a gallop at every wind. /

Now, after all the back and forth, Wootton got up to
give his closing statement. He kept it short. He reviewed
what his witnesses had established the day before, he laid
out again the chain of evidence, and he put emphasis on the
testimony of Dr. Morrison.

"In his opinion," said Wootton, "Bennie Bushnell died of
a single gunshot wound to the head. But he told you something 
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much more important than that. He told you that the gun had
been placed directly against Bennie's skull when the trigger
was pulled. . .this tells you that it was not a wild shot fired
across the room, it was not a shot fired to intimidate or
frighten, it was a shot intending to kill and kill instantly.
Okay." He took a breath.

"Think about the case deeply," he said in conclusion,I"and

judge it fairly. But when I say judge it fairly, I don't mean
just judge it fairly from the point of view of Gary Gilmore, al­
though that's important; you judge it fairly from the point of
view of Bennie Bushnell's widow and his child and the child yet
to be born." The State was done.

Mike Esplin began by complimenting the jury^^®

<^hen he went looking for weak places in the fence Noall
Wootton had constructed around his client. 0 ®

MR. ESPLIN: The testimony of Glen Overton was that the 
manager of the motel lived in this area here,
that there's a bell out there that is rung
when someone comes to the door and they can go
back and forth to wait on customers. Consider
the lateness of the hour. Seems reasonable
to infer that the motel manager wasn't even in
the office to start off. It's possible for
you to infer from the evidence that he was
back here in his living room and whoever was in
the office, maybe he was in the act of taking. 
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money from the box and the manager came upon
him and was shot. That is not robbery, it's
a theft. So I submit on that question there
is a reasonable doubt. The State has not
proved that. Now they have witnesses they
could have called and established that. . ."

He was making a reference to Debbie Bushnell.
". . .but they have not done so. Again, they
indicated $125 missing, and they also indicated
they arrested the defendant for this offense
later on the same night. They haven't produced
one bit, one cent of that money. They haven't
indicated that they searched him. This defen­
dant is charged with taking money. Where is
'it? Another matter: this gun, whoever placed
it in the bush, when they placed it in that
bush it went off accidentally, it discharged.
Doesn't that place a possible inference in your
mind that there's a gun going off accidentally?
They have to show an intentional killing. These
things have not been answered. There is no one
that actually saw the incident. The only thing
that Mr. Arroyo could testify to is that he
saw a person who he identified as the defendant
in the office with a gun similar to this one.
He said that they couldn't testify that that
was the same gun. He testified that he had
this cash box. He couldn't say that there was
any money in it. All he could say was he
remembers his face and remembers seeing a gun
in his hand.
Couldn't make much of the testimony of Martin
Ontiveros. He said that Gary Gilmore arrived
at the service station to have his truck fixed.
It seems kind of ridiculous. I submit if
Mr. Gilmore's intention was to go down and rob
the City Center Motel he would not have left
his truck there at the service station where
he could easily be placed at the scene or near
the scene of the crime.
Then we have heard a lot about the blood. Mr.
Ontiveros said he didn't see the defendant go
into the rest room. . .1 would submit that
with a blood analysis that fact could have been
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proved as to whether or not this was the
blood of the defendant. That's another
something that the prosecution could have
done to tie up this case and so erase some
of these doubts from your mind. But that
has not been done.

As he spoke, Esplin was feeling emotion. In this closing
argument, it became, to his surprise, the most emotional thing
he had ever done. His voice cracked in several places. After­
wards, people came up to him, said in the recess "How did you
put on an act like that, fake that type of emotion?" "It wasn't
fake," Esplin added. He had noticed, and he felt some hope,
that several jurors were in tears.

So I would ask that you consider what I've
said, and as you go to the jury room take
the questions that you have, consider them,
and if you do have doubts about it, any
reasonable doubts, then I suggest that your
obligation is either (1) find the defendant
guilty of the lesser included offense of
second degree criminal homicide, murder in
the second degree, or (2) to acquit the
defendant. Thank you.

MR. WOOTTON: We'll waive rebuttal.
(WHEREUPON, the Jury retired to deliberate at 10:13 o'clock

a.m., October 7, 1976.)
I After the jury had left, Esplin stood up again.
\ MR. ESPLIN: Your Honor, there is one point: We would

I object to the comment made by the prosecutor
\ in his closing arguments where he referred to
I doing justice for Bennie Bushnell and his

I \ widow and so forth as being prejudicial to
1 this jury, and would at this point move for
I a mistrial based on that reasoning.
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THE COURT: The Motion.for Mistrial is denied. Any­
thing further? All right. Then we'll be in
recess until such time as the bailiff notifies
us that the Jury has reached a verdict.

The jury had recessed at 10:18 a.m. An hour and twenty
minutes later, they brought back a verdict of Guilty in the
First Degree. Since it was close to lunch, Judge Bullock re­
cessed the trial until 1:30 in the afternoon at which point
the Mitigation Hearing to determine whether Gary would receive
life imprisonment or the death sentence would begin.

9

Until the Mitigation Hearing the courtroom had not been
filled, but during the lunch recess, word must have passed
through the coffee shop, and the lawyer's offices around the
courthouse. As if to declare that the Mitigation Hearing would
prove more exciting than the trial, the room was crowded.
Watching the proceedings one would be witness to a legal process
that would decide one man's life--that had to be an interesting
even awesome afternoon for anyone curious about trials.

A UUIIL-J1L. ul liUj-^LfULU, U pTIUlli. i 11 1 nrl gnwi iljwM

(^l^LU 111.17 naiteri'4wnr j-n. nnmn ta hir tiliiia? i Alt that
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As the Court explained, the aim of the Mitigation
Hearing was not to discover whether the defendant was guilty
since he had been found guilty already of Murder in the First
Degree, but rather to decide whether he was entitled to the rela­
tive mercy of life imprisonment. For that reason, hearsay
evidence was going to be admissible at the discretion of the
Court.

Since some of this evidence would prove injurious to
Gary, Craig Snyder (who was doing the Mitigation Hearing even
as Mike Esplin had handled the trial) was trying his best todb j_d.li ncua 11a11uj.cu une tixax; wab uxyxiiy iid-io lu o y? 14$ lay grounds for appeal. Snyder objected often, and Judge
Bullock overruled him almost as often. Let one ruling by the
judge be declared in error by a higher court, and Gary could
not be executed. So Craig Snyder was counting as much on the

^Az­strength of future appeal as onlSSSi
death sentence now.

wa-ne~dJra^e^-wiio__h ad-m^-
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^Wootton rested the case for the state^ John Woods gy?
testified for Gary, and said that while Gilmore had been found
legally sane by the psychiatrists, he had a condition considered
"a codeable mental illness, as mental illnesses are codeable
under the Diagnostic and Statistics Manual of the American
Psychiatric Association." It was "personality disorder, anti­
social type."

Woods then described Gary's treatment in the past on 

prolixin and electric shock, his classification by Doctor Wesley
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Weissart as being in a paranoid psychotic state before prolixin
and he spoke of Gilmore's detachment while committing the

DR. WO

MR.

DR.
already has veryy^^pr control of himself.

[R.

Less control?jlR. SNYDERS

)R. Yes.

fR.

theticxill-VT-yes..

He would have the capacity bu
ely not choose to.

crimes, his feeling that he looked at the act through a veil

use of fiorinol, talked of his emotional stress—"he had
of water. Woods spoke of the severe headaches and Gilmore's

YDER:
cation and alcohol that would further loosen
those controls, would that be accurate?

WOODS: Hypothetically,z/it would impair his judgment

pathic personality, would that person hav
the same capacity to appreciate the wron
ness of conduct. . .as a quote-unquote<:^*normal
person" would have?. .

And that if you were to add to t

SNYDER: So what/ou are'-paying is that a psycho­
pathic typejof personality would have looser

zjtfan a quote-unhuote "normal person"
is that correct?would havi

WOODS: I hink a better word wcqld probably be
less/Xiontrol. xk

SNYDER: nd if you added at that^/£>oint alcohol and
medica'Sion such as fiorinala^ would that increase

?e this person 1s^capacity to appreciate
and to understand the wr^mgfulness of his
conduct? \\ ,/
or decre

broken up with his girlfriend.

ul-

t medi

controls

)R.
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£

I would think that son s
they were peculiar.

NYDER: For example, would you

~DR. wugbb-i-- ?Fiij uk—uu nirfrcr^!^^^ experience
in which he would walk out on a train trestle
and wait for a train to come, and then he'd
race to the end of the train trestle to see if
he could beat the train before the train would
knock him off the train trestle into the gorge
below. "

T3WBEIT: . Uf. WOO4157' did tH^3eTenda?^T^T^^^<
you_any childhood experiences whichwege

larly considered in the cou'rse of
ation.your ev

ted some childhood experDR. WOODS: Yes
and I wotfld say €

Ce might think t

part

e us an example

his testa ipny.

MR.

DR.
MR. gets under the influem

DR.

m:

re
t

your testimony
say is that Mr. Gilmc
h^'wanted to, but he ju:

correct?

WOOTTON: Sir, you prepared and filed in the cour
on September 2nd of 19&6 a summary of your
report. \\

WOOTTON: And
of alcoho­
ls that-''c<

at when he
3 any degree he wants to even les

WOODS<^ Is that hypothetical? I'd have to say
.^hypothetically that's yes.

WOOTTON: Dr. Woods, as I underst
^basically what you are
could obey the law, if
doesn't want to, is t

WOODS:

l?R.- -W09DS:- ~--Y-e s-,-
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Still, theycKd not think long nor hard of calling
Nielsen. It could open ffi&door. z;>Nielsen knew too much.

and to Grand Central, he
could testify to how Gary had abusedxthe clemency of police

Then Wootton woulofficers, and judge
doubtless make^the point that he was not imprfe^sed with any rt-
pentanc^showed by a criminal, after being caught?^^n balance!, 

the defense called Gary to the stand. Except
sfor the appeal, it seemed as if the best chance to save his

life was going to be his own testimony.

MR. SNYDER: Mr. Gilmore, did you kill Bennie Bushnell?
MR. GILMORE: Yes, I guess I did.
MR. SNYDER: Did you intend to kill Mr. Bushnell at the

time that you went to the City benter Motel?
MR. GILMORE: No.
MR. SNYDER: Why did you kill Bennie Bushnell?
MR. GILMORE: I don't know.

MR. SNYDER: Can you tell the Jury how you felt at the
time these events were occurring?



-883-

MR. GILMORE: I don't know. Just how I felt, I don't
know for sure.'

MR. SNYDER: Go ahead.
MR. GILMORE: Well, I felt like there was no way that

what happened could have been avoided, that
there was no other choice or chance for
Mr. Bushnell. It was just something that, you
know, couldn't be stopped.

MR. SNYDER: Do you feel like you had control of your­
self or your actions?

MR. GILMORE: No, I don't.
MR. SNYDER: Do you feel like — Well, let me ask you

this: Do you know why you killed Bennie Bushnell?
MR. GILMORE: No.
MR. SNYDER: Did you need the money?
MR. GILMORE: No.
MR. SNYDER: How did you feel at the time?
MR. GILMORE: I felt like I was watching a movie or, you

know, somebody else was perhaps doing this, and
I was watching them doing it...

you feel like you were seeing someoneMR.

AGILMORE:MR.

Do
do

SNYDER:
else

little, I guess. I don't really know. I
can't recall that clearly. There were spots
that night that I don't recall at all. Some of
it is sharp and some of it is totally blank.

MR. SNYDER: Mr. Gilmore, do you recall a childhood
experience such as the one th^t Dr. Wood described,
standing in the middle of a railroad track with
a train coming towards you and then you would
run across a trestle to beat the train?

MR GILMORE: Yes. I didn't tell him that to be trau­
matic or anything. I was w/nkng to give him a



comparison to the urge and the impulse that
I felt on the night of July 20th. I sometimes
feel I have to do things and seems like there's
no other chance or choice.

MR. SNYDER: I see. And is that similar to the way you
felt on the night of July 20, 1976?

MR. GILMORE: Similar. Very similar. Yeah, it would be.
Sometimes I would feel an urge to do something,
and I would try to put it off, and the urge
would become stronger until it was irresistable.
And that's the way I felt on the night of
July 20th.

MR. SNYDER: Felt like you had no control over what you did?
MR. GILMORE: Yes.

It was possible his testimony had helped. They had put
him on the stand in the hope that he might say he was sorry and
appear to be remorseful, or at least would lead the jury away
from the idea that he was a heartless animal who had killed
two people. He had hardly accomplished much of this, but maybeI
he had served himself a little. Maybe. He had been calm on
the stand, probably too calm, too solemn, even a little remote.
Certainly too judicious. He might just as well have been one
of many experts at this trial. Snyder gave him over to Wootton.

> U
The transformation was abrupt. It was as, Gilmore he would

never forgive Wootton for trying to keep Nicole out of the court­
room. Hostility came back with every speech.

"How did you kill him?" Wootton began.
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"Shot him," said Gilmore.
"Tell me about it," said Wootton, "tell me what you did."
"I shot him," said Gilmore with contempt for the question

and the man who would ask such a question.

him down on the floor?Did you layMR. WOOTTON:
with myMR. GILMORE: Not
you tell him to get down on the floor?WOOTTON: DidMR.

MR. GILMORE:
Face down?MR. WOOTTON:

MR

sitting there.

Yes, I guess I did.

No, I don't know if I went into all that

own hands, no.

GILMORE:
much detail, Wootton.

MR. WOOTTON: Did he lay down face down?
MR. GILMORE: He laid down on the floor.
MR. WOOTTON: Did you put the gun up against his head?
MR. GILMORE: I suppose I did.
MR. WOOTTON: Did you pull the trigger?

MR. GILMORE: Yeah.
MR. WOOTTON: Then what did you do?

MR. GILMORE: I left.
MR. WOOTTON: Did you take the cash box with you?
MR. GILMORE: I don't recall taking the cash box with me.
MR. WOOTTON: But you saw it in the courtroom, didn't you?
MR. GILMORE: Yes, I saw what you said was the cash box

MR. WOOTTON: You don't ever remember seeing that before?
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MR. GILMORE: No.
MR. WOOTTON: Did you take his money?
MR. GILMORE: I don't recall that either.
MR. WOOTTON: Do you remember taking any money?
MR. GILMORE: I don't recall that either, I said.
MR. WOOTTON: Do you remember having some money on you

when you were arrested later that night?
MR. GILMORE: I always had money on me.
MR. WOOTTON: How much did you have on you?
MR. GILMORE: I don't know.
MR. WOOTTON: You don't have any idea?
MR. GILMORE: I don't have a bank account. I always just

carry my money in my pocket.
MR. WOOTTON: You don't know where it came from?
MR. GILMORE: Well, I got paid Friday. That wasn't too

long before that.
MR. WOOTTON: You said you were pushed out of shape that

night over a personal matter. Why don't you
tell us about that?

MR. GILMORE: I'd rather not.
MR. WOOTTON: Are you refusing?
MR. GILMORE: Right.
MR. WOOTTON: Even if the court tells you that you have

to, you won't? <

MR. GILMORE: Right.

Walking away, Woottton thought Gilmore had certainly

been damaging as hell to his own chances. He had come across

as very cold. Wootton wanted to be objective, but he was feeling 



pretty good. He thought his crossrexamination had been very
effective, particularly that first question, "How did you
kill him?" plus the answer, "I shot him." No remorse at all.
Not the smartest way to fight for your life.

Wootton picked up one more look at the jury now and
knew he'd be surprised if Gilmore didn't get death. Wootton
had been watching that Jury all the way, and while they had
not been looking at Gilmore before he testified/which to Wootton
meant they felt uneasy at sitting in judgment on him, they were
now staring at him like crazy, almost stunned, particularly one
of the two women he had selected for himself to work on all
through the case.

In talking to a jury Wootton's strategy was to pick one
juror who was strong and intelligent and one who, in his opinion
wasn't. The art was to present your case like a story to the
juror who was not intelligent, and argue the points and contra-

" faff? (h G J?dictions with the one who was. This fa-1 was now really
watching Gilmore. The expression on her face was all Wootton
could have desired. It said in effect, "You are as bad as the
prosecutor says you are."

Wootton rested his case. After that cross-examination, 
he was careful not to talk to the jury too long.
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"Benny Bushnell did not deserve to die," Wootton told
them. "There was nothing that Bennie could do to defend
himself against this situation. It's hard to comprehend,"
said Wootton, "and it's hard for me to get across to you the
real grief that this kind of behavior on the part of Gary
Gilmore has caused to Bennie's wife and his children."

MR. SNYDER: Your Honor, I object to the introduction
of that kind of prejudicial statement in the
argument by counsel...I don't think that's
a matter that is properly before the Jury in
the case.

THE COURT: All right. I'll reserve a ruling on your
motion. I'll ask Mr. Wootton to omit any
further reference to that matter.

MR. WOOTTON: Let's look at the kind of man the defen­
dant is. For the last twelve years he's been
in prison. All rehabilitation attempts
apparently have been a total dismal complete
.failure. Now if you can't rehabilitate somebody
in twelve years, can you expect to ever reha­
bilitate them at all? He tells you he killed
Bennie. He tells you he doesn't know why. He
tells you how. He told him to lay down on

• the floor, put a gun to his head and he pulled
the trigger. That's pretty cold-blooded. Nov;
he's been convicted on two prior occasions of
robbery. He served time for those. And he's
learned something because of that time. Do
you know what it is? He's going to kill his
victims. Now that's smart. If you are going
to make your living as a robber, that just
makes sense, because a dead victim's not going
to identify you. He'd have gotten away with
this most likely free and clear except for
some dumb bad luck. He accidentally shot himself.
Those things happen I suppose when you have
been drinking, a little bit and fooling around
with guns. Now he's also got a history of es­
cape, three times from some sort of reform
school and once from the Oregon State Peniten­
tiary. Now what does that tell you? If you

x people tell us lock Gary Gilmore up for life,
whatever that means, we can't guarantee it. We
cannot guarantee that he won't escape again.
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He's got a history of it. He's apparently
pretty good at it. If he's ever free again,
nobody who ever comes in contact with him is
going to be safe, if they happen to have some­
thing that he happens to want. Now he's got
a history of violence in the prison. Even
the other prisoners, if you tell us to send
him to prison, cannot be guaranteed safety from
his behavior. What then is the point at this
time of allowing him to continue to live? Re­
habilitation is hopeless. He's a danger if he
escapes, he's a danger if he doesn't. Obviously,
nothing can be done to save this man at this
point. He's an extremely high escape risk.
He's an extreme danger to anybody. Without even
considering all these factors, however, I submit
to you this: For what he did to Bennie Bushnell
and the position that he's put Bennie's wife in,
he has forfeited his right to continue to live
any longer and he should be executed, and I
recommend that to you.

Wootton sat down, and Snyder came toward the jury to give
He spoke with considerable emotion.final remarks.his

MR. SNYDER: I suppose that nobody feels worse about
what happened to Ben Bushnell and to his family
than I do. This has been a very difficult
case for me personally to even try. I think
that it puts the Jury in a position that I
would not want to be in, because in spite of
the fact that this type of crime was committed
in this particular case, what we are dealing
with here is human life. Mr. Gilmore is a
person, too. And although Mr. Gilmore has a
history of prior conduct which hopefully we can
all learn something from and which hopefully
none of us will have to come in contact with
again, he is a person and, in my opinion, he has
a right to his life. I don't think there's any­
thing more personal to any individual than his
right to live. And you are in the position at
this point where you have to decide whether to
take that life from Gary Gilmore or whether to
let him live. I don't excuse what Mr. Gilmore
did, I don't even pretend to try to explain it,
but I think he does have the right to live and
I would ask that you give him that opportunity.
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I think the sum of what Mr. Wootton says is
well taken. I think that Mr. Gilmore's
history is certainly something that he's not
to be proud of. I don't think any of us are
....Mr. Gilmore does have something maybe he
can't cope with, but it's not something that
we ought to take his life for....Mr. Gilmore
is the type of person that needs treatment more
than he does to be killed. He needs, I think,
to be punished for what he does, and the law
provides for that by a term of life imprison­
ment. And I don't think that Mr. Wootton's
fears about rehabilitation or that if he ever
gets out again, that type of thing, are founded.
Mr. Gilmore's 36 years old.

MR. GILMORE: Thirty-five.
MR. SNYDER: Thirty-five years old. He is going to be

incarcerated, if you will, for life. That's a
long long time. And though I suppose at some
point in the future after many years he may
be eligible for parole, that's a long long ways
away. I think he deserves the same opportunity
really that Bennie Bushnell should have had.
And I think and I would strongly recommend
to the Jury that you award Mr. Gilmore his life.
I would point out to you as is indicated in the
Instructions that in order to impose the death
penalty it does require a unanimous vote of all
twelve of you. If one of you does not vote
to impose the death penalty, then the sentence
will be life imprisonment and will be imposed
by the Court as such. I would ask each of you
to search your own conscience and to impose in
this case life imprisonment.

THE COURT: Mr. Esplin, do you care to make any comments
MR. ESPLIN: I think Mr. Snyder has accurately portrayed

my feelings. •

Now, Judge Bullock asked the defendant if there was any­
thing he would like to say to the jury. It would be his last
opportunity to speak of repentance.
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Gilmore replied: "Well, I am finally glad to see that
the jury is looking at me." When this remark was received in
silence, he added, "No, I have nothing to say."

"Is that all," the judge asked, "you have to say."
"That's all.

10
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Inside the courtroom, during the recess, Mike Esplin
arranged with the guards for Nicole to be able to come up and
sit near Gary. That way, Gary could talk to her across the
railing. While they waited, they joked. They even held hands.
It impressed Mike Esplin. The fellow was waiting to find out
whether he was going to be executed or not, and yet he was
acting like a cavalier. <

Craig Snyder got curious what Gary and Nicole might be 

talking about, and got near enough to hear Nicole say, "My mother 



wants you to paint her a picture."' "Oh," said Gary, "I didn't
think your mother really liked me." "Well," replied Nicole,
she doesn't. She just wants it so she can say after you are
dead, 'Gary Gilmore painted that picture.'" Gary laughed in
appreciation. Craig couldn't get over it. To have Nicole near
him was more impotant than anything that had happened to Gary
during the trial. He looked so happy.

At a certain point, Gary wanted to go to the bathroom,
which meart the two guards had to get up with him. They all
moved slowly, Gary in lock step, the shackles keeping his feet
from moving quickly. Brenda came up. "Gary," she said, "don't
be such a sore ass." She tried to joke, "Just because I turned
you in and testified against you is no reason to be a sorehead,
is it?" He arched his neck and looked down at her. That
bothered her a lot. It was awful to see him chained. She
reached out and touched his handcuffs tenderly, but he pulled
his hand back, and gave her a look that ate at her for a long
time and never stopped bothering her.

J fl r we*4*-”
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Word came that the verdict was ready. They all returned
to the courtroom. The jury filed in. The bailiff read the
verdict. It was death. The jury was polled in turnjeach
one of the twelve said, yes, and Gary looked across at Vern
and Ida and shrugged. The judge asked him, "Do you have an
election as to the mode of death?"

"I prefer,” said Gary, "to be shot."

Then Judge Bullock replied, "Very well, that will be the
order." He then went on to say that the sentence was for
Monday, November 15th at 8 o'clock in the morning of this year,
and that Gary Gilmore would be remanded to the Sheriff of
Utah County for delivery to the Warden of Utah State Prison,
and that he had a right to appeal the conviction.

The news lived in the air of the courtroom. It was as
if there had been one kind of existence in the room, and now
there was another: a man was going to be executed. It was the
most direct information in the world and the most terrible. It
was real but it was not comprehensible.

Gilmore chose this moment to speak personally to Noall
Wootton. That was the first time he had addressed him in
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weeks. Gary turned around in his swivel chair, looked over
calmly, and said, "Wootton, everybody around here looks like
they're crazy. Everybody but me." Wootton looked back and
thought, "Yes, at this moment, everybody could be crazy, ex-
cept Gary.

Noall had this bothersome feeling now. It was in the
impression he had had all the way that Gilmore was more intelli­
gent than himself. Wootton knew damned well that Gilmore was
more educated. Self educated, but better educated. "Jesus,
Almighty,” Wootton said to himself, "the system has really
failed with this man, just miserably failed."

After that, people were going out and Nicole was crying
in the corridor, and Nicole and .Ida met, and they embraced,
and they broke down and cried, and Nicole said, "Don't worry
about Gary, Ida. Everything is going to be all right." Vern
was walking around in a state of shock. He had expected it
all, but he was shocked.

A girl, a young reporter,came up to Gary and asked, "Do
you have any comments?" He said, "No, not particularly." She 
said, "Do you think everything was fair? Is there anything you'd
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like to say?" Gary said, "Well, I'd like to ask you a question.
She said, "What's that?" He said, "Who the hell won the World
Series?"
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That night, Mikal Gilmore, Gary's youngest brother, re­
ceived a phone call from Bessie. She told him that Gary received
the death penalty. "Mother," Mikal said, "they haven't executed
anybody in this country for ten years, and they aren't about
to start with Gary." Still, nausea came up on him as he put
down the phone. All he could see for the rest of the night was
Gary's face and his eyes.
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VII THE SLAMMER

1

Knowing of Grace McGinnis' old friendship with Eessie,
a fellow-teacher told her he had read a story in July about a
Portland man who was arrested for killing two in Utah. He
thought the name was Gilmore. Grace really didn't want to know.
She certainly made no effort to inquire. Certain kinds of
bad news were like mysterious lumps that went away if you paid
no attention.

Grace knew it was Gary. She had been aware of the exis­
tence of horrible news somewhere over the horizon. She just
didn't want to think about it.

«

Now, she had to. The story was in the Portland papers
again. The Portland man certainly was Gary Gilmore and he had 
been sentenced to death in Provo, Utah. Grace thought of 
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calling Bessie. It would be.the first phone call in years.
But she could hear the conversation before it was made.

"I cannot believe," Bessie would say, "that the Gary I
know, killed those two young men. He couldn't have. He had
a natural sweetness to him."

"Yes," Grace would say, "he really did."
"I never saw that kind of cruelty in Gary," Bessie would

say, and Grace would agree, ar.d know she was not telling the
truth. Gary had never done anything cruel to her, certainly
not, but she had seen something awful come into him after his
c
prolixin treatments, a personality change so awful that Grace
could honestly say she didn't know the man named Gary Gilmore
who existed after taking it. It was as if something obscene
had come into his mind. She was surprised he had killed two
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life came back and she thought of Bessie in her trailer.
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^<^0^ Bessiewwas slight with dark gray hair tied back in a bun
to show the most interesting face, the kind you wanted to know
more about. She looked like a woman who, at the least, would
have made an excellent housemother in a sor^ority. But then
Grace thought Bess really belonged in a mansion. She could
have been the widow of the president of a utility company, but
so rich she dressed all the way down in grays as if she didn't
give an inch to money. Grace loved her on sight. All that
class and dignity, all that quietly accumulated reserve.

Loved her more when they started to talk. —l-lciczzLo

~Tbe^>

^d-rf^LiO, c< 1 Bessie went through her problems
with the house which Frank had bought outright. No mortgage,

but it was still hard to keep up. Frank had left no insurance
and she was earning less than $200 a month working as a bus

girl at a tavern called Speed's. She couldn't advance up to 



waitressing, because she was getting too slow and arthritic.
With that kind of pay, she had gotten in trouble with the 
taxes on the house. She was in her sixth year of arrears on
those taxes and at this point the bank was going after her
property. She had received a notice they were going to fore-

to get the Mormon church to pay the taxes, and she, in turn,
would deed the house to the Church after she died. She hoped
they would consider it a worthy investment. Bessie didn't
believe the church would let her lose the house.

:he local er
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The first time that Grace went with Bessie into the

prison to visit Gary, she was overcome with the power of the
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V echoes. The prison

ZT\ "" iIiiiiiii. ' „ y^b but H n-r r j iMnniKri inwnnrrH -_,r~rrnnngjTjr—

V j^, i ^rrm - '----;- ■. "il_JL_J ____  J~~'-,'_____ JJ"

)««i«j')T’' I LT,rentrance was through a small door. The reception
room looked like the shabby lobby of a small factory or a
supply-parts house. There was a big circular desk for information
and paintings of deer and horses done by convicts were on the
wall. There was also a sliding barred gate to a small room
that had a second gate on the other side. Given the word, the
visitors would all crowd into this room, then the gate behind
them would slam, there would be a pause, then the gate in front
would open. Those gates would send out echoes down the long
stone walls as loud as box cars slamming into one another. Then
everybody would pass into the visiting room.

:he high *
£=±i£ate

* llow
ind pale-green pa
>lond-wood tables. lines were up against the

machin
ind thi ot forty

rail, Coke

people all talkin^across tables, often

1 plastic chairs wer©_^laced around chea1

.nd candy^giachines. Just a guard or two

Cigarette.

1. Lots of pale-orange, pale-blue, p.i
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She saw all kinds of visitors. Sad working-class fathers
and mothers, harried-looking wives with babies on their arms,
a little curd on the corner of the babies' mouth. A considerable 
number of very fat women waddled in through the gates. They
were usually having a heavyweight romance with a very thin
convict. A few young well-built girls would be there with a
look Grace came to recognize. They wore a lot of lipstick and
had the look of someone who belongs to a culture. They belonged
to a prison culture. They had boyfriends in the prison and
she came to learn from Gary that a lot of them also had boyfriends
on the outside who had been in prison, were now out, and would
doubtless be back in prison.
nnrn mnrm in 1UTC tilth ----- ',1. . ------- 1.. ... iiiij him

___ ......-p—r|r

There were also the prisoners. Some looked like victims,
to say the least. They were simpleminded, or misshapen in
body or posture, furtive, or stolid, or cowed, or stupid. They
were men who looked like they had grown up in barnyards and
had the logic of louts.

Then there were men who carried themselves like heroes
or certainly as figures of interest. They looked as if they
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belonged to a club. They would have a little smile on their
face as if they knew more about life, society and the world than
the people who came to visit. They were usually well-built,
and lithe in appearance or downright powerful in appearance.
They moved with the skill of tight-rope walkers. They were
arrogant as hell in the mocking way they had of looking at
visitors and tourists. It was a way of carrying oneself. It
was as if they were accustomed to being looked at all the
time, and they were worth being looked at. They would keep
such expressions until they sat down with their visitors. Then
other looks might come into their faces. Half an hour later,
one could see vulnerability, or tenderness, or just plaii

Later, when aTQ got to know Gary better, he explained
carefully that there were two kinds of prisoners, inmates and
convicts. The way he said it indicated there was no doubt in
his mind that the second category was the superior one and
he belonged to it. She would have put him there herself. He
wore his clothes that way. He was very neat in his pale blue
shirt and light blue prison dungarees. Convicts, as opposed

to inmates, wore their shirts as if they were tailored. After
a while, the difference in the two groups was apparent. She

could compare it to a high school where all the class leaders,
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athletes, and attractive kids seemed to form an in group.
Then there was the general population.

Gary, however, was never arrogant around his mother. He
would talk to her with great seriousness. They would be so
deep in their conversation with one another that Grace would
look all over the room so as not to be too much on top of
them. Then Bessie or Gary would say something funny. They
would both laugh in absolute merriment. They laughed an awful
lot in that visiting room.

4-l^c

—T-------------- ----------- —■----»

The only time she saw him get angry was on a day Bessie 

at the Mormon church, so angry that even the recollection of
mulled over how she had lost the houseThat day he was angry 
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his wrath years later made Grace think, "I'll bet a nickel he
knew they were Mormon before he killed them."

ninillrl Bl ±i

' t con­

sidering tha

'in college. Mikal the Mysterious, he would call hi

know Gary," he would say, which was t

have something to'M^o with it. He would hav been uncomfortable
'h% .. . 1in that visiting roomhunder the eyes of the convicts.

Grace also thought Mikal's lo/t; hair mightreform school.

becau Mikal refnever came to visit. Grace knew why Mik

ary went toMikal was only four years old when
"I just

sed.

At such times, Bessiei;-.would d-uvert Gary with funny

the
funny stories about hisr father ' that would make Gary lau< hthe

the most.

off
some
shoul

I know how to do ittold 1
cke®^and

father and son never got-along, but now, somehow, it wa| 

Frank had bee^f bragging of the somersault he used to do
,/ Athe top of chairs into the orchestra pith and once in \\

He got up and the chairs fe

stories of his father. It was .^impossible not to recognize I 

Denver, when they first knew each other, Frank'stacked
chairs to sjiow her. Bess told him she didn't think he

'7try it. /He was’ too drunk. "I've done this all my^life," he
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over.

throw his pants aw

d was the worst driver in

;;

him, he'd p.U-t his thumb to his nose and wigg'Xe his fingers.

They'd go crazy till he'd put his hands back the
heel.

Hi

across the lawn, the sidewalk, and the gravel in the shoulder 
ea to slide Frank on. That animal took him 

wrecks than Evil Knievel. When people wo<yld start honking a

bottom. "Look at me," he said, brushing himself, "grass all

of the road. Before they got Frank up, he had onS^sore 

We kids used to think he was hot stuff then. We'd

the world?" He turned to Grace.

and wiggle all of his fingers like Bullw kle

-f watched.the one funniest thing I e

Or he'd fet go of the steering wheel and put hi 

essie said, "that isn't grass." He had to"Frank,1

f laughfer, she would say, "That was I
I

Between her sobs

mo e.

"Remember," saijaGary, "how

thumbs
his e the

1 fHtfjh1TiF j"—'-liu-gF1- -
^■Ue**«aUriBaaaiaM«PF*T3ary said, "I wish dad was still alive. He

would have gotten me out of here years ago."
"I know that, Gary," Bessie said, "but I can't get you

out. I don't have the money and the know-how. I don't have 
the bearing your father had.
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"Well," said Gary, "I have laid awake a lot of nights 
wishing my dad was still hereto get me out. "

"They were two bulls locking horns," Bessie said to
Grace on the drive home, "but their personal feelings would
have had nothing to do with this. Gary is right. His dad would
never have let him stay in prison all these years. Frank would
have known the people to see and where to go and what to say.
I just grew up on a stupid farm back in stupid Utah. All I
ever knew was cows, pigs, chickens, goats, horses, and sheep,
so now I'm no use to Gary." She sighed. "I just wish Frank
had gotten closer to that boy while he was living."

They would take the drive foward and back, forty miles
each way, every other Sunday, and the echoes of the past would
reverberate behind them like the slamming of the steel doors.
Bessie had a fund of stories and passed them out like confec­
tions. It was as if she naturally preferred tasty little
stories to the depth of those echoes that would come up from
the past.

She explained to Grace how Gary was born. They were 
travelling through Texas by bus and didn't plan to stay, but he 
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got born right in the Burleson Hotel in McCamey. They moved
out when he was six weeks old.

"Did you like to travel that much?" asked Grace.
No, she didn't like to travel. Frank, Junior, was already

born, and it was difficult keeping two little kids clean. Some­
times she would tie a rope from one tree to another and put
the wet linen out. Her attitude remained: she would love
Frank as he was. She would not try to change him. So they
travelled.

In Colorado, Frank finally got arrested for passing a
bad check and was sentenced to three years. Bessie went back
to Provo and waited for him. There was no money to go anywhere
else.

c>

She thought it was the end of everything. Her relaticw*
were not friendly. She had been married a couple of years and
had come back with nothing to show but two kids and a husband
in jail. If you were a Mormon, you didn't break the law. But
she waited. She never thought of another man. It was a long
wait, but it wasn't the end. He got out in -eighteen months
and took her to California and they, worked in a defense plant
for a while and then travelled again. By the time the boys
were six and seven and Gaylen was born, Bess told Frank that
his kids were entitled to an education. "They're not happy
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about it, but they're entitled to it." So Frank bought a
house on the outskirts of Portland, and they started to make
a life in one place. That was a lot better than having the
boys sleep any more nights in bus depots and feast on hot
dogs.

parochial school-^and Gary was learning Latin and wanted to be
a priest. Bess loved the house tney were in on Crystal Springs
Boulevard. It was small and covered with brick siding but 
she did her best cooking and sewing there. Then Frank decided 
to move to Salt Lake. It was the time, she,told :Grace, that
things began to change, lii ' hi ■<' '

stealing things," said Bess. "started stealing

yo-yos." He must have had a hundred yo-yos. He would steal 

cookies out of stores when he even had the money m his pocket.
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The trouble, often thought, was that Frank nad been
47 when Gary was born. So ne was a man of 60 when Gary entered
adolescence.^The only tning they ever aid together that they
could enjoy was go to the wrestling matches. Tney would yell
their fool beads otf and sit tnere like tne dearest friends in 
the world. That was the only time, however.

A fight would start over nothing. Shut tne door behind
you, Frank would say. shut it yourself, Gary would reply.
They would £>e up ana yelling at each other. Tne tension would
get terrible between tne two of them You could cut the air
with a knife. Bess knew tne meaning of tnose words.

Yet the first time Gary got in trouble, Frank was there
to bail him out. Bailed him out three times in one week once.
Hired a private detective a couple of times to prove that Gary
hadn't done what Bess knew perfectly well he had done.



-927-

Frank

might kick your butt, but don't let the neighbors try it.

erixfc

3«i

Gaylen V/ent out on the back
He calls

you Mom and X so long,
Gaylen didn't his brothersknow who he was. Gary got along with

Gary got put on probation. Then he stole a car. That

don't like that." Gary had been away
porch and began to cry. said, "I don't like him.

put him in juvenile court and then in reform school.

>Pt night, Bessie would ask him, "Where are you going?"
"I'm going out to find trouble," Gary would reply, "find some

but there was a void.

trouble."

Once or twice he would come back so badly beaten up that

she would be afraid for his safety. He had a very bad temper,
I
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sudden, loud, and it screeched right up. She just prayed as
time went on that he would curb it more. He got so scarred in
these fights she couldn't stand it. Came home one night at
dawn, collapsed on the doorstep. His eye was almost out of
his head. They had to take him to the hospital.

He was twenty years old before he came close to being
actually violent with his father. By then Frank was sick. Too
sick to pursue it. Long years of quarreling came near to
erupting that day. Bess had to ask Gary to leave the house.
She gave him money for a hotel room and asked him to come back
tomorrow. Gary returned the next day to say he was sorry.
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(fcy 1 !->-——the one who wanted the most to be a writer. He
wrote beautiful poetry, Bessie said. He also wrote checks

"I'll turn my next check over to you," and he said, "No, it's
not your fault, you don't have to do it." Jessie said, "I do
have to do it." When she went home, she told Gaylen about the
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in Isolation slashed their wrists. The next time Grace saw him,
was when he was on the prolixin. He looked as if he had died,
left his own body and come back in the hulk of a stranger.
Grace was reminded of photos of the Zombies in Haiti. His jaw 
had dropped, his mouth hung open, his eyes were blank as glass
his hands kept trembling. He walked as slowly as a man with
shackles on his legs.
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Bessie took one look and burst into tears. The visiting
room just stopped. There wasn't a sound. Prisoners kept
calling out, "Hang in there, buddy."

All that visit, prisoners kept saying "Steady, boy!"
to Gary. He kept trying to talk to Bessie and Grace, but he
spoke like a man with stones in his mouth. The only thing
Grace could think of was to get Bessie out of there. Bessie
said, however, "I will not leave until I see the Warden."

They finally saw an Assistant Warden. He spoke of be­
havioral problems.

"How could you have done this to my son?" asked Bessie.
The Assistant Warden looked unhappy but he said the

prolixin was the best drug they had found for violent and
psychotic people.

Grace wanted to say, "This is so much bullshit," but
didn't.

Grace never looked on Gary in the same way again. The
prison took him off prolixin, and the symptpms went away, but
he was a different man to her. There was something not dead
in him now, but repellent, something she did not trust. His

cti a 3 60^ Ze? a


