


Chapter	I
They	 all	 cast	 stones	 in	 the	 name	 of	 justice	 and	 praised	 each	 other	 for	 doing	God’s
work.	But	only	one	amongst	them	felt	the	shame	of	knowing	that	truth	had	eclipsed	all
those	who	choose	to	turn	and	look	the	other	way.

Book	of	Thal,	Chapter	VI,	Verse	III

For	what	seemed	like	an	eternity,	every	newspaper,	television	and	radio	show	bombarded
the	airwaves	with	what	was	known	as	the	“Trial	of	the	Century,”	the	O.	J.	Simpson	murder
trial.	 Everywhere	 I	 traveled,	 either	 people	 were	 talking	 about	 how	 they	 hated	 all	 the
publicity	the	trial	was	getting	or	how	they	could	not	pull	themselves	away	from	CNN	and
the	ranting	of	talk-show	hosts	who	were	quickest	to	send	Simpson	to	the	chair.	It	was	one
extreme	or	the	other.

Everyone	had	an	opinion.	Few	were	caught	in	the	middle.	The	public	seemed	to	revel
in	the	histrionics	of	the	latest	news	about	O.	J.	and	Nicole	Simpson’s	tempestuous	life	and
Nicole’s	death.	Upon	occasion,	Ron	Goldman,	the	other	murder	victim,	was	mentioned	as
if	 he	were	 an	 afterthought,	 both	 of	 the	murderer	 and	 the	media.	No	matter	what	world
event	was	taking	place,	the	rest	of	the	world	news	took	a	back	seat	to	the	grizzly	murders
on	Bundy	Drive.	So,	even	as	a	reporter,	I	was	more	than	surprised	to	see	the	Columbian’s
morning	front	page	headline:	“Porter	to	Be	Executed	at	Midnight:	Governor	Assures	No
Possible	Chance	of	Reprieve.”

Although	it	was	a	big	case	in	Oregon,	for	the	most	part,	compared	to	the	Simpson	trial,
it	was	yesterday’s	news,	treated	like	the	grand	opening	of	a	small	town	7-Eleven.	Until	last
night	I	was	nothing	more	than	another	Columbian	reader	who	knew	little	about	the	Allison
Porter	murders.	Strictly	an	entertainment	news	writer,	 I	had	little	 interest	or	stomach	for
the	 drama	 that	 comes	 with	 crime	 and	 passion.	 Crime	 was	 definitely	 not	 my	 area	 of
expertise,	and	I	saved	my	passion	for	the	love	of	my	life,	Cindi.

“Another	cup?”

“Say,	are	you	trying	to	keep	me	awake	or	kill	me?	I’m	floating	as	it	is.	It’s	over	a	four
hour	drive.	I’ll	probably	have	to	stop	five	times	before	I	get	there.”

“I	don’t	think	I’ve	ever	seen	you	act	this	way	over	covering	a	story.	You’re	really	not
looking	forward	to	this	one,	are	you?”

“Dear	 wife	 of	mine,	 as	 far	 as	 I’m	 concerned,	 covering	 this	 story	 is	 one	 step	 below
septic	tank	cleaning.	I’d	rather	be	doing	the	society	page.	And	you	know	how	I	hate	that
garbage.	Doing	the	Porter	story	is	definitely	not	what	I	would	call	a	positive	career	move.”

“You’re	the	news	reporter	in	this	family,	dear	one	of	mine,”	enjoying	her	dig.	“Get	out
there	and	support	me	in	the	style	to	which	I’ve	become	accustomed.	Remember	the	deal?
Let’s	 see,	what	was	 it	 now?	Oh	yes,	 ‘Cindi,	 you	put	me	 through	 school	 and	 I’ll	 take	 it
from	there.	You	won’t	have	to	worry	about	a	thing.	You	can	just	sit	back,	read	the	paper
and	watch	the	soaps.’	How	did	I	do?”	she	asked,	continuing	to	gloat.

“It’ll	never	hold	up	 in	court,”	 I	 laughingly	challenged.	“You	got	anything	 in	writing,
lady?	You	got	proof?”



Kissing	me	lightly	on	the	cheek,	she	said,	“I	got	my	good	looks	and	your	word.	What
more	does	a	girl	need?”

Cindi	and	I	have	been	together	for	six	years	and	they	have	been	the	best	years	of	my
life.	She’s	been	there	for	me	all	the	way.	No	doubts.	No	questions.	When	I	was	in	school
she	 held	 down	 two	 jobs	 so	 I	 didn’t	 have	 to	work.	Because	 of	my	 terrible	 spelling,	 she
proofread	everything	I	wrote,	down	to	the	envelopes	containing	the	resumes	she	tastefully
licked	closed.	Sometimes	she	would	take	my	papers	to	work	and	read	them	on	her	break.	I
marveled	 at	 her	 stamina.	 I	 still	 do.	 The	 day	 I	 accepted	 the	 job	 as	 a	 reporter	 for	 the
Columbian	was	the	last	day	she	ever	went	to	work.	It	made	me	feel	great	just	to	watch	her
relax	 and	 enjoy	 life.	 Tennis	 and	 lunch	 with	 friends	 became	 the	 extent	 of	 her	 daily
tribulations.

“Any	way	 to	get	out	of	 this	assignment,	Kevin?”	she	questioned,	suddenly	becoming
serious.

“Not	 a	 chance.	 When	 I	 talked	 to	 Wayne	 last	 night,	 he	 said	 everyone	 was	 out	 on
assignment.”	Between	the	Tonya	Harding	fiasco,	the	Packwood	scandal	and	the	Simpson
trial,	 all	 the	 reporters	 are	 working	 overtime.	 I	 would	 never	 have	 imagined	 that	 a	 lead
writer	for	the	theatrical	section	would	end	up	doing	an	editorial	on	someone	headed	for	the
electric	chair.

“What	about	Kyle?”

“In	Los	Angeles	covering	Simpson.”

“Gerald?”

“Ditto.”

“Lisa?”

“Permanently	assigned	to	Harding.”

Pausing	for	a	moment,	“How	about	Martin?	He’d	be	willing	to…”

“Wedding.”

“Excuse	me,”	she	said,	shocked	at	my	answer,	“They’re	having	him	cover	a	wedding
instead	of	this	murder	trial?”

“No.	I	mean	he’s	getting	married.	He	leaves	for	London	tomorrow.	He’ll	be	gone	for
two	weeks.”

“Some	nerve,”	she	said.	“Getting	married	at	a	time	like	this.	What	kind	of	a	reporter	is
he?	Why,	I’d	like	to	give	him	a	piece	of	my	mind.	Where’s	his	number?”	laughing	as	she
poured	me	an	unwanted	cup	of	coffee.	“Hey,	what’s	going	on	here	anyway?	This	 is	 the
kind	of	thing	you	used	to	dream	of	when	you	were	in	school.	You	said	you	couldn’t	wait
to	hit	the	streets	for	‘the	big	scoop’.	What	happened?”

“I’m	out	of	practice,	Cindi.	Hell,	all	I’ve	done	for	the	last	three	years	is	review	movies,
interview	local	starving	authors	and	do	an	occasional	premier.	The	closest	I	get	to	murder
and	death	is	burying	actors	and	writers	in	a	bad	review.	I	have	no	earthly	idea	what	I’m
supposed	 to	 do.	What	 do	 I	 say?	 ‘Taciturn	 Porter	waved	 goodbye	 to	 all	 her	 fans	 as	 the
electricity	rattled	through	her	body.	The	execution	was	a	wonderful	success	followed	by	a



delightful,	 complementary	 buffet	 and	 drinks	 served	 by	 the	 tastefully-dressed	 death	 row
prisoners.’”

“Hey,	 I	 like	 it.	 I	 really	 like	 it!	 What	 flare	 you	 have	 for	 expose’.	 You	 really	 are	 a
newspaper	man,	aren’t	you?	I	can	see	it	now:	Kevin	Randolph	Hearst,	Chief	Editor,	World
News.”

“Why	you…”	I	jumped	up	and	started	chasing	her	through	our	sparsely	furnished	four
bedroom	home	that	overlooks	Washington’s	Columbia	River.	A	year	to	the	day	after	I	got
my	job,	we	moved	into	the	huge	house	knowing	we	would	eventually	need	more	space	for
the	permanent	occupants	to	come.

“You	get	away	from	me	you,	you,	news	pervert.	Remember,	I’m	with	child.”

Catching	her	 in	 the	hallway	and	pulling	her	 to	 the	soft,	 ivory-carpeted	floor,	“Now,	I
still	 can’t	 figure	 out	 how	 that	 could	 have	 happened.	 And	 it	 seems	 odd	 to	 me	 that	 the
mailman	transferred	all	the	way	over	to	this	side	of	town	at	the	same	time	we	decided	to
move.”

“Gee,	 you	 mean	 that	 quiet	 guy	 who	 delivers	 our	 mail	 used	 to	 deliver	 to	 our	 other
house?	Odd,	I	hadn’t	noticed,”	she	said	with	a	mischievous	smile.

The	news	had	come	as	quite	a	shock	to	both	of	us.	Even	though	life	was,	for	the	most
part,	 settled,	we	 still	 had	not	 planned	on	having	 a	 child	 for	 a	 few	more	years.	We	both
wanted	 to	get	our	need	 to	feel	 free	from	life-long	obligations	out	of	our	systems	so	 that
when	we	decided	to	get	pregnant,	it	would	be	with	the	knowledge	that	the	next	18	years
would	be	dedicated	to	our	children.	We	were	committed	to	raising	healthy,	happy	children,
unlike	the	childhood	experiences	that	both	Cindi	and	I	went	through.	But,	diaphragms	are
not	one	hundred	percent	foolproof.	So,	a	little	over	two	months	ago,	blue,	instead	of	pink,
popped	up	on	a	home	pregnancy	test,	at	nine	weeks	and	counting.	Much	to	our	surprise	we
were	happier	about	the	news	than	we	expected.

“When	do	you	 think	you’ll	be	home?”	 she	asked,	 slightly	out	of	breath,	 twisting	her
body	as	she	tried	to	get	a	more	comfortable	position	lying	on	the	floor	beneath	me.

“I’m	not	sure.	It’s	an	eight-hour	round	trip	to	the	prison.	I’m	supposed	to	interview	the
guy	who	is	going	to	pull	the	switch.	If	all	goes	well,	I	could	be	home	by	eight	or	so.”

“Well,	isn’t	that	convenient?	You’ll	have	time	to	make	love	to	me	again	before	we	have
dinner.	This	is,	of	course,	if	you	think	you	can	get	it	up	twice	in	the	same	day.”

“Why,	you	horny	housewife!	Now	I’m	convinced	I	know	why	the	mailman	followed	us
to	 this	 house.	He’s	 been	 smiling	 just	 a	 little	 too	much	 lately.	No	more	 for	 you	 today.	 I
think	you	should	rest.	We	don’t	want	to	hurt	the	kid	now,	do	we?”

Pulling	me	 up	 to	 her	 knees,	 locking	me	 to	 her	 body,	 “Me	 strong,	 healthy	American
woman.	Me	can	do	it	anytime.	No	hurt	baby.	Besides,	the	mailman’s	on	vacation.”

Smiling	with	pride	and	joy,	“You	are	a	nut	case.”

Pulling	me	down	to	her,	“Now	what	time	did	you	say	you	had	to	be	there?”

***

For	 most	 of	 the	 first	 two	 hours,	 the	 drive	 to	 the	 Oregon	 State	 Penitentiary	 was	 a



pleasant	 surprise.	 The	 freeways	 were	 clear	 of	 tourists	 who	 normally	 nudged	 their
elephantine	vehicles	up	and	down	the	state’s	byways	looking	for	sights	they	couldn’t	find
back	 home.	 It	 was	 the	 beginning	 of	 fall.	 The	 mountainsides	 were	 embraced	 by	 rich,
caramel-covered	tones	that	invited	the	passer-by	to	reach	out	and	caress	them	with	all	their
senses.	Trees	 and	bushes	 created	musical	 colors	 that	 could	 calm	even	 the	most	 nervous
uninsured	traveler.	It	was	one	of	those	rare	October	days	when	the	sun	broke	through	the
usually	overcast	 skies	warming	 the	air	 to	a	mild	mixture	of	autumn	 leaves,	newly	grass
and	fresh	air.	I	was	sure	this	mood	could	not	last	forever.

Once	 off	 the	 freeway,	 taking	 Pass	 109A	west	 to	 nowhere,	 the	 landscape	 and	 beauty
began	to	slip	off	the	edge	of	the	earth.	Ever	so	slowly,	the	acres	of	sky	piercing	trees	and
rich-hued	 foliage	 that	 lined	 the	highways	 and	decorated	 the	mountainsides	 gave	way	 to
low,	colorless	bushes,	many	of	which	lay	dead	or	dying	in	a	ruthless,	unforgiving	country.
The	rolling	mountains	of	red,	yellow	and	gold	turned	to	flat,	lifeless	land	that	did	anything
but	invite	the	eye	to	browse	from	its	intended	destination.	And	if	there	was	any	doubt	of
where	 I	 was	 going,	 signs	 marked,	 “Do	 not	 pick	 up	 hitchhikers.	 Possible	 Oregon	 State
Penitentiary	 escapee,”	 were	 stark	 reminders	 that	 the	 fortress	 which	 lay	 ahead	 was	 as
uninviting	and	even	less	appealing	than	the	countryside	that	housed	its	residence.

As	I	 sped	down	 the	desolate	highway,	 it	was	clear	 that	 few	had	an	 interest	 in	calling
this	part	of	Oregon	home.	Other	than	an	occasional	run-down	shack,	most	of	which	were
abandoned	long	before	the	highway	was	constructed,	there	were	little	or	no	signs	of	life.
Every	few	miles	a	 jackrabbit	would,	for	no	apparent	reason,	 test	 its	skills	as	 it	darted	 in
front	of	cars,	seemingly	just	to	make	it	to	the	other	side	of	the	road.	Occasionally	I	noticed
a	few	young	 jackrabbits	attending	class	at	 the	side	of	 the	road	as	 their	adroit	 instructors
educated	them	in	the	fine	art	of	dodging	road	warriors.	And	although	there	were	no	signs
of	 other	 travelers,	 it	 was	 obvious	 that	 some	 vehicles	 had	 traversed	 the	 road	 and
experienced	the	taunts	of	the	rabbits’	manic	behavior.	On	occasion,	off	to	the	side	of	the
road,	lay	a	motionless	runner,	sometimes	half-eaten,	other	times	in	a	fresh	pool	of	blood,
evidence	that	the	rabbit	lost	its	challenge	to	the	faster,	more	capable	opponent.

As	quickly	as	the	monotonous	landscape	made	its	entrance,	a	small	town	appeared	on
the	horizon	 and,	 just	 as	 suddenly,	 some	of	 the	 inviting	 landscape	 I	 longed	 for	 returned.
Although	sparse,	it	was	clear	that	nature	did	not	completely	forget	to	decorate	in	this	part
of	her	world.	As	I	made	my	way	to	the	small,	apparently	inhabited	town,	I	could	see	that
its	residents	did	what	they	could	to	make	their	domain	inhabitable.

As	I	arrived	closer	to	the	edge	of	town,	it	occurred	to	me	that	this	was	a	place	where	no
one	lived.	Rather,	they	unwillingly	called	it	their	temporary	address	in	much	the	same	way
their	 acquaintances	 were	 involuntary	 incarcerated.	 For	 it	 was	 apparent	 that	 the	 town
housed	those	who	were	in	some	way	connected	to	the	prison,	the	monumental	landmark	of
the	 southwest	 side	 of	 the	 town’s	 imaginary	 boundaries.	 A	 quick	 glance	 toward	 my
destination	gave	me	the	information	I	was	looking	for:	in	approximately	five	more	miles,	I
would	be	at	Allison	Porter’s	last	residence.

Not	wanting	 to	give	 the	 local	authorities	any	 reason	 to	use	my	arrival	as	a	 source	of
income,	I	applied	the	appropriate	amount	of	resistance	to	the	brakes,	slowing	to	a	snail’s
pace,	assuring	me	of	an	uninterrupted	journey.	Just	before	the	sign	that	made	it	clear	that
anything	over	25	miles	per	hour	would	put	me	at	risk	for	being	delayed,	a	larger,	ragged



sign	 informed	me	 that	 I	was	 entering	Hope,	Oregon,	 Population	 427.	 There	must	 have
been	a	 recent	decline	 in	 residence:	 the	 seven	was	painted	over	a	nine	 that	must	have	 in
turn	been	painted	over	previous	numbers.	It	was	as	if	the	ever-changing	numbers	were	a
reminder	 to	 anyone	 arriving	 in	 Hope	 that	 nothing	 is	 permanent	 in	 the	 town,	 nor	 does
anyone	want	it	that	way.

At	a	crawling	pace,	it	was	difficult	to	miss	any	of	the	town’s	monuments	to	existence.
From	my	point	of	entrance	I	could	clearly	see	all	the	way	through	to	the	other	side	of	the
town.	The	 town’s	 two-story	 skyscraper	would	 act	 as	 a	navigational	 landmark	 to	 anyone
sorry	enough	to	get	themselves	lost.	A	broken	school	bus,	rusted	from	years	of	neglect,	sat
on	a	podium	of	splintering	railroad	ties	like	some	modern-day	sphinx.	A	few	feet	behind
the	bus	lay	several	decaying	cars	and	pieces	of	once-usable	farm	equipment.	Not	only	was
this	Hope’s	anthropomorphic	graveyard,	it	was	the	town’s	statement	of	its	own	future:	lost,
broken	and,	as	if	to	mock	the	irony	of	its	name,	hopeless.

It	would	 be	 a	misnomer	 to	 refer	 to	 any	 of	 the	 town’s	 buildings	 and	 houses	 as	 being
modern.	Yet,	in	their	own	anachronistic	setting,	everything	appeared	to	fit	in	its	time	and
place.	A	 small	unfenced	 school	marked	 the	 first	 sign	of	 any	human	 life	 since	 I	 crawled
into	Hope,	as	children	ranging	from	the	ages	of	five	to	eighteen	or	so,	wearing	tattered	old
clothes,	 played	 familiar	 games	 in	 a	 grassless,	 dusty	 school	 yard.	 Just	 beyond	 the	 tiny
school,	worker’s	 toiled	with	 tubs	of	hot	 tar	 in	an	attempt	 to	 salvage	 the	aging	 roof	of	a
washed-out	church.

It	was	the	first	time	in	several	hours	that	I	realized	I	was	hungry.	How	could	I	be,	with
what	 Cindi	 shoved	 down	my	 throat?	My	 appointment	 with	 the	 “switch	man,”	 as	 most
news	accounts	referred	to	the	executioner,	was	not	until	one	o’clock.	I	had	enough	time	to
step	out	of	my	shapeless	company-owned	sedan,	stretch	my	legs,	and	grab	something	to
squelch	the	pain	that	was	growing	in	my	stomach.	It	had	been	more	than	four	hours	since	I
had	anything	 to	eat.	Getting	 rid	of	some	of	 the	coffee	would	also	be	a	 relief.	Besides,	 I
ended	up	burning	a	few	more	calories	than	expected	in	saying	my	goodbyes	to	Cindi.

The	center	of	Hope,	all	 two	blocks,	was	a	 small,	 almost	quaint	community.	A	 faded,
washed-out	green	painted	hardware	store	that	doubled	as	a	post	office	was	featuring	a	sale
on	 aluminum	 trashcans,	 proudly	 displayed	 at	 the	 entrance	 to	 the	 store’s	 aging	 wooden
doors.	A	 no-brand	 gas	 station	 bordered	 the	 hardware	 store	 revealing	 a	 trailer	 park	with
campers	 and	mobile	 trailers	 of	 various	 shapes	 and	 sizes	 in	 different	 states	 of	 decay.	 A
vacancy	sign	hung	motionless	at	the	entrance	to	Gloria’s	Travel	Park	and	Laundry	as	two
dogs	used	 the	 cooling	 shadow	 from	 the	 sign	 as	 a	 temporary	 resting	place,	 leaving	 their
brood	playing	with	an	abandoned	red	jacket.	Across	the	two-lane	road	stood	several	small
shops	 that	 sold	 everything	 from	 clothes	 and	 washing	 machines	 to	 pet	 food,	 CD’s	 and
furniture.	 Immediately	 next	 to	 the	 outlets	 was	 a	 combination	 convenience	 store	 and
restaurant.	If	I	had	any	doubt	that	I	had	reached	Hope’s	local	food	emporium,	I	certainly
could	not	miss	the	carnival-painted	restaurant	windows	featuring	the	“Prisoner’s	Special”:
hamburger,	 curly	 fries,	beverage	and	 file,	 an	obvious	attempt	 at	humor	made	 that	much
more	blatant	by	a	cartoon	painting	of	a	man	in	a	black	and	white	convict’s	uniform	eating
a	hamburger	while	filing	his	way	through	prison	bars.

Not	surprisingly,	the	restaurant’s	gravel	parking	lot	was	teaming	with	colorless	sedans
similar	to	the	one	I	was	driving.	It	was	clear	that	I	was	not	alone	in	my	idea	of	making	a



final	rest	stop	before	entering	Allison’s	temporary	home.	License	plates	read	as	far	away
as	Utah	 and	New	Mexico.	There	were	 a	 few	 cars	with	 local	 plates.	 Suddenly	 I	 flashed
back	 to	one	of	 the	positive	 things	my	father	 taught	me:	“Kev,	one	way	you	can	be	sure
you’re	eating	in	a	decent	restaurant	 is	when	the	parking	lot’s	got	 locals	eating	with	you.
You	can	figure	if	it’s	good	enough	for	them,	it’s	good	enough	for	you.”

Just	as	I	was	ready	to	step	into	the	restaurant,	a	rotund	man	wearing	a	suit	two	sizes	too
small	 and	 a	 soiled	 tie	 that	 matched	 the	 age	 of	 the	 town	 wedged	 his	 way	 out	 of	 the
restaurant,	plummeting	through	the	screened	door	entrance	making	a	small	dust	cloud	as
he	 hit	 the	 ground.	 He	 wheeled	 an	 identification	 badge	 that	 read	 Randle	 Thorpe,
Washington	Globe	and	News.

“Chicken’s	okay,	but	not	enough	grease.	You	can	forget	the	salad.	Fake	dressing.	Jesus,
I	 hate	 that	 fake	 shit,”	 he	 complained,	 passing	 his	wisdom	 as	 if	 he	were	 responsible	 for
writing	restaurant	reviews	and	not	prison	obituaries.	“Damn	liberals.	Can’t	even	eat	a	meal
without	 having	 to	 listen	 to	 a	 bunch	 of	 fucking	 liberals,”	 he	 muttered	 while	 lumbering
through	the	parking	lot.

I	hadn’t	seen	a	restaurant	like	Gloria’s	since	Cindi	and	I	got	stuck	in	a	small,	off-the-
road	 town	 in	 Iowa.	A	 night	 and	 place	 I’d	 rather	 forget.	 Here,	 piles	 of	 coats	 in	 various
stages	of	aging	camouflaged	two	wooden	coat	racks	that	crawled	up	from	a	torn	linoleum
floor.	A	horseshoe	counter	trimmed	with	splintered	and	decaying	wooden	stools	wrapped
its	way	around	a	greasy,	blackened	kitchen	still	 in	disarray	from	the	morning’s	breakfast
dishes.	Burgundy	booths	lined	the	interior	of	the	partially	glassed	dining	area.	Most	of	the
booths	were	full	of	men	and	a	 few	women	who	 looked	nothing	reminiscent	of	 the	 town
they	 were	 visiting.	 They	 wore	 business	 suits	 made	 for	 finer	 dinning	 in	 bigger,	 more
affluent	cities.	An	additional	group	of	out-of-place	young	men	and	women	were	squeezed
into	a	corner	booth	designed	for	at	 least	 three	 fewer	people.	Behind	 the	counter	stood	a
woman,	old	before	her	years,	wearing	a	pink	and	once-white	uniform.

Pushing	a	menu	in	my	hands,	she	said,	“Counter	service	only.	Booths	are	all	 tied	up.
You	can	wait	if	you	want.	A	booth	should	clear	out	in	a	half	hour	or	so.	And	by	the	looks
of	you,	you’re	going	to	want	to	eat	and	run	like	the	rest	of	today’s	tourists.	Am	I	correct?”

I	looked	straight	at	her	oversized	breasts,	one	of	which	read	Martha.	“Martha,”	I	said,
being	a	bit	overly	friendly.	“You’re	right	on	the	money.	I’ll	just	sit	right	here,”	settling	into
the	tattered	stool	closest	to	Martha	and	the	cash	register.	“How	about	something	famous,”
I	said,	pushing	the	menu	back	to	Martha.

“Ain’t	nothin’	famous	from	this	joint	except	Gloria	and	she	ain’t	around	no	more.	Left
as	soon	as	her	lifer	husband	got	the	big	break	from	the	governor.	She’s	got	herself	another
diner.	Husband	got	himself	another	10	to	20	in	Nebraska.	Gloria’s	a	great	cook	but	a	lousy
judge	of	character.	You	in	for	the	fry?”

“The	fry?”	I	said,	quickly	realizing	what	she	meant.	Ignoring	her	question,	“How	about
a	sandwich	and	a	bowl	of	soup?”

“Chicken	or	ham?”	she	queried,	not	missing	a	beat.

“Ham.”

“Only	got	tomato	soup.	Good	though.	The	best	in	town,”	she	said	laughing,	causing	her



chest	to	heave	like	some	great	mountainous	earthquake.

“That	will	be	fine.	I’d	like	a	glass	of	ice	water	please.”

“Ham	 sand.	 Bowl	 of	 tomatoes,”	 she	 yelled.	 And	with	 the	 grace	 of	 a	 choreographed
ballerina,	she	scooped	up	a	glass	of	ice,	filled	it	with	water	and	set	it	in	front	of	me	before
she	finished	spouting	my	order.

Suddenly,	 before	 I	 had	 a	 chance	 to	make	my	way	 to	 the	bathroom,	 the	young	group
from	the	corner	booth	stood	and	walked	toward	the	exit,	chanting	in	unison,	“Only	God
takes	lives.	Spare	Allison	Porter.	Only	God	takes	lives.	Spare	Allison	Porter.”	Everyone	in
the	restaurant	stopped	what	they	were	doing	except	the	cook	and	Martha.

“Take	it	outside,”	she	demanded.	“This	ain’t	the	place	for	protestin’.’’

“Only	God	 takes	 lives.	Spare	Allison	Porter.”	“Only	God	 takes	 lives.	Spare	Allison,”
they	continued,	as	they	made	their	way	to	the	front	door.

“Jesus!”	grunted	Martha.	“Don’t	they	ever	give	up?”

“They’re	here	for	the	execution?”	I	asked.

Looking	at	me	queerly,	“You	new	or	somethin’?”	They’re	here	every	time	there’s	a	fry.
They	drive	me	nuts.	Not	as	many	this	time	as	there	usually	is.”

“Even	they’ve	got	sense	enough	to	not	like	Porter.	First	time?”	she	asked.

“Hopefully	my	last,”	I	said,	taking	a	sip	of	the	soup	she	had	just	placed	in	front	of	me.
“I	usually	write	about	cultural	events.”

“Well	this	is	an	event,”	she	laughed.	“But	I	don’t	now	how	much	culture	you’re	going
to	find.	You’ll	get	used	to	it.	A	few	more	greasy	fries	and	it	will	be	second	nature	to	you.
Look	 at	 them,”	 pointing	 to	 those	 who	 were	 sitting	 in	 the	 booths,	 most	 of	 whom	were
laughing,	 talking	about	 last	week’s	party	or	 the	up-coming	game.	 “You’ll	 be	one	of	 the
gang	soon.	You’ll	fit	right	in.”

“I	 doubt	 it.	 This	 is	 a	 one-time	 deal	 for	me.	After	 this	 I’m	back	 to	 the	 entertainment
desk.”

“Sounds	exciting,”	she	said	sarcastically.	“Dessert?”

“Just	the	check.	I’m	doing	that	interview	and	then	I’m	out	of	here.”

Leaving	the	restaurant’s	bathroom,	a	gross,	graffiti-filled	experience	I	could	have	easily
lived	without,	I	started	toward	my	destination.	The	road	out	of	town	was	a	mirror	of	the
town’s	 incoming	 road.	 And	 with	 the	 exception	 of	 two	 haggard-	 looking	 women,	 each
carrying	a	load	of	laundry	on	their	hip,	the	rest	of	the	town	was	all	but	asleep.

Two	or	three	hundred	yards	outside	of	Hope	more	signs	appeared,	reminding	passers-
by	not	to	stop	and	talk	to	strangers.	Warnings	were	posted	telling	would-be	travelers	that
they	 were	 entering	 air-security	 patrol	 space.	 And	 immediately	 after	 a	 sign	 reading,
“Oregon	 State	 Prison,”	 a	 two-lane	 winding	 dirt	 road	 lead	 the	 way	 to	my	 appointment.
There	was	no	denying	the	harsh	reality	of	a	prison	a	few	miles	ahead.

As	I	snaked	my	way	through	the	entrance	road	to	the	prison,	a	feeling	of	claustrophobia
came	 over	me	 as	 I	 imagined	what	 it	 must	 be	 like	 for	 those	who	were	 going	 to	 prison



knowing	it	would	be	a	long	time	before	they	saw	the	outside	world,	or	as	in	the	case	of
Allison	 Porter,	 ever	 again.	 The	 thought	must	move	 the	most	 hardened	 psychopath	 into
darkness	and	depression.

The	 existing	 shallow	 geography	 became	 more	 strikingly	 stark,	 lifeless	 terrain,
shadowed	with	dull	hues	of	gray	and	brown.	Not	even	jackrabbits	would	test	their	survival
skills	in	this	desolate	space.	And	as	if	I	were	watching	a	bad	western,	large	black-winged
birds	flew	overhead	mocking	the	onlooker,	reminding	him	that	they	were	free	to	come	and
go	as	they	please.

Growing	 closer	 to	 my	 destination,	 I	 became	 increasingly	 aware	 of	 the	 size	 of	 the
monolith	 that	 lay	before	me.	At	a	distance,	 it	appeared	 to	be	nothing	more	 then	a	small
building,	no	larger	than	those	in	the	sad	town	of	Hope.	But	the	closer	I	got	to	the	prison,
the	more	I	realized	its	enormity.	It	was	not	until	my	approach	to	the	visitor	parking	that	I
became	 acutely	 aware	 of	 the	 brobdingnagian	 size	 of	 the	 compound.	My	 eyes	 could	 not
deny	that	there	were	some	towns	I	had	seen	that	were	not	as	overwhelming	as	the	massive
area	the	prison	consumed.	The	town	of	Hope,	the	prison’s	doormat,	could	easily	fit	into	a
corner	of	the	compound	and	still	leave	most	of	the	prison	untouched.

At	 first	 inspection,	 I	could	see	 that	at	either	end	of	 the	 lackluster	brick	and	wrought-
iron	 human	 warehouse,	 void	 of	 any	 pleasantries	 or	 fenestrations,	 stood	 two	 immense
covered	 structures:	 towers	 containing	 blue	 suited	 armed	 guards	 with	 machine	 guns	 as
companions.	They	passed	back	and	 forth	around	 the	 top	of	 the	 tower,	 so	 timed	 that	one
might	 think	 they	were	part	of	an	 intricate	movement	of	an	old	Swiss	clock.	Each	 tower
jutted	 straight	 up	 into	 the	 air,	 almost	 dwarfing	 the	 three-story	 wall	 that	 anchored	 the
towers	to	the	rest	of	the	building.	As	I	grew	closer	I	could	see	that	there	were	four	more
towers	at	each	of	the	six	corners	of	the	hexagon-shaped	prison.	A	total	of	12	guards	could
look	 both	 into	 the	 prison	 and	 outside	 the	 prison	 by	 simply	 turning	 their	 heads	 in	 any
direction.	 Clearly	 they	were	 a	major	 deterrent	 to	 anyone	with	 the	 idea	 of	 checking	 out
early.

Various	news	vehicles	and	camera	crews,	fewer	then	I	expected	for	the	first	execution
of	a	woman	in	Oregon’s	history,	hovered	at	the	entrance	to	the	bleak	theater.	They	were	all
waiting	 to	 pounce	 on	 some	 tidbit	 of	 information	 that	 they	 could	 beam	 back	 to	 their
respective	 flagship	 studios.	 In	 addition	 to	 seeing	 a	 few	 familiar	 cars	 from	 Gloria’s,	 I
recognized	 several	 of	 the	 victims’	 friends	 amidst	 the	 news	 people:	 I	 had	 seen	 them	 on
local	talk	shows	advocating	for	the	cruel	and	immediate	demise	of	Allison	Porter	for	her
gruesome	deed.	On	the	other	side	of	the	news	crews	stood	a	crowd	of	people,	30	or	more,
holding	signs	that	read,	“Killing	is	wrong.”	“We	are	not	God;	Spare	Allison	Porter.”	“Two
wrongs	don’t	make	a	right.”	It	was	clear	they	were	prepared	for	a	vigil,	one	that	might	turn
the	tide	of	Allison’s	life.	A	table	armed	with	candles,	flashlights	and	water	stood	ready	and
waiting.	I	could	not	help	but	marvel	at	 the	irony	of	Glenn’s	Hots	on	Wheels,	serving	up
food,	capitalizing	equally	on	both	sides	not	taking	a	stand	one	way	or	the	other.

My	appointment	with	the	man	who	would	be	responsible	for	pulling	the	switch	for	the
execution	was	in	15	minutes;	 there	was	no	time	for	chit-chat	with	fellow	news	people.	I
headed	 for	 the	 first	 set	of	barbed	wire	and	steel	 security	gates.	Like	something	out	of	a
Nazi	 war	 camp,	 I	 was	 consumed	 by	 270	 degrees	 of	 fenced	 area	 boarded	 by	 dog	 pens
teaming	 with	 German	 shepherds.	 My	 expectations	 were	 that	 they	 would	 try	 to	 jump



through	the	surrounding	chain	link	fence	and	do	what	I	assumed	they	were	trained	to	do.
To	my	surprise,	not	one	of	them	barked.	In	fact,	they	took	little	notice	of	my	presence.	A
few	of	them	simply	looked	at	me	as	if	they	knew	I	was	not	a	threat	to	them,	or	anyone	else
for	that	matter,	and	that	it	was	acceptable	to	them	that	I	enter	that	part	of	their	kingdom.

Like	the	entrance	to	a	Disneyland	attraction	gone	awry,	I	walked	down	a	yellow-dashed
path,	which	led	to	a	second	set	of	security	gates.	As	I	grew	close	to	the	gates,	I	could	see
that	 they	were	made	 of	 solid	 steel,	 supplying	me	with	 images	 foreshadowing	 shades	 of
things	to	come	once	inside	the	reformatory.

Surrounding	 the	gates	was	a	 triple	 ring	of	barbed	wire	 forcing	me	 to	do	nothing	 less
than	move	straightforward	or	retrace	my	steps	and	leave	on	the	same	path,	which	led	me
to	 this	 point.	 And	 although	 I	 was	 innocent	 of	 any	 crime	 punishable	 to	 this	 extreme,	 I
started	 to	 question	whether	 once	 inside	 I	would	 be	 allowed	 to	 leave.	At	 that	moment	 I
hated	Simpson,	Harding,	Packwood,	 and	 anyone	 else	who	had	 taken	 the	 actual	 real-life
drama	 reporters	 away	 from	 their	 sacred	 duty,	 leaving	me	 to	 deal	with	 this	 nightmare.	 I
wanted	to	run	to	my	car,	jump	in	and	head	back	to	the	safety	of	my	family,	my	office	and
the	upcoming	 release	of	Wayne’s	World	2,	 an	 entertainment	 event	 that	had	 received	 far
more	attention—all	be	it	unwarranted—than	the	Porter	murders.

My	hand	reached	towards	a	red	button,	the	second	step	toward	gaining	entrance	to	what
looked	like	the	third	and	final	stage	of	my	journey,	when	I	heard	a	commotion	behind	me.
Before	I	could	turn	around,	the	dogs	had	already	begun	to	bark.	I	covered	my	ears	as	the
noise	they	made	was	almost	deafening.	I	turned	to	see	a	member	of	one	of	the	news	teams
arguing	with	a	group	of	protesters.	The	guards	on	the	towers	that	dwarfed	me	seemed	to
take	only	a	passing	interest	 in	 the	entertainment	down	below.	Before	I	could	completely
focus	on	the	tee	shirt	marked	KWTC,	Nevada,	the	cameraman	began	pushing	three	of	the
‘pussys’	as	he	called	them,	back	to	their	smorgasbord	of	protest	paraphernalia.	Although
the	 cameraman	 was	 clearly	 outnumbered,	 his	 bulky	 size	 compensated	 for	 his	 missing
army.	 In	 a	 matter	 of	 seconds,	 two	 more	 protesters	 came	 to	 the	 aid	 of	 their	 fellow
humanitarians,	while	all	the	news	teams	began	recording	the	pre-execution	show.

“We	have	a	right	to	be	here,”	one	of	the	women	said,	pushing	her	way	to	the	front	of
the	three	men	who	were	passively	attempting	to	hold	their	ground.	“You’re	not	God	you
know.”	 No	 doubt	 she	 believed	 she	 could	 protect	 them	 from	 any	 further	 abuse	 that	 the
grinning	giant	might	cause.	“You	just	mind	your	own	business	and	we’ll	mind	ours.”

“Your	 business	 stinks	 to	 shit,”	 he	 spouted,	 poking	 his	 finger	 into	 the	 face	 of	 the
avenging	angel.	“You	know	what	this	Porter	woman	did	to	those	helpless	people?	Did	you
see	the	photographs?	Well,	I	did.	She’s	a	Goddamn	fucking	animal.	Killing’s	too	good	for
her.	And	if	she’s	going	to	die,	we	ought	to	give	her	something	to	remember	us	by.	I’ll	tell
you	what	I’d	do.	I’d	 throw	her	 to	 those	damn	dogs,”	pointing	towards	 the	kennel,	never
taking	 his	 eyes	 off	 her.	 “That’s	 what	 I’d	 do.”	 Turning	 towards	 the	 barking	 ruckus,	 he
ragged,	“Shut	the	fuck	up,	fucking	dogs.”

“You	are	not	God,”	she	said,	parroting	herself.	“You	have	no	right	to…”

“Right?	Have	no	 right	you	say!	 I	have	no	 fucking	 right	 to	decide	who	 lives	or	dies?
What	about	that	bitch	in	there?	Did	she	have	the	right	to	take	the	lives	of	that	old	preacher
and	his	wife?	Don’t	you	fucking	tell	me	about	rights.	It’s	people	like	you	that	keep	people



like	Porter	walking	the	streets,	making	it	unsafe	for	everyone	to	go	to	sleep	at	night.”

“Two	wrongs	don’t…”

“Shut	your	fucking	face!”	he	screamed,	pushing	all	the	protestors	one	at	a	time.

“Attention.	Attention!	We	will	 clear	 the	 area,”	 a	 voice	 echoed	 authoritatively	 from	a
loud	speaker	attached	to	the	forward	tower.	“If	there	are	any	more	altercations,	you	will	be
removed	from	the	premises.	You	will	receive	no	further	warnings.”

For	 a	 moment,	 the	 entire	 population	 of	 the	 prison	 parking	 lot	 was	 taciturn.	 And	 as
quickly	as	the	confrontation	began,	it	ended.	Within	less	than	a	minute,	both	sides	went	to
their	 opposite	 encampments	 mumbling	 to	 each	 other,	 slightly	 worse	 for	 the	 emotional
wear.	As	 a	 crewmember	 sauntered	 back	 to	 his	 group,	 he	was	 greeted	with	 slaps	 on	 the
back,	congratulating	him	 for	causing	such	a	 ruckus	giving	 the	 reports	 something	 to	 talk
about.

All	the	members	of	the	right-to-life	group	reconnoitered	to	rework	their	war	plans	for
upcoming	 battles.	When	 I	 looked	 toward	 the	 towers,	 I	 caught	 a	 glimpse	 of	 one	 of	 the
guards	setting	her	rifle	back	into	its	rack.	She	had	been	prepared	to	shoot	those	who	were
outside	the	walls	just	as	clearly	as	she	would	have	if	the	commotion	had	taken	place	in	the
confines	of	prison.	So	engaged	in	what	was	taking	place	around	me,	I	was	stunned	when	I
heard	a	voice	behind	me.	I	confronted	the	steel	doors	again	to	find	an	armed	guard	staring
me	in	the	face.

“Your	 name?”	 bellowed	 a	 rather	masculine	 looking	woman.	 I	must	 have	 pushed	 the
button	in	the	process	of	viewing	the	fracas.

“Kevin.”

“Your	full	name,”	she	said	somewhat	irritated,	as	if	I	should	have	known	better.

“Kevin	Pratt.”

“Please	state	your	business,	Mr.	Pratt.”

“I’m	with	the	Columbian.	I’m	here	for	the	Port….”

“The	Porter	execution.	Who	would	have	thought?”	she	said	cynically.	“Well,	you	have
a	long	wait	ahead	of	you.	She	dies	at	midnight,	assuming	she	does	not	receive	a	stay	of
execution.	That	would	be	a	pretty	risky	bet,”	she	said	with	a	thoughtless	smile	across	her
manly	face,	laughing	at	the	possibility.

Frustrated,	I	repeated	myself.	“I’m	from	the	Columbian.	I	have	an	appointment	to	meet
with…”

“Oh,	you’re	the	reporter	from	the	Columbian.	So	you	have	the	honors.	Quite	a	task	you
have	ahead	of	you.”

“I’m	here	to	interview…”

“No	need,”	she	blurted.	“We	know	why	you’re	here.	We	got	the	call.	I.D.?”	Not	being
sure	 what	 she	 meant	 by	 “the	 call,”	 I	 produced	 a	 wallet	 containing	 my	 license	 and
Columbian	picture	I.D.	“We	need	to	check	for	weapons.	Raise	both	arms	and	spread	your
legs.”	As	I	did,	she	used	a	metal	detector,	scanning	me	from	top	 to	bottom,	not	missing



any	personal	places	where	a	conspirator	might	lodge	a	weapon.	Standing	to	the	side,	she
waved	me	forward	with	little	interest	for	my	future.

Once	inside,	I	was	overwhelmed	with	a	sense	of	defeat	and	powerlessness.	It	felt	as	if	I
were	in	a	 tomb.	I	had	miscalculated.	Three	additional	doors	separated	me	from	the	final
entrance	 to	 the	 main	 prison.	Made	 of	 steel	 and	 glass	 containing	 wire	 mesh,	 the	 doors
appeared	 impenetrable.	 In	 the	 corners	 of	 the	 long,	 artless	 hall	 that	 led	 to	 the	 ominous
doors,	surveillance	cameras	compounded	my	sense	of	nihilism.	Above	the	cameras	were
two	 internal	 towers,	 mirrors	 of	 those	 witnessed	 outside.	 Each	 contained	 more	 faceless
armed	guards.	If	the	rest	of	the	prison	was	anything	like	what	I	had	seen	so	far,	it	was	easy
to	imagine	why	no	one	lived	to	talk	about	an	attempted	escape	from	this	island,	an	act	of
Para-suicide	more	than	a	flight	to	freedom.

I	 followed	 the	 guard	 through	 the	 first	 door	 and	 waited	 for	 her	 to	 unlock	 the	 next
blockade	 in	 line.	 Turning	 right,	 she	 slipped	 into	 a	 hallway,	which	 I	 had	 not	 previously
noticed,	 equally	 well	 enforced	 but	 with	 a	 moderately	 more	 friendly	 feel.	 Opening	 the
locked	door,	I	entered	into	a	large	room	that	contained	no	furniture.	The	polished	concrete
floor	matched	the	colorless	walls.	Shaped	in	a	hexagon,	a	toy	model	to	its	exterior	sister,
the	room	contained	eight	doors,	six	of	which	were	 lettered	A	through	F,	each	 leading	 to
what	looked	like	mini	versions	of	the	room	where	I	was	standing	with	the	exception	that
all	the	rooms	had	a	small	table	and	straight-backed	chairs.	There	was	one	way	in	and	one
way	 out.	No	matter	what	 one	 did	 to	 escape,	 they	were	 lead	 back	 into	 the	 abyss	 of	 the
hexagon	tomb.	Along	one	wall	were	 the	seventh	and	eighth	doors	and	a	glassed-in	cage
containing	more	armed	guards	and	an	arsenal	of	electronic	equipment.	By	all	appearances,
they	could	just	as	easily	send	a	missile	into	space	as	monitor	the	soul,	the	bowels,	of	the
prison.

“You	look	a	little	pale,	Mr.	Pratt,”	my	escort	informed	me,	enjoying	her	job	a	little	too
much.	 “Do	you	 need	 some	water?”	 attempting	 to	make	me	 feel	 like	 I	was	 too	weak	 to
carry	 on.	 “You’ll	 get	 used	 to	 it.	 I’ve	 seen’um	 come	 and	 I’ve	 seen’um	 go.	 Porter’s	 no
different	than	the	rest	of	them	kind.	Two	people	died	because	of	Porter.	Now	it’s	her	turn.
No	love	loss	here.”	The	guard	seemed	to	have	lost	all	perspective	of	the	humanity,	or	lack
of	it,	that	was	about	to	take	place.	For	the	first	time	I	felt	something	other	than	fear.	The
guard	sickened	me.	She	sounded	void	of	the	reality	over	the	connection	between	what	was
going	to	take	place	at	midnight	and	the	human	being	that	was	about	to	die.

“She’ll	be	here	in	a	few	minutes.	You	watch	out,”	she	said	again,	trying	to	get	a	rise	out
of	me.

As	much	as	I	thought	of	myself	as	someone	who	existed	without	any	sexual	bias,	it	had
never	crossed	my	mind	that	the	person	pulling	the	switch	could	be	a	woman.	Having	never
done	 anything	 like	 this	 before,	 it	 was	 possible	 that	 a	 female	 executioner	 was	 quite	 by
design.	It	was	moments	such	as	these	that	reminded	me	how	ingrained	I	was	with	sexism.
Men	are	doctors	and	pilots;	women	are	nurses	and	stewardesses.	I	thought	I	was	beyond
that	 incredible	nonsense.	And	yet,	 there	seemed	 to	be	something	almost	appropriate	and
fair	about	the	idea	of	a	woman	pulling	the	switch	on	a	female.

The	guard	left	the	room,	locking	the	door	behind	her.	This	was	the	first	time	I	had	ever
been	in	a	prison	and	I	began	to	feel	how	the	inmates	might	feel	knowing	that	 they	were



not	able	to	come	and	go	as	they	pleased;	freedom	was	a	nonexistent	concept.	It	is	so	easy
to	take	that	right	for	granted.	And	once	the	freedom	was	removed	from	me,	I	began	to	feel
less	 and	 less	 like	 a	 human	 and	more	 like	 a	 caged	 animal.	 For	 a	 fraction	 of	 a	 second,	 I
wondered	if	I	had	paid	that	parking	ticket	I	got	last	month.

I	began	to	think	about	the	woman	who	was	about	to	die	in	the	electric	chair.	The	idea	of
Allison	Porter	sitting	 in	 that	hideous	 throne	of	destruction	suddenly	came	 into	view	and
further	sickened	me.	For	some	reason,	I	had	blocked	it	out	of	my	mind.	God,	how	I	wished
I	were	anywhere	else	or	doing	anything	else	but	what	I	was	doing.	I	began	to	recall	when	I
first	 read	 the	 judge’s	 statement	 on	 the	 Porter	 murder	 trial.	 It	 seemed	 beyond	 cold	 and
heartless.

***

“Ladies	 and	gentlemen	of	 the	 jury,	 are	you	 ready	 to	pronounce	your	verdict?”	 Judge
Thornebeck	asked,	as	if	he	were	asking	his	children	if	they	had	brushed	their	teeth.

“We	are,	your	honor,”	sounded	a	slightly	built	foreman,	a	middle-aged	woman	who	no
more	looked	like	she	wanted	to	be	a	part	of	the	process	of	deciding	someone	else’s	destiny
than	the	other	members	of	the	jury.

“How	do	you	find	the	defendant?”

“On	the	first	count	of	the	State	of	Oregon	versus	Allison	Porter,	we	find	the	defendant
guilty	 of	 first	 degree	 murder	 of	 Charles	 Graham.	 On	 the	 second	 count	 of	 the	 State	 of
Oregon	versus	Allison	Porter,	we	find	the	defendant	guilty	of	first	degree	murder	of	Ruth
Graham.”

The	 sentence	 was	 pronounced	 immediately	 upon	 the	 55	 year	 old	 Judge	 Thornebeck
hearing	 the	 jury’s	 decision.	When	 Allison	 Porter’s	 lawyers	 learned	 that	 Thornebeck,	 a
longtime	 conservative,	 had	 been	 assigned	 as	 the	 judge	 for	 the	 case,	 the	 courtroom
onlookers	 could	 see	 the	 lack	 of	 hope	 in	 the	 defense	 lawyer’s	 faces,	 as	 day	 after	 day,
Thornebeck	 appeared	 to	 have	 already	 passed	 sentence	 on	 Allison	 Porter.	 He	 was	 just
waiting	for	permission	from	the	jury	to	give	Porter	notice	of	the	date	her	life	would	end.

“Allison	Porter,”	the	clerk	demanded,	“Rise	and	face	the	judge.”

Thornebeck	was	a	big	man,	easily	carrying	a	hundred	pounds	more	than	he	should	for
his	 less	 than	 five-and-a-half-foot	 high	 frame.	 Under	 any	 other	 circumstances,	 no	 one
would	 pay	 respectful	 attention	 to	 a	 man	 who	 looked	 like	 him.	 But	 in	 the	 courtroom
wearing	his	black	robe,	he	was	king,	and	anyone	that	doubted	that	need	but	look	at	the	list
of	 people	 he	 had	 sent	 out	 the	 back	doors	 of	 the	 courtroom	 to	 a	waiting	police	 van	 that
would	escort	the	condemned	to	various	Oregon	institutions.	If	one	did	not	already	know
this	about	him,	 the	newspapers	gave	 readers	 the	notion	 that	he	was	not	a	 forgiving	man
when	they	referred	to	him	as	“End-of-the-Line	Thornebeck.”

“Allison	Porter,	you	have	been	judged	by	a	jury	of	your	peers	and	found	guilty	on	all
charges.	Is	there	anything	you	want	to	say	before	the	court	pronounces	sentence?”

Allison	Porter	had	not	uttered	one	word	since	the	day	of	the	murders.	She	did	not	speak
to	her	lawyers,	the	press	or	any	cellmates.	Past	interviews	with	Samantha,	who	had	been
close	 to	Allison,	 revealed	 that	Allison	had	disfranchised	herself	and	knew	no	more	 than



the	general	public.	Allison	remained	completely	distant.	Her	court-appointed	counsel	did
what	they	could	with	what	I,	along	with	the	rest	of	the	courtroom	drama	followers,	saw	as
an	open-and-shut	case.	Her	speech	was	the	first	and	last	time	anyone	heard	her	voice.

Standing	erect,	her	ankles	and	wrists	in	chains,	she	matter-of-factly	uttered,	“Given	the
opportunity,	 I	 would	 do	 it	 again.”	 A	 gasp	 oozed	 from	 the	 courtroom	 as	 Thornebeck
refused	to	react	to	Porter’s	comment.

“I	 gather,	Miss	 Porter,	 that	 your	 statement	 is	 an	 attempt	 to	 gain	 sympathy	 from	 this
court,”	Thornebeck	said	sarcastically.	A	sick,	uncomfortable	laugh	replaced	the	lingering
gasp	from	Allison’s	laconic	speech.	“I	won’t	waste	the	court’s	time	thinking	about	passing
sentence,	Miss	Porter.	You’re	not	worth	it.	The	court	has	more	pressing	matters.	However,
let	me	say	personally,	in	all	the	years	I	have	spent	on	this	bench,	I	have	never	had	before
me	a	person	with	such	ruthless	abandon	as	you.	You	have	not	shown	the	slightest	sign	of
regret	or	remorse.	I	am	not	sure	how	much	better	off	the	world	will	be	knowing	your	fate,
but	 I	 think	 we	 all	 are	 just	 a	 little	 more	 at	 ease	 knowing	 that	 you	 are	 not	 walking	 the
streets.”	Thornebeck	barely	paused	 to	 look	at	his	notes.	 “Allison	Porter,	you	are	hereby
remanded	 to	 the	Oregon	State	Penitentiary.	Upon	your	arrival,	you	will	be	sent	 to	death
row	 where	 you	 will	 await	 execution	 by	 electrocution.	 For	 the	 sake	 of	 the	 people	 of
Oregon,	I	hope	that	it	is	done	as	quickly	as	possible.	I,	for	one,	will	be	glad	when	your	life
is	over.”

The	Columbian’s	account	of	the	last	day	of	the	trial	was	reported	verbatim.	I	was	at	my
desk	 doing	 a	 write-up	 on	 a	 local	 artist,	 called	 only	 by	 his	 first	 name,	 Rafael,	 when
distribution	threw	the	next	day’s	copy	on	my	desk.	In	spite	of	the	protests	by	humanitarian
groups	 and	 comments	 by	 her	 legal	 counsel,	 few	 people	 felt	 any	 sympathy	 for	 Allison
Porter.	 My	 thoughts	 were	 abruptly	 interrupted.	 The	 silence	 in	 the	 courtroom	 remained
until	the	members	of	the	courtroom	shuffled	their	way	into	the	hall.

***

Suddenly,	the	door	to	the	cocoon	where	I	was	hibernating	opened,	shocking	me	out	of
my	 thoughts,	 forcing	me	 back	 to	 the	moment.	When	 I	 looked	 toward	 the	 opening,	my
mouth	went	agape.	The	guards	could	not	help	but	notice	the	shock	on	my	face.	Leading	a
shackled	Allison	Porter	 into	 the	room	and	sitting	her	across	from	me,	 the	smaller	of	 the
two	guards	 recited,	“You’ve	got	an	hour	and	a	half.	No	more.”	Looking	at	me,	he	 said,
“Do	not	touch	the	inmate	or	allow	her	to	touch	you.	Do	not	allow	her	to	use	any	writing
implements.	You	may	record	the	interview	if	you	wish.”	The	guard	then	turned	to	Allison
giving	her	conduct	orders.	“Keep	your	feet	on	the	floor	and	your	hands	above	the	table	at
all	 times.	Do	not	raise	your	voice	or	 imply,	 in	any	way,	a	 threat.”	Stepping	on	the	other
side	 of	 the	 doorway,	 “Should	 there	 be	 any	 infraction	 of	 the	 rules,	 the	 interview	will	 be
immediately	terminated.”

“I…”

“There	will	be	a	guard	outside	of	the	room	at	all	times.”	Pointing	to	the	top	right	corner
of	 the	 room,	 he	 explained,	 “You	 will	 be	 monitored	 via	 the	 camera.	 You	 will	 not	 be
recorded	 or	 monitored	 by	 audio.	 I	 doubt	 seriously	 that	 there	 will	 be	 any	 conversation
going	on	in	here	anyway.	No	matter	what	we	do	to	try	and	talk	with	her,	she	still	won’t	say
a	word.	If	you	ask	me,	she’s	gone	mute.”



“I’m	not…”

“Mr.	Pratt,”	he	said,	looking	me	straight	in	the	eye.	“She’s	set	to	die	at	midnight.	At	this
point,	 she	 can’t	be	 anymore	executed	 for	killing	one	more	person.	Be	careful,”	he	 said.
“I’ve	 got	 dinner	 plans	 tonight;	 I	 don’t	 need	 any	 accidents	 on	 my	 shift.”	 Closing	 and
locking	the	door	behind	him,	the	guard	left	me	with	Allison	Porter,	a	convicted	murderer
sentenced	to	die	in	the	electric	chair.

Watching	him	leave	the	room,	I	was	so	shaken	that	I	jumped	up,	knocking	the	table	and
pushing	my	pad	and	pencil	onto	the	floor	near	Allison	Porter’s	feet.	I	fumbled	to	get	my
possessions	back	 to	 their	original	position.	 I	had	no	 idea	why	she	was	 in	 the	 room	with
me,	or	who	sent	her	for	 that	matter.	But	 there	was	no	denying	that	I	was	sitting	directly
across	from	Oregon’s	only	woman	to	ever	be	executed	in	the	electric	chair.	I	was	sure	the
guards	would	 burst	 in	 any	 second	 once	 they	 realized	 their	mistake.	Where	 is	 the	 damn
executioner	I	was	supposed	to	interview?	How	the	hell	did	this	happen?	I’m	not	prepared
for	this.	I’m	out	of	here.

It	 took	 me	 a	 moment,	 but	 I	 finally	 noticed	 that	 Allison	 was	 sitting	 calmly,	 hands
clasped	on	the	table	top,	staring	at	what	must	have	been	crazed,	frantic	expressions	on	my
face.	I	sat	down	across	from	her	and	stared	directly	into	her	eyes	as	she	smiled	and	stared
back.	As	I	became	calmer,	 I	 found	 it	hard	 to	believe	 that	 these	were	 the	eyes	of	a	cold-
blooded	killer	 looking	me	 straight	 in	 the	 face.	 She	 appeared	 as	 a	 very	 different	Allison
Porter	than	the	one	who	was	plastered	all	over	the	news.	She	had	been	transformed	from	a
manic,	 frenzied-looking	 killer	 to	 a	 gentle,	 peaceful	 soul.	 The	 news	 reports	 created	 an
image	 of	 a	 huge,	 muscle-	 bound	 woman	who	 could	 take	 a	 human	 apart	 with	 her	 bare
hands.	 Surely,	 this	 was	 not	 the	 same	 person.	 With	 short	 cropped	 hair	 and	 a	 pleasant
medium	 build,	 the	 woman	 who	 sat	 before	 me	 in	 no	 way	 looked	 like	 she	 would	 hurt
another	human	being,	let	alone	murder	two	innocent	people.	Yet,	there	was	no	denying	it.
She	had	been	found	at	the	scene	of	the	crime	covered	from	head	to	toe	in	the	blood	of	the
victims,	not	once	having	denied	her	role	as	the	murderer.

***

“Lieutenant!	Lieutenant!”	a	rookie	yelled.	“You	better	take	a	look	at	this.”

“I’ll	be	there	in	a	minute.”

“Lieutenant,”	he	persisted.	“I	think	you	need	to	take	a	look	at	this,	now.”

The	Portland	Police	Department	had	received	an	anonymous	phone	call	from	a	woman
telling	 them	 that	 something	 “horrible”	had	 taken	place	 at	 112	Russell	Street,	 in	 a	 small
residential	neighborhood	of	northeast	Portland’s	Hawthorne	district.	They	arrived	to	find	a
young	woman	sitting	on	the	front	steps	of	a	decaying	Victorian	house.	The	initial	shock
confronting	 the	 police	 and	 onlookers	 was	 seeing	 that	 Allison	 was	 covered	 with	 a	 red
substance,	which	was	quickly	discerned	to	be	blood	and	massive	amounts	of	it	soaking	her
clothes.	Snipers	were	at	her	 side	as	 she	sat	 submerged	 in	blood	 from	 the	aftermath	of	a
maelstrom.

Following	 the	 officer,	 Lieutenant	 Glisten	 was	 taken	 to	 the	 scene’s	 investigating
sergeant.	 “What	 have	 you	 got,	 Sergeant?”	 the	 lieutenant	 barked.	 “I’m	 about	 to	 start
questioning	that	woman	out	there.	Shit,	she’s	a	Goddamn	mess.	Jason,”



Lieutenant	Glisten	commanded	to	one	of	the	officers	who	were	running	into	the	house,
“Call	an	ambulance.	Tell	them	we	have	two	people,	a	male	and	a	female,	DOA.”

Lieutenant	 Glisten,	 a	 17-year	 veteran	 of	 the	 Oregon	 Police	 Department,	 knew	 the
routine,	chapter	and	verse.	Over	the	years	he	had	logged	more	hours	dealing	with	murder
trials	than	he	wanted	to	remember.	He	became	well-known	in	the	Portland	area	for	solving
the	gruesome	Steven’s	murders:	seven	children	and	a	man,	later	found	to	be	the	children’s
father,	 were	 stuffed	 into	 oil	 drums	 behind	 the	 family	 garage.	 Since	 that	 time	 he	 had
become	somewhat	of	a	local	celebrity	appearing	on	AM	Northwest	and	various	other	news
television	and	radio	talk	shows.	Listeners	had	heard	him	say	on	more	than	one	occasion
that	nothing	that	humans	did	to	one	another	surprised	him	anymore.

“In	 here,	 Lieutenant,”	 Sergeant	 Brownell	 urged.	 Making	 their	 way	 through	 a	 drab,
worn	 living	 room,	 the	 sergeant	 led	 Lieutenant	 Glisten	 through	 a	 labyrinth	 of	 dank	 and
musty	hallways,	which	took	them	to	the	entrance	door	of	the	basement.	“Down	here,”	the
sergeant	 directed,	 stepping	 onto	 the	 top	 step	 landing	 and	 holding	 the	 door	 for	 Glisten.
They	traversed	the	dimly	lit	stairway	down	one	level	to	another	door.	The	young	Sergeant
stopped	and	faced	Lieutenant	Glisten.

“Lieutenant,	 I’ve	 never	 seen	 anything	 like	 this	 before,”	 the	 sergeant	 proclaimed,
circumlocutively	trying	to	warn	his	lieutenant	of	what	lay	beyond	the	closed	wooden	door.

Smiling,	Lieutenant	Glisten	said,	“You	get	used	to	it,	son.	The	first	few	years	on	these
assignments	can	be	pretty	rough.”

Entering	the	brightly	lit	room,	the	normally	unshakable	Lieutenant	Glisten	was	visibly
stunned;	he	 stammered	and	was	 forced	 to	brace	himself	 against	 the	doorjamb.	His	 eyes
unwillingly	consumed	 the	sights	before	him,	something	 that	he	would	 later	wish	he	had
been	more	prepared	to	see.

The	 small,	 10-by-12	 foot	 room	 contained	 one	 bed,	 one	 table	 and	 a	 small	 cracked
basement	window.	Although	Glisten	was	unaware	of	it,	he	was	standing	in	a	thick	marsh
of	blood.	On	the	wall	opposite	the	bed	was	the	corpse	of	a	man	in	his	mid-60’s.	The	only
thing	that	supplied	the	lieutenant	with	the	knowledge	that	it	was	a	man	was	the	corpse’s
body	hair.	His	feet	dangled	a	foot	or	so	off	the	ground,	his	body	hanging	in	front	of	a	wall
with	nails	driven	through	his	wrists,	shoulders	and	hips.	Covered	with	blood,	his	face	was
raw,	exposed	under	flesh	as	if	someone	had	filleted	him	from	ear	to	ear.	One	side	of	his
jaw	hung	loose,	revealing	a	cavity	stripped	clean	of	its	tongue.	His	teeth	had	been	bashed
into	his	mouth	 showing	stumps	 that	 jutted	 from	 the	corpse’s	battered	gums.	Both	hands
ended	at	the	first	of	each	knuckle.	His	missing	fingers	were	not	readily	visible.	The	only
thing	 that	divided	 the	 lower	half	of	his	body	from	the	upper	half	was	a	mound	of	pubic
hair	where	a	penis	and	testicles	once	resided.	A	cursory	look	at	the	man’s	horrified	eyes,
the	only	 remaining	part	of	his	original	 face,	 informed	 the	 lieutenant	 that	whomever	 this
mutilated	soul	had	been,	he	had	felt,	heard	and	saw	much	of	what	was	being	done	to	him
and	whatever	was	happening	on	the	wall	opposite	him	before	he	expired.

Forcing	himself	to	look	at	the	opposite	wall,	Glisten	viewed	a	scene	similar	to	the	one
he	 had	 just	 attempted	 to	 comprehend.	A	woman	 hung	 by	 as	many	 spikes	 as	 the	 stump
across	 from	her.	She	had	 the	 same	 similar	 horrified	 look	on	her	 face	 as	 the	man	across
from	 her.	 This	 time	 the	 carving	 took	 place	 below	 the	 neck	 as	 revealed	 by	 her	missing



breasts	removed	from	her	body	from	the	neck	and	shoulders	down	to	her	abdomen.	Each
breast	was	nailed	into	the	side	of	her	head.	A	bloodied	penis	hung	from	her	mouth,	held	in
place	by	testicles	wedged	inside	her	mouth	forcing	the	mound	of	gender	to	stay	in	place.
At	 first	glance	 there	appeared	 to	be	no	alterations	 to	her	 lower	body	until	 the	 lieutenant
observed	that	two	fingers	had	dropped	from	the	back	of	her,	defecating	human	body	parts.
Only	her	red	painted	toenails	remained	unscathed.

“God	in	all	mighty	heaven,”	uttered	the	lieutenant,	clutching	his	stomach,	 turning	his
back	 on	 the	 scene.	 “How	 could	 anyone	 do….	 “Looking	 up	 at	 the	 corner	 of	 the	 room
toward	the	place	where	he	left	the	static	woman.	“She	did	this?	Did	she	do	this?”	begging
himself	the	question	aloud.	“That	woman	sitting	on	the	front	steps	did	all	of	this?”	After	a
short	pause	following	the	question,	Glisten	asked,	“Did	you	call	the..?”

“Coroner’s	 on	 the	 way,”	 the	 sergeant	 said,	 dutifully	 having	 anticipated	 Glisten’s
question.	“I	called	for	special	cleanup.	What	do	you	want	me	to	do	about	the	press?”

Lieutenant	 Glisten	 staggered	 his	 way	 out	 of	 the	 battlefield,	 turned	 his	 face	 into	 the
corner	 and	 once	 again	mumbled,	 “That	 young	woman	 upstairs	 did	 this?”	 Pausing	 for	 a
moment,	 turning	around,	 leaning	with	the	back	of	his	head	pressed	against	an	unpainted
wall,	“No	press.	Absolutely	no	press.	Get	our	photographers	in	here	before	the	cleanup.”

“But,	what	do	I	tell	the	pr…”

“Fuck	the	press,”	he	snapped.	“Do	it!”	Just	as	he	finished	dictating	his	orders,	one	of
the	police	officers	entered	the	hallway.

Looking	down	at	both	of	them,	“Lieutenant	we	can’t	get	a	word	out	of	her.	She	hasn’t
said	one	word	to	anyone.”

“Book	her.”

“But…

“Don’t	argue.	Book	her.”

There	 was	 never	 much	 of	 a	 question	 with	 respect	 to	 who	 committed	 the	 murders.
Although	Allison	Porter	remained	silent	during	all	interrogations,	forensics	identified	the
knife	and	snippers	as	the	implements	used	in	the	murder.	Her	prints	were	on	both	weapons
as	well	as	on	various	parts	of	her	victim’s	bodies.	Local	newspapers	had	a	field	day.	Under
any	other	circumstances	Allison	Porter	would	have	been	front-page	news.	But	because	of
the	 Simpson,	 Packwood	 and	Harding	 incidents,	 even	Nancy	Kerrigan	 and	 her	Olympic
tribulations	 appeared	 more	 frequently	 than	 the	 “Russell	 Street	 Mutilator,”	 as	 the	 news
would	later	refer	to	her.	The	photographs	of	Allison	were	always	the	same.	There	was	the
one	and	only	large	shot	of	a	bloodstained,	lifeless	face	staring	through	a	police	car	window
and	smaller	shots	that	portrayed	her	at	various	ages	in	her	childhood	and	young	adult	life.
No	photographs	of	the	physical	crime	were	ever	released	to	the	media.	The	judge	ordered
them	sealed	and	locked	after	he	hand-selected	the	photos	he	would	allow	the	jury	to	view.

***

As	I	began	to	superimpose	the	information	about	her	onto	the	person	sitting	four	feet
from	me,	I	struggled	to	accept	that	the	murders	were	committed	by	this	soft-faced	young
woman.	 If	 jail	 normally	 hardens	 and	 neutralizes	 the	 souls	 of	 its	 unwilling	 tenants,	 her



incarceration	appeared	to	have	the	opposite	effect.	Her	features	were	soft	and	pleasant	to
the	eye;	she	in	no	way	emoted	the	slightest	sense	of	aggression	or	hostility.	The	longer	I
stared,	the	more	my	mind	strained	to	see	her	as	the	murderer	I	believed	I	knew.

“Miss	Porter,”	I	said,	with	both	fear	and	apology	in	my	voice.	“I’m	sorry.	I	don’t	know
what	 to	 say.	 I’m	 really	 just	 a	 theatrical	 reporter.	 I’m	not	 supposed	 to	 be	 here.	You	 see,
there’s	so	much	stuff,	news	stuff	that	is	going	on,	that	I	was	assigned	to	interview	the…
the	person	that…”	I	was	babbling.	No	words	felt	appropriate.	No	matter	what	she	did,	she
was	hours	from	having	her	life	taken	away	from	her	and	I	had	no	desire	to	add	to	the	pain
she	must	 have	been	 experiencing.	 “I	 know	you	don’t	 talk	with	 people,	 so	 I	won’t	 keep
you.”	Beginning	to	stand,	“I’ll	just	call	for	one	of	the….”

“I	loved	the	article	you	wrote	on	the	Carly	Simon	concert.	I	was	at	both	her	shows	that
night.	 She	 was	 amazing.	 Her	 words	 are	 inspirational.	When	 she	 sang	 some	 of	 the	 old
songs	from	the	‘40’s	and	‘50’s	 like,	As	Time	Goes	By,	 I	would	feel	so	much	peace	and
tranquility	that	I’d	just	go	away	in	my	mind.	She’s	just	wonderful,	don’t	you	think?”

For	the	second	time	in	as	many	minutes	I	was	thrown	off	balance.	All	reports	to	date
said	that	she	refused	to	speak	to	anyone.	A	few	theories	about	her	silence	suggested	that
she	was	so	psychologically	traumatized	and	disturbed	by	what	she	had	done	that	she	had
lost	her	ability	to	speak.	Of	course,	doctors	came	up	with	some	brilliant	reason	why	she
was	able	to	say	what	she	said	in	court.

“I	know	who	you	are,”	she	continued.	“You’re	Kevin	Pratt.	You	write	the	entertainment
section	of	 the	Columbian.	Sam	and	 I	 loved	getting	up	on	Sunday	morning	 to	 read	your
editorials.	 I	 really	 enjoy	 the	 way	 you	 write.	 Since	 I’ve	 been	 here,	 by	 the	 time	 the
newspaper	makes	its	way	to	me,	it’s	a	shredded	mess	with	more	vulgar	pictures	and	words
written	all	over	it	than	the	original	print.”	She	paused	for	a	moment.	“Are	you	okay?”	she
asked,	seemingly	concerned	about	my	behavior.	“Do	you	want	me	to	have	them	bring	you
some	water?”

“I…	no,	 I’m	fine,”	 I	stuttered.	“I	 just	hadn’t	expected	 to	be	here.	With	you,	 that	 is.	 I
mean	talking	with	you.	I	didn’t	think	you	could…”

“You	didn’t	think	I	could	talk?	I	can	carry	on	a	conversation	with	the	best	of	them,”	she
said,	still	maintaining	her	inviting	smile.

“Yes,	you	can.	Talk,	 I	mean.	 I	guess	 I’m	a	 little	 surprised	you’re	 talking	 to	me	 right
now.	That	you’re	talking	to	anybody	for	that	matter.”

“Well,	 now,	 I’m	 pleased	 to	 learn	 you	 can	 talk	 in	 complete	 sentences,”	 she	 said,
laughing	while	she	shifted	to	find	a	more	comfortable	position	on	her	metal	chair.	“I	don’t
mind	 telling	 you,	 I’m	 looking	 forward	 to	 getting	 rid	 of	 these	 chains.	 I	 feel	 like	 that
character	in	‘A	Christmas	Carol’,	the	one	who	came	to	visit	Scrooge.	You	know,	the	one
who	was	dragging	the	chains	all	over	Scrooge’s	bedroom?”

“Sounds	like	a	reasonable	description.	I	think	I	can	appreciate	how	you	feel	about	the
chains.	It	must	be	difficult.”

“Difficult?”	 she	 echoed.	 “Hell,	 it	 makes	 me	 feel	 like	 I	 can’t	 go	 anywhere.”	 For	 a
second,	I	thought	she	was	serious.	Suddenly,	she	laughed	aloud	and	I	followed	suit.	I	was
so	 thrown	off	 guard	 that	 I	 couldn’t	 stop	 laughing.	 I	 looked	over	 at	 the	 door	 to	 find	 the



guard	peering	 in	 to	see	 if	everything	was	okay.	 I	put	my	hand	up	 to	 let	him	know	there
were	no	problems.

There	was	a	long	silence	between	us.	But	for	some	reason,	I	felt	as	if	I	had	known	her
for	years.	All	of	my	fears	left	me	as	I	began	to	have	a	conversation	with	the	woman	no	one
knew.

“It	must	be	very	difficult	for	you.	Difficult	to	be	locked	up	in	this	place?”

“At	first,”	she	said,	looking	towards	the	door	as	if	it	was	the	only	barrier	between	her
and	 freedom.	“At	 first,	 all	 I	 could	 think	about	was	getting	out	of	here,	 even	 if	 it	meant
leaving	in	a	coffin.	But	after	a	few	months,	it	became	my	new	home.	From	the	moment	I
arrived,	I	got	mail.	Lots	and	lots	of	mail.	There	are	some	really	sick	people	out	there.	One
man	wanted	to	pay	me	to	have	his	baby.	I’ve	received	I	don’t	how	many	letters	telling	me
I	was	 Satan’s	messenger	 and	 how	 inspired	 they	 had	 become	 to	 go	 out	 and	 do	more	 of
Satan’s	work.	I	even	got	a	letter	from	a	rock	group	telling	me	they	were	naming	a	group
after	me.	They	call	themselves	‘Allison	in	Chains.’	Can	you	believe	it?	I	still	have	boxes
full	of	letters	I	haven’t	read.	Needless	to	say,	they	won’t	be	hearing	from	me,”	motioning
towards	the	caged	light	bulb.

“Think	positively.	I	understand	the	ACLU	has	filed	a	petition	on	your	behalf	with	the
governor.”

“I	have	no	 interest	 in	 any	 such	efforts	 to	keep	me	alive.	 I	 agree	completely	with	 the
jury’s	decision.	I’ve	been	looking	forward	to	this	day	my	whole	life,”	she	said,	revealing
the	most	serious	side	I	had	seen	on	her	face	since	she	entered	the	room.	For	just	a	moment,
I	considered	reaffirming	the	sense	of	hope	I	had	for	her,	but	quickly	decided	to	drop	the
effort.	She	appeared	to	be	someone	who	was	quite	settled	with	her	own	destiny.	Who	was
I	to	change	how	she	felt?

“Please,”	I	said	sheepishly.	“If	you	don’t	mind	me	asking,	why	did	you	decide	to	start
speaking?	I	mean,	why	me?”

We	sat	in	silence	for	a	few	seconds	and	then	she	calmly	answered	my	question.	“I	knew
what	I	was	doing,	and	I	knew	no	one	would	accept	what	I	had	done.	What	is	there	to	say,
if	 I	opened	my	mouth	whatever	words	I	used	would	have	been	used	against	me	and	 the
public	would	have	 laughed	 and	made	 a	mockery	of	me.	The	 truth	 is,	 I	 don’t	 care	what
anyone	thinks.	I	did	it	because	I	had	to.”

“’Had	to?	But,	why	me?	Why	now?”

“I	knew	who	you	were	the	moment	I	walked	in	the	door.	And	I	knew	they	had	made	a
mistake.	Of	 course	 that’s	 not	 unusual	 for	 this	 group.	When	 I	 got	 here,	 I	went	 two	days
without	eating	because	 they	 forgot	 to	order	my	food.	Not	 that	 they	were	 real	concerned
about	me	starving	to	death.	I’m	sure	they	figured	they	would	save	money	on	the	food	and
electricity	bills.	When	I	saw	the	look	on	your	face,	I	was	struck	with	your	honesty.	Most
reporters	 would	 have	 jumped	 at	 the	 opportunity.	 Every	 other	 reporter	 has.	 You	 were
willing	to	leave	without	an	interview.	I	had	to	laugh.	You	looked	like	a	little	boy	who	was
caught	with	his	hands	 in	 the	cookie	 jar,	 except	you	didn’t	even	want	any	cookies.	So,	 I
thought	I	would	see	if	I	could	get	a	little	rise	out	of	you.	Besides,	 these	jerks	have	been
placing	bets	on	me	that	I	would	die	without	saying	a	word.	I’m	sure	most	of	them	just	lost



a	lot	of	money.”	I	followed	her	gaze	as	she	looked	towards	the	prison	sentinel.	Three	other
guards	were	now	looking	through	something	to	say.	“Anyway,	you	have	the	kindest	face
I’ve	seen	in	a	long	time.	You	married?”

For	a	moment	 I	hesitated	and	 then	realized	 that	 telling	her	could	not	possibly	matter.
“Yes.”

“What’s	her	name?”

“Cindi.”

“What	 a	 beautiful	 name.	 If	 I	 ever	 had	 a	 child,	 a	 girl,	 I	 would	 name	 her	 Cindy	 or
Lindsey.	I	like	Lindsey	as	a	girl’s	name.	What	about	you?”

“Lindsey’s	 a	 soft,	 wonderful	 name.”	 The	 pause	 that	 took	 place	 felt	 like	 hours	 were
passing.	I	simply	did	not	know	what	to	say.	After	about	a	minute	of	silence	she	began	to
speak.

Looking	at	my	pencil	and	pad,	“Do	you	always	take	notes?”

Thrown	slightly	off	guard	Kevin	said,	“Not	usually.	But	I	came	prepared	to	interview
the…”

“Don’t	worry.	I’ve	already	guessed	that	you	were	supposed	to	talk	to	the	person	who’s
pulling	 the	switch.	Actually,	he’s	a	nice	man.	He	 talked	at	me	yesterday	and	he	 told	me
what	 was	 going	 to	 happen.	 He	 wanted	 to	 assure	 me	 there	 would	 be	 as	 little	 pain	 as
possible.	Wasn’t	that	kind	of	him?”

“Yes,”	I	replied,	feeling	a	little	embarrassed	by	my	lack	of	courage	to	communicate	the
truth.	“But	even	 though	I’m	not	going	 to	do	an	 interview,	 I’m	overwhelmed	with	honor
that	you’ve	chosen	me	to	talk	to.”	Allison	smiled	and	laughed.

“What’s	so	funny?”	I	spouted,	feeling	awkward	about	my	comments.

“You.	You’re	 funny.	You’re	 going	 to	 be	 a	man	without	 an	 agenda	 to	 the	 end,	 aren’t
you?”	she	grinned,	not	expecting	an	answer.	“Kevin,	put	away	your	paper	and	pencil,	sit
back,	and	I	will	tell	a	story.	And	when	I	am	done,	I’m	going	to	leave	and	die.	I	only	have
one	 request:	 when	 I’m	 finished	 speaking,	 don’t	 ask	 me	 any	 questions.	 Just	 leave	 the
room.”

I	didn’t	utter	another	word.	Taking	my	pencil	and	pad	off	the	table,	I	shifted	my	weight
in	 the	 torturous	 chair	 and	with	my	 eyes,	 I	 invited	 her	 to	 begin.	A	 little	 after	 an	 hour	 I
stood,	grabbed	my	belongings	and	left.	 It	 took	all	 the	courage	I	could	gather	not	 to	 turn
around	 and	 take	 one	 more	 look	 at	 this	 incredible	 woman.	 I	 wanted	 to	 say	 something,
anything	to	let	her	know	I	cared,	that	I	would	be	thinking	of	her.	From	that	day	forward,
my	life	would	not	be	the	same.
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