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agreed with him. 

He wrote of the difference between their responsibility and the 

responsibility of command and he accepted his responsibility. 

That was as far as I ' d  gotten the last time I " d  picked the letter 

up s o ,  in the bright silence of midday, in the empty office ,  I  sat 

down to read the rest.  

"  • • • •  I  regret a number of things regarding this ac­ 

tion, I regret the loss of love or support or whatever 

some of these men would have provided for their families 

when, or if ,  they were released, 

"However, balanced against the moments of mothers 

becoming tearfully happy at the return of their errant 

sons, must be weighed the tearful episodes of wives beat­ 

en or abandoned, children abused and families upset and 

torn apart by the actions of the much higher proportion 

of alcoholics and drug addicts that would be foisted 

back on their families in the persons of these men, 

"I  also regret that this was a non-selective process. 

I am certain that at least a few of these men, though 

probably no more than a few, would have left here and 

built stable lives. I am equally certain, however, that 

of those few, there wold have been only a miniseule num­ 

ber whose lives would have actually been of positive 

benefit to society and most of that "benefit' would sim­ 

ply be society not having to deal with them judicially 

again, 

This facility, however, is  not generally populated 

by the type of person who, in youthful impetuousness 

transgressed the law only once. Most of the inmates 
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are recidivists, convicted time after time of return­ 

ing to behavior that society simply will not tolerate." 

I thought about the times Maccarthy and I had sat talking at 

that desk. Many times we reviewed prisoners' affairs, requests for 

parole, transfers, security, Thinking back over the previous few 

months, I realized he often made cynical comments, correcting him­ 

self a moment later, as if there was a struggle going on within him. 

Sometimes we talked about less official things. He frequently 

asked about my family, wanting to hear the smallest details about 

how my children were doing and he often talked about his ow son, who 

was in the Air Force.  He had pictures on his desk of his wife, dead 

for many years, and his boy, taken when he was just a teenager% 

" I  have always believed in a social contract, Im­ 

plied to everyone simply by birth is the right to live 

in peace and the responsibility of society, as a whole, 

is to band together to protect each one from violation 

of that right. 

" I f ,  however, one chooses,  of his own free will, 

to violate that contract by violence toward others, he 

has ,  by that same choice of free will, abrogated his 

right to protection by society, 

"When the men in this prison repeatedly broke the 

law, they elected to run the risk of being caught and 

their greatest underlying punishment was the loss of 

their rights under the social contract. Any "rights' 

they were given were a combination of misguided char­ 

ity and expediency practiced by those who thought it 

would make prisons easier to run, less volatile. 

"Give prisoners movies, T V ,  some degree of choice 



of foods,  air conditioning and recreation and they 

will behave themselves. This may be true, but there 

is something wrong when many of these men come from 

neighborhoods in which others labor under comparable 

stresses,  go on living without any of those niceties 

and continue to leave their neighbors in peace. 

"Time alone may have changed some of our in­ 

mates, but I never saw any evidence that anything 

we did made any difference at all,  

"To  call this a Department of Corrections is  a  

false euphemism perpetrated on the public that pays 

for i t .  At its best ,  this system is a method of ef­ 

fectively sequestering those who would almost cer­ 

tainly prey on the public again if released. 

"If  we killed a truely innocent man here,  I  am 

very sorry, but I am also very surprised, 

"Society should not have to bear the burden of 

keeping these people comfortable and happy only the 

burden of keeping them. In our attempt to finance 

"humane prisons, we have added so much to the daily 

cost of taking care of each prisoner that we have 

increased the pressure on ourselves to release them 

as quickly as possible ,  which defeats the only pos­ 

itive effect these prisons have, 

"For a first offender, perhaps we should spend 

time and money in an attempt to avoid offending his 

dignity beyond the point at which he would identify 

himself as a permanent outcast, 

"With the repeat offender, however, it shouldn't 
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matter how many people we put in a cell,  The food we 

give them should be the cheapest bulk obtainable, pre­ 

pared at the lowest cost .  This is  not to say we should 

intentionally make it unpalatable, only that the per­ 

son who has given up his right to society's nurturance 

should not expect society to go out of its way for his 

comfort. 

"If you think all this would lead to prison unrest, 

remember that is only true in our present context. 

"If prisons were constructed as prisons, if pris­ 

oners' opportunities to acquire weapons materials were 

strictly controlled (by reducing all their activities, 

if necessary ) ,  if the guards never had to be on the 

same side of the bars as the inmates (except in for­ 

mations that left absolutely no allowance for the pris­ 

oners to take control) ,  if the slightest degree of un­ 

cooperativeness led immediately and inexorable to sol­ 

itary confinement, if the threat of violence, includ­ 

ing shooting to kill ,  lay totally with the staff and 

not the prisoners, it would take fewer people to staff 

our prisons and less money to build and run them. We 

would then have enough prison space for all those who 

now evade incarceration because of the jammed system, 

which leaves no place for them, except the streets. 

"Let me stress that I am not advocating punish­ 

ment for the sake of punishment. I am only advocating 

efficient sequestration with as little inhumanity and 

unpleasantness as possible for everyone, the prisoners 

included. We should not be here to beat or hurt, but 
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to simply make certain that the repeat offender has no 

chance to harm victim number two or three or ten or 

twenty. 

"That leads to my last regret,  and please believe 

it is sincere. I regret the human agony I have seen 

while this killing is going on. I killed many of the 

inmates tonight myself, If there had been a way to 

end all their lives simply, in one instant, painlessly 

and without fear, that would have been ideal, but we 

don't live in an ideal world. We tried to shoot 

straight and move quickly, but I know many of the men 

suffered as they watched us work down the line toward 

them. I will have to face them on the other side of life,  but 

that is  my problem. 

" I  know my name will be held in calumny, I only 

hope that somewhere, someone stops to think and rea­ 

son overcomes superficial emotion regarding these acts 

I do not care in what approbation my name is  held if 

at some point someone comes to their senses and sees 

what they simply must see ,  

"There is  only one person I leave behind, my son% 

We have not been close ,  but neither have we been en­ 

emies. He is  an officer in the service of his country 

and I have always been proud of that, Please let him 

read this letter. I think I know him well enough to 

know that he will be able to understand my motives 

and, possibly, to support these actions, at least in 

private." 

The letter now covered five, double-spaced pages, He had ob­ 
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viously typed it himself and there were many strike-overs as though 

the thoughts and words had gushed out. 

"Have we fully considered the illogic of money 

spent on prisons that should be spent on schools; the 

stupidity of carrying a millstone, of our own fashion­ 

ing, that weighs us down with fear and causes us to 

spend even part of our attention on the useless 

problems of the creatures of the muck instead of 

going on about our natural goals of making life 

better for those who are willing to simply leave 

their fellow men in peace? 

"Someone is  bound to say it would be as noble an 

advance to discover the roots of the madness that 

lead prisoners to behave the way they do as it 

would be to get to the planets and on to the stars% 

I agree; that is a valid goal for mankind% 

"If one day we can somehow apply a simple method 

imposed on criminals either externally or through in­ 

ternal change, that leads to the end of criminality, 

it will be a wonderful day. But as one of the few 

people in the world who has actually tried that path, 

who has studied the issue ,  has gone beyond mere 

kaffeeklatsch talk about it and worked toward it ,  I  

feel I have the responsibility to tell you that we 

haven't even begun to find the right path, let alone 

to walk it.  

"By this act tonight, I am trying to convey to 

you how strongly I believe that such a path will not 

be found in the foreseeable future. Perhaps centuries 
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from now it will,  I  am too cognizant of history to be­ 

lieve that a thing will never be accomplished once it 

is  imagined by the mind of man. But it will not be 

found in our lifetimes nor those of our children's 

children. 

"The public must know that we are totally in the 

dark as to the reason certain individuals break the 

social contract. They are totally wrong if they be­ 

lieve the purpose of our prisons i s ,  or should b e ,  to 

find the answer to that problem From whom or where 

the answer will come ,  I do not know, but surely not 

from our prison system. 

" I  go to my own death to simplify matters for 

you and for myself. Call it cowardice, if you must, 

but I know how I feel--like a soldier who knows he 

must die for the good of his fellows. That is all 

that matters in the end. 

( signed) 

John Maccarthy" 

It took me several months to finally catch up with Joe Prieto ,  

the young inmate I had last seen being carried out of the cell where 

w e ' d  found him in a pool of his own blood.  

He was in the hospital unit of a prison in Utah. That an Ari­ 

Zona State prisoner was in another States prison was highly un­ 

usual and, even though I was "the official responsible for the 

transfer of remaining inmates from Pavo Springs", at least accord­ 

ing to the official statement made by the Governor's office ,  I had 

a great deal of trouble even obtaining permission to see him. 
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The second remarkable fact was that, even though his wounds 

were healed by the time I saw him, he was still on a hospital ward, 

He told me,  showed me,  that he had regained almost full use of his 

a.rm, although they'd had to take a few pieces of the shoulder bone 

and there were certain positions he couldn't comfortably accomplish. 

He dramatized this by trying to throw his arm up across his face as 

though to ward off a blow. He couldn't quite accomplish the whole 

maneuver. As he brought his arm down, his eyes fixed on a blank 

space on the shiny tile floor. 

" I t  don't matter, you cant get your arm high enough fast 

enough. Take you and shake you just like a little doll or something. 

No place to hide. Can't run, Here it comes! Oh ,  man!!  

" I  was in because I killed a gy. He tried to beat me in a deal, 

I been in before, in New Mexico, so I been around." 

He eventually proved to be fairly articulate, He was outwardly 

calm, but at one point, for a brief second, his voice choked. 

"We were sitting on our bunks waiting for lights out. Chuy, 

thats the other guy in the cell,  Chuy was writing something, a let­ 

ter or something, I think. This was after the doors were all rolled 

over for the night. 

"All of a sudden I heard a shot--BLAMI and we was all at the 

bars, man, We thought somebody gave somebody some trouble or some­ 

thing. I never heard no shots fired inside before, even at the place 

in New Mexico, and they were a lot tougher. 

" S o  anyway, we"re looking around and right there, in front of 

everybody, one of the guards just shot a guy in his cell.  The place 

went crazy, people yelling and stuff. You could see that the guy got 

shot was in his cell and the door was closed% Nobody thought about 

that for a few seconds, though, I guess. They were all just yelling 
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and saying how the guard shot him. 

" T h e n . · , , t h e n  the guard, this is  the old one, his name was 

Pete ,  I  think, something like that, then he jams another shell into 

the tube and I guess everybody thought he was going to wave it in 

their faces to get them to calm down while the rest of the guards 

straightened everything out. 

"That's when I noticed that there weren't any other guards. 

That was strange, 'cause usually, if there's even a little fight 

goes on ,  there are three or four of them on you like that. Here was 

this guy gone and shot somebody, shot him good,  you could see he was 

dead, shot him and nobody else there% 

"Anyway, the place is yelling and stomping and the guy, real 

calm like, points the thing at the other guy in the cell and squeezes 

one off. Knocked the guy in the cell back against the wall and you 

could see he was still moving a little. BLAM! he shot him again. 

"When that happened, everything got real quiet. I mean, with 

the first one nobody was paying attention, so nobody really knew 

what happened, but the second o n e , · · , m a n ,  that was cold. 

Then a few guys start yelling at him, calling him murderer. 

Just as that's starting to pick up, BOOOM! from the other side of 

the floor and I look over and i t ' s  the other one, with the Italian 

name, and h e ' s  wasted a guy who's in one of the cells by himself. 

Then, just like that, he walks to the next cell and blows them two 

guys away. Just like that. Doesn't say anything to them or nothing, 

just two quick shots and they're meat, 

"By now everybody is yelling for somebody to stop them, but 

it ' s  really not 'cause anyone is  thinking they"re gonna be next, 

Just, you know, stop them, Still, no other guards% 

"Then the first one, Old Pete, steps to the next cell and shoots 
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those guys and, without even stopping, moves down one and shoots the 

next two. At the same time h e ' s  doing these two, the Italian is mov­ 

ing down to his next cell, They just keep moving down the line. They 

stop every seven or eight shots to reload and Old Pete stopped for a 

couple of minutes after the first six or seven cells. When he stop­ 

ped and the other one ran out of rounds, it got real quiet,  'cause I 

guess everybody thought it was over, Maybe twenty, thirty guys bought 

it by now. I mean there was blood everywhere. 

"People in the upper level are yelling at each other and yelling 

for the other guards. This ain't the usual bullshit yelling, these 

guys, and me ,  too ,  we were really scared. Everybody is  up to the bars 

trying to s e e .  I  could hear the guys down below trying to talk to 

the Italian, but he just turned his back and stood there for a min­ 

ute and lit a cigar. He didn't yell back at them or anything, just 

ignored them. 

"Here we are, all standing there, not knowing what to think, and 

in a minute Pete leaves and comes back in and h e ' s  got one of these 

dolly things, you know, like you carry freight on, and there is this 

crate on i t .  He stopped by his buddy and they talk for a second or 

two. The guys in the cells are yelling at them, telling them they"re 

crazy. Then Pete leans down and opens the crate and pulls out more 

boxes of shotgun shells. The place really went crazy then, 

"He and the Italian spent a minute or two pulling out shells 

and stuffing them in their pockets and then Pete goes back to where 

he left off and opens up on the next guys. I  can't believe it .  M e ,  

I  almost shit myself, 'cause it comes to me h e " s  gonna waste us all, 

"After about twenty or thirty minutes, they got most of one 

side on the first level and no other guards have come and they are 

still at it ,  Then I saw Warden Mac come in, He goes over to Pete 
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and all the guys in the cells are screaming at him to stop them, 

but i t ' s  like h e s  not listening. 

"He goes over to Pete and they talk for a second and Pete walks 

off the floor. Everybody, and I mean every fucking body, is watching 

him, 'cause now the other one has stopped, t o o ,  and come over to the 

Warden, 

"Then, just when I was thinking the whole deal might be over, 

I ' m  beginning to loosen up a little bit ,  Pete comes back and h e ' s  

got another shotgun, He hands it to the Warden and, like, he shows 

him how to load it or the safety or somethings Then Mae nods, like 

h e ' s  got it down, He loads up six or seven rounds and we just cannot 

believe whats happening. 

" I  mean, i t ' s  not like what had been going on for the last hour 

was something normal, but when the Warden came in, we thought, well, 

you know, we thought here 's somebody going to save us ,  and then he 

looks over at the Italian and they do some pointing. I cant hear 

if they're saying anything from up where I am, but they point like 

to pick his spot and then they all go back to i t ,  The Warden, too ,  

" I t  didn't take them so long to finish up the bottom levels 

then, with three of them working. The Warden was slower at first. I 

saw him say something to the first guy just before he shot him. I 

don't know what he said to him, but I saw the Warden shake his head, 

like he was saying no to something. Then he let him have it ,  

"He stopped after each cell and looked in through the bars for 

a second, I think he was making sure they were really dead,  'cause 

after he looked at a couple of them, he stuck the barrel into the 

cell and shot them again. 

"Pete saw him do that the second or third time and came over 

and, like, he yelled at the Warden or something. He still did it ,  stopped, 
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but he didn't get close to the bars anymore, no closer than maybe 

from here to the end of the bed,  you know, out of reach through the 

bars. 

"The guys in the cells above were trying to throw things at 

them, like cups and radios and lamps and stuff, anything to get 

them to stop.  One of the lamps came down right next to old Pete and 

he just looked up and pulled off about three or four rounds up there. 

He didn't hit anybody, but it kept them to the back of the cells for 

awhile. 

"Some of them were crying, trying to climb the walls, when it 

came their turn. You could see them crawling in the back of the 

cells. They were trying to get anything they could in front of them. 

But there is nothing in one of those cells will stop a load of buck% 

They would just shoot through whatever the guys put up. Shoot until 

they got to the guys and killed them. 

"There were all kinds of different ways they got i t ,  Some of 

them were praying and some of them were begging and pleading% I re­ 

member when it got near our turn, when they were on the last level, 

it was a lot quieter,  'cause there weren't so many guys left. 

" I  was just sitting on my bunk. I couldn't watch anymore and I 

just could not think of what to do .  I  mean, I couldn't even think of 

what to think of .  I  started to pray and I thought about all kinds of 

stuff, I even started laughing for a minute, because it came to me ,  

real funny, that I ought to whip it out and beat off one last time. 

I mean, that's what most guys would want, right? a girl or something, 

right? But then I thought I didn't want them to find me like that, 

with my pants down around my knees. Man, I started to cry, 

"Chuy was like a t i gr e .  He was down off the bunk, standing at 

the bars with his fist through, yelling. You know Spanish, man? Yell­ 
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ing 'chinga su madre' at the guy coming up to our cell,  I  started 

crying and Chuy looked around at me and told me to stop, but I 

couldn't.  

" I  didn't know what to do ,  My stomach was in knots and I could 

barely breathe. Chuy was down there in their face,  He was trying to 

get at them. You couldn't see them from the back of the cell where I 

wa s ,  but you could hear them coming closer,  the sound of the shotgun 

getting louder, the voices in the cells getting into that last real 

high pitched yelling just as they got shot and then I could hear 

them close enough that I could hear the shells hitting the floor com­ 

ing out of the chamber and could hear their shoes as they walked. 

"When they got the guys next to us,  it really sounded loud. 

The the guy was standing in front of our cell and I curled up real 

quick, like a dog that somebody is  gonna beat with a stick or some­ 

thing. Chuy was screaming at the guy and came away from the bars 

real quick to try to find something to throw at him. 

"He just stood there, with his head kind of down, reloading 

that shotgun, He was moving real slow, like he seemed drunk maybe. 

I remember thinking he was probably tired. H e ' s  about to blow me 

away and I ' m  thinking about him being tired!"  

At this point, Prieto stopped short and his face went blank for 

a few seconds. I didn't want to press him, I wanted to let him fin­ 

ish in his own time and his own way, if I could.  Never has a tale 

been told to such a rapt audience as I was at that moment. He started 

to cry a little, but only to the point that tears welled up in his 

eyes, as if to cleanse his vision, 

"Then he got it loaded and he raised it and, just like that, 

he shot Chuy right in the face. It knocked Chuy all the way across 

the cell and I could see he didn't have any face left. He was dead, 
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man! 

" I  looked up and the guy was swinging around on me.  The end of 

that gun looked as big around as a beer c a n % % % · a n d  black like night. 

I think I was trying to say something, I don't remember, and all of 

a sudden there was a big bang and it felt like somebody kicked me in 

the chest and the next thing I knew I was in a hospital. 

"When I first woke up, I felt real weak and everything was like 

it wasn't real or something. I couldn't figure out where I was or 

why I felt that way or what had happened. It was like I was in a dif­ 

ferent time, a long time ago maybe, and I remember I didn't feel like 

I do now. I mean, I ' m  sitting here with you and you're you and I ' m  

me ,  right? But just after I woke up, I didn't have that feeling of 

being me.  You know what I mean? I didn't nave a feeling like I was 

anybody particular for a little while,  Maybe it was the drugs they 

gave me or maybe that I lost a lot of blood. They said I lost a lot 

of blood."  

" I  know," I said. 

"That went away pretty quick, though, the not knowing who I was.  

Just as soon as the nurses and everybody came in and saw I was awake, 

they started talking. I don't remember what they said, but everything 

fit together again. You know, I ' m  in the hospital and these are nurses 

and I ' m  here 'cause I got shot. It all came back, 

"A couple of times since then, though, I think that strange feel­ 

ing has come back, where I can't put everything together and I don't 

know where I am and I don't feel like me , "  

I  LIVED THROUGH NIGHT OF PRISON 
MA SSA CREL 

(Direct to The Scanner-Exclusive) 
"Injun Joe" Prieto has seen many 

things in his life but he says the 
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worst was the night the guards 
turned on him and all his fellow 
prisoners in a state prison killing 
them all with shotguns, All but Joe 
that i s .  

"It  was a few years ago and I was 
just serving out my time. I was al­ 
ways pretty quiet, never got into 
no trouble, But I never saw any­ 
thing like i t ,  they just came aro­ 
und and opened up on us,  Took them 
all night and why nobody stopped 
them I ' l l  never know." 

The Scanner 's staff has done 
their homework and found out that 
each year in this country over a 
hundred inmates of State and Fed­ 
eral prisons are killed. It sounds 
like a report from behind the Iron 
Curtain but i t ' s  right here in the 
old U .  S .  of A .  

I  sat in the richly appointed office,  looking at the case fill­ 

ed with personal momentos of a long public life.  There were scrolls 

and trophies and even an old,  autographed football, Everyone has 

the equivalent in their own lives,  though most don't have the 

Governors glass and mahogany case to put them in. 

His aide had been cordial and had seemed sincere as he ushered 

me in and we exchanged a few preliminaries on the subject I was here 

to see Governor Seldin about. 

Then the Governor hustled his way into the room and, with a 

quick nod, dismissed the aide and asked that the door be closed,  

" S o ,  what are we going to do about this?" he started, sitting on 

the edge of his desk, 

"Theres nothing that can be done, Not for them anyway. How can 

we keep it from happening again?" 

At that point he leaned forward and, focusing on my eyes,  said 

slowly, "And just what happened this time?" 

"Sir?" I asked a bit suspiciously. 
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"Don't  get me wr o n g . · · · a  lot of people died and thats all 

against the book,  but what happened? What did happen? I ' m  still not 

sure I know." 

"You read Warden MacCarthy's letter?" 

"About a dozen times. What do you think of it?" he asked, hand­ 

ing me a folder which contained the letter. I noticed it was the 

original, not a copy. 

"You know I ' m  going to resign from the Corrections Department." 

" N o ,  I  didn't.  What are your plans?" 

" I  don't exactly know, at this point," I said, surprised at my 

own casualness% 

"Let me know if you want to stay on with the State% I think you 

have done a good job  in a tight spot for us so far," 

"Have I?" I asked. 

"Wat do you think of the letter?" He nodded at the folder. "You 

still haven't told m e . "  

"Sir,  why hasn't there been a full disclosure of this to the 

press? Full disclosure, hell,  why doesn't anyone but you and me seem 

to know or care about it at all?" I was becoming annoyed at the dance 

we seemed to be doing around the facts. 

"Michael, there are a lot of people who know about i t %  As for 

caring, why do you automatically assume that i f ,  as the elected of­ 

ficial responsible for making judgement calls ,  I think telling 

everybody out there who's just itching to have one little scrap of 

public seandal to sink their journalistic teeth into, might not be 

profitable for anyone it means I don't care? Son, I was one of those 

guys myself, one of the noble press, There are some good ones, but 

most of them don't stop to think before they write anymore than they 

stop to think before they screw L e t ' s  say we tell them. Okay, who 
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wins, and what? Aside from the guy who gets his by-line, that i s .  

You said it yourself Those guys at Pavo are already on the train. 

Would it do them any good?" 

" I  also said we need to make sure it doesn't  happen again," 

"By publishing it all over the country? How many times has it 

happened? Once%  Once in the whole damned history of the country! 

You think that by teaching lessons through the warped primer of the 

press we would make a dime's  worth of difference to anyone who might 

do it again? I t ' s  lightning. It will only strike once every two hun­ 

dred years, if we leave it alone. There was a Governor of this place 

two hundred years ago, Spanish. Do you remember his name? I don' t 

and, for God's  sake, he was one of my predecessors, If it happens 

again, after my official portrait and the official building i t ' s  in 

are officially returned to dust, I don't think anyone will remember 

that I was the one who was quiet this time, At any rate, I ' l l  

chance i t . "  

"There's  one thing, sir,"  I  said. 

"Which is?" 

"You said i t ' s  only happened one time in two hundred years. 

That's assuming that someone else ,  or a lot of someone elses,  haven't 

done it and covered up, t o o , "  

"Well, for chrisakes, I ' m  the Governor of a State. You don't 

get here by being naive about public history, even the skeleton-in­ 

the-closet kind. Either it hasn't happened, or it has and even some­ 

body like me doesn't know about i t .  Either way, it doesn't matter. 

And, unless I miss my guess, at a really deep, objective level, even 

you are at least wondering whether it matters% What's done is done. 

If it gets out, the only thing it will do is create an untenable 

situation for the guys who have to hold down the fort in every fa­ 
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cility like Pavo. Mr. Sims,  you are planning to cut out, to leave 

the fort. If you break this story, you'll be sinking the ship you 

just crawled off.  Think about it .  Every inmate in the country will 

be bitching his head off about mental anguish, You know how hard 

it is to deal with that kind of passive aggressive bullshit. If 

you're serious about leaving, at least don't put your foot through 

the bottom of the boat as you get out."  

"We just let it go? Won't you have trouble explaining the budget 

surplus?" I asked sarcastically. 

Without missing a beat, the Governor said, "Son,  thats the prob­ 

lem the rich man has ,  laying awake all night trying to figure out 

how to spend all his money. I t ' s  a  problem I can deal with, As  it i s  

now, your man, MacCarthy, died a martyred public servant% Why not 

leave him in peace?" 

"That may actually be an argument for breaking it open. Sure, 

he 'd  catch hell from the public, or at least his memory would, but 

weren't you the one talking a minute ago about the crumbling sands 

of time and public opinion? I don't for a minute think he wasted all 

those people solely for the purpose of making a point. But I think 

he meant to do two separate things. He meant to actually put a stop 

to what he considered useless waste then and there, where he could 

personally affect it ,  in his own facility. And I think he also 

wanted that letter to get out. He wanted people to get the straight, 

non-politicized, death-bed truth.sat least as he saw it %  What you 

said about my crawling away is true, but that's something Ill have 

to deal with myself, so don't try to bring a sentimental argument 

into it.  It wasn't Maccarthy's style and i t s  him we're talking 

about," 

"You're right," he said softly. "It  was stupid of me,"  He paus­ 
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ed for a moment, then continued. "I  understand the guard, the one 

thats still alive, Peters, isn't it? I understand h e s  a  sick man, 

Cancer, isn't it?2" 

" Y e s ,  sir, lung cancer, I think, Anyway, the folks I talked to 

at U.  of A .  said he didn't have long, None of them said a word about 

Pavo, so I guess he chose to clam up about i t , "  

I  think the Governor, from long experience, knew enough to take 

victory in silence ,  so we exchanged a few meaningless pleasantries, 

including a repeat of the job offer (which I m  sure he would have 

preferred be some place like Maine or Puerto Rico )  and a quick hand 

shake to usher me out the door. 

As I got into my car, I was not quite focused on any one thing, 

not the heat off the oil spotted pavement or the chafe of my tie or 

the people playing on the swings or taking their noon hour for pie­ 

nic lunch breaks in the little park across the street, 

I only had a dull sense of inertia, an incomplete, but hopeful, 

sense that things would proceed in the right direction if left alone. 

Where that inertia would eventually lead me I had no idea as I let 

it take me out of the parking lot and onto the boulevard% 
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