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Growing Up in Different Times
In a very real sense, one America was ending.
There was no cataclysmic event that marked the end, but
there had been an upheaval of major proportions. There
was no defined foreshadow of the rapidly approaching
close of the era, but the end, when it came, was final
and irreversible. I refer, of course, to the American
age that began to end with the onset of the Second
World War, and finally closed sometime in the 1950's.
Looking back now from a distance of some forty plus
years the post-war change seems to have happened
overnight, but, at the time, it was not noticed by this
then teenager.
Of course, for the young time moves
much more slowly than for adults; events unfold with a
glacial slowness.
What happened has been described by cynics as the
ending of the Age of Innocence.
If we Americans really
were ingenuous, then it was a natural outgrowth of our
belief in the superiority of America. This was the
America into which I was born and in which I grew up.
As young boys we knew Americans could master any
challenge, overcome any obstacle, solve any problem.
American products were the best in the worl d. American
people were the most productive farmers, the most
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ingenious inventors, the best athletes, and, in all,
unsurpassed in any endeavor to which we turned our
attention. We were slow to anger, but once aroused, as
relentless as fate.
Each one of us had a little of the Connecticut
Yankee in us; we were a "can do" group of people. Our
national symbols were the statue of Liberty the Empire
state Building, and, most of all, Old Glory: Our
heroes were George Washington, who never told a lie,
and "Honest Abe" Lincoln. Norman Rockwell portrayed
us. We were unabashed patriots, everyone of us.
At public school we said the Lord's Prayer,
recited the Pledge of Allegiance, and say "My Country
'Tis of Thee", or "America the Beautiful". This was a
daily routine, participated in by everyone, except
when, during the course of these exercises, it seemed
more important to me to make spit bubbles to impress
Patrica Stoddard.
There may have been a Depression going on around
us but that is something I learned about later.
It
certainly was not noticed by us at the time.
Later, the war raged in Europe and the Pacific.
That also did not make as deep an impression on us as
did day-to-day, closer to home events. We couldn't buy
bubble gum as the ingredients, somehOW, were necessary
for the war effort. At one period we played "Junior
Commandos", wearing mother-made armbands proclaiming
that status, but, on the whole, it was more fun to play
Cowboys and Indians, or, best of all, Cops and Robbers.
From time to time it seemed appropriate to fantasize
about the war.
I always cast myself in a heroic role.
At one point or another I was an ace fighter pilot, the
captain of a destroyer who, against overwhelming odds,
sank a major portion of the Japanese navy, and a combat
medic who saved the life of one of our most illustrious
generals while at the same time, single-handedly and
unarmed, captured the German machine gun nest,that had
shot him. Always modest, I had to be coaxed lnto
accepting my congressional Medal of Honor.
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Life was wonderful.
Boys all wore corduroy knickers, brown leather
oxford shoes, and long socks that pulled up over the
bottom cuff of the knickers. No one wore gym shoes.
It was common knowledge that they were bad for your
arches. The knickers were tough - rugged enough ~o
stand up to all the demands placed on them by thelr
wearers. The long socks never stayed up, to the
consternation of mothers and teachers.
(Teachers, by
the way, were all female, generally unmarried, and
either respected or feared.)
Knickers were noisy. As you walked the pants legs
rubbed together making a scratching sound; it was very
difficult to creep up on anyone. The oxfords were
always stiff and uncomfortable when new; heel blisters
were common. When the shoes were soaked and mudded and
then cleaned and dried on the radiator, they regained
their new-shoe stiffness, shoe retribution, I guess,
for having mistreated them.
I say the shoes were
"mudded" instead of "muddied", because the latter word
conveys the sense that the shoes could be cleaned by a
quick wipe with a damp cloth. Never my shoes. There
must have been more mud then because I could easily
pack upwards of two pounds on each shoe. These shoes
had to be taken out to the back porch and scraped
clean, preferably with a table knife if I could sneak
one past my mother.
We played games - marbles, mumbletypeg, hide-andgo-seek, and tag; and girls jumped rope, and played
hopscotch and jacks.
Marbles was a magnificent pasttime.
Each spring
on a day certain marble season began. That day was
never pre-set, nor was there ever any discussion about
it, but somehow, on that day all but one or two boys
would bring his marbles to schoo l . The timing must
have been instinctual, on the order of such other
natural phenomena like the swallows returning to
Capistrano or the buzzards to Hinckley.
Some boys had
their marbles in cigar boxes or cloth sacks, but the
true professional had a chamois bag with a woven card
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drawstring.
In the bag were the players aggies and
immies and steelies, (for the uninitiated, agate like
marbles, streaked glass marbles, and marble sized
stainless steel ball bearings), and the player's
favorite marble, his shooter. A game began whenever
two or more players assembled.
One of the players
outlined a ring on the ground. This had to be done in
a specific way.
The ring-maker planted his left foot
firmly on the dirt, extended his right leg and foot out
as far as he could and still keep his balance, and
turning in a clockwise direction, dragged the heel of
his right shoe on the ground to delineate an almost
perfect circle.
Rules for the upcoming contest were
then discussed and settled.
For example, among able
I?layers a game was always played for "keepsies", that
lS you kept all the marbles you won.
"steelies" were
usually banned as shooters as they would break other
marbles "Kuncklies" were also commonly forbidden.
(A
"k,unc k l
' ' ' '1S were
h
le,
the shooter braces the knuckles of
h 7s,shoot1ng hand on the ground for more accurate
a1m1ng. )
To begin a game each player put an equal number of
marbles in the middle of the circle.
If there were six
players, each might put five marbles in the ring.
The
players then shot at a target, such as a pebble for
the honor of shooting first.
The player placed'his
"shooter" on the second segment of his first finger and
propelled the "shooter" forward toward the marbles in
the ring by flicking the thumb.
Shooting always took
place from outside the ring with the shooting hand
never touching the ground.
Any marbles driven out of
the ring belonged to t h e shooter.
His turn continued
until he failed to dr ive a marble out of the ring.
The
game was over when the last marble had been won.
Games would go on for hours.
If a player lost all
his marbles, he was not permitted to play any further
games in that set of games and players.
New pl~yers
could not enter any set of games except by unanlmous
consent of those already playing. Marble bankruptcy
was not all that rare as overconfident players tended
to get into competitions, and, indeed were welcomed
into games, that were be y ond their abilities.
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Although we boys played outside most of the time,
there were two indoor activities that we deemed
essential to our well being. The first of these was
the necessity to listen every day to the afternoon
radio serials, such as "Jack Armstrong, the AIIAmerican Boy", "Superman, Man of Steel", "Terry and the
Pirates", "Tom Mix", and "captain Midnight".
I still
remember the introductory songs or sounds of each of
these programs, but, mercifully, I will spare you a
rendition. My first exposure to the evil of politics
occurred at this time. To my utter disgust, the 1944
broadcast proceedings of both the Republican and
Democratic national conventions preempted my serials.
The other indoor necessity was the Saturday
afternoon matinee.
For the admission price of a dime
you got a newsreel, a cartoon, a serial, the preview of
corning attractions, and the feature film, two and a
half hours of entertainment.
For another five cents
you got a large box of buttered popcorn.
Never has
such value been offered.
If you didn't have the money,
you got up early Saturday morning and scoured the town
for discarded pop bottles and returned them for the
deposit, two cents each. A quart Lime Rickey bottle
brought fifteen cents, but those were rare.
People
almost always returned them as fifteen cents was
serlOUS money.
Some other things I remember about the times:
Trucks with windshields that could be cranked open
to let air in the cab; car upholstery that was made of
wool and very scratchy on young skin; penny candy - for
a few cents you could buy a sackful; the Pepsi jingle:
"Pepsi Cola Hits the spot: Twelve full ounces, that's
a lot; Twice as much for a nickel too; Pepsi Cola is
the drink for you; Nickel, Nickel, Nickel, Nickel,
Nickel, Nickel.".
When I tried to describe that period to my
children, they treated me as an antediluvian relic:
"Daaad, [drawn out], you're so old fashioned."
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I don't know why that era ended, or why all of the
games and amusements that pleased us so much
disappeared. Most of them, I am told, date back to
before the beginning of the century and, many, I
suspect, have a much longer history. They survived the
invention of the radio, the automobile, and moving
pictures, the First Worl d War, the Roaring Twenties,
the Great Depression, and World War Two. The only
thing left to blame is television.
It has a lot to
answer for.

Dougla s M. Mansfield

2

The Howards of Jeffersonville-An Amer ican Shipbuilding Dynasty
1834 -1942
The following Budget Paper is not intended as a
complete history of the Howard family of
Jeffersonville, Ind iana. One hundred and eight years
of shipbuilding demands br evity and conciseness. This
piece is to be liste ned to--not read. Those looking
for the complete story and the "nitty gritty" will have
to turn their attention to the articles and manuscripts
appearing in recent y ears on the Howard family and
shipyards.
indebted to John smith of Jeffersonville
. I amcurator
ret1red
of the Howard Mansion and Museum. '
Descended from ear ly craftsmen, molders and hull
surveyors, John acc omplished un imagined labors in
salvaging the mansion and a portion of its priceless
collection following the nea r disastrous fire in
November, 1970. His address book and memory greatly
assisted me in tracking down obscure information on
Howard descendants and t he archives composed of over a
half million documents now under the protection of the
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Lilly Library, Bloomington, Indiana.
Yard books,
ledgers, letters and scribb~ed notes reveal the
relative simplicity in runn~ng the day-to-day
operations of a major American enterprise.
"Faith" and
"confidence" between men of their word can be
appreciated today. There ~ere no lengthy le~a~
.
documents followed by deta~led plans or spec~f~catlons.
A simple letter did the trick. Letters c;>f inquir¥
"
addressed simply to "Howards, Jeffersonv~lle, Indlana,
were delivered by river steamer. No formal addresses,
zip codes or FAX numbers. One letter dated 1839 simply
states:
"Send me your particulars on building my three
hundred foot sidewheel steamer for the st. Louis-New
Orleans trade via the next packet. Will return a five
hundred dollar retainer to hold launching ways until
you are ready to commence work."
The late Charles Preston Fishbaugh's volume From
Paddle Wheels to Propellers, Indiana Historical
Society, 1970, is the definitive scholastic work on the
topic.
Jack custer's fascinating articles in WOODEN
BOAT MAGAZINE shed much light on the Howards as
technicians and business enterpreneurs. The launching
of great wood ship hulls down sloping banks was a
touchy and dangerous business sometimes resulting in
losses of human, financial and material resources.
The late Loretta Howard, heiress of the family
name and enterprise, devoted much time in talking boats
and the history of her family to a youngster smitten
with the river and steamboats over forty years ago.
Loretta gave me license to run the grounds and roam the
corridors and salons of the mansion. Time-and-again
she would open a dusty cabinet or chest and pullout a
book, relic or photograph and say, "Here, take this.
I've got tons more in storage." Loretta was forever
intrigued that young people in the present day could
ever be fascinated with " ... all of that old steamboat
stuff." visiting the Howards was a mysterious
experience; it was the King Tut's tomb of my youth.
In my collection is a vintage black and white
glass negative of the classic steamboat SENATOR CORDILL
backing away from the Howard yards on her maiden voyage
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in the summer of 1902. That photograph has to this day
remained my favorite.
The CORDILL, spanking new in the
bright afternoon sun, was bound for he: new home on the
lower Mississippi in the Natchez and V1cksburg trade.
The decks are aswarm with activity.
Below is her crew
clad in white shirts rolled up at the sleeves. A squat
first mate proudly stands with his hands on his hips
surveying the backing procedures while a crowd of black
roustabouts remain in deference behind. Above decks
refined looking ladies and gentlemen, clad in dark
suits and dresses with stiff white collars, para 0ls
7
and feathered hats, lend a genteel, prosperous alr.
Their awareness of the "picture man" ashore causes
gallant stances and poses to be struck.
Such business
took time---there were no "instamatic" cameras in those
days.
It was this photograph, and later thousands like
it from the Howard collection, that stimulated my
fascination with a family and history of America's
inland rivers.
Howard built vessels sound through the
years with such names as:
GLENDY BURK, BEN FRANKLIN,
TWILIGHT, GRAND DUKE BOSTONA, TARAS CON , JAMES HOWARD,
ROBERT LEE, JOHN W. CANNON, J.M. WHITE, KATE ADAMS,
TELL CITY, CITY OF CINCINNATI, CITY OF LOUISVILLE and
CAPE GIRARDEAU, later renamed GORDON C. GREENE for
Cincinnati's GREENE LINE STEAMERS. These but a few in
the long line of vessels that separated the HYPERION of
1834, christened after a titan---mythological father of
the sun god---to the lowly towboat FRANK COSTANZO, last
Howard vessel launch e d in 1940.
What irony that of the five hundred and fifty-two
hulls launched at Jeffersonville and related Howard
facilities, the monumental J.M. WHITE of 1878 was the
pivotal vessel symbo l ically marking the high point in
the long history of the company.
But who were these me n and women named Howard and
whence did they come? The first was James Howard, born
September, 1814, to John and Martha Howard in Oldham
Parish, Lancashire, England.
His parents were wool
weavers and finishers, a trade they pursued during
their early years in c inci nnati.
Tending and repairing
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wool finishing machines gave him a practical hand with
applied mechanics. Such a pattern was to be noted in a
number of other boat builders and marine inventors from
the old world. The perfecting of steamboat and
steamship technology at that time offered ample
opportunities for young men with Jim's knowledge and
training. High pressure steam was a relatively new and
dangerous enterprise.
seeing the opportunities before him in early
cincinnati, he soon apprenticed to boat builders
William Gordon and William Hartshorn.
Shipping out
aboard river steamers taught Jim the business side of
steamboating and the profits that could be gained in
their building.
"Study, refine and perfect" served as
his motto.
Later generations of Howards took pride in
the fact that their vessels were regarded as the best
built, longest lasting and most economical to operate
on the Inland River system. Quality materials
guaranteed a five to seven year extension in the life
of a wooden hull and superstructure.
Steamboats then
were a "short term" enterprise based on a 100% return
investment within the first year of operation.
By the 1830s Cincinnati's waterfront was well
supplied with numerous yards, shops and finishing
establishments; thus limiting his opportunities here.
At the lusty age of nineteen Jim descended the Ohio to
Louisville, Ky., with a humble kit of tools and
instruments accompanied by a few companions. Several
false starts in the Shippingport and Madison, Ind.,
areas compelled him to move his interest to
Jeffersonville, across from Louisville and upstream of
the treacherous falls of the ohio River.
The gentle
grade of the bank made the site perfect for the
required "end launchings" of flexible wooden hulls.
Louisville was a city of "southern sentiment" opening
up a potential market for boats in the lower river
cotton trades of Louisiana.
In 1834, lacking even the basics of drawing paper,
Jim scratched out the hull lines of his first vessel,
the HYPERION, in the smooth mud of his infant yard for
his carpenters to follow.
It was a humble beginning.
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By 1876, he had expanded to several thousand feet along
the shore with lofts, ways, foundry and offices turning
out the grandest craft seen on the rivers. The Howards
had become local industrial barons employing most of
the available work force in Jeffersonville and owning
considerable real estate holdings in the area. By
standards of the day wages were fair and hours long.
Howard paternalism nurtured ill and injured yard
workers and their families with baskets of food and
guaranteed wages for the duration.
, Jim died tragically in 1876 when his carriage
backed off the Jeffersonville ferry into
the swirling river. A family legend holds that he was
q~ickly carried under by leather bags of gold coins in
hlS coat pockets from the bank in Louisville.
acc~dentally

With Jim's death the business passed into the
hands of the second generation headed by Edmonds John
Howard (1840-1919).
It was Edmonds John who carried
the enterprise into the era of the great sidewheelers
of gigantic proportions and palace-like splendor. No
doubt it was a Howard built boat that Mark Twain had in
mind when he compared their ornate main cabins to "A
long resplendent tunnel."
For the interiors of these
vessels often resemb l ed a fusion of Windsor Castle and
the Alhambra mounted on a raft.
It is Edmonds' mansion at 1101 Market st. that the
public views today. The brick and granite house,
started in 1892 and finished in 1894, rivaled the J.M.
WHITE in e l egance. The white, pink and gold music room
is perhaps the only surviving indication of what,the
great main cabins o f the cotton packets looked l~ke.
All of the interior wood embellishments and carvlngs
were done by carpenters a nd joiners from the yards
across the street; work ing during the cold winter
months when general boat construction was halted.
It
was the age of the master craftsman adept with plane,
saw and hammer.
Surviv i ng lighting fixtures give a
good indication of what Victorian illumination of the
day was like. House needs were supplied by the steam
plant across the street i n the yards. When the
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pressure dropped and the lights dimmed, that was the
signal for the family to retire for the night.
Boat building then as now was an enterprise
consuming prodigious human, natural and financial
resources.
Edmonds' vessels were renowned for their
graceful lines and stately beauty. His boats didn't
leak as much, vibrate as much, floated with less draft
and were faster with reduced steam consumption. The
firm represented a fusion of supreme workmanship,
design and materials.
Today we often mistakenly regard these vessels as
"antique" and "quaint." In their day a Howard boat was
a state-of-the-art creation. They were just as modern
and revolutionary to the passenger and shipping in 1870
as the QUEEN MARY, NORMANDIE and QE-2 would be to later
generations to the North Atlantic. Edmonds foresaw
changing times in the river world and began in earnest
to design and produce the sternwheel vessel and
powerful towboat required by the emerging bulk cargo
industry.
By 1885 a revolutionary device made its appearance
in the shipyard offices---the manual typewriter.
From
that year on the beautifully written day books were
replaced by typed contracts, letters and
specifications.
It was on one of these early machines
that Edmonds typed his fascinating memoirs.
The third Howard generation took control of the
company in 1919, when James E. 'Jim' Howard (1876-1956)
succeeded his father, Edmonds. Jim was an artist with
the camera and a brilliant marine engineer.
It is his
surviving glass plates that recorded the workings of
the yards. After attending M.I.T., he worked with
various consulting engineers and in every department of
the shipyards at the order of his father to gain total
knowledge of the business. He loved fast motor cars
and pioneered his line of high-speed motor boats. He
held papers as a licensed captain and steam engineer.
In the late 1920s he won a patent for a new rudder
arrangement that improved the service and repair on
diesel driven towboats that remains in use today.
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The steam towboat LORETTA HOWARD, named for his
wife and secretary-treasurer of the company, was
launched in 1929 to be the most efficient towboat
possible on a mass produced stock design.
You can see
her today as the MIKE FINK docked in covington,
Kentucky. The CAPE GIRARDEAU, later the GORDON C.
GREENE, was the last steel hulled packet steamer built
by Jim in 1923.
Jim realized the need to convert the yards from
wood construction to steel fabrication.
Vessel life
was greatly expanded, maintenance reduced, draft
decreased, strength and durability improved. The
advent of iron and steel hulls came later in American
yards.
Builders lagged behind British and continental
yards in the use of steel due to the greater
availability of forest products here against the
scarcities in Europe.
Wood for boats had come from the hills and hollows
of Kentucky, Indiana, Pennsylvania and West Virginia.
Memoirs describe the "logging expeditions" carried out
in the hills of West Virginia. Crews set out by horse
and mule train to scout, mark, cut and drag timber to
river landings to be rafted to Jeffersonville.
Specifications were strict. Trees from the "sunny
side" of the slope were prized above those growing on
the "shade side." Timber that had been "wind shaken"
was considered second or third pick due to its tendency
to splinter and crack.
In time Pacific coast,
Louisiana and Minnesota stock came at dearer prices.
In 1898, the beautiful sidewheel packed KATE ADAMS
was the first steel hulled vessel built by Howards at
the then remarkable cost of $58,000. My grandmother
considered the "ever lovin' KATE" as the finest steamer
she had ever sailed on. Cinema buffs may remember the
KATE ADAMS in the classic silent film 'Uncle Tom's
Cabin. '
It fell to Jim and Loretta to steer the company
through the wild speculations and economic bust,of the
late 1920s and 30s. At one time the Howard emplre had
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stretched from Jeffersonville to Cincinnati; Madison,
I n d ., and Mou nd city, Illinois.
When the towboat FRANK COSTANZO went down the ways
in 1940, it was the last boat the Howard Shipyards &
Dock Co. would ever build. After Pearl Harbor
governme~t inspectors surveyed the holdings for its
potential in producing vessels for the war effort. On
February 10, 1942, the U.S. NAVY took control of the
company. The new organization, now named Jeffboat,
delivered 123 LSTs and 26 sub chasers by 1946.
Jim and Loretta labored to preserve the archives
of the company from the NAVY.
within hours of signing
the contract with the U.s. Government, tons of
manuscripts, ledgers, account books, plans and
photographs were tossed from second and third floor
office windows onto the ground below.
The Howards
hastily covered piles with available canvas and oil
cloth until trucks could be dispatched from Indiana
University at Bloomington. Within hours of completing
the task wind, rain and snow covered the ground.
The history of the yards continues under the
banner of Jeffboat.
In 1974 the MISSISSIPPI QUEEN,
bu i lt for Coke Bottling co., and the Delta Queen
Steamboat Co., slid down the ways.
Commercial,
passenger and excursion vessels for the rivers and high
seas have followed.
It is an impressive scene to be
viewed on your next trip to the Louisville area. The
mansion, now the Howard Steamboat Museum, endures under
new leadership offering seasonal programs and
opportunities for the professional and amateur marine
historian. A new research library on the grounds is
under design.
Howard heirs have pooled their interests
to the tune of $1,200,000 to preserve the mansion and
grounds for future generations.
The Howards, faced with the needs and realities of
the day; equipped with their personal skills and
confidence, launched a remarkable enterprise that has
enriched the continuing saga that we have corne to know
as the American Maritime Experience.
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The four gener ation s of the Howards are:
James Howard (1814-1876)
Edmonds J. Howard (1840-1919)
James E. Howard (1876-1956)
Edmonds John Howard (1910Russell Dale Flick
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Humor in Uniform
For years - and it ma y still be so - every issue
of Readers' Digest magazi ne contained a feature
entitled "Humor in Uni form".
It consisted of a number
of entertaining and amusing accounts of life in the
military service. Thi s paper is of the same genre;
however, the uniforms have been changed to expose the
guilty. The unifo rms wo rn by the principals in these
tales are known by Courthouse cognoscenti as "jailhouse
blues", medium blue, two - piece garments similar in
appearance to surgical scrubs.
Every male guest
resident is one o f Sheriff Simon Leis' fine
accommodations is required to wear a set of these
"blues". Through these tales, all true, I hope to give
you, tonight, a pi cture of typical criminal defendants
and a view of criminal trials that departs radically
from the usual serious and grim portrait of life in the
criminal trial courtroom.
I don't know about you but I am awfully tired of
the deluge of novels, movi es, and television dramas
that depict criminal law as a grave and serious
enterprise, and criminal defendants and criminal
lawyers, and all the other people involved in the
administration of criminal justice as solemn
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participants in a weighty process. Nothing could be
further from the truth. While it may be true that
prosecuting attorneys fit this mold - they tend to be a
humorless lot - many defendants and m~s~ defense
lawyers are having fun.
Of course, g1v1ng regard to
the fictive belief in the solemnity of the process, the
criminal trial attorney maintains an appropriate
bearing and suitable mien.
without intending to trivialize the seriousness of
the criminal conduct which is the subject of all
criminal trials, frequently something happens in the
courtroom that destroys totally any semblance of
decorum.
First of all it should be noted that the vast
majority of criminal defendants in Hamilton County,
Ohio are African-Americans. This is not because
Blacks, inherently, are more inclined to engage in
criminal behavior. The reasons for their
disproportionate representation on the wrong side of
the criminal justice system are many.
I don't pretend
to have an answer but I am sure that among the causes
are the lowly economic status of so many, their
culture, their lack of legitimate employment
opportunities, and a residue of virulent racism.
Enough of sociology.
I bring up the race issue
only because I have found that, as a whole, black
Americans have a marvelous sense of the comic and
absurd in all aspects of life. For example, almost all
male blacks whom I have encountered in this business
have "street" names. A "street" name is a name by
which a "dude" is known outside of his family circle.
Usually, a "dude's" real name or address (on the street
this is called "where he be stayin''') is not known at
all by his "street" friends and acquaintances.
(This,
of course, makes it impossible to subpoena witnesses.)
A "street" name may be descriptive of an individual's
appearance, it may reflect his habits or his likes or
dislikes, or may just have been bestowed on a whim.
"street" names I have come across include:
"Doomie",
"Cornbread", "Enforcer", "Lay.low", "Porky", "Fresh",
"Neckbone", "June Bug", and "Dick Head".
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Moreover, for the most part blacks are far and
away the easiest clients to represent. They do more to
help in their defense than almost any white defendant.
In striking contrast to whites they rarely whine or
feel sorry for themselves.
Come with me now into a Hamilton county Court of
Common Pleas courtroom.
Eddie Gibson, Jr. was charged with shooting to
death his girlfriend, Anna, with whom he had had a
close, passionate relationship. This was the first
real love affair Eddie had ever had. He had been born
and raised in a small Georgia town, had very little
education, and had never had a real girl friend until
he met Anna.
For a while, the two were inseparable.
She washed and ironed his clothes, cooked for him, and
gave him the attention he craved. Eventually, Anna
grew tired of the association and wanted to end it.
This did not accord with Eddie's wishes and, so, one
Thursday afternoon he took his revolver, went to Anna's
apartment, and, unable to convince her to return to
him, killed her. While this response to rejection is
not a rare occurrence, the ages of Eddie and his
inamorata were such that one would have thought such
intense feelings would have abated somewhat, or at
least not be taken so seriously. Eddie was in his late
50's and his friend was almost as old, and postmenopausal.
In due course the police arrested Eddie and
charged him with murder.
I became his lawyer.
It was
apparent from the outset that Eddie was still in love
with Anna, and deeply depressed over taking the life of
the person he loved most in the world. His depression
led to a lassitude that I could not penetrate. On the
day his trial began Eddie refused to change from
jailhouse blues into street clothes and would not allow
the Deputy Sheriff to remove his handcuffs.
In
addition by this time Eddie had stopped talking to me
entirely' and sat staring straight ahead, apparently
unconcerned about what was going on around him.
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The Bailiff brought the prospective jurors in, put
twelve in the jury box, and seated the remaining twenty
or so in the first several rows of the spectator's
benches. As is his custom, Judge Crush began the voir
dire of the jury, educating them a little about the
case, and asking preliminary, general questions, his
attention focused primarily on those already in the
jury box. Then, looking at all the jurors, Judge Crush
asked, "Have any of you in the courtroom ever had any
trouble with the police?" with that, Eddie Gibson
raised his manacled hands above his head, chains
jangling, and a broad smile crossed his face.
The
courtroom melted with laughter. So much for decorum.
It was a bitterly cold night in 1978, the
temperature dropping to twenty below zero, when the
police dispatcher got a call from a man saying that his
girlfriend had just been abducted from an Over-the
Rhine bar by a black man whom he described with some
specificity. The police immediately set up a
"quadrant", that is, they isolated a several square
block area in the neighborhood of the offense and began
a house to house search for the man.
It wasn't long
before a uniformed policeman, searching the basement of
an abandoned building, found the gentleman, totally
naked except for his socks and a stocking cap, being
very, very friendly with the woman.
At gun point the
officer made the suspect get up, and, as he later
described it, the man would have shamed a horse.
Claiming he didn't know whether to hit it with his
night stick or shoot it, he elected to call the other
cops on his radio so they could see the spectacle too.
All this time, meanwhile, the suspect is standing
there, still bare shivering in the frigid air, but with
no diminution of his upstanding organ.
In due course James W. was indicted, charged with
kidnapping and rape, and came to trial.
James claimed
that he knew the girl, that she had been after him for
some time, that leaving the bar was her idea, and the
only reason her white boyfriend called the police was
because he did not like the idea that she, also white,
was leaving with a black man.
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Unlike Eddie Gibson, James chose to wear street
clothes, a close fitting, lime green, double knit suit.
This was fine except that every time James stood up
proof that he was of the masculine persuasion was
clearly outlined through the suit, almost down to his
left knee.
Several members of the jury could not keep
their eyes off him.
Eventually, after all the introductory testimony
was in, the woman was called to the stand and sworn.
Her direct testimony was a little shaky, and, after
cross-examination, it was clear to everybody in the
courtroom that a forcible kidnapping and rape had
probably not occurred.
Strangely, though, all during
her testimony, she sniffed loudly and glared at my
client. None of us knew what to make of this, but,
funny things happen during trials.
She left the stand, but instead of going directly
out of the courtroom, she carne over to the defense
table where I was sitting with James, looked him right
in the eye, sniffed extra loudly, and complained, "I
still have that cold you gave me that night."
About a year ago I represented one of five
defendants charged variously in a number of what are
called "horne-invasion robberies".
In this type of
crime a number of armed assailants, usually three to
six, will burst into a house or apartment, hold the
occupants at gun point, and steal whatever money,
jewelry, and drugs they can find or persuade the
residents to give up. After the robbers leave the
victims call the police who respond, get as many
details of the offense as the victims are willing to
divulge, and begin their investigation. The police
know, as did the robbers, and the supposed victims that
the only reason that a particular house is targeted for
a robbery is because the residents or, some of them,
sell illegal drugs from that location. Where there are
drugs being sold there will very likely also be large
sums of money. Horne invasion robbers subscribe to the
same philosophy as Willie Sutton who, when asked why he
robbed banks, explained that that was where the money
was.
(It has always seemed curious to me why police
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resources should be spent protecting one group of
criminals from the other.
I guess, though, that's one
of the things that makes America great.)
The matter came to trial, a jury was picked, and
the prosecutor began to try to prove his case.
In this
type of offense identity is usually the main hurdle for
the state to clear. There is generally no question
that an offense has taken place. Patently, if the
victims cannot identify the defendants as robbers, the
state will not have proved its case and the defendants
will be acquitted. The prosecuting attorney in this
case was fairly new and inexperienced. Arrayed against
him were five defense attorneys, three of whom were
scarred veterans of many, many battles.
Understandably, the prosecutor was a little
nervous but he is intelligent and possesses a measure
of chutzpah and so he pressed forward.
witness after
witness took the stand and detailed the circumstances
of the robberies, but none was able to identify
positively any of the defendants seated at the defense
table.
Finally, the prosecutor put on the stand his
prime witness, a woman of obvious rectitude, one of
those black women who are deservedly held up as
paragons of womanhood.
She stood before the clerk,
swore to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing
but the truth, so help her God, settled into the
witness chair, and patiently and confidently awaited
the questions. After a few preliminaries the
prosecuting attorney asked if she could describe the
assailant who had stuck his automatic pistol in her
face.
She replied, "Mmm-Hmm."
The next question:
"Please describe for the
Ladies and Gentlemen of the jury what that individual
looked like!"
She answered, "He ugly."
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The Prosecutor, "Yes, Ma'am, I'm sure he is, but
could be more specific and describe him more precisely
for this jury?"
Her reply, "He really ugly."
Try as he might, the prosecutor never got a better
description from her than that.
It doesn't get any better than this.
Douglas M. Mansfield
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Morse Johnson

This will be my third paper on the Shakespeare
authorship controversy. The last, however, was 10
years ago and most of the facts tonight were not
referred to previously. Reference to those who believe
will. Shakspere of Stratford-on-Avon was the author of
the works of "William Shakespeare" I called
"Stratfordians" and call those who do not believe he
was, "Anti-Stratfordians".
Will Shakspere
Earl of Oxford

1564-1616
1550-1603

My letter to the Encyclopedia Britannica:
The respected works of the immortal authors
included in GREAT WORKS OF THE WESTERN WORLD are in
each instance preceded by a biography. Although brief,
these biographies must be assumed to represent the best
scholarship then available and only the most useful and
important biographical materials such as Dante and

