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One

The Hysteria

A father arrived early to pick up his little daughter at the McMartin Pre-school. Walking to the front office, he heard the dissonant voices of children singing: “Ring around the rosie….”

Raymond (Ray) Buckey was in the yard with his group of children. For Ray it was just another day. He could not have known that in a very short time he would be one of the most famous, or, more correctly, notorious men in the world, his name printed in newspaper articles and spoken on the electronic media almost everywhere.

A fat man with a moustache watched from across the street. The pre-school was surrounded by three real estate offices. It was situated on an extremely valuable comer lot facing Manhattan Beach Boulevard, the city’s main artery. The fat man with the moustache watched as Ray herded his group of three-year-olds into the classroom. Ray was a rather odd-looking young man. His drab, plaid shirt had faded from too many launderings. His thick, steel-framed eyeglasses appeared to be almost too heavy to be supported by his nose and ears. He was not a rakish young bon vivant. He was rather quiet and introverted. The fat man with the moustache watched. And smiled.

Ray Buckey sat at the table, leaning on his elbows in Room D, surrounded by the commotion of children’s voices and the debris of art—collage and painting projects, crayons, paste, paper, watercolors. The multicolored wooden toys, shelves, and the little tables and chairs built to fit three-year-old bodies were highlighted by the bright southern California sun streaming in the windows. All of these artifacts were made by his father, Chuck, an experimental test engineer at Hughes Aircraft.

Ray was twenty-five. He liked the beach, and volleyball. And he liked his cat. There was an unspoken bond between them, and she accepted him as he was, with or without an advanced degree.

His parents, Chuck and Peggy, had given him an ultimatum: “Go to college or get a job.” He had tried three colleges but was homesick and dropped out. He wanted to go home and work at the family’s preschool His job, teaching at McMartin, was an easy one. He liked the children. They liked him. They climbed on him, pulled on him, followed him, and called out to get his attention.

Some of the mothers were pleased to see a male teaching there because of the absence of any male influence in the home. Many of them were single mothers, separated or divorced, and their children had little or no contact with their fathers. Others thought it strange that a young adult male should be teaching preschoolers. There was also the fact that his hair was longish, as was au courant in the seventies and early eighties. And he was casually dressed; he did not wear the stiff, formal suit and tie in which some of them expected to see a teacher attired. But he was, after all, the son of its director, Peggy Buckey, and the grandson of its founder, Virginia McMartin. He would, in time, be their heir and successor. He was, like thousands of other young men and women, working in the family business.

Ray’s grandmother, Virginia, was sitting in her car at the front of the little schoolhouse. Crippled by arthritis and unable to walk without crutches, she had turned over management of the preschool to her daughter, Peggy. But she still wanted to know every child who attended her school. Babs, Betty, and Mary-Ann, the other teachers, were in Rooms A, B, and C with the children. Ray’s mother, Peggy, was in the office talking to a mother who wanted to place her child in the preschool.

Ray disentangled himself from a boy who was climbing the back of his chair and pulling his hair, placed the child back on the floor with the others and told him to “take it easy.” He looked forward to the evening when he would be playing volleyball on the beach as he usually did with his sister and their friends.

Manhattan Beach is one in a string of small, densely populated cities in the affluent South Bay suburb of Los Angeles, tightly squeezed together in a row extending up and down the coast where the outer edge of southern California meets the Pacific Ocean. It is only four square miles, two miles fronting on the beach, occupied by about forty thousand people. The median age is thirty-five, and the average value of the homes is $200,000. Owing to its density and the close proximity in which its occupants live, the people in Manhattan Beach tend to know a lot about each other’s lives. Even when they don’t, they talk. The beach is kept remarkably clean. The sand is almost white. There are volleyball nets at intervals of about three hundred feet, up and down the beach as far as the eye can see. Unhurried shopkeepers sit in the sun outside their shops. Men and women, mostly under forty, jog and ride bicycles in shorts or sweat suits on the pavement adjacent to the beach. There are always people on the beach, even in November and December. A sign atop a bar on the beachfront announces that the establishment offers its clientele “turtle racing” on certain evenings. The homes and other structures are also spotlessly clean, newly painted and stuccoed, mostly white and light shades of brown and beige. Everything moves more slowly down at the beach. There is a leisurely, seashore ambience, a warm breeze and a sense of being far removed from the urban battlefields of downtown Los Angeles and New York.

Virginia McMartin’s preschool had by far the best reputation of any in the South Bay. There was a long waiting list. Couples whose children had not yet been born were on the waiting list. Virginia McMartin was given the “Rose and Scroll” award by the Chamber of Commerce, commending her as the “Citizen of the Year.” She and her daughter, Peggy, had been honored with many other community awards. They had operated the pre-school for nearly three decades. They had cared for the children of most of the community’s most respected families and were definitely prominent citizens themselves. Peggy belonged to all of the most prestigious community clubs and lunched with the civic leaders of Manhattan Beach.

The tiny preschool was an L-shaped, wooden structure with four little rooms and a play yard, with a slide, a swing, and other playthins made by Peggy’s talented husband, Chuck. It was a cheerful, multicolored environment for children. Virginia’s daughter, Peggy, had two children: Peggy Ann, twenty-seven, and Ray, two years younger.

It was almost noon. Parents began arriving to pick up their children. Ray and the other teachers brought them to the front of the school to wait for the mothers and fathers to arrive in their cars and open the doors. When nearly all of the children were gone, Ray sat down and rested. A woman’s voice called out, “Ray? Your mother wants to see you in the office.”

Ray had never seen his mother looking quite the way she looked when he entered her office. She was visibly dazed and astonished. And frightened.

“Doris just called me and she said, ‘Peggy, what’s going on?’ She told me that Det. Jane Hoag at the police department has been calling our parents all over town and telling them that a parent has accused you of molesting her child, and saying, ‘I want you to ask your children if Ray Buckey touched your child in the butt or in the vagina’ I was so shocked I could not get it in my head what she was talking about. So she repeated it to me.”

Peggy paused.

“Did anything happen that I should know about so I could call the parent? Is there anything you haven’t told me about?” Stunned, he thought about it for a moment.

“Annette grabbed me in the crotch once, through my pants,” Ray recalled.

“What did you do?” his mother asked.

“I grabbed her hand and took it away and told her, ‘You don’t do that.’” “I wish you had told me,” Peggy said. Peggy called the police department and was told that Det. Hoag wasn’t there. The next day she saw Doris, the woman who had called to ask her about Hoag’s allegations, passing in front of a bank.

“Well, Peggy, everybody knows about it,” the woman said.

Peggy returned to her house. She had been there only a few minutes when she heard a loud banging on her front door, so violent that she was afraid the door would be ripped from its hinges. She opened the door and was confronted by the police, one of whom was the father of a child enrolled in her preschool, a longtime acquaintance. He announced that they had a search warrant. They began their search of her home. Then they searched Virginia McMartin’s home. Virginia kept a box of three-by-five-inch cards in her desk with the names and addresses of all the families of children who had attended her preschool, past and present. When she saw, in the newspapers, that a member of one of these families had died or married she always sent them a note of condolence or congratulation. The police took the box of file cards. Virginia vehemently and loudly objected to this seizure of her private papers but was ignored. Then, they searched the school.

In the afternoon Ray walked to the school. His father was standing there. And two policemen.

“Are you Ray Buckey?” one of them asked.

“Yes.”

“You’re under arrest.”

When Ray walked into the house after being bailed out, he went to his mother.

“Mom, why are they doing this to me?”

“Ray, I don’t know.”

The police were told by the district attorney’s office that there was not sufficient evidence to go forward with the case. Buckey’s bail was refunded.

The next day, using Virginia’s card file containing the names and addresses of children who were attending the McMartin Preschool or had attended in the past, the police sent out a letter to two hundred families:


Dear Parent,

This department is conducting a criminal investigation involving child molestation (288 P.C.). Ray Buckey, an employee of Virginia McMartin’s Pre-school was arrested September 7, 1983, by this department. The following procedure is obviously an unpleasant one, but to protect the rights of your children as well as the rights of the accused, this inquiry is necessary for a complete investigation. Records indicate that your child has been or is currently a student at the preschool. We are asking your assistance in this continuing investigation. Please question your child to see if he or she has been a witness to any crime or if he or she has been a victim. Our investigation indicates that possible criminal acts include oral sex, fondling of genitals, buttocks or chest area, and sodomy, possibly committed under the pretense of taking the child’s temperature. Also, photos may have been taken of children without their clothing. Any infonnation from your child regarding having ever observed Ray Buckey to leave a classroom alone with a child during a nap period or if they have ever observed Ray Buckey tie up a child is important. Please complete the enclosed information form and return it to this department in the enclosed stamped envelope as soon as possible. We will contact you if circumstances dictate same. We ask you to keep this information strictly confidential because of the nature of the charges and the highly emotional effect it could have on our community. Please do not discuss this investigation with anyone outside your immediate family. Do not contact or discuss this investigation with Raymond Buckey or any member of the accused defendant’s family or employees connected with the McMartin Preschool. THERE IS NO EVIDENCE TO INDICATE THAT THE MANAGEMENT OF VIRGINIA McMARTIN’S PRE-SCHOOL HAD ANY KNOWLEDGE OF THIS SITUATION AND NO DETRIMENT AL INFORMATION CONCERNING THE OPERATION OF THE SCHOOL HAS BEEN DISCOVERED DURING THIS INVESTIGATION FOR ANY CRIMINAL ACT. Your prompt attention to this matter and reply no later than September 16, 1983, will be appreciated.

Harry L Kuhimeyer, Jr.

Chief of Police

John Wenner, Captain



The result was mass hysteria. There was a meeting attended by hundreds of Manhattan Beach parents. A spokesman from the district attorney’s office was there. The parents began talking their children out of the preschool.

Anonymous death threats began. Peggy Buckey closed her school for the last time. The Buckeys sued the police department, charging libel and false arrest. The district attorney’s office began sending the parents and their children to Children’s Institute International (CII), a private clinic in downtown Los Angeles, for evaluation. Kee Macfarlane, director of CII’s Child Sexual Abuse Diagnostic Center, was a friend of Deputy District Attorney Jean Matusinka, the prosecutor. At first the parents were reluctant to put their children into a process they knew nothing about, one with rather embarrassing overtones. The prosecutor and Kee Macfarlane organized meetings in Manhattan Beach to persuade the parents to bring their children to CH. There, they were interviewed by Kee Macfarlane and her two assistants, Sandra Krebs and Shawn Connerly, who videotaped the interviews. Then the children were given physical examinations at CII by Dr. Astrid Heger, a staff pediatrician.

Parents were told at CII that every child who had attended the McMartin Preschool had been sexually abused. The police letter of September 7 caused pandemonium in the community but the statements of Kee MacFarlane and others at CH magnified it tenfold. Suddenly, tales of blood-drinking, satanic cults perpetrating “ritual sexual abuse” of children were exchanged everywhere in public in private homes. By this time the case had no further need of Det. Jane Hoag. It had taken on a life of its own.

A group of local residents began roaming the streets at night, searching for child molesters and “pornography.” They torched Virginia McMartin’s preschool and, using a spray can, painted their message on the wall: “ONLY THE BEGINNING” and “RAY MUST DIE.”

One of these was the fat man. He had frequently visited Peggy at the preschool and unctuously tried to persuade her to sell it to him. He came to visit her again and told her that he had just come from a meeting of local residents, and that they were planning to “take away everything you have.”

“Oh, they wouldn’t do that,” Peggy said.

According to a newspaper story, Dr. Cheryl Kent, a psychologist with close ties to CII, publicly announced that about one hundred preschoolers at a tiny, neighboring preschool in Manhattan Beach had been sexually abused.

In the wake of all this, seven preschools in the surrounding South Bay suburb of Los Angeles were closed, some voluntarily, some by order of the state. A Department of Social Services attorney, Daniel Lewis, stated that children had been swapped between McMartin and another Manhattan Beach preschool for the purpose of molestation.

The American Martyrs Catholic Church in Manhattan Beach invited a priest from San Francisco, Rev. Michael Harriman, reputed to be an expert on satanic cults, to come to the church. He addressed an audience of about four hundred parents and told them that, “This group … is trying to let people know that (evil) exists,” by performing such horrifying acts as child sexual abuse and animal sacrifices.

The district attorney’s office asked Kee Macfarlane to select the children who would make the most viable witnesses, those who would not crumble under the ordeal of cross-examination. She selected twenty-five.

On February 2, 1984, reporter Wayne Satz broke the story on KABCTV, Channel 7, on the five o’clock news, scooping everybody at a time when ratings sweeps were being taken. He was literally killing the other media who, in a desperate effort to compete, came up with even more horrifying stories of satanic ritual abuse and the slaughter of animals.

Wayne Satz was not only a newsman; he was also a lawyer. He knew where the line was drawn between libel and reporting allegations. Some of the others did not. He was careful to use qualifiers like “alleged,” and “accused.” Some of the others did not. Wayne Satz had many admirers. For years, he had specialized in stories of police malpractice and brutality, a very bold and dangerous thing to do. Satz had won a Peabody Award for his reportage of police shootings of civilians. He won two “Golden Mike” awards for his McMartin reportage. Each evening he scooped everybody, broadcasting reports of new, horrifying allegations of child abuse at McMartin: charges that children had been filmed in child pornography, that they had been forced to witness the slaughter of animals to frighten them into silence; that they had been forced to drink blood in satanic rituals; and that a live baby had been sacrificed.

Deputy District Attorney Eleanor Barrett was reported to have announced that millions of pornographic photographs had been taken. District Attorney Robert Philibosian stated on television that he had just cracked the biggest case of organized crime and child pornography in American history.

In March, a grand jury was convened and indicted not only Ray Buckey but also his mother, his grandmother, Virginia; his sister, Peggy Ann; and three teachers, Mary Ann Jackson, Betty Raidor, and Babette Spitler. Ray Buckey’s attorney asked to be allowed to surrender his client inconspicuously to the authorities. The district attorney’s office notified KABC-TV, and arrested Ray and his mother before the cameras of Channel 7, for millions to see. Peggy fainted. All but Virginia and Mary Ann Jackson were held without bail.

The shocking accusations spread in waves across the country and around the world. On ABC-TV’s “20-20,” Tom Jarriel referred to the preschool as “a sexual house of horrors.” He went on to say that the parents now hoped to prevent this type of tragedy from happening again. People magazine published a story on the case, referring to Virginia McMartin’s Preschool as “California’s Nightmare Nursery.” Time magazine ran a piece on the case under the one-word headline: “Brutalized.” KABC-TV bought a full-page ad in the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner showing a ravaged, ripped teddy bear. The ad told of the “McMartin Preschool horror,” and concluded with: “This is a sick, sick story.” On ABC News “Nightline,” a substitute anchor declared, “All of those accused have pleaded not guilty but there is no question in the minds of the investigators that children were abused over a period off many years. How could it have gone undetected?”

The Los Angeles Times proclaimed, “They have told their secrets, the little ones and the adolescents, of rape and sodomy, oral copulation and fondling, slaughtering of animals to scare them into silence, and threats against them and their parents.” The media reported that about four hundred children had been evaluated at CH, that nearly all of them had been molested, and that physicians had found solid medical evidence of sexual abuse.

A newspaper columnist wrote, “The truth must be faced that beyond any reasonable doubt, the molestations did occur.”

At a posh bar near the Criminal Courts Building where prosecutors and other lawyers congregate, the five o’clock news began. Most of the conversation stopped as a disembodied voice coming from the television set told of the allegations of satanic, ritual molestations, butchery of animals, and the rape of two-and three-year-old children. Russell, a street-wise, black attorney, stared intensely and said without looking at anybody, “Those people are cooked.”

Ray Buckey was driven to Los Angeles and escorted into the county jail. Virtually every time a law enforcement officer passed Buckey’s cell, be opened the door and said with loathing, “Child molester! You’re a dead man.”

Ray and his mother, Peggy, were driven to the courthouse and taken into the courtroom each day for the preliminary hearing. It lasted for eighteen months, the longest preliminary hearing in history.

In the courtroom, the seven defendants sat in a row behind their attorneys. All of them were indigent, having signed over their life savings, their homes, and other assets to their lawyers. They were charged with 207 counts of child sexual abuse and one count of conspiracy. They were: Virginia McMartin, seventy-nine; Mary Ann Jackson, fifty-nine; Babette Spitler, thirty-seven; Peggy Ann Buckey, twenty-nine, Betty Raidor, sixty-five; Raymond Buckey, now twenty-seven; and his mother, Peggy, fifty-nine. An out-of-town reporter commented, during a recess, that they looked surprisingly benign, gentle, and respectable, that they looked in every way like your average, white, middle-class Americans. He was told that it was precisely such respectable, “solid citizens” who are often the perpetrators in such cases.

We still had absolutely no sense of who these people were, or what they would be capable of, having never even heard them speak. It wasn’t until a little later that we came to know them and understand exactly who they were.

Journalists and spectators witnessed the strange spectacle of a tiny girl, sitting at the witness stand, beginning to answer a question with seven lawyers barking objections at her. She looked bewildered and stopped. Another girl, five years old, sat at the witness stand eating a large cookie. The lawyer cross-examining her complained that he could not compete with the cookie for her attention. The cookies were seized and carried away.

There was a sense of chaos and unreality in the hearing, even among the attorneys. A reporter asked about this and was told, “None of them have ever been in a case as weird as this.”

One child told of watching Ray Buckey demolish a large horse with a baseball bat. Another small boy told of being taken to a cemetery where he and other preschoolers unearthed coffins and watched as the teachers hacked up the dead bodies, which bled. On cross-examination, he was shown a photo lineup and asked if he recognized anyone in the photographs as being among those who molested him in the cemetery. He pointed to a photograph of Chuck Norris, the actor; James Kenneth Hahn, the newly elected city attorney, and four nuns in a photograph taken about forty years ago.

Children told of being sodomized and photographed while nude, of being forced to drink blood, and of witnessing the butchery of animals while being told that their parents would suffer the same fate if the children disclosed the secrets of molestation.

The children, on cross-examination, contradicted their earlier statements and several recanted. The prosecutors and their expert witnesses stated that it is typical for a sexually abused child to recant.

An ex-convict who had shared a jail cell with Ray Buckey testified that Buckey had confessed everything to him, that he had told of raping a two-year-old boy and of having an incestuous relationship with his sister.

To almost everybody, the prosecution’s case was extremely convincing. The media and spectators were told that the examining physicians said it happened, that the children and therapists said it happened, and that children never lie about sexual abuse, even though they contradict themselves or recant. In the face of many inconsistencies, denials, and recantations by the children, the prosecutors relied on their bottom-line assertion: that they had solid medical evidence.

The district attorney’s office named forty-two children as victims and complaining witnesses slated to testify. The judge, Aviva K. Bobb, stated that there remained thirty uncharged suspects in the case. The group of militant Manhattan Beach residents organized to support the prosecution told the D.A.’s office that there were at least two hundred more uncharged perpetrators engaging in a mass molestation conspiracy involving satanic rituals and human sacrifice, centered at McMartin, and began pressuring the authorities to arrest them.

None of the seven defendants, after sitting for months in the longest preliminary hearing in history, indicated the slightest interest in abandoning the others and testifying against them in exchange for immunity or lenience, although such an off er was reportedly made by the prosecution.

A new Calif omia statute provides payments of up to $23,000 for crime victims. More than two hundred claims had been filed by parents of McMartin pupils. Gov. Deukmejian’s chief of staff stated that, “We will do everything we can to see that the claims filed by the victims of this tragedy are expeditiously considered by the State Board of Control.”

Kee Macfarlane, director of CII’s Child Sexual Abuse Diagnostic Center, who interviewed most of the children, stated in a televised U.S. congressional committee hearing, “I believe that we’re dealing with an organized operation of child predators designed to prevent detection. The preschool, in such a case, serves as a ruse for a larger, unthinkable network of crimes against children. If such an operation involves child pornography or the selling of children, as is frequently alleged, it may have greater financial, legal, and community resources than those attempting to expose it.”

After the lunch recess, as reporters and spectators waited in the hallway for the bailiff to unlock the courtroom, there was a crowd of people with placards which read: “WE BELIEVE THE CHILDREN.” A stout man, about fifty, said, puffing angrily on his cigarette, “If I had my way we’d just take those people out, one by one, and nobody’d ever see ‘em again.” He told the reporters that the def end ants had been killing babies and secretly cremating them, and that they had been flying about the country, acting as consultants, teaching satanic ritual molestation to other preschool teachers, and that they were part of an international child pornography ring. We listened to his fulminations as we sat and waited for the door to open.

For eighteen months Raymond Buckey and the others sat there, mute while the lawyers argued and the witnesses testified. Ray Buckey is over six feet tall and slender. But his drab clothes and Coke-bottle glasses gave him a nerdy appearance.

The attorneys were an interesting mix. Bradley Brunon represented Virginia McMartin. Brunon is a very accomplished trial lawyer who lectures on cross-examination at the University of Southern California and other law schools.

Eli Gauna represented Babette Spitler. He is former professional boxer who now does combat in the courtroom. He specializes in first-degree murder cases and has never lost one.

Peggy Ann was represented by Forrest Latiner, a senior public defender and a veteran of thirty years in the courtroom. Latiner is a classy man, good enough to make it in private practice, but he has spent his entire career defending the poor and the dispossessed. Very unfashionable.

Walter Urban represented Betty Raidor. Urban is exceptionally bright and puts words together with wit, grace, and impact. He was designated as the one to deal with the media.

Barbara Aichele represented Mary Ann Jackson.

Dean Gits represented Peggy Buckey and Daniel Davis represented her son, Ray. These were the two principal players in this game since their clients faced by far the most counts. Paradoxically they were the youngest of the lawyers. Both were about thirty-eight. Both are short. Davis was impeccably groomed, wearing a dark, three-piece suit. His hair alone was a tour de force. assiduously coifed, blow-dried, and sprayed. Gits, too, was impeccably groomed, wearing a dark, expensive, three-piece suit. His hair, too, was a coup de maitre. meticulously barbered and sprayed. There was never a hair out of place. His tie and collar were never one millimeter askew. Aside from that, the two men are opposites. Davis was intractably verbose. His voice rang out like a Texas football coach. He was obdurate and defiant, which did not endear him to judges. He also put pompous, endlessly convoluted questions to witnesses, which nobody seemed to comprehend. Not much is known about Davis. Even the mighty Los Angeles Times, with its formidable information-gathering resources, described him as “an unknown.”

Gits’s style was very different. When he spoke there was an abrupt contrast: his voice was barely more than a whisper.

The lead prosecutor was Lael Rubin, a short, dark-haired woman. She was forty-seven. Rubin hadn’t been a deputy district attorney for long, but had risen rapidly and was getting some big cases. It was she who prosecuted the high-publicity “Black Cathy” Wilson, getting her a long prison term for selling magazines containing sexual images. Glenn Stevens was only thirty-three and had previously prosecuted L.A. gangs. The third member of the prosecution team was Christine Johnson, a tall, young woman, about thirty.

The judge was Aviva K. Bobb. She was only thirty-nine but her short, gray hair and black robes gave her the appearance of a much older person. Her past judicial experience was negligible. She was a traffic judge, doing mostly arraignments, and one of the last appointments of former governor Jerry Brown. She appeared to have some familiarity with the evidence code but frequently found it necessary to stop and ponder for a long time before ruling on an objection or an offer of proof. In the early months of the preliminary hearing she was having difficulty controlling her courtroom.

Most of the reporters assigned to the preliminary hearing knew nothing about the case. One of them, a middle-aged man from one of the large news services, misspelled Bradley Brunon’s name: “Bunion.” He also misspelled Eli Gauna’s name: “Guano.” Eli Gauna was not amused.

Much of the preliminary hearing was taken up not only with the children’s testimony but with a debate over how the forty-two children would testify. The district attorney’s office asserted that the children would suffer severe psychological harm if forced to testify in open court in the presence of the def end ants.

Prosecutor Rubin had announced that forty-one child witnesses would testify but after the thirteenth, she conditionally rested her case when the judge denied her motion to allow five children to testify over closed-circuit television from another room. A new state law, P.C. 1347, gave judges the power to allow children under ten to testify over closed-circuit television from outside the courtroom if the judge found that the child would be unable to testify in open court because he or she had been threatened or intimidated. But Judge Bobb ruled that the new law could not be applied retroactively in a case that was already in progress when it was enacted. Rubin told the judge that the remaining child witnesses would not testify.

Judge Bobb dismissed sixty-four counts for which the prosecution had not called any witnesses. The next day, she dismissed an additional 145 counts. The angry parents from Manhattan Beach swarmed in the courtroom with bumperstickers that read: “I BELIEVE THE CHILDREN.” The defense contended that having witnesses testify from outside the courtroom would violate the defendants’ Sixth Amendment right to be confronted by their accusers.

A number of psychologists testified in support of the prosecution’s motion to have the next witness, an eight-year-old boy, testify from outside the courtroom. For weeks they told of his nightmares, terror, and insomnia, and told the court that, after interviewing him, they believed he would be unable to face the defendants in open court. The mother of the boy testified at great length that her son was afraid of Ray Buckey, that he had sleep disturbances and that he sweats. Kee Macfarlane was one of those who testified. She and the others told the court that the boy could not endure the ordeal of being in the same room with Ray Buckey. Buckey laughed silently as he listened to this. Kee Macfarlane stated that all of the children reported having been terrified into silence and remained deathly afraid of the defendants. Ray Buckey smiled with a look of incredulity. He had been sitting there, month after month, inscrutable and expressionless but surprisingly, when he smiled, it was an extremely engaging smile. He really did look like the wholesome, all-American young man. Most of the time, he looked bored. He was sitting there for nearly a year and a half. He is still in custody.

We were told that the next child, if he testified, would be the last complaining witness. What happened to the other twenty-eight? Nobody seemed to know. The prosecutors said they were withdrawn by the parents. The parents said they were withdrawn by the prosecution.

September 26, 1985: Kee Macfarlane was on the stand again. Blonde, thirty-eight, and stylishly coifed, she looked angry and stressed.

“Did he say that he didn’t want to testify in open court before the defendants?” defense attorney Davis asked.

“Yes,” she answered, with a look of profound anger at the lawyer. “What was it he told you about not wanting to testify before the defendants?”

“He told us he would not go in there if the defendants were present. We had to assure him that the defendants would not be there.” Macfarlane’s demeanor was hostile and sarcastic when she answered the lawyer’s questions. She glanced at Lael Rubin, the prosecutor, with a look of exasperation, rolling her eyes upward.

When court was recessed, Betty Raidor was interviewed by a television news crew in the hallway. The hot, white lights were on her. She smiled sadly. She looked like a gentle, kindly grandmother in bright sunlight.

“Do you feel this is unfair to you?” a young reporter asked.

“Well, my home is gone. My savings are gone. All the things I put away for my old age are gone. And I didn’t do anything.”

They turned off the lights and thanked her, then did the cutaway. Paul discovered that he was standing next to Virginia McMartin. As usual Virginia was sitting in her wheelchair, holding her crutches. Paul, too, was using crutches, having broken a bone in his foot. She stared with great curiosity and asked Paul, “What happened to your foot?” Paul told her the dismal story. She listened with great interest. We had something in common. Crutches.

We sat down on the bench next to her and said, “We don’t know anything about Ray. What did he do before all this happened? Did he go to college? Did he get married?”

“Well, he went to El Camino College. He wanted to work with children.”

Mary Ann Jackson and Peggy Ann Buckey were there, waiting. They smiled and then left. Peggy Ann, as always, was pushing her grandmother’s wheelchair.

On Monday, September 30, Judge Bobb announced that she would allow the boy to testify over closed-circuit television from an adjoining room, over the vigorous protests of the defense lawyers, who contended that even the most sophisticated technology could not accurately simulate the attorney-witness confrontation.

Tuesday morning, October 1. The monitors were set up in the courtroom. Three nineteen-inch screens, two for the boy and one for his “support person,” in this case his mother, who was to take turns with the father. The cameras and the monitors were turned on but there was no boy on the screen. Just an empty chair and a blue wall behind it.

The courtroom and the hallway were packed with reporters and television crews and their cameras. All of those present had dressed themselves in their best clothes for the big media event. Even Judge Bobb had put on lipstick. For half an hour the reporters and spectators waited. Then, the judge came in and the bailiff called the court to order. The boy, dressed in a blue and white shirt, walked on camera and sat down, his brown hair neatly combed. He was eight years old and surprisingly small. He put his hands to his face apprehensively, wringing them together as one might do in cold weather. He leaned forward over the table.

“Good morning, James,” the judge greeted him … Can you hear me?”

“Yes,” a tiny voice answered. His mouth twitched.

Lael Rubin began the direct examination.

“When you were little did you go to the McMartin School?”

“Yes.”

Rubin asked him to point his finger at the defendants, the former teachers sitting behind the defense table, and recount his allegations against them. The boy said that the defendants had touched his anus and his penis, and that he had been ordered to participate in a naked game.

“When you played the ‘naked movie star’ game did Ray ever put any part of his body in your mouth?”

“yes…. His penis.”

The boy also testified that he was taken away to a house where children were photographed playing the “naked movie star game,” in which they were told to disrobe and pose.

“Was there anything scary at the house?”

“Yes…. Ray would open this door in the floor and there would be lions.”

“What would they do?”

“They would run around and roar.”

“What did Ray tell you?”

“That the lions would jump up and get us if we told.” “Did you go to a mortuary with anyone from the school?”

“Yes.”

“Would you tell us what you saw at the mortuary?”

“Well, he opened up some coffins and we saw some dead bodies.” The boy smiled easily and did not look frightened. At this point he appeared to be amused.

During the noon recess, in the hallway outside the courtroom, seventy-nine-year-old Virginia McMartin slowly got out of her wheelchair on crutches and sat on a bench. Suddenly she found herself surrounded by television cameras, lights, microphones, and questions.

“That little boy used to sit on my lap!” she exclaimed. “Can you believe it? They can’t take anything away from me. I’m seventy-nine years old. But the lies he’s telling about my daughter and my grandson! Father forgive them for they know not what they do.”

Cross-examination began. Bradley Brunon, Virginia’s lawyer, stood behind Virginia McMartin and asked, “You’re not afraid of Virginia, are you?”

“No.”

“You don’t think she would hurt you, do you?”

“No.”

During the lunch recess, in the cafeteria, Babette Spitler and Betty Raidor came to our table. Both had gentle, kindly faces.

“What do you think of this?” Babette Spitler asked. “What do you think of that kid’s story?”

“I don’t know what to think. Lions? Devils? What was all that about?”

“Have you seen the school?” she asked. “It’s a very small place. If you go down to Manhattan Beach and look at the school you’ll see that all those things the kids said would have been impossible. That judge, she’s been down to see the school and she knows that.”

Lael Rubin, the chief prosecutor, walked past our table, turning her face in the other direction. When the teachers saw or spoke of her they called her “the evil witch,” and “the spider woman.”

Virginia McMartin joined us. I asked her about Judy Johnson, the mother whose complaint to the police started all of this. “I was working out in the yard,” she said, “and I saw this lady and this strange little boy standing there and I wondered whom she was waiting for. And then I looked up again and she was gone! And there stood this little boy. She left this little boy! He was two years old and and we didn’t know who he was or anything about him. The mother just left him there and didn’t tell anybody. Not a soul. Well, that was enough for me. And that’s when I told Peggy [that] the way she acted, I didn’t want him. And Peggy felt sorry for them and said, ‘Mom, we could be compassionate.’ So this little boy was at our school for only six or seven weeks, two days a week. He couldn’t even talk. He ran around a lot. Then she quit bringing him.”

When the courtroom was unlocked at one-thirty and we sat waiting for the judge to enter, a young reporter walked over and spoke to us. He was a pale-faced kid, not more than twenty-one or twenty-two. He looked at us in shocked horror and whispered, “Do you know who those people were that you were talking to? Those were the defendants!”

In the afternoon a crowd of people from Manhattan Beach, after swarming at the district attorney’s office, descended on the preliminary hearing courtroom with their placards: “I BELIEVE THE CHILDREN.” They were expensively dressed and appeared to be mostly in their thirties and forties.

After the holidays, in January, three physicians were called to testify in the preliminary hearing as expert witnesses. They were reputed to be experts in the detection of child sexual abuse. They were shown four photographs: two anuses and two vaginas. Their answers were equivocal and they did not agree. One said he could not say whether there was evidence of molestation without the history of the child.

On January 9, 1986, after nineteen months of testimony, over 143,000 pages of transcript, and four million dollars spent, the preliminary hearing finally came to an end. The courtroom was packed with reporters and the angry crowd of parents. All of the television stations had their camera crews there. Judge Aviva Bobb walked in and the bailiff called the courtroom to order.

Judge Bobb ordered each of the defendants to stand, as she read off the counts. She bound them all over for trial.

She held Ray Buckey on fifty of the original counts and added thirty-one additional counts based on new accusations made during the preliminary hearing. She handed down eight existing counts and fifteen new counts against his mother, Peggy; two existing counts and one new count against Babette Spitler; two existing counts and seven additional counts against Betty Raidor; one existing count and seven additional counts against Peggy Ann Buckey; two existing counts and and three new counts against Mary Ann Jackson. She Jet stand the one count of “conspiracy” against Virginia McMartin and each of the others.

As she read the counts to each of the defendants she smiled sweetly. It was strangely inappropriate. She spoke with the face of a woman greeting guests at a garden party. The defendants looked weary and profoundly depressed. Virginia slumped against the wall.

“This is the biggest pack of lies I have ever seen!” she told the reporters. “This is exactly like a Nazi prison camp. I don’t think there’s such a thing as a truthful judge. There is no justice or honesty. The day I stepped into this court I knew that judge was against us. The D.A. came in here and lied and lied!”

A young reporter asked Virginia, “You’re seventy-nine years old. Do you think you’ll survive this?”

Virginia answered simply. “I’ll survive it. I’m tougher than they are.”

Out in the hallway Deputy District Attorney Lael Rubin, flushed with victory, faced a battalion of reporters, television cameras, lights, and microphones, telling the newspeople, “It was a victory for the children and the parents.”

Kee Macfarlane was there with her communicants, grinning. The television cameras converged on her, too.

Back in the courtroom Virginia was standing next to her wheelchair, leaning on her crutches. “Well,” she said … I guess I’ll keep on taking care of Peggy’s dog and Ray’s cat.”

A week later the district attorney’s office announced that it was dropping the charges on all but two of the defendants. We were speaking with one of the defense lawyers when he received the news. Within minutes it was on all the television and radio stations. In the afternoon there were banner headlines on all the newspapers. Even foreign language periodicals had the word, “McMartin,” on their front pages. The five o’clock news television stations showed the Manhattan Beach parents angrily speaking of “child molesters going scot free.” Ira Reiner, the district attorney, said, “The evidence against those def end ants was so flimsy it was nonexistent.” Then, there was Peggy Ann on Channel 2, saying, “lf there’s no evidence against me there’s no evidence against my mother and my brother because it’s the same kids telling the same stories.” On another channel Reiner was asked about this but refused to comment. Then, on Channel 4 there was Danny Davis, Ray Buckey’s lawyer, saying, “There is no difference in the evidence against these defendants that were dismissed and the evidence against the remaining two.”

We changed channels and there was Walter Urban, Betty Raidor’s attorney, saying, “They had no case. There is no case. There never was.”

Ray and Peggy Buckey were bound over for trial, a victory for the prosecution. Although the Manhattan Beach parents were enraged by the dismisals of the other five defendants, this had the effect of trimming down the case and making it more likely to result in guilty verdicts on at least some of the counts.

On Thursday morning, January 23, 1987, Ray and Peggy appeared for arraignment in Los Angeles Superior Court.

“How do you plead?” Judge Aurelio Munoz asked.

“Not guilty,” Peggy said softly.

“Not guilty,” Ray answered.

It was the first time Ray had spoken in court after sitting, silent and inscrutable, for eighteen months in the preliminary hearing. What we heard was a surprise. In contrast with his lean, spare frame and seedy appearance he had an extremely deep, crisp, masculine voice, like a television announcer. A bass-baritone. Ray and Peggy were ordered to return on February 20 for a pretrial hearing. Judge Munoz was told that the mother and son were indigent. He asked their lawyers, Davis and Gits, whether they would be willing to represent their clients as court-appointed attorneys.

“I would be honored to represent Mr. Buckey,” Davis’s voice rang out. Gits quietly said that he, too, would be willing, and they were then appointed by the court. Ray Buckey had been in custody for almost three years. His face had taken on the pallor of library paste. He was still being held without bail. His mother was also still in custody, on $500,000 bail. She faced twenty counts of child molestation and one count of conspiracy. Ray faced seventy-nine counts of molestation and one count of conspiracy.

On March 23 Peggy was bailed out. Friends and family members put up several pieces of real estate to satisfy the $500,000 bail. The next morning she sat on a bench out in the hallway for the first time. Until then she had been brought into the counroom from an adjacent holding cell. We were introduced to her and spoke with her briefly. She told us cheerfully that she had read our book, The Politics of Child Abuse.

Shonly after the preliminary hearing ended, one of the prosecutors, Glenn Stevens, resigned. Faced with a confluence of reporters, microphones, and television cameras, he was asked, “Why did you quit?”

“didn’t want to send seven innocent people to prison when there was no evidence,” he answered. He went on to say that the D.A.’s office had kept innocent people in jail long after they knew there was no evidence on which to hold them. Stevens said the chief prosecutor, Lael Rubin, was very much aware that Judy Johnson, the woman who made the original police report, was unstable, and that the complaint that staned the whole thing was fallacious.

“Without Judy Johnson the letter from the police would never have gone out and the en would never have gotten into it. The case involved a lot of looking with no finding. Leads turned to leads and everything turned out to be dead ends…. There was absolutely no corroboration.”

Several weeks were spent selecting a judge. Dozens were rejected by the prosecution; as many were rejected by the defense. Finally, the case was assigned to Superior Coun Judge William Pounders. But before the trial could begin, Pounders was faced with defense motions to disqualify the district attorney from prosecuting the case, a motion to have the charges dismissed, a motion to exclude the prosecution’s medical evidence on the ground that there was no consensus in the medical profession as to what constitutes proof of child sexual abuse.

Dean Gits, Peggy Buckey’s attorney, assened that scientific studies indicating what is a nonnal hymen in a child do not exist and that even the prosecution’s medical expert witnesses had acknowledged that there is no such medical knowledge. An evidentiary hearing on this motion could last for weeks. There was also a pretrial motion challenging the admissibility of testimony by prosecution witness George Freeman, who testified in the preliminary hearing that Ray Buckey had confessed to him while they briefly shared a cell in county jail. Davis, Ray’s attorney, stated that Freeman was a known infonnant with a history of concocting confessions for the district attorney in exchange for leniency and witness relocation money.

On December 19 a bail hearing for Ray Buckey ended with Judge Pounders denying bail. Ray’s attorney assured the judge that Buckey would not and could not flee if he were freed on bail. He also told the judge that if Buckey were released, defense investigators would guard him twenty-four hours a day at no public expense.

Gregory Mooney, an attorney, speaking for the pro-prosecution parents’ group, read excerpts from letters purportedly written by children expressing their fear that Buckey would kill them if he were set free. Mooney is the husband of Colleen Mooney, director of the South Bay Counseling Center, where many of the McMartin children were sent by Macfarlane and her colleagues after visiting Children’s Institute International. She opened a pre-school close to the time when the other seven were closed.

Buckey said to the judge, “I have never in my life harmed a child, nor can I comprehend how anyone would, or could, harm a child …. This case is my life. My future is in this case. There is one thing I do not fear and that is the truth, the truth of my innocence and my mother’s innocence …. The truth will set me free …. I have never in my life threatened a child or harmed an animal.”

Pounders denied Buckey’s motion for bail on the ground that past testimony by alleged victims accused Buckey of threatening to kill them or their parents if they spoke of the alleged molestations. He said he was keeping Buckey in jail in the interest of public safety because a man facing eighty felony counts and a lifetime behind bars might have an incentive to flee. However, he also said that Buckey’s freedom “could be just around the comer,” and that if Buckey were acquitted after spending five years in jail, it would be “a shocking result.” Deputy District Attorney Lael Rubin, the prosecutor, argued that Buckey was still a danger to the community and should remain in custody without bail throughout the trial.

On the same day, Judy Johnson, the woman whose complaint to the police launched the case, was found dead in her apartment. Defense attorneys Gits and Davis moved that the case be dismissed on the ground that her mental condition and her bizarre allegations were concealed from the defense throughout the preliminary hearing and the ensuing months. A hearing on that motion was set for January 5. Prosecutors strongly asserted that Judy Johnson’s mental instability was caused by the stress of the case, but the defense attorneys told the court that documented evidence proved she was mentally deranged long before the case began. In a statement published by local newspapers Johnson had said, “I may be crazy but I listen to my children.”

In the hearing, the defense claimed that crucial evidence was withheld intentionally from the court, evidence which, they asserted, might have exonerated Buckey and his mother. Some of Johnson’s statements were not given to the defense until June 1986, almost three years later, and the statements were in the form of police reports that excluded the more bizarre statements of Judy Johnson. The police report surfaced with a typewritten note attached to it which read, “Confidential information. Not to be related to defense in McMartin Seven trial, per D.A. Lael Rubin.”

Glenn Stevens, one of the original prosecutors, testified in the hearing that although the prosecutors were under a court order to tum over all evidence they had to the defense, they told police to withhold evidence they did not want the defense to have. One piece of evidence that surfaced during the hearing was some notes of Anthony Brunetti, a district attorney’s investigator, which said that Judy Johnson’s son was unable to identify Raymond Buckey from photographs shown to him.

The defense attorneys accused prosecutor Rubin of lying to the judge and to District Attorney Ira Reiner in order to keep Peggy Buckey in jail for twenty months, as well as withholding evidence of the mental illness of Judy Johnson.

Parents of twelve of the complaining child witnesses asked the state attorney general’s office to request the California bar to disbar Stevens for turning over prosecution information to the defense. According to the Los Angeles Daily News, the request was made by attorney Gregory Mooney.

Stevens accused Deputy District Attorney Lael Rubin of lying to the court, the defense attorneys, the parents, and Reiner in order to keep the Buckeys in jail. He also accused Rubin of withholding evidence that could exonerate the Buckeys and of overstating the number of witnesses who could or would testify.

Seeking to block the hearing on defense allegations of prosecutorial misconduct, Deputy District Attorney Harry B. Sondheim accused Stevens of “having every motive to deceive and mislead.” Sondheim conceded that the D.A.’s office withheld two important documents pertaining to the mental illness of Judy Johnson, handwritten notes and an investigator’s notes of an interview with her, which were in the hands of the prosecution in early 1984. One of these documents was not turned over to the defense attorneys until June 1986. Rubin said she knew the defense was entitled to receive this information immediately in 1984 but decided to wait. Defense attorney Davis said the admission revealed a pattern of hiding information that would exonerate the defendants. Davis said he had read notes of an interview quoting former prosecutor Christine Johnson as saying, “Lael felt the defense shouldn’t have it” Peggy’s attorney, Dean Gits, commented later, outside the courtroom, “If we had had this in 1984 there wouldn’t have been a preliminary hearing.”

Stevens testified that the prosecutors lied to the judge in the preliminary hearing and overfiled charges to keep the defendants from being granted bail. He contradicted Rubin’s statements that she was unaware of Judy Johnson’s mental illness. “It was pretty much believed by both of us that the woman was crazy,” he said.

When the hearing was recessed at the end of the day, Rubin told reporters she bad “a lot of reaction to Stevens’ testimony but I’ll wait until the testimony is concluded and we hear all of Mr. Stevens’s lies.”

The bearing lasted for six weeks. Toward the end, Stevens declared that both Ray Buckey and his mother, Peggy, were innocent and that all three of the original prosecutors in the case were responsible for the failure to tum over evidence to the defense. Stevens’s apostasy infuriated the Manhattan Beach lynch mob, who sat and listened with their bumperstickers: “I BELIEVE THE CHILDREN.” One man put his fist close to Stevens’s face and shouted obscenities. The hearing had begun over the suppression of only two documents but it disclosed several other pieces of evidence Gits and Davis said they never received. During this hearing, Stevens stated that he had seen his two coprosecutors holding a letter written by Judy Johnson in which she said she could not distinguish between fantasy and reality.

On February 2, Judge Pounders recessed the hearing for one week before deciding whether the charges against Ray and Peggy should be dismissed for prosecutorial misconduct. He was confronted with 148,000 pages of record and hundreds of hours of videotapes.

On February 5, Ray Buckey’s attorney, Daniel Davis, filed a motion for a change of venue. Included in his motion was a survey of potential jurors in Los Angeles County, 97.5 percent of whom believed Ray Buckey was guilty. The pollster, John B. McConahay, a Duke University professor, said, “This is the highest percentage of prejudging guilt I have ever encountered in over thirty years of surveys of this sort across the country.”

On February 11, Judge Pounders stated that the accusations against Ray and Peggy Buckey by at least four of the child witnesses appeared to be spontaneous and truthful, based on his observation of the videotaped interviews made at CU.

That evening Peggy Buckey told us, “Two of those children went to the school when Ray wasn’t even there. One of them wasn’t even born yet when Ray was at the school.”

The defense attorneys provided the judge with written arguments stating that the evidence against their clients was in no way different from the evidence against the five former defendants whose charges had been dismissed. Dean Gits, Peggy Buckey’s attorney, asserted that the twenty counts against her were made by the same seven children who accused the five dismissed defendants.

On February 12, Det. Jane Hoag testified that she had ordered police to withhold evidence from defense attorneys in 1983. This was the information that Judy Johnson had told of her son being taken by teachers to a church where he witnessed a baby being beheaded and was forced to drink the blood.

A week later, the judge ruled that the district attorney had acted appropriately in going forward with the prosecution of the two remaining defendants, Raymond and Peggy Buckey. He rejected the defense assertion that the D.A. had discriminated against them when he kept them in the case after dismissing charges against the others. “These defendants are in a distinctly different position,” Pounders said. “I am saying there is credible evidence.”

Defense attorneys Gits and Davis stated to reporters outside the courtroom that D.A. Reiner was taking the Buckeys to trial to avoid the political embarrassments of dropping the $5 million case.

Jury selection began on Monday, April 20. Pounders had ordered five hundred prospective jurors, and they were brought into the courtroom in groups of eighty. The jury selection process was expected to take weeks, or possibly months. In the courtroom were a group of the parents with their placards: “I BELIEVE THE CHILDREN.” Attorney Walter Urban smiled and said to us, “By the time this is over they’ll be saying, ‘I believe the adults.’”

When the judge ordered a short recess, Lael Rubin walked out into the hallway and was confronted with the television cameras. There were many questions.

“It’s been a long time coming,” she said, looking weary. It had been a year and three months since the end of the preliminary hearing.

On Thursday, April 30, jury selection was interrupted by a hearing on a discovery motion by the defense concerning approximately two hundred videotaped interviews of McMartin children by CII. According to defense attorneys, the tapes were still at CII, and CII had persuaded the parents of these children not to give their consent for the defense to see the tapes, or, if they already bad, to withdraw their consent. The defense wanted to see the tapes.

Davis told the judge, “I would like an inventory of all tapes and the names of all children on videotapes. What were the tapes and who were the children. Serious evidence exonerating my client is hidden at CII because en does not want us to see them.”

The judge replied, “I am not eager to look at one hundred hours of these tapes.” He agreed to review four of the tapes. Davis cited one pair of siblings who were interviewed by Kee Macfarlane and stated that Mac-Farlane told the older
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