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God’s Country 4


The  Legend of Carrie Camden


Reap the Whirlwind



Barrett Trading Post

Flathead Country

October, 1834

––––––––

“Why are you packing? You don’t usually leave this early,” Becky said.

“I know,” Carrie said as she put things in her bag. “I don’t know why exactly, but I know I have to go. It’s just a feeling, like something is calling for me. You wouldn’t understand.”

“Oh, but I would,” Becky said. “I’ve had a few things call me since I came here,” she said. “Some of them weren’t too pleasant, either. But I responded just the same. In that respect, you’re a lot like me. What is it, something you’re meant to do?”

“Yes,” Carrie said softly as she slipped two Manton pistols and a pair of Blacks into her bag. “I think so. I’m afraid,” she said. “For maybe  the first time in my life. Is that wrong of me? Does it make me a coward?”

“Not if it’s something noble,” Becky said. “To see the right and to not do it is cowardice.”

“I’ve never been very good at telling right from wrong,” Carrie said. “The line has always been blurred for me. I’ve prosecuted people in court for things I’ve done myself. Does that make me a hypocrite?”

“No. This isn’t court, and neither is St. Louis or any other city. Court is simply man’s way of trying to do what he cannot do himself on an individual basis, because either he doesn’t know how or he doesn’t trust his own judgment. You do not have that problem. You always know what’s right.”

“People’s lives depend on what I do in that court room,” Carrie said. “I watched a man die because I couldn’t win my case. That’s quite a burden for a sixteen year old.”

“And you bear it well. Better than anyone I’ve ever seen, with few exceptions. Age has nothing to do with it.”

“They say age makes you wiser.”

“Yeah, sure,” Becky laughed. “Look at Dan Mc Neil and tell me that.”

“That’s different. The man is dumb as a rock, but he has a certain wisdom about him where life in the mountains is concerned. Take the smartest person you can find in any city, and put them in Crow country. They’d be dead in two days. Not Dan, though. You can depend on him in the mountains.”

“You’re right. And people can depend on you in the mountains too, and in the city, and in court. That’s something few people can say about themselves.”

“I have a foot in each of two worlds, and my brain is lost somewhere in-between,” Carrie sighed as she closed her bag. “Don’t ask me where my spirit is, because I have not a clue.”

“It’s wherever you choose for it to be,” Becky said. “There are no rules. Go to St. Louis and find out what wants you so much.”

“I will,” Carrie said. “I have no choice. It won’t let me do otherwise.”

“You want one of us to come with you?”

“No. Whatever it is, I have to do it alone. I’ll be okay.”

“All right, but you know where Houghton is if you need some help.”

“Thanks. I’ll see you next summer.”

Becky watched Carrie mount up, and wondered if she would ever see her again. She watched as Carrie and her Indian escort rode off; when they were no longer in sight, she went back inside.

“Kid left early this year,” Right Hand said.

“I know. Something is bothering her, something back east.”

“She’ll handle it,” Right Hand said. “She be one smart cookie.”

“I hope so,” Becky sighed. “Some things can’t be handled by intellect. You just have to know the right thing to do.”

St. Louis, Missouri

Office of James Lawton, Attorney at Law

October, 1834

––––––––

“I’m glad you came back early,” Lawton said. “I was going to send a message to that trading post.”  

“That does not make me feel better,” Carrie said. “I’ve been having premonitions for two weeks. Must be a beauty, whatever it is.”

“Yes, it is. Your favorite kind of case,” he said with a wry grin.

“Not another murder case,” Carrie sighed.

“Oh yeah, crime of the century stuff. It’s a Catholic priest.”

“Who would want to kill a Catholic priest?”

“The priest is the murderer,” Lawton said.

“That explains a few things I’ve been dreaming about,” Carrie said. “Who did he kill? Or should I say allegedly kill?”

“Oh, he did it, all right. The District Attorney  is beside himself with this one. Confession  and all. He killed an Opium dealer.”

“Isn’t Opium legal?”

“Yes; sort of, anyway. It’s controlled by pharmacists and doctors. It is illegal to procure it and sell it to addicts or people who do not have a prescription. This particular man had a source of importation, and was selling it to anybody he could convince to buy it, school children included. He marketed it as a health tonic. Once they were addicted, he raised the price. That led to a sizeable rise in theft and other crimes.”

“Snake oil,” Carrie said.

“One reason for the increase in opiate consumption in the United States is the prescribing and dispensing of legal opiates by physicians and pharmacists to women with female complaints, mostly menstrual pain and hysteria. Because opiates are viewed as more humane than punishment or restraint, they are often used to treat the mentally ill as well. They estimate that between 100,000 and 150,000 addicts live in the United States, and between two-thirds and three-quarters of them are women.”

“Great. Miracles of  modern medicine. Boo-hoo, my pussy hurts, I think I’ll become a drug addict.”

“Yes, exactly. This man was supplying quite a few housewives. Father O’Brien noticed a lot of dazed looking parishioners, and he started his own little investigation. It led to this man Tom Cribbins, and O’Brien  tracked him down one night and killed him.”

“And what am I supposed to do about it? Help him pick out the best looking rope when they hang him?”

“He has a defense attorney. Allman wants you to prosecute the case.”

“Whoa, wait a minute,” Carrie laughed. “Prosecute a priest? My reputation is bad enough as it is. Why me?”

“Allman is Catholic. He thinks it would be a conflict of interest for him to be the prosecutor.”

“In other words, he’s afraid to do it or he doesn’t know how.”

“Take your pick. This case could make you, Carrie. Win this one, and you can name your ticket.”

“What idiotic defense is his lawyer going to use if the guy confessed? Why not just plead him out?”

“He’s going to plead not guilty.”

“Let me see if I have this straight. The guy murders somebody, confesses, and pleads not guilty? What am I missing here?”

“He is going to claim God told him to do it.”

“Oh, brother,” Carrie laughed. “Since when has that ever worked? That’s as bad as the Devil made me do it.”

“Exactly. If he gets away with this, it will set the law back to the Stone Age. Anything will be fair game. It’s a precedent the legal system cannot afford.”

“But there should be lots of precedent in the other direction. Nobody has ever pulled this off, have they?”

“No, and that’s why prosecutors fight this defense tooth and nail when it is raised, to make sure it stays that way.”

“Who did he get to defend him?”

“Edward Bates. He is 41 years old. He was the first Attorney General of Missouri. He is currently a State Senator, and has taken a leave  of absence to defend O’Brien. Apparently he knows him and thinks this is a viable defense.”

“Crazy people hire crazy lawyers,” Carrie said. “Doesn’t  this Bates guy know this is a waste of his time?”

“No, he does not. It’s your job to convince him otherwise. Go see Allman, then go talk to the priest.”

The Missouri State Penitentiary 

St. Louis, Missouri

October, 1834

––––––––

“Well, well, look who’s here,” Lieutenant Jasper said when he saw Carrie.  

“Nice to see you too, Jasper,” Carrie said. “Take any payoffs since I was last here?”  

“No, but I’m always open to suggestions,” Jasper grinned.

“Yeah, I bet you are,” Carrie laughed. “I bet they all involve me naked on a cot in some dungeon, right?”

“If you say so,” Jasper shrugged. “You have a client here you’d like to see?”

“No, not exactly. I’m here to see Sean O’Brien. I’m prosecuting his case.”

“Follow the yellow line. Cell 17. Does his lawyer know about this?”

“Yes, he does. He okayed it. I guess he figures I can listen to O’Brien’s bullshit story alone just as well as not.”

O’Brien was praying next to his cot when Carrie arrived. A guard unlocked the cell, and O’Brien turned around.

“Hello,” he said. “Are you the prosecutor?”

“Yes, I am. I’m Carrie Camden. I’m supposed to talk to you.” She sat down on a chair the guard provided. “Although I think it’s a waste of time.”

“Speaking to a man of God is never a waste of time,” O’Brien said. There was just the slightest hint of a smile on his face. 

“Spare me the theatrics. This isn’t church, and I’m not here to confess. That’s your job. I understand you murdered a man.”

“That’s what they are calling it. I did kill him, but I don’t consider it murder.”

“Why not?”

“Because he deserved it, and I was told to exact God’s revenge.”

“Really? You have a membership card or something that says you are God’s personal executioner?” 

“I’m wearing it,” he said, indicating his clerical garb.

“Sorry, that doesn’t get it done. This isn’t the Middle Ages where guys like you ruled the roost. You may be top dog in your church, but out here you’re no better than anybody else. The law applies to you just like Joe Citizen.”

“I believe in a higher law,” O’Brien said.

“You can believe whatever you want,” Carrie said. “I hope you understand what you’re in for here. You killed a man, and you confessed to it. It’s going to take me about an hour to get you convicted, then they are going to stretch your neck for you. Maybe you ought to think about that.”

“I did. I am innocent of what the state has charged me with.”

“Sure you are,” Carrie said. “You remember that when you’re standing on that trap door with a rope around your neck. Have you considered taking the insanity plea?”

“No. I am not insane.”

“Matter of opinion,” Carrie shrugged. “The D.A. said to offer you a deal. Plead guilty, and we’re done. You get life without parole. Nice and  neat; no trial, no hanging.”

“No. I intend to defend myself. I am not guilty of this crime.”

“Okay,” Carrie shrugged. “I’m not going to waste any more time on you. If you want to die, the state will be more than happy to accommodate you.” She got up and started for the door.

“Are you Catholic?” O’Brien said.

“No, I am not.”

“Would you defend a man like me?”

“With that crazy defense you dreamed up?” she laughed. “Not a chance.”

“But lawyers are not supposed to judge their clients or ask if they are guilty.”

“Wrong,” Carrie said. “I always ask. I really don’t care if my clients are guilty or not, I just prefer to know what might be thrown at me in court. I can’t mount a proper defense if I don’t have all the facts.”

“But you wouldn’t defend me?”

“Not on your terms, no. I have a duty to raise the best defense possible. God made me do it ain’t on the list, Sport. See you in court.”

“God will forgive you for this if you ask Him to,” O’Brien called out as Carrie departed.

“I’ll be sure to issue a subpoena then,” Carrie said over her shoulder.

St. Louis Superior Court

St. Louis, Missouri

October, 1834

“State of Missouri versus Sean O’Brien,” the bailiff called out. “Murder  in the First Degree.”

“Counsel of record,” Judge William Jennings said.

“Assistant District Attorney  Lawrence Allman and Attorney Carrie Camden for the people, Your Honor.”

“Attorney Edward Bates for the  defense, Your Honor.”

“How does your client plead, Mr. Bates?”

“Not guilty, Your Honor.”

“I see,” Jennings said. “Are there any pre-trial motions?”

“The defense moves the Court to dismiss the charges against my client for lack of personal jurisdiction,” Bates said.

“Does the prosecution object?” Jennings said, trying not to laugh.

“Is it necessary?” Carrie said. “If so, the people  object. I can’t wait to hear this one.”

“What is the basis for this motion, Mr. Bates? I understand the Defendant lives in St. Louis. As such, he falls under the jurisdiction of the court.”

“The Defendant considers himself to fall under the jurisdiction of God Almighty,” Bates intoned. “A power much  higher than this court.”

“Sorry, no can do,” Jennings said. “Motion denied. Are there any more motions?”

“No, Your Honor,” Bates said.

“The people move for a psychiatric examination of the Defendant,” Carrie said.

“I object,” Bates said. “The Defendant has not pled a mental defect.”

“Miss Camden?”

“Your Honor, neither the Defendant nor his counsel are capable or qualified to testify as to the Defendant’s mental state. Such an examination may affect the manner in which the District Attorney’s Office negotiates a plea deal or, in the absence of one, sentence recommendations.” 

“The Motion is granted. The Defendant will submit to an examination by a court appointed psychiatrist.”

“In that case, Your Honor, the defense moves for an independent examination in addition to the court appointed psychiatrist,” Bates said.

“Miss Camden?”

“The people have no objection.”

“So noted, and so ordered. You have sixty days. All right, let’s move on to bail. Miss Camden?”

“The people request remand,” Carrie said. “Anyone who thinks he is above the law is a flight risk as well as a potential danger to society.”

“Mr. Bates?”

“The defense requests reasonable bail. Father O’Brien isn’t going anywhere, and he has no criminal record.”

“I agree. He isn’t going anywhere,” the judge said. “The Defendant will be held without bail. Next case,” he said, banging his gavel.

“Why did you do that?” Bates said to Carrie as they left. “He’s no flight risk.”

“Not while he’s locked up, he isn’t,” Carrie said. “Maybe he can resurrect himself like Lazarus.”

“Shame on you,” Bates said. “How did you get a law license, by the way? You look awfully young.”

“I cheated,” Carrie said. “Anything else you’d like to know about me?”

“You are much too young to handle a case like this. It won’t even be a fair contest.”

“You got that right, pal,” Carrie said. “As we say out west, this is going to be a first class ass beating.”

Office of  Dr. William Oliver, M.D.

Court Appointed Psychiatrist

St. Louis, Missouri

November, 1834

––––––––

“Hello, Father, I’m Doctor Oliver. How are you feeling?”  

“As well as can be expected,” O’Brien said. “Jail isn’t a very pleasant place.”

“I imagine not. I see you are charged with murder, and you pled not guilty.”

“That is correct.”

“But you confessed to the crime. Why did you do that?”

“Because I killed the man,” O’Brien said.

“I don’t understand,” Oliver said. “If you killed him, how are you not guilty?”

“Killing and murder are two different things,” O’Brien said. 

“How so? Murder is more of a legal term. It means the intentional taking of a life. Killing may also be accidental, or unintentional. The law calls that manslaughter. Did you intend for the man to die?”

“Yes. He deserved to die, so it was not murder. It was retribution. He reaped what he sowed. He reaped the whirlwind.” 

“Then you are claiming justifiable homicide,” O’Brien said. “Why don’t you make that your defense in court?”

“Because I do not  submit to the authority of a court run by men. I answer to a higher authority.”

“Well, I understand your train of thought, but the Court does not recognize such a defense.”

“Then it should start.”

“That would result in bedlam,” Oliver said. “People would run amok, doing anything they please, and hide behind the scriptures.”

“Ordinary people are not qualified to invoke His word. Only men of the cloth are.”

“The Court cannot have a double standard. We have one set of laws and they apply to everyone, regardless of their religious convictions. The law is clear about that. Why don’t you take a plea? I’m sure they’d give you one. You cannot possibly succeed with this defense, and nobody wants to hang a priest.”

“That little viper prosecuting me does,” O’Brien said. “She as much  as said so. They actually had the nerve to send her to talk to me. She is barely old enough to speak, never mind practice law.”

“That is the prosecution’s job, as distasteful as you may find it.”

“The people want their pound of flesh, so they send a fifth grader to get it for them, just to humiliate me. What jury will convict a man of God for killing an Opium dealer?”

“You’d be surprised,” Oliver said. “Juries have to follow the law. They must ignore the occupations of the parties involved. If they do not, the judge can set aside the verdict.”

“Then the system is rigged against me,” O’Brien said. “It’s permissible for the state to kill members of society, but those same members cannot do the same thing.”

“Did you ever protest against the prosecution of other Defendants based upon this defense?”

“No. I have never heard of a clergymen being prosecuted before. I am apparently the first.”

“Clergymen don’t usually kill people,” Oliver said. “You may be the first there, too.”

“No matter,” O’Brien said. “When I am acquitted, the rest of the scum in this city had better tread carefully.”

“You would do this again?”

“Why not? God’s justice knows no boundaries. Those he chooses to effect it are sacrosanct.”

“What about the commandment Thou Shalt Not Kill?”

“That is for the mundane people, the common man. It does not apply to me.”

“Where in the scriptures does it say that priests can kill people at will without a trial?”

“It does not. It infers it. The actual passage was removed many years ago at the Council of Nicea. The church hierarchy always had the authority to put people to death. They didn’t want to share the power with the lesser clergy.”

“Do you believe that God speaks directly to you?”

“No. I am not daft, the sky did not open up over the rectory with the appearance of angels and God himself. He speaks to your heart. When He does, there is no doubt as to what you should do.”

“What if you were wrong? What if you picked the wrong man?”

“I did not. I am incapable of such an error.”

“Are you perfect?”

“When I am doing God’s work, I am. He has made me so.”

“Have you ever killed anyone prior to this?”

“No. This was the first, and it will not be the last. There are many such men in our city.”

“Where did you learn such a skill? Certainly they don’t teach murder in the seminary.”

“Killing  is nothing new,” O’Brien said. “Anyone can do it. All it requires is a bit of intelligence and the will to carry out the act.”

“Selling Opium does not carry the death penalty,” Oliver said. “I have inquired. The sentence is five to ten years in prison.”

“That is man’s sentence!” O’Brien yelled. “God does not tolerate such bastards. They cause death with their filthy product, so they themselves must die. Man is much too lenient.”

“So, you don’t feel that you have done anything wrong?”

“Of course not.”

“And you are determined to do it again?”

“Indeed. You just watch me. The streets of St. Louis will run red with the blood of these infidels, then the world will know that there is a new Sheriff in town, and his name is Jehovah.”

Office of Assistant D.A. Lawrence Allman

St. Louis, Missouri

November, 1834

––––––––

“The guy is out of his fucking mind,” Carrie said.  “In plain  English.”  

“He talked to you?” Allman said. “I didn’t think he would.”

“Oh yeah, he talked to me, if you  could call it that. It was more like listening to a sermon about how evil the world is and how Father Wonderful is going to save us all by cleaning up the streets.”

“Is he believable?”

“Not to me, he isn’t. I can’t say what a jury will think of him.”

“It’s going to be hard to get an impartial jury. St. Louis is mostly Catholic.”

“As long as St. Louis is mostly sane, they’ll see through his crap. I don’t care where they go to church. People are not going to go for wholesale murder because some crazy priest says God put him in charge.”

“Let’s hope not,” Allman said. “People do strange things.”

“I have found that most of them do the right thing,” Carrie said. “They’ll see this for what it is. After all, they could be next. What’s to prevent this lunatic from deciding that non-Catholics need his cleansing routine? Or non-whites,  or non-Irish? Where does it end, Larry? When there isn’t anybody left but priests?”

“Reminds me of an old saying,” Allman smiled. “Everybody is crazy except you and me, and I’m not too sure about you.”

“Well, I am,” Carrie said. “This is horse shit. It’s blatantly wrong, and I intend to prove it.”

“You have no qualms about sending a priest to the gallows?”

“Why should I? Is he better than the rest of us because he wears a clerical collar? He’s a man, Larry. He’s subject to the same laws as all other men. If we let a jury find otherwise, it’s over for civilized society, for what that’s worth,” she said. “There are times when I agree with his theory.”

“But not in court.”

“No, not  in court. Only where the law ends,  and anarchy and corruption begin. In that place, there is no court, only the righteousness of those who know better.”

“What about you? Do you know better?”

“I think I do. It isn’t that hard to figure out, you know. You see a man holding a woman down in some alley with a knife to her throat, you can bet he isn’t measuring her for a new dress. You’d call a cop. Me, I’d just blow his head off. Where I come from, there is no law written down in books, and there are no police or courts. Justice is dispensed on the spot by people who see the wrong committed. You’d be surprised how well it works.”

“That is allowed here to some extent, as long as it is justified. What this priest did is not, despite what he may think.”

“Maybe Bates will come to his senses and tell him to take a plea.”

“He told me no. He only gets one shot at it. I don’t offer deals when somebody is losing their ass at trial. It’s too late then. This man has to be made an example of. Either he walks, or he hangs. Nothing in between.”

“No wonder you didn’t take this one,” Carrie laughed. “Blame the kid if he gets away with it, right?”

“No, that’s not it at all. I have every confidence in your ability. You have a certain way with words, a way of connecting with a jury. It’s like you’re one of them.”

“I am one of them,” Carrie said. “So is everybody in that court room, despite what they may think to the contrary. Most lawyers think they are something special because they went to law school, and learned how to make people’s lives miserable. It’s like some special trick they know, like playing the piano. I always make sure to let them know they are up against an equal, whether I do it in the court room or outside. The same thing applies to priests.”

“A lot of people aren’t going to like this. I’ve already heard rumors.”

“What kind?”

“The usual, that we are heathens and atheists, and how dare we prosecute a priest.”

“Maybe they’d like to have this asshole crawl through their bedroom window some night because he decided God doesn’t like square dancing.”

“I think I’d sign off on that one myself,” Allman laughed.

“Yeah, I know the feeling. My step father is an Arkie.”

“You should take into consideration how the public views us when you make you opening and closing statements.”

“Okay, I’ll wear a crucifix around my neck. Nothing flashy, just  a regular one.”

“Good idea.”

“I thought you’d agree,” Carrie said. “Won’t that look like pandering?”

“No. Most of the jury will probably be wearing one, too. Don’t come off like some kind of anti religion zealot.”

“I’m not,” Carrie said. “I believe in a higher power myself. It just isn’t Sean O’Brien. That’s what the jury has to understand. He is just another man who happened to go to a school where they teach the bible, and he wears a funny costume when he goes to work. He is not God. Nobody is.”

“Okay, but leave out the funny costume angle. Concentrate on convincing the jury that the law applies to priests the same as it applies to them.”

“Isn’t it sad that after all these years we have to do that? They teach this stuff in school. Most people would never dream of murdering somebody, for fear of the police and the criminal justice system. Why should they tolerate it when a priest does it?”

“They shouldn’t, and you have to convince them that they shouldn’t.”

“I wonder how Bates intends to present this idiotic defense,” Carrie said.

“I should think he’ll read quotes from the bible that authorize his client’s actions. Maybe we should have a few of our own.”

“All right, find me a sane priest that believes murder is wrong, and have him prep me. Have him available as an expert witness.”

“Good idea.”

“Yeah,” Carrie sighed. “That one hour conviction I threatened O’Brien with is starting to look a lot longer.”

Office of  Dr. John Stein, M.D.

Independent Psychiatrist

St. Louis, Missouri

November, 1834

––––––––

“Hello, Father, I’m Doctor Stein. How are you being treated?”  

“All right, I suppose. I’ve never been in jail before, so I have nothing to compare the experience to.”

“All right, let’s see if we can figure this out. I assume you’ve been evaluated by the court psychiatrist, Dr. Oliver?”

“Yes.”

“What did you think of the examination?”

“It sounded like it was scripted by the prosecution. A bunch of accusatory  legal jargon.”

“Well, they do work for the court. However, Dr. Oliver is honest to a fault. He’ll give them a fair opinion.”

“I didn’t want this,” O’Brien said. “I don’t know why they even asked for it. That kid did it.”

“Kid?”

“The prosecutor,” O’Brien snapped. “Don’t you know anything? They gave this case to a young girl. It is my understanding that she is barely sixteen years old.”

“I see. Must be Carrie Camden; I’ve heard of her. They must think they are going to have an easy time of it. I see here that you confessed,” Stein said, looking at the file.

“Yes, I did.”

“Were you coerced? Browbeaten or  physically abused?”

“No.”

“Then why did you confess?”

“They asked me if I killed the man, and I said yes. Why lie about it? I’m proud of what I did.”

“Why is that?”

“I was instructed by God to get rid of that man. He deserved what he got.”

“You know what they will be arguing, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do. Their idiotic, man-made  law. They very conveniently forget that their law is largely based upon biblical law.”

“Does biblical law allow a priest to take another man’s life at his own whim?”

“Whim has nothing to do with it. This was not my idea. It sprang into my head fully formed, in a manner that no Earthly mortal could mistake.”

“Then that is what you should stress in court. Perhaps the jury will believe you.”

“Yes, they should. St. Louis is mostly Catholic; many of them are my parishioners. I’m sure they’ll see things my way. Apparently, that twit they appointed to prosecute me thinks I am insane, hence all these examinations.”

“That would work in your favor, were it true. You would not be held responsible.”

“I am not crazy. They just want to have me declared insane so they can lock me up in a sanitorium, instead of acquitting me. I’m wise to their tricks. They know I am right, so they make me talk to psychiatrists in hopes that one of them will say the right thing. Do you think I’m insane?”

“I cannot discuss my evaluation with the patient. Legal insanity merely means that you have some defect that prevents you from knowing right from wrong.”

“I know right from wrong,” O’Brien nodded. “The man I killed was wrong, and I was right to rid the world of him.”

“Was the law explained to you?”

“Yes. It is immaterial to me what man writes on a piece of paper, then declares it to be so. God wrote his laws on stone tablets.”

“One of the laws is that man should not kill, isn’t it?”

“Yes. That refers to taking an innocent life, not the life of a filthy drug seller who preys on children. Matthew 26:52 covers this. “Put your sword back in its place," Jesus said to him, "for all who draw the sword will die by the sword.”

“I am sure that is open to interpretation,” Stein said.

“What do you know?” O’Brien laughed. “You are a Jew.”

“So was Jesus,” Stein said. “Jews and Christians share the same scriptures, except for the new testament.”

“There are many passages in the scriptures that authorize the taking of a life. We’ll see what that twerp knows about her bible, except that she has to sit on it at Sunday dinner to reach the table.”

“Don’t underestimate her,” Stein said. “I hear she is quite good.”

“We’ll see how good she is. I have the state’s first Attorney General for my lawyer. I think he knows a little more about the law than she does.”

“It’s the jury you have to convince. Can you do that? Your defense has never succeeded  in court, you know.”

“That’s because the right person never used it. The others were lay people. We shall see what the jury thinks when faced by a man of God, who acted on His behalf.”

“Well, I wish you well. I have to testify about your mental state. I will see you then.”

“Just remember,” O’Brien said as he stood up. “When the entire world is crazy, what chance does a sane man have?”

St. Louis Superior Court

St. Louis, Missouri

December, 1834

“State of Missouri versus Sean O’Brien,” the bailiff called out. “Murder  in the First Degree. Preliminary hearing.”

“Okay, Miss Camden, have the examinations been conducted?”

“Yes, Your Honor, they have.”

“Do either of you feel that any further examinations of the Defendant are warranted?”

“The people are satisfied,” Carrie said.

“The Defense is satisfied,” Bates said. “However, I would once again request bail for my client.”

“Denied,” Jennings said. “Trial will commence on February first. Please exchange witness lists and trial exhibits, and file any dispositive motions by January 15th. We are adjourned.”

“Do you understand all of that, Miss Camden?” Bates said as they left, a smug look on his face.

“I’ve conducted trials before,” Carrie said. “When is the last time you were in a court room?”

“Quite a while, but don’t get your hopes up. It isn’t something one forgets. You are in for quite a struggle. I intend to win this.”

“You’d be the first,” Carrie said. “Others have tried this, you know. They all lost. Little Jesus isn’t going to fare any better. I’m going to make sure of that.”

“Pretty sure of yourself, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am. Do you really want to be responsible for all the people this maniac will kill if you manage to get him off?”

“What makes you think he’d do it again?” Bates said.

“What makes you think he wouldn’t? The man is suffering from delusions of grandeur. He thinks he can kill anybody he wants, and all he has to do is invoke his version of the Deity. Better be careful, Mr. Bates, he just might get it in his head that he doesn’t like lawyers.”

“And you? What would happen if he decided to come after you?”

“Then you’d lose a client,” Carrie said.

St. Louis, Missouri

The Carter Home
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––––––––

“How did it go?” Ann said.  

“The mental exams are finished; we go to trial in February.”

“That be the craziest dang thing I ever heard of,” Garrett sighed. “Preacher man killin’ folks and sayin’ the Almighty told ‘im to do it. ‘Course Hog Waller Wilson said that after he married up with his own sister,” he grinned.

“An Arkie marrying  his own sister? You don’t say,” Carrie said. “I’m shocked.”

“T’weren’t his fault,” Garrett said as he filled his cup with corn liquor. “They got separated when his folks got divorced. He didn’t see her for nigh onto ten years.”

“The fact that they had the same last name didn’t tip him off?” Carrie said.

“Hell no, half the damn town was named Wilson,” Garrett grinned. “Didn’t matter none, his cousin was already spoke for. Man got to take what he kin get. Only thing is that damn kid they had; he had the biggest head I ever seen. Good thing he run off, hats was costin’ ‘em a fortune.”

“Why me,” Carrie sighed. “I should write a book about this horse shit.”

“Ain’t none of my friends kin read,” Garrett said. “We gonna have us a Christmas party this year?”

“Not if I can help it,” Ann snapped. “The last one cost us almost a thousand dollars to fix all the damage your idiot friends did to the house.”

“We got plenty of money,” Garrett said with a wave of his hand. “Man got to cut loose once in a while.”

“Snuffy Merlin clogged up one of the toilets so bad it wouldn’t flush. I had to get a plumber to fix it.”

“He ain’t used to no toilet,” Garrett said. “How’s a man to know corn cobs won’t flush?”

“Where the hell did he even get corn cobs?” Ann exclaimed. “We don’t have any.”

“He brung his own. Man comes prepared,” Garrett said.

“The better question is what did he use them for?” Carrie said.

“Clean yer hind end,” Garrett grinned. “If it be winter, you kin wash it and........”

“Stop,” Carrie said, raising her hands. “If those animal friends of yours are coming here for Christmas, go build a three holer out behind the barn so they’ll feel at home.”

“No need to do that,” Garrett said. “They kin figger  out how to shit indoors. They ain’t as dumb as you think. ‘Course you got to watch Lunger Lou, he thought the terlet were a well and had him a drink.”

“Oh, good old Lunger Lou. I forgot about him. He’s the one that got sprayed with horse shit the day we bought all your farm equipment. Make sure these pigs take a bath and wear clean clothes if they’re coming here.”

“Growed particular, is we?” Garrett said. “You turnin’ into a city gal? All prim and proper, you be.”

“There is no excuse for being filthy dirty and smelling like cow shit all the time,” Carrie said. 

“Why not? Snuffy ain’t married.”

“Gee, I wonder why,” Ann said. “You’d think he’d be in big demand.”

“He had him a few chances,” Garrett shrugged. “Nice gal from the Grange wanted to marry up with him. She weren’t bad, ‘cept for the
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