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[t's hard to know
whatyouwould do
Unlessyou'reonthejury

So, Michael Jackson walked.

The jurorsjust couldn’t find a smoking gun.

They said they looked hard and long.

The state failed in its argument.

The defense said all the right words.

Maybe it was because of a prosecutor who was hell-bent on
finding Michael Jackson guilty. A prosecutor whose apparent full-
time mission was to toss Jackson’s fanny in jail.

Over zealous, would be the term.

Too, we television viewers were spoon-fed what those so-called
“analysts” wanted to feed us. And if you watched many of them,
they, too, couldn’t agree on what they witnessed in the court-
room. Which is one of the reasons we were in hopes that the
judge would have let the Jackson trial be as public as was the O.J.
Simpson trial.

But that didn’t happen and consequently we didn’t know what
evidence the jury was privy to as it moved toward deliberations.

Another example was the actor Robert Blake murder trial. If you
believed what the analysts were telling us, there was little hope
that Blake would walk. But he did.

| (the publisher of The Colby Free Press) sat on a jury some years
ago. It involved a student and a popular couple in that commu-
nity. The student hit the couple with his car one night as they
were walking along the street. Early speculation was that the
student would be justly punished. After all, the couple suffered
serious injuries.

But after a few days hearing all the evidence, the jury con-
cluded, during its deliberations, that the student did nothing
wrong. He was not guilty of anything. The couple, however, the
jury concluded, didn’t take steps necessary to protect themselves.
They walked in the street, at night, next to a sidewalk. Their
clothing did little to warn motorists of their presence on the
street.

Going into the case, however, all | had to go on were reports
carried in the newspaper. It didn’t sound like an open and shut
case to me. But coffee drinkers prior to the trial were quick to
condemn the student. “Probably speeding.” “Maybe beered up a
little.”” You know how coffee shop drinker-juries deliberate.

Sitting in the jury box and watching and listening to all the
testimony is a real eye opener. You know your responsibility and
that responsibility takes on a more pronounced tone. You hear
BOTH sides of the story. You hear closing arguments from BOTH
attorneys. We saw both parties involved. We listened as they took
the stand.

Then we retired to the room — the jury room. After frank dis-
cussions, we all arrived at the same verdict — not guilty. But had |
listened to the coffee jurors, the young man would have been
launched by missile into outer space.

So, we are back to the Jackson jury. They saw and heard some-
thing we didn’t. They looked for the smoking gun. It wasn’t
there. | thought, in the end, he would be found guilty as charged.
But he wasn’t. Not in this particular case, anyway.

— Tom Dreiling
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TheNorton TelegramencouragesL et-
terstotheEditor onany topicof publicin-
terest. Letters should be brief, clear and
to the point. They must be signed and
carry theaddressand phonenumber of the
author.

We do not publish anonymous | etters.
We sign our opinionsand expect readers
todolikewise.

Wedonot publishformlettersor | etters
about topics which do not pertain to our
area. Thank-yous should besubmittedto
theWant Ad desk.

Letterswill not be censored, but will be
read and edited for form and style, clarity,
lengthandlegality. Wewill not publish at-
tackson privateindividua s or businesses
whichdonot pertaintoapublicissue.
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Anightmare by another nameisabus

ummer is officially open. We
planted our tomatoes this week
end.

Jim brought home about six healthy-
looking plants more than a week ago.
They promptly went into alimp, dehy-
dratedwilt. A drink of water wouldrestore
them for atime, but | had to keep aclose
eyeonthem or it would be “droop-city”
again.

Whilel took anextended Sunday after-
noon nap, Jim made me look bad by
readying thetomato bed. Helikesto dike
the edgesso we canflood it and not have
towater so often.

WEe re also getting some cottonwoods
started in the same bed, so it might take
more water. Jim transplanted the seed-
lingslast year, and most seemed to have
wintered al right, even achieved some
growth. We' vehad pretty goodluck trans-
plantingwild*“ditchtrees.” They may not
bethe" cottonless’ kind, butthey aresuch
astately tree.

WEe retrying something new thisyear:
peppers. | don’t know what kind of pep-
persthey are. | think someonegavethem
to Jim. | can’t imagine him buying bell
peppers, sincehecan’t eat themanymore.
He can eat the “hot” kind, but if they’'re
hot, | can’t eat them. Lookslikeonly one
of usis going to be enjoying peppers,
whatever kind they are.

—ob—

Recently, | had an experience |
wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy.

Y ou know | took my granddaughter,
Taylor, back to Texas after her annual
summer visit. What | didn’t mention last
week issheand | rodeto Dallaswith an-
other daughter, Jennifer, and her daugh-
ter, Alexandria.

Jennifer had classestoattendfor her job
and thetiming wasright for Taylor and |

Out Back

Carolyn Plotts

to ride down with them. The only catch
was Jennifer had to stay longer than |
could beaway frommy job.

So, | decided to ride the bus home.
Don’'t get me wrong. Bus companies do
thebest they can. Anditisaneconomical
way to travel. But, if | ever, and | mean
EVER, think about riding the bus again,
just take me out and shoot me.

Notonly wastheautomated* help” line
not helpful, it was downright exasperat-
ing. After severa attemptswith non-En-
glish speaking agents and multiple tries
with the help-line, | thought | was close
topurchasingaticket when, oops, “ Sorry,
our reservationcomputer systemisdown.
Try againlater.” Click.

Perseverancepaid off, finally. | hadmy
ticket and wasready toroll.

Karatook meto the busstation, where
wewaited and waited. Forty minutes|ater
the bus pulled up, the driver helped load
my luggage and we were off. Every row
of seatshad at | east oneperson, so |l asked
if I could sit with akind-looking woman
closetothefront.

Kathrynand | kept up alively conver-
sation about recipes, jobs and children,
which hel ped passthetime. In Oklahoma
City, the man behind us was getting off.
Kathrynand| agreed| wouldtakethat seat
so we could both be more comfortable.
Wrong. About 15 more people boarded
and now every seat, including the one |

The fight against age can

T hings are sagging abit more than
they once did, and I’ m trying to
fight both age and gravity.

Since |’ ve been losing weight, 1've
spent alot more time reading magazine
and newspaper articlesabout toning your
muscles, keepingin shapeand eating the
right diet.

| have clipped so many articles from
papers and women’s magazines that if
they tip over on mein the middle of the
night, | could be crushed or smothered.

| spend long minutes in the bathroom
each day reading all this wonderful ad-
vice, thenwalk out and mostly ignoreit.

| did buy some weights. My youngest
daughter said | should havesometwo- and
three-poundweights, sol wenttothestore
and found that they had dozens of five-
poundsweights, onethree-pound weight
and no two pounders.

| bought one five and one three. | fig-
ured| couldusetheweight ononearmand
thenontheother. Thenl gotthebrightidea
of putting the three-pound weight in my
car and pumping iron whiledriving.

My family and afriendly policeofficer
frowned onthisexercise, however, sothe
weight mostly keepstheton of papersin

Open
Season
Cynthia Haynes

the back seat from blowing around.

| bought abig rubber band acouple of
monthsago, andassoonasl figureoutthe
instructions, which are written in three
|languages— noneof whichisEnglish—
| will startto useit. Maybe.

| havestartedtotry someof thesugges-
tions, too.

An article in the Woman'’s Day sug-
gested that to keep mentally alert, if you
are right handed, brush your teeth with
your left hand. It’ stough, but possible.

Then | picked up some suggestions
fromacolumnin TheDenver Post, which
gaveninesimplewaystofitness.

Tip No. 3 said balance is important.
Many hipandkneeinjuriesarecaused by
poor balance, it said.

Tosolvethisproblem, it suggested that

had just vacated and the one beside me,
was how occupied.

My new seat matewasaHispanic man
namedMartinFlores. | asked him, “Habla
Ingles?’

Heresponded, “ No, habla Espariol 7’

“Poquito,” | answered. Trandl ated, that
means “alittle.” Which was more false
thantrue. My Spanishispretty limitedto
phrasesassociated with our missionwork
building houses in Mexico. Y ou know,
“Where do you want your windows (or
doors)?’ Stuff likethat.

Somehow, though, | established he
workedinarestaurantin Ardmore, Okla.,
and hewason hisway tovisit hisparents
inWashington state. After looking at the
reamof ticketsheheldfor al histransfers,
| realized poor Martinwouldbeonthebus
for days. | made sure hewas on theright
buswhenweall hadtotransferin Kansas
City. Surehopehemadeittowherehewas
going.

My next seat mate was a handsome,
muscular man named Chriswho was on
hisway to LosAngel es. Hewasacarpen-
ter and wanted to get ajob building sets
for Hollywood movies. Hope herealizes
hisdreams, too.

| waslucky enoughto get off thebusin
Junction City and ridetherest of theway
with my brother Bill, who was going tc
thefarm that day. After asleeplessnight
onthebus, | wasn’t much of aconversa-
tionalist.

Thenextmorning, | avoketoastiffness
likenoneother | had ever known. An ap-
pointment with my massagetherapistwas
my only hope.

Sherubbed and oiled and massaged. It
feltsogood, thebusridewasa most worth
it.

Almost.

be amusing

youstand ononefootwhilebrushingyour
teeth.

| likedthat one. Itwaseasy, simpleand
required no incomprehensible instruc-

| tionsorextratime.

| triedit.
Therel was, ready for my shower, bal-
ancing on my right foot while making

L horrible faces at the mirror as | tried to

make my left hand brush my teeth.

Steve walked into the bathroom and
stopped for just acouple of seconds. He
slowly backed out and softly closed the
door. | don’t think he even wanted to
know what | wasdoing.

| found another tip in a magazine the
other day. It suggested deep breathing.
Y oubreatheinreally deeply throughyour
nose, thenyou exha es owly throughyour
mouth.

Thearticlesaidyoucoulddothiswhile
brushing your teeth.



