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This is a glimpse into the life Francis
Clifford Hyde from around1929-1944. While some gaps, dialogue, and
events have been filled in for literary purposes; the dates,
places, and persons involved are true and factual according to the
Office of Records and the State of Oklahoma, 2002.

 


 


 


To my mother and my aunts, thank you for your
dedication to discovering the truth of your grandfather and
providing me the tools necessary to write this book.

 


 


 


 


There is no evidence to support the type of
fisherman that Francis Clifford Hyde became after his arrival in
Alaska, only that he was the owner and captain of a fishing vessel
operating in Alaskan waters. It is unknown if there is any further
record of his life in Alaska.

 


 


October 14, 1944

 


 


Captain Hyde walked into the Police Station.
He was greeted by a cute young officer, “Good morning Captain, how
can I help you.”

The Captain smiled at the young woman. She
could not be more than twenty-two years old. “I need to speak with
Chief Hanley.”

She smiled at him, “Sure, is this about his
retirement party?”

“Not quite.”

“No problem Cap., I’ll get him for you.”

Hyde sat down and scanned the office. He
looked at the pictures of officers holding up prize salmon and
other fish.

A few minutes later Chief Hanley walked out
and greeted Hyde. “Hey Francis, what brings you here this
morning?”

Hyde glanced at the young woman and then at
the Chief, “Can we speak in your office?”

The chief nodded his head and Hyde followed
him into his office. As Hyde walked in, he noted the office was
bare, everything had been packed up. He took a seat and pulled two
cards from his pocket. “Awhile back I got myself in a peck of
trouble. We have been friend for sometime now. As one of your last
acts, I would like to request you write a letter on my behalf to
the pardon and parole board of Oklahoma.”

Hyde handed the cards to the sheriff. He was
shocked at what they said. He frowned and looked up at Hyde, “I had
no idea this happened to you.”

Hyde shook his head, “No one does.”

The chief sat back in his chair and thought.
After a few moments he smiled and stood. “I will gladly be your
advocate. You can count on me.”

A tear came down Hyde’s face as he stood and
shook the chief’s hand. He smiled and was walking out the door when
the chief said, “Heading back out for king crab?”

Hyde turned, “No, boat’s in repair. I will be
heading out for Opilio after the new year.”

The chief watched him leave, then sat down
and began to gather his thoughts. A few days later, after his
retirement party, he wrote:

 


“I have known Mr. F. C. Hyde, a fisherman and
fish buyer for the past three or four years and have always found
him to be a hard worker, honest, sober, and law-abiding citizen,
and at no time during the time I have known him, has he been
arrested or detained for any offence. His general reputation is
good and he is the owner and captain of a fishing vessel operating
in Alaskan waters. I have been a peace officer for several years
and only recently resigned as Chief of Police of the City of
Sitka.”

 


 


Captain Hyde

 


 


The water was calm, almost as smooth as
glass. The moon was bright and full. The fishermen gazed over the
bow of the ship, concerned for their lives and loved ones. At ten
below zero, the air was frigid, but the wind was still. The men
gazed into the vast white plain, fearful of the journey ahead. The
dark waters disappeared from the bow of the ship as the cracking
and groaning began. The men watched as chunks broke apart and
scraped along the side of the ship.

Jason, a newly acquired greenhorn turned to
the deck boss, “Why don’t we wait until the ice recedes?”

Andy, the deck boss, a tall strong burly man
from Montana looked down on the young greenhorn, “The Captain knows
what he is doing.”

The greenhorn could see the terror in the
man’s eyes. He looked at the other crew members. There faces could
tell a thousand stories of men who ventured into the ice pack,
never to return.

Suddenly, a large bang shook the ship as a
large piece of ice was broken by the bow. The greenhorn was about
to comment again when the deck boss yelled, “Buoy!”

Rick grabbed his hook and heaved it out into
the icy waters. Quickly he reeled it back in as the hook snagged
the line. He put the line into the block, a massive turning wheel
with immense torque. It pulled the pot from the depths of the
ocean. The men scrambled into place as the pot broke through the
ice and was lifted onboard.

The men screamed at the sight of a full
catch. Suddenly the horn blew as the captain celebrated another
full pot of opilio crab! The men unlatched the side of the pot and
crab spilled all over the sorting table. Feverishly, the men worked
to separate the males. The juveniles and females were thrown back.
The deck boss turned to the wheel house and yelled, “Four hundred
and two!”

Over the loud speaker the captain ordered,
“Stack the pot!” Captain Hyde wanted to continue fishing these
fertile grounds, but risking the gear to the ice was not worth the
payoff. As they continued on, the crew was relieved to see
blackness ahead. The boat pushed its way through the ice until they
once again reached open water.

The captain called down to Andy, “I’m going
to bed; take over the wheel.” Captain Hyde had worked thirty-four
hours straight. Andy walked into the wheel house and the Captain
showed him the string of pots on the map. “Stay straight and you
should reach the end of the string in four hours. Wake me then.”
The Captain stumbled and held on to the rail as he traversed the
narrow stairway. He fell into his bed and after a few moments began
to dream…

 


 


 


“Not guilty.” Hyde stood with his lawyers,
smiling from ear to ear. He looked over at the prosecution, Potter
in disbelief of the jury’s verdict. He looked at the judge who was
smiling, “I, Judge Rice, wish to apologize on behalf of the State
of Oklahoma for this embarrassing and humiliating experience that
we have put you through. I am ordering your immediate release!”

As he looked around the court room, everyone
was smiling from ear to ear. Reverend Porter walked to him, “My boy
I have been wrong about you my entire life! You’re the best thing
that could have ever happened to Isabel!”

Collins walked up to him next, “I am so sorry
I implemented you in this crime. I am doubling the payments I made
to you. I should have known you were not guilty!”

 


 


 


Suddenly a strong jolt threw the captain from
his bed. The entire ship vibrated. He rushed to the wheel house
where he found Andy throwing the engines into full reverse. “Stop,
Let me!”

Andy stepped aside as the captain took over.
He thrust the engines forward and backwards, but the boat would not
move. He turned to his deck boss, “What the hell did you do? Damit,
all you had to do was stay straight! You’re useless up here! Get
out of here before I fire your ass!”

Andy threw a finger in his face, “I stayed
straight, you ass, the ice closed in on me. You left me in a hole,
not in open water!”

The captain shut off the engines and walked
down to the deck, mumbling under his breath. He could hear the boat
strain as the ice ground against the hull. He walked the rail and
looked overboard. All he could see was solid ice in all directions.
Behind the ship, the ice had closed in and froze over. The boat was
stuck; land locked in ice.

A few hours later the sun crest over the
horizon. The scene was as beautiful as it was terrifying. The
captain sarcastically told Andy, “Get a stick and measure the
ice.”

The deck hand grunted as he barked orders at
the other crewmen. They climbed over the side of the boat and onto
the ice. They began to hack away until they could go no more. The
ice in this spot was at least two feet thick and solid. The boat
would not be able to break through.

Over the next eight days, the crew waited for
the ice to weaken enough to attempt an escape, but the ice held.
Each day they measured it, and though it was not growing, it also
was not melting. The past days were sunny and beautiful, though the
crew had a hard time seeing the beauty within the desolation. The
captain’s calls for help over the radio went unanswered.

On the eighth day, Captain Hyde worried about
his catch. He had already been at sea four days when the boat got
stuck. He had to get the crab off the boat before the fifteenth day
or he risked huge losses. From this point it would take two days to
reach port, so the boat needed to be free in the next five. There
was still no answer on the radio.

On the fourteenth day, he knew he would face
losses in port. The ice had melted, but only by a few inches. The
ice needed to be less than a foot before he risked trying to break
through.

On the nineteenth day he opened the lid to
the tank. Most of the crab was dead. The ship was now running low
on fuel and food. He ordered the dead to be removed and live crabs
and bait to be used as food. All other food was to be stored under
lock and key until the crab was no more. He turned off all power to
reserve fuel. Only when the cabin reached unbearable cold did he
run the engines.

On the twenty-first day, a storm rolled in.
Captain Hyde sat with his crew in the wheel house as the wind
roared near seventy miles an hour and the temperature outside fell
to forty below zero. The greenhorn looked at the captain, “Man, I
can’t die out here. This is my first trip; I am supposed to be
getting married. I have too much to live for! When we get back, I
quit!”

Andy rolled his eyes, “What are you going to
do on land? You’re a convicted felon; does your fiancée know
that?”

The greenhorn stood, “No, and you better not
tell her!”

Rick looked at the captain, “Everyone on this
ship is a convicted felon, accept for you. Why do you hire us?”

The captain looked at him, “Bad things happen
to good people, good people do bad things.”

On the twenty-sixth day, the crab was
completely dead and unsafe to eat. Reluctantly, Captain Hyde opened
the food storage and allowed the men to eat the reserves. The crew
each told their life story, holding nothing back. They confessed to
every sin, every lie, and every joy. Some of there tails were
horrific and disgusting, but everyone listened. Finally they turned
to the captain, who had never discussed his past. “Your turn
Captain,” said Andy.

The Captain looked at the greenhorn, “So
greenhorn, you’re soon to be married, hope yours was better then
mine…”

 


 


The Making of a Shot Gun Wedding

 


 


I stood in front of the Marland Oil Company
building. The doors of the building rarely shut all the way as a
stream of people went in and out. I straightened myself up and
proceeded to enter the building.

A young woman was sitting behind a desk in
the grande foyer. I was quite attracted to her and almost tripped
over my own feet as she looked at me. She had long flowing blonde
hair and wore a yellow dress with small black buttons down the
front. I walked up to her and removed my hat, “Morning ma’am.”

She looked me and saw how nervous I was,
“Good morning sir. Welcome to the Marland Oil Company. What can I
do for you?”

“I read on the job posting board that there
is a position for record keeper.”

“That’s Mr. Collins office. Go to suite 301,
top floor.”

“Thank you ma’am.”

I proceeded up the stairs. As I climbed, I
was impressed with the beauty of the marble staircase, but at the
same time the hardness of it hurt my feet. As I neared the top of
the staircase, I noticed only one door on the top floor:

 


Samuel C. Collins

Vice President

 


I opened the door and saw three desks. On two
of the desks, piles of paperwork hid the employees from sight. At
the desk closest to me, another beautiful woman sat. As I closed
the door, she smiled, “Something I can help you with?”

My voice quivered, “Yes ma’am, I was told
this is where I would apply for the position of record keeper.”

She handed me a clipboard, “Put your name at
the bottom of the list.” Afterwards she handed me a packet of
papers. “Please complete these and sit quietly until your name is
called.”

“Thank you ma’am.” As I turned, I noticed
another young man sitting in the middle of a row of chairs just to
the left of the door. I had seen this man around town, but was not
acquainted with him. I walked over and sat next to him, “All these
beautiful women.”

The boy continued to fill out his paperwork,
“It’s nerve racking.”

I smiled at him. I knew what he meant.
“What’s your name?”

“Billy.”

“Good to know you, Billy. I’m Francis.”

“So Francis, what brings you here?”

“I need a job so I can marry my
girlfriend.”

Billy looked up from his paperwork, “If you
have a girlfriend, why are you commenting on the women here?”

The secretary interrupted our conversation,
“Boys, if you can’t be quiet you’re going to have to leave. This is
a place of business.”

“Yes ma’am,” we said.

As we continued our paperwork, a door to the
right opened. A tall man in a very expensive black suit stood
before us. His expression said “I’m the boss.” He pointed to Billy.
“I’m Mr. Collins, please come inside now.”

I watched as Billy disappeared into Mr.
Collin’s office. After the door closed, I decided to look around
the room. There were three ceiling fans spinning as fast as their
motors would allow. The room was painted yellow, down to the oak
trim that ran about three feet off the floor. The secretary watched
as my eyes flowed along the walls, “Sir, have you completed your
paperwork?”

I smirked at her, “Sorry ma’am.”

She rolled her eyes and continued her work. I
began to rehearse what I would say to Mr. Collins.

About twenty minutes later the door opened
and Billy emerged. As he left, he did not say anything. As the door
to the suite closed, Mr. Collins looked at me, “Alright young man,
it’s your turn.”

I stood, and nervously walked into the
office. It was decorated much the same way the outside room, except
the desk was larger and more ornate that the secretary’s.

Mr. Collins closed the door and walked up
behind me. I turned and shook hands with him. I was shocked at how
firm Mr. Collins grip was. “I’m Francis Hyde. It’s nice to meet
you.”

“Likewise, I’m Mr. Collins. Please have a
seat.”

As I sat there, Mr. Collins read over the
paperwork. “So why do you want to work for Marland?

“To be honest sir, so I can marry my
girlfriend and start a family.”

“Hmmm, I see. So why should I hire you?”

“I would be a hard worker and I am interested
in learning a profession.”

Mr. Collins leaned back in his chair. “That’s
not the best reason I have heard, but better than most.”

“I am interested in the law. I would like to
pursue my degree.”

“Really, why may I ask?”

“The law has always interested me. I would
prefer to work in a place that involves law.”

Mr. Collins was impressed, “Well, lets see
how it goes before we look into schooling, but for now, on a
probationary period, you have the job.”

I was so excited; I jumped out of my seat and
smiled ear to ear. “Thank you sir, I won’t let you down!”

Mr. Collins smiled at me and shook my hand.
“Your welcome son. I hope you do well here. You can start Monday
morning.”

After I left, I went to Isabel, to share the
good news. Upon my arrival, I was greeted by her grandfather,
Reverend Marion Porter. He was a large man who stood six foot
three. I was always intimidated by him and he used it to his
advantage. “I suppose you have come to call on Isabel.”

“Yes sir! I have great news to share with
her!”

Rev. Porter looked sternly at him, “If the
news is so great, why don’t you share it with me.”

“Yes sir. Today I went to the Marland Oil
Company in search for employment. I succeeded and received the
position of record keeper.”

The reverend smiled and nodded his head in
approval. “Well, that is good news! I am sure your parents will be
most happy to hear it.”

“Indeed sir, but I would like to share the
news with Isabel first.”

“I understand. Have a seat on the porch and I
will let her know you’re here.”

Rev. Porter entered the house and walked up
the stairs to Isabel’s room. He found her writing in her diary.
“Isabel, Francis is sitting on the porch waiting for you.”

She jumped up and made a dash for the door.
Rev. Porter stood in her way. “A bit to anxious my dear. Try to
show some restraint.”

“Yes Grandpa, I’m sorry.”

“You know I don’t like Francis calling on
you. I have seen him at church. He pays less attention than a frog.
I have a feeling that his motivation for attending services
revolves around your company. I don’t like him coming around like
this. He is trouble!”

Isabel smiled at him, “Oh Grandpa, Francis is
a wonderful man. He is just misunderstood.”

“Perhaps so, but you tell him that
unannounced visits is something I will not tolerate. If he wants to
ask me for permission to see you, then we could work something
out.”

“Yes Grandpa, I will tell him.”

He stood out of her way as she calmly walked
down the stairs. As she peered out the window, she saw the back of
my head leaning against the glass. She kissed the glass and
overheard her grandparents in the background. At the time, I was
unaware what was going on, but she told me all about it later.

Laura, Isabel’s grandmother, walked up to her
husband, “Marion, who’s outside?”

“Just that Hyde kid.”

“I did’nt know he was coming today.”

“Neither did I, and I don’t like it.”

Laura rolled her eyes and giggled, “Oh
Marion, leave them alone. Don’t you remember when we were
young?”

Isabel gagged herself at the nauseating
thought of her grandparents in their youth. She quickly walked
outside. I stood and looked her over. She was five foot four, thin
with blonde hair that complemented her puppy dog brown eyes. She
was wearing a long red and blue sun dress. Her presence caused my
heart to flutter.

She walked up to me, “This is quite
unexpected.”

I placed my arms on her shoulders, “It’s of
great importance that I have come!”

She frowned at me, “Even so, my Grandfather
does not like you showing up unannounced!”

I rolled my eyes, “Oh Isabel, don’t worry
about him. What I have to share more than makes up for my
intrusion.”

She sighed and smiled at me, “Well, don’t
keep me in the dark silly; share your good news!”

“I have been hired as the record keeper for
the Marland Oil Company!”

She lunged forward and hugged me tightly, “Oh
Francis, that’s wonderful!”

I gave her my special look, “Want to
celebrate?”

She looked at the ground, “I have been
thinking about that. I don’t think it’s right.” She walked away
from me, then turned, “If my Grandfather ever found out it would
break his heart and he would break your head! Besides, think of the
scandal, he is the pastor of the Methodist Church! What would
people think of him if they found out? What would they think of me?
What would they think of you? All of Ponca City would look down on
us.”

I walked up behind her and hugged her, “No
one’s going to find out. Besides, now I’ll make enough money for us
to get married. Let’s make it a pre-marriage celebration. What
could express our joy more than a moment of making love?”

I wrapped my arms around her as I stood
behind her. She placed her hand on my arm. “My mother is looking
down on me from heaven. What is she going to think about her
daughter taking her family’s name to the gutter? I don’t think it
is right.”

I turned her around and looked deep into her
eyes, “Oh Isabel, you think too much. Why would your mother be
disappointed with a daughter who is happy? Besides, once we are
married, you can then ask for forgiveness. At that time it will be
as if we had always been married.”

She found it difficult to resist my charm and
forwardness. “I guess you’re right. Ok, we can celebrate, but only
because you got the job.”

I took her by the hand and led her out into
the woods, far from where we could be heard or seen.

Later I would learn that a few moments after
we left, Rev. Porter stepped out onto the porch to inform me that
my visit was over. Unfortunately I was not there and he was not
happy. “Laura, when Isabel gets home, you tell her I want to see
her immediately! She has run off with that Hyde kid again!”

Captain Hyde’s crew laughed at his
foolishness. He looked at them, “Oh it gets better…”

 


 


A New Celebration

 


 


Four months passed since I was hired at the
Marland Oil Company and I celebrated with Isabel. The work day was
over and I was about to go home when Mr. Collins walked in. I began
to stand, but Mr. Collins put his hand out, “No need to stand. You
have been doing a far better job than I expected. You have made my
life a bit easier and I wanted to say thank you.”

I was nervous, “I’m glad you approve of my
job performance. Thank you for the opportunity.”

Mr. Collins smiled at me, No, thank you
Francis. I am giving you a raise. You have proven to be worth it.
It will be reflected on your next paycheck.”

“I don’t know what to say. Thank you, I
really appreciate it!”

“Say no more, my boy.” He walked out my
office and closed the door. I sat there for a few minutes, stunned
of his good fortune. Suddenly I remembered I had made arrangements
to see Isabel, and I was late! I quickly cleaned up my desk and got
things in order for the next workday. I rushed down the marble
stairs, almost tripping over my own two feet.

As I arrived at Isabel’s house I removed my
hat and knocked on the door. Mrs. Porter answered.

“Sorry I’m late ma’am, I’m here to call on
Isabel.”

“Don’t worry Francis, you’re not the only one
who is late.”

As I entered the house, Rev. Porter was
walking down the stairs. “What do you want boy?”

Seeing Rev. Porter in such a foul mood made
me even more nervous, “I am here to call on Isabel.”

“I think you have called on her enough.”

“I don’t understand. I made these
arrangements through you. You said it would be fine.”

Rev. Porter walked up to me, “I have tried to
raise my granddaughter with pride and respect for the Lord and
those around her. The devil takes many forms.”

“I don’t understand.”

Mrs. Porter stepped forward, “I think you
need to speak with Isabel.”

I was worried that she had found another
boyfriend, I worried that I pushed her to far. “Alright, I will
wait on the porch for her.”

Rev. Porter scoffed at that remark, “That
really has not done any good. “Why don’t you just go on up to her
room.”

That was an odd instruction. Callers were
always made to wait outside for a girl or in the living room if it
was raining. Boys were never allowed upstairs, let alone in the
girl’s bedroom. I looked at Rev. and Mrs. Porter for direction, but
their faces were of anger. “Can I ask what room it is?”

Rev. Porter snarled, “You’re good about
finding your way. This should not be a challenge.”

I made my way up the stairs very slowly,
afraid Rev. Porter would follow. The creak of the boards beneath my
feet wore on my nerves. As I stood at the top of the stairway, I
found four closed doors. One by one I checked each room. I almost
jumped out of my skin when I opened the door of the Rev. Porter’s
bedroom.

Finally I opened the last door and found
Isabel. She was lying on her bed crying. I slowly walked in and
approached her. “Isabel, is something wrong?”

She did not say a word; she simply curled up
in a ball and cried harder. I sat down next to her. “If you’re
crying because I came up here, you can stop. Your grandfather sent
me.”

“I’m not crying because of that.”

“I would be, I’m scared your grandfather will
catch me.”

Isabel let out a small laugh, then continued
to cry, “My grandfather catching you up here is the least of my
problems, or yours!”

“What do you mean?”

Isabel was getting upset. She sat up and
frowned at me, “I told you it was wrong! You would not listen to
me! You had to have it your way!”

“What do you mean?”

“Don’t pretend you don’t know what I mean! I
warned you! Now my life is over!”

“Whatever is so wrong, you can tell me.”

She lay back down on the bed and curled up.
She began to cry even more intensely.

I put my hand on her back and tried to
comfort her, “Come on; tell me.”

She sat up and looked at me, “I’m
pregnant!”

I stood up from the bed and looked down on
her. My face was as white as a ghost. After a few moments of
thinking, I composed myself and knelt beside her. “Laura Isabel
Livingston, will you marry me?”

Isabel’s tears of pain quickly turned to
tears of joy. She threw her arms around me, “Of course I will marry
you!”

“It’s going to be wonderful! We will have the
happiest family in all of Oklahoma! People will envy us!”

Isabel kissed me deeply and then looked into
my eyes, “You need to go tell my grandfather.

Well, that’s the last thing I wanted to do,
but I stood proud and walked from the room. As I walked down the
stairs, I saw Rev. Porter sitting in his rocking chair, cleaning
his shotgun. I knew at that point he had already received the bad
news. Slowly I walked over to him. Before he could say anything,
Rev. Porter looked me dead in the eyes, “Ask her to marry ya?”

“Yes sir,” I said fearfully.

“Very good, have a seat young man.”

I sat on a chair directly across from him. He
continued to clean his shotgun as he spoke. “You know Isabel lost
her mother when she was three years old.”

“Yes sir,”

“I’ve questioned the Lord about why this
happened to me and to her. I have yet to understand the purpose,
but I still preach the word of God. Now my granddaughter has done
the one thing I never thought she would.”

“Sir, I don’t really know what you want me to
say. I mean to do well by Isabel.”

Rev. Porter stood and looked at me, “Son, do
you understand what you have done?! Do you understand what will
happen if this leaks out? It will be my ruin! It will be Isabel’s
ruin! I just don’t know what to think about all of this! The only
thing I can think of is to move.”

“Sir, I assure you that won’t be
necessary.”

“Oh you do. I thought I was being nice
allowing you to call on Isabel unannounced. It would seem my
kindness has cost me dearly.”

“Sir this is not your fault. It’s mine. I
will take full responsibility for it!”

Rev. Porter stood and pointed his finer at
me, “The hell it’s not! I could have stopped you from seeing her at
anytime, but I failed in my duty as that child’s guardian! You’re
not ready to be a father. Do you even understand what love is? Love
is not just a few moments of passion. It’s getting up day after day
to do the most ordinary things for your family and doing them in
such a way that it makes their life better even if it makes your
life harder! How could you possibly understand that at your
age?”

“I do love her, and I will do all of those
things to take care of her and protect her!”

Rev. Porter became more outraged. He stopped
cleaning his gun and just held it. “Were you protecting her when
you got her pregnant, hmm?!”

“No sir.”

“Damn right! You were thinking of yourself
first! That’s not love; that’s lust. Do you know how many sins were
committed here? Do you?!”

“Adultery.”

“And?”

I stumbled over my words, “Well, um, that’s
all I can think of.”

“Son, you sit next to my granddaughter on the
front row every Sunday and you can’t tell me the sins you’ve
committed? Let me give you a hand, adultery, vanity, and not
honoring thy father and mother!”

I was growing tired of the lecture,
“Reverend, I just asked her to marry me, and she said yes.”

“Yes I know that, but it does not excuse what
you’ve done. You will earn my forgiveness by showing me what kind
of husband and father you will be.”

“Yes sir.”

“Get her a ring. You will be married in three
weeks. We will hide her pregnancy then pass it off as a premature
birth. You best not disappoint me!”

 


 


The captain continued, “…we were married
August 18, 1923. The secret about Isabel’s pregnancy did leak out.
My daughter, Frances Ann Hyde, was born March 18, 1924. My son, Joe
Lee Hyde, was born May 7, 1927.”

 


 


The greenhorn busted out, “Damn captain, you
knocked that chick up?”

Andy was shocked, “Captain, you’ve never
spoke of your kids. I have known you for eight years. Why such
secrecy?”

Hyde looked at the table, “I feel I have
caused my family enough pain. Discussing them won’t help. Anyway,
several years passed and I received my law degree, courtesy of my
employer. My life was good until I let greed get the best of me.”
He looked around at his crew. Fearing death was soon to come; he
decided not to hold back. “I’ll be back.”

The crew whispered to each other as Hyde went
to his quarters and retrieved a large stuffed envelope. He returned
and opened it. “I hire criminals because I believe all men are
capable of evil and good, some just don’t get convicted. Of all the
horrors I have faced in my life, being stuck in this ice desert is
the worst. Perhaps this is my last chance to tell the truth.” He
opened the envelope and searched for something specific. A moment
later he found it and passed it around. “This is my pardon.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


“Holy crap, you did this captain?” smiled
Rick.

The captain sat back in his seat. He pulled
out a stack of newspaper clippings, “If ya’ll are so interested in
my past, let the greenhorn read it. Afterward, he can tell you a
story about your Captain!”

The green horn read over all of the
documents. As he did, the rest of the crew went down to check the
ice and inspect the ship for breaches and damage. A few hours later
they returned and the greenhorn was smiling. Andy looked down at
him, “What’s got you so tickled?”

He looked at him, “Sit down, have I got a
story for you.”

The crew and the captain sat down. Hyde
looked at him, “Alright greenhorn, give my confession. These men
have waited along time to hear it.”

The greenhorn looked at the crew. “Everything
seems to culminate on August 15, 1929. There are details before
that, but we will get to them…”

 


 


Thursday August 15, 1929

 


 


Around 11pm, Mr. Collins sat on his porch,
smoking a pipe, and rocking back and forth in his rocking chair. To
the side of him were a half empty bottle of whisky and a box of
cigars. He sat there on his porch and watched a lightening storm in
the distance.

Suddenly, a car turned onto his street and
came to a stop in front of his house. A man got out of the
passenger side and walked towards him. Collins stood, “Good evening
sir, can I help you?”

The man looked up at him, “Are you Samuel
Collins by chance?”

“Yes I am.”

The man pulled a gun from his side and
pointed it at him. Collins dropped his pipe and was about to run
when the man yelled, “Don’t move; turn around!”

Collins trembled with fear as he turned
around. The man holstered his weapon and pulled out a large
handkerchief. He proceeded to blindfold Collins with it as he
begged, “Please don’t do this, we can work this out. What do you
want? Money, I have money!”

“Shut up! Keep your mouth shut! Walk
forward!”

The man pushed Collins closer to the curb.
The car suddenly returned. The man opened the door and yelled, “Get
in!”

Collins pleaded, “Please don’t do this! I
have children! I am begging you! You can have anything you
want!”

The man hit him over the head with the butt
of the gun, knocking him unconscious. As he fell, he shoved him in
the car then slammed the door shut. Suddenly men rushed from all
directions yelling, “Stop, police!” The man jumped in the car, “GO!
GO! GO!”

The driver slammed the car into first gear as
an officer smashed the window and grabbed him, “Police! Get out of
the car now!”

“What do you want?”

The police officer fought him for the keys as
two more officers dragged him violently from the car. They slammed
them to the ground as he yelled out, “What is all this about?”

“Come on sir, you know exactly what this is
about!” yelled an officer.

He looked over to see the other man face down
on the ground with handcuffs on.

They placed the men into the back of the
police car. As they drove off, the driver of the car asked, “What’s
going on?”

The police officer riding in the front
passenger seat the car laughed, “Faking ignorance is not going to
save you. Just enjoy the ride.”

The two men sat back in seat. One looked at
the other and said, “What have you done?”

The police officers just laughed at the
question. A few minutes later they arrived at the police station.
The gate closed behind them as they drove into the intake area
where several officers were waiting. As the car came to a stop, one
officer walked up and opened the back door to the police car, “Now
Mr. Hyde, I would appreciate it if you would walk inside as a
gentleman. Nothing can be gained by acting out. Do you
understand?”

Hyde looked puzzled, “How do you know my
name?”

The officer rolled his eyes and escorted Hyde
and the other man into the jail. They were separated and Hyde was
taken to a large desk where another officer walked behind him, “If
I remove your handcuffs, are you going to give me any trouble?”

“No sir. This is all a mistake and I’m
willing to cooperate fully.”

“Outstanding.” The officer removed the
handcuffs. “Now Mr. Hyde, I need you to remove all of your personal
artifacts from your clothing and place it on the desk.”

Hyde pulled out his wallet, a few coins, and
a bottle of whisky. He placed them on the desk as instructed.

“Please take off your suit jacket and place
it on the table.”

He did as instructed.

“Turn and face the wall, place your arms on
the wall, higher than your head.”

Hyde did as instructed and was searched. The
officer found a bag of white powder in his front pants pocket. “Any
reason you failed to place this on the desk with your other
possessions?”

“I forgot it was there.”

“Right,” The officer eyed the contents of the
bag, “Are you a drug user Mr. Hyde?”

“No sir.”

“What’s in the bag?”

“Honestly I don’t know, I found it on the
street and decided to keep it.”

The officer placed the bag in a brown sack
and sealed it. He emptied the contents of his wallet and discovered
a check for thirty-five hundred dollars and a bank draft for the
same amount. The officer cataloged all of his possessions and
placed them in separate bags with his name on them. After he was
done, he placed the list in front of Hyde, “Sign here and you can
have your possessions back upon release.”

Hyde signed the list and was escorted to an
interrogation room. The room was white with three chairs and a
table. The officer seated him and handcuffed him to the chair. “The
sheriff will be in to see you soon. Just relax and remain
calm.”

As the officer closed the door Hyde began to
cry.

 


 


Interrogation

 


 


After about an hour, the sheriff entered the
room along with another man. The man was dressed in a business suit
and carried a brief case. Both sat down across from Hyde.

“How are you today?” asked the man in the
suit.

“I’ve been better.”

“Let me introduce myself, I’m Bruce Potter,
the attorney representing Kay County. I am sure you know Joe
Cooper, Sheriff of Kay County.”

“Yes sir.”

Potter opened his brief case and began to
fumble through some papers. As an attorney, Hyde knew this was a
tactic used to draw out information. He ignored the effort.

“You’re married to Laura Isabel Hyde,
correct?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me about your children.”

Hyde watched Potter write as he talked. “I
have one daughter names Francis and a son named Joe.”

“How would you describe your financial
status?”

“I do quite well for myself. My family and I
live a reasonably comfortable lifestyle.”

Potter sat back in his seat, closed his brief
case, and looked Hyde straight in the face. “What is your
relationship with Chris Wiederkehr?”

“He is a close friend. We have known each
other for some time.”

“Is your relationship with him personal or
business?”

“Personal, I have never done any legal work
for him.”

“I see, and can you tell me what you and Mr.
Wiederkehr were doing tonight?”

Hyde leaned back in his chair and stared at
the ceiling, “I was driving Mr. Wiederkehr home and he asked to be
let out at Collins house. He said something about dropping off a
letter. I did not want to get into a long conversation so I drove
around the block, then came back to pick Mr. Wiederkehr up.”

Potter smiled at him, “I see, did you notice
Mr. Collins was wearing a blindfold?”

“Only when Chris pushed him in the car.”

“I see and what did you do then?”

“There was not much time to do anything.
Chris slammed the back door shut then got into the front seat. He
screamed at me to go. I knew he had a gun so I was only doing as I
was told.”

Potter folded his arms, “So you were only
complying to remain safe.”

“He had a gun. If I failed to do as ordered I
could have been shot. I was doing all I could in that moment of
terror.”



“I understand, so you were driving off…”

“No, I could not get the car in gear. Before
I was able to I was dragged from the car and arrested.”

Potter rubbed his chin, “My word, I can’t
imagine being in that situation.”

A tear came down Hyde’s face, “I have never
been more scared in my life.”

“I bet not. Would you like some water?”

“Yes, please.”

Potter and the Sheriff left the room. An
officer came in and removed the handcuffs. Hyde was informed that
as long as he behaved, the cuffs would stay off.

After a short break, Potter and the Sheriff
returned to the room. They brought Hyde’s possessions with them.
They sat down and Potter continued, “Alright Mr. Hyde, it’s getting
late. I know you’re tired and have been through a great ordeal.
Let’s see if we can wrap this up quickly, ok?”

“That sounds great.” Hyde was feeling
better.

Potter opened the bag with his wallet in it.
He pulled out the check for thirty-five hundred dollars and the
draft. He placed them in front of Hyde. “Tell me about these
documents.”

“I did some work for Mr. Collins and this is
how he paid me.”

“Wow, seven thousand dollars, quite a
paycheck!”

“My work for Mr. Collins is substantial.”

“Alright,” Potter put the check and the draft
away, then pulled out the whiskey bottle. “Do you drink Mr.
Hyde?”

“Yes sir I do.”

“This is a very expensive bottle of whiskey;
must have set you back a penny or two.”

“I live within my means. I can afford
it.”

Potter looked inside the bottle, “Something
seams to be floating in it.”

Hyde began to sweat, “It’s old that’s
all.”

“I see.” Potter pulled out two shot glasses
from his brief case. He opened the whisky and poured a little into
each of the glasses. “This is some thick whiskey! I don’t believe I
have ever seen such a beverage.” He placed one of the shot glasses
in front of Hyde. “Water must be getting old. It’s late, let’s have
a shot.”

Hyde began to sweat profusely as the men eyed
him. “No thank you, I’m not thirsty. The water was enough.”

“Are you sure? I’d really like a drink right
about now.”

Hyde’s nervousness was showing, “No, I must
decline. I have already been drinking tonight. I’ve reached my
limit.”

“No?”

“No!”

Potter folded his arms, “Well I hate to drink
alone. I would offer the sheriff your portion, but he’s still on
duty. Potter took the glasses and poured the whiskey back into the
container. He wiped down the container with a handkerchief from his
pocket, then placed the bottle back inside the bag and sealed it.
“What do you think was floating in it?”

“I don’t know, sugar maybe.”

Potter looked at him, “Before we move on to
our last bag, I want to give you an opportunity to express anything
you may have left out.”

“I am good with where we are. I believe
you’re doing a good job.”

Potter smiled at him, “I do appreciate that,
I am trying. I just want to emphasize that if there is anything you
would like to volunteer, we would greatly appreciate it.”

Hyde looked him in the eye, “I have nothing
to offer.”

Potter sat back in his chair and eyed him for
a few minutes. He was trying to give him ample opportunity to
volunteer any information. Hyde sat there and looked around the
room, ignoring the tactic. Potter pulled out the bag of powder and
placed it in front of Hyde. “Can you tell me what this is?”

Hyde shifted in his chair, “I’m not sure.
That belongs to Chris.”

The Sheriff looked at him, “You told my
officer that you found that bag on the street. Now you’re telling
me it belongs to Mr. Wiederkehr?”

Hyde sat there, “After I picked it up, Chris
told me he dropped it.”

“I see, then why did you tell my officer than
you found it?”

Hyde sat back in his chair. Sweat poured from
his brow as he thought. The sheriff eyed him closely as if to say,
“Think up a good one.”

Hyde looked at Potter, “I was not thinking
clearly at the time. I was still in shock from being arrested,
that’s all.”

The men sat back in their chairs and just
stared at him. They did not say anything for over five minutes. As
Hyde began to squirm in his chair, Potter gazed at him, “You
understand that lying to us only hurts your case.”

“I am not lying.”

Potter decided to up the pressure, “Why did
you kidnap Samuel Collins?”

“I didn’t, Chris did.”

“You’re lying.”

“I am not lying. I am a lawyer; I know that
won’t help me.”

“Then why are you lying?”

“You can keep this up all night, but I am not
lying.”

The men sat there again and stared at Hyde.
He closed his eyes as if to escape from the room. After another
five minutes, Potter resumed, “If you’re willing to admit you’re a
drug user, I can help you.”

Hyde was becoming frustrated, “I am not a
drug user, the bag is not mine and I don’t know what’s in it!”

Potter shook his head, “Alright, we will go
with that for now. Tell me, who were you with the late morning of
August 8th?”

Hyde’s face turned white as a ghost. “What is
so special about that date?”

Potter sat up in his chair and fumbled
through his brief case until he found a statement. He read over it
then addressed Hyde, “We spoke to Mr. Wiederkehr. He informed us
that Mr. Collins was very ill on that day. He told us that you and
another man were in his presence at the time he got ill. We are
curious about this other individual.”

Hyde relaxed a little, feeling the
questioning was turning in his favor, “His name is Harry
Buchheimer.”

Potter wrote the name down, “Thank you. What
was going on at the time Mr. Collins fell ill?”

“We each began to drink a soda. I had them
delivered from the drug store across the street.”

“I see, and what was the name of the delivery
boy?”

“Charles Roberts, he has delivered to me many
times.”

Potter placed all of his papers back into his
briefcase. He then stood, “It’s getting rather late. I think we are
done for now. Thank you for all of your help Mr. Hyde.”

The sheriff walked out of the room and a few
officers came in to remove Hyde. As he was escorted out, he turned
to the sheriff, “Am I being released?”

The sheriff laughed, “No Mr. Hyde, you’re
going to be here awhile.

Hyde looked at the floor, “Please inform my
family I don’t want them to see me like this.”

The sheriff nodded as Hyde was escorted to
the jail, located on the top floor of the building. As he passed by
the door that allowed access to the courtroom, he wondered how all
this could have happened to him.

 


 


Friday August 16, 1929

 


 


The office building was quiet. The Sheriff
and Mr. Potter entered Hyde’s office and began their search.

The sheriff searched the file cabinet, “I
don’t understand, it was suppose to be right here.”

Potter walked over to him, “What’s supposed
to be there?”

“The poison. I had a tip that it was kept
here.”

As the sheriff continued, Potter searched the
anteroom in Hyde’s office. They became frustrated over a lack of
evidence. Just as they were about to give up, Potter located a
letter of interest in Hyde’s desk.

 


 


 


The Waco Bottling Company

 


August 12, 1929

 


RE: The Soda Bottle

 


Mr. Hyde,

 


We are grieved and concerned for your
employer, Samuel Collins. We are greatly disturbed to learn of his
illness after consuming out product. Rest assured that the bottle
will be properly analyzed and we will send you the results as soon
as they are available.

 


Sincerely,

Adam Reins

Adam Reins

Quality Supervisor

 


 


 


As they continued to search the desk, they
discovered a check made out to Samuel Collins in the amount of two
hundred and fifty dollars. Finally they believed they discovered
the smoking gun, a bag of grainy material. Potter looked at the
Sheriff, “What do you think it is?”

“Some kind of resin.”

They placed the items of interest in a bag
and sealed it. Once they felt the office had nothing more to
reveal, they left, and placed crime scene note on Hyde’s door.

The sheriff returned to his office. He poured
himself a glass of whisky and reflected on the past few days. After
about thirty minutes, he called the local newspaper to publicize
the case.

 


 


The Family

 


 


After the sheriff was finished with his
interview, he decided to inform the family before the newspaper
told everyone else. He drove over to Hyde’s residence and saw
several cars parked in the driveway. The lights were still on and
he could see people moving around. He walked to the front door and
knocked.

Rev. Porter was sitting on the couch with
Isabel. She was surrounded by her family, worried that Francis had
been hurt. She had not seen him since Thursday morning. The knock
was heard and the Reverend answered the door. He was stunned to see
the sheriff, “Sheriff Cooper! Oh my lord, please tell me Francis is
alright.”

The sheriff had a stern look on his face.
“He’s fine, but we need to talk.”

“Of course, please come in.”

The sheriff walked in and removed his hat.
Mrs. Porter stood and offered the sheriff a cup of coffee, but he
refused. Isabel’s eyes were red and swollen from crying. She looked
up at the sheriff, “Where is Francis?”

“He is at the jail in my custody.”

Rev. Porter walked from behind and sat on the
couch, “Why is he in your custody?”

“Well, I felt it would be better coming from
me than the newspaper. Francis has been arrested for the attempted
murder of Samuel Collins.”

The family sat there stunned. The sheriff
continued, “Now it’s not entirely clear that Francis did this, in
the eyes of the law he is innocent until proven guilty. However, we
do have substantial proof that he was involved. We will continue
our investigation until I am satisfied we have the full truth.”

Rev. Porter stood from the couch and pointed
at Isabel, “I knew that boy was trouble! I told you years ago to
stay away from him! Now look at the mess we’re in!”

The sheriff put out his hand to stop him,
“Calm down Reverend. He has not been found guilty yet. This is only
the beginning.”

“Oh, he did it! I know he did it! I feel it
in my bones! That boy has been trouble since the day he was
born!”

Mrs. Porter walked over to him, “Let’s not
jump to conclusions.”

The reverend turned to the sheriff, “You said
this was going to be in the newspaper?”

“Yes, probably on page one.”

He looked at everyone around him, “How can I
face the congregation on Sunday? How is Isabel ever going to be
respected in this town? How are we going to look in the eyes of the
community? We will share the same burden of suspicion as that
jackass will!”

Isabel yelled at him, “He’s not a jackass!
He’s my husband and he is innocent! You never liked him!”

“Don’t you raise your voice at me! If you had
heeded my warnings years ago none of this would have happened!”

The sheriff looked at him, “Reverend, let’s
go outside.”

As the two men left, Mrs. Porter escorted
Isabel to her room.

As the front door closed, the reverend
confronted the sheriff, “Now you tell me exactly what
happened.”

“Hyde was caught in the act with an
accomplice, attempting to kidnap Samuel Collins. The accomplice was
a set up. He came to us with information, and we monitored the
situation and allowed Mr. Hyde to play right into our hands. There
is the possibility that Hyde was framed, the case is almost too
perfect, but we will follow up any leads we have.”

Rev. Porter sat down on a bench, “I
appreciate you telling me before the paper arrived. I’ll take the
family to visit Francis after breakfast.”

“He has requested his family stay away. He
does not want you to see him like this. You could still check him
out for Sunday service if you wish.”

Rev. Porter put his hand on his forehead,
“Thank you Joe.”

The sheriff nodded and walked away. As he
looked back, the reverend went back in the house. He got in his car
and left.

 


 


The Attorney’s Consult #1

 


 


At 9am Ralph Harder walked into his office.
His secretary handed him a note she found taped to the office
door.

 


 


— Ralph,

I was up late last night interrogating
Francis Hyde. Please contact Judge Parkhurst to issue warrants. You
will find the information on my desk. I should be in a little after
11am.

Bruce

 


 


A little after 10 a.m., two men entered the
sheriff’s office in the Kay County Courthouse. An officer greeted
them, “Good morning gentlemen, what can I do for you?”

One of the men spoke up, “I am Jacob Burns
and this is John Murray. We are here to see Francis Hyde.”

“Are you family?”

Burns walked up, “No, we are his
attorneys.”

“Alright, wait here a minute.”

After the officer received permission from
Hyde to allow the men up, the officer returned and signed them in.
They were escorted to the top floor of the building. As they
entered the jail area, Hyde recognized them. “Burns, Murray, this
is unexpected.”

Burns walked to the cell and handed Hyde a
copy of the newspaper. “What did you expect us to do after we read
this?”

Murray looked Hyde, “What the hell were you
thinking?”

Hyde threw down the newspaper, “Gentlemen, I
have been framed. I have not done anything wrong.”

The attorney’s looked at each other. Murray
shook his head, “According to this newspaper, you did. Also, your
accomplice is the one who turned you in. The police were fully
aware of your scheme and allowed you to play it out right in front
of their eyes.”

Hyde dismissed that, “I was not there when
Chris decided to kidnap Collins. When I returned to pick him up, I
saw Collins standing at the side of the road blindfolded and Chris
holding a gun. Everything I did was for my safety and for the
safety of Collins.”

Burns tried to visualize what he was saying,
“I am not sure you have much of a defense.”

Murray put his hands on his head and sighed,
“The police searched your office.”

Hyde’s face turned ghostly white. He
collapsed onto his cot and hid his face with his hands. A few
moments later he looked up at the attorney’s, “I assure you
gentlemen I am innocent of all charges.”

Murray smirked, “They found a bag of resin in
your desk.”

“Listen to me, I am innocent, that’s all that
matters! The truth will win out!”

Murray was about to comment again, but Burns
stopped him, “All right Francis. With this kind of media attention,
this case will be very hard to defend. For now we will go with the
theory you have been framed. If something changes, we may have to
rethink our strategy.”

Hyde nodded his head, “I understand.”

Burns eyed him closely, “Have you been
interrogated yet?”

“Yes.”

Murray shook his head, “What did you tell
them?”

“I told them the truth.”

The attorneys stepped away to discuss their
next move. They decided to visit the prosecutor to determine what
he knew.

Mr. Potter was out of the office when they
arrived, so they returned after lunch. After a short wait they were
allowed into his office. He stood to greet them, “Good afternoon
gentlemen, what can I do for you?”

Murray started, “We are the attorney’s
representing Mr. Hyde. We would like to know all he is accused
of.”

Potter motioned for them to have a seat.
“Well gentlemen, your client is in a peck of trouble. Mr. Hyde
attempted to kidnap and kill Mr. Collins. Are you here to discuss a
plea-bargain?”

Burns sat up in his chair, “No, we are here
to put our names on the case and to inform you there shall be no
further interrogations of our client without our presence.”

Potter sat back in his chair and eyed the two
men. “Let’s be realistic here gentlemen. Your client does not have
a case. If you insist on taking this matter to a full trial the
state is going to seek life imprisonment. However, at this time, I
am willing to deal. If your client is willing to plead guilty to
the attempted murder then I will drop the kidnapping charge and
recommend a sentence not to exceed ten years or a supersedes bond
of ten thousand dollars. With good behavior he could be out in
three or with some help of his rich friends, be out the same
day.”

Burns shook his head, “Our client is
professing his innocence. We will go to trial.”

Potter smiled, “How noble. I was going to
have another chat with Mr. Hyde today, but I can put that off. The
bond hearing with the Magistrate is set for three p.m. tomorrow
afternoon. If your client pleads guilty, then I will accept that as
our plea deal.”

Murray thought about it, “We will present
your offer to our client.”

“Before the hearing, I would like to have
another chat with Hyde. If it is alright with you, say one
p.m.?”

The men agreed and left the prosecutors
office. They returned to Hyde’s cell. As they entered, Hyde stood
to greet them, “I assume you have been with Mr. Potter.”

The men sat down next to the cell. Murray
began reading over paperwork and allowed Burns to do all the
talking. “Yes, he has offered a plea deal of ten years or a ten
thousand dollar bond.”

Hyde looked at the floor. He could not go to
jail for these crimes and had no way of collecting that kind of
money. “No deal, I am innocent.”

“Ok, tomorrow there will be another
interrogation at one p.m. Your Magistrate hearing is set for three
p.m. tomorrow.”

“Fine.”

The attorneys stood and walked out of Hyde’s
sight. Once they were gone Hyde broke down in tears.

 


 


The Mail

 


 


Hyde’s attorneys had been with him awhile
when the mail arrived. Days earlier, the sheriff had instructed the
post office to direct all of Hyde’s mail to his office.

The sheriff walked over and fumbled through
the mail when suddenly he came across a large envelope from New
York City with Hyde’s name on it. He quickly walked into his office
door and had a seat. He opened the envelope and read its contents.
A moment later everyone in the office looked at his door as they
overheard, “I’ll be damned!”

He quickly dashed out of the office as some
of the officers laughed. He turned to them, “It’s juicy alright!”
He ran into Potter in the hallway, “Read this!”

Potter took then envelope then proceeded into
his office. The sheriff followed and closed the door.

 


 


 


Samuel C. Collins

Ponca City, Oklahoma

 


August 5, 1929

 


W.J. Wollman & Company

102 Broadway

New York City, New York

 


Gentlemen,

You will kindly issue from my long account to
Francis C. Hyde the following stocks:

500 shares of the Marland Oil Company (now
Continental Oil Company of Delaware)

You will immediately forward the certificates
of the above named transaction to Mr. Hyde, care of P.O. Box 62,
Ponca City, Oklahoma, and charge the cost of transfer to my
account.

Thank you for your prompt attention to this
matter, I am,

Yours very truly,

Samuel C. Collins

 


 


 


 


W.J. Wollman & Company

102 Broadway

New York City, New York

 


August 9, 1929

 


Francis C. Hyde

Box 62

Ponca City, Oklahoma

 


Mr. Hyde,

Here is the completed transfer requested by
Samuel c. Collins. The certificates are being printed and will be
sent to you as follows.

 


W.J. Wollman

 


 


W.J. Wollman & Company

 


 


 


Receipt of Transfer

 


 


 


W.J. Wollman & Company does here by
certify that Francis C. Hyde now owns 500 shares of the Continental
Oil Company.

 


He has purchased, transferred, or negotiated
this sale from one

Samuel C. Collins .

 


At current market value, these shares are
valued at $ 18,000.00 dollars.

 


 


Potter folded the documents and placed them
back inside the envelope. “Where are Hyde’s attorneys?”

The sheriff smiled, “They’re with him
now.”

Potter quickly stood, grabbed a few documents
from his desk and the envelope, and walked to the office across the
hall. “Is Ralph in?”

The secretary looked at him, “He is
downstairs in the court room.”

Potter quickly made his way down the stairs
as Harder was coming up. “Ralph—“

Harder interrupted, “—this is what you
wanted, right?” Harder handed him several copies of the
warrants.

Potter read over them, “Outstanding! Come
with me.” He walked to the stairway the guards used to access the
jail. A moment later, Hyde’s attorneys appeared. “Gentlemen, I have
changed my mind, after reviewing your clients file, I have decided
to speak with him today.”

The attorneys looked at each other. They knew
the prosecutor would not be so anxious for another interrogation
without new evidence. Burns question him, “Why the change? What
have you learned?”

Potter smiled, “It was a late night and I
need to finish what I started.”

Murray smirked, “Give us a few minutes to
consult our client.”

Potter smirked back at him as he walked away,
“Absolutely.”

The sheriff followed Potter and Harder,
“Where are you going?”

“To the mimeograph!” yelled Potter.

They walked quickly. As they entered the
mimeograph room, Potter looked at Harder, “Let me do all the
talking. Just listen and get up to speed on this case.”

Harder smiled, “Yes sir.”

 


Interrogation #2

 


 


Hyde watched as his attorneys approached his
cell, “Forget something?”

Burns stepped forward, “In a few minutes you
are going to be interrogated again.”

The men pulled chairs close to the cell.
Burns continued, “We need you to tell us everything that happened,
leave out no detail. We do not need any surprises during the
interrogation.”

“I have not left anything out.”

The men looked at each other; the newspaper
was giving more information than he was. Murray shook his head,
“What about the soda bottle?”

Hyde looked at the men carefully, “I sent
that bottle off for testing.”

“You do understand that the reason you were
arrested stems from your activity since Mr. Collins fell ill?”

Hyde looked out the window, “We were having a
pleasant conversation. I ordered sodas out of friendship. I sent
the bottle for testing out of my concern for Mr. Collins.”

Burns stood and stared Hyde straight in the
eyes, “So you swear that the contents of that bottle were the same
from the time you received it to the time you sent it off.”

Hyde returned the stare, “Yes.”

As they were about to continue, and officer
came up, “It’s time gentlemen.”

The officer removed Hyde from his cell.
Hyde’s attorneys followed as he was taken to a private room in the
basement, near the intake area. The room had six chairs separated
by a table with two pitchers of water and several glasses. The
officer seated Hyde and was about to handcuff him to the chair when
Murray spoke up, “Sir, that won’t be necessary.”

Burns whispered to Hyde, “Wait for my
approval before answering any questions.”

As the officer was about to speak, the
sheriff and the prosecutors walked into the room. He nodded at his
officer, “It will be alright, as long as he behaves himself.”

As all of the men sat, Potter opened his
brief case. “Gentlemen, these are your copies of the warrants for
arrest.” He passed out the warrants to the defense attorneys.

 


WARRANT

STATE OF OKLAHOMA

COUNTY OF KAY{ss.

 


THE STATE OF OKLAHOMA TO THE SHERIFF OF KAY
COUNTY, GREETING

WHEREAS, Ralph G. Harder……………………

has made complaint (information) in writing
and upon oath before me R.M. Parkhurst

…………………………………………………………, County Judge, that F.
C. Hyde
……………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………of
said County did, on or about the…. 8th…. day of….August 1929…

in the said……County of Kay, unlawfully,
wrongfully, willfully, knowingly, and feloniously placed a lethal
dose of poison into Samuel C. Collin’s beverage, then served it to
him with the premeditated intent to end his life prematurely and
before a natural death could take place contrary to the form of the
statute in such cases made and provided and against the peace and
dignity of the State of Oklahoma.

You are therefore commanded forthwith to take
said F. C. Hyde and bring him…before me, or some other magistrate
having cognizance of the case, to be dealt with according to the
law.

Given under my hand and seal this 17th…day of
August……, 1929…

 


R.M. Parkhurst……….

County Judge

 


 


 


 


 


WARRANT

 


 


STATE OF OKLAHOMA

COUNTY OF KAY{ss.

 


THE STATE OF OKLAHOMA TO THE SHERIFF OF KAY
COUNTY, GREETING

 


WHEREAS, Ralph G. Harder……………………has made
complaint (information) in writing and upon oath before me R.M.
Parkhurst, County Judge, that F. C. Hyde of said County did, on or
about the….16th…. day of….August……, 1929…

in the said……County of Kay, unlawfully,
wrongfully, willfully, knowingly, and feloniously operated a
vehicle knowing that the Samuel C. Collins was inside the vehicle
against his will, with the intention of removing him from his place
of residence contrary to the form of the statute in such cases made
and provided and against the peace and dignity of the State of
Oklahoma.

You are therefore commanded forthwith to take
said F. C. Hyde and bring him…before me, or some other magistrate
having cognizance of the case, to be dealt with according to the
law.

Given under my hand and seal this 17th…day of
August……, 19 29…

 


R.M. Parkhurst……….

County Judge

 


 


 


 


The attorneys looked over the warrants. So
far they were pleased that no new information had been presented.
Burns placed his copy of the warrants in his brief case as Potter
began to question Hyde.

“Mr. Hyde, I would like to ask you again,
what was the thirty five hundred dollar check and the draft
for?”

Hyde looked at Murray; he shook his head yes,
to answer. “The check was for legal services I performed for Mr.
Collins.”

Potter sat back in his chair, “Seems to be a
rather large amount. Are you sure it was for legal services?”

“Yes.”

“I found a bag of powder in your desk drawer.
What is it?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

Potter glanced at Hyde’s attorneys. “Tell me
about the soda bottle incident on August 8th.”

Burns put his hand up, “My client will not be
answering questions regarding the soda bottle.”

Potter smiled at him, “Alright well, Mr.
Hyde, why did you try to kill Mr. Collins?”

Burns again put his hand up, “My client will
not be answering questions regarding Mr. Collins.”

Potter raised his eyebrow as he opened his
brief case. “Fine, why did you recruit Mr. Wiederkehr?”

Burns did not object to the question. Hyde
looked at Potter, “I did not recruit him. He is a friend of mine
who surprised me with his actions.”

“I see. Why would he want to kill Mr.
Collins?”

“I don’t know.”

Potter pulled out the envelope from New York.
He held it so Hyde could see the address. “Why would you receive a
letter like this?”

Burns put his hand up, “My client will not be
answering questions on information we have not received.”

Potter fumbled through his brief case,
“You’re right, my apologies, here are your copies.”

Burns and Murray read through the documents.
They were extremely upset over the new evidence that Hyde had
failed to alert them to.

Potter smirked at the attorneys, “Now Mr.
Hyde, what would you like to tell me about these bonds?”

Burns made no move to stop him. “There is
nothing to tell.”

Potter shook his head, “If, and when I
approach Mr. Collins with this, what will he say about these
bonds?”

“He will tell you it is a legitimate business
deal between the two of us.”

“I see, well if the two of you are conducting
such lucrative business deals, why would you try to kill him?”

Burns spoke up in protest, “Sir, you have
already asked that question and I stated my client will not be
answering any questions concerning Mr. Collins!”

Potter put his hand to chin, “Mr. Burns, I am
just trying to get to the bottom of what’s going on here. If your
client has nothing to hide, then my questions will only aid in his
innocence.”

Murray spoke up, “Our client is not on trial.
You requested the chance to speak with our client and we have
cooperated fully. Since you insist to ask questions we already
refused to answer, our client is done speaking with you.”

Potter sat back in his seat, “I’ll you what;
right now your client has not been brought up on any additional
charges. If your client is willing to sign an admission of guilt, I
and my associate will not file any additional charges.”

Murray sat up in his chair, “Are you
threatening my client?”

Potter shook his head, “Of course not, I am
simply offering a course of action I believe your client should
examine.”

Burns looked at Murray, then at Potter, “Our
client is not guilty and should be treated as such until proven
otherwise in a court of law.”

Potter nodded, “Well, last night before I
went home, I drew up an admission of guilt for your client. Would
you at least allow him to look it over?”

Murray shook his head, “You can give it to
him, but don’t expect a signature.”

Potter handed the paperwork to Hyde. It
simply stated a plea of guilty to kidnapping and attempted murder.
It recommended a punishment of no more than ten years
incarceration. Hyde glared at Potter as he tore the plea in half,
“I am not guilty.”

Potter tilted his head as he watched the plea
being torn up, “Good thing I have more than one copy. Guess we are
finished. I will see you gentlemen on Saturday.”

The attorneys watched as Potter and Harder
left the room. The sheriff called of an officer to take Hyde back
to his cell. Burns stopped the sheriff, “This room is private. Can
we use it awhile?”

The sheriff nodded, “Sure, I will post a few
guards outside. When you’re ready to leave, knock and they will
remove Hyde.”

The sheriff left the room and closed the door
behind him. Potter was outside waiting for him. “Please have a few
of your officers contact Samuel Collins, Charles Roberts, and Harry
Buchheimer. Tell them it is prudent I speak with them
immediately.

 


 


The Attorney’s consult #2

 


 


Once Potter and the sheriff were no longer
visible in the window, Burns addressed Hyde. “So Francis, any
reason you elected not to tell us about the bonds?”

“I did not feel it was pertinent to the
case.”

Murray shook his head, “I know you’re an
attorney Francis. I also know you were only admitted to the bar a
year ago. You need to play the role of defendant and allow us to be
your attorneys.”

Burns held a copy of the bonds in his hand,
“This is a motive. From the smile on Potter’s face, I gather that
he believes they are fraudulent, are they?”

Hyde snarled at him, “No they are not!”

Murray sat down beside him, “Hyde, lying to
us will only hurt your case. How can we defend what you’re not
telling us?”

“I am telling you the truth! I am innocent
and that’s all!”

Burns leveled with him, “To be honest Hyde, I
don’t care. If you stole the bonds, fine, if you didn’t, fine. My
job is to defend you. I am only as good as the information I
receive, and I am damn good. If you want me to defend a lie, I
will, but the truth makes a much more believable defense.”

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/17096
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!
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