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O
n

 W
ed

n
esd

ay, th
e p

ris-
on

ers at D
.C

. jail first d
e. 

m
en

d
ed

 th
eir say ab

ou
t th

e 
w

ay things are. T
hursday, it 

w
as th

e gu
ard

s w
h

o m
ad

e 
th

eir p
ro

test. Y
esterd

a
y
, 

G
ertrude B

oyd m
ade hers. 

T
h

e w
ay M

rs. B
oyd

 sees 
it, sh

e's a
s in

v
o
lv

ed
 w

ith
 

p
riso

n
s a

s th
e p

eo
p

le in
 

th
em

. S
h

e is crim
e's victim

, 
th

e p
en

alties are on
 h

er b
e-

half. 
"

If th
ey d

id
n

't d
o w

h
at 

they did, they w
ouldn't be in 

th
ere,"

 sh
e said

 softly b
u

t 
firm

ly yesterd
ay aftern

oon
, 

"T
h

ey,d
 b

e w
alk

in
g arou

n
d

 
free like everybody else." 

O
ne w

arm
 evening in Sep-

tem
b

er, G
ertru

d
e B

oyd
's 7  

y
ea

r-o
ld

 d
a
u

g
h

ter, h
er 

you
n

gest, w
as fou

n
d

 n
ak

ed
, 

rap
ed

 an
d

 stran
gled

 in
 an

 
alleyw

ay near her Southeast 
W

ashington hom
e. 

It seem
ed

 a
n

 esp
ecia

lly
 

b
ru

tal, sen
seless crim

e, th
e 

k
in

d
 th

at b
egs an

y ration
al 

excuse. 
T

h
e
 n

e
x
t d

a
y
, p

o
lic

e
 

p
ick

ed
 u

p
 a

 1
7
-y

ea
r-o

ld
 

y
o
u

th
, a

 n
eig

h
b

o
r o

f th
e 

B
o
y
d

s, a
n

d
 ch

a
rg

ed
 h

im
 

w
ith

 th
e slayin

g. A
s th

ey d
o 

in such eases, the authorities 
sen

t th
e a

ccu
sed

 to
 D

.C
. 

jail. 
A

n
d

 th
ere on

 W
ed

n
esd

ay 
h

e w
a
s ca

u
g
h

t u
p

 in
 th

e 
trouble. 

H
is ow

n
 m

oth
er, h

earin
g 

th
e n

ew
s, ru

sh
ed

 to
 th

e 
scen

e. S
o
m

a
*
, in

 th
e co

n
- 

fu
sion

 sh
e fou

n
d

 h
er son

 in
 

th
e jail cou

rtyard
 an

d
 th

ey 
tearfd

lly em
b

raced
. P

h
oto-

graphers w
ere there: and so 

w
ere the T

V
 crew

s. 
W

h
en

 G
ertru

d
e B

o
y
d

 
picked up the paper T

hurs-
d

ay m
orn

in
g an

d
 saw

 th
at 

em
otion

al p
ictu

re sp
lash

ed
 

across th
e fron

t p
age, sh

e 
felt the fury building inside 
her again. 

"
I w

as very an
gry,"

 sh
e 

said
, "

I really w
as. If I w

as 
h

im
, I w

ou
ld

n
't w

an
t to b

e 
seen or heard from

 again." 
G

ertrude B
oyd keeps pic-

tu
res from

 h
er d

au
gh

ter's 
fu

n
eral on

 th
e m

an
tlep

iece 
of h

er cram
p

ed
 little h

ou
se 

T
h

e m
em

o
ry

 is a
lw

a
y
s 

th
ere, sh

e said
, a p

rison
 of 

its ow
n. 

of S
lain

 C
h

ild 
M

rs. B
oyd

 h
as eigh

t ch
it. 

d
ren

 su
rvivin

g, th
e old

est is 
20 and the youngest is 10. 

"
I tried

 to
 ra

ise th
em

 
rig

h
t,"

 sh
e sa

id
, "

m
a
n

y
 

tim
es I told

 th
em

 h
ow

 easy 
it is to

 g
et in

 tro
u

b
le a

n
d

 
h

o
w

 h
a
rd

 it is to
 g

et o
u

t 
'=

 A
nd then I tell them

, if you 
d

o get in
 trou

b
le d

on
't call 

m
om

m
a, 'cause there's noth-

ing I can do." 
N

on
e of h

er offsp
rin

g h
as 

b
een

 lo
ck

ed
 u

p
, b

u
t h

er 
b

roth
er h

as H
e's at L

orton
 

a
n

d
 sh

e w
en

t th
ere a

 few
 

tim
es. B

u
t sh

e w
o
n

't g
o
 

again. 
"H

e know
s he's got to stay 

there, bad as it is. B
ut I hate 

to visit h
im

. it ju
st h

u
rts to 

see th
e look

 in
 h

is eye w
h

en
 

I get up to leave." 
G

E
R

T
R

U
D

E
 B

O
Y

D
 

. . . 'L
 w

as very an
gry' 


