
[JUNGQUIST leaves the stand]
 
STEVENS: The defense rests. 
 
JUDGE HEATH: Any other witnesses? 
 
FLINT: No, your Honor.
 
JUDGE HEATH: The defense may proceed with the closing argument.
 
STEVENS: Your Honor! Ladies and gentlemen of the jury! You are here to decide 
the fate of a woman. But much more than one woman is here on trial.  Before you 
pronounce your verdict on Karen Andre, think of your verdict on Bjorn Faulkner. 
Do you believe that he was the kind of man who would bow, renounce and 
repent? If you do -- she's guilty. But if you believe that in this sad, halfhearted 
world of ours a man can still be born with life singing in his veins; a scoundrel, a 
swindler, a criminal, call him anything, but still a conqueror -- if you value a 
strength that is its own motor, an audacity that is its own law, a spirit that is its 
own vindication -- if you are able to admire a man who, no matter what mistakes 
he may have made in form, had never betrayed his essence: his self-esteem -- if, 
deep in your hearts, you've felt a longing for greatness and for a sense of life 
beyond the lives around you, if you have known a hunger which gray timidity 
can't satisfy -- you'll understand Bjorn Faulkner. If you do -- you'll understand the 
woman who was his priestess . . . Who is on trial in this case? Karen Andre? No! 
It's you, ladies and gentlemen of the jury, who are here on trial. It is your own 
souls that will be brought to light when your decision is rendered!
 
JUDGE HEATH: The District Attorney may now conclude the case.
 
FLINT: Your Honor! Ladies and gentlemen of the jury! For once, I agree with the 
defense counsel. Two different types of humanity are opposed in this case -- and 
your verdict will have to depend on which side you choose to believe. You are 
asked -- by the defense -- to take the side of a swindler, a harlot and a gangster 
against a man who is a model of social respectability and a woman who is 
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everything the ideal of pure womanhood has been for centuries. On one side, you 
see a life of service, duty and unselfishness; on the other -- a steamroller of 
sensual indulgence and egoistic ambition. I agree with the defense counsel that the 
judgment on this case will be passed deep within your own souls. If you believe 
that man is placed on earth for a purpose higher than his own enjoyment -- if you 
believe that love is not all in the bedroom, but also in your parlor, in your kitchen, 
in your nursery -- if you believe that the cozy fireside of a home is still the most 
sacred ideal a man can aspire to -- you will believe that simple virtue is more 
powerful than arrogance and that a man like Bjorn Faulkner would be brought to 
bow before it. Let your verdict tell us that none shall raise his head too high in 
defiance of our common standards!
 
JUDGE HEATH: Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, the Bailiff will now escort you 
to the jury room. I shall ask you to consider your verdict carefully. You are to 
determine whether Karen Andre is guilty or not guilty of the murder of Bjorn 
Faulkner.
 
[The BAILIFF escorts the JURY out of the courtroom. Then the stage is blacked out. 
Then, one by one, a spotlight picks out of the darkness the different WITNESSES, 
repeat the most significant lines of their testimony -- a quick succession of 
contradicting statements, presenting both sides of the case, reviewing the case for 
the audience, giving it swift flashes of what the jury is considering.
The pin spot illuminates only the faces of the witnesses, one after the other, in the 
following order]
 
DR. KIRKLAND: I was called to examine the body of Bjorn Faulkner. I found a 
body mangled to an extreme degree.
 
HUTCHINS: Well, he was a bit tight. He wasn't very steady on his feet. Mr. 
Faulkner and the other gentleman had to help him. They almost dragged him into 
the elevator.
 
VAN FLEET: She is hoisting a man's body up on the parapet. A man in evening 
clothes. Faulkner. He's unconscious. No resistance. She pushes him with all her 
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