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POINTS OF VIEW

Victories hard won in 2 messy judicial scrapes

een hanging from a Marla Par-

ker sign on Orchard Lake Road

in Farmington Hills is a hastily
acrawled “Thank you.”

Nice touch. Parker was victorious in
the hard-fought scrap for an open seat
on the Farmington District Court
bench,

Races for the lofty position of judge
arg by law non-partisan, But at least
thjs time around in Oakland County,
the campaigns weren't always lofty.

In two of our communities, campaign
tactics for district judgeships took on a
jess than judicial favor.

In both cases, the candidate employ-
ing the tactics lost,

In Troy, Judge Bristol Hunter be-
came only the third sitting district

judge in history to fail to win re-clec-
tion. ‘

And in Farmington, Jack McDanald,
the odds-on favorite to win a vacant
district court scat after running first in
the primary, lost to his former office
mate, Parker.

Parker beat out McDonald 21,120 to
17,595. And attorney Michael Martone
topped Hunter 14,220 to 10,630,

No, it wasn't all that close. Se it's
hard to know whether or not the ques-

judge.

In Troy, follow Oakland District 52-1
benchwarmers, Judges Dennis Drury
and William Bolle sent out letters Lo
jurors who had served that court,
courting their vote for Hunter,

Martone had no access to these lists,
which cortainly had a different intent
than to be captured for political pur-
poses,

went door-to-

tionable tactics actually backfired, or
whether Martone and Parker just ran
the better campaigns.

. Indeed, all candidates came highly
qualified and all campaigned exten-

sively in their communities.

In
door with his ideas of adding night ses-
gions and taking programs into the
schools, while Hunter opined that the
status quo was working,

Here are the scenarios — you be the

n Farmi Parker's cable televi-

disagreed.

1t’s unfortunate that even in races
for judgeships, we have political she- :
nanigans which only work to demean -
the office.

A roised bench doesn’t make one’s
judgment suddenly lofty. But running
a positive campaign emphasizing solid
legal credentials rather than inap-
propriately using power or the courts is
esscntiul}o kccpix‘\Lg‘Lhe judiciary as

sion ads depicted her in s

robes in a courtroom-like setting. In
fact, she is o magistrate.

Instead of responding with a solid re-
butta! of his own, McDonald took to
the courts to try and stop the ads, con-
tending that they made her appear as if
she already were a judge, The court

as

Judith Doner Berne is assistant
managing editor for the Oakland Coun-
¢ty editions of the Observer & Eccentric.
To leave a voice mail message for Jud-
ith Doner Berne, call 644-1100 mailbox
242,

Recent events trigger some childhood memories

ast night, night before, 24

rabbers at my door, I got up to let

‘emt in, hit ‘em over the head
with a rollin’pin.. . . ol hid? Last
night. .. ."

*“T'he hypnotic refrain of the game we
tdved to play in childhood has been
clattering around in my head lately
with disturbing frequency, Many are
the memories, mostly fond, of ploying
outside with friends after dinner, while
the waning days of summer brought on
the dark with alarming speed., Of all
the games we happily played — Tag,
Red Light, Kickball and Red Rover —
none held the excitement of a thrilling
yet seary hour of Hide and Seck.

- We would begin just as the last of
the sun was obscured by encroaching
night. After deciding which one would
first be it {through a complicated pro-
cess of one potato or equally arcane
method known only to us) the players
would then dash for their favorite hid-
ing places. Hearts hammering, eyes
flashing, we silently climbed, crawled
ar burrowed over, under, around and
through. Fecling stcure, we would
crouch low, holding our breath until
aur eyes bulged, lest the person who
was it hear our panting and find us.

: While the players of the game darted

first here, then there, looking for that
perfect hiding place, the secker would
begin the thythmic warning chant
which signaled that the hunt was
about to begin.

“Last night, night before. . . .

Those of us who had experienced the
game knew that the secker would only
repeat the phrase three times before
changing into a boogeyman and racing
off to find its first victim, Once caught,
the victims become seckers until, final-
ly, there were more searchers than
hiders. The supreme satisfaction of the
game was those rare occasions when
you had hidden so well or run so for
that the boogeymen couldn't find you,
But that didn't happen very often.

The first stirrings of that childhood
memory began with General Motors'

of the i demise

of the Willow Run Plant. At the same
time, a six-year-old girl was fire
bombed to death as she slept in her
Dbed. a victim of a retaliatory strike fora
crack cocaine deat goue wrong. This
murderous outrage, abscured by the
economic uncertainty fucled by GM's
announcement, overlooked as just an-
other monstrous happening in the
ghetto, caused my memory to begin the
search for those words:

“Last night, night before. . . .

The flashes of remembrance became
more insistent as the months wore on.

young girls in the suburbs and desti-
tute women in the city amplified the

mind.

“Last night, night before 24 robbers
at my door. .. "

‘The atrocity of an 11-year-old girl's
abduction and murder in Oakland
County, followed by the wanton killing
of a young Korean researcher in
Wayne, prompted the flashes of recall

was compelled to complete the refrain
of a childhood game, though at the
time I didn't know why my mind
groped to put it together.

“Last night, night before 24 robbers

News accounts of serial killers stalking

chant and brought more of the words to

to change to an active memory search. I

at my door, f got up to let ‘em in. . .

When former Detroit Chicf of Police
Bill Hart was sentenced to 10 years in
the federal penitentiary for looting the
secret drug enforcement fund, the full
phrase popped into my head, unbid.
den. At the time, busy trying to make a
living, intent on forgetting the horrors
that befell other people, I blocked the
intrusive thought.

Then I learned that the punk who
tossed a chunk of concrete from a high-
way overpass, taking the life of an in-
nocent young woman in the process,
was identified by the punk who killed
the young rescarcher as she walked
home from her job at Wayne State, At
once the entire experience of Hide and
Seek in the dark came back to me and,
with a sense of dread, I remembered
the full beginning of my favorite game:

“Last night, night before 24 robbers
at my door, I got up let 'em in, hit 'em
over the head with a rollin’pin . . . all
hid?”

Now as I write this, I cannot get
those words out of my head. It's as if
my subconcious has seized on the re-
frain like a mantra, warding off ap-
proaching disaster.

The past week’s reports of 11 shoot-
ings in one day of Detroit school kids,

the further economic devastation
causcd by GM's restructuring, the ter-
rorist invasion by three malcontents of
a West Bloomfield home and the al-
leged savage beating death of a drifter
named Malice at the hands of the city's
protectors, reverberates the play time
ditty throughout my being with all the
fervor of a nun clutching rosary beads,
endlessly murmuring Hail Mary's.
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My reaction upon saying those words !

now is much like it was when [ heard
them through the black night more
than 30 yenrs ago. Run! Hide! Don't let
the boogeyman find me!

If the game of lifc is ohything like
the game of Hide and Seck I played as
akid, then I am filled with a sense of
forcboding. Once I ran so far that the .
seekers couldn’t find me, another time
I hid so well that the searchers gave up.
Most of the time, though, the boogey-
man caught me, turning me into a
Zombie just like him,

Jeffrey Miller, a Southficld resident,
is executive producer/host of Transi-
tion, seen locally at 8:30 a.m. Saturdays
on WXON TV 20. To leave a voice mail
message for Jeffrey Miller from a touch
tone phone, dial 953-2047 mail box
1872.
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NO TRANSACTION IS COMPLETE UNTIL YOU ARE COMPLETELY SATISFIED * FREE DELIVERY ANYWHERE IN THE USA
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*SHOP 7 DAYS 10-8

SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 14
SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 15

KINGSWOOD GIFTORAMA '92

EXCLUSIVELY FOR YOU!
KINGSWOOD GIFTORAMA OPENS THE DOORS TO
40 OF THE COUNTRY'S BEST SHOPS

e $4.00 PER PERSON

+« FREE PARKING & SHUTTLE SERVICE
Enter at Kingswood Campus
885 Cranbrook Road, Bloomfield Hills

e LUNCH AVAILABLE

NO STROLLERS PLEASE

Long Lake Rd.
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37 Granbieok s A YOUR ADMISSION TICKET IS
- ety /% \& N AN AUTOMATIC ENTRY INTO
& | Lane PinolRd. ENTER\Z, OUR $250 DOLLAR SHOPPING
& - = "; SPREE RAFFLE ON SATURDAY
g « ot % {LICENSE #13440) AND ON
g 3 g 3 SUNDAY (LICENSE #185441).
r 5 5 DRAWINGS AT 2:00 P.M. EACH

Quaiton | (16 Mile) 5 DAY.

PROCEEDS FROM GIFTORAMA SUPPORT DEVELOPMENT
AND RESTORATION OF CRANBROOK KINGSWOOD
SCHOOLS AND TUITION ASSISTANCE,

9:00 a.m. - 6:00 p.m.
10:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m.

SAVE $1.00 ON ONE ADMISSION. BRING THIS AD!




