IRST, 'LL TELL ABOUT THE ROBBERY OUR PARENTS

committed. Then about the murders, which happened

later. The robbery is the more important part, since it

served to set my and my sister’s lives on the courses they eventually fol-
lowed. Nothing would make complete sense without that being told first.

Our parents were the least likely two people in the world to rob a bank.

They weren’t strange people, not obviously criminals. No one would’ve

thought they were destined to end up the way they did. They were just

regular—although, of course, that kind of thinking became null and void

the moment they did rob a bank.

MY FATHER, Bev Parsons, was a country boy born in Marengo County,
Alabama, in 1923, and came out of high school in 1939, burning to be in
the Army Air Corps—the branch that became the Air Force. He went
in at Demopolis, trained at Randolph, near San Antonio, longed to be a
fighter pilot, but lacked the aptitude and so learned bombardiering in-
stead. He flew the B-25s, the light-medium Mitchells, that were seeing
duty in the Philippines, and later over Osaka, where they rained destruc-
tion on the earth—both on the enemy and undeserving people alike. He

was a tall, winning, smiling handsome six-footer (he barely fitted into
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