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He sat ten feet to my right at a table beside his attorney. His pitch hair, parted down the middle, showed a few strands of gray, but what I remember most was his pock-marked face, his handlebar mustache, and his stare.
At that time, I worked as a minute clerk in criminal district court in South Louisiana. My job involved swearing in witnesses—do you solemnly swear to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help you God?—receive, tag, and store all physical evidence—yes, the bloody knives, gruesome photographs, victims personal effects, and such—and write a summary of the proceedings, which became the permanent record of the court.
I don't remember this man's name or the specifics of his crime. I know he was charged with armed robbery.
As I busied myself taking notes, I felt his presence. I knew he was ten feet away, but it seemed like he was right next to me. I glanced over my right shoulder, pretending to look at the assistant district attorney, but I saw what I felt. 
His stare. His dark brown, almost black eyes bore into my space, and as he glared at me, he used his left hand to twist the end of his moustache. Regardless of what the district attorney, his attorney, or witnesses said, he stared at me.
During the lunch break, I asked the bailiff, "Herman, can you tell this guy to quit staring at me, please?" He shrugged and took a bite of his baloney sandwich. 
Herman was at least seventy-five or eighty years old. Being a bailiff was a cushy retirement job for former cops, but I hoped I never had to rely on him in an emergency. He had a tremor, and I wasn't sure how that would work if he were required to use his weapon.
The defendant continued to stare, paying no attention to the proceedings determining his future.
At one point, I gave him a taste of his own medicine and glared at him. Bad move. He continued to gape and twist his moustache, but the left corner of his straight-lined mouth turned up just a bit. He got to me. He knew it, and he kept staring.
After two days, the jury found the defendant guilty and took him away in handcuffs to serve a lengthy prison sentence. I took a deep breath.
Next case.
