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Foreword 

by Dr. Cyril H. Wecht, M.D. 

It is quite understandable that the brutal slaying of Laurie 

Show, a 16-year-old girl in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania, 

was a tragic event: this teenager lost her life; and her parents, 

family, friends, and indeed the entire community were thrown 

into a state of emotional turmoil and grief. The intense feelings generated by this death 

predictably resulted in a strong desire for justice, with swift apprehension and punishment 

for the perpetrators of this horrible crime. 

In the 1992 proceedings, Lisa Lambert (by trial before a judge), Tabitha Buck (by trial 

before a jury), and Lawrence Yunkin (by plea bargain) were found guilty of murder. 

Specifically, Lisa was alleged to have been the individual who inflicted the fatal injury to 

Laurie Show. However, Lisa Lambert was six months pregnant at the time, and the police 

admitted under oath that she did not have a single mark on her body the night of her arrest. 

The crime scene photos reveal that a violent struggle occurred during the murder. This is 

significant because when a violent struggle culminates in a murder, assailants almost 

always bear defensive wounds from the victim on their bodies. 

In a lengthy, firmly worded decision in April 1997, federal judge Stewart Dalzell ruled 

that Lisa Lambert should be set free. He detailed multiple incidents of prosecutorial 

misconduct by the police officers and prosecutor involved in this matter. However, one 

year later, Lisa Lambert was forced to return to the prison because of a jurisdictional 

technicality. There she has remained in spite of Judge Dalzell’s ruling that Lisa was “actually 

innocent.” 

I was never consulted in this case as a forensic pathology expert in the 1992 trial. I have 

never been formally and officially retained by Lisa Lambert, and I have never received any 

remuneration from her, her family, or her supporters for any of the opinions I have 

provided over the past several years in this matter. 

The proper, acceptable pursuit of criminal justice within the U.S. adversarial system 

requires a basic sense of fairness, objectivity, and utmost honesty on the part of the 

prosecution. Prosecutorial and police misconduct and bias regrettably occur more often in 



the United States than most people believe. Numerous cases of an egregious nature have 

been documented at local, state, and federal levels. 

In this case, Stewart Dalzell showed remarkable courage in analyzing and dissecting the 

prosecution of Lisa Lambert. I wrote a letter to Judge Dalzell on April 3, 2001, in which I 

stated in part: “I should like to commend you for the very strong and perceptive opinion 

you wrote. It was a very courageous and honorable judicial action. I have been a medical-

legal and forensic pathology consultant in thousands of cases over the course of more than 

40 years. There are not too many instances I can recall that were more egregious and 

biased from a prosecution and law enforcement standpoint than the Lambert case. I am 

extremely disappointed and angered by the decisions that have been made by the state and 

federal courts overruling your decision.” 

An issue in the Lambert case that disturbed me greatly is what I considered to be a 

serious breach of medical ethics by a forensic pathologist who had been retained by Lisa’s 

attorney prior to the 1992 trial. This was addressed by Judge Dalzell in his opinion. Dr. 

Isidore Mihalakis, who was to be a defense expert, was contacted by the prosecutor prior to 

the trial and subsequently altered his opinions and conclusions in a way that blindsided the 

defense when he testified. I believe that once an expert has been formally and officially 

retained by one party or another, whether in a civil or criminal case, the expert is morally 

and ethically obligated not to discuss his opinions with opposing counsel prior to a 

deposition or trial unless there has been a judicial order to that effect. In the Lambert case, 

there was no such judicial order, nor did the expert apprise Lisa’s attorneys that he had 

been contacted by the prosecutor, that he had spoken on the phone with him, and that he 

had changed his opinions and conclusions. 

From a purely medical standpoint, I always expressed great doubt about the crux of the 

case against Lisa Lambert, namely, Laurie Show’s mother’s statement that after Laurie’s 

throat had been cut and she was dying, she said that “Michelle [Lisa’s middle name] did it.” 

From an anatomic/pathological standpoint, once her vocal cord area had been incised, I do 

not believe it would have been possible for her to be able to speak. 

Lisa Lambert has demonstrated her intellectual ability, emotional strength, and 

personal courage throughout the years of her incarceration. During that time, she earned a 

college degree with highest honors. 

Lisa graduated summa cum laude from Boston University in June 2011 and was 

designated the class valedictorian. Her father drove seven hours to attend the graduation. 

Lisa has repeatedly and continuously denied having inflicted the mortal wound to Laurie 

Show and has valiantly attempted to have her case overturned. Regrettably, in light of the 

appellate court decisions overturning Judge Dalzell’s 1997 ruling in favor of Lisa, the truth 

has eluded the public. 

Lisa’s book, Love, Murder, and Corruption in Lancaster County: My Story, written with 

attorney Dave Brown, is a fascinating presentation. Readers will learn a great deal not only 



about Lisa Lambert’s case, but about the overall administration of the criminal justice 

system in the United States. 

Whatever conclusions readers may arrive at after completing the book regarding the 

validity of Lisa’s prosecution and the life sentence she received, the time spent in perusing 

this emotionally gripping book will undoubtedly prove to be an intellectually challenging 

and powerfully provocative experience. 

Sometimes, a real-life event can indeed be stranger, more controversial, and more 

fascinating than a well-crafted work of fiction. 

 

 

Prelude 

December 1991 

 

On the cold night of December 20, 1991, at approximately 11:30 p.m., I was taken into 

custody by members of the east Lampeter Township Police Department. East Lampeter is a 

suburb of the city of Lancaster, Pennsylvania. It was a Friday. At the time of my arrest, I was 

19 years old. I was also six months pregnant with my daughter, Kirsten, my first and only 

child. I would be charged with a brutal homicide, and my life would never be the same. 

Less than 72 hours later, law enforcement authorities were racing along the banks of 

the Susquehanna River and Pequea Creek, intent on recovering evidence from the murder 

at 92 Black Oak Drive. There was just one problem: the search party was led by a 

bloodhound named Clementine, and unlike the humans following her, Clementine was not 

capable of deception—she located evidence only after being exposed to a scent article worn 

by someone other than me. Two other pieces of evidence would also be discovered that 

day, and they, too, belonged to someone else: a bloody sneaker was found inside a red trash 

bag, and an earring back was discovered in the blood-soaked hair of the murdered girl, who 

was just five short weeks from her 17th birthday. Undoubtedly, the tiny piece of metal 

belonged to a pearl earring that was wrenched loose during the killing, but a subtle shift 

had already begun in the investigation, imperceptible to those not in uniform: the earring 

back vanished, and there is no known record that it was ever tested for skin cells or DNA; 

the red trash bag and the bloody sneaker disappeared; a police report was quickly written, 

stating that the dog found nothing during the river search; and the bloodhound’s owner, 

Allen Means, was never interviewed about Clementine’s discovery, contrary to his 

experience in every other investigation he’d been involved in. 

My nightmare had begun. Soon it would consume the newspaper headlines in Lancaster 

County, Pennsylvania, and spread to the national media. 



The authorities have lied about everything from the moment I was arrested. They have 

called me a murderer, a psychopath, and a cold-blooded killer, when in fact I am the only 

one of the three people arrested that night whose body bore no signs of a struggle. 

Although the crime scene photographs clearly show that a vicious, violent struggle 

occurred—and both of my codefendants were severely scratched, bruised, and cut—I did 

not have a single mark on my body, nor was my DNA found on the victim or at the scene. 

There is, in fact, not a shred of evidence against me. A judge, Lawrence F. Stengel, stated in 

his 1998 opinion that I once confessed to being an accomplice in the killing of Laurie Show, 

but that never happened. This phantom “confession” does not exist. 

For many years, my former defense attorney Christina Rainville, now a prosecutor for 

the state of Vermont, pleaded with me to write down what I knew concerning the horrific 

events of December 20, 1991. I repeatedly told her that I did not have the strength to 

accomplish a task so emotionally draining—the heavy weight of reliving that day was too 

much to bear. But by the fall of 2010, the whispering had begun again—the furtive looks, 

the wide eyes, and the uncomfortable silence from those who used to say “hello” to me with 

a friendly smile—and I realized that my case had once again aired on television. At that 

point I had spent nearly two decades trying to outrun a past that never stopped chasing me. 

My memories stirred again, whispering softly like the swirling leaves carried on the brisk 

fall wind. I decided it was necessary at last for me to stop, catch my breath, and turn around 

to face the deadly truth of the coldest winter—when my fatal silence about December 20 

and the motives of others cost me my life. 


