Cﬁapter 1

The last case I'll ever try ended in a whopping judgment.
Against me.

Things had started off innocently enough. I was in Small Claims
Court, representing the firm’s cleaning woman, Marita, in a suit
against her lying abusive brother, Jorge. She wanted back the five
grand she’d scraped together and lent him for a “coyote” to
smuggle his wife and kids up from Nuevo Loredo. I was doing
this pro bono, which meant Marita was getting what she paid
for. The gallery was packed with DC’s unemployed and
unemployable, waiting for their day in court, their chance to
nail the ex-landlord who’d kept their security deposit, the auto
mechanic who’d charged them for repairs he hadn’t made, or
the dry cleaner who’d lost their best velvet sweatsuit. None of
them had a lawyer, except Marita.

‘What’s more, she had evidence. So far I'd introduced four
exhibits: aletter from Jorge in San Antonio to Marita in DC begging
for the loan, a Western Union receipt recording the transfer, a
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second letter from Jorge promising to pay Marita back as soon as
he moved to DC, and a third letter from Jorge’s wife in Mexico to
Marita asking where in the world Jorge was. Then I'd pulled out
the last exhibit, a stack of credit card statements, and I asked
Jorge where he’d gotten the money for all the stuff.

“What stuff?” Jorge said.

“Let’s see,” I said. “An emerald necklace your wife never
received, a membership to a ‘gym’ convicted of being a front
for selling steroids, and an apartment full of expensive exercise
equipment. Tread mill, stair climber, home gym. There’s also
the boxing gear: heavy bag, speed bag, double-end bag. I could
goon.”

Jorge just ducked and jabbed. “You think I write these?” he
said, waving the letters.

“Are you denying it?”

“You mamom.”

“Excuse me?”’

“How you say, a sucker.”

“Your defense is I'm mistaken?”

“For believing my sister. La puta.”

Marita gasped. Although I didn’t speak Spanish, I had a pretty
idea what the word meant.

“Objection,” I said, “nonresponsive.”

The judge’s head was down, his fingertips supporting
his forehead, his hand shielding eyes which were, no doubt,
closed. He was pushing mandatory retirement and had
missed his noon nap.

“He no listening,” Jorge said.

I raised my voice. “Motion to strike.”

Jorge laughed. “Who you gonna strike? You skinny arms.”

There was some laughter from the peanut gallery.

“Motion for sanctions,” I said to the judge.

“I sanction you,” Jorge said. “Pop, right in the nose.”







