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Excerpts from an Okanogan County District Court Transcript

DEFENDANT:  Yer Honor Sir, I know you said I shouldn’t defend myself and all, but ya gotta understand how I don’t trust lawyers one inch. I had a public defender on that first case about my unlicensed grow and I got a year’s probation and my ex got custody of Spike. That’s my boy, his name’s Mike Junior but we call him Spike. His mom’s name is Earleen. She’s a exotic dancer down at Cheeky’s in Coulee City and she left me for a bouncer with a record about as long as yer arm and I only got Spikey back for a while when she got hospitalized in a domestic situation. Even after all she’s did to me, I can’t stop thinking how God-awful pretty she is. How do ya figure? 

Anyways, I see Yer Honor’s looking at his watch, but this is totally about what you folks accused me of. I didn’t kill Deputy Tate. No way. Not even when he was the one that busted me in the first place and got me on probation and lost me my son. Not even because I swear he was the one who’d come around by the back road late at night and filch a couple of my plants. And all that other stuff the cops used as evidence to say I killed him? There’s other explanations.

Sure, Deputy Tate’s patrol car was parked on my back road with the door open and outta gas like it’d been idling fer hours. That’s suspicious, I’ll admit. And my old shotgun bent in half down there in my marihoochie patch. That looks bad. And how it had gone off, both barrels, before it got bent. And I know Mr. Prosecutor here thinks after I shot ol’ Tate I got my sledgehammer and busted up that shotgun and even my own pickup truck right in my own driveway and then I left tracks all over my property in some kinda off-road vehicle that’s missing now because I musta disposed of the body with it, so he says.

And that big burnt patch in the middle of my crop, he figures I caught Tate torching my weed and that’s when I killed him. But none of that ain’t true. I swear I didn’t do nothing like it.

Now, if I can just explain it my way, I think you can see how I didn’t kill nobody.

THE COURT:  All right Mr. Stubblefield, you may proceed. But please recall that after preliminary arguments I admonished you not to base your defense on extraterrestrials. I warn you again I will instruct the jury to ignore any such stories when they deliberate your guilt or innocence.
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