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CHAPTER 1 WELCOME TO MEXICO





  I’m sitting at the head of the table and tapping my pencil. Things have been a bit tense lately. We’re having a lot of problems. My name is Blake Stone. Down the two sides of the long table, sit rows of executives. Down along both sides, they look at me, waiting for me to speak.




  Breaking the silence, I say, “The only way to fix this thing is to go down there and have a look at the situation. I want to know why the production volume fell steadily over the last six months.”




  Walt Benson, VP of Marketing, asks, “Who will you be sending?”




  I respond, “I am the one who has to decide what to do with this thing. I will go myself. This should only take a couple of days.”




  Milly, the Administrative Assistant, sets her pad and pen down on the table and asks, “Should I arrange for the company limo to pick you up in the morning?”




  I ponder my options and say, “This is going to be a clandestine mission. They have no idea what I look like. I want to get an insider’s view of the factory.




  “Milly, I’ll be taking the rest of the week to locate a car, get the damned thing registered, insured and pull together a couple of changes of clothes.”




  It isn’t easy being a black Lawyer, multibillionaire and founder of the Dark Star Industries Corporation, a large social development company. My work has alienated me from the legal community; I have a history of being both an investigative reporter and a whistleblower.




  Dark Star Industries include a newspaper, a radio station and manufacturing capacity in Nogales, Mexico.




  I should say, our manufacturing capability, because the manufacturing capacity has melted away to almost nothing. I want to know why.




  Entering the small, unassuming car dealership, I find it difficult to locate and elicit the attention of a car sales representative. The place has the distinct flavor of a saloon in an old western town.




  In the corner, two scruffy men are playing poker and each has a small, somewhat dirty looking glass along with what looks like a bottle of Jack Daniels.




  As a rule, I would have turned and walked out upon seeing the place, but I need a dealership with a less than golden honor system.




  The lot is filled with used cars and I favor the ones lined up along the street, as they are less likely to be stolen.




  My eyes fall on a Chevy that is a little banged up and a bit rusty around the edges. Yes, this is my car.




  In exchange for $6000 and a handshake, I have a Junker that can be modified for the trip into Nogales. I have a tow truck pick up the car and take it to Al’s Auto, downtown.




  Arriving at Al’s, I see him looking at the car and grimacing.




  He asks, “What the hell is this? What do you want me to do with it?”




  Handing him the bill of sale and the title, I say, “Register the thing and fix it up. New tires, new engine, new transmission, new rear end. I want this thing to be as dependable as a brand new car.




  Whatever you do, don’t touch the body. I want it to look just like this, rust and all. Don’t even wash it.”




  Al asks, “When do you need it?”




  I answer, “Two weeks.”




  His eyes bug out and he says, “When?”




  I respond, “I don’t care how you do it. Hire people, pay double time, but get this car ready to roll in two weeks.”




  The tow truck driver stands with his jaw dropped almost to the ground. I hand him $300.




  As I turn to walk away, I say, “Al does all the maintenance on my fleet of executive cars.”




  The driver says, “Oh yeah, right.”




  After leaving the garage, I head downtown to a men’s consignment shop to buy my clothing for the trip south of the border.




  My eyes focus on an orange and green plaid suit. Next, I pick up a red and yellow striped tie and a blue shirt. These will go well with those red sneakers over there.




  More of the same style clothing finishes off the new wardrobe for my trip to Mexico.




  In the corner, I spot a set of old worn and torn cloth luggage.




  I look at the sales woman and ask, “How much for that luggage in the corner over there?”




  She chuckles and says, “We were going to drop that off at the dump when we made our next run.”




  “She thinks a moment and says, “Just take all the luggage with you. It will save us the trouble.”




  Calling in, I find that the front office has prepared the paperwork and made the arrangements for Montego Masalas to report in for work in three weeks, on Monday morning, at the factory in Nogales, Mexico. I am to work in the accounting office.




  It’s been a long week and I have been driving eight hours a day, dining on some of the finest food and staying at some of the best hotels along the way.




  Hwy 15 North Grand Ave South takes me into Nogales, Arizona, where my travels turn more primitive. Before checking out of the hotel in Nogales, I dress in old used clothing and do not shave.




  As I move through the Mexican Border Patrol checkpoint, I am stopped and all my false Mexican identification papers are checked.




  I ask, “Why the ID check and search? Are Americans smuggling drugs into Mexico?”




  The Mexican Patrol says, “Actually, yes. We are finding an influx of American grown weed being dumped at discount prices here in Mexico.




  “That’s not the reason for the search.




  “We have had a rash of illegal Americans attempting to cross over into Mexico in search of work.




  “We are noticing that they desperate and willing to work for such low wages that they are destroying our economy.




  “We don’t need a bunch of dry-backs taking work away from the local people”




  I inquire, “How would Americans get the right to work legally, in Mexico?”




  He says, “Americans can register and obtain a blue card and a work VISA. Blue Cards are easy to get. All you need is a college degree in a licensed profession where we have a demand. The unskilled American Field or factory workers need not apply.




  “If they want to become Mexicans, they should go through the legally established process, like others are doing, not sneak into the country like some common criminals.”




  I say, “All of the American companies are sending their manufacturing down here to Mexico. Sounds like you have a problem with undocumented workers.”




  He says, “NO. The American scum are not undocumented, they are common criminals. They are illegal. They took our jobs.




  “Just because they can’t find work in the US, doesn’t mean they should come down here and destroy our prosperity. They siphon off our pesos and send the money home to their families in America.”




  A border guard emerges from the crossing station, hands me my papers and waves me on.




  The highway becomes Heroica de Nogales – Imuris (south) and I am in Nogales, Mexico.




  The dollar doesn’t go far in Mexico, where the peso is worth eight American dollars. My Hotel 66 cost me 66 pesos a night, which converts to $528 a night.




  With the minimum wage at eight pesos an hour, the destitute and jobless Americans are streaming into Mexico and seeking work. A forty hour week yields 240 pesos, or $1,920 a week in American money.




  Get a one room place to live and eat refried beans. You can make a killing.




  I’m starting to think the only way we are going to fix this problem is to move the factory to America, where the wages are relatively cheap. We can hire American workers for what amounts to 1 peso an hour and sell the goods in Mexico.




  Monday morning comes and I report for work at the factory.




  I’m convinced that both the cause and the solution to our problem is right in front of my nose.




  The Executive Secretary, or as we call them in America, The Administrative Assistant, greets me.




  She says, “Welcome aboard, Senior Masalas. Let me show you to your office.”




  I say, “You can just call me Monte. That’s short for Montego.”




  She shoots me a quizzical glance as I realize she has more information about me than I do.




  After about twenty minutes, a man enters the room and says, “Hola, Senior Masalas. My name is Manuel Ortega. I am the Comptroller here at Dark Star Industries.”




  I say, “So glad to meet you, sir. I’ve heard a lot about you and have been looking forward to meeting you.”




  He asks, “Oh? What have you heard?”




  I say, “That you have some of the best profit margins in all of Mexico and I am eager to be a part of that.




  He looks at me. Silent for a long time.




  I’m starting to get a bit nervous.




  He says, “I’ve looked into the hiring information and can’t seem to find anything about your hiring process. The folder is empty, except for the offer letter and the start date information.




  “Your personnel record seems to be in order, but there is no record of your interviews.




  “How do you account for that?”




  I stop myself from getting flustered, and answer slowly, “I’m not sure. I interviewed with several people and can’t even remember who I talked to or what departments they were with.”




  He looks upset and says, “Well, I’m the hiring manager here and you never interviewed with me.”




  I shift in my seat and ask, “Would you like to interview me now?”




  He says, “It’s a bit late for that.




  “Let me fill you in on how things are done around here. You report to me and speak to no one else. The financial information is strictly confidential.




  “Personnel does the hiring. You do not question their decisions regarding the people we hire, do you understand?”




  I say, “Yes, sir. It doesn’t matter to me what goes on in other departments, my only concern is the financial well-being of Dark Star Industries.”




  After sitting up all night and examining the books, I find that my initial ideas about the huge financial losses associated with Dark Star Industries' production and product profitability were only partially correct.




  It’s true. The disparity between the peso and the dollar has rendered the profit margins nonexistent.




  There is a bigger problem with the efficiency rating of the manufacturing departments. Per capita, workers are only producing five hours of work per day.




  What are they doing for three hours a day?




  When morning comes, Senior Ortega and I go over the books and I show him the financials.




  He says, “Yes, of course I know. You have uncovered one of the profitability methods I have devised.




  “Let me explain how it works.




  “We hire American workers who have come across the border and put them to work for half the salary of the Mexican citizens.




  “It’s true. They are a lazy bunch. All they want to do is drink beer, come in to work late and leave work early. They lack the Mexican work ethic. They only turn out five hours of productivity a day.




  “We pay them half as much as our Mexican workers and they turn out ten and one half percent more per peso, not per hour, than we get from a Mexican worker.




  It’s not about the efficiency of labor. It’s about the return on productivity against the pay, per peso.




  Now I’m completely confused by the problem and all of the implications.




  The exchange rate is killing us. So we can bring the factory back to the Unites States and level the playing field on the exchange rate to restore the retail margins.




  If we do that, then the wage scale will increase by eight hundred percent, completely wiping out the benefit of leveling the playing field on the exchange rate.




  The incredibly bad economy coupled with the constant layoffs and downsizing activity in the United States has completely destroyed the old American will to work hard. Add to that, the lack of incentives has caused the efficiency of the American worker to be reduced by thirty nine and one half percent.




  America has become a third world nation.




  This is going to take some dramatic changes in the way we manufacture goods. It’s time to bring Dark Star Manufacturing home and completely automate the factory.




  I call back to the Headquarters and address the Board of Director’s Meeting to say, “We need to take what’s left of the Federal Bailout money, long with the subsidies and pour it into automation.




  “The Government is looking to us to increase production and create jobs.




  “I want to assure you that we are earning our bonuses every day when we are able to provide productivity solutions and increase profitability.




  “We owe it to our shareholders to increase the value of our stock. By doing so, we will enrich America.




  We will produce thousands of jobs and assign them to automated production. This will eliminate the need for health care and other benefits.




  “What’s good for Dark Star is good for America.”




  It’s Wednesday morning and I’ve only been here for six days. I burn my phony Mexican ID and put my American ID in my wallet, pack my bags and head for home.




  I decide not to make the awkward phone call to the factory and quit my job. They will realize that I left. It will become obvious soon enough.




  I am gliding along in my rusty Chevy and heading north on Imuris - Heroica de Nogales (north) toward the American Check Point where I produce my ID and expect to proceed without a problem.




  As I am wedged in a line of cars that are not moving, I turn on the radio and ease back in my seat.




  In the rear view mirror, I see a dog sniffing around the back of the car. Two more dogs appear and all three sit and stare at the rear wheels.




  A crowd of Border Guards appears with automatic weapons. The Customs agents and their dogs begin to surround the car and I am ordered at gunpoint, to turn off the ignition and step out of the vehicle.




  The dogs burst out in a flurry of barks and tug at the leash as I open the door and step out.




  Opening my mouth to ask what the problem is, I am slammed against the side of the car and handcuffed. Hands begin searching me for weapons and emptying my pockets onto the trunk of the car.




  Some guy is shouting my Maranda rights in my face.




  Again, I open my mouth to speak, but the Officer just keeps verbally hammering at me to say that I understand my rights.




  A voice asks, “Are there any other drugs in the vehicle? Do you have any weapons hidden in the vehicle?”




  As I open my mouth to speak, hands propel me into the nearby building and into a cell. The cell door slams shut and the Guards all exit the room and move toward the car.




  By now, the rusty and dented rocker panels have been removed to reveal an inner wall of new metal and several bags of white powder.




  For the first time, it all sinks in. I’m not going home tonight. My first instinct is to call the Board Members to explain that I’m not a drug runner, but the Border Guards have my cell phone and aren’t interested in listening to anything I say.




  In about twenty minutes, a police step-van pulls up and I am hoisted into the back and seated on one of the two long unpadded metal benches.




  My handcuffs are clamped to one of several rings on the wall. I can’t lay down and it hurts to sit up.




  The van lurches forward causing the cuffs to cut into my wrists. The Officer who cuffed me forgot to lock the cuff ratchet so they wouldn’t become tighter.




  Every time they are caught between me and the steel wall, I hear another click as they tighten another notch. My hands are getting numb.




  The van turns through a chain link gate and passes down a long driveway between two chain link fences topped with razor wire.




  I see a couple of hundred angry faces pressed against one of the fences. They are shouting obscenities at the van as it passes by.




  I ask, “Why are they shouting at the van?”




  The Officer they call Big Moose turns and smiles at me.




  He says, “It’s not about the van, buddy. They are welcoming you to hell. Every man in there wants a piece of your hide. In their world, you’re either a top or a bottom.”




  The van reaches a clearing by a gray door and the back doors fly open. Big Moose pulls me out of the van and hooks a chain around my waist. He cuffs my ankles with chains attached and unhooks my handcuffs.




  I say, “Those cuffs weren’t locked. They dug into my wrists and cut off the circulation.”




  Big Moose grins and says, “Well. Ain’t that just a damned shame.”




  He didn’t lock this pair either.




  I am not resisting, yet they push, pull and bully me along to a room where they handcuff me to a chair. There is only a table and two other chairs in the room.




  Two angry looking guards stand by the door fondling their batons.




  You can feel their anticipation, as though they are waiting, welcoming the opportunity to beat the life out of me. If anger were ambient moisture, even the walls would be wet.




  A man in a suit enters the room and sits down across from me. He drops his briefcase on the table and says, “My name is Attorney Morgan. You have been charged with drug trafficking.




  “You are here awaiting trial. They found twenty pounds of angle dust in the quarter panels of your Chevy.”




  I protest, saying, “Those drugs aren’t mine.”




  He smiles an evil smile and says, “We know that. We want to know who you are working for. Who do those drugs belong to?”




  I say, “I’m not working for anyone. I went to Nogales, Mexico on business and was returning home when I was stopped.”




  He says, “That’s a good beginning. Now tell me who you were meeting for the deal. What’s their name?”




  Frustrated, I say, “There was no deal and I am not a drug runner.”




  Attorney Morgan slams his fist on the table and rises up a bit in his chair.




  He says, “It makes me sick to my stomach to have to defend people like you. Have you seen what that shit does to kids?”




  I respond, saying, “I need to make a phone call. I think I’m entitled to make a call.”




  He says, “Call who, your contact in the states? You don’t get a phone call until we get some answers.”




  His choice of words has me terrified. This man is my lawyer and when he speaks of the prison, he says “we”, not “they”. He is one of them.




  Chained and cuffed, I am walked down the long corridor with jeering and taunting thugs on both sides. They reach out through the bars and grab at me. The guards do nothing to protect me, or to silence them.




  My giant cage door slams shut with a bang and I am alone, except for the mob, up and down the hall outside my cage.




  I always thought you would feel penned in by a cell, but oddly, it feels more like it’s keeping them out. There are growls and catcalls, taunting me. I welcome the bars that shield me from their nasty grip.




  Meal time comes and my cell door slides open, as do all the others up and down the corridor, all with one loud clang.




  Guards are standing up and down the corridor, but they don’t seem to be very attentive. I remain in my cell, hoping to avoid contact with this group.




  A guard enters my cell and says, “Get your ass out of here and line up with the others.”




  I hold back saying, “Can’t I just eat in my cell?”




  The guard snorts and says, “You big pussy! Where do you think you are? This is not the Ritz Carlton. We don’t have room service.”




  He whacks me alongside the head with his baton and my ears are ringing. By the time my eyes can focus again, I am in the corridor with two guards dragging me toward the mess hall.




  I am slammed down in my seat at a long table. The others just look at me with contempt.




  One of the inmates called Razor looks over at me and says, “I don’ heard you be the man what got drugs. Everyone’s contemptuous stare turns quizzical.




  A dirty hand shoots out and grabs my raspberry tart. I look to see who it is.




  I’m looking into a face that sends chills up my spine. He has one eye. Where the other eye should be is just a pucker.




  He says, “I’m Snake.”




  The man sitting next to me says, “I wouldn’t mess with Snake. He lost his eye in a fight, but it aint sweetened his disposition none.”




  Snake takes a big bite out of my raspberry tart, smiles and says, “I hear you got crank. You and me. We gotta talk.”




  A voice from the other end of the table says, “You got as pretty mouth.”




  Snake turns and says, “Back off, Hammer. My man here is going to get us some nose candy.”




  What a mess. Apparently, I’m not lying dead in a pool of blood, because the other inmates think I have access to drugs.




  If I give everyone the impression that I’m a dealer, then it will only be a confession and reinforce the reason I’m in here. I can’t admit to being a dealer and I can’t deny being a dealer or the other inmates will kill me, or worse.




  I’m screwed either way.




  My best strategy is to remain silent and hope my trial comes up before Snake and I have that little chat. If I can be acquitted, then I will be released and Snake will never know I am not a drug dealer.




  Dinner is over and we are marched back to our cells. The food here is nasty. That damned Raspberry tart was the only thing on my tray that was worth eating. I was being tested to see what kind of metal I’m made of. The whole thing about the drugs is the only reason I’m still alive.




  In time, I will be lured into a fight or flight situation. I will not be allowed to flee, so I’ll be trapped like a rat and forced to defend myself.




  When they find out that I lack the spirit, the strength, the skill or the desire to fight, I will become everybody’s boy.




  For now, Snake is my master, my keeper, my protector. If all he wants is drugs, it will buy me time.




  It’s been a week and I’m getting nervous. Things here are starting to heat up. Snake, Hammer and the rest want to know where the drugs are.




  One of the guards comes to my cell and tells me that I have a visitor. He shackles me and we make the long walk down the corridor to the open visitor’s room.




  When visitors come, they wait at an assigned pigeon hole, where you are separated by Plexiglas and speak through monitored telephone handsets. You do not touch or speak in private. You are watched.




  The guard takes me to the visitor’s room, where I see Attorney Morgan waiting for me. The visitor’s room is supposed to be for the Client and Attorney privacy, but there is a full-length mirror covering most of the wall. So much for privacy.




  I am shackled to the chair for my visitors’ protection, because there will be no guards in the room during his visit.




  He pops open his briefcase and pulls out a handful of papers. He turns them so I can read them and lays a pen on top.




  He says, “I got you a plea bargain, not that I think you deserve a break, but you can plead guilty to drug smuggling and take a six year sentence, without the possibility of parole.




  I recoil in horror, saying, “I’m innocent, damn it! I just bought the car and it had to have the drugs in the quarter panels when it left the lot.”




  Attorney Morgan chuckles and says, “Spare me the bullshit, Stone. This isn’t my first rodeo. I’ve been around the block a few times. Let me lay it out for you.




  “You bought this old crappy Chevy at a local dealer’s used car lot. They were raided by the authorities just days after you bought your car.




  They were shut down for providing drugs, hidden in the vehicles to the local narcotic runners in town.




  “They are all in prison now and while you’re on the list of their drug running customers, we just had no idea where to find you.




  “You took the car to your mechanic. We have his name and his statement. He swears that you said to fix up the car with brand new everything, but not to touch the car body.




  “You told him that money is no object, but the appearance of the car can’t be changed. You even told him not to wash it.




  “The prosecutor is convinced that in a car wash, the power washers would probably have damaged the bags of dope hidden in the body.




  “You had to know the bags were there, right? After all, you wouldn’t allow him to do any body work.”




  I say, “No, that’s not right. I wouldn’t allow him to do any body work because I wanted the car as a decoy.




  “I needed it to look like it belongs to a poor person. I also needed it to be extremely reliable, so I wouldn’t have to risk having repairs done anywhere in Mexico.”




  The Attorney smiles and nods, saying, “Yes, exactly my point. The car is a decoy, but customs detected the drugs at the border crossing anyway.”




  He shrugs and says, “I don’t care whether you burn or not. I’m just doing my job. If you’d rather go away for twenty years, then we can try and deny the whole thing and see what happens.




  “As your Attorney, the best advice I can give you is to give it up. Plead no contest and cop a plea.”




  I say again, “I’m not guilty of anything.”




  Attorney Morgan leans in closer and asks me, “What’s it going to be, six or twenty? The choice is yours. I don’t care which you choose to accept, I get paid either way.




  Funny how situations can drive home the meaning of words, but now I see a real connection between the words despair and desperate.




  I ask, “How can we get the investigation reopened so I can show how the events began, developed and ended up where we are? How can I bring my side of the story to light?”




  Attorney Morgan sighs. He looks exasperated. Then he looks angry.




  He says, “This conversation is over. There will be no further investigation. It is over. I’m leaving now. Which way are we going? The trial starts in the morning. Are we copping a plea, or are we going to lose the case?”




  I say, “I have no choice. I guess we have to take the six year deal.”




  As he picks up his briefcase and turns to leave, he says, “The trial begins at 9:00 AM tomorrow. The judge has to review the plea and decide whether or not to allow the six year deal.”




  At long last, I am allowed to use the phone and make a few collect calls.




  My call to the Board of Directors is taken by Alan, my next in command.




  He answers the call, asking, “Where the hell are you? We’ve been looking all over Mexico for you.




  “We thought maybe you had been abducted, or something. We have all been waiting for the ransom call. I have a missing person’s report on file with the Mexican Police.




  “The last call we received from you was from Nogales, Mexico with the recommendation that we relocate the factory to the United States and then automate the entire operation.




  “The Mexican Police did an investigation and were told that you never called in and that you never showed up for work.




  “We had to assume that you were abducted right after calling us.”




  I reply, “That’s not important right now. I’m in Arizona and I’m being charged with smuggling drugs into the United States.




  “I’m being held at the Arizona State Prison in Tucson, pending trial. I was just notified that my trial is tomorrow morning at 9:00 AM.”




  Alan asks, “It’s after hours here and we’re not going to be able to get our Lawyers on the phone until tomorrow. Can you get the trial pushed back until we get you some good legal help?”




  I say, “No. It’s after hours here too. My Lawyer has entered a plea bargain and a judge will have to OK it in the morning at my trial.”




  Alan says, “Damn! Once the judge passes on the plea bargain, or rejects it and you lose your case, then the sentence will be issued and your only course of action will be a long, drawn out, appeal process.




  Morning comes and I’m hoping the Lawyer comes to see me before we have to be in court, so we can get the trial rescheduled and have one of my Attorneys assigned to the case.




  I’m asking the guard, oh, excuse me, Corrections Officer, to please get me in touch with my lawyer.




  He waves me off saying, “You’ll be seeing him at the courthouse when your trial begins.”




  I recognize one of the two burley Officers who come to my cell and chain me up again. It’s that bastard, the Moose.




  No time for a shower, or breakfast. They hustle me out to the prison van and seat me in the back on that damned metal bench, lashed to one of those rings on the wall.




  He did it again, or should I say he did not do it again. He neglected to lock the cuff ratchet so they would not become tighter. The cuffs are tightening their grip as we bounce along. Ouch! That’s going to leave a mark.




  The van pulls up outside of the courthouse and I’m yanked from the van and almost carried into the courtroom. They remove my chains and cuffs, and then they seat me in my chair I ask, “Where the hell is my lawyer?”




  I see him enter the courtroom and he doesn’t even have time to sit down before the Bailiff barks, “All rise!” and the judge walks briskly to his seat behind the bench.




  Leaning in and trying not to be too conspicuous, I ask Attorney Morgan, “Where the hell have you been? I need to get this damned trial continued to another date.”




  Attorney Morgan says, “You’re acting like a perfect ass. You’re not my only client, you know. This doesn’t cost you a dime, so shut up and be grateful you’re being represented at all.”




  The Judge's eyes lock in on us and he asks, “What the hell are you two going on about? We’re conducting a trial here. If your client can’t respect the sanctity of the court, then he will be tried in his absence.”




  The judge thumbs through some papers and sets them aside. He looks sternly at me and says, “Based on the evidence presented before the court, I am going to deny your plea bargain.




  “You are charged with smuggling narcotics across the state line in violation of both state and federal law. The trial will commence immediately.




  “How do you plead?”




  I turn to tell Attorney Morgan that we need to postpone this trial, but he is already standing and announcing, “We plead guilty, Your Honor.”




  I’m becoming annoyed as I lean in and ask, “What the hell are you doing? I needed to talk to you before you spoke.”




  Attorney Morgan says, “You attempted to plea bargain. Whether or not the plea bargain was approved, your admission of guilt was entered into the court record before we ever entered the room.




  “Once you enter a plea, it can’t be changed.”




  I ask, “Don’t you ever listen to anything I try to say? I need to have this trial continued, damn it.”




  Attorney Morgan says, “Too late. The trial has already begun.”




  The Judge asks, “Defendant, you have entered a plea of guilty, but do you have any witnesses and want to claim mitigating circumstances?”




  I open my mouth to speak, but Attorney Morgan leaps to his feet and shouts, None, Your Honor. We throw ourselves on the mercy of the court.”




  That’s it! I jump up and grab Attorney Morgan by the tie and lift him from his seat, punching him in the face several times before the Court Officers can grab me and tear me loose.




  The entire courtroom is up for grabs, as everyone breaks out in horrified screams and curses.




  Attorney Morgan is choking. He’s pulling at his tie in an effort to open his air passages. His face is all bloody. It runs down onto his white shirt.




  The Judge pounds his gavel so hard it breaks and the head of the gavel goes spinning off and strikes the Court Reporter in the eye.




  

  
CHAPTER 2 DECODING THE SYSTEM





  When everyone has calmed down, The Judge looks at me and says, “In addition to smuggling drugs, I’m charging you with exciting a riot, assault on an Officer of the Court, being Attorney Morgan, and contempt.




  “You have caused me to break my favorite gavel and you have given my wife, the Court Recorder” a black and bloody eye.




  “I’m charging you with everything that transpired here today.




  “Based on your behavior here today, I’m exercising my prerogative to extend the maximum sentence to twenty five years and three days, in the State Prison, without parole.”




  My mechanic had been brought in to testify and looked over at me as I was being chained up.




  He says, “I thought I was helping when they asked about the body work.




  “I told them we couldn’t have put the drugs in the quarter panels, because you said not to touch them.”




  My home for the next twenty five years is a hell hole. I will be released just in time to retire, which a blessing, in a way, because I will be unemployable.




  My world has been turned inside out. I am likely to no longer remain the CEO at my company. I have been disbarred. My assets have all been labelled as drug profits from trafficking and seized, so that I have no bank account.




  The only good news is that I have been relocated to a different prison, far from Tucson. Snake and Hammer remain back in Tucson, out of touch.




  The notion that this was good news is short lived, as I hear my cell door open at around 3:00 AM and, half awake, I hear footsteps in the dark.




  A hand pushes my face down into the pillow as other hands peel my clothing from my body.




  The light goes on and a voice says, “Well, will you look at that.”




  Two hands grab my hips and pull them upward.




  An excruciating pain erupts from my posterior and there are whoops and cheers as I am violated again and again.
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