2018
This is one issue that we—and many of our readers—particularly look forward to. Storytelling
is alive and well, and the Texas Bar Journal relishes the opportunity to share some of it with
you. We’d like to extend an appreciative thank you to the 28 writers who submitted entries
to the 2018 competition.
To keep the contest fair and impartial, author names were removed from each entry. Two panels
of judges faced the challenging task of selecting the winners, and for each round, the same
evaluation form was used for consistency. Twelve entries advanced to the final round, which
was judged by Pamela Buchmeyer, of Dallas and Jupiter, Florida; Mike Farris, of Dallas; and
last year’s winner, Gregg Mayer, of Brandon.
The winner, “The Protective Order,” by Rosanne Gordon, earned the highest number of
points.
We have published the first-, second-, and third-place winners on the following pages. We hope
you enjoy these creative short stories as much as we did.

FINALISTS
Please congratulate these attorney-authors for making it through
the competitive first round of judging to the finals.
“THE PROTECTIVE ORDER,” by Rosanne Gordon (First Place)
“WHISKEY HANDS,” by Ron Uselton (Second Place)
“MAX’S MINDSPEAK,” by Marvin Sprouse (Third Place)
“HART’S CALLING,” by Brandon Beck
“PITY THE DINOSAUR?,” by Frank J. Gonynor
“WEARY MR. WYCLIFFE,” by Francis Mwangi
“THE SPILLOVER ROOM,” by David Jones
“2,519,” by Ronald Brown
“BEN’S PARADOX,” by William Cornelius
“WHAT HE SAID,” by Victor Segura
“THE WRATH OF STEPHEN, THE PIRATE-WIZARD OF GALVESTON COUNTY,” by Andrew Culbertson
“VIGNETTE,” by Robert “Jim” Middleton
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First Place

The Protective Order

T

BY ROSANNE GORDON

The overwhelming smell of pine cleaner grabbed my throat as I opened the glass door. I walked quickly across the rural
community center’s glistening tile floor, glancing at the dozens of people sitting on folding chairs against the walls. A pair of
young women. One probably applying for a divorce, the other making sure she didn’t chicken out. A scowling man holding
a bundle of papers. An elderly couple with an adult, disabled child. I avoided eye contact with the volunteer law students
stationed at tables in the middle of the room, hoping they were too busy interviewing potential clients to notice my arrival.
No such luck. A tall, young man in a crisp, gray suit called out, “Professor?”
I ducked my head and put my palm in the air. I wasn’t ready to talk to anyone. I made a beeline for the office I had occupied
one evening a month for the past six years—an old, wooden desk in the back corner. I took a deep breath. The odor stung
my eyes. I grabbed a tissue from the ever-present box and dabbed the tears. After another deep breath, I sat up and motioned
the young man over.
“Uh, professor? I’m pretty sure I have an emergency case,” the student said as he placed the laptop in front of me. “I’d really
like to work on this one with you. Can you talk to her right now? She needs a protective order,” he declared.
I looked past him to the lone woman sitting at his table, her arms wrapped around her stomach. The silver splint on her
right ring finger reflected off the florescent lights. Even from across the room, I could see the large bandage on her forehead
and the bruises on her cheeks. I swallowed hard to keep my throat from closing.
I looked back at the student. Like most I had supervised over the years, he had that wide-eyed, enthusiastic look. He wanted
his first case. He wanted to mention in all his conversations that he was representing a client, going to court.
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“What year are you in school?” I asked.
“Only second, but I was on the winning mock trial team in first year, and I’m taking civil procedure with you right now.
I’m Caleb. Caleb Jenkins.”
I didn’t recognize him as one of the 80 students in my class. I turned my attention to the application.
“If you are in my class,” I said looking up at him, “you know what the court must find before it issues a protective order.
What is it?”
“Well, it’s abuse, ma’am. I asked her about her injuries. She said her husband hit her. So, that’s domestic violence.” He
smiled.
“You’re half right. What else?”
His smile faded. “Well, it’s that…”
I answered. “That family violence has occurred and is likely to happen again in the future. Is it likely to happen again?”
“I didn’t ask,” he said quietly. I rubbed my temple. It had no effect on my throbbing headache.
“Bring…” I read her name on the screen “…Amanda Powell over here.”
His face brightened. “Yes, ma’am.”
Even before she had finished sitting down, the thirtysomething woman stated, “I don’t want my husband to lose his job.”
I pointed to the cast on her left hand. “Did he do that to you?”
“I don’t think so.” Her determined tone was gone. “I think it was his son.”
“His son?” Caleb blurted.
Her brown hair covered her face as she hung her head. “It’s my fault. I shouldn’t have done it … there …”
“Professor,” Caleb started, “she never said anything about a son—”
“—Mrs. Powell, please tell us what happened.”
Without looking up, she began in a low, shaky voice, “Three nights ago. We were at the baseball field. My husband, Joe,
he plays in the town league. He works for the township. And his son, Jesse, he’s 22. He plays on the team, too. And … and
I was there watching. And … there was this guy…”
She raised her eyes to mine without lifting her chin. “And, well … my husband and I … we … we have this arrangement.
He wants me to … I mean … because he’s older and I’m, you know, younger … it’s OK if … if I tell him the details after,
while we … Do you know what I mean?”
I knew what she meant. Caleb’s mouth hung open.
“So, I was … under the bleachers. And … and … his son saw me. He started yelling. And cursing at me. And then he
started kicking me. And my husband and some other guys came over. And, Joe couldn’t tell them … you know … that he
gave me permission, so the men—even the one I was ‘with’—started hitting me, and kicking me, and calling me names. And
my husband, because his friends were there … and his son … he called me a whore and he hit me, too. With a bat. Not real
hard. But then, I think, Jesse grabbed the bat and he swung it really hard. I put my hands up and … Oh, God … I heard the
bones break. He kept swinging at me. And they were shouting and kicking, and I couldn’t get up. I was down on the ground,
in the dirt …” She sobbed and covered her face with her splinted hand.
My heart beat fast. That was the worst. Not being able to get up. I glanced down at my leg. I had been rubbing my right
thigh as she spoke. The swollen, purple flesh, protected only by a quarter inch of cloth, throbbed from the pressure. I pulled
up my hand. I tried not to think of the previous night. Of struggling to get off the floor before the next kick. Hearing him
call me “a piece of shit.” Begging him to stop. I shook my head to chase away the thoughts. I handed a tissue to the woman
sitting across from me.
“And then I think Joe made Jesse stop cuz I was able to get up and I ran … I ran … naked … across a field. And I was
bloody and crying and I had to climb through a barbed wire fence. I got all these scratches … and … I finally found a road.
A nice lady stopped. She gave me a coat. She took me to my mother’s.”
Caleb’s eyes alternated between the woman and his own feet.
“That’s why I’m here,” she said a little louder, “because my mother says I have to get a divorce or a protective order or else
get out. I can’t tell her about … about … everything. Joe’s been calling but she won’t let me talk to him. He sent flowers this
morning. She threw them in the garbage.”
I thought of the obscenely big bouquet on our dining table. Bigger than any of the others.
I breathed in, hoping my voice was steady.
“Do you have children?’
“No.”
“Has Joe ever hit you before?”
She knit her eyebrows as if offended by the question, “No.”
“Are you afraid of your husband?”
She shook her head.
“What about your stepson? Does he live with you?”
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“No.”
“Has he hit you before? Or threatened to hit you again?”
“No. I don’t think it will happen again. Joe won’t let him.” I looked at the woman. She didn’t look at me.
“Do you want to divorce him?” I asked.
Tears ran down her face. “Not really. But I don’t have any money. My mom says I have to pay her back for the emergency
room.” She cried harder. “I used to waitress, but I can’t now.” She held up her broken hand. “Can you make Joe give me some
support, at least until I know what to do?”
I wanted to run. I wanted to grab my purse, get in my car, and start driving. But I looked at Caleb, at the people waiting
to talk to me. What would they say if the attorney ran out of the room? How bad would the gossip be if I drove away and
never came back?
I inhaled, scrolled through her application, and checked the box marked, “Rejected.”
“Our clinic is not able to take your case, Mrs. Powell. You need to go to the district attorney’s office.”
“No,” she cried, “If I go there, they’ll arrest him. He’ll lose his job.”
I almost yelled at her, “He should be arrested. He should lose his job. All of them should.”
“Professor—” Caleb began.
For the second time that night, I held up my hand to silence the young man. The woman looked confused. I shifted in my
seat. I felt the pain from my own bruises.
“I’m sorry, Mrs. Powell,” I said as I stood. Caleb followed my lead. The woman looked from me to the student with her redrimmed eyes. Neither of us spoke. She rose and hurried out the door.
“Professor,” Caleb pleaded, “Isn’t there anything we can do to help her? I’ll do the work. I’ll draft the petitions. I’ll—”
“You didn’t listen!” The words came out louder than I intended. He took a step back.
“She doesn’t want a divorce. She doesn’t want protection. She’s more worried about him than she is about her own safety.”
I slammed the laptop’s lid and glared at him.
“Do you know where she’s going now?” I didn’t give him time to answer. “To her mother’s. A place she doesn’t want to be.
When she gets there—maybe not tonight, or tomorrow, but soon—she’ll think of the flowers. She’ll start crying for the
hundredth time. She’ll remember him. How he used to be. She’ll remember the good times because there have been good
times. Wonderful times. She’ll think of the consequences—to him—if everyone knew what he did. And she’ll feel guilty. If
only she hadn’t done what she did, or said what she said, or thought what she thought.”
I balled my hand into a fist.
“Then, she’ll notice it—the rock. The rock in her stomach that hurts more than any bruise or cut or broken bone. She’ll
do anything to get rid of that rock.” I jabbed my fist at my stomach. “So, she’ll call him. She’ll hear him say he loves her. That
he’s sorry. That it will never happen again. She’ll believe him.”
I leaned forward, my clenched fists on the desk.
“And do you know what will happen next?” He didn’t move.
“She’ll go back to him. She always goes back!”
Caleb’s eyes couldn’t get any bigger. The room was silent, and every face turned toward me. I started to reach for my purse.
Instead, I straightened, gulped in several breaths, and wiped my tears with the back of my hand.
“Mr. Jenkins, show the next applicant to my desk.”
“Yes, ma’am.” He scurried to his table.
By the time I walked across the gravel parking lot to my car, it was dark. I had managed to get through the night. To talk
with the rest of the applicants even though I’d had a hard time concentrating. A hard time deciding to help the elderly couple
with a will. Neither Caleb nor the other law students could look at me. At the end of the evening, instead of trying to get
my attention or lobby for a case, they hurried from the center. The story of how I’d lost it at the legal clinic would now be
law school lore.
I drove down the unlit road to the stop sign. If I turned right, in 20 miles I’d be back in the city. Back home. If I turned
left, eventually I’d end up at the Pacific Ocean. I put the car in park. I laid my head on the steering wheel. I pictured Amanda
Powell with her broken hand and her broken heart. I should have helped her. I put the car in gear. I turned right. I drove to
my office, turned on my computer, and drafted an application for a protective order. For myself. TBJ

ROSANNE GORDON
had the privilege of practicing and teaching law for more than 30 years. Now retired, she enjoys traveling, spending time with her children and grandchildren,
and writing things other than briefs, memos, and emails.
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Second Place

Whiskey Hands
BY RON USELTON

I

I didn’t see my name in the obits, so I showered, shaved, and dressed for work. I think I was getting a little bit better at
being hungover. I figure it’s nice at my age to get better at something. But, I hate shaving; my hand fluttering like a dying
moth as the blade scrapes my throat. Tremors, they’re called. I wondered how long it would take for my nightly Scotch sessions to turn into a full-blown, debilitating problem. Maybe the day my whiskey hands could no longer hold a glass; that
would be a real drinking problem. I kept promising myself that things would turn around; that my life would change. And,
that day, it did.
That was the day I killed my client.
No. Not “killed.” That’s too generic. That was the day I murdered my client, in broad daylight, about a hundred feet
from that great hall of worship we true believers call the courthouse. You can’t make this stuff up, okay?
It all started about a month ago.
I rent a desk in a glass-walled office-share and pay my part of TamMe (pronounced “Tammy”), our tight-laced little
receptionist, who could start an argument in an empty room. When I walked in that morning she waved me over with her
look of disdain that she had so carefully cultivated.
“Guy in your office,” she said, “a Mr. Moss. Roman Moss.” Then she added, “Or at least that’s who he says he is.”
TamMe is everyone’s first strike on a criminal jury panel.
texasbar.com/tbj
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I entered my cubicle and a fireplug of a man, bald, sunburned skull capping a red, angular face, a face that a brick couldn’t
hurt, softened only by a fuzzy little soul patch on his lower lip, was seated beside my desk. His hands were folded in the lap
of what appeared to be a bulky flannel suit, too warm for the weather. I said, “Mr. Moss,” and he just raised one hand and
gave me an air-pistol sign. I took that as a “yes.”
“I’m Sam Spense,” I said.
He said, “I know,” and, with that, he flipped out a checkbook and leaned over my desk to scribble out a check that he
then spun at me. “You’re my lawyer now, right?”
I sucked in enough air to deliver my usual new-client speech about what I would or couldn’t do, but then I glanced at
the upturned check. I said, “Right.”
“So,” he turned toward me, armor-piercing eyes, “What I tell you is in strictest confidence.” It was not a question.
“Right,” I said, maintaining my verbal acuity. He lifted his hand and gave me another air pistol. I think it meant more than
yes.
So, you know the rules. I can’t tell you what we discussed. Strictest confidence. I will only tell you how he started his
story. He reached into his suit coat and handed me a Walther PPK. As I wrapped my trembling hand around its ebony grip
I felt like Bond. James Bond. And started to say so, but he was still staring, and my bowels growled with the instinctive
knowledge of what might be to come. He told me a tale I couldn’t unhear.
My client’s last words that morning were, “All you got to worry about right now is a motion to suppress.” He pointed at
the check, still on my desk. “That’s what I’m paying you for. We need to keep out what’s on that laptop. That’s what stands
between me and prison. And, Spense, I’m not going to prison.”
The next day, as we anticipated, Roman Moss was arrested, arraigned, and detained. I spoke with Assistant U.S. Attorney
Gus Sturgis after the preliminary hearing.
Gus creaked back in his chair and stared at me. “I thought I knew you, Sam. This is one you’d usually decline.” I didn’t
tell him, but I hadn’t declined a client or a fifth drink in a long time.
I just asked, “What do you have on him?”
“He’s married to a lady named Treema Moss, whose been nicknamed ‘X-Treema’ since grade school. She had to be pretty
half-baked for a fourth-grade teacher to tag her with that name. She’s 10 years his senior and looks like Keith Richards in
drag, but has one gorgeous trait—her daddy had billions. Unfortunately, daddy met with an untimely demise on his 100-foot
sloop off the coast of Bimini about two weeks after the wedding.”
“Any signs of foul play?”
“Not unless you call dismemberment foul play. Coast Guard said it was sharks.” He shrugged. “Anyway. That’s ancient
history. Your guy and the missus separated in March, a year ago. Been living apart ever since. A few weeks ago, for whatever
reason, your client stopped paying her his monthly booty, so she breaks into their McMansion and grabs his laptop and all
his encryption codes. Next stop, the office of Homeland Security. And those guys freak out.”
I knew about the break-in. Moss had told me about that in our one, brief meeting. What I didn’t know was, “What was
on the laptop?”
“A prosecutor’s treasure trove! Your client’s a slaver, Sam. He’s a modern-day slave trader. On the darknet, they call him
‘Maiden Head’—he heads a worldwide network of abduction, transportation, and harboring human beings, mostly women
and children. He grabs them, for, you name it, Sam, for sexual exploitation, forced labor, for, use your imagination, even
harvesting organs. Millions of women and children disappear every year from Third World countries, mostly unreported.
And a good portion can be tracked to your client’s laptop.”
My head was spinning. A client often leaves you with some surprises, but this was a grab bag. In our meeting, Moss had
downplayed, scoffed, left out the details. He insisted that without the laptop they had nothing. I said, weakly, “Maiden
Head?”
Gus nodded. “Maiden Head. That name’s not entirely accurate, because he trades with boys, too, young ones, 8 to 12
years old. His wife says he used to skinny-dip in their pool with some of his stable; teaching them to nibble.”
My new client’s words rang in my head: “All you got to worry about right now is a motion to suppress,” Moss had said.
“That’s what stands between me and prison. And, Spense, I’m not going to prison.”
The motion to suppress was heard by the Honorable Ruth Piscoli. I’d clerked for her briefly as a 3L, and my client knew
that when he hired me. What he didn’t know was her complete indifference to that fact.
She’s a small woman, but what she lacks in stature she makes up for in equal parts of legal brilliance and lethal objectivity.
Entering the courtroom at the spot of the hour, in her black robe with a red scarf at her throat, she resembled a tiny, predatory
bird. She sat, and said, simply, “Gentlemen. Begin.”
We hammered on the motion for most of the morning. Roman’s estranged wife, Treema, while under a restraining order
to stay clear of the house, had committed nothing short of a burglary, with the express and premeditated plan to incriminate
her husband with the contents of the laptop. I invoked the Fourth Amendment. I argued due process, and how her egregious
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conduct was condoned and abetted by Homeland Security’s receipt of the poisonous fruit. If I could have awakened our
forefathers, the drafters of our constitutional protections, I would have sworn them in and called them to testify. Judge Piscoli
finally shut me down, a little out of breath, with a dismissive wave of a miniature hand. She then leaned back in her chair,
her head barely visible above the bench.
And said, “Allow me to cut to the chase, Mr. Spense.” I recognized that tone. It sounded to me like, “Allow me to bite
off the leg of your chair.”
“I am not going to hold Treema Moss to the same standard as law enforcement. She entered the marital residence,
although surreptitiously, and took a laptop, an item of community property. I am not saying I condone what she did, given
the restraining order, but those issues can be addressed in other courtrooms. Our laws of search and seizure, our constitutional
protections, do not restrict her. She’s not a member of law enforcement and she had every right to turn over what she
found to law enforcement, and they had every right to accept it. I’m going to deny the motion.” And, with that, the judge
was gone, off the bench, the smoke from her ruling still lingering in the air.
My whiskey hands shook a bit more than normal as I stuffed my crinkling notes into a briefcase. Roman Moss watched
me, sort of a sardonic smile on his face. He pointed at my hands. “I didn’t pick you out of a phonebook,” he said. I had no
idea what that meant.
“We can appeal,” I said.
“Meet me outside, and bring the gun.”
“I’m not helping you escape.”
He raised one finger to his lips to shush me, and then converted it into an air pistol as the deputies led him out of the
courtroom, not cuffed, as was Judge Piscoli’s custom, but dragging ankle shackles. He mouthed the words, “Meet me outside.”
I did take the Walther, clutched to my thigh, not to assist my client, but to protect myself from whatever mischief he
might have planned.
As Moss was led across the sallyport to the transport van, with a fluidity that seemed choreographed, he took the gun
off the guy to his right and raised it to fire one shot through the other deputy’s throat, and then aimed it at me.
There’s an old adage. The gunslinger who draws last, wins. The first one draws from training and experience; the second
one out of pure, primordial self-preservation. I lifted the
gun with a trembling hand and fired once.
Moss went down like an empty suit of clothes.
Frankly, the rest of the story is wrapped in the gauze of
assumption and supposition. But, over the next several
hours I think I pieced it together so that it all made sense.
I was his ticket out of a well-guarded and fortified sallyport
where an ankle-shackled cop-killer wouldn’t stand a chance.
Moss knew I’d take a shot, I had to, and a pistol in my
whiskey hands would be as lethal as a drive-by on a bad
Now offering trust services through
patch of ice. At best, I’d miss entirely. At worst, his Kevlar
MEMBERS Trust Company in
vest that the government had provided would stop the bullet
in flight. Either way, Moss would fake a gutshot and his little
Austin, Dallas and San Antonio.
hired crew of “first responders” would wheel up in their
medical costumes and cart him away. And his escape would
become a legend.
So, “Allow me to cut to the chase, Mr. Spense,” as my
hand shakes and the amber liquor of a double on the rocks
spills over the edge of the glass: Today, I murdered my
client. I pointed the gun at him, mid-body, and who would
A DIVISION OF R BFCU INVESTMENTS GROUP LLC
have guessed, certainly not Roman Moss, that my whiskey
hands would put a bullet in his head? You can’t make this
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stuff up. TBJ
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Third Place

Max’s Mindspeak
BY

MARVIN SPROUSE

S

September 13, 2008
11:12 a.m.
. . . torts . . . locked in . . . real property . . . there’s gotta be an outline that will get me over the hump . . . greenacre, blackacre,
whiteacre—who comes up with this crap? . . . gotta stay in the top 10, that means an “A” in everything . . . keep the scholarship going
. . . no problem . . . right . . . probate . . . who would even do probate . . . depressing . . . and who the frick is “Hobie Gates” . . .
interview, clerkship, offer, job . . . my new mantra . . . interview, clerkship, offer, job . . . I’ve never made much more than minimum
wage . . . get a gig, pay the rent, and pay off my truck, and I’m set . . . stop aiming so high! . . . she’s looking at me . . . she smiles
at me for no reason . . . she’s beautiful . . . out of my league . . . probably nothing in common . . . she knows I can help her . . . who
am I kidding? . . . she’s never heard of Frank Zappa anyway . . . if she asks me to study again, I’ll know . . .
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“Max?”
“Max, can you hear me, Max?”
“Yeah, sure. I can hear you just fine.”
“What were you thinking about?”
“Mr. Green Jeans.”
“Yeah, right. Are you coming to Conference tonight to study?”
“Sure, I’ll be there.”
“You better be. I’m pretty sure you’re the only one who gets some of this stuff.”
“I’ll be there.”
“Make sure. And Max?”
“Yeah?”
“Would it kill you to smile every once and a while?”
“How’s this?”
“Goofball!”
December 25, 2013
3:02 a.m.
. . . night word processing . . . what a joke . . . yeah, it’s Christmas, but whose work pays the bills? . . . only a masochist would schedule
a Markman hearing on January 2 . . . maybe the judge is trying to tell us something . . . he wants us to settle . . . the judge said he’s
like a monkey with a gun on this stuff . . . anything can happen . . . deal with it . . . the pay is the same but the firm will know I was
here when it counted . . . it’s 7:02 in the evening in Seoul and everyone’s still working there . . . do they have Christmas in Korea? . . .
nobody cares . . . the client decides what’s a holiday and what is not . . . nobody cares . . . I’m getting it done and I’ll make it visible
. . . the partnership committee has to know . . . it’s possible to make partner early . . . it’s happened before . . . not the time to tap the
breaks . . . the 911 Cabriolet is in range, baby . . . she said she wanted a million-dollar life insurance policy on me if I got a Porsche
. . . she must have thought I was kidding . . . I’ll hand her the policy before I show her the car . . . she’ll feel different when we move
to the Park Cities . . . we’ll get a teardown, and she can design the kitchen and have closets to do cartwheels in . . . Max Jr. and Elsie
will go to the schools we want and will never have to work as hard . . . my feet are killing me . . . ahhh, that’s better . . . bromhidrosis,
Fido, bromhidrosis . . . how could she be calling me now? . . . if I don’t answer, she’ll call the cops . . .
“Max?”
“Hey.”
“Merry Christmas, Max.”
“Merry Christmas. What are you doing up?”
“I dreamed it was Christmas morning and I was in bed by myself.”
“How are the kids?”
“It took a while for them to go down, they’re so excited.”
“What do we need to do to get ready?”
“Everything’s done. Dad came over to help me put together the tricycle for little Max and set things out. It looks wonderful.
Come home. I’ll show you.”
“I’m almost there. I have to proof some revisions that are being done right now. Then I can send them to translation, and
I should have 10 or 12 hours before we get any comments back. The question we are trying to address has to do with the extent
to which correspondence between the inventor and the PTO is helpful with claim construction. In our case, the applicant
was also an attorney, but not a patent attorney or even a very good attorney. So although the prosecution history is typically
helpful to the court in determining what a patent is and is not intended to cover, in our case, we have to argue that the inventor/lawyer’s competence or experience has to be taken into account, because, of course, we don’t particularly like what can
be inferred by the early correspondence. At the same time, we have to be careful not to smear this guy too much because the
client likes him and thinks he may have a gold mine locked away in a desk somewhere. We’re trying to open the door to some
extrinsic evidence that is more within our control, and we think will give us a better foundation for the construction we are
looking for, especially in relation to some prior art issues we’ve found in the case. We have to strike the right balance though,
because we don’t want the court to put too much reliance on extrinsic evidence, as that makes it more likely we’ll have to
deal with a plausible appellate issue down the road.”
“Max, I know you’re working hard for us, but we miss you.”
“This is good work. I don’t know if there’s anyone else here who could be doing what I’m doing right now. It’s for damn
sure no one else is here. That means something.”
“I trust you, Max.”
“Be home soon. Gotta go.”
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April 2, 2018
2:13 p.m.
. . . “did you forget”—the three most toxic words in any marriage . . . obviously, my love, I forgot . . . you’ll help me remember that
. . . next thing I know, she’ll be telling me how to load the dishwasher the “right” way . . . best to get it over with . . . I won’t give her
the satisfaction of a fight . . . the market knows the value of my time, even if she does not . . . at this point, an hour of my time, plus
the timekeepers I feed, is in the thousands of dollars . . . what is a thousand dollars to most people? . . . a month’s rent? . . . three
months of car payments? . . . a semester of pizza and beer for some college kid? . . . one hour of my time . . . the firm has to pick me
to open the London office . . . there’s really no choice . . . the choice is that I could cross the street and open my own shop in an afternoon
. . . call my own shots . . . no more contingency work . . . and no more “biz dev” representations . . . wouldn’t that be nice . . . strictly
commercial . . . now, for the fun part . . . Bentley or Maybach? . . . there’s too many Bentleys around these days . . . definitely Maybach
. . . Brett Jespers went to the Maybach Haus in Switzerland to pick out the wood that would be in his dashboard . . . I could get to
Zurich from London in two hours out of Heathrow . . .
“Max?”
“Yes.”
“Thank you for coming.”
“I don’t have much time.”
“I know you’re busy. I need you to pick a date. We can go to an uncontested docket and be done in an hour. I’ve talked to
Eliza, and she says your calendar is clear the morning of Friday, April 13th.”
“Wait. I can’t do the 13th. I’m meeting with a group we’re looking at for the London office.”
“Eliza said your calendar is clear the morning of the 13th.”
“Eliza doesn’t know about it. I just got a text about it at lunch.”
“OK, Eliza said you’re also open the morning of the 16th.”
“Geez. Why can’t you just default me?”
“Betsy won’t let me get a default on this, even if we agree on everything. She says there’s too much at stake. Especially with
how we’ve done custody. She wants you on the record.”
“Who’s the client? Since when do lawyers tell clients what to do?”
“I know you don’t like to argue, Max, but I trust my lawyer. If you’re really agreeing to everything, this is part of it.”
“Let’s do the 16th.”
“I’ll ask Eliza to put it on your calendar. Here’s the script. Betsy will ask you these questions. She’s set it up so that the
answer to everything is ‘yes.’ Can you remember that?”
“Yes.”
“I think we’re set.”
“What else?”
“We’ll need to tell the school. I’d rather the school found out about it from us. We’ll need to do it together.”
“Why would the school care?”
“It’s a Christian school, Max. St. Alphonso’s? They’ll want to know we’re still looking out for the kids’ faith.”
“You know how I feel about that.”
“Do this for us. Changing schools along with everything else would be too much.”
“What else?”
“I don’t know, Max. I don’t know. Do you ever think about what happened to us?”
“I have worked so hard for you, and for the kids, and I would do it over again. House. School. Horses. Minivan. Counseling.
Braces. Camp. Rehab. Everything. You’re set. You’ll never have to worry. Do you know how rare that is in this country?”
“Good grief, Max, I know you have worked hard. What the kids need, what I needed, was . . .”
“Hang on, I have to take this . . .”
. . . strictly commercial . . . TBJ
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