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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.

DEFENDANT:  Gotcha, Yer Honor Sir. But this is the way it really happened. I swear on a stack-a Bibles.

Musta been about two in the morning. Things are usually pretty quiet where I live, up Tonasket way. But all of a sudden, I hear this great big roar like a jet engine right over my house. Woke me out of a dead sleep. I had two shots of homemade CBD oil in me, and I was zoned out good, so you know it was loud. Just about shook me right outta bed. And blue light everywhere, real strong, coming through the curtains at all kinda crazy angles. Rattled the windows and my guts too when that thing went over. It crossed from the front drive to the back yard with four blue flames blasting, till I thought the house was gonna catch fire. It went on, right over Spike’s swing set, and blew it down flat—so you see I didn’t knock it down myself the way Mr. Prosecutor says. And then it kinda hovered along till it was over my lower twenty acres, which is nice flat creek bottomland including my marihoochie patch. Then it settled down real slow like one of them Elon Muskrat rockets.

THE COURT:  Mr. Stubblefield, I remind you again—

DEFENDANT:  But Yer Honor Sir, this totally relates to how I’m not guilty. Just let me explain a little more.

THE COURT:  Proceed. But consider your words carefully.

DEFENDANT:  Okay. So, think about it. What am I supposed to do? Not likely I’m gonna call 9-1-1 and say, “Hey, c’mon over and have a look at what’s sittin’ in twenty acres of unregistered cannabis that’s nearly full grown.”

Besides, like I said, I never got along too well with Deputy Tate rest his soul. He already tried to put me away, but you were lenient last time and allowed it was medical marijuana for my Iraq War Syndrome. But like I said before, Yer Honor Sir, I’m pretty sure Tate was the one nickin’ them plants offa me. He coulda harvested my whole crop if he’da put me away. And nobody’d be the wiser.

So, getting back to my story, “What the hell is that?” I shouted, not to anyone in particular. Who would I shout it to? Spike’s in the next bedroom but he’d probably sleep through Armageddon. He gets hay fever, so he was doped up on allergy pills. And I wasn’t gonna wake him anyway, just to scare the doody out of him, like it was just about scared outta me.

I put on my shorts and T-shirt—cause I usually sleep naked—and my shoes, and I went downstairs to the back deck. And there’s this thing sitting in my grow patch, looking like one of them space capsules maybe fifteen feet tall. And there’s a funny hiss to it like somebody’s letting the air out of a tire or two. Then I took a good look at Spikey’s swing set and I got pretty hacked off. I mean, I didn’t know if it’s some astronauts or whatever, but I know they smashed his swings and burnt a big hole in my medicine patch!

So, I grabbed my shotgun to go give ’em a piece of my mind. I went down the back stairs and down the hill on the old logging road, and there’s a raccoon trail through some blackberries to the pasture, over a ditch on a plank bridge and under the bob-wire fence out by my old swaybacked cowshed. Now, I ain’t got no cows no more. They was my mom’s until she passed on and left me the place but I had to sell ’em off in order to plant my grow in the pasture. And now here comes this thing and takes out about a kilo of my medicine.

I pushed out through the hoochie plants, which’re about eight feet tall this time-a year, and there it is. It looks like a big four-sided shiny metal pyramid. I’m gawkin’ like a slack-jawed yokel inspecting a spotted sow with ten little piggies on her teats at a county fair, when this thing starts buzzing and whirring. Then it sorta opens like a Easter lily and all four of them big steel sides fall out, whomp! whomp! whomp! whomp! And that squashed maybe another kilo of my crop.

I was pretty-well puckered by this point, so I shouted, “What the hell you think you’re doin’?” I raised my shotgun but what was I gonna sight on? That’s when I took a good look at the thing inside. It’s some kinda big dune-buggy contraption with a buncha struts and cables and half a dozen wheels, which it unfolds and sets on the ground. It’s got like a satellite dish on top, swiveling around and pointing way the hell up in the sky like it’s getting Direct TV from Mars.

Now, I’ll admit I started getting just a bit nervous. It’s awful big and I’m close enough to reach out and touch it. And it’s making all kinda noises — buzz, click, clack, whiz-z-z-z — but what scared me worst was when a periscope kinda thing comes outta the middle rising up, up, up. It’s got a head on top with two big binocular eyes and some other gadgets and wingdings.

At first it didn’t see me, but that head starts rotating around and when it points my way it stops. And them lenses, all dark and empty and scary looking, they screw around like they’re taking a good gander at me. That made my heart start pounding right up under my gizzard.

I’m thinking this don’t look too good, so I aimed my shotgun between them eyes. But soon as I did, the thing goes whiz! clank! and up come two arms with big pinchers reaching fer me. So, I let fly both barrels, but the shot went wide. It grabbed the gun outta my hands and bent it like a pipe cleaner and tossed it away. Then all six wheels started turning in different directions and it spun around until they’re all pointed straight at me!

I took off running like a scared rabbit fer the cowshed but man! That thing could move! It rolled off-a its metal base and hit the ground with all wheels churning up mud and Mary Jane stems, like it’s nobody’s business. And it’s coming right after me!

I got to the shed first and busted in through the door so hard it came off its hinges. Inside was dark and I tripped over a milking stool and went down hard. Lucky fer me, the machine’s wheels were too wide-set for it to come through the doorway—or so I thought. But while I was picking myself up it sorta hitched its wheels in against its chassis and sure enough, it rolled right through the door.

Now I had nothing between me and it but a couple stalls, some old milk cans, and about a million cobwebs. But there was one old dusty window with four panes at the back of the shed and I took a flying leap and hit it head-first.

I busted outta there with broken glass everywhere and pieces of window frame and did a parachute roll in the grass and came up running. Just about that time the thing lost its patience and crashed right through the wall after me.

I hightailed for the house, but it came on like a off-roader from hell, spinning up muck from every wheel and buzzing and clacking. I seen its binocular eyes locked on me tight every time I peeked over my shoulder.

I ducked under the bob-wire and run across the plank bridge and tore through the blackberries, and I heard that thing splash across the ditch and crunch through the vines, but I didn’t bother looking back ’cause I knew it was right on my tail. I hauled butt up the road, stepped on a banana slug that snotted up my left shoe so every other step’s a whoopsie but I run like hell anyway to the house.

Actually, I outran the thing a bit. So I got a little time to think and I decided I better not go inside. Y’see, Spikey’s asleep upstairs and you don’t bring some weird monster machine from outer space crashing in where the most precious little fella on earth’s all snuggled in and dreaming.

So, I cut round the side of the house and ran out onto the front driveway. Fer a minute I thought I lost the thing because it didn’t come right after me. Now, there’s my old pickup truck sitting there, and I don’t wanna drive off and leave Spikey, but I had to do something.

So I got
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