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DUMMY

 

Welcome  new  and  returning  readers,  I  have  created  four  more  stories  for your entertainment. In these tales, we will be exploring the judicial system in unique ways.

The  first  story  has  to  do  with  a  social  issue  we  are  all  familiar  with – drunk driving. We have seen ne ws reports about tragic accidents caused by drunk  drivers.  There  has  also  been  an  increase  in  fatal  accidents  by distracted drivers – people texting.

In 2015, 10,265 people died in drunk driving crashes. In Arizona alone, there were one hundred wrong-way drivers who were impaired in 2016. As a  society,  we  try  to  educate  and  inform  the  public  about  the  dangers  and penalties of driving impaired. We have used public service ads such as:

“Friends don’t let friends drive drunk.”

“Drinking can kill a relationship.”

“Drive sober or get pulled over.”

I  am  sure  that  in  the  future,  we  will  still  be  seeing  similar  ads.  Most people will heed these warnings and have a designated driver or take a cab home  when  they’re  drunk,  and  there  will  be  others  who’ll  disregard  these warnings and put everyone on the road’s lives in danger.

This  story  is  about  such  a  circumstance.  Meet  Robert  Holman  and  Juan Ortega – two mechanics who were just finishing up their work for the day.

Let’s watch this tragic story unfold.

§

 

“ Hey bud, are you almost done?” Juan asked.

“Almost,”  Robert  answered  from  underneath  a  car ’s  hood.  “Juan,  if you’re not busy, can you give me a hand?” he asked.

“Sure,” Juan replied.

“I  have  used  the  longest  extension  on  my  ratchet,  to  reach  that  stupid bolt,” Robert said as he grunted in frustration under the hood.

“What can I help you with?”

“Can  you  hold  up  the  alternato r  until  the  belt  is  tight,  while  I  try  to thread th is bitch in?” Juan held the alternator in place while Robert threaded and tightened the bolt.

“How does the belt feel?” Juan asked.

“Nice and tight. That’s good. I’m finally done” Robert said.

“Do  you  want  to  hit  Ed’s  sports  bar  tonight?  We  could  play  so me  pool and knock down some suds,” Juan asked.

“Sure,  but  you  gotta  drive.  I  haven’t  got  my  driver ’s  license  back  yet,” Robert said.

“How much longer until you get it back?” Juan asked. 

“Two more months,” Robert answered.

“Damn, that judge certainly did not like you.”

“Yeah,  that  guy  was  being  a  dick  because  of  my  other  convictions,” Robert said.

“That sucks,” Juan said, shaking his head.

“Give  me  about  ten  to  fifteen  minutes  to  clean  up,  and  then  we’ll  go grab some cold ones,” Robert said as he was wiping the grease off his tools.

“Okay,  I’ll  hang  out  in  the  bre ak  room  and  play  a  game  on  my  cell phone,” Juan said.

Twenty  minutes  later,  Robert  was  cleaned  up  and  ready  to  go.  “Okay  I’m ready.”.

Juan  looked  at  his  phone  and  noted  the  time.  “Took  you  long  enough,” he grumbled.

“I had to look my best for you.”

“Fuck you.”.

“Which car are we taking?” Robert asked.

“Well,  I  believe  that  300  needs  some  road  testing,”  Juan  answered, pointing at the vehicle.

“Nice  and  classy.  We  might  get  laid  tonight.”  Robert  admired  Juan’s choice in vehicles.

Juan  snatched  the  keys  from  the  repair  pegboard  and  met  Robert outside. He then locked the garage for the night. He pressed a button for the 300 and the vehicle beeped, while the doors were unlocked.

Juan climbed into the driver seat and Robert sat on the passenger side. 

“Start her up, I’m ready to do some drinking tonight,” Robert said.

Juan  tur ned  on  the  ignition  and  the  car  purred. “I  hope  there  are  some good-looking women at the bar tonight,” he grinned as they drove on to the main street.

“Yeah,  I  hope  so  too.  The  last  time  we  were  there,  too  many  dudes  and not enough women,” Robert said.

Juan  merged  onto  the  freeway  and  within  ten  minutes,  they  arrived  at their destination.

Ed’s  was  a  popular  sports  bar.  It  had  multiple  TV  screens  showing  different sporting  events.  Classic  rock  could  be  heard  playing  through  the  bar ’s speakers.  There  was  a  long  bar  and  numerous  tables  for  people  to  sit  and enjoy  their  drinks.  The  establishment  also  had  five  pool  tables.  This  is where Robert and Juan were heading towards. On the way, they stopped by the bar and ordered drinks. Juan carried their glasses, while Robert handled the pitcher of beer.

Neither of them had quarters in their pockets, so Juan went back to the bar to exchange a ten dollar bill for quarters. That would be enough for him and Rob ert to play pool for most of the night. When he got back, Juan put two  quarters  behind  the  other  ones  on  the  table  to  save  their  place  in  the line. While they waited for their turn, Robert and Juan watched a cage fight on one of the TV screens.

The   next   bout   was   about   to   start   soon,   and   the   announcer   was introducing each fighter.

“Which one do you want to pick?” Juan asked.

“I  think  I’ll  pick  the  dude  in  the  black  shorts,  because  the  other  one looks like a wimp,” Robert replied.

“Okay,  I’ll  take  that  dude  you  call  a  wimp  because  he’s  Hispanic.  He’s got to represent my peeps and kick your dude’s ass,” Juan said.

“Okay, but whoever loses has to buy the next round of brews.”

“You  got  a  deal,  but  I’m  telling  you,  my  dude’s  gonna  win  and  I’m really thirsty.”

“We’ll see,” Robert said.

Robert’s  fighter  had  a  longer  reach  than  Juan’s  choice.  The  bigger fighter  punched  and  kicked  at  the  smaller  man.  He  barely  connected  his blows at his opponent, causing very little damage. The smaller fighter kept bobbing and weaving, avoiding most of the blows, but he hasn’t thrown any punches.

“Your dude’s going down,” Robert taunted.

Robert’s  fighter  threw  a  roundhouse  punch,  barely  missing  his opponent’s jaw. The smaller fighter finally made his move and grabbed his rival’s  legs,  and  the  bigger  man  fell  to  the  ground.  It  turned  out,  that  the reason  the  smaller  fighter  did  not  throw  any  punches  right  away  was because he was a grappler and not a kickboxer. Once his foe was face down on the mat, he grabbed his opponent’s right arm in an arm bar hold. In pain, the bigger fighter finally conceded the fight to the smaller fighter.

“Woo-hoo!”  Jua n  yelled.  “I  told  you.  My  peeps  would  kick  your  dude’s ass,” he added jubilantly. “You owe me a drink.”

“Okay, okay, you win. The next round is on me,” Robert said.

The  two  men  made  a  new  bet  on  the  next  fight. That  kept  them  occupied until it was their turn at the billiard table.

By the time it was their turn to play pool, the two men were extremely drunk.  But  even  though  they  w ere  intoxicated,  they  could  still  play  very well. They took turns running the table as they continued drinking. The next game  was  Juan’s  turn  to  take  on  a  new  player.  He  had  been  running  the table  pretty  well  until  he  misse d  the  six  ball.  His  opponent  was  a  cowboy who was finally able to start playing. He was hitting most of his shots, and eventually, was down to the eight ball. The cowboy pointed to the right end of  the  table,  cal ling  his  shot –  but  he  missed  the  pocket.  Juan  staggered  to take his shot and ran the table until he dropped his last ball in.

“Ready for some more beer?” Robert slurred to Juan. 

“Sure,” his friend answered.

The cowboy put some quarters in the line so he could play them later. 

Robert  played  the  next  game  while  Juan  drank  his  beer.  Juan  noticed that  the  cowboy  had  been  joine d  by  two  other  men.  They  were  sitting  at  a table  ne ar  an  anti-drunk  driving  sign.  Don’ t  be  a  Dummy.  Don’ t  drink  and drive,  i t  read.  The  trio  drank  their  bee rs  while  watching  Robert  beat  his  last opponent.

The next game was the cowboy’s turn.

“Do   you   want   to   play   doubles?   Maybe   play   a   best-of-five?” he suggested.

“Sure,” both Robert and Juan agreed.

“Let’s make it interesting. How about $100 a game,” the cowboy said. 

“Hang  on  a  sec,”  Robert  said  as  he  pulled  Juan  to  the  side.  “What  do you think? Can we beat them?” Robert asked.

“I  beat  the  cowboy  before,  even  though  I’m  a  little  bit  buzzed.  But  I think  I  could  do  it  again,”  Juan  said. “But  the  other  dude...  I  haven’t  seen him play. ”

“Okay, how are you doing on cash?” Robert asked.

Juan  pulled  out  his  wallet  and  counted  out  one  hundred  and  ten  dollars. “How much do you have?”

Robert fumbled for his wallet and counted out ninety seven dollars.

“I  th ink  we’re  a  little  short  on  cash  and  a  little  bit  drunk.  We  better  pass on the bet and enjoy the rest of the night instead,” Juan suggested.

“Agreed,” Robert slurred.

They turned around to talk to the cowboy and his friend.

“After  talking  to  my  friend  here, we  found  out that  we’re  a  little  short  on cash and we can’t make that bet,” Robert said.

“How much do you have?” the cowboy asked. 

“About two hundred dollars.”

The  cowboy  talk ed  to  his  friend  for  a  moment.  Then  he  said  to  Robert and Juan, “Okay, five games for $200. Winner take all.”

“What do you think?” Juan asked Robert.

“Let’s do it and then we’re done,” Robert replied.

Robert  stumbled  over  to  the  table  and  racked  up  his  balls.  The  cowboy chalked up his cue and shot first. A striped ball went right into a pocket.

“I call stripes,” the cowboy said.

Soon  after  that,  the  cowboy  ra n  the  table  and  won  the  game.  For  the next three games, Robert and Juan lost. Now, they were on the last game.

Robert racked the balls, but not as tightly as before. The cowboy broke the  rack  and  dropped  one  in.  He  pocketed  one  ball  after  another  until  he won the game again.

“Time to pay up,” the cowboy told the mechanics.

Robert  and  Juan  open  up  their  wallets  to  pay  off  the  bet.  Unfortunately, after counting their cash, they realized they were forty dollars short.

“Sorry  m an,  I  think  we  spent  some  of  your  money  on  beer,”  Juan  told the other players. “But here’s one hundred sixty,” he offered.

The  cowboy  grabbed  the  money  and  said,  “The  both  of  you  will  not leave here until you give us the rest of the money. The bet was $200.”

“Sorry, bro. We don’t have any more cash,” Robert said.

“I  am  not  your  bro,”  the  larger  man  said.  “Don’t  you  have  a  debit  card that you can get cash from?” he asked.

“Sorry  man,  I  don’t  carry  an  ATM  card,  and  we’re  out  of  cas h,”  Juan said. “But payday is Friday. We can pay you then.”

“We want to be paid now!” the large man said.

“Hey,  we  told  you  we  don’t  get  paid  until  Friday.”  Robert  was  now getting annoyed.

“That  gold  chain  you’re  wearing  will  do,”  the  cowboy  said  as  he  put  his fingers around Juan’s necklace.

“No fucking way. My dead mother gave this to me,” Juan protested. 

“Then  you  shouldn’t  have  made  that  bet,”  the  larger  man  said  as  the cowboy tried to remove Juan’s chain.

“Get your hands off that!” Juan yelled, batting the cowboy’s hand off. 

“Dude! Leave him alone,” Robert yelled.

“Stay  out  of  it,”  the  larger  man  warned  Robert  as  he  pushed  Juan  to  the side.

Robert  slugged  the  man  on  the  side  of  his  face,  which  m ade  him stumble,  and  Juan  took  this  opportunity  and  gave  him  an  uppercut  to  his chin. The third friend joined in on the fight and it turned into a rumble fast. The bar ’s bouncers ran towards the fight and broke it up.

“They  tried  to  skip  out  on  a  bet ,”  the  cowboy  spat  out  while  being  held by a bouncer.

“We  gave  you  all  the  money  we  had,”  Robert  complained  while  he  and the other men were being restrained by the rest of the bouncers.

“Yeah, and that other asshole tried to steal my chain,” Juan accused. 

“That  was  because,  you  were  trying  to  shortchange  us,”  the  cowboy countered.

“I don’t think you boys will ever come to an agreement. So, this is what I’m goin g to do...” the head bouncer said. “I’m going to kick the two of you out  first,”  he  said  to  Juan  and  Robert. “Then,  in  half  an  hour,  the  three  of you are out of here, ” he told the others.

“What about my money?” the cowboy complained.

“Consider it paid,” the head bouncer said. Then he told the three men to stay  put,  while  one  of  the  bouncers  watched  them.  The  other  bouncers pushed Robert and Juan towards the exit.

The  bouncers  roughly  escorted  Robert  and  Juan  outside  and  threw  the men to the ground.

“Okay, okay... we will leave,” Robert said, raising his arms in defeat. 

“Hey  dumb  asses,  you  better  lea ve  this  property  and  sober  up,”  the  head bouncer  warned  them.  “I  don’t  want  to  see  the  two  of  you  here  for  the  rest of  the  night  or  I  will  have  you  arrested  for  trespassing,”  he  added.  The bouncers left the fallen men and went back into the bar.

Robert helped Juan to his feet.

“I  could  have  taken  them  bro,”  Juan  said  as  he  stood  upon  his  wobbly legs.

“Yeah, I got a few punches in myself.” Robert grinned. 

“Hey man, where’s our car?”

“I  don’t know? Which  one  did  we  drive?’ Robert  looked  around  for  their car.

“I don’t remember, but I know it was fancy,” Juan replied.

“Do  you  have  the  keys?  Maybe  we  can  beep  the  horn  button,”  Robert suggested.

Juan  fished  out  the  keys  from  his  pocket  and  dropped  them  on  the ground. “Oops,”  Juan  murmured  as  he  bent  over  to  pick  them  up.  While doing  so,  he  lost  his  balance  and  fell  face  down  upon  the  pavement. “Aw crap, I think I lost a tooth!” He spat out blood onto the ground.

“Let  me  help  you  out.”  Robert  held  out  his  hand  and  almost  fell  over himself, but he finally helped his friend up.

“I found the keys.” Juan held them up to show Robert. 

“Let me have them, so you won’t drop them again.”

Juan  handed  it  t o  him  and  he  fumbled  for  the  horn’s  button  and  pressed it. A car ’s horn honked in the distance.

“Over there,” Juan pointed to the flashing lights of the car. 

“Yeah, I see it.

The  two  friends  staggered  towards  the  car.  Along  the  way,  Robert  tried to hand the keys back to Juan.

“You  keep  them.  I’m  too  fucked-up  to  drive,”  Juan  admitted.  “Do  you think you can make it back to the shop?”

“I  think  I  can,  though  I’m  pretty  drunk  myself.  But  I’ll  try  to  get  us there,’ Robert said as they reached the car.

“Okay,  unlock  the  door.  I  need  to  sit  down  before  I  fall  down  again,” Juan said.

Robert  fumbled  for  the  button  and  unlocked  the  car.  The  two  men climbed  inside  and  sat  down.  Poking  his  head  out  of  the  still  open  door, Juan puked.

“Damn, I don’t feel so good,” Juan said as he closed his door. He settled into the seat and rolled his head towards Robert. “Let’s get going, before I mess up this customer ’s car.”

Robert made several attempts before he finally inserted the keys into the ignition.  He  turned  the key  and  the  engine  roared  to  life.  Robert  turned  on the headlights and drove out of the bar ’s parking lot.

*   *   *

“Our  census  is  low  tonight.  Does  anyone  want  to  go  home  early?”  the nursing supervisor asked her nurses.

“I  would  gladly  go  home,”  Kelly  Cooper  replied.  “I’ve  put  in  a  lot  of hours this week and I miss my kids,’ she added.

“Okay,  you  can  go  home,”  the  supervisor  said.  “Who  else  wants  to  call it a day?”

One of the nurses raised her hand. 

“Okay, you can go too.”

Kelly  grabbed  her  purse  out  of  her  locker  and  went  to  her  car.  It  felt good to get out of the hospital early. She started her car and drove out of the parking lot.

When  Kelly  merged  onto  the  freeway,  she  said,  “call  mom ”  to  the hands-free phone device.

“Calling mom,” a female voice said.

After  a  few  rings,  a  woman  answered.  “Hello,  Kelly.  Why  are  you calling? Is something wrong?”

“Nothing  is  wrong.  “They  let  me  go  home  early,”  Kelly  assured  her mother.

“That’s  good.  The  kids  will  be  happy  to  be  with  you  tomorrow,”  her mom said.

“Are  the y  asleep?”  Kelly  asked.  Thinking  of  her  children  made  her  miss them so much.

“Yes, dear. They are.”

“Oh  shit !  Oh  shit!”  Kelly  yelled,  as  she  saw  blinding  headlights  coming her way.

“What’s wrong?” her mother asked, sensing her daughter ’s panic.  

Kelly’s  mom  never  got  an  answer.  All  she  heard  was  static  on  her  end, but  a  mother  has  that  special  sixth  sense...  that  something  was  wrong.  She felt terri ble dread, and she thought about waking up the kids and searching for  her  daughter.  But  what  if  she  found  her  in  a  bad  condition?  That wouldn’t be good for the kids.

All she could do was wait for a call, telling her what happened. 

Two hours later, Kelly’s mom got that call.

*   *   *

“How are you doing, bud?” Robert asked Juan. 

His friend’s only response was a moan.

“Sleep  it  off,  man.  I’ll  get  us  to  the  shop,”  Robert  assured  him,  although his words slurred.

He  drove  on  to  the  freeway  and  turned  on  the  radio,  hoping  the  music would  keep  him  awake.  He  nodded  off  a  couple  of  times,  but  somehow woke  up  when  the  car  swerved.  He  was  about  to  doze  off  aga in,  when  he noticed bright headlights approaching him at speed.

The  last  thing  Robert  did  was  try  and  shield  his  eyes  from  the  light  with his hand. That was soon followed by a loud, crashing sound.

“He has a pulse,” a disembodied voice said.

“Get  the  jaws  of  life!  We’ve  got  to  extract  the  driver  before  the  flames reach him,” another voice shouted out.

Robert  opened  his  eyes  briefly  but  his  vision  was  blurry.  He  c ould  not figure out where he was. He didn’t care about what was going on.

In his alcoholic fog, he simply passed out.

When Robert opened his eyes again, his blurred vision saw the ceiling of a room.  His  head  throbbed. Dang  hangover, he  thought. I  wonder  if  I  still have  some  beer  left  in  the  fridge.  That  would  take  the  edge  off  this hammering that ’ s going on in my head. He tried to turn his head to look at his alarm clock and see what time it is, but he couldn’t. He tried to move his right  hand  and  feel  what  was  preventing  his  head  from  moving,  but something held his wrist in place.

Robert  tried  his  left  hand  and  was  relieved  that  he  could  move  it  freely. He  reached  up  to  his  neck  and  felt  a  hard  plastic  with  rods  attached  to  it. Trembling,  his  hand  followed  the  rods  towards  his  head.  The  rods  were connected  to  a  metal  ring.  He  felt  along  the  ring  and  found  some  bolts. Where  did  these  bolts  go?  he  wondered.  Robert  was  horrified  when  he discovered that the bolts were screwed into his skull.

“What the hell is this?” Robert screamed in fear.

He  was  beginning  to  panic  when  he  heard  the  door  open  and  someone entered the room.

“Are you okay? Calm down,” a female voice said.

“What is going on?” he asked, fearful of what the answer might be. 

“You’ve been in an accident,” the nurse said.

“An accident?” Robert tried to recall what happened to him.

“Yes, you  were  in  an  accident,”  the  nurse  told  him.  “I’m  glad  tha t  you’re awake,” she added.

“What is this thing bolted to my head?”

“It’s  called  a  Halo.  It  stabilizes  your  neck,”  she  smiled,  as  if  that  was supposed to make him feel better.

“Did  I  break  my  neck?”  For  the  life  of  him,  he  couldn’t  recall  anything about the accident.

“The  Doctor  will  explain  everything  to  you  when  he  comes  in.”  She gave him a reassuring pat in his arm before she exited the room.

When  the  door  closed,  Robert  tried  to  twist  his  body  to  feel  what  was holding his right hand down. When he attempted that move, he felt a sharp pain in his pubic area. He quickly went back to his original position.

“What the heck happened?” Robert muttered to himself.

Trying  to  clear  his  foggy  mi nd,  he  concentrated  and  searched  his memory.  He  remembered  going  out  with  his  friend,  Juan.  They  went  to  a sports bar and had a lot of drinks. But everything after that was a blank. He couldn ’t remember anything.

Did  I  blackout?  he  que stioned  himself.  Where  is  Juan?  Is  he  okay? Robert wondered. Maybe the doctor could explain everything to him.

Two and a half hours later, there was a knock on his door.

“Come  in,”  Robert  said.  The  door  opened  and  someone  came  in.  He could  not  see  who  it  was  until  the  person  was  directly  in  front  of  him.  He saw a heavyset man in his fifties.

“Hello,  Mr.  Holman.  I  see  you’re  finally  awake,”  the  man  said,  a  serious expression on his face.

“Who are you?” Robert asked.

“I’m Dr. Harper,” the man answered.

“Doctor, the nurse said that I was in an accident. What did I break?” He was  relieved  to  talk  to  someone  who  can  give  him  answers. “I  know  that something  is  wrong  with  my  neck,  with  all  the  stuff  on  my  head.”  Robert pointed to the Halo.

“Well,  Mr.  Holman,  that  device  keeps  you  from  moving  your  neck  until we can put a plate on your cervical vertebrae,” Dr. Harper explained.

“In English,” Robert said.

Dr.  Harp er  flicked  through  his  e lectronic  tablet  which  had  Robert’s  chart on  the  screen.  “Mr.  Holman,  you  arrived  at  our  trauma  room  soon  after  your car  a ccident.  After  we  stabilized  and  x-rayed  you,  we  discovered  that  you had  a  C7  fractu re  on  your  neck,”  the  doctor  explained.  “Also,  you  had multiple  fractures  of  the  pelvis  and  femurs.  In  the  OR,  you  were  bleeding internally,  but  the  trauma  surgeon  was  able  to  fix  that.  We  were  able  to repair most of your injuries and you are lucky to be alive.”

Robert  felt  down  to  his  pelvis  and  found  rods  sticking  out.  “What  the heck is this?”

“As  I  told  you  before,  you  broke  your  pelvis.  That  device  is  called  an external fixator. It has pins that hold the fragments of your pelv is in place,” the doctor patiently explained.

“Will I be able to walk again?” Robert asked.

“Yes,  after  a  few  more  surgeries  and  months  of  physical  therapy,  you should be able to walk,” Dr. Har per assured him as he continued to scan his charts.

Robert  felt  relie ved  that  he  wouldn’t  be  bound  to  a  wheelchai r  for  the rest of his life.

He tried to move his right hand again, but it still didn’t move.

“Hey Doc, what’s wrong with my right arm? I can’t seem to move it.”

“I’ll  let  the  police  officers  explain  that  to  you,”  Dr.  Harper  said,  and Robert found that odd. “Do you have any more questions?”

“No,” Robert replied. His mind was elsewhere.

“Alright.  I’ll  see  you  on  my  next  round.  If  you  need  anything,  just  ring for  the  nurses.”  With  that,  the  doctor  turned  and  left  the  room,  closing  the door softly behind him.

Why  were  the  cops  here?  Is  he  under  arrest  again  for  drunk  driving? Did they find out he was driving with a suspended license? Robert couldn’t remember who drove that night . He hoped that Juan did and that his friend was okay.

Robert did not know the answers, but soon he would find out.

A few  minutes  later,  there  was  another  knock  on  the  door,  before  it  opened, and a man and a woman in uniform approached his bed.

“Robert  Holman,  I’m  Detective  John  Wolf,  and  this  is  Officer  Pamela Chavez. We want to ask you some questions,” the detective said.

“Okay,” Robert said, not knowing where this was going.

“Can  you  tell  me  what  you  were  doing  five  nights  ago?”  Detect ive  Wolf asked.

“I was at home watching a game on TV. Why?” Robert asked.

“Are you trying to tell us that you were not on the road on the tenth of this  month?  Detective  Wolf ’s  eyebrows  were  raised  as  he  stared  down  at Robert.

“You mean last night?” Robert was getting more confused. 

“Today is the fifteenth, Sir, Officer Chavez said.

“The fifteenth?” Did he just lose five days of his life?

“What  can  you  tell  us  about  what  happened  on  the  tenth?”  Detective Wolf asked, taking out a pen and a small notebook from his back pocket.

Robert tried to remember, but his memory was still too foggy. “The last thing  I  remembe r  was  going  to  a  sports  bar  with  a  friend  of  mine. We had some beers  while  we watched  kickboxing  and  played some  pool,”  he said. “But other than that, when I think of what happened the rest of the evening, I just draw a blank.”

“Was  your  friend’s  name  Juan  Ortega?”  Detective  Wolf  looked  up  from his notebook to look him straight in the eyes.

“Yes, it is,” Robert replied.

“I’ve  got  some  bad  news  for  you,”  Detective  Wolf  said.  “He  died  in  the car crash.”

“Juan  is  dead?  How’s  that  possible?”  Robert  couldn’t  believe  what’s happening.  It  didn ’t  help  that  his  memory  was  as  broken  up  as  his  body seemed to be.

“You tell us. You were driving.”

“I was driving?”

“Yes,  you  were. And  we  know  that  because  the  fire  departmen t  had  to extract you from the driver ’s seat,” Detective Wolf said. “They had to do it very quickly because the vehicle was on fire,” he added.

“Did  Juan  die  in  the  fire?”  Robert  struggled  to  sit  up,  but  his  body  was useless. He felt helpless against the facts raining down on him.

“No, he was killed instantly  when  you hit  the other vehicle.”  Detective Wolf pocketed his notebook and just stood there, staring down at him with his arms crossed in front of his chest.

What  did  he  want  from  me?  Robert  was  starting  to  feel  like  he  was  in trouble... very serious trouble.

“Please  tell  me  the  people  in  the  other  car  are  okay,”  Robert  said, dreading the answer.

“There  was  only  one  occupant  in  the  other  vehicle.  She  died  instantly from her injuries,” Detective Wolf said. “That’s why we’re here today.” He turned to his partner. “Officer Chavez?”

The officer pulled out a card and started reading. “Robert Holman, you are unde r arrest for vehicular homicide, driving under the influence, driving with a suspended license, reckless driving, auto theft, and driving the wrong way on a freeway.”

Robert  suddenly  realized  why  his  right  arm  did  not  move.  He  was handcuffed to his hospital bed.

Officer  Chavez  started  reading  Robert  his  Miranda  rights.  Afterwards, Robert requested for a public defender and spoke no more. Detective Wolf left the room after placing his card on Robert’s food tray.

Officer  C havez  remained  and  sat  in  the  chair,  watching  her  prisoner  for the next eight hours, until her relief came.

*   *   *

Over  the  next  two  months,  Robert  had  three  more  surgeries  and  he  began his  physical  therapy.  He  was  progressing  very  well.  The  pain  medication helped  e ase  the  pain  and  alcohol  withdrawal  symptoms.  He  still  had  the shakes  every  now  and  then.  Occasionally,  his  thirst  would  tell  him  that  he needed an alcoholic drink.

A month later, R obert was well enough to have his meeting with his public defender,  Ronald  Westfall.  His  young  lawyer  explained  to  Robert  that  his case didn’t look good for him. The prosecutor had a lot of evidence on their side.  Westfall  promised  Robert  that  he  would  do  his  best  to  ge t  him  a  life sentence  and  not  the  death  pen alty.  The  trial  will  start  in  two  and  a  half months.

Shortly  after  their  meeting,  Robert  was  released  from  the  hospital  and transferred to the county jail infirmary, until he fully recovers.

*   *   *

It seemed like forever since the accident. Robert and his physic al therapist worked hard to get him to walk again. The therapy was twice as difficult for Robert  not  because  of  his  injuries,  but  due  to  his  alcohol  withdrawal.  He had  to  walk  with  a  cane  becau se  of  his  pronounced  limp.  Ev entually,  he recovered enough to be removed from the infirmary and put into the general population. He was segregated to the unsentenced side of the jail.

Robert  watched  the  local  news  reports  with  the  other  prisoners.  He  saw  a reporter  talking  about  his  upcoming  trial  and  saw  the  pict ures  of  the horrendous  car  crash.  It  was  a  miracle  that  he  survived,  Robert  thought while viewing the twisted wreckage on the TV. He felt sorry for the loss of his friend and the other driver. Soon, he will have to face a judge and jury for  his  stupidity  on  the  fateful  night.  His  trial  starts  tomorrow.  Robert wished he could drink himself to oblivion and escape this reality.

The next day, Robert was shackled to the other prisoners as they were being transported to the courthouse. Once there, he was placed into a holding cell with  the  other  inmates,  to  wait  until  his  case  was  called.  The  more dangerous  crimi nals  were  separated  from  the  non-violent  ones. The  people in Robert’s cell had crimes ranging from drunk driving, like himself, to the illegal  use  of  a  Jacuzzi  or  otherwise  known  as  trespassing.  Most  of  the conversations  concerned  their  lawyers  and  the  legal  processes  they  were going through.

Robert had been in a cell like this before and he knew the drill. But this time, he had killed some people while he was driving intoxicated. He knew that  this  time,  he  wasn’t  going  to  get  a  slap  on  the  wrist  like  before.  He would  be  found  guilty,  especially  after  the  judge  and  jury  found  out  about his  previous  arrest  records.  This  was  very  serious.  This  time  he  could  get life or even worse, execution.

From  the  other  prisoners,  he  le arned  that  the  government  was  getting tougher  on  drunk  and  high  driving.  Robert  had  heard  the  jingles  on  the radio. “Drunk driving isn’t funny. Don’t be a dummy.” Yes, those ads were on  the  radio,  billboards  and  on  signs  in  the  bars.  But
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