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Chapter 11

No snmoking. It really sucked. The one tinme in your life
when you had to have your wits about you, and you couldn't even
snoke. He'd killed a pack-and-a-half since norning. Now it was
nearly one, and though his brain was scream ng for another fix,
it didn'"t seemlikely it would get one soon. No one in the court
was snoking, and |large signs, placed at strategic intervals,
said NO SMXKING in twelve-inch type. If they had said "Thank You
For Not Snoking Pl ease"” or sonme other w shy-washy crap, our hero
woul d have ventured it at once. NO SMXKXI NG however, was an
order, and not a polite request. So what the hell could he do?

Jackie was there. She was sitting with her attorneys
across the aisle, |ooking nore beautiful and sensually appealing
t han she ever had before. Jesus Christ, if he had had a dick it
woul d have been straight up by now She had picked up a gol den
tan, to go with her light blonde hair, and now she was | ooki ng
every bit as confident as he was a nervous w eck.

Only once had she glanced at him and when she did, and
fl ashed a ten-thousand dollar smle, the | ook was so nali ci ous
that he had felt the urge to spring fromhis seat and take her
life right then. But it wouldn't do, because he was so tightly
sandwi ched in between Ernie Shyster and Ms. Stanislowski that
he could barely lift his leg to fart, nuch |less do any athletic

maneuvering. And the bailiff . . . holy Christ, what a bailiff!
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Seven feet tall, with legs |like tree-trunks, hands the size of
catchers' mtts, and a teeny little head that couldn't hold a
chestnut for a brain. H s appearance told a sinple tale, and the
noral was: "Don't fuck with ne.’

The |l unch recess was nearly over, and the atnosphere
within the courtroom which for the past ten m nutes had been
bustling with activity, now grew qui et and subdued. A nunber of
attorneys, with snug | ooks on their faces, were strutting to and
fro, talking to the people in the gallery, who no doubt were
there to have their cases heard that day. One of them exchanged
a word with Ernie, at which he turned to Harry, and with a dark
| ook said:

"It's Judge Curette. Don't worry. She's tough but fair."

" She?"

"That's right."

"Dam it, Ernie, | don't want no fucking bitch . . . ."

The attorney's face grew frightfully severe; so nuch so
that it startled our hero, who drew up hal fway through his
sentence and stared dunbly at his counsel.

"Listen to ne," hissed Ernie, in the direst of tones.
"What ever the hell goes down in this courtroom here today, |'m
war ni ng you, don't . . . ."

He didn't finish. The courthouse clock struck one.

Imedi ately the bailiff stationed hinself before the bench, and
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cried out in bullhorn tones "Fam |y Court for the County of
Kent, the Honorable D.C. Curette presiding. All rise.”

Everybody in the courtroomwas instantly on his feet.
Presently the judge came huffing in, snoking a cigarette, which
stuck out fromthe nost hideously ugly face our hero had ever
seen. She stood upon no cerenony, but bounded to the bench,
hi ki ng up her robe as she straddl ed the wi tness-box to reach her
seat. Her bared | eg was a road-map of purple veins.

"Siddown!" she roared, not taking the cigarette from her
l[ips. And instantly all were seated.

"She's snoking,"” thought our hero, with a feeling of
relief. "The signs are all a crock." He took out a cigarette,
and pronptly lit it up.

"NO SMKI NG I N THE COURT!" screaned the judge, as she went
all red in her frightful face. "Bailiff! Bailiff!"

And before our hero could react, the bailiff had snatched
the Marl boro fromhis lips, crushed it in his prodigious
fingers, and stonped it down on the courtroom floor. The judge,
sati sfied, nodded her pleasure to the bailiff, then took a | ong,
deep drag of her own. She bl ew the snoke out through a warty
nose, then coughed and hacked.

"What does it say in the docket?" she demanded of the
clerk, who was funbling nervously about.

"Ah . . . ah . . . case of
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"Gve it to ne, asshole.” She | eaned right over the bench
exposi ng both her thighs, and snatched the paper clean away.

"Custody case . . . mnor dependent, Little Peter.
Jacquel i ne Hyde, conplainant, versus . . . Shithead."

Ernie | eaped dramatically to his feet.

"Your honor, | object. H's nane is not Shithead."

"M . Shyster," said the judge, taking out her cigarette
and jabbing it at the air, "I have tolerated your insolence |ong
enough. Just let ne hear another sound fromyou, and you wll
find yourself defending yourself in a very different sort of
tribunal. Do you understand what | nean?"

Ernie said nothing in reply, but instantly took out his
wal | et, renoved his Rolex watch, his ring, and his dianond tie-
tack, and handed themto Ms. Stanislowski, who deposited them
in her purse. That done, he gave an idiotic grin, and then sat
down.

"Allright,"” said Judge Curette, in a calner tone of voice.
"Now we' || get sonewhere. Let the parties approach the bench.”

Qur hero was at once confused. Did that nean hin? He was a
party, wasn't he? He sought his counsel's guidance, but it was
all to no avail, for Ernie only smled and sat there notionl ess.
Fortunately, the secretary gave him a clandestine kick, for
Jacki e was al ready up and advanci ng toward the bench. Fl ushed

and uncertain, our hero stood up.
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"Ah," he said, in a too-loud voice, and as he spoke he
felt about three feet tall. "Did you nmean nme, your honor?"

"lI's your nane Shithead?" asked the judge.

"Ah . . . no, your honor, it's Harry Toole."

"Then why does it say Shithead in the docket?"

“"Ah . . . | dunno, your honor."

"M . Shithead .

"Yes, your honor?"

"I don't like your attitude."

Here a ripple of mirth ran through the court, which sent
the judge into a hissy-fit. She pounded with the gavel. "Oder!
Oder in the court! Bailiff! Renove that man!"

At which the bailiff bodily picked up one of the m s-
creants and booted himw th a hard kick out the door.

"Now listen to me, M. Shithead," said the judge, when al
was cal magain. (Qur hero's knees were knocki ng together and he
was trenbling fromhead to foot.) "Do you know what contenpt
is?"

"I . . . 1 think it neans, like . . . like getting smart
in the court."”

"Like getting smart in the court,"” she nocked, and gave a
little sneer. "You're not very clever, M. Shithead, but you get
an "A for that. Right! Get smart in nmy court, and I'Il cite you

for contenpt. And that bailiff there will drag your ass outside.
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And you'll be arrested, and handcuffed, and taken to prison, and
raped. CGot it?"

"Yes, your honor." Jesus, she wasn't shitting!

"CGood. Now listen up: I"monly gonna say this once. It is
not the intention of this court to allow the rules of judicial
procedure to stand in the way of justice. Cox versus Kuntz,

10, 364,768 Civil Record, Section 64b. There are plenty of other
precedents, but they're a pain in the ass to cite. Any
obj ecti ons?"

"None fromus, your Honor," said the attorney for
Jacquel i ne Hyde. M. Shyster, still grinning, remined nute.

"M . Shithead?"

"Huh?"

"Any objections? I'mlosing ny patience!"

"Cbj ections to what ?"

"M. Shithead," said the judge, with solemm gravity. "You
are one dunb son of a bitch.”

There was a round of hearty appl ause.

"Put it in the record: no objections! Now to the business
at hand. Wio's got Little Peter?"

"She has, Your Honor!" blurted out our hero, pointing an
accusing finger at his wife. "She kidnaped himwhile | was
asl eep!"

"One at a time!" yelled Judge Curette. "Conme on, M.

Shithead, let her talk. You'll get a chance to defend yourself."
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“It's true, Your Honor," said Jackie, speaking in
nmeasur ed, even tones, and shooting an accusing glance in her
husband's way. "I won't deny it."

"Where is he now?" asked the judge.

"He's here in court,"” said Jackie. "Only he's hiding
somewhere. You see, he's very shy, and he doesn't want to show
his little head."

"No problem" said the judge, and she gave our hero a | ook
that seenmed to say she defied himto make it a problem "He's
suffered enough al ready. Wy did you ki dnap hin?"

"I didn't, Your Honor. | took himfromnmny husband for his
own good. You see, | had know edge that Little Peter was being

was bei ng abused."”

"That's a god-damed lie, bitch, and you know it!"
screanmed Harry.

"No swearing in the court!" Down came the gavel, half-a-
dozen tines. "Jesus H Christ! Wiy do | gotta put up with this
shit?"

“I"'msorry, Your Honor, but it's the truth!" cried Harry,
passi onately. "I never abused Little Peter. | was good to him |
al ways took hi mwherever | went: baseball ganes, and bow i ng,
and | even took himin to work. How could | abuse hin? He was
like . . . he was like a part of ne!"

"Were you attached to hin?" the judge inquired.
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"Yeah! Sure! And he was attached to ne. He was, Your
Honor!" cried Harry, as tears sprang to his eyes. "He was
attached to ne; very nuch attached!" The tears rolled down his
cheeks. "He was never attached to her!"

"Well, what about it?" asked the judge, turning back to
Jackie. "lIs he lying, dear?"

"“Your Honor, he's lying through his teeth."

"Call me Donna," said Judge Curette. "W don't have to be
so formal. Except for you, M. Shithead." She gave hima warning
gl ance.

"Well, Donna, it happened like this. For about the past
six nonths 1'd had these suspicions that ny husband--that is,

M. Shithead--was up to sonething. It was a change; a subtle
change in Little Peter. He's a feeble-mnded child, you know -
mental ly retarded--and he only has one eye, and that one eye is
blind. But he was a happy child; | nean, he was always so bright
and bubbling and he always held hinself erect. But one day al

t hat seemed to change, and for sone strange reason he wasn't
what he used to be. | nean, he would alternate between periods
of high elation, and days of dark depression when all he could
do was just hang his little head and nope. Bless his little bald
head! That's when ny suspicions began. Then one day | cane hone
unexpectedly and found ny husband in the bedroom He was beating
Little Peter." She paused, all msty-eyed, and held a hankie to

her face.
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"Shut your lying nouth, you bitch!" cried Harry, at which
his wife burst into tears.

"Now | ook what you've done!" growl ed Judge Curette, as she
started up fromthe bench. "You' ve nmade her cry. God you're a
heartl| ess bastard!" Hitching up her robe she hurried down from
t he bench, and putting her arnms around Jackie's shoul ders
pronptly began adm nistering an assortnent of little hugs and
ki sses, and other small tokens of femml e consol ation.

"There, there," she soothed, fondly patting Jackie's head
and | ooki ng daggers at our hero. "Never mnd that shithead,
dear: he'll get his and a lot to spare. That's right, M.
Shithead, the Law will out, and when it does . . . you callous
bastard! | wouldn't treat her that way, not if she were ny wfe!
I"d I ove her and pet her and show her all the kindness in the
world. You bet |I would! I'd give her presents, and send her
flowers, and take her anywhere she wanted to go. But | guess
that's a little bit nmuch for the |likes of you! Go on, dear," she
said to Jackie, "just cry it out. Are you allright? Try and hold
out now, if you can."

“I think I'mbetter now," sniffed Jackie, w ping her nose
with the enbroidered hankie. "I don't care. | just want to get
it over with." She sobbed.

The judge nounted the bench once nore. Jackie shot a
gl ance at Harry, and seeing that the judge's back was turned,

stuck her tongue out at him
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"Now there, finish what you were saying, when Shithead
made you cry."

"I will, Your Honor . . . | nean, Donna. | will. As | said
before, he was . . . he was beating Little Peter."

A low buzz rippled through the court.

"Beating hinP" inquired the judge.

"Yes. Beating him flogging him in a frenzy; like |I had
never seen before. | had al ways known himto be a peaceful man,
but when | saw himthere, he was conpletely changed; his face
was red; so red, and his eyes. . . oh CGod, it was terrible! I"IlI
never forget those eyes! And the viol ence! He had one hand
around Little Peter's throat, and I thought . . . | thought he
was going to kill him And when he saw ne, he just kind of
stopped, and let go of Little Peter's neck, and the poor thing
just sank down, lifelessly. And he acted like it had never
happened, and he just stood there, grinning. And when | asked
himwhy he did it, he just kept grinning, that awful, |eering
grin, and he said . . . oh Donna, do | have to?"

"Yes," said the judge, with great solemity. "You nust."

"He said he did it because it nmade himfeel good."

Anot her murnur rippled through the court.

"Of course it did!'" cried Harry. (H s enotions were at a
peak.) "He's ny Little Peter, isn't he? | got a right to beat
him O course | beat him | beat himevery day; sonetines two

or three tines! And | loved it! It felt great!"”
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"M . Shithead," said the judge, "you are one sick pup."”

Qur hero faintly smled. The judge returned it with a
nmenaci ng snarl .

"l can assure you, M. Shithead, you have nothing to smle
about." Anot her round of applause burst fromthe gallery. The
judge turned back to Jackie and said,

"I's that why you were forced to | eave?"

"Yes," was her reply. "I thought he would kill Little
Peter . . . beat himto death in one of his sensel ess rages."

"Way didn't you call the police?"

"I was afraid he would kill ne."

"Did he threaten you?"

"No . . . but . . . you know the way nen are."

"I think I do," said Judge Curette, with firmconviction
"I think | do. And that's why you took Little Peter?"

"Yes. I'mnot ashanmed of it. And | only regret that I
wasn't able to take his brothers too."

"Brot hers?" exclainmed the judge. "There are other
dependent s?"

"Yes . . . twins. Two of the dearest little creatures, who
unfortunately have been di agnosed as mani ¢ depressives. They're
certified insane."

"Do they depend on hin?"

"No . . . they depend fromhim But as of now, he's their

only neans of support."”
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"Well, M. Shithead," said the judge, turning to our hero.
"Is it true?”

"No it isn't true!" cried Harry, his fear turning into
i ndi gnation. "They're not dependents. And they're not insane.
They're . . . they're just a couple of nuts!"”

Down came the gavel

"The | anguage of insensitivity will not be enployed in
this court!™

"What ever, Your Honor."

"What ?"

"Ah . . . well . . . nothing, Your Honor. | was
only .

"Being a typical shithead!" concluded the judge, at which
t here was general |aughter.

"Shaddap! " she screaned, taking up a fountain-pen and
hurling it into the gallery. "I"'mnot here to entertain you!
Now, M. Shithead: about these nuts. Do you support 'en®"

"Yes, Your Honor. | wear Jockey shorts."”

"No, asshole, | nean in a pecuniary sense.”

"Ch no, Your Honor!" declared Harry, placing his right
hand above his heart. "I would never dreamof such a thing!"

"What the fuck do you nmean by that?"

"I don't know," said Harry, in desperation. "Wuat's

"peculiary' ?"
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"It's nmoney, noron!" screanmed Her Honor, nearly |osing al
control. "Mney, you stupid ass! Wat do you do for a living,
f ool ?"

"I'"'ma sal esman. "

"How nuch do you make?"

"A hundred and fifty grand a year."

"What ?"

"“A hundred and fifty grand.”

"Louder!"

"A HUNDRED AND FI FTY GRAND! "

The courtroom buzzed.

"“Your Honor!" cried Jackie's lawer, rising up with papers
in his hand. "Through the efforts of our investigating firmit
has come to our attention that M. Toole . . . | nmean, M.
Shithead . . . has recently lost his job."

"Lost his job, has he?" said the judge. "Thank you for
that information, M. Wiskopf." She Iit another cigarette and
turned to Harry, who was beginning to feel that sonething
nonent ous was at hand.

"So here you are, M. Shithead, seeking justice in this
court. Well, let's sumit up. You haven't got a job; you' ve got
a violent disposition; you beat Little Peter because it makes
you feel good, and you can't support your two little nuts. So

what on earth do you think this court should do?"



Cswel |l / Harry Toole / Page 167

Poor Harry. He had believed in the rightness of his cause.
But standing in the court, before so many cl ever people, his
firmbeliefs gave way to doubt. If right were on his side, then
why were all these people set so dead agai nst hin? And who was
he to contradict? Wasn't he a shithead, and a noron, and a fool ?
Could a fool convince a judge? Could a noron find the words?

He scanned the faces that surrounded him Jackie snmled, a
smle of savage glee. There were stern, accusing glances from
t he stony-visaged people. Counsel for the defense sat inpotent
and dunb. Suddenly he forgot why it was that he was there, and
he could only think that somehow he was powerfully to bl ane.

So like a sheep he hung his head, and bl eated out, "I
don't know, Your Honor . . . Jeez . . . you don't wanna break up
afamly .

The gavel canme down hard.

"Right!" said the Honorabl e Judge Curette. "That's exactly
what | had in mnd. So listen up. Here's howit's gonna be. |
hereby award full custody of the said Little Peter to Jacqueline
Hyde, with no right of visitation to the respondent. That's you,
M. Shithead. For their own protection, | |ikew se order that
the two i nsane dependents be handed over to Jacqueline Hyde as
guardi an, full custody granted, and no right of visitation to
t he respondent. \Wich once again is you, M. Shithead. Last, the
court orders M. Shithead to make rem ttances of support in the

anmount of . . . oh, say, ten thousand dollars a nonth."
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"Ten thousand bucks a nmonth!" cried Harry, shocked at once
into a sense of his position. "Your Honor! She's a fucking
speci al i st! She's making tw ce ny dough!"

"You are not going to shirk your duty, sir!" snapped the
judge, as she raised the gavel and prepared to strike. "Not in
this court, at any rate! She's got a blind Little Peter and two

psychotic nuts. You don't expect she's gonna work?"

"But . . . but . . . | haven't even got a job!"
"You're a man, you'll think of sonmething." Down cane the
gavel . "Next case!"

Suddenly our hero felt very al one. People were rushing
past him running up against him the courtroomwas alive with
frantic activity. He turned and | ooked toward the door. Jackie
was goi ng out; he could see her swaying backsi de as she made her
exit in the throng. Ernie was | eaving too, and none too slowy.
He | ooked like a man reprieved. And in the mddle of it al
stood our hero, in shock; not fully conprehendi ng what had cone
to pass. Spots danced before his eyes; his head felt light, and
there was a pounding in his brain. A small, white hand appeared
before his face. Ms. Stanislowski was accosting him

"That's five thousand dollars for today."

And with that our hero swooned, falling heavily to the

fl oor.



