Chapter Ten





Day Three: Tuesday Morning





ANDY





	“Bangon!” the Chinese policeman shouted, and waved his hand at me to stand at attention. It was so weird. Why did he shout the instructions in Malay? Everything else in the court took place in English.


	Mei entered a plea of ‘guilty’. She started mitigation by making the usual noises about me saving the court valuable time and money by not claiming trial, then continued, “My client, being foreign, was unaware of the severity of the crime. To him, he was just letting a few friends meet in his flat to bet on soccer. Back in England, where he came from,  this activity is of course, legal. My client did not know that he was even committing a crime.” 


	“Are you going to continue this line of argument?” the judge said, “because if you are, I’ll have to reject your whole plea. According to this, your client master-minded all the bets. Are you denying this?”


	“Nobody master-minded anything. This is just a case of a few friends meeting casually to bet on a game.”


	“What about the filofax? It lists all the bets your clients co-ordinated.”


	“The filofax is just a record. There’s no reason to suspect that it belongs to my client. It was probably dropped by one of  his friends.”


	The judge shook his head. “That’s not what it says here.” He tapped at a piece of paper on his desk. “According to this, the accused allegedly masterminded all the bets. He kept his records in the filofax. But you tell me he wasn’t involved in the actual betting. He only let the bookies use his flat. From your mitigation, the argument is a clear disqualification of your plea. I’d advise you to think before proceeding.”


	Mei looked at me. I didn’t know what the hell was going on, so I just spread my hands.


	“Could I request for an adjournment while I discuss the matter with the accused?” Mei asked the judge.


	The judge looked at Mei like she had sheep entrails for brains. “Court is adjourned until two-thirty,” he said. 





*





	“The judge wants you to concede that you masterminded the whole gambling thing,” Mei said.


“But I didn’t do it,” I said.


“If you don’t concede, he’ll throw out your plea. You’ll have to go to trial. And we know what will happen then.”


“What?”


“You’ll lose.” 


“What if I concede? What kind of sentence will I get?”


“I don’t know. Maybe a year or more.”


“A year! No way. I am not pleading guilty.”


“But you’ve already pleaded guilty. If we change the plea now, when we go to trial, it’ll look bad.”


“But I can’t plead guilty now. My only decent excuse was sheer ignorance. And if I can’t say that, then we have…nothing. I don’t even have the excuse of premature birth. This is all your fault. Why couldn’t you see this coming? 


“It seemed like the best thing to do at the time.” 


“How could you be so….” I shut my mouth before I uttered the word ‘stupid’.


“I’ve never done this type of case before. You called me, I didn’t call you. You can always hire another lawyer. What do you want to do?





*





	When we returned to court, Mei said, “Your Honour, my client would like to withdraw his plea of  ‘guilty’ and claim trial.”


	The judge nodded. “I’ll set the trial a week from today.”
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