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The President’s Column
By David Brown, WCBA President 2017

Healing Here
So often when we erect a statute or create a memorial we do so to symbolically honor a person(s) or event(s) in our past. Events in Charlottesville
and elsewhere in recent weeks bring renewed attention to America’s sad
history of racism and intolerance. Inspiring many to think about ways we
can both acknowledge a shameful past but also move forward with healing
into the future. Many advocate the removal of statutes and monuments dedicated to various figures
of the Confederacy.
Historically, Bellingham’s connection to the Confederacy rests with General George Pickett. Check
out George Pickett’s Wikipedia (https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/George_Pickett). Is it just me or was
General Pickett one of the worst commanders? He ranked last in his graduating class from West
Point (a position named ‘the goat’). When dispatched to the 9th US Infantry to garrison San Juan
Island he felt compelled to go to war with the British over a pig. The Pig War consisted of Picket
with 68 of his men on a San Juan Island beach against three British war ships and 1000 men. Picket told his men, “We’ll make a Bunker Hill of it.” Luckily, cooler British minds prevailed that day
as the British were ordered to avoid armed conflict with the United States. I understand that he
forced a widow off of the property where Pickett house now resides because he favored the view.
When Picket joined the Confederacy one can only imagine that the United States Army breathed a
sigh of relief. He is most known for the disastrous “Pickett’s Charge” at Gettysburg that decimated
most of those under his command. When General Lee told Pickett to rally his division for the defense, Pickett allegedly replied, “General, I have no division.” When the Daughters of the Revolution dedicated the bridge to General Pickett perhaps their intentions were to promote historic
preservation, education and patriotism. I have no idea, but I feel no pride or respect for the General.
I want memorials for people I respect and whose life’s work resonates with me. For instance, I pass
by J. J. Donovan’s statute sitting on a park bench on the corner of Harris and 12th Avenue every day.
Donovan a civil engineer helped complete the Northern Pacific Railroad when it united the Great
Lakes in the East with Washington in the West. Donovan served on the Fairhaven City Council and
helped to build St. Joseph’s Hospital. As a member of the 1926 Tulip Festival, Donovan denied the
KKK’s application to enter the parade. He then wrote a letter to the Herald castigating everything
the Klan stood for and asking his fellow citizens to denounce bigotry and demonstrations of intolerance.
I look forward to seeing the Arch of Healing here in Bellingham. A local organization is working to
create the monument, the Arch of Healing and Reconciliation http://archofhealing.org/. The Arch
of Healing organization intends that:
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“The Arch of Healing and Reconciliation will be a monument to honor the brave
immigrants to the Pacific Northwest from China, India, and Japan, and in recognition of all immigrants who have come to America since the 1800’s, seeking better opportunities for themselves and their families through hard work and determination.”
The Arch was inspired as the 100th anniversary of the 1907 anti-Sikh riots approached. The 1907
anti-Sikh riots occurred when a recession caused economic insecurity in the region, particularly in
those working in Whatcom’s lumber mills. Many Sikhs had sought work in these mills and were targeted as “taking American jobs.” Gangs roamed the city harassing Sikh families and forcing them to
leave town. A historical video of these events was produced with the Arch of Reconciliation project.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mvn_LpXj694.

The Arch project acknowledges not only the 1907 anti-Sikh riots but also the 1885 anti-Chinese
events and the 1942 Japanese internments which occurred in Whatcom County and seeks to heal
those wounds and honor the many peoples who have persevered intolerance to make contributions to
our community. A digital rendering of the proposed monument has been created.
The 110th anniversary of the anti-Sikh riots is fast approaching. As we digest the events around our
nation we can respond by trying to figure out why we care about symbols, statues and monuments
and then let our hearts and minds dictate what comes next.
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Join Whatcom Women Lawyers
for “Third Thursday” Happy Hour
at The Local Annex, 1427 Railroad Ave.
September 21, 2017
5:00 p.m.
Your first drink is free
courtesy of Butler Beschen Law, PLLC!
All genders welcome!

Classifi ed Ads
Free to all WCBA members & firms
e-mail ad copy as MS Word .doc file to:

rajeev@northwhatcomlaw.com
by the 15th of the preceding month
Questions? Call 360 527-9400

Office Space Available – Bellingham Towers - 119 N. Commercial Street – downtown! Just down
the street from City Hall, the Court House and the Federal Building. If interested please call 360-6471916 x 112 or email: robbi@hollanderinvestments.com. Conference room available for Rent to Tenants and Non-Tenants.
Attorney Available to Assist with Overflow Work. Former Sole Practitioner licensed in both
Georgia and Washington, will assist with your Overflow needs; now you can have the part-time assistance you need, when you need it. Professional and dependable. Can work on-site or off-site at my
own well-equipped home office. Rates variable by complexity of work; minimum 3 hours. Contact
me directly as follows: Carol Sheppard (770) 366-8186 or CSSheppard100@gmail.com.
Assistance in Serious Cases: J ust moved to Bellingham. Recently licensed in Washington, with
42 years of trial experience in Texas, including lead counsel in 2 Capital Murders in the past two
years, and 12 years as a trial judge. Available to assist in preparation and trial of serious cases - criminal and civil. Contact: Norman E. Lanford, Sr., 512-751-1272, or n.lanford@sbcglobal.net.
Beautifully Updated, Courthouse-Located Office Space Available. 800 sf or more. Take it all
or share with me. Furnishings/new light fixtures/decorations, and rent, negotiable. Also, CONFERENCE ROOM AVAILABLE for rent. Sharon Westergreen . 360-966-3800
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Book Review: Trials of the Century
Editor’s Note: Co-author Mark Phillips donated a copy of his book
to our Law Library and we thought it should be reviewed so you
know what is being donated to us. Special thank you to Alex Ranso
for stepping up to review it.
Trials of the Century:
A Decade-By-Decade Look At Ten of America’s Most Sensational Crimes.
We love stories. It’s innate. From story, we live vicariously
through each other’s experience, learn lessons and remember the
“do’s and don’ts” of getting along in society. But there’s more, no?
Aren’t we collectively intrigued with the salacious, depraved, ridiculous and terrible woes encountered by others? Don’t we pause to
watch a train wrecks unfold? Isn’t it us who drive oh-so-slowly past
the aftermath of a roadside car accident? Yes. We all do it. So, let’s
consider murder, the oft-timed ill result of a special kind of craven
and depraved matter of circumstance. What, in fact, draws people to kill? The initiated among us would say
this: jealousy, sex, malice, revenge and/or money.
In Trials of the Century: A decade-By-Decade Look At Ten of America’s Most Sensational Crimes authors
Mark J. Phillips and Aryn Z. Phillips discuss some of the most high-profile murder trials in American jurisprudence in the last 100 years. Each chapter presents one trial from each decade, each different in character and
context, but alike in telling ways. Importantly, Trials of the Century also discusses the social, economic, political
and racial dynamics that American society experienced at the time of the murder and subsequent trial. These
anecdotes and collateral issues fill the gaps and answer questions on many of the issues which directly and indirectly impacted the trial itself.
Trials of the Century describes the trials we’re somewhat familiar with. We know the tragedy surrounding the death of the Lindbergh baby at the hands of Bruno Hauptmann in the 1930’s. We have conversational
knowledge of the brutal, bloody Tate-LaBianca murders at the hands of Charles Manson’s hippie death cult in
the 1970’s – a trial which, according to the Prosecutor Vincent Bugliosi, quite literally made him shiver as the
temperature in the courtroom chilled and wristwatches stopped in the presence of Charles Manson. And of
course, the O.J. Simpson trial of the 1990’s was layered in smoldering overtones of racist-driven investigations,
classism and privilege; a trial which ultimately put the criminal justice system on trial and forgot that a man and
woman were brutally slain in a fit of rage by . . . someone.
Trials of the Century also delves into the early 1900’s case of Harry Kendall Thaw; a high-society New
Yorker who defended his wife’s honor – she, an adolescent Broadway celebrity – by publicly executing her former lover, architect Stanford White, with three fatal bullets to White’s head. Despite the evidence, eyewitnesses and clear motive, Thaw’s trial ended in a hung jury at the first trial and acquittal at the second. “The plot was
(Continued on page 7)
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packed with love, passion, sex, betrayal, intrigue, and murder, not to mention smashing musical numbers, and
left in its wake countless unanswered questions,” writes Phillips.
In a highly anti-Semitic moment in American history we see the 1920’s trial of Leo Marx Frank, a Jewish
superintendent of a successful Atlanta pencil company who was found guilty of murdering a young girl named
Mary Phagan. After his death sentence was commuted by the Governor, Frank was kidnapped from jail, lynched
and mutilated at the hands of the Knights of Mary Phagan – a vigilante group comprised of a judge, police officers, former sheriffs, lawyers, bankers, farmers and merchants. Later, the Knights burned a gigantic cross at the
top of Atlanta’s Stone Mountain, inaugurating the revival of the Ku Klux Klan. Following the lynching and in a
new era of prejudice, approximately half of Georgia’s three thousand Jews left the state in a massive exodus.

These stories are important. Sometimes, high-profile trials are symptomatic and causally related to the
historical times they were born into. Like an unvarnished photograph, these great trials capture the unfiltered,
dark, ugly truths in American society which never seem to change; no matter the decade or circumstance giving
rise to the incidents.
“Americans are addicted to violent crime,” writes Philips. “Not to committing it, particularly, notwithstanding a history of nineteenth-century gunslingers, twentieth-century gangsters, and the wide prevalence of
handguns, which outnumber citizens. Rather, Americans love to talk about crime, to read about it, relive it, and
revel in it.” Too true.
Adding more layers, readers of Trials of the Century will find themselves both surprised and unsurprised
by stories where the news media abruptly inserts itself into these high-profile trials. Under a reporter’s pen the
courtroom becomes a stage; each player an actor, to include the dogged and determined media itself. And we
embrace these roles, don’t we? It’s American. The First Amendment staunchly supports the free press and its
God-given right to be inform us of each other’s sins, shortcomings, spectacles and apparent downfalls.
What becomes even more dark and corrupt – and what Trials of the Century effectively captures – is
showing how the news media intentionally and unapologetically hijacks high-profile criminal cases and injects
outright lies, omissions and exaggerations to the public with frequent regularity. Why? Well, ratings, of course.
Apparently, a newspaper’s readership significantly increases when covering high-profile murders.
“While some reporting was relatively balanced, this was the age of yellow journalism,” writes Philips on
the 1920’s trial of Fatty Arbuckle, a Hollywood celebrity accused of killing his actress lover. Arbuckle had three
trials: his first two were mistrials due to hung jury and his final trial was an acquittal. Despite the acquittal, however, the media coverage ultimately ruined Arbuckle’s career. He died at the age of 46. “Few in America have
fallen so far or so fast,” says Phillips on Arbuckle’s demise after his acquittal. “And few profited from the fall,
except William Randolph Hearst, who once boasted that the Arbuckle trial sold more of his newspapers than
the sinking of the Lusitania.”
An ugly truth, still practiced to this day. High-profile criminal cases give talentless newshounds an opportunity to gleefully adorn the shiny, pristine clothing of self-righteous indignation and become a voice of vengeance. They eagerly drown reasonable doubt in a flood of newsprint, mock defenses, and ridicule as unimportant
any lack of evidence which may exist in the minds of potential jurors. Even more salacious, today’s newshound
uses Twitter, Facebook and video in addition to print; these media outlets giving coverage with an even larger
(Continued on page 8)
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digital footprint; all of it working to deter justice by prejudicing a defendant’s Constitutional rights to a fair trial, all
of it in the name of justice.
Take the Casey Anthony Trial, for example, described in the final chapter of Trials of the Century. In 2008,
Anthony was accused of murdering her 2-year-old, daughter, Caylee. In December of that year, investigators found
parts of the girl's duct-taped corpse near Anthony's parents' home. Bugs and vegetation had colonized the remains,
which had been dumped roughly six months earlier. The sheer horror at the act — and the idea that a mother committed it — catapulted the case from local live-at-5 sideshow to tabloid sensation ("Monster mom partying four
days after tot died," one recent report said) to national preoccupation. The case was followed by millions on livestream video feeds and constant cable-news reports. The Washington Post and the Miami Herald become the latest major media outlets offering live streams of the case. CNN and NBC aired so much coverage of the trial that the
networks each decided to erect a two-story, air-conditioned structure in a lot across from the courthouse. The
broadcast village around the court often grows to hundreds of media vehicles.
“The use of social media surrounding the Casey Anthony trial created, as one media analyst called it, a
“collective echo chamber [that was] unprecedented,” said Philips. “And this echo chamber is likely to expand as
time passes, with both more users and broader content.”
Indeed. In the blink of little more than a century, the “Yellow journalism” of yesteryear has become the
“fake news” of today. Outright lies and fabrications have effectively captured the imagination of the masses,
framed the rhetoric, controlled the dialogue, stirred the momentum into a rabid froth and ultimately worked to
sway national elections.

Finally, Trials of the Century reveals the career aftermath of defense attorneys and prosecutors who were
directly affected by these high-profile cases. The book is filled with stories of ill-fated defense attorneys who were
disbarred, publicly shamed, driven away, died young and/or were forced into a different career path after representing their notorious clients. On the flipside, we also see prosecutors whose careers were elevated to fame, fortune, political office and judgeships after gaining successful convictions.
Trials of the Century reminds us that our leering, depraved, salacious curiosity throws back an equally leering and depraved reflection. If we’re sometimes ugly, then murder makes us even uglier. Despite our technological
advances and evolution, we still jump to conclusions, shout “Guilty!” and demand justice – vengeance – often at
the cost of justice itself. After the dust has settled in the wake of obtaining our collective pound of flesh (and then
some), we’re forced to examine ourselves and ask, was justice served?

~Alexander F. Ransom
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Ramblings of a Small Time Country Lawyer
~By Rajeev!

Feminine Sanitary Products
Subtitle: Oh? Do I have your attention?

For a variety of social and political reasons, over the last decade the question of “diversity”
and the law (and the legal profession) has taken on heightened focus and anxiety. I get asked to
speak a lot on the issue of diversity in legal circles, especially since I was elected to the WSBA
BoG and my profile is a little more visible statewide. This happens for a variety of correct and
incorrect presumptions on the part of those who invite me. This also results in getting to interact
with more lawyers with less common backgrounds and lifestyle choices. This article isn’t so
much on what I have to say about diversity, as it is to share with you how the conversation is
moving onwards past my realm of experiences. One of the most interesting tales of diversity dialogue that has come across my path recently has to do with “feminine” sanitary products.
Now as an alleged cis-gender male, I spend very little of my time thinking about these
products. The last time I can remember doing so was while listening to an NPR story about a debate in Canada about whether sales tax should apply to feminine sanitary products. The argument
was that as a necessary item, much like raw food, there should not be a tax on them and that the
only reason there was a tax was because people who had no understanding of the necessity were
writing the laws (men). That made sense to me. Death to taxes for necessities. Anyways, an acquaintance of mine who is in the world of finance, economics, and forecasting at a fairly prestigious place related this fascinating experience to me, which I thought many of you would find interesting. It illustrates a clash of perspectives, generations, experiences, and presumed ill-will:
So a situation came up at work this past week with our new young trans employee.
Well, she's not really trans. She proclaims herself gender-fluid.
First off, let me say I like her/it/them/whatever. I still find the pronoun matter offputting, and I was initially wary of working with her/it/them (given legal consequences, etc). But we've hit it off quite well. I like her/it/their spunk, we have similar outlooks, and I've been trying to mentor her/it/them a bit in her work. We even hung out
a couple times outside work. So I drafted her/it/them into assisting me with the
presentation of a project I had worked on - more for her/it/them sake than mine, give
her/it/them some limelight. Part of her/it/them role was to canvas suggestions from
other colleagues at the presentation.
So big conference meeting, with basically the rest of the office present, I take the
presentation end, she/it/them takes the back-end. Everything is going fine, presentation is smooth, jolly discussion, everyone is having a good time, until a colleague
(an older woman) suggests to include "feminine sanitary products" on a list of products we were compiling. So she/it/them writes down "sanitary products". The person
(Continued on page 10)
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who suggested it insists no, that she meant "feminine sanitary products", not sanitary products generally. She/it/them then writes down "menstrual products". The
other woman looks puzzled, and asks what's the matter with "feminine sanitary
products"? She/it/them refuses to write it. A couple of confused words are exchanged, and at that point, the colleague says "Fine, no point arguing about language. Write whatever you want".
Then, out of nowhere, a meltdown. She/it/them suddenly goes into a fit - breaks
into tears, demands to speak the older woman outside. The whole room goes into
silence and stares at them. No one quite realizes what just happened. She/it/them
then goes on a harangue, blasts the colleague, screams out about how she's tired
of having to "teach us" about stuff, etc. and storms out of the meeting. The woman
at the other end of her harangue just sat there, in utter shock, then she too left in
tears. So a bit of drama that we haven't had in this office before. Naturally, it
brought the whole meeting to a screeching halt. As it was too awkward to continue, I called off the rest of the presentation, and broke up the meeting.
Naturally I felt a little miffed that my big show got interrupted. She/it/them came up
later to sheepishly apologize to me, but I didn't care about that. That wasn't what
really bugged me. What bugged me was that she/it/them had used a colleague as
a prop for a bit of political theater, and humiliated her before the rest of the office.
So, in the aftermath I had to do a lot of managerial commiserating with the shaken
older woman (ended up taking her out for drinks, giving her a shoulder, etc.) It was
very interesting commiseration. She (the colleague) is a stalwart feminist, a great
writer with some serious literary chops and activist left-wing track record. And our
young she/it/them had made her out to be some reactionary loon. Kind sad, since
she is one of the few stalwart feminists we have around - rest of the place is mostly white men. She/it/them could have picked on any of them. Heck, she/it/them
could have picked on me - I constantly screw up my language around her/it/them.
But I guess our feminist ingenuously offered our trans activist a target of opportunity, and a big meeting was a perfect venue for a big "lesson" she/it/them wasn't going to forego.
So the rest of the night, after some sniffles and a drink, we had a big discussion
about feminism, and the future of feminism in a genderless world. If "feminine"
has become a dirty word in the context of sanitary products, then it is merely a
matter of time before "feminism" - the word and the concept itself - becomes perceived as reactionary. It is exclusionary, is it not?
I can't rehash all the directions in which we took the topic. But the irony of a feminist being raked over the coals by uppity trans activist was not lost. She stated she
now understood how men must have felt when feminists like her (esp. in her
(Continued on page 11)
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younger days) did much the same kind of thing.

Interesting, no? One thing I like about this story, in additional to the three different perspectives
it contains—is the emotional breakdown. The reason I say that is that of the many, many diversity trainings I have been to, either as a participant or speaker, I have rarely been to one where there
was not an emotional breakdown, hostile words exchanged, and someone storming out of the
room. I find this ironic, that exercises to expand understanding often seem to erect barriers based
on the scars of the discussion. Indeed the Seattle Times recently reprinted an article about Google’s efforts and on how diversity training can backfire and result in greater mistrust. The takeaway there was to focus on what people can do instead of what they shouldn’t do: people don’t
like being told not to do things.
Of course, what is missing from the above anecdote is a true debrief from the young gender
-fluid identified person. And, frankly, it is a perspective I don’t have a lot of experience with or
regular access to. I teach “Rights, Liberties and Justice” at WWU, which is essentially a Bill of
Rights class that gets emotional and one of the benefits of that is getting to connect with the perspectives of our newest adults. It usually results in my self identified leftist identity being suspected of being a right wing fascist; and perhaps in relative terms, the liberalism of the ‘80s and
‘90s is conservatism today. So goes the march of history, as I sit in my rocking chair, stroking my
beard and clucking my tongue in dismay wondering “what is to be done about these wayward
children?!” So, I very much felt a kinship with the avowedly staunch feminist who is being accused of being exclusionary and oppressive.
I suppose with this new generation's emphasis on individual uniqueness we are going to see
more emotional breakdowns and misunderstandings, unless somehow we can all agree to presume good intent. I don’t know what the answer is, or whether identifying feminine hygiene
products as feminine is oppressive and hateful speech, but I do know that the dialogue about diversity is only going to get more interesting and more complicated.
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My Beautiful Launderette (& Showers)
By Michael Heatherly
A few weeks ago I was motorcycling along the eastern side of Jackson Lake in Wyoming admiring the Teton Range jutting majestically above the opposite shore. As the whoosh of hot wind
mixed with the buzz of two cylinders churning beneath me, the phrase “My Beautiful Laundrette”
spun through my head. Why the title of a 1985 British film pervaded my thoughts at that moment
can be explained only by the peculiarities of memory.
I had been to the Tetons a few times before, but more than 20 years had evaporated since my last
visit. While my current trip was a solo adventure, the last was a classic All American family vacation. We took our two kids—then in grade school--through the natural wonderland of Yellowstone
and Grand Teton national parks. Yellowstone had been Americans’ favorite playground from its
inception in 1872 until July 17, 1955, when Disneyland opened, triggering a decades-long shift in
public interest from reality to fantasy insofar as recreation and entertainment are concerned. If
you think I’m exaggerating, consider this: I recently Googled “wolverine” to look up something
about that admirably surly species of mammal. I had to add “-animal” to the search term because
simply typing “wolverine” brought up only references to the comic book character and Hugh
Jackman. Getting back to my theme, Grand Teton is somewhat less well known than Yellowstone
but stands as the most magnificent stretch of geography I’ve ever seen.
One trick of memory, of course, is that you tend to remember the enjoyable aspects of experiences
and discard the unpleasantry. This filter is applied with special rigor to memories of family vacations, the ultimate best of times/worst of times scenario. I’m okay with selective memory of this
type. I have no need to recall the intra-family squabbles that probably consumed 75 percent of
our journey all those years ago. But to this day my heart is warmed by a few once-in-a-lifetime
moments that seem like they happened yesterday.
The night before we entered Yellowstone, we tent-camped in a primitive campground near the
tourist village of West Yellowstone at the western gate of the park. We drove into town and dined
at an old-fashioned hamburger joint that—out of character for a western mountain town at the
time--happened to serve wine. I had a couple of glasses before serving as co-pilot on our trip
back to camp. For our soundtrack throughout the trip we had relied heavily on a set of Lake
Wobegon stories by Garrison Keillor on CD and a couple of albums by singer/songwriter Nanci
Griffith. As we pulled out of West Yellowstone, one of my favorite Griffith songs, “I Wish It
Would Rain,” came on and I was unable to resist the temptation to sing harmony. My kids had
heard me play instruments many times but they had never heard me sing. They were as amused as
I have ever seen them and couldn’t have been more astounded if I had suddenly turned into a kangaroo and knitted myself a tuxedo.
Within a short time it was dusk. As we drove the last stretch of the dirt road to our campsite a sil(Continued on page 13)
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houette appeared in the headlights. It was the distinctive low-slung shape of a badger, a nocturnal
animal we had never seen before in the wild. We stopped and watched in awe as it slunk across our
path and disappeared into the brush. It was a simple, routine act by a solitary animal in a huge forest. But despite all that has happened in the world and in our lives in the two decades since, we still
talk fondly about that moment.
This summer on my motorcycle I again entered Yellowstone via the west gate and proceeded
through the park and then into Grand Teton, immediately to the south. By mid-afternoon the temperature was nearing 100 degrees and I pulled off the main highway into a place called Colter Bay
Village on Jackson Lake for a break. Although the whole trip had a sense of familiarity, I didn’t
recognize the name or appearance of the village as I made the turn. But as I wove through the
broad parking lots serving a beach area and general store I was struck by an intense sense of déjà
vu. Actually, déjà vu is probably the wrong term, as that usually refers to the feeling of having experienced something one hasn’t actually experienced. As I passed the store I reasoned that I probably had been in that very spot during our family trip. It is the only store in the area and was located
near the Jackson Lake Lodge, where we stayed the night after our badger encounter. But rationality
wasn’t the source of what I was experiencing. Instead, I felt an overwhelming emotional sense that
I was about to see something specific that I had seen before. Yet I had no idea what it would be.
I continued a short distance farther down the road. Suddenly my eyes were drawn to a wooden sign
bearing the words “Launderette & Showers” on the front of an unassuming building nestled among
the trees (the spelling of “launderette” differs by one letter from the spelling in the movie title—and
there is no connection between the two except that the word in the sign brought the movie title to
mind). In the 20-plus years since our family trip I had never once thought about the Colter Bay
launderette. But as I passed by, an imperfect but vivid image flashed through my mind like an old
VHS tape. We had been there. We were about halfway through our trip and needed to do our laundry. The recollection itself was vague and unemotional. The laundry episode certainly wasn’t a
highlight of the trip. All I really recalled of it was that we were hot and tired and the kids were getting restless. But it was as if my brain decided the laundry break might be the last best time to insert a neural bookmark in this chapter of my life story. Although I don’t remember thinking about it
that way at the time, my unconscious mind may have realized this vacation was a precious, wonderful moment that would never be repeated. The Tetons may be as close to eternal as anything on the
planet, badgers may continue to traipse the western forests (for a while, we can hope), but kids
grow up, bodies age, life takes its toll, and time moves in only one direction. I was back in that
place and it was still lovely, but it could never be the same.
This is not a sad story. My grandson just turned two and I am trying to decide the best time to
spring the idea of a three-generation Yellowstone/Teton family vacation on my kids. I still have my
Nanci Griffith CDs, although I don’t know whether my vocal performance bears repeating. If not,
I’m sure I can round up some Lake Wobegon stories on Amazon.
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WCBA CLE PROGRAM
In partnership with the Whatcom County Bar Association, LAW Advocates
puts on 6 live CLEs each year.
CLEs are usually held in the Encore Room at the Mount Baker Theater 104
N Commercial St, Bellingham, WA 98225. Sessions may also be attended by
live webinar on the day of.
In addition, LAW Advocates will be offering recorded versions of our live
CLEs for online viewing and credit thanks to the generous support of 4th
Corner Network.
Proceeds from CLE sales provide critical operating support to LAW Advocates.
Upcoming CLEs:

10/3/2017 –

Morning:

Immigration and Related Topics for All Lawyers.

Afternoon:

End-of-Life Planning for Clients and Lawyers Them
selves.

11/29/2017 – Morning:
Afternoon:

12/13/2017 – Morning:
Afternoon:

Law & Technology Workshop: Pro Techniques in
Using Computer Programs in Practice.
Law & Technology: Trial/Courtroom Presentation of
Electronic Evidence.
Ethics! Enough said!
Evidence, with judicial, civil litigation, a nd criminal
defense components.
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Judge Eclipses Eclipse Trip
On August 8, federal prosecutor sought a pause in trial because an ATF Agent witness had booked a “pre-paid trip to
view the total eclipse” and would not be able to attend on the trial date. On August 18, U.S. District Court Judge Merryday issued a masterpiece of an order referencing everything from ancient Greece, Star Trek and Carly Simon:
ORDER
Definitely recurrent, sometimes consequential, and occasionally spectacular, the solar eclipse understandably
occupies a provocative and luminous place in history and in art. For example, Herodotus reports that a solar eclipse
during the war between the Medes and the Lydians caused the combatants, who interpreted the eclipse as a divine
omen, to suspend hostilities and to negotiate peace. In Borodin’s magnificent opera, an eclipse portends disaster for
Prince Igor’s military campaign against the Polovtsians. In a popular 1970s song, the splendid Carly Simon introduced
the attendance of a former suitor (reportedly the actor Warren Beatty) at a solar eclipse as probative evidence of his
putatively insufferable vanity:
Well I hear you went to Saratoga
And your horse, naturally, won
Then you flew your Learjet up to Nova Scotia
To see the total eclipse of the sun
Well, you're where you should be all the time
And when you're not, you're with some underworld spy
Or the wife of a close friend, Wife of a close friend, and
You're so vain You probably think this song is about you
On a higher plane, Wordsworth wrote about an eclipse in 1820:
High on her speculative tower
Stood Science waiting for the hour
When Sol was destined to endure
That darkening of his radiant face
The solar eclipse is no longer mysterious, supernatural, foreboding, or ominous (or even “total”; owing to the
solar corona, the darkness of a “total” eclipse is only partial). An eclipse is just another astral event, precisely predictable since the day the Babylonians discovered the governing formula (although some contend for an earlier discovery).
On this occasion, an Assistant United States Attorney boldly moves (where no AUSA has moved before) to
postpone a trial because an agent of the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, Firearms, and Explosives, has pre-paid the cost
of visiting the zone of “totality” of a solar eclipse that will occur on August 21 (about the eclipse, the motion oddly
uses the phrase “scheduled to occur,” as if someone arbitrarily set the eclipse, as an impresario sets a performer, to appear at a chosen time and place, subject always to some unstated exigency). Cruel fate has dictated that the August 21
eclipse will occur during the trial of an action in which the agent is a principal participant on behalf of the United
States.
In any particular month, about four-hundred actions pend before each active district judge in the Middle District of Florida; each action typically involves several lawyers, at least two parties, and an array of witnesses. A trial
prompts the clerk to summon scores of potential jurors. The present motion proposes to subordinate the time and resources of the court, of the opposing counsel, of the witnesses, and of the jurors to one person’s aspiration to view a
“total” solar eclipse for no more than two minutes and forty-two seconds. To state the issue distinctly is to resolve the
issue decisively.
When an indispensable participant, knowing that a trial is imminent, pre-pays for some personal indulgence, that participant, in effect, lays in a bet. This time, unlike Carly Simon’s former suitor, whose “horse, naturally, won,” this bettor’s horse has — naturally — lost. The motion is DENIED.
ORDERED in Tampa, Flor ida, on August 18, 2017.

STEVEN D. MERRYDAY, U.S. DISTRICT JUDGE
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4th Annual Family Law Sponsored Party:
Campfire & Cider Tasting Edition!
Proclamation for party on: Saturday, October 14, 2017 at Noon.
To All Who Practice the Esteemed Art of Domestic Relations Law ( and al-

lied/interested individuals, lawyers, paralegals, and judicial officers):
From time-to-time, for the good of the profession, for the good of ourselves,
and for a little delightful hedonism, the Whatcom County Family Law Bar
should meet and enjoy each other's company under most amicable circumstances.
With that in mind, I call you to our FOURTH ANNUAL GATHERING located
at the private sanctuary of Rajeev Majumdar (in Bellingham, not Blaine!).
We will have hot dogs, hamburgers and beverages both alcoholic and nonalcoholic. It would be great if you could bring a side, vegetarian alternatives,
drink(s) to share or a dessert(s). Did I mention drinks to share? That
would be good.

I will also try to send out an Evite to last year’s invitees, but understand I am really terrible at it; an d
always leave important people off; you really ought to contact me.
This event shall be known as “The Great 2017 Conclave of Domestic Relations Practitioners.” All
legal disputes,1 weapons and frowns will be left in the gatehouse before crossing the bridge. The bridge
to cross is located at the Fortress of Solitude, located at 4029 Willowbrook Lane in Bellingham.

~R!

Répondez s'il vous plait to Rajeev@northwhatcomlaw.com 2

Endnotes
1– This includes disputes over theory between traditional and collaborative law practitioners!
2– I’ll probably respond by sending you an evite so I can try to make the food calculations correct, but I
understand not everyone’s computers are evite friendly, so when you RSVP, please give me a body
count if you are bringing a retinue.
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You are reading this aren’t you?
You too, should be advertising
right...
HERE!
New and Old Sponsors… did you know
as of today, if you pay your sponsorship for 6
months or more in the WCBJ, you get a 5%
discount? If you pay for a year or more, you
get a 10% discount!!!! Who knows what the
Editor will offer you if you want to pay for a
decade in advance?!!!!!!!!
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Business keeps booming!
Seeking additional, experienced family law associate.
Business keeps booming! Top-rated family law firm in Snohomish County seeks experienced, family law associate attorney to help keep up with our demand by joining our
A-team roster. The ideal candidate will have a proven record of managing multiple cases independently, exceptional attention to detail (including self critique), excellent
written and verbal communication skills, be comfortable with aggressive litigation on
behalf of our clients (including motion practice, mediation, and trial), and will share
our commitment to providing superior client service. 2-3 years' experience in family
law litigation is REQUIRED for consideration, as candidate will be expected to hit the
ground running without further training. Comp package of $100,000.00+ DOE and
billable hour requirements and includes comprehensive medical/dental benefits, annual
productivity bonus, and employer funded 401-K. Please e-mail your cover letter, resume, writing sample(s), professional references, and law school transcript (if passed
the Bar within the last 4 years) to jberner@bernerlawgroup.com.
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Grow your business with
our
all-inclusive offices!

Stop by for a Tour
Today!
We also have
virtual
options!
Executive Offices include everything to meet your
business needs, all in one place!







Reception Services with Custom Scripted Greeting
Tailored to Your Needs
All Utilities Included
Fully Furnished
On-Site Mail Reception
Advanced Copy & Print Center
On-Demand Conference Rooms, Ready When You
Are
1313 E. Maple St. Suite 201, Bellingham, WA 98225
www.thegatewaycentre.com — 360.685.4200
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Court Reporting & Real-time Specialists
Court Approved Audio Transcription
We Offer Premier
Certified Court Reporters
Video Conference
Transcriptionist
Conference Rooms
Videographer Services
Transcription of Audio/Video Files, from all formats
Easy Online Scheduling
We look forward to meeting all your Court Reporting
and Transcription needs.
360-671-6298
info@corpolongoandassociates.com
or visit us at
Corpolongo.net
Serving Western Washington Since 1985
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RESORT TO CHEAP SELF-PROMOTION!

Advertise in
the Newsletter
Admit it. You read the ads in the Newsletter to see what’s
going on. So does everyone else. If you have a service to
offer to your colleagues in the local legal community — or
if you just want to show off — you won’t find a cheaper,
easier way to do it.

1/8-page . . . $35/mo.
2.46”H x 3.86”W

1/4-page . . . $50/mo.
5.00”H x 3.86” W

1/2-page . . . $75/mo.
5.00” H x 7.90” W

full page . . . $100/mo.

1/2

10.00” H x 7.90” W

1/8

And it’s easy to place your ad

E-mail your ad as an MS Word .docx, MS Publisher .pub, .JPG,
.GIF or .pdf file to:
rajeev@northwhatcomlaw.com
We’ll get it in the next issue and bill you. Pre-size the ad if you
know how. Otherwise, tell us the size you want. Questions? Email Editor Rajeev at the above e-mail address, or call (360)
332-7000 .

1/4

