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“Your honor, I'd like to play the swarm's vid-catch of the night in question”, said DA 
Collins. 
 
“Objection!”,   said public defender Ramirez.  “It's been ruled in jurisdictions throughout 
the state these are inadmissible as evidence.  The un-reliability alone...” 
 
“Your honor," interrupted Collins.  “The fair use doctrine states that for extreme cases, 
these materials are allowed as supporting evidence.  Ryan v State of Texas successfully 
argued…” 
 
“Don't quote case law where I was present, Counselor,” snapped the Judge, exhibiting 
the strain everyone was feeling. 
 
“Yes, your honor.” 
 
“Ramirez, I'm sorry, but due to the heinous nature of the crime for which the defendant 
is accused, the vid-catch is in.” 
 
“Your honor!” 
 
“Play it, bailiff," continued Judge Hoyt. 
 
Darkness filled the courtroom and the wall screens came to life.  The shot started from 
above and quickly panned downward.  Maria Flores appeared, eyes wide with terror as 
she stumbled through the park.  Hands could be seen reaching out from someone 
obscured by a dark hoodie, grabbing her maid’s outfit.  The sleeve tore off. 
 
Maria screamed and fell to the ground.  A bat connected.  A sickening crunch sound 
followed, absurdly loud in the quiet courtroom. An arc of blood splattered out from the 
end of the bat. 
 
The bat connected again and again and again.  Bat on flesh mere thuds, accompanied 
by the crunch of bone shattering.   Maria stopped screaming.  No one in the room 
breathed. 
 



The lights came up.  Someone coughed way too loud with a nervous hiccup. 
The viciousness of the attack had settled like a cloying heaviness in the courtroom.  
Maria’s family sat numb while tears streamed down their faces.  Her mother finally broke 
out into heaves.  This was her first time viewing the catch. 
 
 
“That is not me!” yelled Jesus in Spanish.  “I loved her!  I so loved her so much!” 
 
“Shut up!” snarled Ramirez, in Spanish as well.  “You're making it worse, you fool!” 
 
“Let the record show, the vid-catch's coords match those sent by Jesus Lopez’s 
embedded watch RFID tags,” intoned Collins.  “The tags inserted as part of his 
probation for assault with a deadly weapon from a previous crime.” 
 
“Your honor, I must object again.  It's been shown that those tags can be spoofed and 
are thus unreliable, as well.” 
 
The judge waived his objection away. 
 
“Your honor,” continued the Prosecutor.  “I would like to back up to time mark 34 
seconds and replay from there.” 
 
“Must we see this again, Prosecutor?”, asked the Judge. 
 
“Only to point out one item, your honor.” 
 
“Proceed.” 
 
The screen flashed on. 
 
“Please note the nano-tats on the perpetuators hands and wrists in the shots.  The tats 
are configured to show a series of animations exactly as worn today by the defendant.” 
 
“Your honor!” shouted Ramirez.  “Nano-tats have been rooted by spam signals.  Again, 
the evidence is not verifiable.” 
 
Jesus hung his head and began to cry.  His hands were in his lap, obscured by the edge 
of the table where animations danced.  Texas had the death penalty. 


