
::._. :.:,;::g the ffshore personal-injury cases that have 
e him one of the richest men in the state, St. Mar­

:lll bums alligators with rotting chickens and shark 
nooks. 

They are a garrulous and jovial crew. They strictly 
prohibit grabbing checks or taking a swallow without 
their topping off your wine. ("Buy a reporter, get a 
good story," Wendell says with a wink.) If fatty foods 
and alcohol are next on the mass-torts hit list, as some 
suspect, it is clear that these lawyers will bring into the 
courtroom an extensive personal knowledge of the 
products. They are happy to be here with their fami­
.lies, eating calamari stuffed with Gulf shrimp and 
slurping sherry-laced turtle soup. They are happy to 
sit next to a neighboring table of full-sweatered south­
ern magnolias ("The one in the blue should open a 
dairy farm," Alligator Mick observes). Mostly, howev­
er, they are sue-happy. 

Fayard promises to send me some of the best 
strawberries in the state. And if I disparage those 
strawberries in print, he adds, "I'll sue the s~ out of 
you." Of St. Martin, Fayard warns, "He'll sue anybody 
but his doctor." Later, when I break the news to Gau­
thier that a gunowners group called the Second 
Amendment Foundation is threatening to sue the 
cities for violating their civil rights, Gauthier shrugs: 
"We gonna sue them before they sue us for interfering 
with our contract. Boy, that'll be fun!" 

Scruggs says the Castano Group is "the best bunch 
ofbulls~ers you'll ever see." A week later, I'll see what 
he means. While soliciting clients at a Conference of 
Mayors gathering in Chicago, Gauthier emits confi­
dence pheromones, speaking in a thick-Cajun brogue 
that he must save for the road, as country lawyers trav­
el well. Dennis Hennigan of the Center to Prevent 
Handgun Violence drops the ball in front of a roomful 
of reporters, while trying to prove the efficacy of 
SafT Lok, a purportedly easy-to-use combination lock 
in the gun's grip. Hennigan fumbles and fails to 
unlock the gun in a well-lit room with no intruder at 
the door. Hair grays. Epochs wane. Finally, disengag­
ing the safety, he apologizes, "Most people aren't as 
klutzy as I am." 

But Gauthier makes no such missteps. "We gonna 
win this thing in Loo'siana, ain't no doubt about that. 
It's just simply what amount and when," he brags 
before a roomful of mayor's aides and city attorneys. 
"Second Amendment rights? Boolsheet! I'm payin' 
when [gun victims] go to the hospital. ... We comin' 
after 'em; we are a bad dream for the gun industry." 

Back at Vizard's, I ask Gauthier how he's going to 
win what looks to be a weak case. He is, after all, alleg­
ing that the industry hasn't properly warned people 
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about the dangers of its product. This has.drawn abject 
ridicule from writers who cover the gun industry, like 
Massad Ayoob, who says, "Highway departments must 
be negligent for not putting up signs that say 'Do not 
drive off bridge.' Hell's Angels are negligent for not 
having a sign outside their favorite bar that says 'Do 
not stand in doorway and scream 'Kawasaki rules.' 
There are certain basic laws in life. It's kind of under­
stood." Though calls right now are running four-to­
one against the suit, Gauthier says he'll get what he 
needs in discovery. One might think he's bluffing, 
though in the courtroom, Gauthier is not known as a 
gambler. He tests every aspect of his cases, making 
such elaborate use of mock trials that he even had a 
courtroom built in his law offices, complete with hid­
den cameras and a jury box. 

Mike St. Martin suddenly adds drama to the dis­
cussion by pushing back from the table and drawing a 
snubnose .38 from under his jacket. Since its only 
noticeable safety is that the hammer isn't cocked, I ask 
St. Martin how his wife feels about light gunplay dur­
ing dinner. "Safe," he says. Having captured our undi­
vided attention, the Alligator conducts a teach-in on 
the perils of showing one's hand, which may explain 
why Gauthier grins his coprophagous grin and fails to 
elaborate about his strategy in the gun suit. 

St. Martin's lesson about not giving anything away 
comes courtesy of their hunting buddy Edwin 
Edwards, who used to earn three times his gubernator­
ial salary at the craps tables. Edwards and the Alligator 
once found themselves~shades ofTom Wolfe's A Man 
in Full~quail-shooting at a Georgia plantation with a 
group of New York stockbrokers. In their L.L. Bean 
jackets and double-billed caps, the New Yorkers 
"couldn't hit their ass with both hands," says St. Mar­
tin. 

"So the guv'nah gets out there and shoots at one 
bird and misses altogether. He shoots the second bird 
and just nicks it. He comes walkin' back and I say, 
'Goddamn Edwin, those were easy shots.' So I walk out 
there, they threw two birds, and I blew 'em to dust. I 
come back lookin' kind ofsmug, and Edwin pulls me 
over to the side and says, 'You stupid coon-ass!' I say, 
'What's wrong?' He says, 'This afternoon, those Yan­
kees were gonna think we couldn't shoot worth a 
damn. We were gonna be able to shoot against them 
for fifty to a hundred thousand dollars, and you just 
f~ it all up. Now they know you can, shoot, and they 
never gonna gamble with us.' 

"That afternoon, Edwin gets in a gin rummy game 
wi th one of them," adds the Alligator, shaking his 
head while Gauthier beams admiringly. "He clipped 
that guy for a fortune." • 

THE WEEKLY STANDARD / 29 


