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      At the end of September, Judge Judith Saico decided to destroy the court calendar. She called a scheduling conference with all of the lawyers who had cases pending in her courtroom and announced that she was going to do her best to wrap up every case before her by December 31st.

      “I’d prefer to have it all wrapped by December 23,” she said. “But if we can’t do that, we have a week’s leeway.”

      “Not quite a week,” a man toward the back grumbled. Everyone understood what he meant. During that period, the court would be closed for the weekend, plus a half day for both Christmas Eve and New Year’s Eve, as well as a full day for Christmas itself.

      Judge Saico looked up as if she wanted to hunt down the heckler and punish him. She was a tiny blond woman who looked like she was maybe sixteen. She had used her youthful looks to her advantage as a lawyer, sometimes pretending to be younger and much more naïve than she had ever been.

      But her looks had caused her issues as a judge—until word got around the courthouse that Judge Judith Saico wasn’t a pushover or young or dumb. She was a ballbuster of the first order who had no qualms about sanctioning lawyers for the slightest error.

      And the entire courtroom was going to see the ballbuster right now. She gave the room a glare and said, “Weekends and half-day holidays are based on the court’s discretion.”

      Pippa de Leon’s shoulders slumped. She gripped the sides of her laptop so that it wouldn’t slide off her best pair of black pants. She prayed that no one would make Judge Saico mad in the next hour or so because, Pippa knew, it would be the attorneys at the end of the line who would get punished for any problems.

      Judge Saico had been elected on a platform—an actual platform—when most judges decorously had none. The platform Justice Delayed Is Justice Denied was one that no sane person could really argue with. Everyone had thought the platform had been a tactic until this morning, two years into the judge’s term, when she put her plan into action.

      The scheduling meeting was being held at 7 a.m. because no one had anything on the docket that early. The judge had sent out the “invitations” a month in advance so that anyone who had something scheduled for 7 a.m. on a Thursday (and really, who did that?) could cancel. The “invitation” made it clear that anyone who missed the meeting for any reason would not be able to reschedule…anything. Ever.

      Much as lawyers liked to talk tough, none of them wanted to risk the wrath of a judge, particularly one who was apparently thinking about her reelection…four years away.

      Pippa de Leon sat in the very center of the courtroom, her day planner open on her left side, her briefcase open at her feet, and her laptop screen showing her work calendar. Her phone was in her pocket—the pocket with a zipper on the side of her best suit jacket—because throughout the meeting so far, she had been tempted to continually text WTF? to all of her colleagues in the courtroom.

      She had a lot of colleagues here. It seemed like half the lawyers in town had cases pending with Judge Saico, although, Pippa knew, that feeling was coming from the size of the courtroom.

      It was one of the smaller ones. It was in a corner of the second floor that hung over the atrium on the first floor, so the courtroom had no windows. The permanent judicial bench was placed at an angle, so the judge’s area was a large triangle, which had the flags of the state and the country behind it, with no room for a clock or for a photograph of one of the judge’s personal legal heroes.

      The courtroom extended outward from that triangle, with more room in the gallery than Pippa liked. It always seemed to her that this courtroom was designed for an audience rather than a serious trial.

      It looked less like a courtroom now than a mock trial room for misbehaving law students. Everyone had their laptops out, their briefcases before them, and files on the bench seat beside them.

      To make matters worse, Judge Saico maintained the no-phone policy for this meeting, so everyone who used their phone for scheduling had to transport the calendar to their laptops, which was allowed. Since there was no wireless in the courtroom, that meant (in theory) there was no internet access, which, at this early hour, was making the lawyers nervous.

      Promptly at 7, Judge Saico had given her fatuous speech about justice denied and delayed while citing court statistics about the amount of time it took defendants to get their day in court, statistics every lawyer was familiar with, statistics every lawyer wanted to amend with a comment about lack of resources, time, and the vagaries of judicial calendars.

      No one else spoke, though. Every lawyer nodded sagely, as if they agreed with Judge Saico’s newly announced policy as if it didn’t strike fear into the heart of everyone in the gallery.

      Now, the lawyers were traipsing up to the bench as their names were called. They had been instructed to have their day planners in hand, even though most of them did not have day planners.

      Some had bought day planners special for the occasion. Fortunately, Judge Saico had given them all enough time to special-order day planners, since no local retail stores carried them at all anymore.

      Pippa knew that long before the “invitation.” She had been paranoid about computerized calendars ever since that day in moot court when someone on the opposing team had hacked her computer calendar and changed the court’s start time from 9 a.m. to 10 a.m.

      Pippa had caught it—or rather, a friend had by asking, Shouldn’t you be in court right now?, putting Pippa into a panic she could still access if she tried. Pippa had only been ten minutes late, but the reaming out she had received from the judges that day still haunted her dreams.

      Paper couldn’t be hacked. Paper was always her friend, even if everyone in the prosecutor’s office mocked her fat day planner as a relic from another era.

      Right now, there was no mocking. Right now, the air smelled of nervous lawyers waiting to be summoned to the bench to hear the redesigned calendar.

      Judge Saico had been clear: she would take the easy cases first. The ones, she said, that should have been settled or could be dealt with in conference or should have been pleaded out long ago.

      Pippa was trying not to listen to the conversations coming from the bench. She believed the meetings should have moved to the judge’s chambers so the conversations could be private. Sometimes Judge Saico’s voice carried. Sometimes, a lawyer emitted a much-too-loud objection to something.

      That always made Pippa wince.

      But then she felt this whole thing was wrong, right down to the tiny detail of the schedule order. Pippa believed that the judge should have scheduled the longer trials first and then fit in the other bits of business around them. That’s how more experienced judges would have done it.

      But more experienced judges knew better than to cram six months of court cases into a three-month, holiday-filled window to address some ill-advised campaign promise that no one else on the planet was paying attention to.

      Pippa let out a small breath and tried not to be nervous about everything she had to do later in the day. This meeting had already taken an hour, and even though she had rescheduled her 9 a.m. pre-trial conference with another judge, she did have a 10:30 that she didn’t want to miss.

      She would have to excuse herself, blaming too much coffee, to reach her assistant and force the poor guy to reschedule something that had already been rescheduled twice.

      Such was the way of normal court.

      Pippa watched yet another pair of lawyers make their way to the bench. She caught the eye of Clarence Thibodeaux, who sat at the opposite end of the same row. He sat with his back perfectly straight, his silk suit shining slightly in the light.

      The suit had to be hot since Judge Saico liked to keep the temperature a balmy 75 degrees—apparently even in the morning. Thibodeaux looked unruffled, though, which was amazing, considering he was probably losing a thousand dollars an hour just sitting here.

      Unless he billed it all to the Carrington case. Pippa didn’t understand the vagaries of billing for high-end defense attorneys like Carrington. She’d had a law school class in billing and promptly ignored it because she had always planned to be a prosecutor.

      Much as she gave lip service to the old “everyone deserves a good defense” line, she couldn’t imagine herself providing it, particularly in a case like Carrington’s.

      The man was clearly guilty. He had been driving drunk after a fundraiser, and he mowed down a woman on a bike. Mowed down was the phrase that Pippa always used because Carrington hit the woman and drove over her and kept going.

      A hit and run, which he expected the local police to help him cover up. They might have done so if the woman hadn’t been a reporter who had been biking around the gated community, trying to scope out that fundraiser, and if there hadn’t been four different videos of the accident from four different Ring doorbells.

      Carrington’s campaign for governor ended with the arrest, but he was a blustery man who seemed to think he was going to come through the case Just Fine. Then, as he pointed out to Pippa in the corridor of this very courthouse, he would run again, and, he said, he would make even more money at all of his fundraisers because he would be the victim of a targeted prosecution by the opposing party, determined to get him off the ballot.

      Carrington’s lawyer had shushed him and had been—according to courthouse gossip—promptly fired. The firing had lasted maybe an hour, before someone convinced Carrington to rehire the attorney to make sure that the lawyer had no reason to go to the press, since threats made to opposing counsel in a courthouse hallway were probably not protected by privilege.

      That lawyer was still on the payroll but nowhere to be seen. The entire team of lawyers, flown in by the national party, weren’t here either. Only Thibodeaux, who was more than enough.

      Pippa had never argued a case against him or even observed him in trial, but she had interacted with him at legal events. And she knew his reputation. Everyone did.

      He was the best-known defense attorney in the entire state, with enough high-profile wins to send a panic through the entire prosecutor’s office. His wins weren’t show-wins either, easy cases that added to a defense attorney’s portfolio.

      No. It was well known that if you wanted someone to get you out of the most difficult case you could embroil yourself in, then Thibodeaux was the guy you wanted—if you could afford him.

      Most people couldn’t. But a high-profile former U.S. Senator who had quit his cushy job to “rescue” his state from the heathens of the other party? A darling of the political media because he was quick with a quip, funny as hell, and good-looking in a square-jawed black-haired with perfect silver-tipped temples kinda way?

      He needed the best attorneys in the entire country, because the media turned on him fast…while still pressing him for quotes.

      And now, this. Thibodeaux had called Pippa the moment the “invitations” went out, saying they should go into Judge Saico’s courtroom together and beg for a continuance. This was going to be the biggest trial of the year, with press from all over the world, and they wanted to do it right.

      Only Judge Saico had turned down the conference with a curt form letter that apparently had gone out to a number of attorneys.

      Did you not understand that we’re going to press forward with our schedule? Your case has already been on the docket for ___________. And that is much too long.

      The empty space had been filled in by hand with blue pen with the words one year. It had been one year since the arrest, but not one year that the case had been on the docket.

      Still, that little moment had made it clear that there was no way they were going to get Judge Saico to change her mind.

      And neither attorney (nor Thibodeaux’s legion of assistant attorneys) could bad-mouth the judge for fear that she might retaliate. So far, there hadn’t even been a disgruntled leak from Thibodeaux’s team, and Pippa had remained quiet as well.

      She had even convinced the District Attorney to remain silent about the judge’s hair-brained idea because Pippa was afraid that the judge would think any complaint from the prosecutor’s office had come from her.

      “Pippa de Leon. Clarence Thibodeaux.” Judge Saico’s clerk summoned them.

      Pippa looked around. There was still a good dozen people in the courtroom. She had thought that she and Thibodeaux would be the last called to the bench since theirs was the highest profile case.

      Everyone remaining watched Thibodeaux, and she realized that she didn’t recognize any of them. A frisson of irritation ran down her spine.

      Reporters. Somehow, they had learned of this little scheduling conference and had come for this moment.

      She closed her laptop, knowing its security protocols would be fine, and she closed and locked her briefcase in one deft move. She grabbed her day planner and made her way to the bench, only a foot or so behind Thibodeaux.

      His day planner looked battered and old, just like hers, which either meant they had one small thing in common or he had borrowed a day planner from a paranoid member of his staff.

      Thibodeaux was tall enough that he could rest his elbows on the bench, but he knew better. He didn’t even place his day planner on the empty part of the bench where other attorneys had placed theirs.

      Pippa clutched hers as well. She was a tall woman, but not as tall as Thibodeaux, and because she had a long day ahead, she was wearing sensible shoes rather than the heels she sometimes wore before a jury which meant that she was three inches shorter than she usually was when she was in court. The loss of three inches felt disconcerting, on a morning that was already disconcerting.

      “This case,” Judge Saico said, then looked at them dramatically. Her vanilla perfume wafted around the bench, probably permanently baked into the chair she had bought herself to make herself seem taller. “I’m not pleased with how it’s going.”

      Neither was Pippa, but she didn’t want her chastisement to be the fodder of international news. So she spoke up. “Your honor, if I may⁠—”

      “I did not call you here to listen to excuses, Ms. de Leon.”

      “And I’m not here to make any, your honor.” Pippa knew how to sound confident, even when she wasn’t feeling that way. “But I’ve worked around this courthouse for a long time and the people behind me in the gallery? I don’t recognize any of them. I’m thinking they might be press.”

      Judge Saico squinted at Thibodeaux. “Did you defy my orders and bring in junior counsel?”

      “No, ma’am,” he said in his deep, rich, perfect-for-convincing juries voice.

      “And I would recognize your colleagues,” Judge Saico said more to herself than Pippa.

      Judge Saico looked over the remaining gallery, her eyes narrowing.

      “Are any of you lawyers who have items on my docket that I somehow missed?” Judge Saico asked.

      Pippa turned ever so slightly so that she could see what was going on behind her. Thibodeaux did the same. Everyone in the gallery froze, not looking at each other.

      “All right, then,” Judge Saico said. “We’re going to have you stand one by one and tell me which media company you’re affiliated with. My clerk will take down names. We’ll start with you.”






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/ugly-sweater-cover-large-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/ugly-sweater-image-for-vellum-2.jpg
w>

$50

Mgy,






OEBPS/images/wmg-logo-for-vellum.jpg
ronLshi





