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			​Dedication

			From the bright lights of New York and Las Vegas, to the beer halls of Milwaukee, to the hustle and bustle of Chicago, to the beauty of St. Joseph, Michigan, to the steel mills of Gary, Indiana, to the mining towns of Pennsylvania, to the snow of Buffalo, to the pristine California shores, to the cherry blossoms of Washington D.C., and back to New York again…I dedicate this book to my lifelong partner in justice and the rock of our family, my wife Rema, whose love and guidance have made all things possible.




This book would not have been possible without the extraordinary and capable scholarly efforts of Alex S. Huot.
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			About the Author





			​Introduction

			I was defending the infamous Matty “The Horse” Ianniello in federal court. Matty, a mobster with the ruthless Genovese crime family, had been charged with extortion. He was considered by the U.S. government to be a major force in organized crime in New York City. The alleged victim in this case was Andrew “The Hulk” Giordano. The government appeared to be pinning its prosecution of Matty on telephone conversations between the two men, specifically on Giordano’s reactions to threats Matty had allegedly made toward him. The government claimed those reactions demonstrated that their client feared for his personal safety.

			I was betting they would be unwilling to produce Giordano in court to testify that he was afraid of Matty, given Giordano’s description as “The Hulk.” It would have been a gift for me if they had. Giordano was six-feet five-inches tall and weighed three hundred fifty pounds. Matty, like most humans, was dwarfed by this behemoth. And a jury was expected to believe Giordano was afraid of Matty? I wasn’t going to let that happen, whether Giordano was there or not.

			Early in the trial, I showed an FBI agent, who was testifying for the prosecution, a Polaroid photo of the absent Giordano. I asked him if it was a true representation of that man’s physique. He agreed that it was. With that fact on the record, when planning my summation (closing argument) at my office later in the trial, I had a local company manufacture a life-size cardboard placard of Giordano. It was in full color and came complete with the face, height, and girth pictured in the Polaroid. Why did I do this? Because a good defense lawyer always should be equipped with every possible weapon to successfully protect his client—including humor.

			When we returned to court and it was time for me to deliver my summation, I confidently stood from my chair, cleared my throat, and made a declaration that astounded the masses in attendance.

			“I now call Andrew ‘The Hulk’ Giordano to the witness stand,” I bellowed, deliberately injecting extra oomph into his evocative nickname. The judge stared at me, speechless, like I’d lost my mind. The assistant U.S. attorneys for the prosecution were equally perplexed. Witnesses had already been called, cross-examinations had been conducted, and all evidence had been presented. What the hell was I doing calling someone to the stand, and someone who everybody knew damn well wasn’t even there? Nobody understood my strategy—except my assistant, who right on cue burst through the courtroom doors hauling the giant cardboard placard.

			“Mr. Giordano,” I said in a serious tone, “please take the witness stand.”

			My assistant, trying to keep a straight face, maneuvered his way to the stand and placed “Giordano” there to the sweet sounds of nervous laughter and murmurs throughout the courtroom. It was a moment I relished. I had always viewed the courtroom as my theater, each case as my next performance. Actors will tell you that sometimes they have to take risks on stage in order to produce their best work, and the same can be said for a lawyer in court. On this day, I was planning to put on one hell of a show.

			After my assistant had “Giordano” securely in place so he wouldn’t tip over, I proceeded to ask questions that I would have asked the real Giordano were he to have testified himself.

			“Mr. Giordano,” I said with a stern glare into his two-dimensional eyes, “isn’t it true that you were involved with Mr. Ianniello in a number of transactions?”

			I stood perfectly still and silent, as if I was honestly awaiting a response. Everyone was on the edge of their seats, hushed and befuddled, anxious to see what was going to happen next. I honestly thought some of them expected that this inanimate object might respond. I may not be the best actor, but I would venture that I had executed a dramatic pause almost worthy of a Tony award nomination.

			After a few seconds, laughter—a little more relaxed this time—finally emanated from the gallery, just as I had expected. Who wouldn’t recognize the humor in something so absurd? They were watching a well-respected defense attorney during an intense mob trial attempt to interact with a piece of cardboard.

			After Faux Giordano refused to answer me—and thank goodness he didn’t, for it would have thrown me off my entire script—I continued my questioning.

			“Mr. Giordano, can you honestly say that you were fearful of anything Mr. Ianniello said to you in the telephone conversations?”

			A few more chuckles from the crowd. Continued silence from the “witness.”

			“Mr. Giordano, did the government give you any reason for not calling you to testify, other than it would have enabled the jury to assess for itself whether someone of your physical stature could really be threatened by Mr. Ianniello? The truth is you weren’t afraid of him at all, were you?”

			I was aware that with each question asked, I came across more and more as a crazed lunatic to many observers in the room—but not to the jury, which was all that mattered. Though they too had initially laughed at my antics, their looks became more stoic as my interrogation progressed. They were, in essence, doing exactly as I had hoped: processing my questions in their minds and answering them in the way they felt Giordano would, or should, have answered them himself had he testified.

			My plan worked to perfection.

			After a few more questions and a relatively short deliberation, Matty was acquitted.

			I’m not always that eccentric in court, and I don’t win every case, but more often than not I am, and I do. I have dedicated my life to the law and would describe myself as an “idiot savant,” a depiction with which my wife Rema would concur. There is a lot I don’t know about a lot of things, but challenge my knowledge and understanding of the law and you will likely lose. Still today I read and study the U.S. Constitution in what little spare time I have. When I was an undergraduate student at Brooklyn College, my political science professor, who taught concurrently at Brooklyn Law School, often asked me to help him grade his law students’ papers.

			I say none of this with vanity, but with self-confidence that stems from a saying my sister used to have about the two of us: “Nobody can hurt us and no event can harm us because of what we lived through as children.”

			My childhood was severely dysfunctional, primarily because of my father’s reckless behavior. He was a man I deeply loved, resented, and loved some more, sometimes all within the same day. My studies were my outlet. So was boxing. Thankfully, when a potential boxing career didn’t pan out, my saint of a mother helped me stay on a course that ran through Harvard Law School, the New York County District Attorney’s Office, President John F. Kennedy’s White House, U.S. Attorney General Robert F. Kennedy’s Department of Justice, and eventually into my private practice where I have defended the likes of Willie Nelson, Donald Trump, Waylon Jennings, Miles Davis, Dr. Armand Hammer, U.S. Rep. Charlie Rangel, Lynyrd Skynyrd, The Rolling Stones, Sean “Puffy” Combs, Riddick Bowe, Bess Myerson, members of Hell’s Angels and the New York City mafia, the New York Daily News, and many others.

			I’ve had a fascinating life, and I still do today. This is probably the place where I’m supposed to say that I never could have imagined it being like this—but I could, sort of. I may not have ever envisioned being in the position to have to choose between my morals and what the president of the United States wanted me to do, or relaxing on Willie Nelson’s back porch in the Colorado mountains as he strummed “Georgia on My Mind” on his guitar the morning after a night of partying with him. But I knew I could make something of myself with the proper commitment to my craft, the mental fortitude to withstand adversity, and unwavering professionalism.

			I wrote this book primarily to entertain you. Each chapter contains a story that stands on its own, generally about my work relations with a well-known local, national, or international celebrity, politician, or businessperson. But I also hope it serves as a reminder that you can succeed at anything with legitimate hard work and fearlessness, and by following your moral compass. As you will read, each client I have ever represented has received every ounce of energy I could possibly give. No matter the case and no matter whether I won or lost, nearly every person in the courtroom—including the judge, the jury, my client, and our opponent—walked out with respect for me and the effort I put forth.

			When country music legend Waylon Jennings once asked me to defend him against drug charges, he wrote and sang about our case in a song titled, “Don’t You Think This Outlaw Bit’s Done Got Out of Hand.” Yes, that’s the actual title. I guess it’s true that country music singers always wear their hearts on their sleeves. Anyway, one of the lines in the ballad goes: “And New York sent a posse down like I ain’t ever seen.”

			I was that posse.

			Like many New Yorkers, I felt like Frank Sinatra was speaking to me when he sang in “New York, New York”: “If I can make it there I’ll make it anywhere.” But it was when Waylon forever immortalized me in the annals of country music that I knew I had made it. And it has been something like I ain’t ever seen.





			​The Formative Years





			​Chapter 1

			​Against the Ropes

			My father was a degenerate gambler. When not stricken with this terrible disease, which would recur at the start of every baseball season, he was a devoted and loving husband and father.

			Several of his “friends” said to me that he had a penchant for losing bets. They thought it was funny, but I did not. He was so committed to gambling, he would bet on which raindrop would hit the base of the window first during a rainstorm. And he was usually wrong. A losing gambler needs a continual source of money, and for that reason, he borrowed money from loan sharks, members of the mafia, and virtually every tenant in the sixty-unit building where we lived. Or he just took it from my mother, if he could find where she hid it.

			When I was six years old, my mother was in the hospital giving birth. Her fingers swelled so much that she took off her rings, including her diamond wedding band. When she left the hospital, she asked for the rings to be returned, but we learned from the nurses that my father had taken them, and no doubt my mother knew why. The World Series had just gotten under way.

			Only days removed from the hospital, my mother dragged me and my newborn sister to the local pawn shop to recover the jewelry. They still had it, but of course she had to buy it back for more than my father had sold it. I remember it like it was yesterday, my baby sister swaddled in a blanket in my mother’s arms and me in my dress shirt and shorts, holding tightly to my mother’s leg. What woman has to buy back her wedding band from a stranger because her husband pawned it so that he could bet on a game while she was giving life to his child? It was the worst treachery, what my father put her and us through.

			Numerous times gangsters had tried to break into our home to collect my father’s debts. “Joey! Joey! We’re gonna get you, Joey!” they would threaten, while pounding their fists on the door. I could see their angry faces through the peephole. We were terrified. Mother would yank me back and shield my sister and me, one arm over each of our bodies, in case they were able to break through. They never could. We stayed completely silent until they went away.

			To avoid being killed, my father often had to pack up, run to a different city, and use an alias for weeks at a time until he thought it was safe to come home. When I was thirteen, I would stand by the mailbox to make sure there was no one around who could sneak a peek at the return address of any letter my father sent us, lest they identify where he was. My parents verbally and physically fought a great deal over my father’s gambling debts, forcing neighbors to frequently call the police. Trying to stay out of the fracas, I often found myself studying on a bridge table while the police cautioned my parents to behave and quit fighting. After the police left, the fighting resumed. When I got older, I served as a referee when my father would push my mother around. In the end, he would promise her that he would stay clean, but it wasn’t long before he was in trouble again.

			My sister and I were not invited to birthday parties in our apartment building because my father had failed to pay back so many tenants. We could only gaze out the window and into the backyard to see the other kids enjoying themselves. I never took the elevator in our building, but instead walked up and down the six flights of stairs, to avoid seeing the many neighbors from whom my father had “borrowed” money. If I brought a friend home, it was only a matter of time before my father would find out who that friend’s parents were to try to finagle money from them. He was such a salesman. I finally had to stop bringing friends home.

			I lived a lonely existence.

			I waited anxiously each and every Friday night at the window to see if my father turned the corner to come home, for this would mean he had cash from his weekly paycheck. I remember sitting at the window waiting for him while I listened to the radio broadcast of the Joe Louis and Billy Conn fight at the Polo Grounds in June of 1941. Louis defeated Conn by knockout in the thirteenth round in what some have dubbed the greatest fight ever. My father never did turn the corner that night. He obviously had bet on Conn.

			When he did come back, he would normally call first from a phone booth at a gas station across the street, asking Mother if he could return. On one occasion, when he had been gone for some time, and knowing that Mother’s patience was wearing thin, he called and asked my sister and me to escort him home. I was fourteen, she was eight. We took the subway by ourselves to the entrance of Prospect Park in Brooklyn, met him there, and happily brought him back. Mother would forgive him yet again, but in no time he was ransacking the drawers and cupboards searching for money, desperate like a drunkard looking for liquor.

			That same year, in total despair, I took the train to Coney Island one day following a heavy snowfall to escape the chaos. The boardwalk was deserted. I wiped a bench clean with my gloves and sat in solitude, gazing at the ocean, shivering. I felt lost.

			How can I continue to endure this? I asked myself, as images of my parents arguing with each other played over and over in my young, impressionable mind. When is all of this going to end? Knowing that it likely wouldn’t be anytime soon, I tried to find something to keep myself occupied outside of home. One distraction was boxing.

			Practically since I was old enough to read, I had a subscription to The Ring magazine, the premier boxing publication of the day. I read it religiously. And, for some time, my father had the gloves of the immortal Benny Leonard from when he defeated Freddie Welsh on May 28, 1917, winning the World Lightweight title. The gloves were an heirloom that influenced my interest in boxing. Benny Leonard was Jewish, ranked No. 8 in The Ring’s “The 80 Best Fighters of the Last 80 Years,” and No. 7 on ESPN’s greatest 50 boxers of all time. In 2005, he was named the No. 1 lightweight boxer of all time by the International Boxing Research Organization. Not surprisingly, Leonard is a member of the World Boxing Hall of Fame. My father had a personal relationship with Leonard, and one day he introduced me to him. I considered Leonard to be god-like. My father, of course, eventually sold the gloves to Nat Fleischer, the legendary publisher of The Ring, in order to pay off some gangsters.

			 This was considered the “Golden Age” of boxing.

			In February of 1947, there was a major prizefight at Madison Square Garden between Tony Janiro and Beau Jack. Jack was the two-time Lightweight Champion of the World. My father took me to the fight, and he bet, of course, on the eventual loser, Jack. During the fight, Jack broke his kneecap when his foot got caught on the canvas, but he continued to fight with one arm while supporting himself by holding the ropes with his other hand. The doctor at the ring finally interceded in the fourth round, and Janiro was declared the winner by technical knockout.

			Despite Janiro’s win, it was Jack who won me as a devoted fan. I followed his career faithfully. I attended every fight he had at Madison Square Garden, unaccompanied by my father or anyone else. The last time I saw Jack was when he was approaching seventy-five years of age. The fight game had taken its toll. He was shining shoes at the Fontainebleau Hotel in Miami Beach. I gave him a crisp 100 dollar bill for a one dollar shine. Rema couldn’t understand how I could pay that much. My thinking was to the contrary. I wondered if it was enough, given what he meant to me.

			My father had a monetary interest with Louis Ingber (he later changed his name to Lou Stillman) in the operation of the legendary Stillman’s Gym. It was located on Eighth Avenue between 54th and 55th streets. It was the preeminent gym from the 1920s to the 1950s and was viewed as the center where professional fighters trained. Stillman’s was the “University of Eighth Avenue,” according to writer A. J. Liebling of Sports Illustrated. It was the training place for prizefighters of note. My father used his influence with Ingber to allow me, in my teens, to train there on several occasions. All of the champions trained there, as did the well-regarded challengers. This was at a time when there was only one boxing ranking organization.

			When I was eighteen, I stood out at the gym. I was six-feet two-inches and weighed just one hundred and forty pounds. I had the opportunity at rare times to spar at Stillman’s with real professionals, like Rocky Graziano. Graziano, portrayed by Paul Newman in the Oscar-winning film Somebody Up There Likes Me, was considered one of the greatest knockout artists in boxing history. He was ranked No. 23 in The Ring’s “The 100 Greatest Punchers of All-Time!” and I developed a close relationship with him. Of course, when he “sparred” with me, he dramatically pulled his punches. He had a musculature that defied description. His body was so hard and his muscles bulged.

			There were others I sparred with, but none was equal to Graziano, whose every blow was the equivalent of being hit by a baseball bat. Even though he tried to go “light” on me, it was very difficult for him. I maintained contact with Graziano until he died in 1990. I treasured the simple note he wrote to me when we were working out at Stillman’s: “Keep punching kid—Rocky.” I did as he said, and I compiled a record of 10–0. I earned a trophy for my skills, which still sits today on my desk in my office.

			My mother became concerned about my future intentions given my steadfast interest in boxing. She even accused me, because of the times I worked out at Stillman’s, of bringing home the pneumonia bug that had hit my family. My mother asked whether I intended to go to college and beyond, or continue boxing. I told her I would consider my academic studies, but first I had an upcoming fight of great importance with Lou Greenberg. Greenberg was much shorter than I was, and before the fight he asked me to go easy on him. I scoffed at his request.

			“I’m going to flatten you!” I exclaimed in true Jack Dempsey style.

			But, unlike Dempsey, I didn’t keep my word. I broke my left wrist during the fight, and Greenberg knocked me out in the third round, using his lack of height to his advantage. To the layman, when someone is hit on the chin, the thought is that the chin alone suffers the pain. In reality, it is only a somewhat minor effect of being hit. When one is hit on any part of the face, electrical impulses are directed to the brain causing it to swell, but the area is contained with no place for the brain to expand. I lay in agony on the dressing room table.

			After the fight, and with considerable thought, I decided to quit boxing. I credit Greenberg and his right uppercut for my decision. I finished my “career” with a record of 10–1.

			Boxing was not the only sport I engaged in during my teen years. I was a member of the high school basketball team, but I broke my knee in one game, ending my involvement with that sport. The knee break was one year to the day after I broke my wrist against Greenberg. I also played baseball at Marine Park for hours at a time at the east end of Brooklyn. I would be there so late my mother would scold me for missing dinner.

			I went on to attend Brooklyn College, where one catch in physical education class nearly landed me on the football team. We were engaged in a game of touch football on the school field. I was a wide receiver. I ran down the sideline, cut to the center, and caught the forty-yard pass with my fingertips. Our teacher, who was also the head football coach, was so impressed by the catch that he asked me after class to play for him. I said I would speak to my parents, but they nixed the offer.

			“Are you kidding?” my mother said. “Those football players could kill you!”

			I was an obedient son and didn’t argue. She gave the orders and I listened. As much as I wanted to say, “So I am allowed to box and get blasted with punches to the head, but I can’t play football?” there was no discussion. But I will never forget that catch, right on the fingertips and in stride. I could have been good.

			Another interest I had in college was comedy. My aunt had a relationship with an owner of the Copacabana night club who, during a lull on a given evening, would allow me to open for the well-known true performers. This opportunity, of course, as you read in my defense of Matty against The Hulk, would serve my interests later in life when I felt it was appropriate as a lawyer to bring humor into the courtroom. I’ve learned that humor is one of those things you either have or you don’t. I’ve seen attorneys fall flat on their faces trying to use it. Fortunately, I had it. I inherited it from my father, who was such a talker, but I used it for a better purpose.

			There I was on a Saturday night, on the same stage where the likes of Dean Martin, Tony Bennett, and Frank Sinatra had performed. My comedy was well received, and I was even asked to return one night to open for Freddie Roman, a well-recognized comedian who has performed in venues from Atlantic City to Las Vegas.

			As enjoyable as comedy was, it was not my calling. In fact, while still in college, I would venture to a place where there was no room for comedy whatsoever—the U.S. Army. The Army called for such adherence to rules and regulations that it captivated me. I remember a judge saying to me years later that there were no grays in life, only black or white. That is the same perspective that drew me to the Army. As I look back, it is obvious that I gravitated to areas where rules and regulations were foremost: boxing, the Army, the law. That also probably explains why I tried to step in the middle of my parents’ fights rather than run away from them—to create some order in my environment.

			I joined the ROTC in my first year at Brooklyn and humbly was—according to the expressed opinion of professional Army officers—the most outstanding cadet of the lot. Upon graduation I received a commission as a second lieutenant with active duty requirements. I completed my active duty with the rank of captain and returned to New York where I continued my military service, eventually retiring with the rank of lieutenant colonel.

			As I will describe in detail in the next section, my first job out of Harvard Law School would be as an assistant district attorney in New York County. District Attorney Frank S. Hogan allowed the reserve officers on his staff to take a hiatus from their professional duties to continue serving in the Army. We were gone for three weeks at a time. I was assigned to Fort Drum in Watertown, New York, in the Judge Advocate General Unit. While in that unit, I worked on cases in which soldiers were charged with violations of Army regulations. Some I prosecuted, others I defended, and a few I investigated. I got a taste of it all.

			One of my most successful prosecutions was a high-profile murder case. An officer had been riding in the back seat of a Jeep when the driver crashed the vehicle, killing the officer. The driver was accused of speeding and causing the crash. I was the lead attorney, and my work resulted in him being court-martialed. My effort in that case and others was considered so exceptional by my commanding general that I was granted “time in grade” waivers. In seven years I had reached the grade of lieutenant colonel, a rank that would have normally taken ten to twelve years to achieve.

			Army cases were different from those I would eventually work on in the district attorney’s office because there were no jury trials in the Army. Every case was decided by one judge or a three-judge panel. But the Army work certainly provided me with solid practice in several aspects of trial law, and it confirmed for me my love for trial work.

			After graduating from Brooklyn College, I knew the only law school I wanted to attend was Harvard, given the enormous contributions it had made to the law. The list of Harvard alumni, which included Supreme Court Justices Joseph Story, Felix Frankfurter, Oliver Wendell Holmes, and William Brennan, also played a role in my decision. To me, it was not merely a school; it was a place to be worshiped. My grades at Brooklyn had to be extremely high to get in, which they fortunately were, especially considering my last name. Harvard had only three or four Jews in a class of about five hundred, and I wasn’t coming from Princeton or some other fancy school. 

			In fact, early in the first term of my first year at Harvard, I was in class asking typical questions of my professor, just like anyone else. When class was finished, six guys, all big, probably current or past football players, surrounded me outside of class.

			“We don’t need you asking anymore questions for the rest of this term, you got it?” the biggest one of the bunch said, as he poked his finger into my chest and stared me down. I got it. It wasn’t stated, but I knew my last name was what triggered their anger. It was the first time I would be subjected to anti-Semitism there, but also the last. I kept my mouth shut for the rest of the term, and I never had another confrontation with them or anyone else again. Someone once asked me if that greeting at my new school ever made me consider leaving. It did not. Attending Harvard was my dream, and nothing was going to derail that dream. I ended up being one of the top students in my class, and I was a regular in the Harvard Voluntary Defenders program, in which I worked as an intern under various local defense attorneys.

			I would graduate in 1957, though I didn’t attend the ceremony. Several of us from New York didn’t. You see, Harvard was steeped in Massachusetts law. Graduates from New York had to rush home after classes ended to enroll in a six-week program to learn the ins and outs of New York law before the bar exam was administered. When I walked in the house after my train ride home, my mother told me how proud she was of me. My father had just packed his bags and run away again to avoid the men hunting him for their money. Nothing at home had changed.

			Despite everything I have said about my father, there is something I want you to know: when he wasn’t gambling, he was truly the greatest father in the world. He was warm and loving and gracious and generous. He was a successful and sought-after dress salesman, the best in the business. It was only when the “bug” hit and the addiction of compulsive gambling took hold of him that he made the lives of everyone associated with him miserable. For six months each year, from the final out of the World Series in the fall until opening day the following spring, I was able to live a relatively normal life.

			I remember one year arriving at Harvard a month late because of an illness. My father took the train with me to Cambridge. He unpacked my luggage and lined each drawer with a piece of newspaper. Only when he saw that I was fully ready to undertake the battle on my own did he return to New York. I even remember that when I was at camp in the Adirondacks, he would make the eight-hour trip by train just to spend a day and a half with me. Of course, we also attended many sporting events. Sure, he had bets on many of them, but some were father and son outings with no strings attached. Either way, we enjoyed our time together.

			My father died at the young age of fifty-seven, the year after Rema and I were married. He was a diabetic and had been sick for nearly a decade. My mother died fifteen years later. I owe so much of what I have today to her. I had received only half of a scholarship to Harvard, yet my mother was still able to afford to send me there because she had hidden from my father a lot of the money he had earned, so that she could use it one day for my schooling. She even let me take a summer off from work when I was seventeen so that I could study my passion—the history of the U.S. Supreme Court. She was strict in many ways; if I came home with a 97 percent on a paper, she wanted to know where the missing three points were. But she was that way because she knew my potential, and she was going to do everything in her power to help me reach it.

			In retrospect, my difficult childhood prepared me for my life as an attorney. Born with my father’s gift for gab and my mother’s discipline, I figured out at a young age how to use those qualities to fight through adversity and stand up for what is right, which are at the core of every case I handle—and why I believe I rose so swiftly and successfully within the legal profession.





			​The New York County DA’s Office





			​Chapter 2

			​My First Dream Job

			I wanted to be an assistant district attorney in New York County right out of college—a lofty goal, to say the least. Frank S. Hogan was the district attorney, and his office was recognized as the premier prosecutorial office in the country.

			One day, while at Harvard, I attended a lecture given by a hero of mine, New York State Supreme Court Justice Samuel S. Leibowitz. He spoke of his experiences as a criminal defense lawyer, representing clients such as Al Capone and “The Scottsboro Boys,” nine black men accused of raping two white women in Alabama in 1931. If one were to ask virtually all students of law today, “Who was Samuel S. Leibowitz?” they would respond, “We have no idea.” So fleeting is fame.

			As one of three hundred hungry future lawyers in attendance at Leibowitz’s lecture, I raised my hand.

			“How is it possible to get into the district attorney’s office and serve as an assistant district attorney?” I asked.

			“Only through political connections,” he responded succinctly.

			Not what I wanted to hear.

			Despite his answer, however, with no connections to any politicians, I applied to the district attorney’s office in New York County upon graduation to see what would happen. About a week later, I received a phone call to come in for an interview with District Attorney Hogan himself. It went well enough that I was called in for a second interview, and eventually a third. It was then, during the course of our conversation, that I told Hogan what Justice Leibowitz had said about getting hired. Hogan leaned in.

			“Leibowitz said what?”

			“He said the only way to get a job here was through political connections.” 

			Hogan sat still for a moment, digesting what I had said. I wasn’t sure if I’d just helped my chances of working for him or completely destroyed them. Then, with an acerbic look and pipe in mouth, he slowly leaned back and said, “Justice Leibowitz was incorrect when it comes to the New York County District Attorney’s Office, and you can tell him that if and when you see him again.”

			I was hired on the spot.

			Perhaps it was partially a spite appointment, but I didn’t care. I was in.

			Hogan was known to many simply as “Mr. District Attorney” but also as “Mr. Integrity” due to his honesty and incorruptibility. He had a mythical hold on New York law enforcement and was, in all respects, a legend in his own time. He had served as the chief deputy to District Attorney Thomas E. Dewey, who had exposed corruption, crime, and the nefarious activities of many well-known mobsters, including Lucky Luciano.

			Once being accepted as an assistant district attorney, one would seldom see Mr. Hogan, who was a workaholic. He would often fail to greet the run-of-the-mill prosecutors like me. I remember circulating a story that there really was no Mr. Hogan. I had said that I inspected his Cadillac early in the morning and the odometer registered the same mileage that it did at night. I was kidding of course, but the point was made.

			I was given my own large office, probably fifteen feet by twenty feet, and with a phone. I was issued a badge and had a police visor on my car that gave me power I’d never before experienced. One time I was driving through the heart of Manhattan in heavy traffic and needed to turn left, even though the sign clearly said no left turn. I was in a hurry to get to court. A cop was directing cars.

			“Excuse me, officer,” I yelled out my window as I flashed him my badge. I didn’t have to say anything more. He stopped traffic in all directions long enough to allow me to make the illegal turn. I may have brandished the badge for similar purposes a couple more times when Rema was with me just to impress her during our courtship, but that was it. I was raised too virtuous to continue using it for reasons other than its intended purpose, even to make unlawful left-hand turns.

			There was a time, however, when I realized nobody in our office had a monopoly on virtue. Even Hogan on a very rare occasion could be influenced to do a favor for an enormously important person. In one case, that important person was Charles E. Wilson, former CEO of the General Electric Company. Wilson’s son-in-law, Hugh Pierce, was indicted with Alfred Sutter for misappropriating funds intended for the Civil Air Patrol. Both were former colonels. Pierce was running a scheme wherein he persuaded wealthy individuals to donate a number of yachts to the Civil Air Patrol for use in sea rescue missions. Of the eight yachts that were donated, Pierce turned around and sold five of them, keeping the profits for himself. Sutter was the investigator assigned by the Civil Air Patrol to look into Pierce’s actions, but he had Pierce pay him some of the money as restitution. Instead of giving it to the Civil Air Patrol, Sutter kept it for himself.

			With Pierce being the son-in-law of Wilson, pressure was put on the district attorney’s office to give him favorable treatment over Sutter. It was clear to me that the fix was in to pin a majority of the wrongdoing on an undeserving man. We were instructed to favor Pierce over Sutter when writing up the pre-sentencing memorandum. Elmer Bobst, a pharmaceutical giant and close friend of President Nixon, even reached out to me in what was clearly an attempt to intimidate, telling me that Sutter was to blame. Bobst had sold his yacht for 135,000 dollars and had given 20,000 dollars to Pierce for the Civil Air Patrol, which Pierce had kept for himself.

			To me, it was clear that both defendants were at least equally culpable, and Pierce probably more so than Sutter. One did not convince the other; the decisions they made were their own. The case was before Justice Irwin Davidson in the Court of General Sessions. He was a judge known for his intelligence and integrity, and I could not, in good conscience, go along with what was planned at the time of the sentence.

			I climbed the back stairs from my office on the seventh floor to Judge Davidson’s chambers on the sixteenth floor.

			“Judge,” I said firmly, “there is something you need to know.”

			I told him what was planned, and that it would be entirely unfair to treat the defendants differently at sentencing.

			“I appreciate you sharing this information with me,” he said.

			Not only did he appreciate it, but he agreed with it, and he later ruled as such. There was no doubt in my mind that, had Hogan found out what I had done, it would have been the end of my short career, but I couldn’t see a person being punished more severely when the other person was likely more guilty. In retrospect, was it a smart thing for me to do? From a professional standpoint, no. Who in the field of law would have trusted me ever again? But I did what was right based on my deep sense of justice and fairness. And, for that reason, I am proud I did it. That case was also a stepping stone to a much larger one that would change the course of my legal career.





			​Chapter 3

			​The Quiz Show Scandals

			During the mid- to late-1950s, the nation was captivated by television quiz shows such as Twenty-One and The $64,000 Question. In every episode, two prominent contestants were pitted against one another to see which of the two would correctly answer questions from various categories, with each question worth a specific number of points or dollar value. The shows were based in New York City, and people were captivated by them. If a quiz show started at 8:00 p.m., businesses let employees out of work early enough so that they could get home, have supper, and return to town in time to be part of the show’s audience. Those who didn’t attend the shows in person were glued to their television sets watching them.

			Multiple-time winners were going home with life-changing amounts of money. The most famous was Charles van Doren, a young instructor at Columbia University who, on Twenty-One, “won” 129,000 dollars and was featured on the cover of TIME magazine. That dollar amount would be equal to more than one million dollars today.

			But, as the quiz shows became the most popular shows on television, there were grumblings that they were fixed. Viewers noticed that some contestants were answering what seemed to be impossible questions, while others were missing easy ones. The suspicion was that producers had, in advance of the shows, provided selected contestants with the questions and answers and had told other contestants when to incorrectly answer questions. One reason they may have done this, it was believed, was to make sure the more charismatic contestants won so that viewers would return the following week. Why would contestants agree to fix a show? Well, money always talks. And then there was this explanation during Congressional testimony by van Doren after the scandals had been revealed:

			“(Co-producer Albert Freedman) told me that the show was merely entertainment and that giving help to quiz contestants was a common practice and merely part of show business. This of course was not true, but perhaps I wanted to believe him. He also stressed the fact that by appearing on a nationally televised program I would be doing a great service to the intellectual life…by increasing public respect for the work of the mind through my performances.”

			But proving these scandals was difficult for law enforcement as those involved with the shows, be it in front of or behind the cameras, stuck to the story that the shows were on the up and up.

			There was a 1994 movie entitled Quiz Show, starring John Turturro and Ralph Fiennes, which supposedly recounted how federal authorities were the first to eventually uncover the frauds. The movie was incorrect in material respects. It was Assistant District Attorney Joseph Stone, a senior member of the Frauds Bureau, who was a hero for his tireless work in connection with the investigation of the quiz shows scandals and in revealing they were out and out frauds. His book Prime Time and Misdemeanors recounts the investigation.

			So, how did I get involved in all of this? Around the time that these quiz show allegations were being investigated by our office, Hogan had decided to run for the U.S. Senate. He wanted the quiz show case cleared up so that it would, at the very least, not be a distraction to his campaign, and at best, possibly help him win the seat. I was one of three or four assistant Das he put on the case.

			For about a month I had interviewed numerous contestants and people who worked for the show, but every one of them stonewalled me. I even interrogated Dr. Joyce Brothers, a psychologist who would just a few years later become a famous newspaper advice columnist and television personality. She had been a contestant on The $64,000 Question and had won the top prize of 64,000 dollars by answering questions in the category of boxing. She had claimed that she had read every book about boxing there was in order to prepare for the show. I didn’t believe her, and boxing was, of course, right in my wheelhouse. I called her into my office to test her knowledge.

			“Dr. Brothers, how many times did Rocky Marciano defend his world heavyweight title?”

			She firmly pressed her lips together.

			“Okay, fine. Who did Jack Dempsey lose the heavyweight title to in 1926?”

			Nothing.

			“Tell me, who was the…”

			She abruptly interrupted me mid-question.

			“I knew every answer to the questions put to me on the shows, and I know the answers to what you are asking me now, but I will not permit myself to be questioned here!”

			I wanted to offer her some advice about her rude behavior, but she had already stormed out of my office.

			Every witness I interviewed was just like her, refusing to crack…until James Snodgrass came along. I wish I could say we finally got what we wanted as a result of my extensive digging and investigating, but that’s not how it happened. Snodgrass was served right to me on a tennis court.

			Snodgrass had appeared on Twenty One on NBC. He had been going against returning champion Hank Bloomgarden, who had already won more than 50,000 dollars. The two were locked in what appeared to be a battle of wits, with the men tying six times before Bloomgarden finally prevailed in the seventh match.

			I knew Snodgrass’s lawyer personally and had called him repeatedly, asking him to have Snodgrass come to my office to speak with me. I was snubbed over and over again, but that all changed one morning when I played tennis with that attorney. Without any prodding, he told me during our match that he would bring Snodgrass to my office on Saturday to meet. I don’t know for certain why Snodgrass had finally agreed to it. Maybe his conscience had gotten the best of him. Or, maybe he felt the temperature rising, knowing that our team was not going to quit our investigation until we had proven what we thought to be true.

			Snodgrass arrived at my office on schedule, and he revealed absolutely everything.

			He said five days before the shows were televised, he would be given the questions and answers from the producers. He told me that to prove this was the case, he would go home, type the questions and answers, put them in sealed envelopes, and send them to his home by registered mail. The stamped dates on the envelopes, of course, preceded the television programs he later appeared on. He saved all of the envelopes, which he then gave to me, still sealed. I sent the envelopes with their contents to the police department crime laboratory. Through a laboratory process, experts were able to read enough of the contents of each envelope to convince Hogan that Snodgrass was telling the truth—the programs were fixed. Using this as leverage, I was able to convince producers to come into the office one by one to confess. Contestants fell in line, feeling the need to come clean.

			The investigation did not result in criminal charges, since there was technically nothing illegal about what the game shows had done. Their job was to entertain viewers, and they had done just that. But they also ticked off those same viewers, who felt scammed. As a result, the shows were eventually canceled, producers were out of jobs, and our investigation caused Congress to conduct hearings on the scandals. When the hearings concluded, lawmakers made it a federal crime to rig a quiz show.

			Snodgrass, like van Doren, would later give a fascinating testimony to Congress. The hearing was led by Chief Counsel Robert Lishman, and Snodgrass gave compelling detail about how the scam worked behind the scenes. Here is some of that testimony:

			Lishman: Mr. Snodgrass, is it not a fact that on the occasions when in advance you were given the questions and answers, you would put them in a sealed envelope immediately after receiving them and address them to you at your home address in a registered mail envelope?

			Snodgrass: That is right.

			Lishman: What was your purpose in doing this?

			Snodgrass: Well, I still haven’t explained it to myself. It was just something that I knew maybe someday—that maybe I would have to prove, that I would perhaps say something and I would be called to task for it, and I would have to be able to prove it. I don’t know. I just did this to protect myself.

			Lishman: Now, Mr. Snodgrass, is it not a fact that when you were given these questions and answers in advance, you were instructed to memorize them and immediately destroy them.

			Snodgrass: I was never given anything to destroy. The questions were always read to me.

			Lishman: Did you type them up immediately?

			Snodgrass: When I would go home, I would then reconstruct the session and send it to myself.

			Lishman: Now, Mr. Snodgrass, I am going to hand you—

			Subcommittee Chairman: Just a moment, Lishman. Let me get a little more information from him about this. Mr. Snodgrass, let me see if I understand you correctly. Where would you be when these questions and answers would be given to you?

			Snodgrass: In Mr. Freedman’s office at the offices of Barry & Enright.

			Subcommittee Chairman: They would present you with the questions there in writing?

			Snodgrass: He read them off a piece of paper. He asked me the questions.

			Subcommittee Chairman: He asked you the questions?

			Snodgrass: Yes.

			Subcommittee Chairman: You would undertake to answer them at that time?

			Snodgrass: That is right.

			Subcommittee Chairman: And if you did not know the answer, he would provide the answer?

			Snodgrass: He provided the answer; yes, sir.

			Subcommittee Chairman: Then you would go home?

			Snodgrass: I would go home. He provided the answer and maybe the sequence that they were to be answered in. Then I would go home.

			Subcommittee Chairman: You would go home and reconstruct them on the typewriter?

			Snodgrass: In one case longhand, twice on the typewriter, and sent them to myself by registered mail…

			Lishman: Mr. Snodgrass, I am going to hand you a sealed envelope. I don’t know the contents in it. I would like to have you first, before opening it, read exactly what there is on the face of this letter and indicate how it was registered and the date and so on, and ask you whether or not it is not addressed to you in your own handwriting? Is it not one of the letters that you mailed as you have just described?

			(Document handed to Snodgrass)

			Snodgrass: The envelope is addressed to Mr. James Snodgrass, 231 West 16th Street, New York, N.Y. The sender’s name is J. Snodgrass, 231 West 16th Street, New York, N.Y. It was mailed and registered at the Old Chelsea Station, New York, N.Y., May 11, 1959.

			Lishman: Is that one of the letters that you mailed to yourself?

			Snodgrass: This is one of them; yes, sir.

			Lishman: That letter is not opened; is it?

			Snodgrass: No, sir; it has not been opened.

			Lishman: Is there a stamp mark showing the date on the face side of that envelope showing it had been posted May 11, 1957?

			Snodgrass: Yes. The meter thing from the post office is May 11, 1957, New York, N.Y., 43 cents worth of postage, 415674 is the registry number.

			Lishman: Thank you. I will state for the committee that we have the benefit of a police laboratory report of the New York City Police Department that this letter has not been opened, and it has been delivered to us in the same condition as reported by the Police Department of the City of New York. At this time, I would like to ask that this letter be received in the record, following which I would like to have Mr. Snodgrass open that letter and read its contents into the record. I would like to have him do this publicly so all members can see that he is opening an unopened registered letter…

			Snodgrass (reading his letter):

			New York, New York, May 10, 1957.

			To whom it may concern:

			The following are some of the questions, specifically the one I will be asked for the television quiz show Twenty-One on the night of May 13 (Monday).

			First category: “Movies”—I take 11 points. The question is worth 11 points.

			In the story of Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs, after she is banished from the palace of her stepmother, the Queen, Snow White goes to live in the forest with seven dwarfs. In the Walt Disney version, what were the names of the seven dwarfs?

			(I shall answer in this sequence—Sleepy, Sneezy, Dopey, Happy (pause) the grouchy one, Grumpy (pause) Doc (pause) Bashful.

			Second category: “England”—I take 10 points.

			What was the name of the ruling houses to which the following monarchs belonged—Richard II, Henry VII, Edward V, George VI?

			(I shall answer something like this. Richard II was the last of the Plantagenets; Henry VII was a Tudor. I shall then ask to come back to Edward V. George the Sixth of course was of the House of Windsor. Then I think about Edward V and mention that he was the kid murdered in the Tower of London by Richard III; he was not a Tudor, he was of the House of York.)

			That ends the first game with a score of 21. Presumably Bloomgarden and I shall be tied.

			Subcommittee Chairman: Who was he?

			Snodgrass: He was the champion and I was the challenger.

			Subcommittee Chairman: Mr. Bloomgarden.

			Snodgrass: Bloomgarden. He was the champion and I was the challenger.

			Snodgrass (continuing to read):

			First round game 2: “Presidents.”

			The first President of our country was a President…I will read it as it is—it doesn’t make sense:

			The first President of our country was a President as was President Eisenhower. Identify the following Presidents who also were generals. This man won fame by defeating the British at New Orleans during the War of 1812? (I answer correctly—Andrew Jackson.) This general led the American forces at the Battle of Thames in 1813? (I stress the fact that Thames is in Ontario, Canada, also during the War of 1812. William Henry Harrison.) This man enlisted in the army as a private, was appointed a brigadier general and fought with General Scott in capture of Mexico City (According to the plan of the show I am to miss this question. I am to say “Ulysses S. Grant” which is wrong. The proper answer is “Franklin Pierce.” This general defeated Santa Ana at the Battle of Buena Vista? (Zachary Taylor.)

			Second round—“The Twenties” (I again try for 11 points since I am at zero.)

			The following authors were awarded the Pulitzer prize in the twenties. Name the work for which they received this prize.

			Stephen Vincent Benet (“John Brown’s Body”), Edna Ferber (for her novel “So Big”), Edith Wharton (for “The Age of Innocence”), Thornton Wilder (“The Bridge of San Luis Rey”).

			I must say in the dressing room prior to the program there was a change in schedule and I was told not to miss the question but to get it right. So there will be a discrepancy here between what is on this paper and what actually happened…

			Despite finally cracking the quiz show scandals, Hogan would lose his bid for a seat in the Senate, but he remained the district attorney and would be forever immortalized for uncovering the truth behind the shows. He was so overjoyed by what I had accomplished on the case that it led to a true friendship between the two of us. I even rode in his Cadillac—he was, in fact, a “real person”—and he attended my wedding. My work was the talk of the office for quite some time among Hogan and my colleagues, which was a wonderful boost for my confidence and for my status within the department so early in my career.
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