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      In The Christmas Redemption, Landis Wade spreads a bounty of presents under the reader’s Christmas tree. Whether you are young with a facile imagination about the activities of North Pole elves, or have a liking for real life courtroom drama, complete with skillful, zealous lawyers facing a judge with his mind already set, or whether you like action stories with quick, quirky plot twists, you will enjoy this hilarious Christmas tale. You also will find answers to long-held questions such as why naughty kids get lumps of coal.

      The story reminds us that those things which are most real and meaningful in our lives—e.g. love, courage, forgiveness—are never seen in the abstract; and that the experience of unseen things is what make us True Believers in the goodness, peace and joy we celebrate at Christmas.

      
        
        - Don Carroll author of

        The Beguines and the Search for Visionary Consciousness;

        King Arthur and the Consciousness Gene;

        and The Consciousness Trilogy

      

      

      The Reindeer Hoverboard is supposed to fly, which makes it the most popular Christmas gift in the past 50 years. But it carries a warning that says it only works for True Believers. It’s up to the husband and wife legal team of Thad Raker and Sarah Kennedy to defend the lawsuit brought against Tip Top Toy Company, who made the hoverboard.

      This charming courtroom drama weaves a dour judge, colorful personalities and the magic of Christmas in one tale. Intricacies of North Pole politics and little-known details about Santa and his family come to light in this entertaining story for young and old. Readers will delight in the surprising, multi-layered plot and cleverly-drawn characters, and their hearts will be warmed.

      
        
        - Ann Campanella, author of

        Motherhood: Lost and Found

      

      

      The Christmas Redemption could only have been written by an experienced attorney who understands the power and traps of legal proceedings, and who can create and solve complex, human puzzles.

      This is a drama of serious courtroom competition, Christmas fantasy, and international issues. The weaving of these forces is brilliantly done.

      
        
        - Jack Hemphill, author of

        Exhibition of the Song Bo Paintings;

        Redbriar; and The Ridge Walker

      

      

      “Believing without seeing.” It’s a powerful idea, and it’s at the heart of The Christmas Redemption.

      There are many books and movies on the subject of Christmas. Enough so that you might think there’s nothing new to say, that every story has been told. You’d be wrong, though. Landis Wade has concocted an entertaining, well-paced and very readable Christmas story. It has a villain, a mysterious central character, a well-crafted plot, and a happy ending. Read this book and remind yourself how much fun it is to read a good story.

      
        
        - Ralph Peeples, Professor of Law,

        Wake Forest University.

      

      

      It’s John Grisham meets Santa Claus, for a hoverboard ride that seamlessly blends courtroom drama, corruption, climate change and Christmas with great humor—and with a message about the true meaning of Christmas and the importance of family.

      A fast and funny read, full of legal laughs and Christmas chaos, Landis Wade makes a True Believer out of me, in the magic of the holiday season!

      
        
        - Tracy Curtis, humorist and author of

        Holidazed; Beach Bummed; and Trophy Mom

      

      

      With intelligence, a jurist’s wit, and his usual panache, Landis Wade’s latest yuletide saga evokes the magic of Miracle on 34th Street in a lawsuit by Santa skeptics against a toy company making Reindeer Hoverboards that only fly for True Believers. The implications soon become global, and lawyer Thad Raker and his daughter, Liz, fight to save the future of Christmas—and the planet—from the effects of an international conspiracy.

      At once clever, heartfelt, and engaging, The Christmas Redemption is a merry legal adventure that is perfect for holiday reading.

      
        
        - Phillip Lewis, author of The Barrowfields

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For True Believers, everywhere

      

      

    

  


  
    
      “I wear the chain I forged in life,” replied the Ghost. “I made it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it.”

      
        
        - Charles Dickens, A Christmas Carol
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      Landis Wade is a recovering trial lawyer, host of Charlotte Readers Podcast and author of books and stories whose third book—The Christmas Redemption—won the Holiday category of the 12th Annual National Indie Excellence Awards. He won the 2016 North Carolina State Bar short story contest for The Deliberation and received awards for his non-fiction pieces, The Cape Fear Debacle and First Dance. His short work has appeared in Writersdigest.com, The Charlotte Observer, Flying South, Fiction on the Web and in various anthologies, including by Daniel Boone Footsteps.

      
        
        Visit the podcast website: www.charlottereaderspodcast.com

        Visit the personal website: www.landiswade.com

        Contact: landis@charlottereaderspodcast.com

        Contact: landiswrites@gmail.com
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      A blunt object pressed against Hank Snow’s back and nudged him forward, toward a one-story building with a large sign that read, “County Jail.”

      Snow turned around and looked up at the heavyset officer who’d placed a baton between his shoulder blades. “Do you mind?”

      “Move it,” the officer said.

      Snow’s hands were behind his back, linked together by handcuffs. He was a short man, half the size of his captor. The baton jabbed him in the neck and Snow grumbled as he picked up the pace.

      The officer shoved Snow through the front door, down a narrow hall and into a side room. He grabbed and lifted a resistant Snow onto a metal folding chair and took a seat at a laminate desk across from Snow. Slapping at his shirt pocket, the officer grabbed a pen.

      “Full name and occupation?” the officer asked.

      “Hank Snow. Toy manufacturer.”

      “Employer?”

      “North Pole Enterprises.”

      “Never heard of it.”

      Snow looked at the officer’s nameplate and put his photographic memory to work. Officer Terry Stanback made the Naughty list as a 6-year-old and never improved.

      “I’m sure my company has a record of you somewhere,” Snow said.

      Officer Stanback looked up from his paperwork with a raised brow but didn’t respond. He uncuffed Snow, pressed Snow’s fingers on an ink pad and took his prints.

      A few minutes later, Snow was in a cell that was small even for his stature. Solid plaster walls surrounded him. One had a small window set high that allowed a ray of light to fall to the floor. He sat on the lone bench in the cell and stared at the locked steel door. Of all the jails in the world, he found himself in the one in Thad Raker’s hometown.

      He thought about what had gone wrong. The intelligence for his mission was sound. He’d had a good plan and 99 percent of it had gone well. Number 10 Downing Street in London: No problem. The Élysée Palace in Paris: A breeze. The Hofburg Imperial Palace in Austria: Elementary. That’s the way it had been with the official residences of heads of state throughout the world. He was able to slip in, get the building’s security blueprints and get out without being caught. That is, until he arrived at the White House, where he found a document unlike any he’d seen. It had nothing to do with the security of the White House and everything to do with the security of the North Pole. He’d immediately photographed it and sent it by encrypted email to Zachary Cane, vice chairman of the Elf High Council.

      Within four hours after Snow left the White House, he was on the run from the law, a publicized fugitive. Somehow, the government learned of the break-in, obtained Snow’s picture and plastered it everywhere, along with a description: small man, eyes as black as coal.

      The longer Snow thought about the manhunt that led to his arrest, the more certain he was that he’d been betrayed. Only the members of the Elf High Council knew his schedule and assignment. It must have been one of them.

      Snow’s thoughts were interrupted when the metal door swung open and Officer Stanback was back. “Get up. You have a visitor.”

      The officer cuffed Snow and escorted him from his cell to a small interview room. He started to lock Snow’s handcuffs to the metal table in the center of the room when he was interrupted.

      “It’s all right,” the woman in the room said. “We’ll be fine.”

      Officer Stanback looked at her and shrugged. “I’ll be outside if you need me.”

      Snow kicked a wooden chair from under the table with his right foot, placed his shackled hands on the open side of the chair and used his elbows and legs to pull himself up. With legs dangling, he swiveled his torso to face the woman who’d taken a seat across the table.

      “Good afternoon, Mr. Snow,” she said.

      Snow said nothing. She looked familiar and he tried to place her.

      “Do you remember me?” she asked. “I’m Sarah Kennedy. I was one of the lawyers who represented the county in the Twirly Masters trial 11 years ago.”

      “I remember. You quit the case before it was over and married Thad Raker, the lawyer on the other side. Not very committed to your work, are you? I see you’re alone. Did you quit on Raker, too?”

      Sarah laughed. “No, I haven’t quit on my husband. We’re happily married and we practice law together. He couldn’t be here because he has a deposition today. You might find the case interesting. It involves a toy called the Reindeer Hoverboard.”

      Snow knew about the Reindeer Hoverboard but he didn’t let on that he did. He was also familiar with the manufacturer, Tip Top Toy Company.

      “Why are you here?” Snow asked.

      “A friend of yours called the office this morning and asked us to help you.”

      “What friend?”

      “Snowflake.”

      That made sense to him. Snowflake was a member of the Elf High Council and the most likely Council member to want to help him. She’d always been friendly to him, even when he opposed her in Council decisions. He suspected she knew his family secret but she’d never admitted it. And he’d never asked.

      But why Raker and his wife would want to represent him, that was a puzzle. He’d caused nothing but trouble for them in past court cases.

      “You’re facing serious charges and the possibility of a long prison sentence,” Sarah said. “You need a lawyer.”

      Snow knew the charges against him were serious but he didn’t want the kind of publicity that came with Thad Raker’s courtroom trials. There were facts about the North Pole he had no intention of disclosing, ever, for any reason.

      “My freedom is not the important thing here.”

      “Snowflake thinks it is. She wants to help you.”

      Snow thought about the danger to the North Pole revealed in the White House document. His criminal case was secondary. It was time to end this conversation. “You think sending me lawyers who despise me is helpful? It’s not,” he said.

      “I don’t know you well enough to despise you.”

      “Your husband does.”

      “It’s true he doesn’t like you,” Sarah said. “You lied in court and interfered with his efforts to save Christmas. But he trusts Snowflake and he is a man with an open mind. Remember, he’s Thad Raker, a True Believer.”

      Snow kept his stern demeanor but smiled inwardly as he recalled how Raker had come to believe in Santa Claus during the Henry Edmonds trial. “Believing in Santa Claus is not the same thing as believing in me.”

      “You sound like you’re giving up,” Sarah said. “This doesn’t sound like the Hank Snow I remember. That Hank Snow wouldn’t back away from a fight.”

      “You can tell Raker the good news. He won’t have to represent me. I plan to plead guilty. I can do that on my own.”
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      Augustus Langhorne Stark, judge retired, sat at a corner table in the local diner, listening to the “order-up” calls of the cooks and the clanging of dishes and silverware, thinking about how the present had swallowed his past. He missed his days as a young lawyer and his long career as a judge. He truly loved the law, felt alive in the courtroom and enjoyed the challenge of an interesting case. Now those days were gone, in the past, like his lovely wife, Kay. Only memories remained. Good ones, but memories nonetheless, leaving him sad and uncertain about what to do with himself each day.

      The melancholy that absorbed Judge Stark’s thoughts vanished when a young woman walked through the front door and waved to him. Liz Raker’s smile and youthful enthusiasm had a cathartic effect on the judge’s mood. The two had met for lunch every Friday since she graduated from college five months earlier.

      “Hello, Liz,” he said. “Pull up a chair.”

      Liz sat down and reached for the glass of iced tea Judge Stark had ordered for her. “Thanks, judge. How was your week?”

      “Same as usual. Big things. Important things.”

      Liz laughed.

      “And you?” Judge Stark asked. “Anything exciting happen for you this week?”

      Liz smiled and her eyes brightened. “As a matter of fact, it did.”

      “Do tell.”

      “I got a job,” Liz said. “Well, actually, it’s an internship, with a small stipend, plus room and board, but it’s in my field of study and it’s important work. I leave in 10 days.”

      “Save the planet kind of work?” Judge Stark asked. He was proud of her for graduating with honors in environmental science.

      Liz smiled. “Yes, and I’m going to Greenland to do it.”

      “Greenland? You’ll have to take an early flight every Friday to make our weekly lunches.” Judge Stark laughed to conceal his disappointment.

      “I know,” Liz said. “I’m going to miss seeing you, but we can talk regularly. I’ll teach you how to use Skype.”

      Judge Stark had no idea what a Skype was. “What does your dad think about you running off to Greenland?”

      “He’s been quiet about it. I think he was hoping, like you, that I would take the LSAT this fall and go to law school next year, but I reminded him that my help at the law firm after graduation was just temporary, until I found the right job.”

      “Well, I’m sure he’s as proud of you as I am.”

      Liz reached across the table and squeezed Judge Stark’s hand. “Thank you.”

      The waitress brought two plates to the table and refilled their tea glasses. “I ordered the usual for you,” Judge Stark said.

      As Liz dug into her food, Judge Stark thought about the last 11 years. Liz was now 22, but she was still a True Believer, like her father. After helping her dad win the Twirly Masters trial as an 11-year-old, Liz formed the Band of True Believers, a group of Santa Claus believers who pledged to save Christmas should the need arise. The BTB hadn’t met since Liz went to college and there’d been no Christmas threats requiring its services, but the mere thought of the BTB put Judge Stark in a good mood and he started to hum one of his favorite Christmas tunes.

      “I recognize that song,” Liz said. “Don’t you think it’s a little early for Santa Claus to be coming to town?” They both laughed.

      “Tell me how you landed your internship,” Judge Stark said.

      “You remember the event I helped organize in Washington, D.C., last summer?”

      “How could I forget? With the rise in sea level, it was dubbed the ‘Slosh on Washington.’ You had more than 100,000 protestors on the National Mall.”

      “We did,” Liz said. “A recruiter heard me speak that day and called, saying he liked my message. He offered me the internship with his client.”

      “What is it?”

      “It’s a toy company headquartered in Nuuk, but it owns some land in the northern part of Greenland that could be threatened by rising temperatures.”

      As Judge Stark mulled over the idea of Liz leaving, Liz added, “Did you hear about the new case Sarah and Dad have been working on the past few months?”

      “I don’t believe I have,” he said.

      “It has to do with a hoverboard that won’t fly,” Liz said. “Not only that, it’s called the Reindeer Hoverboard.”

      “Nice name. Was it designed to be a Christmas present?” Judge Stark asked.

      “Yes. Lots of people bought the hoverboard last Christmas. Dad and Sarah represent the manufacturer and it’s a big case. I joked with Dad about this being his third chance to save Christmas, but he didn’t think I was funny.”

      “You never know about these things, Liz. Your dad has a way of attracting cases where Christmas is on trial. He would be wise to keep an open mind.”

      “Good point,” Liz said. “I’ll remind him before I leave for Greenland.” She stopped talking to look at the television on the wall overhead.

      “What is it?” Judge Stark asked.

      She frowned and shook her head. “I know that name.”

      Judge Stark turned around to see the caption below the broadcaster’s face that read, “Hank Snow arrested for White House break-in.” He called to the waitress, “Can you turn that up?”

      The reporter said Snow was being held in the county jail for prosecution by the local U.S. attorney. That meant he’d be on trial in front of federal judge J. P. Lake. Judge Stark knew J. P. Lake well.

      When Judge Stark turned back, Liz said, “When I was 11, Hank Snow cornered Holly and me and stole a document from us that Dad needed in the Twirly Masters trial. I hoped I would never see him again.”

      “How is your elf friend?” Judge Stark hoped to calm Liz.

      “She’s fine. Picking fights with the North Pole establishment, for good causes.” Liz paused. “Why do you think Hank Snow broke into the White House? And how do you think he ended up in jail here?”

      “Who knows,” Judge Stark said. “The man has a way of getting into trouble around here about every 10 years. It usually has something to do with Christmas.”
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      The first few months of the Reindeer Hoverboard lawsuit taught Raker three things about Tarina Winter, the president of Tip Top Toy Company, his new client. She was headstrong, mysterious and uncompromising. Her behavior today in her deposition was no exception.

      The court reporter eyed Tarina, ready to take down exactly what she said, but Tarina was silent in response to the last question. The reporter glanced at Raker, but he could only shrug.

      “Did you understand my question?” Robert Greenback was the lawyer for the plaintiffs. Victims, he liked to call them.

      “I understood it,” Tarina replied.

      “Well?” Greenback was impatient. “Is the answer yes or no?”

      “It’s not that simple.”

      “And why not?”

      “Because answering your question does not answer why the hoverboard didn’t work.”

      Greenback was a big man. When he stood up to get water from the credenza, it was all effort, with a bit of wheezing. He poured a glass, took a swallow and turned to the court reporter. “Read back the last question.”

      The court reporter complied. “Was Tip Top Toy Company the manufacturer of the computer chip that caused the Reindeer Hoverboard to malfunction?”

      Tarina Winter still didn’t speak.

      Greenback sat back down. “I will break it down for you. Was Tip Top Toy Company the manufacturer of the computer chip?”

      “Yes.”

      “And did the computer chip control the flying abilities of the Reindeer Hoverboard?”

      “Yes.”

      “And did the Reindeer Hoverboard, the most sought-after Christmas present in the last 50 years, turn out to be a complete disaster?”

      “Objection,” Raker said. “Argumentative.”

      Greenback puffed his chest. “Mr. Raker, this is cross-examination. Of course, it’s argumentative. Your client is the one being difficult.”

      “Mr. Greenback, this is not closing argument. The objection is to the form of your question, in particular, the words ‘complete disaster.’ Please rephrase your question.”

      “You don’t think it was a complete disaster, just a disaster?”

      “I’m not the one testifying,” Raker said.

      “I couldn’t agree more,” Greenback said.

      Raker didn’t enjoy this part of the legal process. Defending a deposition was like having a cavity filled without Novocain. All he could do was grunt—object—when the dentist-like lawyer struck his nerve.

      Tarina Winter appeared unmoved by the bickering among the lawyers. Her facial expression could best be described as confident but indifferent. She looked to be in her 60s, a tall, fit, well-shaped woman, with porcelain skin complemented by silver-gray hair. She brushed a fallen strand of that hair from in front of ice-green eyes and stared at Greenback. “I am fully prepared to answer your question, even though it is ill-conceived, presumptuous and sarcastic.”

      Robert Greenback became more aggressive. “Insulting me is not a good idea.”

      “I’m sworn to tell the truth, Mr. Greenback.”

      “That’s the way you want to play it?”

      “I’m not here to play with you, sir. I can see you are not a very playful person.”

      Raker made a note on his legal pad that said, “Remind client to be respectful,” and then circled it.

      Greenback tossed a notepad onto the table. “We’ll come back to this topic later. Tell me about your company. It will come in handy when I get the judgment that puts you out of business.”

      Tarina Winter ignored the jab. “What do you want to know?” she asked.

      “For starters, who owns it?”

      “I have a 50-50 partner.”

      “His name?”

      “Next question,” Tarina said. “One that has something to do with this lawsuit.”

      Greenback slammed his fist on the table, causing Raker’s papers to scatter and the water in his glass to swirl. He shouted at Raker. “Do we have to go to the judge about this behavior?”

      Raker remained calm, picked up his glass and took a sip of water. “Perhaps we should. I can let the judge know you lost your temper and tried to break my table. On the other hand, it would be quicker if you just laid a foundation for your question.”

      “Fine,” Greenback said. “Ms. Winter, was your partner involved in overseeing the manufacture of the computer chip?”

      “No.”

      “You’re not going to tell me his name?”

      “No. And it’s not a he. Honestly, what makes men think that two women can’t own a successful business?”

      Greenback didn’t apologize. “Let’s focus on the business itself. Headquarters?”

      “Greenland.”

      “Manufacturing plants?”

      “U.S., U.K., Italy and Argentina.”

      “Where was the computer chip made?”

      “Greenland.”

      “Who designed the chip?”

      “You’re looking at her.”

      “Now we’re getting somewhere,” Greenback said.

      Tarina Winter brushed some lint from her sweater. “It took you long enough.”

      Greenback leaned back. “Are you always this difficult?”

      “Not always. But when my time is taken up by men like you who spend their time blaming others for a chance to get a large fee, then yes, I can prove to be difficult.”

      “Are you saying your company is not at fault for the failure of the hoverboard to fly?”

      “Yes.”

      “Can you prove it?”

      “Mr. Greenback, I’ve watched enough courtroom television to know that the proving part belongs to you.”

      “You’re an arrogant woman.”

      “Aren’t we a match.”

      “Fine,” Greenback said. “We’ll do this slowly, one fingernail at a time. The Reindeer Hoverboard failed to fly for 75 percent of the adults who bought it, correct?”

      “That’s true. For those 75 percent.”

      “Whose fault was it?”

      “Theirs.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      “I didn’t expect you would.”

      Greenback eyed Tarina Winter with jaw-clenched contempt. “Why was it their fault?”

      “They didn’t heed the warning label.”

      Greenback took out a document, marked it as Exhibit 1, and laid it in front of the witness. “This is the warning label. Would you mind reading it into the record?”

      “Not at all.” Winter took out her glasses, placed them on her nose and tucked the stems over her ears. Then she read, “Warning: This product only works for True Believers.”

      “How did my clients ignore the warning label?” Greenback asked.

      “Come now, Mr. Greenback, you can figure this out.”

      He picked up the exhibit and looked closely at the warning label. “What exactly is a True Believer?”

      “Ah! That’s the best question you’ve asked today.” She turned to Thad Raker. “Mr. Raker, would you like to tell him?”

      Greenback was impatient. “What’s she talking about?”

      Raker swallowed a smile and looked Greenback in the eye. “A True Believer is an adult who believes in Santa Claus.”

      Silence.

      “Is this some kind of joke?”

      “I’m not joking,” Raker said.

      Greenback looked back at Tarina Winter. “Are you telling me this case has something to do with whether my clients believe in Santa Claus?”

      Tarina Winter sat up straight and brushed another strand of silver-gray hair away from her left eye. “Welcome to my world, Mr. Greenback.”
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      Judge Stark sat in the same room at the same table where Sarah Kennedy had met with Hank Snow. This morning, like every morning since Kay’s death, Judge Stark had awakened to an empty house, fed his dog and fetched his newspaper. An article written by reporter Austin Land caught his attention right away. It was about Hank Snow’s arrest. Land was the lawyer-turned-reporter who’d helped Raker in the two Christmas trials in Judge Stark’s courtroom.

      The headline read: “President of International Toy Company Arrested.” The sub-headline read: “White House Document Stolen.”

      The article reported on the mystery of the crime and the man. It laid out facts that would cause readers to wonder why someone associated with a toy company would have an interest in government secrets. It also discussed the details of Snow’s role in the Christmas trials that made Thad Raker a local Christmas celebrity.

      Judge Stark finished the article while he drank his morning coffee and then reflected. There was something about Hank Snow that never made sense. He smiled when he made the decision to go to the jail.

      Officer Stanback brought Snow in and shackled him to the table. “I’ll be right outside if you need me, your honor.”

      When the two were alone, Judge Stark said, “Thank you for meeting with me.”

      “I didn’t have any choice.”

      “True. Being a retired judge has its perks. Being a prisoner has few.”

      Snow pulled at his wrists and the cuffs clanked.

      “Nothing I could do about that,” Judge Stark said. “Since I don’t represent you, they aren’t going to take any chances. Wouldn’t look good for a former judge to get hurt in their jail.”

      “Why are you here?” Snow was hostile.

      Judge Stark laughed. The man did have spunk. He liked that. “You know, Mr. Snow, I find you an enigma. Curious. Puzzling. Not truthful, based on your testimony in my courtroom, but with a certain passion that harbors unrevealed motives. You’re a man running an important enterprise, but unwilling to admit it.”

      “And that’s why you’re here? To study me?”

      “Not exactly. I’m here to help you. The state made me retire as a judge, but I still have my law license.”

      “Things must be slow for lawyers in this town. First, Sarah Kennedy. Now, you. Is there a long line outside?”

      Judge Stark smiled. “You need a lawyer. I need something to do. Based on what I’ve seen of your past performances in court, this case won’t be boring.”

      “I don’t need a lawyer. I’m going to plead guilty.”

      “Interesting. Mr. Snow, that intrigues me even more. So yes, I will be your lawyer.”

      Snow had a contemplative look on his face. When he finally did speak, he said, “I have a question about the attorney-client privilege.”

      “What do you want to know?”

      “If you are my lawyer, does that mean that whatever I tell you, you will keep to yourself and not share with anyone else without my permission?”

      “As long as you don’t tell me you are about to commit a crime, then yes, I will keep your secrets.”

      “You won’t tell anyone, including Thad Raker and his new client?”

      Judge Stark wondered where this was going. “Are Raker and his new client tied up in this?”

      “Just answer my question.”

      This was going to be more interesting than he thought. “Of course, Mr. Snow. Your secrets will be safe with me, even from Raker and his new client, whoever that is.”

      “One final thing,” Snow said. “Will you help me plead guilty, not try to talk me out of it?”

      Judge Stark leaned back. “Why? Are you guilty?”

      “Doesn’t matter. Just answer the question.”

      “I draw the line at being a potted plant. I will let you know if you should fight the charges. But if you don’t accept that advice, I will help you plead guilty.”

      Hank Snow stretched his right hand as far as he could before his manacle caught it. Judge Stark took it in his right hand. “You’re hired,” Snow said. “What now?”

      “You tell me the truth, not those yarns you spun in my courtroom.”

      “What do you want to know?”

      “Mr. Snow, every story has a beginning, a middle and an end. I would like you to start at the beginning and work your way forward from there.”

      For the next two hours, Snow talked and Judge Stark listened. When Officer Stanback interrupted and said their time was up, Judge Stark knew he’d picked the perfect case to bring him out of retirement.
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