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      ACCLAIM FOR DAVID ROSENFELT’S NOVELS

      


      PLAY DEAD


      “Riveting… No shaggy dog story, this puppy’s alive with reliable Rosenfelt wit and heart.”


      —Publishers Weekly (starred review)


      “There is no way you can read this novel without becoming completely caught up in the story. As always, Andy’s offbeat, outspoken

         personality shines on every page, and the balance of humor and mystery is dead-on.”

      


      —Booklist (starred review)


      “Enjoyable… Carpenter continues to amuse and engage.”


      —Library Journal


      “The customary humor abounds in this entertaining novel.”


      —Midwest Book Review


      “A steadily absorbing journey through layers and layers of deceit.”


      —Kirkus Reviews


      “A fun mystery novel… entertaining.”


      —

            TheMysterySite.com


      DEAD CENTER


      “Entertaining… witty… perfect.”


      —Publishers Weekly (starred review)


      “Enjoyable… entertaining.”


      —Portland Tribune


      “Rosenfelt is a very funny guy who’s got the gift of glib.”


      —Kingston Observer (MA)


      “Rosenfelt adroitly mixes drama with humor… Those who like the added complexity of character-driven mysteries will find much

         to enjoy in this award-winning series.”

      


      —Booklist


      “Written with flair and humor… If there aren’t any real-life lawyers as entertaining, as witty, and as willing to tilt at

         windmills as Andy Carpenter, Edgar®-finalist Rosenfelt’s engaging hero, then there should be.”

      


      —Publishers Weekly (starred review)


      “A terrific tale… Fans of the series will enjoy Dead Center.”

      


      —Midwest Book Review


      “Witty… cleverly plotted… very enjoyable.”


      —About Books


      SUDDEN DEATH


      “The author handles the material deftly, mixing humor and whodunit but never letting the comedy overwhelm the mystery.”


      —Booklist


      “Another touchdown!”


      —Publishers Weekly


      BURY THE LEAD


      A TODAY SHOW BOOK CLUB PICK


      “Absolute fun… Anyone who likes the Plum books will love this book.”


      —JANET EVANOVICH


      “A clever plot and breezy style… absorbing.”


      —Boston Globe


      “Exudes charm and offbeat humor, sophistication, and personable characters.”


      —Dallas Morning News


      FIRST DEGREE


      SELECTED AS ONE OF THE BEST MYSTERIES OF 2003 BY PUBLISHERS WEEKLY


      “Entertaining… fast paced… sophisticated.”


      —MARILYN STASIO, New York Times Book Review


      “Suspense just where you want it and humor just where you need it.”


      —Entertainment Weekly


      “Entertaining.”


      —Cleveland Plain Dealer


      OPEN AND SHUT


      EDGAR® AWARD NOMINEE


      “Very assured… packed with cleverly sarcastic wit.”


      —New York Times


      “Splendid… intricate plotting.”


      —Cleveland Plain Dealer


      “A great book… one part gripping legal thriller, one part smart-mouth wise-guy detective story, and all-around terrific.”


      —HARLAN COBEN, author of


      No Second Chance


      “Engaging and likable… The action is brisk.”


      —San Francisco Chronicle


   

      Also by David Rosenfelt


      New Tricks


      Dead Center


      Bury the Lead


      Sudden Death


      First Degree


      Open and Shut


   

      For Mike, whom I could never beat


      at anything…


      And for Rick, whom no one would


      ever want to beat at anything.
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      “ANDY, YOU’RE NOT going to believe this.”

      


      This is the type of sentence that, when said in a vacuum, doesn’t reveal much. Whatever it is that I am not going to believe

         might be very positive or very negative, and there would be no way to know until I see it.

      


      Unfortunately, this particular sentence is not said in a vacuum; it’s said in the Passaic County Animal Shelter. Which means

         that “positive” is no longer one of the possibilities.

      


      The person speaking the words is Fred Brandenberger, whose job as shelter manager is an impossibly difficult one. There are

         far more dogs that come through his doors than potential adopters, and he therefore must helplessly supervise the euthanasia

         of those that are not taken. I know it drives Fred crazy; he’s been in the job for two years, and my guess is he’s not going

         to last much longer.

      


      It bothers me to come here, and I rarely do. I leave this job to my former legal client, Willie Miller, who is my partner

         in the Tara Foundation, a dog rescue operation. We rescue a lot of dogs, over a thousand a year, but there are many more worthy

         ones that we simply do not have room for. I hate making the life-or-death decisions on which ones we will take, and Willie

         has been shouldering that responsibility.

      


      Unfortunately, Willie and his wife, Sondra, are in Atlantic City for a few days, and we’ve got some openings for new dogs,

         so here I am. I’ve been dreading it, and based on what Fred has just said to me, I fear that dread has been warranted.

      


      Fred leads me back to the quarantine room, which houses dogs who are sick or are unavailable to be adopted for other reasons.

         The other reason is usually that the dog has bitten someone; in that case they are held for ten days to make sure they don’t

         have rabies, and then put down. “Put down” is shelter talk for “killed.”

      


      Fred points to a cage in the back of the quarantine room, and I walk toward it, cringing as I do. What is there turns out

         to be far worse than expected; it’s one of the most beautiful golden retrievers I’ve ever seen.

      


      Golden retrievers do not belong in cages. Ever. No exceptions. The dog I’m looking at is maybe seven years old, with more

         dignity in his eyes than I could accumulate in seven hundred years. Those eyes are saying, “I don’t belong in here,” and truer

         eye words were never spoken.

      


      I can feel myself getting angry at this obvious injustice. “What the hell is this about?” I ask as Fred walks over.


      “He bit his owner. Eleven stitches,” Fred says. “Not that I blame him.”


      “What do you mean?”


      “Well, for one thing, the owner is an asshole. And for another, he might not even be the owner.”


      “Tell me everything you know,” I say.


      It turns out that Fred doesn’t know that much. A man named Warren Shaheen, who had just come home from the hospital, called

         him to a house in Hawthorne. He said he had been bitten by his dog, Yogi, for no reason whatsoever. He wanted the dog taken

         to the shelter and put down.

      


      As Fred and Yogi were leaving the house, a young boy who claimed to live next door approached. He said that Warren was always

         kicking the dog, and he was sure that the dog bit him in retaliation. Further, he claimed that Warren had found the dog wandering

         on the street less than three weeks ago and apparently made no effort to find the real owner.

      


      “What are you going to do?” I asked.


      Fred shrugged. “You know the drill. After ten days, we put him down. We’re not allowed to adopt him out.”


      I ask Fred if he’ll open the cage and let me take the dog out. He knows he shouldn’t, but does so anyway.


      I take Yogi into a small room where potential adopters go to get to know the dogs they might take. I sit in the chair, and

         Yogi comes over to me. He has cut marks on his face, clearly visible in this light. They look old, perhaps remnants from some

         long-ago abuse. It’s likely that Yogi has not had the best life.

      


      He puts his paw up on my knee, a signal from goldens that they want their chest scratched. I do so, and then he rests his

         head on my thigh as I pet it.

      


      Fred comes over to the room, looks in and sees me petting Yogi in this position. “Pretty amazing, huh?”


      “Fred, I’m aware of the regulations, but there’s something you should know.”


      “What’s that?”


      “Nothing bad is going to happen to this dog.”
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      I HAVE COME to the conclusion that the entire “work ethic” concept is a scam.

      


      Hardworking people are to be admired, we’re told, though no one mentions that the very act of working is contrary to the natural

         order of things. It falls to me, Andy Carpenter, philosopher extraordinaire, to set the record straight.

      


      I believe that humans have an “enjoyment drive,” which supersedes all others. Everything we do is in the pursuit of that enjoyment.

         We eat because it’s more enjoyable to be full than hungry; we sleep because it’s more enjoyable to be rested than tired; we

         have sex because… I assume you get the picture.

      


      We work simply to make money, because money makes our lives more enjoyable in many ways. If you take money out of the equation,

         the work system falls apart. Without the desire for cash, who is going to say, “I think I’ll spend ten hours a day for my

         entire life selling plumbing supplies”? Or waiting tables? Or repairing vacuum cleaners?

      


      There are people, I will concede, who would pursue certain occupations independent of money. For example, artists, politicians,

         or perhaps entertainers might do what they do for the creative satisfaction or the power or the acclaim. But that’s only because

         they enjoy creative satisfaction, power, and acclaim.

      


      Which brings me to me. I am work-ethically challenged. Simply put, I’m a lawyer who has never been terribly fond of lawyering.

         Since I inherited twenty-two million dollars a few years ago, money has ceased to be a driving force, which means I don’t

         exactly have a busy work life.

      


      There are exceptions to my aversion to plying my craft, which fit neatly under my drive for enjoyment. I’ve handled a number

         of major, challenging cases in the past few years, most of which became big media events. The key for me is to treat them

         as sport, as a challenge to be relished, and that’s what I did.

      


      But those cases were as important to me personally as they were professionally, which elevated the stakes and made them that

         much more enjoyable and exciting. They ignited my competitive fire. If I were representing some stranger in a divorce or suing

         an insurance company over an auto accident, I’d rather stay home.

      


      Right now I can feel my juices starting to flow as I head for the office. On the way there I call my associate, Kevin Randall,

         on his cell phone.

      


      His “Hello” is spoken in a hushed whisper.


      “What’s the matter?” I ask.


      “I’m at my urologist,” he says.


      Kevin is the biggest hypochondriac in the Western Hemisphere, and five out of every ten times I might call him he’s at the

         doctor. “You have your own urologist?” I ask. “That’s pretty impressive.”

      


      Kevin knows I am unable to resist making fun of his devotion to his perceived illnesses, but he is equally unable to resist

         talking about them. “You don’t? Who do you see for urology issues?”

      


      “I have no tolerance for urology issues,” I say. “I piss on urology issues.”


      He doesn’t like the way this conversation is going, which makes him sane. “Why are you calling me, Andy?”


      “To ask if you could meet me in the office. When you’re finished at the urologist.”


      “Why?” he asks. Since we haven’t taken on a case in a few months, it’s a reasonable question to pose.


      “We’ve got client issues,” I say.


      “We have a client?” He’s not successfully masking his incredulity.


      “Yes.”


      “Who is it?”


      “His name is Yogi,” I say.


      “Yogi? Is that a first name or a last name?” Kevin knows nothing about sports, so he is apparently not familiar with Yogi

         Berra. However, I would have thought he’d know Yogi Bear.

      


      “Actually, it’s his only name, and probably not his real one at that. Listen, Kevin, I’m pretty sure he can’t pay our fee.

         Are you okay with that?”

      


      “Of course.” I gave Kevin half of a huge commission we made on a case a while back, so money is not a major issue for him,

         either. Additionally, he owns the Law-dromat, a thriving establishment at which he dispenses free legal advice to customers

         who bring in their clothes to be washed and dried. “What is he accused of?”

      


      “Assault,” I say.


      “Where is he now?”


      “On death row.”


      “Andy, I sense there’s something unusual about this case.”


      “You got that right.”
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      “WHAT ARE YOU doing here?”

      


      This is the greeting I get from Edna, who for fifteen years has been my secretary but who now insists on being called my “administrative

         assistant.” In neither role has Edna ever done any actual work, but as an administrative assistant she can do nothing with

         considerably more dignity.

      


      Like all of us, Edna strives to satisfy her enjoyment drive, and she does so by doing crossword puzzles. She is the greatest

         crossword puzzler I have ever seen, and possibly the greatest who has ever lived. Just as art collectors seem to discover

         DaVincis or Picassos at flea markets or in somebody’s garage every month, in three hundred years crossword puzzle devotees

         will be finding long-lost Ednas and selling them for fortunes.

      


      She is polishing off today’s New York Times puzzle when I walk in, and her surprise at seeing me is justified. I haven’t been here in at least a week.

      


      “We’ve got a client,” I say.


      “How did that happen?”


      Her tone is somewhere between baffled and annoyed. “I was in the right place at the right time. Come in with Kevin when he

         gets here.”

      


      I head back to my private office with a window overlooking the finest fruit stand on Van Houten Avenue in Paterson, New Jersey.

         If I ever blow my money, it’s not going to be on office space.

      


      I use the time to look through some law books and browse on the computer, finding out as much as I can about dog law in New

         Jersey. What I learn is not encouraging; if there’s a dog lover in the state legislature, he or she has been in hiding.

      


      I’m fifteen minutes into finding absolutely no protections for canines under the law, when Kevin and Edna walk in. As soon

         as they sit down, I start in.

      


      “Our client is a dog named Yogi, who is currently at the shelter. He’s scheduled to be put down the day after tomorrow.”


      “Why?” Kevin asks.


      “He’s alleged to have bitten his owner.”


      Kevin shakes his head. “No, I mean why is he our client?”


      I shrug. “Apparently, no other lawyer would take his case, probably because he sheds. What do you know about dog law?”


      “Nothing,” Kevin says.


      “Then you take the computer and I’ll take the books.”


      “Do I have to do anything?” Edna asks, openly cringing at the prospect.


      I nod. “You might want to get some biscuits. We’ll need them when we meet with our client.”


      Edna goes out, and I explain the details of Yogi’s situation to Kevin. We then spend the next hour and a half researching

         the law. Kevin is far better at this than I am, and my hope is that he’ll come up with something.

      


      He doesn’t. “Yogi’s got big problems,” he says.


      He explains that the animal control system’s regulations prohibit them from letting anyone adopt a dog who has bitten someone.

         It is considered a matter of public safety, not reviewable under any statute. Under certain conditions the owner can take

         the dog back, but Yogi’s owner doesn’t want him. Nor would we want Yogi to go back to someone who was kicking him.

      


      “Andy,” Kevin says, “are we sure the dog isn’t really dangerous?”


      I nod. “I’m sure. I looked into his eyes.”


      “You always told me you never make eye contact,” he says.


      “I was talking about with people.”


      “Oh. Then, are we sure the dog actually bit the guy?”


      I nod again. “Apparently so. The neighbor said the guy was kicking him, so…”


      Kevin notices my pause. “So…?” he prompts.


      “So… it was self-defense.” I’m starting to get excited by what is forming in my mind. “Yogi was a victim of domestic violence.”


      “Andy, come on…”


      There’s no stopping me now. “Come on, the dog was being abused. He couldn’t call 911, so he defended himself. If he was the

         guy’s wife, NOW would be throwing him a cocktail party.”

      


      Kevin is not getting it. “If the male dog was the guy’s wife?”


      “Don’t focus on the sex part,” I say. “We’ve got a classic abuse-excuse defense here.” I’m referring to the traditional defense

         used by abused wives who finally and justifiably turn violently against their husbands.

      


      Kevin thinks about it for a moment, then can’t hold back a grin. “It could be fun.”


      “The hell with fun,” I say. “We’re going to win.”


      Now with a strategy to work with, we spend another couple of hours plotting how to execute it. This defense, when the client

         is a dog, is obviously not something the justice system or the legislature has contemplated, so there is little for us to

         sink our teeth into. We’re heading into uncharted territory with few bullets in our legal guns.

      


      Kevin heads down to the courthouse to file for injunctive relief on Yogi’s behalf, which essentially amounts to a request

         for a stay of execution. The court does not have to see merit in our position to grant it; it need only recognize that not

         granting it would result in Yogi’s death, which would in effect be ruling against our overall case before we’ve had a chance

         to present it. Pleading self-defense on behalf of a dead client is not a terribly productive use of anyone’s time.

      


      After his stop at the courthouse, Kevin is going to attempt to interview Warren Shaheen, the man with Yogi’s teeth marks in

         his legs. Kevin will get his side of the story and try to persuade him to see the merit of our position. Shaheen may well

         not want to get taken through the torture I’ve got planned for him, and Kevin is going to suggest some alternatives that we’ve

         come up with.

      


      The first hurdle we’ll have to overcome is to get a judge to consider our request tomorrow, the scheduled last day of Yogi’s

         life. I head home to think about that problem in the way that my mind functions most clearly. I take my own golden retriever,

         Tara, for a walk in Eastside Park.

      


      Tara’s official name has changed a few times over the years. Right now it is Tara, the Greatest Creature on This or Any Other

         Planet and if You Can’t See That You’re an Idiot, Carpenter. It’s a little long, but apt.

      


      I rescued Tara more than eight years ago from the same shelter that currently houses Yogi. Just looking at her now, enjoying

         the sights and smells as we walk through the park, easily reaffirms my commitment that I will never let another golden die

         in a shelter, not if it takes every dollar I have. Fortunately, it doesn’t.

      


      Tara and I pass a number of our “dog friends” as we walk. These are the same people, walking their dogs, that we meet almost

         every time we’re in the park. I don’t know any of the people’s names, and we merely exchange pleasantries and minor canine

         chitchat, yet we have a common bond through our love of our dogs.

      


      Each one of these people would be horrified to know of Yogi’s plight, and I don’t share it with them. At least not now. But

         I do come to the realization that my only hope lies in sharing it with all of them.

      


      Yogi is about to become famous.


      I call my friend Vince Sanders, editor of the local newspaper and the most disagreeable human being I have ever met. As a

         terrific journalist, he will take a heartwarming story and run with it, despite not having the slightest idea why it is heartwarming.

      


      Vince’s long-suffering assistant, Linda, answers the phone. “Hey, Linda, it’s Andy. What kind of mood is he in?”


      “Same as always,” she says.


      “Sorry to hear that,” I say, and she tells him I’m on the phone.


      “Yeah?” Vince says when he picks up. “Hello” and “good-bye” are not part of his verbal repertoire.


      “I’ve got a big story for you,” I say.


      “Hold on while I try to come to terms with my excitement,” is his deadpan answer.


      I tell him to get a photographer and meet me at the animal shelter. He doesn’t want to, but he trusts me a little from past

         stories, so he considers it. I close the deal by promising to buy the burgers and beer the next time we go to Charlie’s, our

         favorite sports bar.

      


      I drop Tara off at home and then go down to the shelter. Vince hasn’t arrived yet, so I use the time to bring Fred up to date

         on the situation. I think he likes what he’s hearing, because every few sentences he claps his hands and smacks me on the

         back.

      


      When I’m finished, he says, “You think you can pull this off?”


      I nod. “I’m most worried about the timing.”


      “What do you mean?”


      “I’ve got to get the judge to move much more quickly than judges like to move. I don’t want anything to happen to Yogi in

         the meantime.”

      


      “Don’t worry about that,” Fred says. “I’ve got a hunch I’m not going to be able to find my syringes.”


      He’s telling me that he won’t put Yogi down on schedule, at least not until he’s heard from me. He’s taking a risk, particularly

         since this will be a well-publicized case, and I appreciate it. As will Yogi when he hears about it.

      


      Vince and his photographer arrive, and I explain the situation to them. When I’m finished, I take them back to the quarantine

         area. “This is him?” Vince asks. “This is the big story?”

      


      “It’s a human interest story, Vince. Which means that if you were an actual human, you’d have an interest in it.”


      Fortunately, Vince’s photographer is a dog lover, and he eagerly gets to work. I make sure that all the pictures are taken

         through the bars of the cage; I want Yogi’s miserable situation to be completely clear in each photograph.

      


      When he’s finished, he shows Vince the picture he thinks is best, and we both agree. It captures Yogi perfectly and dramatizes

         the injustice of his plight.

      


      Tomorrow that picture will be everywhere, because Yogi is about to become America’s dog.
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      SOMETIMES THINGS COME together perfectly.

      


      It doesn’t happen often; usually something can be counted on to go wrong. Murphy didn’t become famous by passing a bum law.

         But when everything goes right, when a plan is executed to perfection, it is something to be cherished.

      


      The voracious twenty-four-hour cable, Internet, blogging media is onto Yogi’s story before Vince’s paper even physically hits

         the newsstands. The idea of a dog taking refuge in the abuse-excuse defense is just the kind of thing to push more significant

         news to the side, and it certainly does exactly that here.

      


      I wake up at six a.m. and turn the television on. There on CNN is Yogi’s beautiful, pathetic mug, with the graphic across

         the bottom asking “Stay of Execution?” Their details are sketchy but accurate, having already gleaned from Vince’s story the

         main facts, including our legal actions.

      


      The phone starts ringing, as I knew it would, and I find myself fielding calls from what seems like every media outlet in

         the free world. My standard response is that I will have a great deal to say on this later, and I arrange late morning interviews

         to take place at the animal shelter with the main cable networks. I have appeared on all of them as a celebrity legal commentator

         at various times during the past two years, so my involvement with this case provides a level of comfort for them to cover

         it.

      


      I finally make it into the shower, and I spend the endless minute waiting for the conditioner to sink in, by happily reflecting

         on how perfectly this is going. In less than a day, I’ve made an entire country, or at least the media of an entire country,

         sit up and take notice.

      


      I am Andy, the all-powerful.


      The phone rings as I’m turning the water off, and I decide to ignore it. I’ve already done enough to reach saturation coverage,

         and I’m not going to have time for any more.

      


      I let the machine pick up, and after a few seconds I hear a woman’s voice. “Andy, it’s Rita.”


      The caller is Rita Gordon, the clerk at the Passaic County Courthouse, and the only reason that venerable institution operates

         with any efficiency at all. I once had an affair with Rita that could be characterized as brief, since it lasted only about

         forty-five minutes. But those were forty-five great minutes.

      


      I pick up the phone. “Rita, sorry I screened the call. I thought you were Katie Couric.”


      I don’t think Rita and I have ever engaged in a conversation that was not dominated by banter of some sort. Until now. “Andy,

         Hatchet wants to see you right away.”

      


      That one sentence renders obsolete all my gloating about the perfection of my legal and public relations effort. “Hatchet

         was assigned this case? Is that what you’re telling me?” I ask.

      


      “That’s what I’m telling you.”


      Judge Henry Henderson has been called “Hatchet” for as long as I can remember. One doesn’t get nicknames by accident, and

         they are generally quite revealing. You won’t find demure librarians named Darla “the Sledgehammer” Smiley, or nannies dubbed

         Mary “the Exterminator” Poppins. And there won’t be many professional wrestlers with names like Brutus “Little Kitten” Rockingham.

      


      Legend goes that Hatchet got his name by chopping off the testicles of lawyers who annoyed him. My belief is that this is

         just urban myth, but that doesn’t mean that if given the opportunity I would want to rummage through his desk drawers.

      


      “How pissed is he?” I ask.


      “I would say somewhere between very and totally.”


      “When should I come in?” I ask.


      “Let’s put it this way. If you’re not here by the time I finish this sentence, you’re late.”


      By that standard, I’m late for my meeting with Hatchet, but not by much. I’m down at the courthouse and ushered into his chambers

         within a half hour of receiving the call. Since the courthouse is twenty minutes from my house, that’s pretty good.

      


      Hatchet keeps his office very dark; the drapes are closed, and only a small lamp on his desk provides any light at all. If

         it’s meant to disconcert and intimidate attorneys, it achieves its goal. Yet if the stories I hear are true, I am less afraid

         of Hatchet than are most of my colleagues. For example, I haven’t pissed in my pants yet.

      


      Hatchet etiquette requires letting him speak first, so I just stand there waiting for the barrage. Finally, after about thirty

         seconds that feel like three thousand, he looks up. “Do you know what time it is?” he asks.

      


      I look at my watch. “Eight forty-five. I got here as soon as I—”


      He interrupts. “Do you know how long I’ve been up?”


      “I’m sorry, Your Honor, but I have no idea.”


      “Four hours. My wife woke me at four forty-five.”


      This is a stunning piece of news. Not that Hatchet has been up since early this morning, but that he has a wife. Someone actually

         sleeps with this man. I find myself picturing a female leaning over in bed and saying, “Hatchet, dear, it’s almost five a.m.—time

         to get up.” It’s not a pretty image.

      


      “I assume this is somehow my fault?” I ask.


      “She woke me to say that I cannot kill some poor dog. I assumed she was talking about an attorney, until she showed me what

         she was watching on the television.”

      


      “She sounds like a very compassionate person, who doesn’t sleep much,” I say.


      Hatchet takes off his glasses and peers at me. “Are you trying to turn my court into a circus? A sideshow?”


      “No, sir. Never. Definitely not. No way.”


      “Then why are you representing a dog?”


      “Because if I don’t, he’ll be killed. And that would be unjust. And it would make many people unhappy, including me and Mrs.

         Hatch—Henderson.”

      


      If he is going to kill me, this is the moment. He doesn’t say anything for about thirty seconds; it’s possible he’s so angry

         that he’s unable to unclench his teeth. He finally speaks, more softly and calmly than I would have expected. “I can’t believe

         I’m even saying this, but I’m going to issue a stay of execution. I am scheduling a hearing in this court tomorrow morning

         at nine o’clock. It is a hearing that I do not want to take more than one hour, and I will be conveying that view to certain

         city officials. Is that understood?”

      


      It’s completely understood, and I say so. I leave Hatchet’s office, my dignity and testicles intact, and head down to the

         shelter to conduct the television interviews.

      


      This won’t be officially resolved until tomorrow, but I now know one thing with total certainty: Yogi and I have already won.


      I say this because we have surmounted the only serious obstacle that was in front of us. Mostly through the use of media pressure,

         along with a creative defense, we have gotten the legal system to give us our day in court. In a normal situation, we would

         now have to defeat our legal adversaries.

      


      But the reason we’ve already won is that we don’t have any real legal adversaries. Simply put, we want to win, and there’s

         no one who will want us to lose. Nobody gains if Yogi is killed in so public a fashion, and there isn’t a politician in Paterson,

         in New Jersey, in America, or on the planet Earth who would want to be responsible for it.

      


      The afternoon media interviews are a slam dunk; I’m not exactly bombarded with difficult questions. This makes for a great

         story, and the press will willingly help me promote it. Besides, all I have to do is keep pointing to Yogi and asking as plaintively

         as I can why anyone would want to end his life.

      


      The most interesting piece of information comes from one of the reporters, who asks if I’ve heard the news that the mayor

         of Paterson is at that moment meeting with his director of Animal Services to discuss this matter. I would imagine the “discussion”

         consists of the mayor screaming at the director to find a way out of this.

      


      I’m not going to get overconfident and let up, but my guess is that by tomorrow, Yogi will be dining on biscuits at my house.


      I wonder how Tara is going to feel about that.
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      KEVIN MEETS ME at the diner for breakfast to go over our strategy.

      


      He also brings me up to date on his conversation with Warren Shaheen, the alleged owner and victim of the vicious Yogi. Shaheen

         told Kevin that he has been asked to be at court today by the animal control people, but Kevin doubts he’ll show. Mr. Shaheen

         is apparently not enjoying his fifteen minutes of fame, and was clearly frightened when Kevin told him that when I latch on

         to his leg in court, it’s going to hurt a lot more than when Yogi did it. Faced with that prospect, he was more than happy

         to go along with whatever Kevin said was necessary to make it end.

      


      We head for the courthouse early, and it’s lucky we do, because the media crush adds ten minutes to the time it takes to get

         inside. We still get to our seats at the defense table fifteen minutes before the scheduled start of the hearing. My testicle-preservation

         instinct is not about to let me show up late in Hatchet’s court. I plan to make sure that my client remains the only neutered

         member of the defense team.

      


      A young city attorney named Roger Wagner puts his briefcase on the prosecution table and comes over to shake my hand. He smiles.

         “Any chance we can make a deal?”

      


      “What do you have in mind?” I ask.


      “We keep Yogi and we trade you a German shepherd, a beagle, and a Maltese to be named later.”


      I laugh. “I don’t think so.”


      I sit back down. It’s an unusual feeling not to have my client present at a court proceeding, and I had briefly considered

         asking that Yogi be allowed to attend. The determining factor in my not doing so was my uncertainty whether Yogi was house-trained,

         or in this case court-trained. Taking a dump in Hatchet’s court would not be a productive legal maneuver.

      


      Hatchet starts the proceedings by laying out the ground rules. The city will get to call witnesses, which I can then cross-examine.

         I can follow with my own witnesses, should I so choose, and then we will adjourn. There will be no opening or closing arguments.

      


      “And there will be no theatrics,” he says, staring directly at me.


      Wagner calls Stephen Billick, the Passaic County director of Animal Control. He starts to ask him about his education, work

         experience, and general qualifications for the job, but he barely gets two sentences out before Hatchet cuts him off. “That

         isn’t necessary. Mr. Carpenter will stipulate as to the witness’s experience and expertise. Isn’t that right, Mr. Carpenter?”

      


      I had no intention of so stipulating, but I have even less intention of arguing with Hatchet. “Your Honor, that’s uncanny.

         You took the words right out of my mouth.”

      


      Wagner proceeds with his questioning, which basically elicits from Billick the rationale for the policy of putting down dogs

         with a history of biting humans. It’s a public safety issue and one that is consistent in localities across the country. It

         would be irresponsible to send a dog like that back into civilized society, because of the likelihood that he could strike

         again.

      


      Hatchet offers me the opportunity for a “brief” cross- examination, and I begin with “Mr. Billick, what happens if a dog bites

         someone, but the owner does not bring it to a shelter to be put down?”

      


      “If someone reports being bitten and is treated by a doctor or a hospital emergency room, then the dog is quarantined either

         at a shelter or a veterinarian’s office for ten days, in order to make sure the dog does not have rabies.”

      


      “So let’s say I had a dog that bit someone. I could keep the dog at my vet for the ten days?”


      “Yes.”


      “And after the ten days are up?” I ask.


      “Assuming he didn’t have rabies, you could bring him home.”


      “Wouldn’t that put the public at risk of the dog biting again?”


      He nods. “It would. But you would have signed a document accepting future responsibility.”


      “So I as the owner can have the dog back, simply by accepting responsibility for his future actions?”


      “That is correct,” he says.


      “What does it mean to be the owner of a dog?” I ask.


      “I don’t understand.”


      “I mean, in the eyes of the animal control system, if I buy a dog, I then own it?”


      He nods. “Yes.”


      “And then that ownership means I have responsibility for it?”


      “Yes.”


      “What if I sell it?” I ask.


      Hatchet cuts in. “Mr. Carpenter, do you remember my use of the word ‘brief’?”


      I nod. “I do, Your Honor. I committed it to memory. I’m almost finished here.”


      He lets me continue, so I repeat the question for Billick. “And if I sell the dog? Who owns it then?”


      He seems confused. “Well, the person you sell it to.”


      I walk over to the defense table, and Kevin hands me two pieces of paper. I then bring them over to the bench. “Your Honor,

         I would like to submit these two documents as defense exhibits one and two.”

      


      “What is their substance?” Hatchet asks.


      “Number one is a bill of sale, confirming that Warren Shaheen sold me the dog referred to as ‘Yogi’ yesterday afternoon for

         the sum of fifty dollars. Number two is my declaration of ownership and my intention to take full responsibility for Yogi

         as his sole owner.”

      


      “So you are now the dog’s owner?” Hatchet asks.


      “Yes, Your Honor. Under the terms of ownership as Mr. Billick has just defined them.”


      Hatchet thinks for a moment, then turns to Billick. “Give the man his dog.”


      “Yes, Your Honor.” Billick says, smiling himself as the gallery breaks out in applause.


      We’ve won, but I can’t help myself. “Your Honor, a dog’s honor was besmirched here. I would like to call a trainer to the

         witness stand, to testify that Yogi is a sweet and loving dog.”

      


      “Mr. Carpenter…,” Hatchet says. He usually doesn’t have to say any more, but I’m having fun with this, so I continue.


      “Your Honor, Yogi now has his freedom, but where does he go to get back his reputation?”


      “Perhaps it would help if I held his lawyer in contempt,” Hatchet says. I’m not sure, but I actually may see a twinkle in

         his eye.

      


      “Have a lovely day, Your Honor.”


      With that, he slams down his gavel. “This hearing is concluded.”
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      IT HAS TAKEN a while, but I finally understand the joy of sex, and I am now prepared to reveal it to the world.

      


      The purest joy of sex comes from not having to think about it.


      About a year ago the person who filled the double role of private investigator and undisputed love of my life, Laurie Collins,

         left to become the chief of police of Findlay, Wisconsin, her hometown.

      


      We had no contact whatsoever for the next four and a half months, as I tried to convince myself that I hated her. It worked

         until she called me and asked me to come to Wisconsin to take on a case of a young man accused of a double homicide but whom

         she considered innocent.

      


      I spent four months in the frozen tundra, won the case, ate a lot of bratwurst, and reconnected with Laurie. When it was time

         to leave, neither of us could bear the prospect of splitting up again, so we agreed to maintain a long- distance relationship,

         seeing each other whenever either of us could get away. It’s worked fairly well; since then I’ve gone to Wisconsin three times,

         and she’s come to Paterson once.

      


      The point of all this is that I no longer have to think about sex or wonder if and when I’m going to have it. When I see Laurie,

         I’m going to, and when we’re apart, I’m not. It’s incredibly freeing, and pretty much the first time since high school that

         I’ve spent no time at all wondering whether sex was imminent or possible.

      


      There are other, side benefits as well. For instance, I save gallons of water by cutting back on showers. I always want to

         be clean, but I don’t have to be “naked in bed with someone” clean, when there’s no chance that’s going to happen. I don’t

         have to wash the sheets as often; my mouthwash frequency is cut by at least 30 percent… The positives go on and on.

      


      I haven’t talked to Laurie since the Yogi thing began. We usually try to speak every night, but she’s at a police convention

         in Chicago, and I’ve been pretty busy, so we’ve traded phone messages. I’m not the most sociable guy in the world, and most

         of the time when I call people I hope their machine answers. This is not the case with Laurie.

      


      The phone is ringing as I walk in after returning from court, and when I pick up I hear her voice. It’s amazing how comforting,

         how welcoming, how knowing one voice can be. Think Patsy Cline with a New Jersey accent.

      


      I admit it. I may be a little over the top about Laurie.


      “Congratulations,” she says. “I just missed a panel on the use of Taser guns watching you on television.”


      “I’m sure it was stunning,” I say.


      “You were great. I was proud of you.”


      “I meant the Taser gun panel must have been stunning. It was a Taser gun joke.”


      “Now I’m a little less proud. What are you going to do with Yogi?” she asks.


      “Find him a good home. He can stay here until I do, although I haven’t quite discussed it with Tara yet.”


      “You think she’ll mind?”


      “I think I’ll have to give her an entire box of biscuits as a payoff, but she’ll be okay with it.”


      “When do you get him?” she asks.


      “I’m supposed to be back at the shelter at three o’clock.”


      “Seriously, Andy, I thought what you did was great.”


      I shrug off the compliment, and we talk about when we are going to see each other. She has two weeks vacation owed to her,

         and she’s coming in at the end of the month. It’ll mean showering more, but it’s a small price to pay.

      


      After speaking to Laurie, I do a couple of radio interviews about our victory in court and then head to the shelter to secure

         my client’s freedom. There is a large media contingent staking out the place, and it takes me ten minutes to get inside.

      


      Fred is waiting for me, a big smile on his face. There aren’t too many happy stories in his job, and he’s obviously relishing

         this one. “I gave him a bath,” Fred says. “Wait till you see how great he looks.”

      


      We go back to the quarantine section, and he gives me the honor of taking Yogi out of the cage. Yogi does, in fact, look great,

         freshly scrubbed and wagging his tail at the prospect of imminent freedom.

      


      Yogi and I leave, having once again to go through the media throng to get to the car. I’ve said all I have to say, and Yogi

         doesn’t even bother barking a “no comment.” We both just want to get the hell out of here.

      


      When we get home I lead Yogi directly into the backyard. I then go into the house and bring Tara back there as well, feeling

         that somehow the meeting will go better outside. It goes amazingly well; Tara doesn’t seem to show any jealousy at all. My

         guess is, I’ll hear about it later when we’re alone, but right now she’s the gracious hostess.

      


      I grab a pair of leashes, planning to take them for a walk in Eastside Park, which is about five blocks from my house. We’re

         halfway down the block, walking at a leisurely pace, when I hear a voice.

      


      “Reggie!”


      Suddenly, instead of holding two leashes, I’m only holding one, Tara’s. Yogi has taken off like a track star exploding out

         of the blocks, surprising me and breaking out of my grip on his leash.

      


      I panic for a moment, fearful that he will run into the street and get hit by a car. I turn to see that he is still on the

         sidewalk, running in the other direction toward a young woman, perhaps in her early twenties. The woman is down on one knee,

         waiting for Yogi to arrive. She doesn’t have to wait long; for a middle aged dog, Yogi can really motor.

      


      Yogi takes off about five feet from her, flying and landing on her. She rolls back, laughing, with him on top of her. They

         roll and hug for about fifteen seconds; I’m not sure I’ve ever seen a happier human or dog.

      


      Tara and I walk back to them; Tara seems as surprised by this turn of events as I am. As we reach them, the woman is struggling

         to get to her feet, no easy job since Yogi is still draped all over her.

      


      “I have a hunch you two know each other,” I say, displaying my gift for understatement.


      She is giggling and, apparently, incredibly excited. “We sure do. We sure do. God, do we ever!”


      “I’m Andy Carpenter,” I say.


      She nods again. “I know. I saw you and Reggie on television,” she gushes. “I followed you here from the shelter. I’m Karen

         Evans.”

      


      “His real name is Reggie?” I ask.


      “Yup. He was my brother’s dog. My brother is Richard Evans.”


      She says the name as if it’s supposed to mean something to me. “How can you be sure it’s him?” I ask, though from Yogi’s—or

         Reggie’s—reaction I have little doubt that she’s telling the truth.

      


      “The cut marks. My brother rescued him from a shelter when he was a year old. He had the marks then, and the vet had said

         that his previous owner had wired his jaw shut, maybe to stop him from barking. Is that the most awful thing you’ve ever heard?”

      


      “How would the vet know that?” I ask.


      “If you look, you’ll see that there are faint cut marks under his mouth as well. It’s from the wire being wrapped around.”


      I hadn’t noticed that, but I look under his mouth, and sure enough, there they are. If there was any doubt she was telling

         the truth, that doubt has now been eliminated.

      


      The Golden Retriever Formerly Known as Yogi starts tapping Karen with his paw, in an effort to get her to resume petting him.

         She starts laughing again and obliges. “Mr. Carpenter—”

      


      “Andy.”


      “Andy, do you realize how unbelievably amazing this is?”


      “It really is,” I say, though that seems to be a little strong. She seems like the type who finds a lot of things to be unbelievably

         amazing.

      


      “It’s a miracle,” she proclaims.


      “Hmmm,” I say cleverly, not quite wanting to sign on to the “miracle” description.


      She looks at me strangely. “You don’t know what’s going on, do you?” she asks as she realizes that, in fact, I don’t know

         what’s going on.

      


      “Maybe not,” I say.


      “My brother is Richard Evans. This is his dog.”


      “I understand that,” I say.


      “Mr. Carpenter… Andy… the State of New Jersey says that this dog has been dead for five years.”
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      ONCE WE’RE IN my house, Karen reminds me why I should remember Richard Evans.

      


      He was a U.S. Customs inspector, working at the Port of Newark, who kept his own small private boat at a pier near there.

         One evening more than five and a half years ago he went out on that boat off the Jersey coast with his fiancée, Stacy Harriman,

         and his dog, Reggie.

      


      At about nine o’clock a significant storm was coming in, and word went out to the private boats in the area to get to shore.

         All of them did except for Richard’s, which was off the coast near Asbury Park, and the Coast Guard sent out a cutter to escort

         it in.

      


      When the Coast Guard arrived, no one on the boat responded to their calls, and they decided to board it. They found Richard

         alone and unconscious on the floor of the deck below, an empty bottle of sleeping pills nearby. There was no sign of a suicide

         note, and the coastguardsmen had no way to know that anyone else had been on board.

      


      Richard spent three days in a coma while the police investigated the circumstances. Long before he regained consciousness,

         they were aware that Stacy and the dog had been on the boat when it sailed, and they had found traces of blood on the floor

         and railing of the boat. He was immediately arrested and taken into custody.

      


      Three weeks later a woman’s decomposed body washed ashore, soon identified by DNA as that of Stacy Harriman. Richard was tried

         for the murder. The scenario the prosecution posed was a murder-suicide, and there was no way for the defense to counter it

         effectively. The case was not a huge media event, but as a local defense attorney I had some awareness of it.

      


      The dog’s body was never found.


      “This is the dog,” Karen says. “Reggie. You saw how he reacted to me. There’s no doubt about it.”


      “It certainly seems like it,” I agree.


      “So will you help me?” she asks.


      “How?”
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