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PART ONE



      —Rope a Dope


      1992














      

      

      
One



            

      Everybody lies.


      

      Cops lie. Lawyers lie. Witnesses lie. The victims lie.


      

      A trial is a contest of lies. And everybody in the courtroom knows this. The judge knows this. Even the jury knows this. They

         come into the building knowing they will be lied to. They take their seats in the box and agree to be lied to.

      


      

      The trick if you are sitting at the defense table is to be patient. To wait. Not for just any lie. But for the one you can

         grab on to and forge like hot iron into a sharpened blade. You then use that blade to rip the case open and spill its guts

         out on the floor.

      


      

      That’s my job, to forge the blade. To sharpen it. To use it without mercy or conscience. To be the truth in a place where

         everybody lies.

      


      

   











      

      

      
Two



      

      I was in the fourth day of trial in Department 109 in the downtown Criminal Courts Building when I got the lie that became

         the blade that ripped the case open. My client, Barnett Woodson, was riding two murder charges all the way to the steel-gray

         room in San Quentin where they serve you Jesus juice direct through the arm.

      


      

      Woodson, a twenty-seven-year-old drug dealer from Compton, was accused of robbing and killing two college students from Westwood.

         They had wanted to buy cocaine from him. He decided instead to take their money and kill them both with a sawed-off shotgun.

         Or so the prosecution said. It was a black-on-white crime and that made things bad enough for Woodson—especially coming just

         four months after the riots that had torn the city apart. But what made his situation even worse was that the killer had attempted

         to hide the crime by weighing down the two bodies and dropping them into the Hollywood Reservoir. They stayed down for four

         days before popping to the surface like apples in a barrel. Rotten apples. The idea of dead bodies moldering in the reservoir

         that was a primary source of the city’s drinking water caused a collective twist in the community’s guts. When Woodson was

         linked by phone records to the dead men and arrested, the public outrage directed toward him was almost palpable. The District

         Attorney’s Office promptly announced it would seek the death penalty.

      


      

      The case against Woodson, however, wasn’t all that palpable. It was constructed largely of circumstantial evidence—the phone

         records—and the testimony of witnesses who were criminals themselves. And state’s witness Ronald Torrance sat front and center

         in this group. He claimed that Woodson confessed the killings to him.

      


      

      Torrance had been housed on the same floor of the Men’s Central Jail as Woodson. Both men were kept in a high-power module

         that contained sixteen single-prisoner cells on two tiers that opened onto a dayroom. At the time, all sixteen prisoners in

         the module were black, following the routine but questionable jail procedure of “segregating for safety,” which entailed dividing

         prisoners according to race and gang affiliation to avoid confrontations and violence. Torrance was awaiting trial on robbery

         and aggravated assault charges stemming from his involvement in looting during the riots. High-power detainees had six a.m.

         to six p.m. access to the dayroom, where they ate and played cards at tables and otherwise interacted under the watchful eyes

         of guards in an overhead glass booth. According to Torrance, it was at one of these tables that my client had confessed to

         killing the two Westside boys.

      


      

      The prosecution went out of its way to make Torrance presentable and believable to the jury, which had only three black members.

         He was given a shave, his hair was taken out of cornrows and trimmed short and he was dressed in a pale blue suit with no

         tie when he arrived in court on the fourth day of Woodson’s trial. In direct testimony elicited by Jerry Vincent, the prosecutor,

         Torrance described the conversation he allegedly had with Woodson one morning at one of the picnic tables. Woodson not only

         confessed to the killings, he said, but furnished Torrance with many of the telling details of the murders. The point made

         clear to the jury was that these were details that only the true killer would know.

      


      

      During the testimony, Vincent kept Torrance on a tight leash with long questions designed to elicit short answers. The questions

         were overloaded to the point of being leading but I didn’t bother objecting, even when Judge Companioni looked at me with

         raised eyebrows, practically begging me to jump in. But I didn’t object, because I wanted the counterpoint. I wanted the jury

         to see what the prosecution was doing. When it was my turn, I was going to let Torrance run with his answers while I hung

         back and waited for the blade.

      


      

      Vincent finished his direct at eleven a.m. and the judge asked me if I wanted to take an early lunch before I began my cross.

         I told him no, I didn’t need or want a break. I said it like I was disgusted and couldn’t wait another hour to get at the

         man on the stand. I stood up and took a big, thick file and a legal pad with me to the lectern.

      


      

      “Mr. Torrance, my name is Michael Haller. I work for the Public Defender’s Office and represent Barnett Woodson. Have we met

         before?”

      


      

      “No, sir.”


      

      “I didn’t think so. But you and the defendant, Mr. Woodson, you two go back a long way, correct?”


      

      Torrance gave an “aw, shucks” smile. But I had done the due diligence on him and I knew exactly who I was dealing with. He

         was thirty-two years old and had spent a third of his life in jails and prisons. His schooling had ended in the fourth grade

         when he stopped going to school and no parent seemed to notice or care. Under the state’s three-strike law, he was facing

         the lifetime achievement award if convicted of charges he robbed and beat the female manager of a coin laundry.

         The crime had been committed during three days of rioting and looting that ripped through the city after the not-guilty verdicts

         were announced in the trial of four police officers accused of the excessive beating of Rodney King, a black motorist pulled

         over for driving erratically. In short, Torrance had good reason to help the state take down Barnett Woodson.

      


      

      “Well, we go back a few months is all,” Torrance said. “To high-power.”


      

      “Did you say ‘higher power’?” I asked, playing dumb. “Are you talking about a church or some sort of religious connection?”


      

      “No, high-power module. In county.”


      

      “So you’re talking about jail, correct?”


      

      “That’s right.”


      

      “So you’re telling me that you didn’t know Barnett Woodson before that?”


      

      I asked the question with surprise in my voice.


      

      “No, sir. We met for the first time in the jail.”


      

      I made a note on the legal pad as if this were an important concession.


      

      “So then, let’s do the math, Mr. Torrance. Barnett Woodson was transferred into the high-power module where you were already

         residing on the fifth of September earlier this year. Do you remember that?”

      


      

      “Yeah, I remember him coming in, yeah.”


      

      “And why were you there in high-power?”


      

      Vincent stood and objected, saying I was covering ground he had already trod in direct testimony. I argued that I was looking

         for a fuller explanation of Torrance’s incarceration, and Judge Companioni allowed me the leeway. He told Torrance to answer

         the question.

      


      

      “Like I said, I got a count of assault and one of robbery.”


      

      “And these alleged crimes took place during the riots, is that correct?”


      

      With the anti-police climate permeating the city’s minority communities since even before the riots, I had fought during jury

         selection to get as many blacks and browns on the panel as I could. But here was a chance to work on the five white jurors

         the prosecution had been able to get by me. I wanted them to know that the man the prosecution was hanging so much of its

         case on was one of those responsible for the images they saw on their television sets back in May.

      


      

      “Yeah, I was out there like everybody else,” Torrance answered. “Cops get away with too much in this town, you ask me.”


      

      I nodded like I agreed.


      

      “And your response to the injustice of the verdicts in the Rodney King beating case was to go out and rob a sixty-two-year-old

         woman and knock her unconscious with a steel trash can? Is that correct, sir?”

      


      

      Torrance looked over at the prosecution table and then past Vincent to his own lawyer, sitting in the first row of the gallery.

         Whether or not they had earlier rehearsed a response to this question, his legal team couldn’t help Torrance now. He was on

         his own.

      


      

      “I didn’t do that,” he finally said.


      

      “You’re innocent of the crime you are charged with?”


      

      “That’s right.”


      

      “What about looting? You committed no crimes during the riots?”


      

      After a pause and another glance at his attorney, Torrance said, “I take the fifth on that.”


      

      As expected. I then took Torrance through a series of questions designed so that he had no choice but to incriminate himself

         or refuse to answer under the protections of the Fifth Amendment. Finally, after he took the nickel six times, the judge grew

         weary of the point being made over and over and prodded me back to the case at hand. I reluctantly complied.

      


      

      “All right, enough about you, Mr. Torrance,” I said. “Let’s get back to you and Mr. Woodson. You knew the details of this

         double-murder case before you even met Mr. Woodson in lockup?”

      


      

      “No, sir.”


      

      “Are you sure? It got a lot of attention.”


      

      “I been in jail, man.”


      

      “They don’t have television or newspapers in jail?”


      

      “I don’t read no papers and the module’s TV been broke since I got there. We made a fuss and they said they’d fix it but they

         ain’t fixed shit.”

      


      

      The judge admonished Torrance to check his language and the witness apologized. I moved on.


      

      “According to the jail’s records, Mr. Woodson arrived in the high-power module on the fifth of September and, according to

         the state’s discovery material, you contacted the prosecution on October second to report his alleged confession. Does that

         sound right to you?”

      


      

      “Yeah, that sounds right.”


      

      “Well, not to me, Mr. Torrance. You are telling this jury that a man accused of a double murder and facing the possible death

         penalty confessed to a man he had known for less than four weeks?”

      


      

      Torrance shrugged before answering.


      

      “That’s what happened.”


      

      “So you say. What will you get from the prosecution if Mr. Woodson is convicted of these crimes?”


      

      “I don’t know. Nobody has promised me nothing.”


      

      “With your prior record and the charges you currently face, you are looking at more than fifteen years in prison if you’re

         convicted, correct?”

      


      

      “I don’t know about any of that.”


      

      “You don’t?”


      

      “No, sir. I let my lawyer handle all that.”


      

      “He hasn’t told you that if you don’t do something about this, you might go to prison for a long, long time?”


      

      “He hasn’t told me none of that.”


      

      “I see. What have you asked the prosecutor for in exchange for your testimony?”


      

      “Nothing. I don’t want nothing.”


      

      “So then, you are testifying here because you believe it is your duty as a citizen, is that correct?”


      

      The sarcasm in my voice was unmistakable.


      

      “That’s right,” Torrance responded indignantly.


      

      I held the thick file up over the lectern so he could see it.


      

      “Do you recognize this file, Mr. Torrance?”


      

      “No. Not that I recall, I don’t.”


      

      “You sure you don’t remember seeing it in Mr. Woodson’s cell?”


      

      “Never been in his cell.”


      

      “Are you sure that you didn’t sneak in there and look through his discovery file while Mr. Woodson was in the dayroom or in

         the shower or maybe in court sometime?”

      


      

      “No, I did not.”


      

      “My client had many of the investigative documents relating to his prosecution in his cell. These contained several of the

         details you testified to this morning. You don’t think that is suspicious?”

      


      

      Torrance shook his head.


      

      “No. All I know is that he sat there at the table and told me what he’d done. He was feeling poorly about it and opened up

         to me. It ain’t my fault people open up to me.”

      


      

      I nodded as if sympathetic to the burden Torrance carried as a man others confided in—especially when it came to double murders.


      

      “Of course not, Mr. Torrance. Now, can you tell the jury exactly what he said to you? And don’t use the shorthand you used

         when Mr. Vincent was asking the questions. I want to hear exactly what my client told you. Give us his words, please.”

      


      

      Torrance paused as if to probe his memory and compose his thoughts.


      

      “Well,” he finally said, “we were sittin’ there, the both of us by ourselves, and he just started talkin’ about feelin’ bad

         about what he’d done. I asked him, ‘What’d you do?’ and he told me about that night he killed the two fellas and how he felt

         pretty rough about it.”

      


      

      The truth is short. Lies are long. I wanted to get Torrance talking in long form, something Vincent had successfully avoided.

         Jailhouse snitches have something in common with all con men and professional liars. They seek to hide the con in misdirection

         and banter. They wrap cotton around their lies. But in all of that fluff you often find the key to revealing the big lie.

      


      

      Vincent objected again, saying the witness had already answered the questions I was asking and I was simply badgering him

         at this point.

      


      

      “Your Honor,” I responded, “this witness is putting a confession in my client’s mouth. As far as the defense is concerned,

         this is the case right here. The court would be remiss if it did not allow me to fully explore the content and context of

         such damaging testimony.”

      


      

      Judge Companioni was nodding in agreement before I finished the last sentence. He overruled Vincent’s objection and told me

         to proceed. I turned my attention back to the witness and spoke with impatience in my voice.

      


      

      “Mr. Torrance, you are still summarizing. You claim Mr. Woodson confessed to the murders. So then, tell the jury what he said

         to you. What were the exact words he said to you when he confessed to this crime?”

      


      

      Torrance nodded as if he were just then realizing what I was asking for.


      

      “The first thing he said to me was ‘Man, I feel bad.’ And I said, ‘For what, my brother?’ He said he kept thinking about those

         two guys. I didn’t know what he was talking about ’cause, like I said, I hadn’t heard nothin’ about the case, you know? So

         I said, ‘What two guys?’ and he said, ‘The two niggers I dumped in the reservoir.’ I asked what it was all about and he told

         me about blasting them both with a shorty and wrappin’ them up in chicken wire and such. He said, ‘I made one bad mistake’

         and I asked him what it was. He said, ‘I shoulda taken a knife and opened up their bellies so they wouldn’t end up floatin’

         to the top the way they did.’ And that was what he told me.”

      


      

      In my peripheral vision I had seen Vincent flinch in the middle of Torrance’s long answer. And I knew why. I carefully moved

         in with the blade.

      


      

      “Did Mr. Woodson use that word? He called the victims ‘niggers’?”


      

      “Yeah, he said that.”


      

      I hesitated as I worked on the phrasing of the next question. I knew Vincent was waiting to object if I gave him the opening.

         I could not ask Torrance to interpret. I couldn’t use the word “why” when it came to Woodson’s meaning or motivation. That

         was objectionable.

      


      

      “Mr. Torrance, in the black community the word ‘nigger’ could mean different things, could it not?”


      

      “’Spose.”


      

      “Is that a yes?”


      

      “Yes.”


      

      “The defendant is African-American, correct?”


      

      Torrance laughed.


      

      “Looks like it to me.”


      

      “As are you, correct, sir?”


      

      Torrance started to laugh again.


      

      “Since I was born,” he said.


      

      The judge tapped his gavel once and looked at me.


      

      “Mr. Haller, is this really necessary?”


      

      “I apologize, Your Honor.”


      

      “Please move on.”


      

      “Mr. Torrance, when Mr. Woodson used that word, as you say he did, did it shock you?”


      

      Torrance rubbed his chin as he thought about the question. Then he shook his head.


      

      “Not really.”


      

      “Why weren’t you shocked, Mr. Torrance?”


      

      “I guess it’s ’cause I hear it all a’ time, man.”


      

      “From other black men?”


      

      “That’s right. I heard it from white folks, too.”


      

      “Well, when fellow black men use that word, like you say Mr. Woodson did, who are they talking about?”


      

      Vincent objected, saying that Torrance could not speak for what other men were talking about. Companioni sustained the objection

         and I took a moment to rework the path to the answer I wanted.

      


      

      “Okay, Mr. Torrance,” I finally said. “Let’s talk only about you, then, okay? Do you use that word on occasion?”


      

      “I think I have.”


      

      “All right, and when you have used it, who were you referring to?”


      

      Torrance shrugged.


      

      “Other fellas.”


      

      “Other black men?”


      

      “That’s right.”


      

      “Have you ever on occasion referred to white men as niggers?”


      

      Torrance shook his head.


      

      “No.”


      

      “Okay, so then, what did you take the meaning to be when Barnett Woodson described the two men who were dumped in the reservoir

         as niggers?”

      


      

      Vincent moved in his seat, going through the body language of making an objection but not verbally following through with

         it. He must have known it would be useless. I had led Torrance down the path and he was mine.

      


      

      Torrance answered the question.


      

      “I took it that they were black and he killed ’em both.”


      

      Now Vincent’s body language changed again. He sank a little bit in his seat because he knew his gamble in putting a jailhouse

         snitch on the witness stand had just come up snake eyes.

      


      

      I looked up at Judge Companioni. He knew what was coming as well.


      

      “Your Honor, may I approach the witness?”


      

      “You may,” the judge said.


      

      I walked to the witness stand and put the file down in front of Torrance. It was legal size, well worn and faded orange—a

         color used by county jailers to denote private legal documents that an inmate is authorized to possess.

      


      

      “Okay, Mr. Torrance, I have placed before you a file in which Mr. Woodson keeps discovery documents provided to him in jail

         by his attorneys. I ask you once again if you recognize it.”

      


      

      “I seen a lotta orange files in high-power. It don’t mean I seen that one.”


      

      “You are saying you never saw Mr. Woodson with his file?”


      

      “I don’t rightly remember.”


      

      “Mr. Torrance, you were with Mr. Woodson in the same module for thirty-two days. You testified he confided in you and confessed

         to you. Are you saying you never saw him with that file?”

      


      

      He didn’t answer at first. I had backed him into a no-win corner. I waited. If he continued to claim he had never seen the

         file, then his claim of a confession from Woodson would be suspect in the eyes of the jury. If he finally conceded that he

         was familiar with the file, then he opened a big door for me.

      


      

      “What’m saying is that I seen him with his file but I never looked at what was in it.”


      

      Bang. I had him.


      

      “Then, I’ll ask you to open the file and inspect it.”


      

      The witness followed the instruction and looked from side to side at the open file. I went back to the lectern, checking on

         Vincent on my way. His eyes were downcast and his face was pale.

      


      

      “What do you see when you open the file, Mr. Torrance?”


      

      “One side’s got photos of two bodies on the ground. They’re stapled in there—the photos, I mean. And the other side is a bunch

         of documents and reports and such.”

      


      

      “Could you read from the first document there on the right side? Just read the first line of the summary.”


      

      “No, I can’t read.”


      

      “You can’t read at all?”


      

      “Not really. I didn’t get the schooling.”


      

      “Can you read any of the words that are next to the boxes that are checked at the top of the summary?”


      

      Torrance looked down at the file and his eyebrows came together in concentration. I knew that his reading skills had been

         tested during his last stint in prison and were determined to be at the lowest measurable level—below second-grade skills.

      


      

      “Not really,” he said. “I can’t read.”


      

      I quickly walked over to the defense table and grabbed another file and a Sharpie pen out of my briefcase. I went back to

         the lectern and quickly printed the word CAUCASIAN on the outside of the file in large block letters. I held the file up so that Torrance, as well as the jury, could see it.

      


      

      “Mr. Torrance, this is one of the words checked on the summary. Can you read this word?”


      

      Vincent immediately stood but Torrance was already shaking his head and looking thoroughly humiliated. Vincent objected to

         the demonstration without proper foundation and Companioni sustained. I expected him to. I was just laying the groundwork

         for my next move with the jury and I was sure most of them had seen the witness shake his head.

      


      

      “Okay, Mr. Torrance,” I said. “Let’s move to the other side of the file. Could you describe the bodies in the photos?”


      

      “Um, two men. It looks like they opened up some chicken wire and some tarps and they’re laying there. A bunch a police is

         there investigatin’ and takin’ pictures.”

      


      

      “What race are the men on the tarps?”


      

      “They’re black.”


      

      “Have you ever seen those photographs before, Mr. Torrance?”


      

      Vincent stood to object to my question as having previously been asked and answered. But it was like holding up a hand to

         stop a bullet. The judge sternly told him he could take his seat. It was his way of telling the prosecutor he was going to

         have to just sit back and take what was coming. You put the liar on the stand, you take the fall with him.

      


      

      “You may answer the question, Mr. Torrance,” I said after Vincent sat down. “Have you ever seen those photographs before?”


      

      “No, sir, not before right now.”


      

      “Would you agree that the pictures portray what you described to us earlier? That being the bodies of two slain black men?”


      

      “That’s what it looks like. But I ain’t seen the picture before, just what he tell me.”


      

      “Are you sure?”


      

      “Something like these I wouldn’t forget.”


      

      “You’ve told us Mr. Woodson confessed to killing two black men, but he is on trial for killing two white men. Wouldn’t you

         agree that it appears that he didn’t confess to you at all?”

      


      

      “No, he confessed. He told me he killed those two.”


      

      I looked up at the judge.


      

      “Your Honor, the defense asks that the file in front of Mr. Torrance be admitted into evidence as defense exhibit one.”


      

      Vincent made a lack-of-foundation objection but Companioni overruled.


      

      “It will be admitted and we’ll let the jury decide whether Mr. Torrance has or hasn’t seen the photographs and contents of

         the file.”

      


      

      I was on a roll and decided to go all in.


      

      “Thank you,” I said. “Your Honor, now might also be a good time for the prosecutor to reacquaint his witness with the penalties

         for perjury.”

      


      

      It was a dramatic move made for the benefit of the jury. I was expecting I would have to continue with Torrance and eviscerate

         him with the blade of his own lie. But Vincent stood and asked the judge to recess the trial while he conferred with opposing

         counsel.

      


      

      This told me I had just saved Barnett Woodson’s life.


      

      “The defense has no objection,” I told the judge.


      

   











      

      

      
Three



      

      

      After the jury filed out of the box, I returned to the defense table as the courtroom deputy was moving in to cuff my client

         and take him back to the courtroom holding cell.

      


      

      “That guy’s a lying sack of shit,” Woodson whispered to me. “I didn’t kill two black guys. They were white.”


      

      My hope was that the deputy hadn’t heard that.


      

      “Why don’t you shut the fuck up?” I whispered right back. “And next time you see that lying sack of shit in lockup, you ought

         to shake his hand. Because of his lies the prosecutor’s about to come off of the death penalty and float a deal. I’ll be back

         there to tell you about it as soon as I get it.”

      


      

      Woodson shook his head dramatically.


      

      “Yeah, well, maybe I don’t want no deal now. They put a goddamn liar on the stand, man. This whole case should go down the

         toilet. We can win this motherfucker, Haller. Don’t take no deal.”

      


      

      I stared at Woodson for a moment. I had just saved his life but he wanted more. He felt entitled because the state hadn’t

         played fair—never mind responsibility for the two kids he had just admitted to killing.

      


      

      “Don’t get greedy, Barnett,” I told him. “I’ll be back with the news as soon as I get it.”


      

      The deputy took him through the steel door that led to the holding cells attached to the courtroom. I watched him go. I had

         no false conceptions about Barnett Woodson. I had never directly asked him but I knew he had killed those two Westside boys.

         That wasn’t my concern. My job was to test the state’s case against him with the best of my skills—that’s how the system worked.

         I had done that and had been given the blade. I would now use it to improve his situation significantly, but Woodson’s dream

         of walking away from those two bodies that had turned black in the water was not in the cards. He might not have understood

         this but his underpaid and underappreciated public defender certainly did.

      


      

      After the courtroom cleared, Vincent and I were left looking at each other from our respective tables.


      

      “So,” I said.


      

      Vincent shook his head.


      

      “First of all,” he said. “I want to make it clear that obviously I didn’t know Torrance was lying.”


      

      “Sure.”


      

      “Why would I sabotage my own case like this?”


      

      I waved off the mea culpa.


      

      “Look, Jerry, don’t bother. I told you in pretrial that the guy had copped the discovery my client had in his cell. It’s common

         sense. My guy wouldn’t have said shit to your guy, a perfect stranger, and everybody knew it except you.”

      


      

      Vincent emphatically shook his head.


      

      “I did not know it, Haller. He came forward, was vetted by one of our best investigators, and there was no indication of a

         lie, no matter how improbable it would seem that your client talked to him.”

      


      

      I laughed that off in an unfriendly way.


      

      “Not ‘talked’ to him, Jerry. Confessed to him. A little difference there. So you better check with this prized investigator of yours because he isn’t worth the

         county paycheck.”

      


      

      “Look, he told me the guy couldn’t read, so there was no way he could have gotten what he knew out of the discovery. He didn’t

         mention the photos.”

      


      

      “Exactly, and that’s why you should find yourself a new investigator. And I’ll tell you what, Jerry. I’m usually pretty reasonable

         about this sort of stuff. I try to go along to get along with the DA’s office. But I gave you fair warning about this guy.

         So after the break, I’m going to gut him right there on the stand and all you’re going to be able to do is sit there and watch.”

      


      

      I was in full outrage now, and a lot of it was real.


      

      “It’s called ‘rope a dope.’ But when I’m done with Torrance, he’s not the only one who’s going to look like a dope. That jury’s

         going to know that you either knew this guy was a liar or you were too dumb to realize it. Either way, you’re not coming off

         too good.”

      


      

      Vincent looked down blankly at the prosecution table and calmly straightened the case files stacked in front of him. He spoke

         in a quiet voice.

      


      

      “I don’t want you going forward with the cross,” he said.


      

      “Fine. Then, cut the denials and the bullshit and give me a dispo I can—”


      

      “I’ll drop the death penalty. Twenty-five to life without.”


      

      I shook my head without hesitation.


      

      “That’s not going to do it. The last thing Woodson said before they took him back was that he was willing to roll the dice.

         To be exact, he said, ‘We can win this motherfucker.’ And I think he could be right.”

      


      

      “Then, what do you want, Haller?”


      

      “I’ll go fifteen max. I think I can sell that to him.”


      

      Vincent emphatically shook his head.


      

      “No way. They’ll send me back to filing buy-busts if I give you that for two cold-blooded murders. My best offer is twenty-five

         with parole. That’s it. Under current guidelines he could be out in sixteen, seventeen years. Not bad for what he did, killing

         two kids like that.”

      


      

      I looked at him, trying to read his face, looking for the tell. I decided I believed it was going to be the best he would

         do. And he was right, it wasn’t a bad deal for what Barnett Woodson had done.

      


      

      “I don’t know,” I said. “I think he’ll say roll the dice.”


      

      Vincent shook his head and looked at me.


      

      “Then, you’ll have to sell it to him, Haller. Because I can’t go lower and if you continue the cross, then my career in the

         DA’s office is probably finished.”

      


      

      Now I hesitated before responding.


      

      “Wait a minute, what are you saying, Jerry? That I have to clean your mess up for you? I catch you with your pants around

         your ankles and it’s my client that has to take it in the ass?”

      


      

      “I’m saying it’s a fair offer to a man who is guilty as sin. More than fair. Go talk to him and work your magic, Mick. Convince

         him. We both know you’re not long for the Public Defender’s Office. You might need a favor from me someday when you’re out

         there in the big bad world with no steady paycheck coming in.”

      


      

      I just stared back at him, registering the quid pro quo of the offer. I help him and somewhere down the line he helps me,

         and Barnett Woodson does an extra couple of years in stir.

      


      

      “He’ll be lucky to last five years in there, let alone twenty,” Vincent said. “What’s the difference to him? But you and I?

         We’re going places, Mickey. We can help each other here.”

      


      

      I nodded slowly. Vincent was only a few years older than me but was trying to act like some kind of wise old sage.


      

      “The thing is, Jerry, if I did what you suggest, then I’d never be able to look another client in the eye again. I think I’d

         end up being the dope that got roped.”

      


      

      I stood up and gathered my files. My plan was to go back and tell Barnett Woodson to roll the dice and let me see what I could

         do.

      


      

      “I’ll see you after the break,” I said.


      

      And then I walked away.
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Four



      

      

      It was a little early in the week for Lorna Taylor to be calling and checking on me. Usually she waited until at least Thursday.

         Never Tuesday. I picked up the phone, thinking it was more than a check-in call.

      


      

      “Lorna?”


      

      “Mickey, where’ve you been? I’ve been calling all morning.”


      

      “I went for my run. I just got out of the shower. You okay?”


      

      “I’m fine. Are you?”


      

      “Sure. What is—?”


      

      “You got a forthwith from Judge Holder. She wants to see you—like an hour ago.”


      

      This gave me pause.


      

      “About what?”


      

      “I don’t know. All I know is first Michaela called, then the judge herself called. That usually doesn’t happen. She wanted

         to know why you weren’t responding.”

      


      

      I knew that Michaela was Michaela Gill, the judge’s clerk. And Mary Townes Holder was the chief judge of the Los Angeles Superior

         Court. The fact that she had called personally didn’t make it sound like they were inviting me to the annual justice ball.

         Mary Townes Holder didn’t call lawyers without a good reason.

      


      

      “What did you tell her?”


      

      “I just said you didn’t have court today and you might be out on the golf course.”


      

      “I don’t play golf, Lorna.”


      

      “Look, I couldn’t think of anything.”


      

      “It’s all right, I’ll call the judge. Give me the number.”


      

      “Mickey, don’t call. Just go. The judge wants to see you in chambers. She was very clear about that and she wouldn’t tell me why. So just go.”

      


      

      “Okay, I’m going. I have to get dressed.”


      

      “Mickey?”


      

      “What?”


      

      “How are you really doing?”


      

      I knew her code. I knew what she was asking. She didn’t want me appearing in front of a judge if I wasn’t ready for it.


      

      “You don’t have to worry, Lorna. I’m fine. I’ll be fine.”


      

      “Okay. Call me and let me know what is going on as soon as you can.”


      

      “Don’t worry. I will.”


      

      I hung up the phone, feeling like I was being bossed around by my wife, not my ex-wife.


      

   











      

      

      
Five



      

      

      As the chief judge of the Los Angeles Superior Court, Judge Mary Townes Holder did most of her work behind closed doors. Her

         courtroom was used on occasion for emergency hearings on motions but rarely used for trials. Her work was done out of the

         view of the public. In chambers. Her job largely pertained to the administration of the justice system in Los Angeles County.

         More than two hundred fifty judgeships and forty courthouses fell under her purview. Every jury summons that went into the

         mail had her name on it, and every assigned parking space in a courthouse garage had her approval. She assigned judges by

         both geography and designation of law—criminal, civil, juvenile and family. When judges were newly elected to the bench, it

         was Judge Holder who decided whether they sat in Beverly Hills or Compton, and whether they heard high-stakes financial cases

         in civil court or soul-draining divorce cases in family court.

      


      

      I had dressed quickly in what I considered my lucky suit. It was an Italian import from Corneliani that I used to wear on

         verdict days. Since I hadn’t been in court for a year, or heard a verdict for even longer, I had to take it out of a plastic

         bag hanging in the back of the closet. After that I sped downtown without delay, thinking that I might be headed toward some

         sort of verdict on myself. As I drove, my mind raced over the cases and clients I had left behind a year earlier. As far as

         I knew, nothing had been left open or on the table. But maybe there had been a complaint or the judge had picked up on some

         courthouse gossip and was running her own inquiry. Regardless, I entered Holder’s courtroom with a lot of trepidation. A summons

         from any judge was usually not good news; a summons from the chief judge was even worse.

      


      

      The courtroom was dark and the clerk’s pod next to the bench was empty. I walked through the gate and was heading toward the

         door to the back hallway, when it opened and the clerk stepped through it. Michaela Gill was a pleasant-looking woman who

         reminded me of my third-grade teacher. But she wasn’t expecting to find a man approaching the other side of the door when

         she opened it. She startled and nearly let out a shriek. I quickly identified myself before she could make a run for the panic

         button on the judge’s bench. She caught her breath and then ushered me back without delay.

      


      

      I walked down the hallway and found the judge alone in her chambers, working at a massive desk made of dark wood. Her black

         robe was hanging on a hat rack in the corner. She was dressed in a maroon suit with a conservative cut. She was attractive

         and neat, midfifties with a slim build and brown hair kept in a short, no-nonsense style.

      


      

      I had never met Judge Holder before but I knew about her. She had put twenty years in as a prosecutor before being appointed

         to the bench by a conservative governor. She presided over criminal cases, had a few of the big ones, and was known for handing

         out maximum sentences. Consequently, she had been easily retained by the electorate after her first term. She had been elected

         chief judge four years later and had held the position ever since.

      


      

      “Mr. Haller, thank you for coming,” she said. “I’m glad your secretary finally found you.”


      

      There was an impatient if not imperious tone to her voice.


      

      “She’s not actually my secretary, Judge. But she found me. Sorry it took so long.”


      

      “Well, you’re here. I don’t believe we have met before, have we?”


      

      “I don’t think so.”


      

      “Well, this will betray my age but I actually opposed your father in a trial once. One of his last cases, I believe.”


      

      I had to readjust my estimate of her age. She would have to be at least sixty if she had ever been in a courtroom with my

         father.

      


      

      “I was actually third chair on a case, just out of USC Law and green as can be. They were trying to give me some trial exposure.

         It was a murder case and they let me handle one witness. I prepared a week for my examination and your father destroyed the

         man on cross in ten minutes. We won the case but I never forgot the lesson. Be prepared for anything.”

      


      

      I nodded. Over the years I had met several older lawyers who had Mickey Haller Sr. stories to share. I had very few of my

         own. Before I could ask the judge about the case on which she’d met him, she pressed on.

      


      

      “But that’s not why I called you here,” she said.


      

      “I didn’t think so, Judge. It sounded like you have something… kind of urgent?”


      

      “I do. Did you know Jerry Vincent?”


      

      I was immediately thrown by her use of the past tense.


      

      “Jerry? Yes, I know Jerry. What about him?”


      

      “He’s dead.”


      

      “Dead?”


      

      “Murdered, actually.”


      

      “When?”


      

      “Last night. I’m sorry.”


      

      My eyes dropped and I looked at the nameplate on her desk. Honorable M. T. Holder was carved in script into a two-dimensional wooden display that held a ceremonial gavel and a fountain pen and inkwell.

      


      

      “How close were you?” she asked.


      

      It was a good question and I didn’t really know the answer. I kept my eyes down as I spoke.


      

      “We had cases against each other when he was with the DA and I was at the PD. We both left for private practice around the

         same time and both of us had one-man shops. Over the years we worked some cases together, a couple of drug trials, and we

         sort of covered for each other when it was needed. He threw me a case occasionally when it was something he didn’t want to

         handle.”

      


      

      I had had a professional relationship with Jerry Vincent. Every now and then we clicked glasses at Four Green Fields or saw

         each other at a ball game at Dodger Stadium. But for me to say we were close would have been an exaggeration. I knew little

         about him outside of the world of law. I had heard about a divorce a while back on the courthouse gossip line but had never

         even asked him about it. That was personal information and I didn’t need to know it.

      


      

      “You seem to forget, Mr. Haller, but I was with the DA back when Mr. Vincent was a young up-and-comer. But then he lost a

         big case and his star faded. That was when he left for private practice.”

      


      

      I looked at the judge but said nothing.


      

      “And I seem to recall that you were the defense attorney on that case,” she added.


      

      I nodded.


      

      “Barnett Woodson. I got an acquittal on a double murder. He walked out of the courtroom and sarcastically apologized to the

         media for getting away with murder. He had to rub the DA’s face in it and that pretty much ended Jerry’s career as a prosecutor.”

      


      

      “Then, why would he ever work with you or throw you cases?”


      

      “Because, Judge, by ending his career as a prosecutor, I started his career as a defense attorney.”


      

      I left it at that but it wasn’t enough for her.


      

      “And?”


      

      “And a couple of years later he was making about five times what he had made with the DA. He called me up one day and thanked

         me for showing him the light.”

      


      

      The judge nodded knowingly.


      

      “It came down to money. He wanted the money.”


      

      I shrugged like I was uncomfortable answering for a dead man and didn’t respond.


      

      “What happened to your client?” the judge asked. “What became of the man who got away with murder?”


      

      “He would’ve been better off taking a conviction. Woodson got killed in a drive-by about two months after the acquittal.”


      

      The judge nodded again, this time as if to say end of story, justice served. I tried to put the focus back on Jerry Vincent.


      

      “I can’t believe this about Jerry. Do you know what happened?”


      

      “That’s not clear. He was apparently found late last night in his car in the garage at his office. He had been shot to death.

         I am told that the police are still there at the crime scene and there have been no arrests. All of this comes from a Times reporter who called my chambers to make an inquiry about what will happen now with Mr. Vincent’s clients—especially Walter

         Elliot.”

      


      

      I nodded. For the last twelve months I had been in a vacuum but it wasn’t so airtight that I hadn’t heard about the movie

         mogul murder case. It was just one in a string of big-time cases Vincent had scored over the years. Despite the Woodson fiasco,

         his pedigree as a high-profile prosecutor had set him up from the start as an upper-echelon criminal defense attorney. He

         didn’t have to go looking for clients; they came looking for him. And usually they were clients who could pay or had something

         to say, meaning they had at least one of three attributes: They could pay top dollar for legal representation, they were demonstrably

         innocent of the charges lodged against them, or they were clearly guilty but had public opinion and sentiment on their side.

         These were clients he could get behind and forthrightly defend no matter what they were accused of. Clients who didn’t make

         him feel greasy at the end of the day.

      


      

      And Walter Elliot qualified for at least one of those attributes. He was the chairman/owner of Archway Pictures and a very

         powerful man in Hollywood. He had been charged with murdering his wife and her lover in a fit of rage after discovering them

         together in a Malibu beach house. The case had all sorts of connections to sex and celebrity and was drawing wide media attention.

         It had been a publicity machine for Vincent and now it would go up for grabs.

      


      

      The judge broke through my reverie.


      

      “Are you familiar with RPC two-three-hundred?” she asked.


      

      I involuntarily gave myself away by squinting my eyes at the question.


      

      “Uh… not exactly.”


      

      “Let me refresh your memory. It is the section of the California bar’s rules of professional conduct referring to the transfer

         or sale of a law practice. We, of course, are talking about a transfer in this case. Mr. Vincent apparently named you as his

         second in his standard contract of representation. This allowed you to cover for him when he needed it and included you, if

         necessary, in the attorney-client relationship. Additionally, I have found that he filed a motion with the court ten years

         ago that allowed for the transfer of his practice to you should he become incapacitated or deceased. The motion has never

         been altered or updated, but it’s clear what his intentions were.”

      


      

      I just stared at her. I knew about the clause in Vincent’s standard contract. I had the same in mine, naming him. But what

         I realized was that the judge was telling me that I now had Jerry’s cases. All of them, Walter Elliot included.

      


      

      This, of course, did not mean I would keep all of the cases. Each client would be free to move on to another attorney of their

         choosing once apprised of Vincent’s demise. But it meant that I would have the first shot at them.

      


      

      I started thinking about things. I hadn’t had a client in a year and the plan was to start back slow, not with a full caseload

         like the one I had apparently just inherited.

      


      

      “However,” the judge said, “before you get too excited about this proposition, I must tell you that I would be remiss in my

         role as chief judge if I did not make every effort to ensure that Mr. Vincent’s clients were transferred to a replacement

         counsel of good standing and competent skill.”

      


      

      Now I understood. She had called me in to explain why I would not be appointed to Vincent’s clients. She was going to go against

         the dead lawyer’s wishes and appoint somebody else, most likely one of the high-dollar contributors to her last reelection

         campaign. Last I had checked, I’d contributed exactly nothing to her coffers over the years.

      


      

      But then the judge surprised me.


      

      “I’ve checked with some of the judges,” she said, “and I am aware that you have not been practicing law for almost a year.

         I have found no explanation for this. Before I issue the order appointing you replacement counsel in this matter, I need to

         be assured that I am not turning Mr. Vincent’s clients over to the wrong man.”

      


      

      I nodded in agreement, hoping it would buy me a little time before I had to respond.


      

      “Judge, you’re right. I sort of took myself out of the game for a while. But I just started taking steps to get back in.”


      

      “Why did you take yourself out?”


      

      She asked it bluntly, her eyes holding mine and looking for anything that would indicate evasion of the truth in my answer.

         I spoke very carefully.

      


      

      “Judge, I had a case a couple years ago. The client’s name was Louis Roulet. He was—”


      

      “I remember the case, Mr. Haller. You got shot. But, as you say, that was a couple years ago. I seem to remember you practicing

         law for some time after that. I remember the news stories about you coming back to the job.”

      


      

      “Well,” I said, “what happened is I came back too soon. I had been gut shot, Judge, and I should’ve taken my time. Instead,

         I hurried back and the next thing I knew I started having pain and the doctors said I had a hernia. So I had an operation

         for that and there were complications. They did it wrong. There was even more pain and another operation and, well, to make

         a long story short, it knocked me down for a while. I decided the second time not to come back until I was sure I was ready.”

      


      

      The judge nodded sympathetically. I guessed I had been right to leave out the part about my addiction to pain pills and the

         stint in rehab.

      


      

      “Money wasn’t an issue,” I said. “I had some savings and I also got a settlement from the insurance company. So I took my

         time coming back. But I’m ready. I was just about to take the back cover of the Yellow Pages.”

      


      

      “Then, I guess inheriting an entire practice is quite convenient, isn’t it?” she said.


      

      I didn’t know what to say to her question or the smarmy tone in which she said it.


      

      “All I can tell you, Judge, is that I would take good care of Jerry Vincent’s clients.”


      

      The judge nodded but she didn’t look at me as she did so. I knew the tell. She knew something. And it bothered her. Maybe

         she knew about the rehab.

      


      

      “According to bar records, you’ve been disciplined several times,” she said.


      

      Here we were again. She was back to throwing the cases to another lawyer. Probably some campaign contributor from Century

         City who couldn’t find his way around a criminal proceeding if his Riviera membership depended on it.

      


      

      “All of it ancient history, Judge. All of it technicalities. I’m in good standing with the bar. If you called them today,

         then I’m sure you were told that.”

      


      

      She stared at me for a long moment before dropping her eyes to the document in front of her on the desk.


      

      “Very well, then,” she said.


      

      She scribbled a signature on the last page of the document. I felt the flutter of excitement begin to build in my chest.


      

      “Here is an order transferring the practice to you,” the judge said. “You might need it when you go to his office. And let

         me tell you this. I am going to be monitoring you. I want an updated inventory of cases by the beginning of next week. The

         status of every case on the client list. I want to know which clients will work with you and which will find other representation.

         After that, I want biweekly status updates on all cases in which you remain counsel. Am I being clear?”

      


      

      “Perfectly clear, Judge. For how long?”


      

      “What?”


      

      “For how long do you want me to give you biweekly updates?”


      

      She stared at me and her face hardened.


      

      “Until I tell you to stop.”


      

      She handed me the order.


      

      “You can go now, Mr. Haller, and if I were you, I would get over there and protect my new clients from any unlawful search

         and seizure of their files by the police. If you have any problem, you can always call on me. I have put my after-hours number

         on the order.”

      


      

      “Yes, Your Honor. Thank you.”


      

      “Good luck, Mr. Haller.”


      

      I stood up and headed out of the room. When I got to the doorway of her chambers I glanced back at her. She had her head down

         and was working on the next court order.

      


      

      Out in the courthouse hallway, I read the two-page document the judge had given me, confirming that what had just happened

         was real.

      


      

      It was. The document I held appointed me substitute counsel, at least temporarily, on all of Jerry Vincent’s cases. It granted

         me immediate access to the fallen attorney’s office, files, and bank accounts into which client advances had been deposited.

      


      

      I pulled out my cell phone and called Lorna Taylor. I asked her to look up the address of Jerry Vincent’s office. She gave

         it to me and I told her to meet me there and to pick up two sandwiches on her way.

      


      

      “Why?” she asked.


      

      “Because I haven’t had lunch.”


      

      “No, why are we going to Jerry Vincent’s office?”


      

      “Because we’re back in business.”


      

   











      

      

      
Six



      

      

      I was in my Lincoln driving toward Jerry Vincent’s office, when I thought of something and called Lorna Taylor back. When she

         didn’t answer I called her cell and caught her in her car.

      


      

      “I’m going to need an investigator. How would you feel if I called Cisco?”


      

      There was a hesitation before she answered. Cisco was Dennis Wojciechowski, her significant other as of the past year. I was

         the one who had introduced them when I used him on a case. Last I heard, they were now living together.

      


      

      “Well, I have no problem working with Cisco. But I wish you would tell me what this is all about.”


      

      Lorna knew Jerry Vincent as a voice on the phone. It was she who would take his calls when he was checking to see if I could

         stand in on a sentence or babysit a client through an arraignment. I couldn’t remember if they had ever met in person. I had

         wanted to tell her the news in person but things were moving too quickly for that.

      


      

      “Jerry Vincent is dead.”


      

      “What?”


      

      “He was murdered last night and I’m getting first shot at all of his cases. Including Walter Elliot.”


      

      She was silent for a long moment before responding.


      

      “My God.… How? He was such a nice man.”


      

      “I couldn’t remember if you had ever met him.”


      

      Lorna worked out of her condo in West Hollywood. All my calls and billing went through her. If there was a brick-and-mortar

         office for the law firm of Michael Haller and Associates, then her place was it. But there weren’t any associates and when

         I worked, my office was the backseat of my car. This left few occasions for Lorna to meet face-to-face with any of the people

         I represented or associated with.

      


      

      “He came to our wedding, don’t you remember?”


      

      “That’s right. I forgot.”


      

      “I can’t believe this. What happened?”


      

      “I don’t know. Holder said he was shot in the garage at his office. Maybe I’ll find out something when I get there.”


      

      “Did he have a family?”


      

      “I think he was divorced but I don’t know if there were kids or what. I don’t think so.”


      

      Lorna didn’t say anything. We both had our own thoughts occupying us.


      

      “Let me go so I can call Cisco,” I finally said. “Do you know what he’s doing today?”


      

      “No, he didn’t say.”


      

      “All right, I’ll see.”


      

      “What kind of sandwich do you want?”


      

      “Which way you coming?”


      

      “Sunset.”


      

      “Stop at Dusty’s and get me one of those turkey sandwiches with cranberry sauce. It’s been almost a year since I’ve had one

         of those.”

      


      

      “You got it.”


      

      “And get something for Cisco in case he’s hungry.”


      

      “All right.”


      

      I hung up and looked up the number for Dennis Wojciechowski in the address book I keep in the center console compartment.

         I had his cell phone. When he answered I heard a mixture of wind and exhaust blast in the phone. He was on his bike and even

         though I knew his helmet was set up with an earpiece and mike attached to his cell, I had to yell.

      


      

      “It’s Mickey Haller. Pull over.”


      

      I waited and heard him cut the engine on his ’sixty-three panhead.


      

      “What’s up, Mick?” he asked when it finally got quiet. “Haven’t heard from you in a long time.”


      

      “You gotta put the baffles back in your pipes, man. Or you’ll be deaf before you’re forty and then you won’t be hearing from

         anybody.”

      


      

      “I’m already past forty and I hear you just fine. What’s going on?”


      

      Wojciechowski was a freelance defense investigator I had used on a few cases. That was how he had met Lorna, collecting his

         pay. But I had known him for more than ten years before that because of his association with the Road Saints Motorcycle Club,

         a group for which I served as a de facto house counsel for several years. Dennis never flew RSMC colors but was considered

         an associate member. The group even bestowed a nickname on him, largely because there was already a Dennis in the membership—known,

         of course, as Dennis the Menace—and his last name, Wojciechowski, was intolerably difficult to pronounce. Riffing off his

         dark looks and mustache, they christened him the Cisco Kid. It didn’t matter that he was one hundred percent Polish out of

         the south side of Milwaukee.

      


      

      Cisco was a big, imposing man but he kept his nose clean while riding with the Saints. He never caught an arrest record and

         that paid off when he later applied to the state for his private investigator’s license. Now, many years later, the long hair

         was gone and the mustache was trimmed and going gray. But the name Cisco and the penchant for riding classic Harleys built

         in his hometown had stuck for life.

      


      

      Cisco was a thorough and thoughtful investigator. And he had another value as well. He was big and strong and could be physically

         intimidating when necessary. That attribute could be highly useful when tracking down and dealing with people who fluttered

         around the edges of a criminal case.

      


      

      “First of all, where are you?” I asked.


      

      “Burbank.”


      

      “You on a case?”


      

      “No, just a ride. Why, you got something for me? You taking on a case finally?”


      

      “A lot of cases. And I’m going to need an investigator.”


      

      I gave him the address of Vincent’s office and told him to meet me there as soon as he could. I knew that Vincent would have

         used either a stable of investigators or just one in particular, and that there might be a loss of time as Cisco got up to

         speed on the cases, but all of that was okay with me. I wanted an investigator I could trust and already had a working relationship

         with. I was also going to need Cisco to immediately start work by running down the locations of my new clients. My experience

         with criminal defendants is that they are not always found at the addresses they put down on the client info sheet when they

         first sign up for legal representation.

      


      

      After closing the phone I realized I had driven right by the building where Vincent’s office was located. It was on Broadway

         near Third Street and there was too much traffic with cars and pedestrians for me to attempt a U-turn. I wasted ten minutes

         working my way back to it, catching red lights at every corner. By the time I got to the right place, I was so frustrated

         that I resolved to hire a driver again as soon as possible so that I could concentrate on cases instead of addresses.

      


      

      Vincent’s office was in a six-story structure called simply the Legal Center. Being so close to the main downtown courthouses—both

         criminal and civil—meant it was a building full of trial lawyers. Just the kind of place most cops and doctors—lawyer haters—probably

         wished would implode every time there was an earthquake. I saw the opening for the parking garage next door and pulled in.

      


      

      As I was taking the ticket out of the machine, a uniformed police officer approached my car. He was carrying a clipboard.


      

      “Sir? Do you have business in the building here?”


      

      “That’s why I’m parking here.”


      

      “Sir, could you state your business?”


      

      “What business is it of yours, Officer?”


      

      “Sir, we are conducting a crime scene investigation in the garage and I need to know your business before I can allow you

         in.”

      


      

      “My office is in the building,” I said. “Will that do?”


      

      It wasn’t exactly a lie. I had Judge Holder’s court order in my coat pocket. That gave me an office in the building.


      

      The answer seemed to work. The cop asked to see my ID and I could’ve argued that he had no right to request my identification

         but decided that there was no need to make a federal case out of it. I pulled my wallet and gave him the ID and he wrote my

         name and driver’s license number down on his clipboard. Then he let me through.

      


      

      “At the moment there’s no parking on the second level,” he said. “They haven’t cleared the scene.”


      

      I waved and headed up the ramp. When I reached the second floor, I saw that it was empty of vehicles except for two patrol

         cars and a black BMW coupe that was being hauled onto the bed of a truck from the police garage. Jerry Vincent’s car, I assumed.

         Two other uniformed cops were just beginning to pull down the yellow crime scene tape that had been used to cordon off the

         parking level. One of them signaled for me to keep going. I saw no detectives around but the police weren’t giving up the

         murder scene just yet.

      


      

      I kept going up and didn’t find a space I could fit the Lincoln into until I got to the fifth floor. One more reason I needed

         to get a driver again.

      


      

      The office I was looking for was on the second floor at the front of the building. The opaque glass door was closed but not

         locked. I entered a reception room with an empty sitting area and a nearby counter behind which sat a woman whose eyes were

         red from crying. She was on the phone but when she saw me, she put it down on the counter without so much as a “hold on” to

         whomever she was talking to.

      


      

      “Are you with the police?” she asked.


      

      “No, I’m not,” I replied.


      

      “Then, I’m sorry, the office is closed today.”


      

      I approached the counter, pulling the court order from Judge Holder out of the inside pocket of my suit coat.


      

      “Not for me,” I said as I handed it to her.


      

      She unfolded the document and stared at it but didn’t seem to be reading it. I noticed that in one of her hands she clutched

         a wad of tissues.

      


      

      “What is this?” she asked.


      

      “That’s a court order,” I said. “My name is Michael Haller and Judge Holder has appointed me replacement counsel in regard

         to Jerry Vincent’s clients. That means we’ll be working together. You can call me Mickey.”

      


      

      She shook her head as if warding off some invisible threat. My name usually didn’t carry that sort of power.


      

      “You can’t do this. Mr. Vincent wouldn’t want this.”


      

      I took the court papers out of her hand and refolded them. I started putting the document back into my pocket.


      

      “Actually, I can. The chief judge of Los Angeles Superior Court has directed me to do this. And if you look closely at the

         contracts of representation that Mr. Vincent had his clients sign, you will find my name already on them, listed as associate

         counsel. So, what you think Mr. Vincent would have wanted is immaterial at this point because he did in fact file the papers

         that named me his replacement should he become incapacitated or… dead.”

      


      

      The woman had a dazed look on her face. Her mascara was heavy and running beneath one eye. It gave her an uneven, almost comical

         look. For some reason a vision of Liza Minnelli jumped to my mind.

      


      

      “If you want, you can call Judge Holder’s clerk and talk about it with her,” I said. “Meantime, I really need to get started

         here. I know this has been a very difficult day for you. It’s been difficult for me—I knew Jerry going back to his days at

         the DA. So you have my sympathy.”

      


      

      I nodded and looked at her and waited for a response but I still wasn’t getting one. I pressed on.


      

      “I’m going to need some things to get started here. First of all, his calendar. I want to put together a list of all the active

         cases Jerry was handling. Then, I’m going to need you to pull the files for those—”

      


      

      “It’s gone,” she said abruptly.


      

      “What’s gone?”


      

      “His laptop. The police told me whoever did this took his briefcase out of the car. He kept everything on his laptop.”


      

      “You mean his calendar? He didn’t keep a hard copy?”


      

      “That’s gone, too. They took his portfolio. That was in the briefcase.”


      

      Her eyes were staring blankly ahead. I tapped the top of the computer screen on her desk.


      

      “What about this computer?” I asked. “Didn’t he back up his calendar anywhere?”


      

      She didn’t say anything, so I asked again.


      

      “Did Jerry back up his calendar anywhere else? Is there any way to access it?”


      

      She finally looked up at me and seemed to take pleasure in responding.


      

      “I didn’t keep the calendar. He did. He kept it all on his laptop and he kept a hard copy in the old portfolio he carried.

         But they’re both gone. The police made me look everywhere in here but they’re gone.”

      


      

      I nodded. The missing calendar was going to be a problem but it wasn’t insurmountable.


      

      “What about files? Did he have any in the briefcase?”


      

      “I don’t think so. He kept all the files here.”


      

      “Okay, good. What we’re going to have to do is pull all the active cases and rebuild the calendar from the files. I’ll also

         need to see any ledgers or checkbooks pertaining to the trust and operating accounts.”

      


      

      She looked up at me sharply.


      

      “You’re not going to take his money.”


      

      “It’s not—”


      

      I stopped, took a deep breath, and then started again in a calm but direct tone.


      

      “First of all, I apologize. I did this backwards. I don’t even know your name. Let’s start over. What is your name?”


      

      “Wren.”


      

      “Wren? Wren what?”


      

      “Wren Williams.”


      

      “Okay, Wren, let me explain something. It’s not his money. It’s his clients’ money and until they say otherwise, his clients

         are now my clients. Do you understand? Now, I have told you that I am aware of the emotional upheaval of the day and the shock

         you are experiencing. I’m experiencing some of it myself. But you need to decide right now if you are with me or against me,

         Wren. Because if you are with me, I need you to get me the things I asked for. And I’m going to need you to work with my case

         manager when she gets here. If you are against me, then I need you just to go home right now.”

      


      

      She slowly shook her head.


      

      “The detectives told me I had to stay until they were finished.”


      

      “What detectives? There were only a couple uniforms left out there when I drove in.”


      

      “The detectives in Mr. Vincent’s office.”


      

      “You let—”


      

      I didn’t finish. I stepped around the counter and headed toward two separate doors on the back wall. I picked the one on the

         left and opened it.

      


      

      I walked into Jerry Vincent’s office. It was large and opulent and empty. I turned in a full circle until I found myself staring

         into the bugged eyes of a large fish mounted on the wall over a dark wood credenza next to the door I had come through. The

         fish was a beautiful green with a white underbelly. Its body was arched as if it had frozen solid just at the moment it had

         jumped out of the water. Its mouth was open so wide I could have put my fist in it.

      


      

      Mounted on the wall beneath the fish was a brass plate. It said:


      

         IF I’D KEPT MY MOUTH SHUT


         I WOULDN’T BE HERE


            

      Words to live by, I thought. Most criminal defendants talk their way into prison. Few talk their way out. The best single

         piece of advice I have ever given a client is to just keep your mouth shut. Talk to no one about your case, not even your

         own wife. You keep close counsel with yourself. You take the nickel and you live to fight another day.

      


      

      The unmistakable sound of a metal drawer being rolled and then banged closed spun me back around. On the other side of the

         room were two more doors. Both were open about a foot and through one I could see a darkened bathroom. Through the other I

         could see light.

      


      

      I approached the lighted room quickly and pushed the door all the way open. It was the file room, a large, windowless walk-in

         closet with rows of steel filing cabinets going down both sides. A small worktable was set up against the back wall.

      


      

      There were two men sitting at the worktable. One old, one young. Probably one to teach and one to learn. They had their jackets

         off and draped over the chairs. I saw their guns and holsters and their badges clipped to their belts.

      


      

      “What are you doing?” I asked gruffly.


      

      The men looked up from their reading. I saw a stack of files on the table between them. The older detective’s eyes momentarily

         widened in surprise when he saw me.

      


      

      “LAPD,” he said. “And I guess I should ask you the same question.”


      

      “Those are my files and you’re going to have to put them down right now.”


      

      The older man stood up and came toward me. I started pulling the court order from my jacket again.


      

      “My name is—”


      

      “I know who you are,” the detective said. “But I still don’t know what you’re doing here.”


      

      I handed him the court order.


      

      “Then, this should explain it. I’ve been appointed by the chief judge of the superior court as replacement counsel to Jerry

         Vincent’s clients. That means his cases are now my cases. And you have no right to be in here looking through files. That

         is a clear violation of my clients’ right to protection against unlawful search and seizure. These files contain privileged

         attorney-client communications and information.”

      


      

      The detective didn’t bother looking at the paperwork. He quickly flipped through it to the signature and seal on the last

         page. He didn’t seem all that impressed.

      


      

      “Vincent’s been murdered,” he said. “The motive could be sitting in one of these files. The identity of the killer could be

         in one of them. We have to—”

      


      

      “No, you don’t. What you have to do is get out of this file room right now.”


      

      The detective didn’t move a muscle.


      

      “I consider this part of a crime scene,” he said. “It’s you who has to leave.”


      

      “Read the order, Detective. I’m not going anywhere. Your crime scene is out in the garage, and no judge in L.A. would let

         you extend it to this office and these files. It’s time for you to leave and for me to take care of my clients.”

      


      

      He made no move to read the court order or to vacate the premises.


      

      “If I leave,” he said, “I’m going to shut this place down and seal it.”


      

      I hated getting into pissing matches with cops but sometimes there was no choice.


      

      “You do that and I’ll have it unsealed in an hour. And you’ll be standing in front of the chief judge of the superior court

         explaining how you trampled on the rights of every one of Vincent’s clients. You know, depending on how many clients we’re

         talking about, that might be a record—even for the LAPD.”

      


      

      The detective smiled at me like he was mildly amused by my threats. He held up the court order.


      

      “You say this gives you all of these cases?”


      

      “That’s right, for now.”


      

      “The entire law practice?”


      

      “Yes, but each client will decide whether to stick with me or find someone else.”


      

      “Well, I guess that puts you on our list.”


      

      “What list?”


      

      “Our suspect list.”


      

      “That’s ridiculous. Why would I be on it?”


      

      “You just told us why. You inherited all of the victim’s clients. That’s got to amount to some sort of a financial windfall,

         doesn’t it? He’s dead and you get the whole business. Think that’s enough motivation for murder? Care to tell us where you

         were last night between eight and midnight?”

      


      

      He grinned at me again without any warmth, giving me that cop’s practiced smile of judgment. His brown eyes were so dark I

         couldn’t see the line between iris and pupil. Like shark eyes, they didn’t seem to carry or reflect any light.

      


      

      “I’m not even going to begin to explain how ludicrous that is,” I said. “But for starters you can check with the judge and

         you’ll find out that I didn’t even know I was in line for this.”

      


      

      “So you say. But don’t worry, we’ll be checking you out completely.”


      

      “Good. Now please leave this room or I make the call to the judge.”


      

      The detective stepped back to the table and took his jacket off the chair. He carried it rather than put it on. He picked

         a file up off the table and brought it toward me. He shoved it into my chest until I took it from him.

      


      

      “Here’s one of your new files back, Counselor. Don’t choke on it.”


      

      He stepped through the door, and his partner went with him. I followed them out into the office and decided to take a shot

         at reducing the tension. I had a feeling it wouldn’t be the last time I saw them.

      


      

      “Look, detectives, I’m sorry it’s like this. I try to have a good relationship with the police and I am sure we can work something

         out. But at the moment my obligation is to the clients. I don’t even know what I have here. Give me some time to—”

      


      

      “We don’t have time,” the older man said. “We lose momentum and we lose the case. Do you understand what you’re getting yourself

         into here, Counselor?”

      


      

      I looked at him for a moment, trying to understand the meaning behind his question.


      

      “I think so, Detective. I’ve only been working cases for about eighteen years but—”


      

      “I’m not talking about your experience. I’m talking about what happened in that garage. Whoever killed Vincent was waiting

         for him out there. They knew where he was and just how to get to him. He was ambushed.”

      


      

      I nodded like I understood.


      

      “If I were you,” the detective said, “I’d watch myself with those new clients of yours. Jerry Vincent knew his killer.”


      

      “What about when he was a prosecutor? He put people in prison. Maybe one of—”


      

      “We’ll check into it. But that was a long time ago. I think the person we’re looking for is in those files.”


      

      With that, he and his partner started moving toward the door.


      

      “Wait,” I said. “You have a card? Give me a card.”


      

      The detectives stopped and turned back. The older one pulled a card out of his pocket and gave it to me.


      

      “That’s got all my numbers.”


      

      “Let me just get the lay of the land here and then I’ll call and set something up. There’s got to be a way for us to cooperate

         and still not trample on anybody’s rights.”

      


      

      “Whatever you say, you’re the lawyer.”


      

      I nodded and looked down at the name on the card. Harry Bosch. I was sure I had never met the man before, yet he had started

         the confrontation by saying he knew who I was.

      


      

      “Look, Detective Bosch,” I said, “Jerry Vincent was a colleague. We weren’t that close but we were friends.”


      

      “And?”


      

      “And good luck, you know? With the case. I hope you crack it.”


      

      Bosch nodded and there was something familiar about the physical gesture. Maybe we did know each other.


      

      He turned to follow his partner out of the office.


      

      “Detective?”


      

      Bosch once more turned back to me.


      

      “Did we ever cross paths on a case before? I think I recognize you.”


      

      Bosch smiled glibly and shook his head.


      

      “No,” he said. “If we’d been on a case, you’d remember me.”


      

   











      

      

      
Seven



      

      An hour later I was behind Jerry Vincent’s desk with Lorna Taylor and Dennis Wojciehowski sitting across from me. We were eating

         our sandwiches and about to go over what we had put together from a very preliminary survey of the office and the cases. The

         food was good but nobody had much of an appetite considering where we were sitting and what had happened to the office’s predecessor.

      


      

      I had sent Wren Williams home early. She had been unable to stop crying or objecting to my taking control of her dead boss’s

         cases. I decided to remove the barricade rather than have to keep walking around it. The last thing she asked before I escorted

         her through the door was whether I was going to fire her. I told her the jury was still out on that question but that she

         should report for work as usual the next day.

      


      

      With Jerry Vincent dead and Wren Williams gone, we’d been left stumbling around in the dark until Lorna figured out the filing

         system and started pulling the active case files. From calendar notations in each file, she’d been able to start to put together

         a master calendar—the key component in any trial lawyer’s professional life. Once we had worked up a rudimentary calendar,

         I began to breathe a little easier and we’d broken for lunch and opened the sandwich cartons Lorna had brought from Dusty’s.

      


      

      The calendar was light. A few case hearings here and there but for the most part it was obvious that Vincent was keeping things

         clear in advance of the Walter Elliot trial, which was scheduled to begin with jury selection in nine days.

      


      

      “So let’s start,” I said, my mouth still full with my last bite. “According to the calendar we’ve pieced together, I’ve got

         a sentencing in forty-five minutes. So I was thinking we could have a preliminary discussion now, and then I could leave you

         two here while I go to court. Then I’ll come back and see how much farther we’ve gotten before Cisco and I go out and start

         knocking on doors.”

      


      

      They both nodded, their mouths still working on their sandwiches as well. Cisco had cranberry in his mustache but didn’t know

         it.

      


      

      Lorna was as neat and as beautiful as ever. She was a stunner with blonde hair and eyes that somehow made you think you were

         the center of the universe when she was looking at you. I never got tired of that. I had kept her on salary the whole year

         I was out. I could afford it with the insurance settlement and I didn’t want to run the risk that she’d be working for another

         lawyer when it was time for me to come back to work.

      


      

      “Let’s start with the money,” I said.


      

      Lorna nodded. As soon as she had gotten the active files together and placed them in front of me, she had moved on to the

         bank books, perhaps the only thing as important as the case calendar. The bank books would tell us more than just how much

         money Vincent’s firm had in its coffers. They would give us an insight into how he ran his one-man shop.

      


      

      “All right, good and bad news on the money,” she said. “He’s got thirty-eight thousand in the operating account and a hundred

         twenty-nine thousand in the trust account.”

      


      

      I whistled. That was a lot of cash to keep in the trust account. Money taken in from clients goes into the trust account.

         As work for each client proceeds, the trust account is billed and the money transferred to the operating account. I always

         want more money in the operating account than in the trust account, because once it’s moved into the operating account, the

         money’s mine.

      


      

      “There’s a reason why it’s so lopsided,” Lorna said, picking up on my surprise. “He just took in a check for a hundred thousand

         dollars from Walter Elliot. He deposited it Friday.”

      


      

      I nodded and tapped the makeshift calendar I had on the table in front of me. It was drawn on a legal pad. Lorna would have

         to go out and buy a real calendar when she got the chance. She would also input all of the court appointments on my computer

         and on an online calendar. Lastly, and as Jerry Vincent had not done, she would back it all up on an off-site data-storage

         account.

      


      

      “The Elliot trial is scheduled to start Thursday next week,” I said. “He took the hundred up front.”


      

      Saying the obvious prompted a sudden realization.


      

      “As soon as we’re done here, call the bank,” I told Lorna. “See if the check has cleared. If not, try to push it through.

         As soon as Elliot hears that Vincent’s dead, he’ll probably try to put a stop-payment on it.”

      


      

      “Got it.”


      

      “What else on the money? If a hundred of it’s from Elliot, who’s the rest for?”


      

      Lorna opened one of the accounting books she had on her lap. Each dollar in a trust fund must be accounted for with regard

         to which client it is being held for. At any time, an attorney must be able to determine how much of a client’s advance has

         been transferred to the operating fund and used and how much is still on reserve in trust. A hundred thousand of Vincent’s

         trust account was earmarked for the Walter Elliot trial. That left only twenty-nine thousand received for the rest of the

         active cases. That wasn’t a lot, considering the stack of files we had pulled together while going through the filing cabinets

         looking for live cases.

      


      

      “That’s the bad news,” Lorna said. “It looks like there are only five or six other cases with trust deposits. With the rest

         of the active cases, the money’s already been moved into operating or been spent or the clients owe the firm.”

      


      

      I nodded. It wasn’t good news. It was beginning to look like Jerry Vincent was running ahead of his cases, meaning he’d been

         on a treadmill, bringing in new cases to keep money flowing and paying for existing cases. Walter Elliot must have been the

         get-well client. As soon as his hundred thousand cleared, Vincent would have been able to turn the treadmill off and catch

         his breath—for a while, at least. But he never got the chance.

      


      

      “How many clients with payment plans?” I asked.


      

      Lorna once again referred to the records on her lap.


      

      “He’s got two on pretrial payments. Both are well behind.”


      

      “What are the names?”


      

      It took her a moment to answer as she looked through the records.


      

      “Uh, Samuels is one and Henson is the other. They’re both about five thousand behind.”


      

      “And that’s why we take credit cards and don’t put out paper.”


      

      I was talking about my own business routine. I had long ago stopped providing credit services. I took nonrefundable cash payments.

         I also took plastic, but not until Lorna had run the card and gotten purchase approval.

      


      

      I looked down at the notes I had kept while conducting a quick review of the calendar and the active files. Both Samuels and

         Henson were on a sub list I had drawn up while reviewing the actives. It was a list of cases I was going to cut loose if I

         could. This was based on my quick review of the charges and facts of the cases. If there was something I didn’t like about

         a case—for any reason—then it went on the sub list.

      


      

      “No problem,” I said. “We’ll cut ’em loose.”


      

      Samuels was a manslaughter DUI case and Henson was a felony grand theft and drug possession. Henson momentarily held my interest

         because Vincent was going to build a defense around the client’s addiction to prescription painkillers. He was going to roll

         sympathy and deflection defenses into one. He would lay out a case in which the doctor who overprescribed the drugs to Henson

         was the one most responsible for the consequences of the addiction he created. Patrick Henson, Vincent would argue, was a

         victim, not a criminal.

      


      

      I was intimately familiar with this defense because I had employed it repeatedly over the past two years to try to absolve

         myself of the many infractions I had committed in my roles as father, ex-husband and friend to people in my life. But I put

         Henson into what I called the dog pile because I knew at heart the defense didn’t hold up—at least not for me. And I wasn’t

         ready to go into court with it for him either.

      


      

      Lorna nodded and made notes about the two cases on a pad of paper.
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