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Chapter One



“That’s it? That’s all you can say?”

“Oh, give me a fucking break.”

“Great. He wants us dead and you want a fucking break.”

Mickie looks at me, his cagey eyes searching. If I had something, he’d see it. I’m the open book he can read. But I don’t have anything. We are in the shit. Full fucking stop.

Silence. Except for the background din from the few others in the café. The usual prelunch crowd from the Camden, New Jersey, Federal Courthouse directly across the street. A smattering of court clerks on break, a table of past-their-sell-by-date, court-appointed defense lawyers huddling over coffee, gossiping before crossing the street to pick up some small-time offender too inept at his thievery or thuggery to afford even a bad lawyer on his own. That’s not us. Nope, Mickie and me take only the occasional court appointments. When we have to. Meaning, when one of the judges makes us. They do. But only from time to time. We are retained lawyers. Our clients might be the scum of the earth: drug dealers, pimps, whores. The occasional low-level Mafia thug. But we are paid. Mostly.

Mickie keeps his eyes on me, then shakes his head.

“Great. Just great,” he repeats, his voice thick with sarcasm.

“Somethin’ else?” Tamara asks, holding the coffeepot at the ready, her ebony forearm previewing the luxurious tint that covers her fine body head to toe. The top two buttons of her waitress uniform are, as always, unbuttoned so her sizable breasts can bulge. Tamara makes it a point to lean just a little too close when pouring or serving, letting those at the table get a glimpse of what lies beneath, really nice boobs with an indigo tattoo saying “Tamara” in homemade letters. Both Mickie and I shake our heads no, taking in Tamara on display. Smiles exchanged all the way around. The three of us enjoying this even though Tamara’s off-limits. No moves are made on her in here. This café is Switzerland. Even the perps are welcome here. Sometimes seated directly across the narrow aisle from their arresting cops. Eating a sandwich before their court hearing, drinking coffee, evil-eye mumbling, How you doin’? at the cops at the other table. Still, our delight with Tamara’s feigned come-on momentarily interrupts the problem facing us.

“Okay, guys,” Tamara says, turning and giving us a nice long view of her excellent ass and legs.

“Not a white girl alive got an ass like that,” Mickie says for the umpteenth time.

With her disappearance behind the swinging kitchen doors our situation reappears like fire ants at a summer picnic.

“This is bad,” Mickie says, shaking his head. He stares at me. What am I supposed to say?

“No shit, Sherlock,” is the best I can come up with.

He looks away. This is, after all, as serious as it gets.

“I told you we should of stayed out of this,” Mickie tells me. “Told that shitbag client of yours to get other lawyers. But no. The fucker waves some money under your nose and that’s it. You know what? You carry your brains same place as your wallet.”

“Hey,” I say, as angry as I’m scared. “Client of mine? You were there. I didn’t hear a peep from you. Or am I missing something here?”

Mickie shrugs. We are in this together, no question about that.

Mickie and I have been practicing law together since the beginning. But we go further back than that. Sixth grade, to be exact. Both from immigrant Italian families, our fathers carpenters. Like their fathers in the old country. But we were born Americans. Public high school. Protestant girlfriends. Football. Then college. Sure, neither of us were what you’d call scholars. Our skill on the athletic field helped. Mickie did Temple in Philly. Did it straight through. Finished seriously below the middle of his class, but he finished. Me? Well, it took me three schools, if you need to know, but I finally finished up at U Conn. Then we both did military, then became cops. Mickie went into the force in Philadelphia, across the river, first as a uniform, then with vice. Me, I became one of Camden, New Jersey’s finest. You know, I actually did pretty well. Went from uniform to homicide detective in less time than anyone else had. I seem to have some sort of knack for crime. Probably would have made a halfway decent crook.

It was Mickie’s idea. Law school. At night.

Rutgers’ actually took us. Probably because of our law enforcement backgrounds. Both of us older guys, married at the time. But that’s another story. Anyway, we did it. Graduated. Okay, it took us more than once to pass the bar exam. Mickie made it the second time. It took me three shots. And if truth be told, without Mickie’s help, I’d probably still be taking that fucking test. But you know what? I have to say this. Both of us—yeah, me included—are pretty good at what we do.

I guess you’d call us street crime lawyers. We try cases, negotiate plea bargains, all for a certain kind of client. The people we represent are all guilty. Sometimes not of what they’ve been charged with. But they’re all crooks of one kind or another. Like I said, dopers, bikers, whores, even stone-cold killers.

Mickie and me aren’t brief writers—our court motions are store-bought, right out of the form books or “borrowed” from what other lawyers have filed with the court in other cases. You won’t ever see too many business letters with our names on them. But juries like us. We’re Everyman in lawyer suits. In a way, I guess we’re tradesmen, like our fathers were. They were craftsmen. Talented. So are we. Italian genes, right?

And these cases aren’t rocket science; one’s pretty much like the other. We deal with witness identification. Now tell me, ma’am, how far away was the man you say held up your store brandishing a loaded sawed-off shotgun right in your face? You were scared out of your wits, right? You were shaking? Didn’t really see him all that well, did you? Not a hundred percent sure, right? Or search-and-seizure issues. Did the cops really have probable cause, or did they make up stuff and put it in the warrant application for the judge to sign? Cops lie. They want to take their perp down, and to do it they follow the cop way, which, I am sorry to say, isn’t always the court way. I mean, who should know better than a couple of ex-cops who did it too. Right?

And I’ll take our kind of clients any day over some fancy corporate suit. Telling me he’s innocent, what he did technically complied with generally accepted accounting standards when he bled his company dry and cheated his shareholders out of their retirement money. And by the way, Counselor, they will say, what actually are your hourly rates and can we put a cap on what you’ll charge? Bullshit to that. No, our clients have no illusions what they are. Who we are. They know they’re likely to go down. Whatever Mickie and me can do, we will do. Sometimes that means an acquittal. Not so much because they didn’t actually do it, but because we poked some holes in the prosecution’s case, or the jury liked us better than some arrogant young Harvard Law graduate stopping off at the United States Attorney’s Office long enough to put another notch on his/her résumé before joining some big white-shoe law firm and getting rich. Juries can smell arrogance like that.

Like I said, our clients understand what we are. We don’t judge them: they pay, we play. We do what we can do. In most cases pretty damn well. Sure, some of the judges look down their noses at us. To them we’re blue-collar lawyers. So what? In criminal it’s almost all about the juries. No street-crime lawyer with even half a brain will waive his client’s constitutional right to a jury and let his case be tried before the court alone. Nope. Rule of thumb in what we do? Never trust a judge. Never.

There are exceptions, sure, but most judges are out to help the prosecution convict your client. Most play by the rules, give you procedural due process. They don’t flagrantly screw you, they’re too smart for that, need to have what we lawyers call a clean court record, in case of an appeal, but you’ve got to watch them. They’ll screw you by the rules if you let them.

Look, everyone in the damn courtroom, except maybe the jury, knows your guy’s guilty. Like I said, if not what he’s there for that particular time, then of something else. Some judges are friendly enough, though a lot of them—especially the federal judges—hate guys like me and Mickie. Sure, that bothers me. Though I never show it. These are more of the “Havvad” crowd. Mostly they made it to the big silk-stocking firms but failed there. What happens? They’re smart, sure, but they just don’t know how to lawyer. Book-smart doesn’t always mean actual-smart. They start screwing up, messing up their firm’s big-ticket corporate client cases. Their law partners start getting worried.

The big corporation’s big fees are what keep the firm in big revenue. Which in turn pays for the partners’ big homes, fancy clubs, Ivy League tuition for their legacy-admittance kids. So these screw-up partners, for all their fancy résumé entries, are jeopardizing the bottom line. That cannot be tolerated. The law firm’s exit strategy? Get these bozos on the bench and out of the firm. Departure with honor. And these men and women who couldn’t convince a jury that day follows night? They become the judges and, to them, guys like Mickey and me are bumblers, low-rent advocates whose briefs suck, whose educational backgrounds are barrel-bottom low. Sure, we’re tolerated in the courtroom, but often barely. Sometimes through clenched teeth. That’s why I love it when the jury foreman reads out “not guilty” for some scumbag sitting beside me in the courtroom. I always look up at the judge. My eyes saying, See? That’s how you lawyer.

But at the moment the judges aren’t our problem. We are our problem.

“So, what do we do?” Mickie asks.

Mickie is Michael Carmine Mezzonatti. His father was Carmine Alphonso Mezzonatti. Mickie got an American first name. His mother, Sophia, insisted, told Carmine her husband, We are in America, your son needs to be called like an American. Michael became Mickie on the street, in the neighborhood. Me? Well, everyone calls me Junne (spelled “Junne,” pronounced like the girl’s name but not spelled that way). To my family and those who go way back I’m sometimes Junnie. My dad was Salvatore Salerno. I have two younger brothers. Giancarlo, called Johnny, and, of course, an Anthony, called Tony. Of course. I was christened Salvatore Salerno, Jr. To my parents, America schamerica, what was good enough in old-country names for my old man was good enough for his sons. For me, Salvatore never stuck. From birth I became Junior. But Junior quickly morphed into Junnie, then, as I got older, Junne.

Mickie’s getting a little dumpy-looking these days. I started noticing that a while ago. It’s not something you tell a friend. Even your best friend. I mean, neither of us are jocks anymore. Yeah, we both still work out. But truth be told, it’s like the guy I once heard that said he got it on with his babe “weekly”—very “weakly.” That pretty much sums up our exercise regimen. We do it, but it’s harder and harder to maintain. Know what I mean?

So Mickie’s getting a little dumpy. To the ladies, he’s not what you’d call a head-turner. He’s not a bad-looking guy. Still got that high-school-jock-

walking-the-halls-before-football-practice gleam in his eyes the girls used to like. His face hasn’t sagged or anything like that. He’s just getting older. We both are. His hair’s still got it, though. Budding flecks of gray just recently making their appearance, but he’s got a head of hair just as thick and full like when he was twenty-five. Wears it just a little shaggy. On purpose. Mickie’s suits aren’t well fitting, his go-to-court ties the kind guys pick without wives standing next to them at the glass-topped counter telling them, No, no, honey, not that one. This one. And the man’s got shoes. Spare-no-expense Guccis. Ferragamos. A collection of other high-end brands. His wop-kicks, he calls them.

Like I said, he may not be a head-turner, but the thing of it is? With all that, the women still like him. Beats me what it is, but they do. Mickie’s been through two wives, though no kids. Shooting blanks, is how he put it after the doctor told him the news. And yet he always—always—has someone nice—at least nice enough—to share his bed. And his current? Okay, not a wife, but really—I mean really—nice. And with a Ph.D. Go figure. Mickie the Italian stallion.

So Mickie’s question was the right one. What the hell do we do now?

Maybe the shit we were in was my fault.

You see, about this time last year I represented this little Salvadoran weasel named Hector. He was some low-level drug ring guy. His place got busted just after he takes delivery of five kilos. Really good stuff, not yet stepped on, ready for processing, then distribution. And he’s got all the paraphernalia laid out. Scales, bags. You name it. Oh yeah, and an arsenal of guns. It’s his third pop, so he’s going down hard. That puts a lot of pressure on him to roll over on the guys above him. But that’s hard too. Because those guys are not too forgiving. Give them up and they not only kill you while you’re doing your time, but they take out your whole family to boot. Business is business.

So Little Hector’s resigned to his fate. But he’s figured out who set him up. Him he’ll give up, but not to the cops. To his bosses. Like a kind of peace offering, letting them know he’s straight with them. He may be headed for twenty years’ hard time, but what are his options? That or slaughter of his mama, his sisters, his baby brother. And, of course, him too while he’s in the can doing his twenty.

But I have a better idea. Give me the name of the guy, I tell him when we visit while he’s in lockup. Keep him alive. Let me go after the probable cause for the warrant and the search. Let me take a shot at it. Put the guy on the stand at the preliminary hearing.

Little Hector shrugs. What’s he got to lose? If I lose in court and the judge rules the search and seizure’s good, he’ll see to it—like the Beatles said, with a little help from his friends—that the snitch goes down later.

Lightning strikes. I cross-examine the snitch. Then the cops. I argue the motion to quash the warrant. I win. The judge says I’m right that the snitch told the cops only hearsay and that they lied to the magistrate who signed the warrant when they said all the information in the affidavit that supported the warrant application was based on sworn direct—not hearsay—evidence. Judge throws the case out. Blasts the cops for lying.

No evidence. No case. Little Hector walks.

Once out, he tells his bosses he’s got a fucking genius for a lawyer. A few months later one of the bosses gets popped. Rodrigo Gonzáles. Seems he was in Camden, New Jersey, all the way from San Salvador for some big meet. He snuck into town because he’s a wanted man. There’s a warrant out for him. Little Hector tells him I’m the man. Mickie and me go to see Rodrigo in lockup. He tells us all he wants is for us to get him bail. After that he’s good. Because he’s not sticking around to prove his innocence. He’s out of here and back to San Salvador. Passport or no passport, he’s gone. Our job: bail. I say, Rodrigo, this will cost you big-time. In broken English he says, How much? I tell him. He shrugs, says the money will be wired to us. Then he looks at us, hard. Doesn’t say anything more. Doesn’t have to. Big fee. Bail. That’s it. No excuses, no explanation. He delivers. We deliver.

Rodrigo’s sitting next to me and Mickie in court, orange jumpsuit, shaved head. The judge says, Bail? What are you smoking, Mr. Salerno? Bail for this Salvadoran drug kingpin? Next case.

Rodrigo just stares up at Mickie and me. Keeps staring at me and Mickie as the marshals reshackle him and shove him and his orange jumpsuit, “Prisoner” stenciled on the back like there was some doubt, out of the courtroom.

Next day we get a visitor.

Not what I expected. Not some Spanish-looking guy in a flowered shirt, gold neck chain embedded in a forest of thick black chest hair. No. This guy’s wearing a nice suit and tie. Hair’s trimmed. He’s all polite and nice manners. And no accent.

Mickie and me share a small office space we rent from another law firm. What it is, is a room for each of us right in the other law office. They’re plaintiffs’ lawyers, meaning they’re a bunch of Jewish guys who do slip and falls, car crashes, mostly small-time. But they seem to make about four times what Mickie and I do. We get to use their law library. Which we don’t. And we get the use of their receptionist. Janice. Pronounced “Janiese” because she’s Jamaican and that’s how she says it. Our name’s on the front door in smaller print. There’s “Bernstein, Smulkin, Abramowitz & Wolf.” Big print. Under it, like I said, in smaller print: “Law Offices Mezzonatti and Salerno.”

So this guy asks Janice pronounced Janiese, can he please see Mr. Mezzonatti and Mr. Salerno. Together? she asks. If that isn’t too much trouble, he says. Do you have an appointment? she asks, like she’s supposed to. No, no appointment, he says. But if you tell them I am here on behalf of Mr. Rodrigo Gonzáles, that might do the trick. She calls us. It does the trick.

We meet in Mickie’s room. It’s bigger than mine. Mickie’s behind the desk. Me and Mr. Well-Dressed occupy the two visitor chairs. He thanks us graciously for taking time out of our busy schedules to see him. Mickie and me nod, Yeah, sure, no problem. Behind this guy’s calm is trouble. I mean, who’s kidding who here? He crosses his legs, flicks some imaginary dust from the crease of his trousers.

“Mr. Gonzáles is quite unhappy,” he says, still studying his trousers.

Mickie and me exchange glances. Oh boy. Here it comes.

“Yeah, well—” Mickie starts to say, about to add that we—meaning me, I guess—really did our best to get Rodrigo bail. What can you do? Mickie’s about to say when Mr. Well-Dressed holds up his hand. Mickie stops about midword.

“I need to make a point here,” Mr. Well-Dressed says.

His eyes have left the crease in his pants and slowly—like an enemy sub rising from the depths of the cold North Atlantic—they periscope on me. Then they shift to Mickie, where they stay, boring in on him. The temperature in Mickie’s room drops. There’s a chill. I can feel it.

Mickie’s still as a deer in the woods.

“Your client, Mr. Gonzáles,” he says, still sighted on Mickie.

Now, like I said, I have known Mickie almost my whole life. I know his every move. He’s thinking, Can I make a joke out of this? Cut the tension here? Say, Whoa, pal—hey, don’t look at me. Junne over there argued this, took the case. Heh, heh. You got a beef here, it’s with Junne. Chuckle, chuckle. Roll those shoulders, pantomime-punch Mr. Well-Dressed’s arm.

Nope. Mickie stays frozen. His self-preservation instincts override his let’s-make-light-of-this escape response. Now I know exactly what he’s thinking. Same as me.

Shit.

“Mr. Gonzáles wants you to know that he has every confidence that you…” Now Mr. Well-Dressed looks at me and Mickie both.

Double shit.

“That you gentlemen,” he continues, “will secure bail for your client. He knows that you will make this your highest priority. And that you will not fail.”

He doesn’t add the word “again.” Doesn’t have to. And he doesn’t say, And if you don’t, and Rodrigo has to remain in jail in his orange prison-issue jumpsuit, and not be able to jump bail instead and escape back to his mansion hacienda in the forests of San Salvador, where he can resume living like a king and not like some two-bit convict with a shaved head with some big brutish African-American murderer or Aryan Brotherhood blockhead cell mate, he will see to it—since you took his money to get him out and you didn’t—that, not only will he have you killed, he will have your entire family killed, your office torched, and while his men are at it, the killing part that is, not the torching part, they will kill you really, really slowly. Got it?

Am I rambling? Fucking-A I am. Oh my. Shit. (I know, I’ve said that already. But believe me, you were sitting here with us? In this fix? Prey with an e, like us? Believe me, Shit is what you’d be thinking. I damn well guarantee it.)

Mickie opens his mouth. Nothing comes out. I watch him staring across his desk. Our eyes meet briefly. I see Mickie nod his head at Mr. Well-Dressed, trying, I guess, to portray some kind of gravity. Message received, he seems to be saying. We will take care of it.

“How long?” we are asked. Mr. WD looking first at Mickie and then over at me seated beside him.

How long what? I am thinking. How long will Rodrigo have to remain in jail before he gets bail? Or: How long do we think we will live if we fail to spring our client? Answer to question number one: Forever and a day. Answer to question number two: Triple shit.

Never underestimate the survival instinct. Finally, Mickie comes to life.

Mickie leans forward on his desk, elbows on his blotter. Looks professional, but my guess is he needs those elbows fastened to something sturdy and hard to prevent his visibly shaking.

“In my estimation…” Mickie says, all senatorial in his tone of voice. “In my estimation,” he repeats with a quick eye flicker over to me. (Either to wrap me in here or to ask, How am I doing? Who knows which?)

“…my colleague and I…” (Quick wave of the hand over in my direction.)

“…believe that we will have our papers…” (Like I said, the last time Mickie actually wrote a legal brief, as opposed to cribbing something off another lawyer or the form books, he was in law school.)

“…in to the court within a week. Then I estimate…” (Now, when Mickie uses words like “estimate” the bullshit meter is in double digits. This is a guy who uses “fuck” as a major figure of speech: noun, adjective, verb. You name it.)

“…that the court will allow full briefing between the defense…” (Mickie smiles indulgently at Mr. WD, as if to say, That would be us.)

“…and the prosecution. Then the court will consider the briefs and schedule a hearing on our renewed application for bail in, say…” (I can’t believe it! Mickie’s actually rubbing his chin like he needs to consider this question of when the judge will hear from us. Like there is some leeway here. Listen. The judge is going to get our renewed motion and he isn’t even going to require the prosecutor to respond. He will deny the motion the minute his eyes light on it. Bang will go the stamp. Denied! Next case. What the hell is Mickie up to? I ask myself.)

“Well, Mr….” Mickie asks our guest since he has not actually favored us with a name.

“Smith,” Mr. WD responds, recrossing his legs, his gaze telling Mickie, You dumb schmuck, you think I’m gonna give you my name now if I haven’t yet? What kind of idiots has Rodrigo chosen for lawyers? he’s thinking.

“Smith,” Mickie repeats as if to say, Yeah, okay, I buy it. If you tell me your name is Smith, I fully without reservation accept that as gospel truth. No problem, why would I question you, nice fellow that you obviously are and, by the way, nice suit and tie, really.

Rubbing his chin again. Oh boy.

“From three weeks to three months,” Mickie says, adding, “Mr. Smith, you know how the courts are. Busy docket. Lots of cases competing for the judge’s attention.” Mickie shrugs. What can you do? he is saying to Mr. WD Smith.

WD Smith rises.

“Do it fast,” he says, then turns and leaves.

The door closes behind him, and as it does, all air is sucked from the room. It’s hard to breathe. For about a second or two neither Mickie nor I can look at each other. And then.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Mickie explodes. I wince, thinking, Is Mr. WD Smith out of earshot? Mickie doesn’t appear to care. He is so distraught—so scared, he’s just losing it. Of course, what I should do is calm Mickie down, keep the situation from spinning out of control. What I do instead, of course, is scream right back at him.

“What the fuck is the matter with you?” I shout in Mickie’s face.

Now both of us are out of our seats, screaming and pointing and leaning at each other like a couple of completely around-the-bend, screaming—well, okay…idiots. Our voices are doubtlessly permeating the hallway and the rest of Bernstein, Smulkin, Abramowitz & Wolf is probably cringing as Mickie and I go at our simultaneous shouting, voice over top of voice. Then Janice pronounced Janiese knocks on the door, which Mickie and I can’t hear in our hysteria. So she opens it, slowly at first, in case anything might come flying her way. When we notice her standing there we both stop in midsentence and look at her. She looks back at us, and if I didn’t know better I would think she was actually smirking.

“Two of your G-note ladies are here,” she says, looking first at Mickie, then at me.

All right, let me explain.

Rosco Jones, aka Buffalo Reds, is a pimp. He’s called what he’s called because he’s originally from Buffalo and because he’s got a kind of light coffee-colored, almost red-tinctured skin. He’s one handsome guy, sort of dignified-looking—if you don’t count the big gold tooth and the outlandish hip-hop clothes he favors, which, if you ask me, really belong on a younger guy—black or white, doesn’t matter. What I’m saying is that Buffalo Reds is his street name. Mickie and I address him as Mr. Jones or Rosco depending on how he decides to address us, meaning by our Mr.’s or by our first names. He alternates. Like clockwork, never seems to miss sequence. Don’t know why, but it’s almost like he’s keeping track. Anyway.

Buffalo Reds’s girls are all white, every last one of them. It’s part of his stock-in-trade, his signature. And the veneer of the street has been removed from them. See, when Reds picks a girl, he invests in her. Gone are the leaning into a car window, micro-mini up-the-crack-of-her-ass skirt, the halter top bulging with fleshy tits spilling into the car. He has a professional dresser he pays to re-outfit his girls. Saks, Neiman Marcus, strictly Fifth Avenue style. The hair is redone. Then come diction lessons. When he’s finished with them, Reds’s girls straddle that fine line between high-society girl and intimate cocktail lounge slut. It’s a work of art, I have to say.

At first glance, if you didn’t know better, you’d think you had paid for some good-looking corporate secretary or sexy female executive. But, undressed, the girls sport those whore tattoos they got before they hooked up with Reds. You know, the scrolled wings spread on their lower backs just above their unbelievable asses, the little heart northeast of their shaved you-know-whats. And so on. And if a john gets them angry, treats them with any disrespect, in a flash they can—and will—revert to their former selves and threaten to slice off balls and stuff them down throats.

How do I know? Reds constantly laments to me and Mickie how difficult it is to take the street out of the girl. Needless to say, threatened genital dismemberment does not advance Reds’s illegitimate business interests. But one thing Reds’s girls do not do. Ever. Is mess with him. One did, as Mickie and I heard it. She dissed him in front of the other girls on the let’s-turn-all-our-hard-earned-money-over-to-Reds part of the evening.

As we heard it, Reds listened to this girl rant and rave, telling him she wasn’t going to give up everything she made that night to his light-skinned black ass. She told him—scolded him, was how Mickie and me heard it—that she worked too hard for it and, by the way, while she was at it, she was fucking sick and tired of this let’s pretend we’re some kind of college-educated-bullshit sophisticated bitches who can’t speak the way we do and don’t know, by the way, what the johns want: like, Hey, baby, you wanna fuck me, don’tcha? As we heard it, this girl stood there, in front of the other girls in Reds’s apartment in downtown Philly—where Reds lives since downtown Camden is…well, downtown Camden—glaring at Reds, her arm resting on, you should pardon the expression, her cocked hip.

Reds nods at her in front of the other girls, letting her know, Sure, baby, I can see your point of view, you being one of my best girls, a big earner, you looking fine all the damn time. He gently lets his hand with its long tapered fingers, manicured nails always clear high gloss, gently stroke her cheek. Then he lovingly turns the girl around so she’s now facing the other girls. He’s standing behind her. He puts his arms around her, affectionately pecks her on the cheek from the back. You my best girl, he tells her, but Reds is now looking at the other girls. Those not too dim-witted can see something bad in his eyes.

You my best earner, Reds is telling the girl, nuzzling her ear, almost whispering to her now, as his right hand slips away from her and goes to his pocket. The girl’s still mad, but she’s getting placated, thinking, Maybe now the man going to give me some respect—and more of my hard-earned money too.

In a flash Reds’s hand reappears. He’s holding his razor knife, something he’s had made for him, shiny knife handle, razor-sharp embedded blade, and with lightning speed he slashes the girl’s throat wide open. She hasn’t made a sound, her eyes wide with shock and horror. The other girls gasp, but they don’t move, frozen by pure animal instinct. Reds holds the girl up, her legs dangling to the floor, her throat now a huge hole, blood streaming down the front of her stylish clothes. She’s gurgling, her eyes rolling back in her head.

We heard that Reds then sliced the girl’s head straight off and tossed it at the other girls, asking them did any of them have a complaint they wanted to make. Mickie and I aren’t sure that last part actually happened, but who knows? The girl’s body was never found.

Reds’s management style seems to have been effective. No more personnel problems from his G-noters.

Oh right. G-noters. They’re called that because that’s what they cost. You want to avail yourself of the services of Reds’s high-class-looking—and -speaking—white girls, it will cost you a G-note: $1,000. She’s yours for an hour, or the night. Your call, but the cost: a G-note. So, as you can imagine, the clientele is pretty fancy. Some of Camden’s and Philadelphia’s finest citizens are repeat customers. And rarely, if ever, do they see Buffalo Reds. He is strictly a behind-the-scenes man.

But Reds takes care of his girls. If they get arrested, and that does happen from time to time, he sends them to us. Reds never complains about the fee. Says to us, Just take care of it. He also helps them invest some of their hard-earned money in stocks and bonds. He uses other lawyers for that. Mickie and me are strictly criminal. We’ve heard, though, that Reds takes fifty cents of every dollar of return on investment his girls make from their stock portfolios. After what happened to that other girl, I guess they’re more than happy to comply. And, after all, if it wasn’t for Reds’s insistence on their investing some of their money, they wouldn’t likely be doing it in the first place. Right?

Anyway, Janice pronounced Janiese is standing in the doorway. Me and Mickie are now silent, our voice-over-voice screamfest silenced by her presence. She’s waiting. Okay, guys, she’s signaling, we got these two well-dressed whores in the Bernstein waiting room, what you going to do?

“Okay, thanks, Janice,” Mickie tells her. “Bring them back here to my office. Junne and I will see them here.”

Janice nods sure, if that’s what you want. But that look in her eyes. Something midway between amusement and pity. She’s kind of hiding it, at least trying to, but I see it. Well, to hell with her, I’m thinking defensively, but at the same time, gnawing at my insides is an awareness that maybe Mickie and me aren’t handling things here in the best way possible.

Janice closes the door. I look over at Mickie. Now it’s his eyes I’m seeing. And he’s doing the same. Looking straight at me.

Just like at the café across from the federal courthouse where Mickie and me are sitting, Mickie having just asked me, “So, what do we do?” Meaning about Rodrigo.

I don’t know. Mickie doesn’t know.

Tamara walks by, coffeepot in hand, doing a round of refills. Mickie signals for our check. Tamara nods yeah, sure, still walking by, not breaking stride, as she moves down the café corridor between the tables. She flashes us her trademark pantomime lascivious smile. Want some of this, don’t you, boys? Both Mickie and I do what we always do, pretend we’re dying for it. But right now our hearts just are not in it. We’re doing a bad job of faking it. Tamara sees this. She still doesn’t break stride, but her look tells me even she can see that Mickie and me have a problem. That we are sick with worry. Tamara the waitress can see this without even stopping at our table, without even one little inquiry. Without asking, Something wrong, guys?

My heart sinks.








Chapter Two



I live in Camden. Not in the old neighborhood. Nope. Don’t live there and wouldn’t even if I could. I am a part of decaying Camden, New Jersey’s anti-decay redevelopment plan. Look, I’ll admit it’s not much. Not yet anyway. And it was started by a bunch of those tree-hugging, let’s-all-hold-hands-

and-sing-“Kumbaya” people. (“Kumbaya,” for you non-earth-shoe readers: originally from Angola, Africa, meaning sort of like “Come by here,” expropriated by Peter, Paul & Mary types, used mainly while strumming an out-of-tune acoustic guitar, eyes gazing upward.) But you got to start somewhere, right? And now there’s developers involved, and people of color who are as tired as the few remaining white folks of the shit hole Camden has become. So yeah, it’s a start.

Lots of my friends from here, from the old neighborhood, now live in Philadelphia, across the river. Or else in the Jersey suburbs, in or near the green-grass town of Cherry Hill. You know, in the Land of the Mall. The look-alike house with the circular driveway, the surround-sound system hanging on whitewashed walls guarding the new flat-screen like a band of soldiers on night watch in enemy territory. (That was Mickie’s suburban house I just described, which, I freely admit, sees me no less than twice a week—not including weekends—seated on the brushed leather couch, ninety-degree angle in front of the flat-screen. Beer can on low table, bags of salt-fat disguised as munchies within easy reach.)

But I live in Camden. The city fathers—maybe I should say mothers, since the mayor’s a woman. A black woman. Anyway, the city whatevers got some urban renewal going, down by the waterfront, at the Delaware River, the revitalized Philadelphia waterfront on the other side. I’m in a building called the Victor on account of it was once a cabinet factory for those old RCA Victor phonographs. You know, the stupid dog looking into that big funnel while the old record player plays “his master’s voice,” the dog thinking, What the…? It’s kind of a loft place with apartments, a “promenade” out front along the river for “leisurely strolls or maybe a spring morning jog,” like the brochure says. Well, maybe someday. Right now, you want to take a spring morning jog, you better run like the wind, or else carry a Glock nine with you, ‘cause you’re gonna get robbed, or worse. But, it’s getting there. Where I live it’s mostly singles living. Families? No, not yet.

Yeah. Revitalized Camden. The city of Walt Whitman, poet of Leaves of Grass. Visited here during his nineteenth-century lifetime by the great Irish playwright Oscar Wilde. Rugged, handsome, bearded Walt Whitman, a big influence on one of America’s major twentieth-century poets Allen Ginsberg. Three great men of letters. And what did they all have in common?

Great men of letters, like I said, you say. Ding! Wrong! Three fags. All three faggots. I’m being a little insensitive here, you’re maybe thinking? I’ve got my reasons. Believe me. All in good time.

All right. Why wait, right? It’s going to come out sooner or later. This isn’t easy for me. I’m not sure you need to know. I mean, what’s it got to do with anything? But I’m…well, I’m sort of, you know, one of them. I really don’t want to talk about it.

I may live in Camden, but nightlife, if you want it, stills lives across the river in Philly. That’s where I am now, sitting at the bar at a place called the City Tavern, where Mickie’s current squeeze works. I’m waiting for Mickie, who’ll be here any minute so he, me, and Cynthia, that’s her name, who gets off soon, can go someplace else for dinner. Mickie’s been down in Atlantic City, where he’s doing a sentencing for some guy who tried cheating the casinos with some stupid scam or other. These slobs never learn that the house is not beatable. Period. Anyway, Cynthia passes me, a tray of drinks held high, nodding my attention to the woman seated one barstool away. I see the woman, nice-looking. Well, nice-enough-looking, glancing at me, not too obvious, but seeing am I interested.

Here’s where this gets tricky. Mickie knows about me. I mean, Mick’s my best friend. (Not like that. He’s like my brother.) We’ve got history together. I think it may have been the hardest thing for him to take. You know, accept my you-know-what. Thing is (and I know what you’re going to think), I am attracted only to heterosexual men. Calling Dr. Freud, you’re thinking, right? But not Mickie. Not him. I mean it.

I know I’m a good-looking guy. Not in some faggy hairdresser limp-wristed way. I’m in shape. I work out, like I said. All right, I’m sort of in shape. And you know what? You can always tell the fags at the health club. They’re the ones with the sculpted bodies who always—and I mean always—wear a towel tight around their waists to and from the showers. Not the straight guys. See, they may be checking out some guy’s pickle, but they’re thinking, Am I as big as him? You know, like in a comparative kind of way. What they’re not thinking is, Oh, look at that, wouldn’t it be nice if? The fags wear that tightly wrapped towel ‘cause they’re worried they’re gonna look at some guy’s dork who’s in the buff passing on the way to the showers. The fags are worried they’re thinking what they’re thinking and then Mr. Happy’s gonna start flagpoling on them. Me? I never wear a towel in the locker room. I don’t look at nobody. And I don’t talk to nobody. Period.

So, I’m not too bad-looking. Kind of dark-complexioned, with that olive skin Italians from the lower boot have. My hair’s dark too, and curly. But, unlike Mickie’s, mine is starting to thin. What can you do? My features are what girls like. You know, my eyes are soft, my nose small, and my lips not too thin. Yeah, I said what girls like. I was married, you know. Yes, to a girl. It didn’t last. Six months, that was it. And I still date women. And I have slept with some of them. I admit, I date when I’ve got to. Like when there’s a family thing. My dad’s no longer with us. But my mother’s still alive and my brothers all got families of their own. Sundays we visit. Sometimes I bring a girl. It just makes things easier. None of them know. I think my dad did. We never talked about it. Never. And I was your typical kid. Sports. Neighborhood fights. All the boy things. But I think I could see it in his eyes. I think he knew.

Where does it come from? This condition. No, that’s not fair. It’s not a condition. There’s plenty of, okay, gays, not fags, who are content with their condition. There, I said it again. For me it’s…I don’t know what. What it’s like is this unwanted traveling companion sitting in the seat next to you. Always. Never leaving you alone even though you’re like sending signals, Leave me alone, for Christ sake.

I started knowing in junior high. It was a torment. Believe me. I wanted—no, make that want—to be like the other guys. I know there’s something somewhere. This thing I’ve got about heterosexual men. Something you want but can’t have. Maybe some repressed experience as a kid. Or maybe it’s just as simple as I want—deep down in my soul—to be like all those men I have known. Not tormented. With girlfriends. Wives. Okay, for Italian men, sometimes both at the same time. But with families. Kids. Not these urges.

I take out women. So nobody around here’s whispering. And if I occasionally sleep with one? Well, it gets around. Yeah, I can do it. Look, with Viagra you can fuck a horse if you need to. You take the blue pill, then you go out. What you’re thinking when you’re in bed with her’s your business. Right? You don’t have to announce what you need in your head to get that woody. You just need the woody.

And I don’t, you know, see guys around here. Never.

Not that you need to know, but occasionally I do go out with someone. Out of town. Always out of town. Once or twice in Atlantic City, though that’s too close, really. Scares me that I will bump into someone from around here. I don’t go to gay bars. I mean, why? Those guys don’t do anything for me. And too risky. What if someone sees you going in? Or leaving? Even alone. No, porno on the Web’s about as risky as I go. I mean, that’s anonymous, right?

And, like I said, Mickie knows. But only Mickie.

Not like I care. But please don’t think bad of me. I mean, you got your own demons, don’t you? I mean, I function. I have a life. It’s just this unwanted traveling companion I got.

So, the woman one barstool away’s still clocking me. Giving me that I-wouldn’t-mind-if-you-slid-onto-the-stool-between-you-and-me look. I smile back. “How you doin’?” I say to her. “Hi,” she says.

Okay, so. Mickie’s due any minute. Cynthia doesn’t know. Only Mickie. He says he doesn’t tell his babes. He swears that to me. And I believe him. Like I said, it was hard for Mickie to deal with this. When I told him, it was years ago. First he thought I was like joking. Then when he saw I meant it, he got really mad. Punched me. Called me names. Threw me out of his house. Said, Get the fuck out of here. But then, I don’t know. He came around. Told me it was the hardest thing he’d ever done. Said, Just don’t talk about it, okay? Yeah, I said. Sure, no problem.

Now I’m thinking. I slide over to this woman. We talk. Mickie gets here. I tell her, Want to join my friend and his girlfriend for dinner? Make it a foursome? She’s up for that. Makes the evening maybe less awkward. Cynthia’s got another woman along. Someone to go to the ladies’ with. Joke at the table. These guys, honestly, can you believe them? So I’m thinking, Why not? when Mickie blows in.

He comes over to the bar. Tells me, “This fuckin’ guy”—meaning the client. “We’re standing there front of the judge. All this mope’s got to do is look hangdog, tell the court he’s so goddamned embarrassed on account of what he did, trying to cheat the casino with his bullshit scam. What’s he do when the judge says to him—after I make my speech how this slob deserves probation, if not for him, then for the clinically depressed wife and kids he’s disappointed? The judge says to him, Anything you want to say before I pass sentence?” Here Mickie rolls his eyes. Wait till you hear this, he’s signaling.

Right then he catches the eye of the girl on the barstool. She’s been listening in. Mickie smiles at her. “Hi,” he says. “Hi,” she says. And now what I see is that this woman’s clocking Mickie. Like I said, Mick’s looking kind of dumpy these days. And, you know, he’s been in the car for over an hour. A three-year-old Mercedes S-Class we took off a doper as a legal fee. But Mickie’s got this something that just magnets the girls. The barstool woman’s shifted all her attention from me to Mickie, her eyes flirting, letting him know, him she’ll take. Right then Cynthia walks by on her way to one of the tables she’s serving. Right up to Mick at the bar. Plants a big fat one mouth-to-mouth on him. “Hey, baby,” she says, completely oblivious to the other girl’s attentions. “Hey, sweetie,” Mickie says. That other girl’s no longer existing in Mickie’s universe. He knows what’s what here.

“So the guy looks up at the judge,” Mickie continues, eyeing Cynthia’s ass as she goes to deliver her drinks. “He says, Judge. Another twenty minutes and I would of beat ‘em. And those goons the casino had grab me? Judge. They manhandled me. Hurt my neck. My arm. When this case here’s over, my lawyer—now the schmuck’s pointing at me, like I’m a part of this bullshit he’s saying—my lawyer here’s gonna sue them. Casino too. For millions. Anything else? the judge says down to him, the judge’s face now fucking Mount Rushmore. Stone. Letting the guy—who misses it, of course—know, this fuck’s going down. Nope, the client says, real smug-like ‘cause he’s satisfied he’s done one hell of a good job here. Judge, I interject, you know, trying to see can I salvage anything here. Mr. Mezzonatti, the judge says, cutting me off, I heard enough.”

Mickie stops, still ignoring the girl eavesdropping because to him there is no girl there anymore. He catches the bartender on his way by, who we both know by name. Says, Billy, Dewar’s rocks. Billy nods you got it.

Billy’s got the scotch in front of Mickie in like two seconds flat. Mickie swirls the ice around, then takes a long pull. He’s shaking his head, still into the case, the client now back in lockup, bail revoked, on his way to Mid-State Correctional. The only bone the judge threw Mickie, not putting the mope in Rahway, where, after about three seconds, he’d be corn-holed by the really bad boys. The Bloods. The Aryan Brotherhood. Standing in black-white lines waiting their new-fresh-meat turns.

Now I see the barstool babe’s back into me. Mickie’s taken, she sees. I’m backup here. Her eyes telling me, It’s you. Not him. Never was him. I smile at her, but my eyes are signaling back at her. Printed there, and she reads it: Dinner tonight’s for three. I see her disengage. Now she’s clocking the rest of the bar, seeing maybe dinner’s sitting on one of the other stools. Give her credit—no harm, no foul. She’s not mad, just making the best of her situation.

I don’t reconsider, though. I’m going to leave dinner before dessert and coffee. I’ve got a trial tomorrow. It’s only a one-day—two, max—thing. And then after court I’m going to see Professor Mumbles.

Okay, first about the trial. Then Professor Mumbles.

This is another mope. But this one’s a bad kid. Came to us through a major thug. The thug controls a big share of the west side ghetto. Drugs galore, I’m telling you. Big, I mean his operation’s big. Thug’s been around too. Unlike so many others, he hasn’t gone down. His name is Williams. The street and the cops both call him Slippery Williams. On account of nothing sticks to him. A kind of underworld gangster Reagan with that Teflon thing they used to say about him. Anyway, the kid’s his nephew. Some hip-hop jive-ass punk with shit for brains. What happened was the kid’s got a small crew. His uncle Slippery says, Be careful, know who you’re dealing with. You got questions, come to me. But no. The kid’s thinking he’s an entrepreneur. He’s going to show some initiative. Fuck his uncle. Come the day, he’s going to take the motherfucker out, anyway. Take over the business.

So the kid and his crew meet this guy, says he’s from New York and he’s looking for some new supply lines. Can the kid produce enough good-quality H? Then be one of his steady suppliers. Got ya good, the kid says. Follow me in that fancy Lexus you drivin’, looking fine and all with them New York plates.

See, the nephew figures he knows one of his uncle’s new temporary supply houses. It’s run by a lieutenant the kid’s figuring is going to work for him once he offs his uncle, soon as the kid amasses the war chest he’s going to build through side deals like this one. With the New York guy following in the Lexus, he and his two-man crew drive to the house. Wait here in the car, the kid says to him. Be right out with what you need. Flashing his gold-tooth grin at him. Just be a minute.

So this is where it gets interesting.

Inside the house the lieutenant tells the kid no. Slippery’s shit is Slippery’s shit. No fucking way is the lieutenant going to side-deal any of it. Nephew or no nephew. Forget about it. The kid’s real disappointed, figures to himself, The day comes, the lieutenant gets offed along with his uncle. But now there’s a more immediate problem. The guy’s sitting down there in the Lexus waiting. Big pile of cash with him, expecting to exchange it for drugs he can take back to New York and retail on the street. The lieutenant says, Tell you what, take this sawed-off. You take it down there, relieve the motherfucker of his money. I’ll take twenty percent as rent. Ten, the kid says. Fifteen, the lieutenant says. Deal’s made.

Now we’re down on the street. The kid’s standing at the Lexus. Driver’s side, window’s rolled down. The kid’s wearing a jacket the lieutenant threw in, so the sawed-off’s momentarily hidden. The guy in the Lexus says, “So? We in business?” The kid rips the sawed-off out from his jacket, presses it right in the guy’s cheek, cocks it. “Blink too loud, motherfucker, and I’ll blow your head across the passenger side this here fine car.”

Now the kid’s hot and his two-man crew are standing there beside him gleeful, seeing is the kid going to take the money and pull the trigger anyway, or just take the money?

“The money, bitch,” the kid tells the guy.

“Okay, okay,” the guy says, reaching down under his seat for the bag with the cash.

He hands it to the kid. This is the moment. The kid’s thinking. What’s he going to do? He doesn’t know himself. He presses the sawed-off harder into the guy’s cheek.

“Let’s go,” he tells his crew, and they run for their own car. The guy in the Lexus speaks. “I’m okay,” he says into the mic hidden in his shirt collar, because he’s an undercover and all around the neighborhood are plainclothes parked, waiting. The kid and his crew take off, now under hot pursuit by the cops.

So, when we are called in to the case, the kid and his crew have been apprehended, as the cops say. I show up for the arraignment, meet the kid first time in the courtroom, although his uncle Slippery has been to our offices, met with me and Mickie, told us what’s what. Back to that in a minute.

When I see the kid, the sheriffs are bringing him into the courtroom with the other two mopes are his crew, unshackling him and them before the judge takes the bench so he can take the not-guilty plea, set a trial date, deny my application for bail. The kid’s face is all swollen, and there’s this big bandage covering all of his left eye, the kid squinting out of his right puffy eye at me. That puffy eye’s saying, You the lawyer, so lawyer, you fuck, and get me out of here, like my uncle’s paying you to do.

When Mickie and me met with Slippery he sort of alluded to what his nephew told him—through an intermediary—since no way Slippery’s going to the jail, even as a visitor. There was some trouble at the time of the arrest, something about a charge of resisting. Slippery raised his eyebrows. All three of us sitting there around Mickie’s desk knew. Pull a gun on an undercover, your arrest’s going to go down hard. Real hard.

Anyway, Slippery explained his dilemma. The kid was trouble. Too stupid to function in Slippery’s business. Yet, what could he do? The kid was his sister’s oldest. I think Slippery, smart as he is, had also figured out that, at some point down the road, the kid was going to try and take him out. Family ties not having the same import to his nephew as they did to Slippery. But here was Slippery’s problem. He couldn’t just let the kid go down. Slippery was the CEO, chairman of the board. His people needed to see that, one of them went in, needed legal counsel, it was there. Also, Slippery, I think, had thought through having the kid snuffed by his own people while he was inside, either now, while he was awaiting trial, or later, if he was convicted and sentenced to a long term. Couldn’t do that either. It was one thing for Slippery to order an assassination on the inside of an informant or a rival gang member. But that was not really a viable option for one of his own crew. And especially not for blood kin.

No, what Slippery needed to do was hire us, let us know he wanted best efforts here. If the kid goes down, well, Slippery would think that through next round, how to deal with his nephew while he does his ten to twenty. If we spring him, then Slippery—who, mind you, never actually said this to us—would see to it that the kid would no longer place such unreasonable demands on his time. What does that mean? Not exactly sure. But probably, at some point or another, the kid, along with some of Slippery’s other, more senior guys, is on an assignment. Something goes wrong. There’s a shoot-out. Maybe a “rival gang” somehow gets tipped off to the meet. Shots are fired. The kid’s hit. Maybe from behind, back of the head. But who knows how, all those bullets flying? Could have been anyone did it. Or the kid’s driving and the cops stop him. His car’s loaded with product. There’s trouble. One of the cops on Slippery’s tab, been on it for years, shoots the kid dead. In self-defense, resisting arrest, the other cops testify when the time comes.

Slippery only alludes to this with us. He knows we are honest lawyers. No bribing jurors for us. No knowingly perjured testimony proffered at trial. He gets who we are. He knows we will do our best in court, for which he will pay us handsomely. But he also knows we understand the long-term plan he’s got for his troublesome nephew. And he knows we don’t care about that one way or the other.

You’re thinking maybe Mickie and me are as bad as them? Well, let’s see. This kid’s a menace to society. Does it really matter how he’s erased, long as he is? As lawyers we do our job. The rest, well, the rest’s the rest.

Like I said, that trial’s going to take one, maybe two days. Depends on how long it takes to pick a jury in the morning. And the judges in this court—we’re in the local courthouse with this one—rarely sit longer than four-thirty P.M. So after, I will see Professor Mumbles. Mickie won’t go, thinks the guy is an unbelievable douche bag. He’s wrong. And anyway, Mickie and me need to come up with something to spring Rodrigo. I would call that our highest priority at the moment.

I called Professor Mumbles in the hope that he can come up with some way to convince the court to grant bail to Rodrigo. A legal theory we can’t figure out. Some other approach. Something.

His real name is Shannon Luchsman. Irish mother, Jewish father, I guess. Shannon was one of them. By that I mean he used to be a lawyer in a big downtown Philadelphia white-shoe law firm. Associate, not a partner.

Shannon wasn’t one of the “Havvad” ones. Nope, he graduated law school from Rutgers same as me and Mickie did, though he’s about five or six years older than us. Unlike us clinging for life to Cs and Ds, like drowning shipmates, Shannon was first in his class, editor in chief of the law review. Perfect grades, never less than an A in any course for Shannon. So the biggies downtown accepted him into their associate ranks. I mean, Shannon was so smart, just not from an Ivy is all. How big a deal could that be for a guy like that, right? So they took him.

After working like a dog for three years, he’s told, Shannon, you are great. You, my boy, are on partnership track. Keep it up. Stay at those eighty-hour weeks, keep giving us all your weekends. The brass ring of partnership’s going to be yours the time comes. At seven years, at his evaluation, he’s told the same thing. Keep it up. One more year, Shannon, that’s all. Because year eight is when we will consider you for the inner golden circle for partnership and the really big bucks, not to mention the stature, the prestige. Keep slaving. A personal life’s just around the corner. Tell your wife you married in law school, the two small kids, all of whom you never see, hardly know. Tell them salvation’s at hand.

Then comes year eight. Shannon, he’s told, we’re going to need another year here. Your class has too many superstars eligible for partnership. Some of them are women, a few blacks. Now, you know they get priority consideration. Need to, you understand. Otherwise it looks bad for the firm. And then there’s the guys who work for more powerful partners than the ones you work for. These partners get what they want, and what they want is partnership for their own guys now. We know you understand. Just one more year, go back into the salt mine. Next year. Trust us. By now, of course, Shannon’s divorced, the wife is with some other guy has time for her, and for his kids. The divorce is ugly, the custody battle wrenching. Shannon sticks it out, working himself past exhaustion.

Comes year nine, Shannon’s told, Sorry, things aren’t going to work out. You’ve been great, just great. You need to leave in six months. Not a day longer. Bye-bye.

That’s when the breakdown, been simmering for some time, happens. Shannon goes off the deep end. He’s institutionalized for a while. Then when he’s back he opens a one-man law office. He’s got no one: parents dead, wife remarried, kids he never sees, behavior at times still bizarre. He’s in downtown Philly, but no longer in white-shoe land. Shannon’s shop is above a storefront in a marginal neighborhood. No more big-firm work. Now his practice is off the street. Divorces, car crashes, petty crimes. But he’s a good guy. Under all that still-lingering craziness (I think he knows we all call him Professor Mumbles and I think he thinks that’s okay under the circumstances) he still has a legal mind better than the rest of us guys out here on the lower rungs of the legal ladder.

Mickie’s wrong on this one when he says the guy’s a jerk, waste-of-time crazy bastard can’t tie his own shoes. Nope, Professor Mumbles still has what it takes somewhere under all those twitches and other weirdnesses. Okay, maybe his mind’s no longer the steel trap it was when he was slaving away with the white-shoers. Now I guess it’s more like tinfoil. But he’s a good guy. A sweet guy. He’ll help us if he can. Depending, I guess, on his medication levels. Listen. And you know goddamn well Mickie knows this too. We need something here for Rodrigo, else it’s going to get ugly for me and Mickie. Ugly like I don’t want to think about.





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/logo1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
DEATH BY
RODRIGDO

A NOVEL

Ron Liebman

Simon & Schuster

NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO

SYDNEY





