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  CHAPTER ONE


  DOMINIC


  The first time I realized my potential for manipulating people was at age eleven, when the headmaster at my prep school handed me a bowl of soup instead of a beating.


  A policeman took me to the headmaster’s living room nine hours after I’d run away from my private boarding school, a stone mansion in the Highlands of Scotland. It was a frightful place, martialed by incompetent and brutal teachers and stuffed to the rafters with despicable brats, tweed-clad snobs who chattered incessantly about Daddy’s chalet in Switzerland or Mummy’s new Jag. Fed up with them and the oppressive regime, I’d set off on the five-hundred-mile walk home.


  Unfortunately, I turned left out of the driveway instead of right, which itself wound up as a learning moment when it came to planning future escapades.


  I made it ten miles before the sun started to set and the wind blowing off the mountains made me second-guess my choice of jacket, shoes, and direction. I’ve often wondered at the dozen or so cars that sped by me that day, two honking their irritation, one slowing down to stare, and none stopping to inquire if a boy, inappropriately dressed for the climate, might perhaps need help. Maybe the locals recognized my plumage as belonging to Maidstone Hall and were more than happy to let me freeze to death in the wild. If they felt the same way as I did about that school’s spoiled, inbred little shits, I wouldn’t have blamed them for actively targeting me with their front bumpers.


  My six-hour trek ended in the village of Bromstock, where, on the village green, I found a red phone booth. It smelled of polish, which I wasn’t expecting. I hadn’t been inside many, a few on jaunts to London—and those uniformly smelled of piss and roasted chestnuts, their little square windows coated with stickers advertising all manner of salacious services that I was too young to comprehend. Not this one. Best I could tell, some local busybody had come by and polished each little pane, one by one, before shining up the handset and the rotary dial, which made a gentle rattling sound when I ran my fingertips over it.


  At that point I realized another flaw in my plan: no change. I tried dialing my parents’ number without paying, as if my own personal emergency would override the mechanics of the phone. It didn’t. After hanging up and staring at the black handset for a minute, I realized my options were limited to one: I dialed 999.


  The police car was pale blue and driven by a slightly weary and overweight constable whose shirt wouldn’t stay tucked in. I was leaning against the phone booth when he arrived, the sun behind me casting sharp light into his eyes that made him squint. I sat in the back seat for the ride to the school, watching the countryside roll past the window, impressed with myself at how far I’d come. Impressed that I’d survived, even, because the lanes looked narrower in the car, the hedges higher, and the trees that lined the roads reached over and extended their black branches as if to pluck us from our route.


  “Can you put the lights and siren on?” I asked after a while.


  The cop grunted and shook his head. “This isn’t a game, laddie.”


  It took fifteen minutes to get back to Maidstone Hall, and the cop left me in the car as he went to fetch the headmaster. Dumb move on his part, considering I’d just run away from the place, but I was too tired to hop out and hide to prove my point. Plus, I was already fairly sure what the headmaster’s reaction was going to be, and I didn’t want to make it worse. Something to do with a swishing sound and me not sitting comfortably for a while. I had a cousin at a school not far away—he was a little older but did the same kind of thing, took off without telling anyone, and that was his welcome back.


  Turns out I was wrong. The headmaster and his wife, a handsome woman with black hair turning silver, stood in the doorway and beckoned for me to enter. They said almost nothing but followed as the pudgy policeman led me into their living room, where the television was on. A tray table was set up in front of an armchair, and when the cop waddled out, Mrs. Benedict asked if I’d eaten all day. I shook my head. She gestured for me to sit, then left the room with her husband. Five minutes later, he returned alone with a large bowl of soup and some brown bread, which he put in front of me. Then he left without a word.


  That bowl of soup told me I’d won. The year of microaggressions I’d committed and gotten away with had gained me little: the fleeting joy of another kid in trouble for something I’d done, a master (it shouldn’t surprise you that we called our teachers that) patting his pockets for lost keys or a missing wallet. Each time I ran the risk of being caught, an eleven-year-old powerless to avoid whatever dastardly punishment a master might dream up. And they were vindictive bastards. Once, we were sent on a cross-country run. I puked after about a quarter mile and made it to the matron a minute before the diarrhea hit. She put me in my bed with a glass of water and a pat on the head, but Mr. Dobson, the games master, found out I’d curtailed my run without his permission and made me get out of bed, put on my puke-stained shirt and shorts, and run around the school until I dropped facedown into the mud. A cold shower later, I was back in bed with a fever and everyone was satisfied that justice had been done. And no doubt assuring themselves that one day I’d appreciate such moments of character building.


  But that bowl of soup. That was my punishment for pulling a huge stunt, one the school had never seen before. One that could have killed me and ruined the place forever. They let a boy wander away through the Scottish Highlands, not even realizing for two hours that he was gone, ignorant as to why, and clueless as to how to respond.


  My sense of victory was confirmed when the soup was eaten and the movie was over. The rest of the school was doing homework, “prep” we called it, sitting in the six classrooms that surrounded the entrance hall, all of which had windows that looked out over that space. As I crossed it, I heard my own still-wet shoes squeaking on the parquet floor. I walked slowly, and every head lifted from its studies to watch me pass, eyes glued to me, admiration and respect pulsing out from every kid in that school—as demonstrated by the stillness of their writing hands, the silence that swept before me like a royal carpet. No snickers or snide remarks came my way; the little lords and delicate darlings looked up at me as I passed and not down their noses as they were so accustomed to doing. I slid behind my desk three minutes before the end of prep, three minutes pretending to read my history textbook until the bell went.


  And I stayed there, tall in my seat as the older boys came to me and asked if I’d be on their team for the table-tennis match they were about to play, asked me if I’d like to kick a football with them tomorrow. I’d won over the entire school with a stupid and poorly thought-out temporary escape. I’d stumped a brutal headmaster and his ice-queen wife; every kid in that school wanted to be my friend; and, although I wasn’t to know it then, no teacher would ever lay a hand on me again. Dobson sneered and made his sarcastic remarks, but he had nothing to back it up anymore. Like the others, he didn’t dare. Only the school bully, the son of the Earl of Brantley, Matthew MacIntosh, simmered with resentment against me. He was the biggest, toughest, and richest kid in the school, free to push others around while the masters pretended not to see any of it. Free to act like the king he felt he was.


  But now I was the untouchable one, sporting a shield of immunity that I’d been handed after one reckless, impulsive act.


  Imagine what I could achieve with a little planning.


  ◯


  I watched from the back of the courtroom, typing quickly on my computer as I messaged my court chief to ask why my officemate, Brian McNulty, was handling this juvenile’s hearing.


  I was supposed to be prosecuting this kid, it was my case.


  Bobby, the sorry little bugger in question, sat at the defense table, wearing his usual hangdog expression and the beige detention pajamas he was so familiar with, and that he’d sported since being picked up for stealing a car in East Austin a week ago.


  As I waited for a reply, I channeled my irritation into attention. Specifically on the girl sitting beside Bobby, her hair shining, her face calm and poised, looking as much like the 1950s movie star as she did the first day I saw her in that stunning lime-green dress and heels redder than any man’s blood. Her eyes were on Judge Barbara Portnoy, now, and I imagined she was nervous for her brother. Portnoy was lenient on first-timers and occasionally forgiving to second-timers. But she was a baseball umpire on a kid’s third strike: You’re outta here! Appear before her on a fourth or fifth crime, and it was the big house, or at the very least a secure drug or behavioral facility.


  Today, though, she was grilling the probation officer who was recommending that Bobby be put on a new probation and start it at Travis County’s own treatment center, the Intermediate Sanctions Center, or ISC. It was the last step before juvenile prison itself, a lockdown facility where the kids wore khaki pants, collared shirts, and God-awful sweater-vests. I don’t generally view humiliation as an effective method of punishment or rehabilitation, but whoever was selling the county those sweater-vests had apparently made a good case.


  At the ISC the kids learned the stuff their parents, those who had any, hadn’t taught them. How to tell the time, tie a tie, not spit on the floor. Eat vegetables. At the ISC, the kids spruced up and started learning at the on-site school, got clean of whichever drug was their preference, and after six months were transitioned to the halfway house next door. I’d been a prosecutor in juvie around a year at this point, and, in my experience, once they hit the unlocked halfway house, about a quarter of them snuck out the window on the first night, not to be seen again until their next crime.


  That’s a long way of saying that I knew full well that fifteen-year-old Bobby had no desire to wear a sweater-vest and, even though I was a prosecutor and not his defense attorney, he and I both knew it was my job to make sure that didn’t happen.


  My computer pinged quietly, and I read the message from my new court chief, Terri Williams, on our intra-office messenger system.


  Brian said you were running late, that he’d be happy to handle the plea deal.


  I typed my response: We didn’t have a fucking plea deal.


  A pause. Please don’t swear on messenger, people might see it. It’s just not professional.


  Nor is taking one of my cases, which happens to be my concern right now.


  Sorry. But why do you care? It’s just a car theft with a frequent flier.


  I care because I’m a fucking professional.


  The cursor blinked, but I knew Terri had given up the fight. For one thing, she needed me: she’d been drafted in from our white-collar division and had no idea what she was doing. Brian McNulty had been at the juvenile division longer, but she was smart enough to know that he was borderline incompetent, so when she needed practical advice or help, she came to me. It’s always good to volunteer; it helps build the wall between inquiring minds and my true self.


  As for my true self, well, I say that I’m a harmless, musically gifted but empathy-disabled Noussian. I take that from the word nous in Greek philosophy, representing mind or intellect. Not that I’m smarter than everyone else, but when you have no soul or spirit, well, there’s not much left to go on. That sounds very dramatic; but it’s not, and I’m not. The fact is, I’m a lot like everyone else around me. I should be—my personality is my own, but my behavior mimics theirs, and my emotions are based on the way other people express themselves. Just because I don’t actually feel those things isn’t my fault, and if I don’t portray them accurately or appropriately, then it’s not for want of trying ; and I’m sorry for that failing. Very sorry.


  Except, and I’m just being honest here, I don’t feel that one, either. It’s another failing of mine: a total lack of guilt.


  Also, for the record, not my fault.


  As for Terri, I actually liked her a lot. A large, black woman with frizzy hair and an even frizzier personality, she’d faced an uphill battle learning her new job, dealing with the politics and personalities of this place, but she always had a smile on her face and a cheery word. She was one of the most genuine people I’d met at the DA’s office, and while that may not sound like a compliment from someone like me, it’s meant as one.


  I turned my attention back to Bobby. He and his beautiful sister glanced around the large courtroom, and I knew they were looking for me, wondering why I wasn’t prosecuting this case and reducing the charge as usual. I was his shield when he came to this place, had handled all three of his previous charges and used the broad prosecutorial discretion of my position to ensure a mix of dismissals, reductions, and gentle wrist slaps. I did this because Bobby and I had a special bond. And I’m not referring to his sister.


  No, Bobby was a younger version of me, too young to actually be diagnosed as a psychopath, but headed in the right direction, toward a bevy of psychologists who no doubt had that diagnosis waiting on ice for him. In two years, he’d be old enough to wear the tag that was hung around my neck when I was a teenager in England, old enough to get that stigma permanently stamped on his medical, psychological, and criminal records, an ugly and permanent tattoo that people would be sneering at for the rest of his life.


  I’d kept mine hidden in the move to America. No one checked trans-Atlantic records unless there was a reason, and I knew that my BBC accent and charming personality, combined with a University of Texas law degree and burgeoning musical career, raised only interest in potential employers, not red flags. And, as everyone knows, once you’re hired by the government, you have to be either a criminal or an utter moron to get fired. My take was that as long as a git like McNulty was able to hang onto his job, I was safe—no matter what suspicions midlevel managers like Terri had.


  At the front of the courtroom, Judge Portnoy had paused and was looking my way.


  “Our British prosecutor too busy to handle his usual docket?” she said sarcastically. We had a weird relationship, the judge and I. It had started off professional and cordial, but for some reason in the last few months she’d started to poke at me, needle me. To my chief’s chagrin, I didn’t have the wisdom to sit and take it, but, to Portnoy’s credit, she didn’t seem to mind me dishing it right back.


  “If I were too busy, judge, I wouldn’t be sitting here watching Mr. McNulty swipe my cases.”


  “Then charge him with theft,” Portnoy said, before turning back to Bobby. “And young man, I’m glad Mr. McNulty is recommending a secure placement for you. You’re a danger to the public and yourself. This is the fourth or fifth time you’ve been here.”


  His lawyer, Sarah Muckleroy, leapt to her feet. “Your Honor, he has only two misdemeanor adjudications.” Muckles, as I called her, had a target on her back; and it was only because I was still entranced with my own special lady that I’d not zeroed in on her. She was as smart as she was beautiful, and as kind and thoughtful as the Dalai Lama. If I had any kind of decency when it came to women, which I didn’t, I would have crossed her off the list forever. She was way, way too good a human being to fall into my clutches.


  “Maybe so,” Portnoy was saying. “But I’m not talking about adjudications. I’ve seen this young man’s face on considerably more than two occasions, as you well know.”


  Muckles sat down, and Brian McNulty gave her that smug smile of his.


  Portnoy went on. “I’m going to recess the disposition portion of this plea for two weeks. That means you’re going home with your sister today on home detention, which means you’re allowed to go out with her but not on your own, for any reason. If you set one foot wrong in the next two weeks, you’ll spend the next six months here at the ISC—and I mean that literally, as you’ll be wearing an ankle monitor. Charge it every day, and do not even think about removing it.”


  “Yes, ma’am,” Bobby said, his head down. I couldn’t see his eyes, but I knew the look they held in them: contempt and fury. To his credit, he was learning to play the game, as his voice was meek and respectful. “I’ll do right, I’ll show that I can.”


  “I hope so,” Portnoy said, then looked at McNulty. “And the State needs to figure out who’s handling which cases. I’ve made it clear in the past, I like continuity in my courtroom.” Without waiting for an answer, she stood. “We’re adjourned.”


  “All rise,” the bailiff said, and we hauled ourselves to our feet and watched the elegant figure of Judge Barbara Portnoy sweep out of the courtroom.


  ◯


  McNulty huffed his way into our shared office, not meeting my eye.


  “What the fuck was that?” I asked mildly.


  “I thought you asked me to handle it if you were late.” His brow furrowed, as if he really thought that. “A couple of days ago.”


  “Bullshit.”


  “Well, you were late; I was covering for you.” He probably heard the whine in his own voice, so he looked up and said more assertively, “You’re welcome.”


  I held his eye. “Don’t handle my cases without asking me. Understood?”


  “What’s the big deal, Dom? Seriously? Another little shit steals another friggin’ car, so what do you care?”


  “You heard the judge; she likes continuity with the cases in her court.”


  “Since when did you care what she wants?” McNulty snapped. “Or anyone else?”


  Terri Williams appeared in the doorway. “There a problem, guys?”


  “No,” I said. “Just friendly banter. You know how we are.” I gave her my most innocent smile.


  “That’s why I asked,” she said. “Anyway, you fellas have a minute?”


  “Sure.” McNulty dropped his plump form into his chair. “What’s up?”


  She lounged against the doorway and gave us a broad smile. “A fun opportunity for one of you.”


  “Hey, I don’t volunteer,” McNulty said quickly. “I got a lot on my plate already.”


  “You haven’t heard what it is yet,” Williams said sweetly. “And when you do, I’m guessing you’ll change your tune. But looks like you get first dibs, Dominic.”


  “Fire away,” I said.


  “As you may know, the DA’s office hasn’t always had the best relationship with the Austin Police Department,” she began.


  McNulty snorted. “Because they do crappy investigations and their offense reports are usually incoherent?”


  “That’s a long word for you, Brian,” I said.


  “Hush, both of you,” Terri said. “From their perspective, they do a ton of work, write all these reports, and then we dismiss cases without consulting them. Or even letting them know.” She held up a quieting hand, to McNulty not me. “I’m just telling you what their perspective is.”


  “Fine,” McNulty said. “So, what now—we have to consult with them on every case?”


  “Nothing like that,” Terri said. “We have a new liaison program in place. You already know that APD divides Austin into nine sectors for patrols. Each sector will now have a prosecutor assigned to it. The day shifts will have your cell number in case they have legal questions and, here’s the best part, a couple of times a month you’ll ride out with a Thursday evening or night shift, and get the next day off.”


  “Wait,” McNulty said. I could see the wheels turning in his mind. “So I can work Monday through Thursday, then ride out Thursday night and have Friday off.”


  “Right,” Terri said. “Except I think Dominic gets dibs, since you wanted nothing to do with this.”


  “I was totally kidding,” McNulty said. “Come on, seniority wins, surely.”


  “Sure it does,” I said. “On the county scale, I’m a level six attorney; you’re a level five attorney. I win. When do I start?”


  “No, I meant seniority down here. I’ve been down here the longest, I should have the choice.”


  Unfortunately, he was right and I knew it, that’s how this place usually worked. “Why can’t we both do it, get different sectors?” I asked.


  “Yeah, or that,” McNulty agreed.


  Williams shook her head. “Sorry, I checked already. They only want one from juvenile. Each trial court will have someone assigned, as well.”


  McNulty turned to me, his voice high and a little desperate. “Don’t you play gigs on Thursday nights?”


  “Sometimes,” I conceded. “But I can probably move them to Fridays. Wednesdays if I have to.”


  “Much as it pains me, I should probably stick with the house rule,” Williams said. “Sorry, Dom, that gives Brian right of first refusal.”


  “And he already refused,” I said.


  “He got pretty close to it, I agree.” She wagged a finger at McNulty. “Next time, be more of a team player else I will bypass you.”


  McNulty ignored the chastisement. “When do I start? Any training or anything to do?”


  “No, but there are some rules,” she said. “You wear a jacket or polo shirt with the DA logo on it.”


  “Can I carry?”


  “No guns; absolutely not.”


  “What about a bulletproof vest?”


  “You realize you’re gonna be sitting in a car all night, not getting in gunfights, right?” I said.


  “If you want a vest, you’re welcome to buy one,” Terri said. “As far as I know, APD doesn’t provide them to riders, and we don’t either.”


  “Cool,” McNulty said. “I’ll check online, see how much they are.”


  I could just see him, lacing up combat boots, strapping himself into the heaviest vest he could find, boning up on the lingo. He’d probably strap a fake .32 to his ankle and hope no one noticed, probably start crying if they did.


  Terri handed him a piece of paper. “These are the sergeants for the evening shifts this Thursday, one runs from two p.m. to midnight, the other from four p.m. to two a.m. Choose one, e-mail the sergeant to arrange pickup from here, and do at least six hours.”


  “And I won’t see you Friday.” McNulty grinned and picked up his cell phone. “Better let the girlfriend know. Excuse me.”


  He left the office, no doubt headed out of the building so he could crow to his vapid girlfriend about how cool he was now, riding out with the cops every week, but doing it out of earshot of anyone who knew what a dick he was. Which happened to be everyone in the building.


  “I thought this was a liaison program,” I said to Terri. “You really want that idiot being the face of the DA’s office?”


  “Be nice, Dom. Look on the bright side: he won’t be here to annoy you on Fridays.”


  “Now to take care of the other four days of the week,” I said with a smile.


  She looked at me, and for a second I was afraid she’d taken me seriously. But then she checked the hallway was empty and said, “There’s one other thing.”


  “One good thing or bad thing?”


  “That depends, as always.”


  “I get to go back to trial court?” In truth, I didn’t mind juvie, it wasn’t as bad as I thought it’d be. But I missed trying the big cases, the murders and rapes and robberies. I liked the performance of jury trials, which we never had in juvenile, and I liked seeing my name in the newspaper every month or two. I’d told Terri when she arrived that I wanted out, that if she had a chance to advocate for my return, I’d like her to. She was cool about it, understood completely, and I actually believed her when she said she would.


  “Not that, no. Sorry.” She gave a deprecating smile. “I have brought it up, I promise. No, it’s about Brian, actually.”


  “Terri, I swear to God, if they move that useless, lazy sack of—”


  Again she held up a calming hand. “No, don’t worry about that. Thing is, Judge Galaviz is retiring in a couple of weeks.”


  “Oh really? That’s a little sudden, isn’t it?”


  “I was talking to her the other day. She went to one of those retirement seminars the county puts on from time to time and realized she’s eligible before she thought she was. Her husband has a good job so, as she put it, why hang around here longer than necessary?”


  “Fair enough,” I said. Michelle Galaviz was an assistant public defender years back and had been appointed to her current position about nine years ago. Barbara Portnoy was the only elected district court judge; the other three in juvie were, technically, juvenile referees or associate judges. It was a county job like any other; you applied, got interviewed, and whoever had the most contacts with the deciding committee got the job. Which meant a nice salary bump, an office with a window, and a couple of black robes. Not to mention power over the lives of several hundred kids a year.


  And as that thought went through my head, I knew a couple of things—one of them being what Terri was about to say.


  
    
  


  CHAPTER TWO


  BRIAN


  When I got back to my office, Dominic was watching me with that look he has. I’ve tried to explain it to my girlfriend, Connie, but she doesn’t get it. It’s a cross between looking right through you, and seeing everything you’re thinking. I don’t like it. I expect it’s a cultural thing, him being British. Well, English, to be precise. He gets pretty annoyed when you say British, and so I do it sometimes for kicks, but he doesn’t mind.


  We get on pretty well, actually; we’re both big into music, though I’m more of a listener than a player. And he’s really good. I’ve been to half a dozen of his shows. He acts like a bad-ass at work sometimes, but when he strums that dang guitar and sings with his low, melodic voice, man, you can see the female population of any bar just swoon. Some of the guys, too, if I’m honest. This is Austin, after all, where anything goes. The weirder the better. Not that being gay is weird—I’m not saying that at all.


  Anyway, Dominic’s nice enough. Gives me grief sometimes, sure, but from what I can tell, he does that to people he likes. And, of course, I give it right back.


  I sat in my chair and gave him a cheery smile. “So, what should I do with my Fridays off?”


  “I can make several suggestions, if you like.”


  “Connie was pretty happy.”


  “That you’ll be out on Thursday evenings? Maybe I’ll pop over and keep her company.”


  I laughed. “She’d probably like that, you English bastard. She was pretty impressed last week.” It was the first of his gigs she’d seen, and “impressed” was me playing it down. I actually got a little annoyed, how much she went on about how awesome he was. I mean, it’s fine to have a little crush or whatever, but keep it to yourself. Especially when it’s on a friend and colleague.


  “Remind me which trailer park you live in.”


  “The one without Mexicans,” I joked. “Oh, wait, no such thing.”


  “So I gather you might not be doing this ride-out thing for long.”


  The change of subject, and his tone, threw me just for a moment; then I figured Terri Williams must have told him my news. Potential news.


  “Yeah, so I was going to tell you myself,” I said. “They posted the associate judge job last Friday, and as soon as I told Connie, she pushed me to apply right away. I mean, I would have anyway, as I did before. But Connie, you know, she loves the idea of me in a robe. And Judge Tresha Barger suggested I apply, too, and since she’s on the appointment committee, I figured that was a good sign.”


  Tresha was sort of an old friend, having worked at the DA’s office in trial court with me, even though I wasn’t there long. Then she went to do some CPS-related job and so we saw each other a lot at juvie. She was appointed to the bench about four years ago. It’s hard to be friends with a judge, Judge Portnoy thinks it looks bad for judges and lawyers to hang out, but Tresha and I get along and, I think, would like me on the bench with her.


  “Maybe I should apply, too,” Dominic said.


  I couldn’t tell whether he meant it. “You can if you want. Applications are open for another week, I think. Although, like I said, Judge Barger’s on the committee.” And we both know she doesn’t like you much.


  “Good point,” Dominic said. “I like this gig well enough. Maybe I’ll get to ride out with the cops and eventually go back to trying real cases.”


  “Yeah, true.” I decided to mess with him a little more. “Although, in the meantime, maybe you can be assigned to my courtroom. Give me a chance to boss you around in front of everyone.”


  “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


  “Have you call me ‘Judge McNulty,’ and ‘Your Honor.’ Stand up whenever I come into the room.”


  “Can’t wait.”


  “Hold you in contempt, too, if I have to.”


  “It’d be mutual, at least.”


  “Hey, don’t think I wouldn’t if you were disrespectful.”


  “You know, Brian, there’s a pretty good chance of that.”


  “Yeah, I think I would like being a judge,” I said. “Quite a lot.”


  “This is America; anything’s possible.” Dominic stood up. “I’m headed to Starbucks, want anything?”


  “No, I’m good; thanks, mate.” He looked at me like he always does when I call him “mate,” a mixture of amusement and something else, probably exasperation. I kind of wanted to tell him that I really would like him in my court if I became a judge. He’s always the smartest guy in the room, knows how to make a decision, and is very fair to the kids. More lenient than I am as a prosecutor, that’s for sure, but I don’t have a problem with that. We all have the same mission; the DA’s office, the probation department, the public defender’s office, and the judges: fix the kids, don’t punish them. Sometimes I lose patience with the repeat offenders and want to hammer them, a bit like Judge Portnoy does, but Dom always seems to have that extra bit of patience.


  A good example is something he started doing about three months ago. It raised some eyebrows at first, but now it’s all cool. You see, there’s always been this impassable barrier between prosecutors and defendants. On a good day they’ll nod at each other in court, but any communication between them is forbidden, unacceptable. Unless, of course, a defendant testifies in court, which we prosecutors love, because then we get to cross-examine them. But otherwise, no communication at all, ever. Except, Dom went to the chief public defender and suggested they try exactly that. He pointed out that everyone had the same goal, and both sides could benefit. First, if the ADAs started talking directly to these kids and seeing them as more than just hooligans, they’d likely be more lenient, more inclined to try this program or that placement rather than arguing for lockup. And he argued that the DA’s office would benefit because it’d be easier to figure out who the real bad apples were and who could be saved. He even drafted a written contract that both parties would sign, saying nothing from those meetings could be used in court.


  All seven public defenders were pretty surprised, but he was persuasive and they let him do it on a few, select clients. The super good ones, of course, who’d made one mistake and were otherwise perfectly normal kids. Well, except for that one kid, Bobby someone. Give Dominic credit, he seemed to connect with that kid and tried real hard to talk some sense into him. Bottom line is, it worked for both sides and we all started doing it. I don’t like to very much, as I find it hard to talk to them. I mean, it’s my problem, I know, but even so. And since I applied for the judge job, I had to stop because I won’t be able to preside over the cases of the few I did talk to. But all that’s to say kudos to Dominic for starting this. And to the public defender’s office for being open to it.
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