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PROLOGUE

Cate Fante was t he guest o fhonor at t his celeb ration, w hich was
drawing to a liqueyed close. She raised a ynal snifter of cognac, join-
ing the judges toasting her appointment to the district court. Tomor-
row would be a slow day on the bench. The wheels of justice weren’t
lubricated by Remy Martin.

“To Judge Cate Fante, our new colleague!” Chief Judge Sherman
shouted, and the judges clinked glasses with a costly chime. Wrinkled
cheeks draped their tipsy smiles, and their bifocals reflected the flick-
ering candlelight. Their average age was sixty-tw o, and an appoint-
ment to the federal bench was for life. At thirty-nine, Cate felt like she
was joining the world’s most exclusive retirement village.

“Speech, sp eech!” the j udges called o ut, their enco uragement
echoing in t he p rivate r oom. G olden lig ht g lowed f rom b rass
sconces, and coffee cooled next to scalloped half-moons of créme
bralée and bread pudding veined with cinnamon. “Speech, Judge
Fante!”

“Order in the court, you crazy kids,” Cate called back, rising with
her glass and only apparent bravado. She managed a smile hat masked
her panic about what to say. She couldn’t tell the truth: namely, that
she was secretly intimidated by a job described in the Constitution of
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the United States. Or that she only looked the part, in a Chanel suit of
butterscotch tweed, donned like overpriced armor.

“Keep it short, Cate” Judge William Sasso formed a mega phone
with his hands. “It’s past my bedtime.”

Judge Gloria Sullivan chuckled. “Give her a break, Bill. We listen
to you, and God knows what a trial that can be.”

“No, he’s right” Cate gathered her nerve. “Thank you for this lovely
dinner, everyone. You said a lot of nice things about me tonight, and I
just want you to know—I deserve every single word.”

“At last, an honest judge!” Chief Judge Sherman burst into laugh-
ter, as did the others. The young waiter smiled, hovering by the wall.
The judges clapped, shouting, “Way to go!” “Well done!”

“Thank you and good night” Cate mock-bowed and caught the
waiter’s eye, then looked away. She accepted the congratulations and
good-byes as the judges rose to leave, collecting their briefcases and
bags. She grabbed her purse and they all walked to the door, jling out
of the Four Seasons restaurant. On the way out, Cate felt a soft touch
on her arm and turned to see Chief Judge Sherman, tall and stooped
at her shoulder, his sterling silver hair slightly frizzy.

“Don’t look so happy, kiddo. You're taking a major pay cut.”

Cate laughed. “Chief, you give jxed income a good name.”

Chief Judge Sherman laughed, as did ] udge J onathan Meriden,
who fell in to str ide. M eriden was § fty-something, conventionally
handsome, with sandy hair going to gray and a y t, if sho rt, stature.
Cate had legal history with Meriden. When they were both in prac-
tice, hed tried a s ecurities case against her and ended up losing the
jury verdict and the client. Tonight hed acted as if all was forgotten,
so hed sucked it up or warmed to her, with Glenlivet’s hel p. Tley
walked out of the lobby into the humid summer nig ht, and Cate
played the good hostess, wa iting, until e veryone had disp ersed, to
grab the last cab.

Inside, she leaned against the black vinyl as the cab lurched into
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light traffic. Its tires rumbled on the gritty streets, wet from an earlier
thunderstorm. The air conditioning blew only faintly, and Cate eyed
the rain-slick buildings like a stranger to the city. Shed lived in Phila-
delphia since law school, but her heart wasn't in the city. Shed grown
up in the mountains, in a small town erased from the map. Cate still
felt a twin ge at the thought, even though she kne w she wasn’t sup-
posed to care about her hometown anymore. She was pretty sure the
official cutoff was fourth grade.

Cate’s head began to ache. Today shed presided over opening ar-
guments in her jr st major trial, a co nstruction contract case with
damages of ¥ fty million dollars. Fleets o f pricey lawyers from New
York had yled sp ecial appearances, and the witness lists co ntained
more PhDs than most colleges. It was a b ench trial, with no jury to
make the decision, but at least it was a ci vil case. Cate had alr eady
sentenced four men to federal prison, which was four too many.

The cab was stifling, and Cate lowered the window. A breeze blew
in, too sticky to offer any relief, and she un buttoned the top of her
silk blouse. She felt the weight of her p earls like a no ose. Tle night
sky was black and starless, and the full moon a spotlight. She leaned
back against the seat but her chignon got in the way, so she loosened
it with her yngers.

She looked idly out the windo w. Couples walked together, their
arms wrapped around each other, their hips bumping. A handsome
man in a w hite oxford shirt dashed acr oss the street, his tie flying.
The cab turned onto one of the skinny backstreets that scored Center
City, no mo re than an alley with rusted blue Dumpsters lining the
curb. Cate caught a w hiff of the rotting smell. “ The s cenic r oute,
huh?”

“It’s faster than South,” the driver said, and the cab slowed to a
stop sign, waiting for someone to cross the street.

Cate eyed a rundown tavern on the corner. DEL  ROY’s flickered
a failing neon sign, and grafhiti blanketed its brick. Its side window
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was covered with plywood, though an amber glow emanated from
yellow Plexiglas in the front door, which was the only indication the
bar wasn’t abandoned.

It’s Miller time, Cate thought. The line from an old TV commer-
cial. Her mother used to drink Miller. The champagne of bottled beer.

“T'll get out here,” she said suddenly, digging in her p urse for the
fare.

“Here?” The driver twisted around on his side o fthe smudged
plastic divider. “Lady, this ain’t the best block. I't hought we were
going to Society Hill”

“Change of plans.” Cate slid a twenty from her wallet and handed
it to him. Ten minutes later, she was p erched on a wobbly bar stool
behind a glass of Miller. Lipstick stained the rim of her glass, a sticky
red kiss slashed with lines, like vanity’s own jngerprint. It wasn't her
color, but she drank anyway.

The bar reeked of stale draft and Marlboros, and d usty liquor
bottles cluttered its back underneath a cardboard cutout of Donovan
McNabb, set askew. The bar area doubled as a hall way to a c losed
dining room, its darkened doorway marked by an old-fashioned sign
that read LADIES’ ENTRANCE. Cate looked away.

The bar was half-empty, and a man with dark hair hunched over a
beer two seats from her, smoking a cigarette. He wore a white T-shirt
that said c&C TOWING, stretching in block letters across a muscu-
lar back. Three men sat beyond him, silen tly watching the baseball
game, the Phillies p laying San Francisco, ona T V mounted above
the bar. They watched with their heads til ted back, their bald sp ots
an ellipsis.

Cate crossed her legs, ba re in her b rown pumps, and took a sip
of warm beer. She hated herself for being here, and at the same time,
wondered how long it would take. It wasn’t that she wa nted to get
home to sle ep. She co uld function on almost none, from a chi 1d-
hood interrupted by nighttime alarms. Shed be pulled from bed and
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dressed in a winter coat with an embroidered penguin, worn over a
thin nightgown. The coat was t urquoise and the penguin of raised
black fuzz, she remembered now, for some reason. She had loved that
coat.

“Hey, said a voice beside her, and Cate looked over. It was the man
in the T-shirt, with his beer and Marlboro. Up close, he had blood-
shot blue eyes, heavy stubble, and hair that shone in greasy strands.
He smiled drunkenly and asked, “How’re you, beautiful?”

Cate turned to him and smiled. “Evidently, beautiful”

The man chuckled and set his beer on the bar, his cigarette trailing
a snake of smoke. “I think I know you from somewhere,” he said, put-
ting his hand on Cate’s bare knee. “Whas’ your name again?”

“Karen,” Cate told him, then moved his hand up onto her thigh.

Feeling thrilled and miserable, both at once.






CHAPTER 1

Six months later, Cate sat in her hig h-backed chair atop the dais,
waiting to start the day’s session. The courtroom was packed, and she
hid her anticipation behind a professional mask, which was turning
out to be a job requirement. The jury trial had taken all last week, but
today was the only day that counted, like the j nal two minutes in a
basketball game.

Sixers-Hornets. It was on at the bar last night. Wonder who won.

Cate shifted behind the slippery wall of stacked pleadings in front
of her. She hadn’t slept well last nig ht and was r elying on her co n-
cealer, but was otherwise in full costume: synthetic black robes, dark
blond hair in a judicial chignon, a swipe of pink gloss on her lips, and
neutral makeup on largish, blue eyes. Finally the courtroom deputy
flashed Cate a wink.

Showtime. Cate gestured to plaintift’s counsel. “Mr. Temin, let’s
begin. I assume that plaintiff continues his testimony this morning.”

“Yes, Your Honor” Nathan Temin was a roly-poly lawyer with the
paunch of a much older man and a dark suit that begged to be ironed,
worn with equally unruly black hair. Still, Cate knew better than to
judge a tr ial lawyer by his co ver. She had dr essed down for court
many times. Prada didn’t win jury verdicts.
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“Excellent” Cate nodded. “Fire when ready”

“Thank you, Your Honor.” Temin hustled to the podium with a Bic
pen and a legal pad then pressed down his suit with a pudgy hand. He
greeted the jury and turned to his client, already rising from counsel
table. “Mr. Marz, please take the stand.”

Richard Marz walked to the witness stand, and necks craned from
the gallery. Reporters scribbled away, and sketch artists switched to
their flesh-toned chalk. The Eastern District of Pennsylvania didn’t
allow cameras in the co urtroom, for which Cate thanked God and
Chief Judge Sherman.

“Good morning, Your Honor,” Marz said in his s oft-spoken way,
sitting down after he was sw orn in. H e was ba rely thirty years old,
and his baby-blue eyes showed litigation strain. He smiled tightly, his
lips taut as a rubber band, and he ran a jn ger rake through muddy-
brown curls that sprouted from under a crocheted yarmulke. A dark
suit jacket popped open over his white shirt, and his striped tie hung
unevenly. Everybody kne w that p eople lo oked lik e their dogs, b ut
Cate thought they looked like their lawyers.

“Good morning, Mr. Marz” She smiled at Marz in a professional
way, feeling subterranean sympathy for his position. He was claiming
that a p owerful TV producer had st olen his ide a for a s eries about
Philadelphia lawyers and developed it into the cable blockbuster
Attorneys@Law. In this battle between David and Goliath, Marz held
the slingshot.

At the lectern, Temin tugged the black bud of a microphone down
to his heig ht. “Now, Mr. Marz, you testiyed last w eek that you had
two meetings with Mr. Simone, leading up to the critical meeting.
Please remind the jury of what to ok place at the y rst meeting, on
June 10”

“Objection, Your Honor,” said George Hartford, defense counsel.
Hartford had gray eyes behind slightly tinted bifocals and was p re-
maturely bald. He had t o be about y fty, and stood tall and jt ina
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slim Italian suit with a yellow silk tie. “Asked and answered. Plaintiff’s
counsel is wasting the jury’s time.”

Temin said, “Your Honor, it’s appropriate to review this proof be-
cause the weekend intervened.”

“Overruled” Cate shot both lawyers her sternest look. “Let’s not
let the objections get out of hand today, boys. Play nice”

“Thank you, Your Honor” Temin nodded, but a cranky Hartford
eased back in his chair next to his client, producer Art Simone. Even
seated, Simone lo oked tall and trim, in his p rime at a p rosperous
forty-something. His reddish hair had been shorn fashionably close
to his s calp, and his t ortoiseshell glasses paired with a ca ramel-
colored silk tie and tan houndstooth suit. If Marz and Temin were the
mutts in this dogjight, Simone and Hartford were purebred afghans.

“Mr. Marz,” Temin began again, “tell us briefly what happened at
the June meeting with Mr. Simone”

“Well, my background is from the DA’ office, handling cases con-
cerning computer fraud and Internet crime. I al ways liked comput-
ers” Marz sounded almost apologetic. “But I wanted to be a writer,
so I started writing a s creenplay for a T V show about four lawyers
and how they use computer skills to solve murders. I called it Hard
Drive. It was my wife who said, “‘Why don’t you do something about
it?”” Marz smiled at his wife in the front row of the gallery, a sweet-
faced brunette wearing a lo ng skirt and sensible shoes. “So I called
Art—Mr. Simone—and told him w hat I was do ing and asked if he
would meet with me about it, and he agreed to fly out to Philly to take
the meeting” Marz turned to the jury in an earnest way. “Tlat ’s what
they call it in L.A., “taking a meeting” When they say no, they call it
‘taking a hard pass. A ‘soft pass’ is a maybe. I thought a soft pass was
about sex, but what do I know?”

The jurors chuckled with evident warmth. Nobody loved under-
dogs like Philly.

Temin asked, “Had you known Mr. Simone, prior?”
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“Yes, I knew him from summer camp from when I was, like, ten
years old. Camp Willowbark, Unit A. He was my senior counselor,
and I looked up to him like a big brother. I heard he was doing TV in
Hollywood, so I hoped hed help me out”

“And what happened at the meeting, briefly?”

“We met at Le Bec Fin and I told him all the details about my idea
and asked him would he consider it for his production company. Tte
lead lawyer in my series is a f ormer detective, an Italian guy from
South Philly who dresses great and is, like, a tie freak—”

“You needn’t repeat thee details,” Temin in terjected, p reempting
Hartford’s objection.

“Okay, right, sorry. All that’s important is that the four lawyers I
told Mr. Simone about ended up being exactly like the four lawyers
on Attorneys@Law.”

“Objection, opinion!” Hartford said, and Cate waved him off.

“Overruled. The jury knows it’s his opinion.”

Temin paused. “By the way, Mr. Marz, were you surprised that Mr.
Simone flew here to see you, as opposed to you flying out to Califor-
nia to see him?”

“I was, but he said he wanted to visit his mom anyway. She lives in
a nursing home in Jersey.” Marz’s expression darkened. “Now I think
he said to meet in Phill y because Pennsylvania law is t ougher than
California law on—"

“Objection!” H artford sho uted, next t o a stiffening c lient, a nd
Cate raised a hand.

“Granted. That’s eno ugh o pinion, M r. M arz. D on't mak e me
sorry.

The jury smiled, and Temin asked, “Did Mr. Simone take notes
during this meeting?”

“No”

“Now, Mr. Marz, let’s jump to the second meeting on September
15 and 16, also in Philadelphia. Who was present?”
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“Myself, Detective Russo, and Mr. Simone and his assistant, Micah
Gilbert”

“Is that Ms. Gilbert, seated in the gallery behind Mr. Simone?”

“Yes” Marz gestured to a p retty young woman in t he front row.
Micah Gilbert had attended the trial since day one, sitting next to an
attractive jury consultant whose chin-length hair was an optimistic
shade of red.

“What happened at that meeting?”

“Mr. Simone came to Philly to meet with me and a friend from the
Homicide Division, Detective Frank Russo. Russo was the role model
for the main character in my show, the South Philly guy. On the yrst
day, we met at Liberties in Northern Liberties. I picked the place be-
cause real detectives hang there”

The jurors’ eyes had li t up with recognition. The restaurant in
Attorneys@Law was also called Liberties, and most of them had seen
the show. It was im possible to j nd anyone in Amer ica who hadn't,
despite Hartford’s best efforts. The defense lawyer had used his three
preemptory strikes to eliminate as many viewers as possible, with the
help of his redheaded jury consultant. Cate never used a consultant.
Picking a jury was Trial Lawyer 101.

“Now, what took place at Liberties?”

“Detective Russo and I told Mr. Simone about our characters and
storylines. Also, I ga ve him s ome info on computers” Marz’s gaze
slid sideways to Simone. “Because he do esn't know anything about
them.”

“Did Mr. Simone or Ms. Gilbert take notes while you were talking?”

“No.”

“Did you think that was strange?”

“I didn’t then but now I think he didn’t want a record of—"

“Objection! That’s speculation again, Your Honor. Move that the
irrelevant evidence be stricken.” Hartford rose, but Cate waved him
into his seat.
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“Granted.” Cate turned to Marz, on the stand. “Please refrain from
editorializing”

Temin continued, “And what happened after lunch at Liberties?”

“Detective Russo and I t ook Mr. Simone and Ms. Gilbert to the
Roundhouse, the p olice administration building, and we told him
how things really work in H omicide. We showed him s ome details
about the s quad room, like how the det ectives prop the do or open
with an old trash can and they never notice that the trash can stinks,
only visitors do.” Marz turned again to the jury. “The trash can mat-
ters, because it tells you about the characters. How they get so used to
bad stuft, like the ugliness they see every day on the job”

Several of the jurors nodded soberly and one cast a cold eye at de-
fense table. If the jury got the case now, theyd vote for Marz and his
symbolic trash can.

“And what did you do the second day?”

“Detective Russo and I drove Mr. Simone and Ms. Gilbert around
the neighborhoods where the stories took place. It’s called ‘scouting
locations. ”

Temin turned a page on his legal pad . “Finally, we come to your
critical meeting with Mr. Simone, on November 9, also at Le Bec Fin.
Who was present at the meeting?”

“Me and Mr. Simone.”

“And what took place at this lunch meeting?”

“Mr. Simone said we were celebrating. He ordered champagne,
two bottles, even though I'm not a big drinker” Marz shot a resentful
glance at defense table. “Anyway I told him I had the treatment ready
ahead of schedule and I gave it to him.”

“Please explain to the jury what a treatment is”

“A treatment is a det ailed outline of who the characters are and
what the storylines would be. I had told Mr. Simone I'd get the treat-
ment done by August, butI couldntdoitand myjobatthe DAs
office, so I quit my job.”
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“Your Honor, may I approach?” Temin asked, and Cate nodded.
He took from counsel table three thick black binders labeled HARD
DRIVE and gave one to Hartford, one to the court clerk, and walked
to the witness stand, handing the third to Marz. “Mr. Marz, is this the
treatment that you wrote and gave to Mr. Simone?”

“Yes,” Marz answered, examining the notebook, which was admit-
ted into evidence. Temin turned again to his witness.

“Did Mr. Simone take notes at the luncheon?”

“No”

Temin let the implication sink in. “And then what happened?”

“Then Mr. Simone said—"

“Objection, hearsay;,” Hartford called o ut, his shin y Mont Blanc
poised in midair, and Temin stiffened.

“It’s not hearsay, Your Honor”

“Overruled” Cate turned to Marz. “Please. Go ahead”

“He said he was going to get the show ready to be produced and
when he g ot it together, hed call me . He was v ery excited, and we
made a deal”

“Objection to the characterization, Your Honor!” Hartford called
out louder, rising. “There was no deal in this matter!”

“Yes, there was!” Temin matched him decibel for decibel, and Cate
raised her hand, like a stop sign.

“Gentlemen, enough. The objection is o verruled. M r. Hartford,
the plaintiff can give his side of the story in his testimony, and your
client can give his side. It has a nice symmetry, yes?” Cate gestured at
Temin. “Proceed”

“Mr. Marz, what was the deal between you and Mr. Simone?”

“The deal was that he would produce my idea as a TV series, and
he said, ‘If I make money, you'll make money.”

“He said those words?” Temin asked, and back at defense table,
Hartford sho ok his he ad in m ute f rustration. Simo ne r emained
stoic.
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Marz answered, “Verbatim.”

“Is it possible that you misheard him? You testijed that you had
been drinking champagne. Maybe he said, ‘Pass the salt?’”

“No, I heard him perfectly. Plus he already had the salt”

The jury laughed, and so did the gallery. Temin was trying to take
the sting out of the cross-examination to come, but Cate didn’t think
it would do any good. She disguised her concern, resting her chin on
her yst.

“Mr. Marz, seriously, how can you be so sure?”

“Because I had been wondering about when we were going to dis-
cuss money. My wife kept wanting me to ask him, but it was never the
right time” Marz reddened, and his wife looked down. “So when he
said that, I knew we had a real deal”

“Did you and Mr. Simone put this deal into writing?”

“We didn’t need t o, atleast I didn’t think we needed to” Marz
scowled. “We're friends, were friends. He was my senior counselor.
I trusted him to take care of me” Marz pursed his lips, and his disil-
lusionment hung in the air between him and the jurors.

On the bench, Cate was about to burst, but instead wrote on her
pad, DIDN'T LAW SCHOOL CURE YOU OF TRUSTING OTHERS?

Temin said, “Mr. Marz, some jurors might not understand that
you, as a la wyer, would go so far without a wri tten contract. What
would you say to that?”

“Id say they were right, but lawyers are people, too.” Marz turned
again to the jury. “I admit, I got carried away with the whole Holly-
wood thing. He has a jet. A limo. He knows all these famous people.
I felt cool for the jrst time in my life. I may have been naive, but that
doesn’t change the fact that Art Simone stole my show”

“No further questions,” Temin said, but Hartford was already on
his feet.

“I have cross-examination, Your Honor”

Cate nodded, and Hartford strode to the lectern vacated by Temin.
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He began in a c lipped tone, “Mr. Marz, just a f ew quick questions
about this alleged deal. You admit it was never put in writing?”

“It was an oral agreement. Oral agr eements are made e very day.
It’s called an ‘if-come’ deal, standard in California”

Cate picked up her pen. "LEASE, GOD, HELP THIS BO . CAN'T YO~
SEE HIS YARMULKE?

Hartford bore down. “Mr. Marz, I repeat, this deal wasn’t written,
was it? Yes or no.”

“No, it wasn't”

“Now, you and Mr. Simone didn't discuss any speciyc terms of this
deal, did you?”

“As I testiyed, he said, ‘If I make money, you'll make money’”

“Perhaps you misundersto od me.” Hartford s quared his padded
shoulders. “I meant, you and Mr. Simone did not discuss a sp ecijc
price for your idea, did you?”

“I gave him the treatment for Hard Drive, too,” Marz added.

“T'll amend my question. You and Mr. Simone didn't discuss a spe-
cijc price for your idea and your treatment, did you?”

“No.”

“You didn’t discuss when, where, or how any payment would be
made, did you?”

“No”

“You didn’t discuss who would pay you, whether it would be Mr.
Simone or his production company, did you?”

“No”

“So you discussed no speciycs of this supposed deal at your lun-
cheon meeting, did you?”

“No”

“How about in any of the phone calls or the e-mails between the
two of you, about which you testijed last week?”

“No, as I said, because—"

“Yes or no”
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”No,” Marz answered reluctantly. His mouth snapped back into
its rubber band, and the jurors eyed him, a sympathetic furrowing of
their collective brow. Theyd not only hold Simone liable for damages,
theyd have him drawn and quartered.

“No further questions,” Hartford s aid, ynishin g his cr oss more
quickly than anyone except Cate had anticipated.

“Mr. Temin, any redirect?” she asked.

“Yes, Your Honor” Temin returned to the lectern and embarked
upon a s eries of questions that rehashed old ground, and Cate sus-
tained two of Hartford’s objections for good measure. But the testi-
mony didn’t change anything, and by its conclusion, she ad journed
court for lunch, grabbing her legal pad as she rose.

On it, she had written: IS THE ONLY JUSTICE ON TV?



CHAPTER 2

Cate understood on sight why Detective Frank Russo could be a jc-
tional character. His craggy skin s erved as a r ough canvas for dark
eyes, a prominent forehead, and heavy, sensuous lips. His shiny hair,
a suspicious shade of black, matched a pair of longish sideburns. He
wasn't tall, about jve nine, but powerful shoulders stretched his dark
jacket across a broad back, and a flashy tie of red silk proclaimed him
the aforementioned “tie freak” He sat forward in the witness stand,
leaning to the black bud of a microphone.

“Going back to that two-day meeting, who asked you to come,
Detective?” Temin asked, getting to the point.

“Mr. Marz”

“Did he say why?”

“Yes”

“What did he say?”

“He wanted me to help Mr. Simone with research?”

“Where did you meet?”

“Liberties.”

Up on the dais, Cate hid her smile . Russo’s testimony was to the
point, typical for law enforcement personnel. Detectives appeared in
court so frequently they answered only the question asked and never
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volunteered a word. Cate sympathized with poor Temin, struggling
to pull teeth from even his own witness.

“And by ‘hel p M r. Simo ne o ut wi th his r esearch, what doy ou
mean, speciycally?”

“Give him the standard operating procedures in the Homicide Di-
vision. Tell him how we handle murder cases, work with the ADA,
and whatnot.”

“Did you do anything after Liberties that day?”

“Yes”

“And what did you do? And please, explain as fully as possible.”

Russo arched an offended eyebrow, like Italian kabuki. “Mr. Marz
asked myself to give Mr. Simone and his assistant a tour of the Round-
house, which I did. I showed him the squad room, I let him s ee the
interview rooms. I introduced him to the guys, too. I was real popu-
lar that day” Russo chuckled, and so did everyone else.

“Detective, did Mr. Simone ask you any questions that day?”

“He asked about our slang. He said he wanted to make the charac-
ter talk like a real detective”

“What did you tell him?”

“We speak English”

The gallery laughed again, as did the jury and the deputy, loving
every minute.

“Detective Russo, did Mr. Simone take notes on what you said at
the meeting?”

“No”

“Was his assistant with him?”

“Yes”

“Did she take notes?”

“No.”

“Tell me, did you think that was strange?”

“I think everything about Hollywood p eople is stra nge,” Russo an-
swered deadpan, and the gallery laughed. So did Cate, caught oft-guard.
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Temin waited a beat. “Detective Russo, what happened the second
day of your meeting with Mr. Simone?”

“Mr. Marz and myself drove Mr. Simone and his assistant down
Delaware A venue a nd o ther neig hborhoods, no t-so-nice o nes in
North Philly”

“And what took place during this drive?”

“Mr. Marz told them w here the c haracters in t he show would
live, where their law office would be, and where theyd each lunch
and whatnot. He also told about his exp eriences asan ADA. Rich
is young, but before he started with the computer crimes, he tried a
murder case and major felonies.”

“Did you provide information during the drive, too?”

“No.”

Temin blinked. “What did you do?”

“Drove”

“Then why were you there?”

“Protection”

The jury and the gallery laughed. Cate looked down, behind her

yst.
Detective Russo added, “For the record, I used my vacation days

to do this. The city didn’t foot the bill”

Temin cleared his throat. “Detective Russo, did Mr. Marz ever dis-
cuss with you the terms of his deal with Mr. Simone?”

“Objection, irrelevant and calls for hearsay!” Hartford said, rising,
but Temin shook his head.

“Your Honor, as you have said, relevance is broadly dejned and
it's coming in only for the fact that it was said.”

“Overruled” On the da is, Cate turned to the wi tness. “You may
answer, Detective.”

“Yes, Mr. Marz discussed the deal with me,” Russo said.

“And what did he say?”

“Continuing objection,” Hartford said, and Cate nodded.
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“Noted, Counsel. Detective Russo, you may answer the question.”

“Mr. Marz told me that he made a deal with Mr. Simone and that
Simone was g onna pay him w hen he g ot paid, like a co ntingency
fee”

“When did Mr. Marz tell you this, Detective?”

“Right after his lunch with Simone. He called me on his cell, walk-
ing down Walnut Street, all ex cited. He thought we were gonna be
players” Russo smiled in a b enevolent way. “Rich gets like that, car-
ried away, like he said. He’s like a little kid”

Temin paused, letting it r egister. “ Let’s swi tch gears, D etective.
Did you make a deal with Mr. Marz to be compensated for your time
and services?”

“With Rich? Yes”

“What was your deal with Mr. Marz?”

“Objection, relevance!” Hartford rose.

“Overruled. Rele vance is b roadly dejned in t he F ederal R ules,
Mr. Hartford, and this is certainly within its deynition” Cate turned
again to Russo. “Go ahead and answer, Detective”

“Thank you, Your Honor” Russo faced Temin. “Mr. Marz and I
had an agreement that wed be equal partners when Mr. Simone pro-
duced the show. That I wouldn’t get any upfront money but when the
show got made, I'd make whatever he made.”

“Did you consider that generous?”

“Yes and no.” Russo raised a la rge, cautionary hand. “Don’t get
me wrong. Mr. Marz is an all right kid, but him and myself, we spent
alotta time de veloping the ide as for the series. Working at night,
making up the four characters and their histories. The lead was gonna
be me, the good-lookin’ one.”

Again, smiles all a round, but for Cate, who knew the ending to
this episode.

“Detective, was it your intention to quit your job after the show
was produced?”
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“Yeah, but this woulda been like winning the lottery. Marz quit his
job to work on it full-time” Russo shot Simone a hard look. “Glad I
kept mine, the way it turned out.”

“Detective Russo, was your agreement with Mr. Marz ever written
down?”

“We shook on it, and that was good enough for us” Russo eyed the
jury, who got the message, rapt, to a member.

“No further questions,” Temin said, obviously pleased, and took
his seat.

Cate faced defense counsel. “Any cross, Mr. Hartford?”

“Thank y ou, Y our H onor;” he a nswered, st anding u p and a p-
proaching the lectern. “Mr. Russo, to the best of your knowledge, was
the alleged agreement between Mr. Simone and Mr. Marz ever re-
duced to a written contract?”

“No”

“Thank you, D etective Russo.” Hartford looked at the dais. “No
further questions, Your Honor”

Temin stood up. “No redirect, Your Honor, and plaintiff rests its
case-in-chief. We would like to reserve rebuttal”

“Of course, and thank you, Mr. Temin.” Cate excused D etective
Russo from the stand and looked expectantly at defense table.

Hartford stood tall. “I would like to call Ar thur Simone to the
stand, if I may”

“Youmay; C ate a nswered, shifting f orward in her ¢ hair. S he

wanted to hear from this character.



CHAPTER 3

From the lectern, Hartford asked, “Mr. Simone, could you tell the
jury a little bit about yourself?”

“Sure. 'm from Reno and went to UNLYV, in Vegas. Graduated an
English major. You know what that means, job-wise.” Simone smiled
crookedly. “Hello, my name is Art and I'll be your waiter tonight.”

A chuckle ran though the gallery, especially from the redheaded
jury consultant and Simone’ assistant, Micah Gilbert. Gilbert, who
looked to be in her e arly thirties, sat with her legs cr ossed in tig ht
pants, and her long, dark hair flowed to her shoulders in a sexy curl.
She took almost constant notes, and Cate couldn’t help wondering if
her dedication to her boss was more than professional.

“I went to law school at Hastings, but as much as I loved reading
cases, I got bored. I don’t know how law school manages to make win-
ning and losing, life and death, justice and injustice so deadly dull”
Simone scofted, and his yne hands rested on the edge of the polished
wood, showing a thick gold wedding band. “I always loved TV, so I
moved to L.A. and got into the business as a gofer, then moved up to
producing my own true-crime shows and selling them to cable mar-
kets. Then I started writing and producing Attorneys@Law.”

Hartford flipped a page of his legal pad. “Mr. Simone, you heard
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Mr. Marz testify that he gave you the idea for the series that eventu-
ally became Attorneys@Law, didn’t you?”

“Yes, I did hear him say that”

“Is that true?”

“No.” Simone’s good humor faded. “No. Absolutely not.”

Cate saw Marz lean forward in his chair at counsel table.

“Mr. Simone, what gave you the idea for Attorneys@Law?”

“My imagination. One day in the shower, I realized that none of
the current lawyer shows showed the inside view. The way lawyers
really work, in court and out. So I'said, if  wa nt to see it, I guess I
have to write it, and that was that”

“Did you copy the idea from anyone or anywhere?”

“Of course not. L et me st ate the obvious. The idea of a la wyer
show isn’t copyrightable, and it isn’t even new, and there were four
main lawyers in L.A. Law, Ally McBeal, and Boston Legal. Marz didn't
invent it, and neither did I. I t started as fa r back as P erry M ason,
and I'li ve in t he same world as a nybody else” Simone shifted for-
ward, warming to the discussion, though Hartford’s confused expres-
sion suggested that his client was veering from their script. “By that I
mean, I'm influenced by reality, by my own life. ’'m being sued in this
ridiculous lawsuit, and on the bench sits an attractive woman judge,
with real star power.” Simone turned suddenly toward the dais. “Do
you mind if I suck up, Judge Fante?”

Cate flushed, caught oft-balance. “Is this relevant?”

“Yes, of course. I'm trying to explain that my ideas often come from
my life. For example, I could turn this very lawsuit into a TV series.
Write a spin-off from Attorneys@Law, and call it Judges@Court. And
it could star a blond female judge who'’s a lot like you, Judge Fante.
Charismatic, attention-getting. The most alive person in t he room.
What do you think?”

Cate stiffened at the flattery, but the jurors and gallery held their
breath, waiting for her reaction. Most federal judges would have ad-



24 LISA SCOTTOLINE

monished him, b ut t hat w ouldn’t def use a nything. S he a nswered,
“Great idea. Get Charlize Theron, for me”

“Done!” Simone laughed, and so did everyone else.

Hartford cle ared his t hroat. “Now, M r. Simo ne, w ere y ou e ver
friends with Mr. Marz?”

“No, not at all. He was e of my campers, that’s it. Long story short,
we barely stayed in touch over the years. We were never close.”

At counsel table, Marz scowled, and his wife looked equally un-
happy.

Hartford asked, “Were you sitting in t his courtroom when Mr.
Marz testijed that he met with you on three occasions?”

“Yes, I did he ar Mr. M arz testify, but what took place at them
wasn’t what Mr. Marz said. At the June meeting, Mr. Marz told me he
had an idea for a TV series, and I gave him my time because he was
a nice kid and he was in dir e straits. Things weren’t working out for
him at the DA’ office and—"

“Objection,” Temin interrupted.

“Overruled” Cate shook her head, and Simone continued before
she directed to do so.

“Mr. Marz said he wa nted a ne w career. I t hought I'd do him a
favor and listen to him talk. But that’s it, and that’s all. I promised him
nothing, I offered nothing.” Simone turned to the jury, his tone newly
agitated. “His idea isn’t what became Attorneys@Law. I was alr eady
working on the scripts for Attorneys @Law when we met and I set it
in Philly because I'm from here, too. It’s pure coincidence that both
shows are about lawyers. What show isn’t about lawyers and crime
these days? Law & Order. Monk. The Sopranos. CSI. Theyre all the
same hook?”

The jurors looked disapproving, obviously disbelieving Simone in
this credibility contest. Even the courtroom deputy looked down, ex-
amining his nails, his yngers curled like a grappling hook.

“Mr. Simone, skip ahead to the ynal meetin g at Le Bec Fin. You
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heard Mr. Marz testify that you and he made a deal at this meeting,
and you allegedly said to him, ‘If I make money, you’ll make money.
Did you hear him testify to that effect?”

“Yes, I he ard that, but it’s absolutely not true. We had no agr ee-
ment or deal. I never intended to buy his idea or his treatment, and I
never, ever said I would. And I certainly never said, ‘If I make money;,
you make money. ”

At counsel table, Marz gasped, and Temin touched his arm to si-
lence him.

Hartford asked, “Did you discuss a price term? That is, how much
you would pay Mr. Marz for his idea?”

“No, not at all. Hed quit his job at the DA’ office to work on his
treatment, and I listened to him talk and nodded a lot, which is all I
did to encourage him. I wanted to cheer him up.”

“Did he cheer up?”

“After a few bottles of Dom, everybody cheers up”

The jurors didn’t laugh, and Cate knew they didn’t get the Dom
reference. She wouldn’t have, either, but for her legal education.

Mr. Hartford made a nate. “Let me ask you a question. If you didn't
want to buy his ideas, why did you accept his notebooks?”

“I couldn’t not. He kept insisting, so I took them. As soon as I left
the restaurant, I threw them in a trash can”

At plaintift’s table, Marz stirred, and so did his wife, behind him.

“Now, to ynish u p, did there come a time w hen you heard from
Mr. Marz again?”

“Yes, he attempted to contact me a few times after that, but I didn't
respond. I was busy, and he asked me if I read his treatment, which I
hadn't, as [ said. Tlen when Attorneys@Law became a hit, Mr. Marz
wrote to me, alleging that I stole his idea. Then he filed this lawsuit
against me and my production company.” Resentment edged Simone’s
voice. “You know the saying, No good deed goes unpunished.”

“Thank you, Mr. Simone.” Hartford flipped the pad clos ed and
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looked up at Cate. “Your Honor, I have no further questions.”

“I have cross, Your Honor.” Temin shot to his feet.

“Go ahead, Counsel,” Cate said, and the plaintiff’s lawyer began
an earnest cross-examination of Simone that didn’t change anyone’s
view, least of all hers.

Hartford rose to his feet. “Your Honor, at this time, the defendant
moves for a judgment as a matter of law under Rule 50

Temin argued, “Your Honor, plaintiff opposes any such motion.”

Cate banged the gavel. Crak! “Arguments at eight oclock tomor-
row morning, gentlemen.”

She left the bench, checking her watch on the fly: 5:05. She had to
get going.

She had a standing date.



CHAPTER 4

“Honey, I'm home!” Cate called o ut, and from the ki tchen came a
laugh. She let her self into the town house and shut the front door
against the cold night.

The living room was dark, but light and music emanated from the
kitchen. At this hour, her best friend, Gina Katsakis, would be wash-
ing leftover dishes and playing Mozart on the Bose. Of necessity, this
household ran on ar igid schedule and listened 24-7 to Tle Magic
Flute. And Gina, the biggest disco fan in their law school class, had
adapted to that change in her life, and many others.

Cate set her p urse and an aromatic brown bag on an end table,
then slid o ut of her sheepskin coa t, sho ok off the win ter chill, and
turned on a table lamp. The light illuminated a living room littered
with toys, but it was no o rdinary kiddie c lutter. An o range Fisher
Price slidin g b oard had b een upended, color flashcards and ac tiv-
ity books had been strewn among dry Cheerios, and a Minute Maid
juice box spilled over a denim beanbag chair. Cate picked up the juice
box, then collected the flashcards and stowed them in t he Reeb ok
shoe box.

“Fante, stop cleaning!” Gina called from the kitchen.

“In a min ute!” Cate picked up an activity book, lying open to a
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page titled ALL ABOUT ME, updated with a new photo. An adorable
little boy with round brown eyes and shiny brown-black hair, whose
bangs had b een scissored off in a rag gedy homemade cut, posed in
front of a landscape found only in Wal-Mart’s photo department. A
closer look at the picture revealed that the child’s gaze focused to the
right of the camera, and his smile ¢ urved off-kilter. Cate reshelved
the book, picked up a BabyGap sweatshirt, and set it on the couch.

“Stop now!”

“Gimme a minute!” Cate brushed the Cheerios back into an over-
turned Dixie ¢ up and stood u p, having im proved t he r oom o nly
because it was s o small, a far cry from Gina’s predivorce Tudor in
suburban Villanova.

“Don’t make me yell!”

Cate grabbed the trash and brown bag and went into the kitchen,
where Gina stood at the sink in a n oversized pink cable knit, and
mom jeans that couldn’t hide a killer body. She was emptying a large
pot of boiling water into the basin, steaming up the window and yll-
ing the tiny kitchen with starchy fog. Spaghetti was on the menu to-
night; it was the only thing Warren ate.

“I hate when you clean” Gina turned from the sink, frowning in
mock offense. Even ersatz emotion animated large brown eyes that
flashed darkly, thick eyebrows like b old slashes, a nd a str ong nose
that yt full cheekbones and generous lips, easily coaxed into too-loud
laughter. Gina Katsakis was Maria Callas with a JD.

“Hey, girl ” Cate threw out the trash a nd set the brown bag o n
the kitchen table, next to Warren. The three-year-old sat in his blue-
padded high chair, taking no notice of her, his gaze f ocused on the
steam blanketing the window. Cate knew he needed time to get used
to her being here, so she didn’t greet him. Instead, she said, “Dinner
is served.”

Gina scuffed to the table in tan Uggs and peeked in the brown bag.
“Whatd you bring me?”
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“What I always bring. Crack cocaine.”
“Chicken curry!”
it’s still hot!” She pulled out a white Chinese food carton and held it
up with a broad smile. “You know what I love about this?”

“That it’s free?”

“No, the carton” Gina p ointed to the red let ters o n t he w hite

Gina reached an eager hand inside the bag. “And

waxed pint. “The politically incorrect Asian font. Only a Chinese res-
taurant can get away with that. “‘We love our customers How great is
that? Tley love us!”

“How could they not?” Cate asked, but she didn’t have to say any-
thing. She knew that her friend needed to talk, pent up from the day.
It struck her that this was Gina’s Miller time.

“It’s like my dry cleaners” Gina set the container down and un-
packed the other one, then pint-sized rice b oxes and tinfoil trays of
egg rolls, with plastic tops. “The paper on the hanger says, ‘We heart
our customers. I love that, too. I need more love in my business rela-
tionships. Don't you?”

“I don’t even need love in my love relationships,” Cate answered,
then caught herself, but Gina barely heard.

“You just missed a great Dr. Phil”

“What about? People who love Dr. Phil too much?”

“No, fa ult-ynders, lik e M ike. Remem ber he was lik ethat? He
found fault with everything. Marks on the walls, laundry on the floor.
That’s the whole problem, nobody’s kind anymore.” Gina went to the
drawer, retrieved silverware, and grabbed two prefolded napkins on
the way back. “We got a new speech therapist today, and she’s horri-
ble. Not anywhere near as dedicated as Lisa. The new one’s just mean.
Cold”

“That’s too bad.” Cate opened a cabinet and slid two dinner plates
out of the stack, on autopilot. They set the table the same way, every
time she ca me to b abysit on Monday nights, moving around each
other like an old couple. Their friendship had last ed almost ¥ fteen
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years, spanning a marriage and divorce for each. They had even been
each other’s maid of honor, and if t heyd just married each other,
theyd still be together.

Gina was saying, “You can't have three different speech therapists
in six months, not for a kid like him. How can he make progress, with
that kind of turnover?”

“They probably don’t pay them enough.” Cate set the plates at their
chairs, each catty-corner to Warren. She glanced at him, but he was
still gazing at the cloudy window. “So you had s ome fussing in the
living room today, huh?”

“Just a little. How’re you?” Gina lined u p their silverware beside
the napkins, and a wiry black curl fell onto her cheek. Her hair was
growing in aga in, and she t ucked the shiny strand into its stubby
ponytail. “How’s the big trial?”

“Fine. ” Cate went to the refrigerator and grabbed two cold Diet
Cokes from the do or. The white wire racks held o nly a f ew green
peppers, a do zen eggs, a head of romaine, and a r ow of strawberry
Yoplait. “You need food, honey”

“They really dumb down the trial co verage and they don't even
mention you on the news. They just call you ‘the judge’ Tle y don't
even say ‘Judge Fante! They give Simone all t he attention, and his
preppy lawyer, who I wa nt to smack. Every day, he’s holding press
conferences.”

Cate returned with the Cokes. “I should’ve gagged him. It would’ve
been my yrst gag order. Isn't that sweet?”

“A girl never forgets her jrst” Gina sat down behind her plate and
opened a container.

“And how’s the baby?” Cate walked around the table to Warren,
who still stared out the windo w. There was no thing there but bare
trees obs cured b y va nishing st eam. C ate lo wered her self in to t he
child’s yeld o f vision before she sp oke to him, as she d been taught.
“Hello, Warren.”
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Warren didn't respond. At about eighteen months old, this happy,
bright, and co mmunicative b oy sim ply wi thdrew, gr owing q uieter
and more still, slipping bit by bit from everyone. He used to call Cate
for abig hugand cling to her wi th a ki tten’s tenacity, but that had
stopped after a time and hed gradually lost all speech. Cate believed
he was in there, behind his eyes. “Warren? Hello, Warren.”
“He’s still got that ear infection. He's not feeling so good.”
“Warren, hello,” C ate r epeated, mo dulating her v oice, b ecause
he was s oothed by singsong phrases. He loved classical music, too,
which was why the Mozart. She checked his plate, covered with cool-
ing spaghetti. “He isn’'t eating much.”
“He will” Gina ate a forkful of chicken, dripping mustardy curry.
“He had a hard day. After the bitchy speech therapist, we had to go to
CVS to reyll his Amox scrip. I wish they delivered.”
“Hello, Warren.” Cate knew he he ard her. She ignored the con-
striction in her chest. “I'm very happy to see you.”
“It’s okay, let it go. Come and eat.”
“Warren, its you and me, after dinner” Cate went to the table,
pulled out a chair, and picked up the small container. White rice fell
out in a s olid block, reminding her o f the sand molds she us ed to
make down the shore with Warren. Theyd pack dark, wet sand in
a blue plastic castle and turn it over. Hed been creeped out by the
ylmy-shelled sand crabs that would burrow away, and frankly, so was
Cate. It seemed so long ago, but it was only last year.

“I'm wondering if I sho uld go tonight” Gina broke up her rice
with the side of her fork, eyeing Warren.

“Go to the Acme, my godchild needs f ood. Should I w ork with
him or let it go tonight?”

“Work with him with the mirror, but just a little” Gina shook her
head. “T hate to give up even one night, or he’ll fall further behind.”

“Go and don’t worry about it.”

“Thanks” Gina brightened and dug in for another forkful. “Hey, I
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might even take a shower before I leave. Lately, even the produce is look-
ing at me funny. Also I could crash my cart into somebody single”

Cate smiled . “So w hat ha ppened today? W hyd he ha ve a t an-
trum?”

“I tried to do floor time after the doc” Gina popped open her Diet
Coke and poured it into her glass, where it jzzed against the ice. “We
were working on All About Me in the activity book”

“That’s where you went wrong.” Cate scooped goopy yellow curry
onto her rice. “You shoulda stuck with Faces and Places”

“I know, right? I love Faces and Places!”

“All About Me is a ballbuster”

“Only thing worse is You and Me.”

“You and Me will kill you”

Gina burst into laughter. “If I were better at You and Me, I wouldn't
be divorced”

They both laughed again, though it wasn’t true. Not every mar-
riage sur vives a ¢ hild with autism. W hen the do ctors j nally diag-
nosed Warren, Gina quit her job as a1 insurance lawyer and dedicated
herself to ynding the best early intervention programs. Her husband,
Mike, had edged away and jnally opted out of the marriage, though
he sent support checks big enough to cover most expenses. Cate had
set up a tr ust fund for Warren, contributing yearly. Shed tell Gina
about it someday;, if the girl ever stopped talking.

“So what’s going on in t he outside world, Cate? How was y our
weekend? Did you do anything?”

“No. Just worked”

“Hear anything from the old jrm?”

“No, they don’t call. It would be inappropriate.”

“So who do you play with?”

“You?”

Gina didn't smile. “What about that stockbroker, Graham What’s-
his-name? Is he still calling?”



DIRTY BLONDE

“I see him tomorrow night”
“Yay!” Gina clapped, then stopped abruptly, her brown eyes wide.
“Wait, is this the third date? It's time for third-date sex! Woohooo!”

“Slow down, girl” Cate hid her dis comfort. Shed never admit to
Gina what she did on the side. She barely admitted it to herself.

“You know the rules. You have to” Gina leaned over her plate, her
dinner forgotten. “How’m I gonna live vicariously if you have such a
boring life? You're a judge, not a nun. Maybe you got confused? Tle
black robes are too matchy?”

Cate smiled. Everybody should have at least one girlfriend who can
make her laugh. “Enough about me. Tell me about the bitchy speech
therapist,” she said, because she knew Gina needed to talk, and they
were off.

Later, while Gina was upstairs getting ready to go, Cate sat at the
kitchen chair next to Warren and a watery Diet Coke, its ice melted
to slivers. The kitchen lights were dimmed, and Mozart played in the
background. Warren remained focused on the window, and Cate fol-
lowed his gaze, confounded.

Outside, under the s ecurity lig ht, the b ranches o fa ba re tree
moved in the wind, in a stiff, jittery way. Kids with autism saw de-
tails and patterns that people without it couldn’t see, so she squinted
and tried to see them the way Warren did. Spidery black lines coated
with yellow light moved back and forth, then the black lines dis ap-
peared into complete darkness. Autistic brains saw everything, but
normal brains didn’t see things if they didn’t expect to see them, in a
phenomenon called ina ttentive blindness. Thered even been an ex-
periment where airplane pilots had failed to see a jet on the runway,
because they didn't expect it to be there.

He’s got to come back to us. To his mother. To me.

Cate picked up a medium-sized round mirror rimmed with cheery
red felt and tilted it at Warren so that it captured his face. “Warren.
Youre Warren,” she s aid. In the reflection, the c hild’s mouth tilted
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down at the one corner, though his gaze st ayed at the window. She
pointed to his reflection anyway. “Warren.” Then she tilted the mirror
to herself, so he could see her reflection. She p ointed to her face in
the mirror. “Karen.”

What?

“Cate” Cate blinked and pointed again. She must be tired. Carol.
Sandra. Emily. Halley. “Cate” Then she tilted the mirror to the boy
and pointed again. “Warren.”

Warren stirred in the high chair and began to move his head, side
to side.

“It’s okay,” Cate said in a calm v oice. W hat was b othering him?
Maybe too much pointing. Autistic kids don’t point, and he was just
learning how to p oint in s chool. She s et t he mir ror do wn gently.
Sudden noises wouldn’t help. “We won't do this anymore, if you don’t
want to.”

Warren shook his head, side to side.

“Warren, it’s okay, we'll stop now, it’s okay,” Cate soothed, but sing-
song wasn't working. She wanted to kick herself. “It’s okay, Warren,”
she said, but he st arted shaking his he ad faster, then swin ging his
small a rms, jostling t he hig h c hair. The chair ba nged aga inst t he
kitchen table, and Cate’s glass tipped over with a loud clunk, spilling
Diet Coke and sending ice skidding across the table.

“Ahhh!” Warren burst into screaming, shaking his head back and
forth so violently that he r ocked the high chair, almost t oppling it.
Cate leapt up and grabbed him under his arms so he didn' fall, but he
was strapped into the high chair and went ballistic. Cate managed to
unlatch him and scoop him shrieking into her arms, kicking his feet,
writhing back and forth. Cate tried to remember her training. Kids
with autism are calmed by tight squeezing. She hugged him tightly,
and he kic ked against her st omach with his ba by sneakers but she
didn’t let go.

“Cate!” Ginarushed into the kitchenin at owel, her exp ression
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stricken and her wet hair plastered to her shoulders. “Do you need—”

“No, I got it, it’s okay, Warren, it’s okay, it's Cate and it’s okay,” Cate
said over and over, squeezing him. Gina stood at their side, her hand
covering her mouth, her tears silent. The child stopped screaming and
his kicking ynally lessened, then ceased as his t ense body loosened
in her arms. “It’s all right, Warren, it’s gone now, I love you, Warren,”
Cate kept repeating, and Warren went ynally limp in her arms.

Gina signaled in time that he had fallen asleep, but Cate didn’t let
him go. He felt so good in her arms, permitting her embrace only in
slumber, and Gina understo od, b ecause she no dded to C ate to g o
upstairs to put him down. And when they were jnished, Cate picked
up her purse, slipped back into her sheepskin, a nd closed the town
house door.

Grateful, and heartbroken, to leave.

Afterwards Cate found herself driving the long way home, knowing
she was in some vague state of denial. She piloted the white Mercedes
through Ro xborough, a w orking-class neig hborhood on the way
home, a b rick labyrinth of row houses with green plastic awnings,
heaped now with crusty snow and trimmed with sooty icicles. She
felt oddly comfortable here; it was a lot like her hometown, and she
kept seeing her own past.

She drove by an old Catholic grade s chool, its windows covered
with construction-paper snowflakes. She had gone to an elementary
school like that, St. Ignatius, and remembered makin g snowflakes,
folding the paper into thick eighths, cutting the corners with useless
safety scissors, then unfolding the creation in a schoolgirl’s suspense.
Shed been either disappointed to discover cut holes that were bigger
than they were supposed to be, or happily surprised when a humon-
gous star burst at the center of the snowflake. She didn’t know why
she remembered it, now.

She drove past a small ¢ hurch with an attached rectory, then a
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large st one f uneral ho me t hat was, ir onically, t he nicest b uilding
on the block. It was al ways that way in neighborhoods; it had b een
in hers, too. She cruised ahead, listening to the thrumming of the
Mercedes engine and passing old Fords and minivans whitewashed
with road salt and grime. She slowed when she came, inevitably, to a
corner bar.

"ADDY’s, read the neon sign, a glowing green cliché with a side-
ways shamrock.

Cate eyed the place as the car idled at the stop sign. Its brick facade
needed repair and its one window, in the side of the building, was of
old-fashioned block glass, almost stop-time. A broken concrete stoop
led to a wooden front door, so close to the street that Cate could hear
laughter from within. She felt a familiar tingle of arousal and fear.

HONK! HONK!

Cate started and checked the rearview just as a pickup flashed its
high beams. She hit the gas and cruised forward, half-looking for a
parking space, half-driving home. She checked the digital clock on
the car’s tan dashboard, illuminated with a ghostly white: 11:13. Tlen
the temperature: 18 degrees.

Cate lapped the block once, then twice. Thinking, and not think-
ing. She flashed on Warren, sleeping spent in her arms. Tlen Marz,
for some reason, which reminded her. She still had work to do t o-
night. Tomorrow would bring a big decision. The motion she had to
rule on would prevent the case from ever going to the jury. Tley d
never get to decide w ho was t elling the truth, and Marz would be
dead in the water.

Cate took a left onto Ridge Avenue, heading home.



CHAPTER 5

“Good morning, gentlemen.” Cate shook hands all around and ges-
tured Temin and Hartford into the mismatched chairs across from
her desk in c hambers. The lawyers greeted her ner vously, undoubt-
edly taken aback by her sur prise request to meet with them, and as
they sat down, they stole glances around the office. Cate still hadn’t
decorated the place, and for a second, saw it through their eyes.

Her leftover desk—medium-sized, GAO-issue, of brown mahogany-
like laminate—would impress no o ne, and her desk ¢ hair was co v-
ered with brown pleather. Briefs and pleadings lay stacked on the
conference table across the room, but at least the papers hid t he
water rings. Bookshelves lined the walls, but they remained empty
except for unpacked b oxes she'd brought from her old yrm. Tler e
was, ho wever, a floor-to-ceiling windo w wi th a sp ectacular vie w:
gray clouds made a dreamy canopy over the blue Benjamin Franklin
Bridge, which spanned the Delaware River and connected the snow-
covered row houses of colonial Philadelphia to the renewed water-
front of Camden.

Cate asked, “Great view, huh?”

“Sure is,” Temin answered, falsely cheery. His curly hair lo oked
damp, and white conditioner plugged one ear. He wore his trademark
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wrinkly brown suit. “You can see forever. Or, at least, Jersey.”

“It’s lovely,” Hartford agreed, tugging up his pa nts leg. H e wore
gray pinstripes, newly squeegeed glasses, and a tight smile.

“Thanks for coming, both of you,” Cate said. “I called you in be-
cause I'm troubled by this case. As you know, I inherited this matter,
so I wasn’t involved in any settlement discussions. The way I see it,
this is a garden-variety contract case, if we strip away the Hollywood
glamour. Why hasn't it been settled?”

Temin sighed. “Plaintift did try to settle, Your Honor, but defen-
dant was unwilling.”

Cate turned to Hartford. “How unwilling?”

“Completely;” he a nswered ¥ rmly, b ut C ate wasn’t he aring t he
jrmly part. She turned back to Temin.

“What was your demand?”

“Your Honor, our ynancial expert examined what the Attorneys@
Law franchise has gr ossed to date, not counting future DVD sales,
domestic and worldwide, and he tells us we're talking $760 million,
gross.”

Cate almost laughed. “As I said, what was your demand?”

“We started at twenty million, then went down to ¥ fteen, then
ten, then eight, then two.” Temin shifted his girth. “Right now we're
at $925,000.

Itsas tart. “Sounds lik e mo vement to me. W hat a bout y ou,
George?”

“Your Honor, the rub isn’t me, but my client. He refuses to pay a
penny. Not a penny. He doesn’t want to set a precedent, and success-
ful producers become major targets if t hey pay. Besides, it’s a p rin-
ciple with Mr. Simone.”

Yeah, right. “He must have a number”

“He has no number. He believes that his reputation is on the line”

“His reputation is t aking a p ounding in t he press” Cate hadn’t
been reading the articles, but her ¢ lerks memorized them. “ Enter-
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tainment Weekly, Variety, People magazine, theyre all on Marz’s side.
The consensus is your client stole Mr. Marz’s idea.”

Hartford sho ok his he ad. “ They just want to bring a successf ul
man down, and Mr. Simone thinks long-term. He expects to be vin-
dicated and change the public’s mind. In any event, he says that all
press is good press, and the ratings are up.”

“Tle ratings?” Cate repeated, appalled. “Is that what’s going on
here? That as long as this case stays alive, your client is getting better
ratings?”

“No, no, no!” Hartford rushed to s ay, holding up a co nciliatory
hand. “It’s about the principle, I assure you, and the precedent.”

Yeahr ight. Cate changed tack and faced Temin. “Let’s close this
deal, Counsel. Will your client take half t he amount he’s currently
asking, let’s say $500,0002”

“I believe he would. Conydentially, he’s still out of a job.”

“There is no number” Hartford shook his head, and Temin turned
to him in appeal.

“George, what about 250 grand? That would make my guy whole
for the time he was out of work and cover at least some of my fees.”

“I can’t help you out, Nate”

Cate folded her arms, bowing out for a minute.

Temin said, “Come on, you gotta b e kidding. Your guy makes
more dough than God”

“That’s not the point”

“Would you recommend it to him, at least?”

“Honestly, no”

“Why not?”

“He wants vindication.”

“He wants blood!” Temin shot back, and Cate stepped in.

“Mr. Temin, please, that won’t help.”

“But, Your Honor, what does he want?” Temin threw up his pudgy
hands. “He took my guy’s show, he took his livelihood, and my guy’s
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got no thin’ I'll give up my fee, Judge” Temin turned t o Hartford
again. “George, he’s a g ood kid. He made a mist ake. How can you
take advantage of that kid and sleep at night?”

“I'm not—"

“A hundred grand, then!” Temin said, raising his voice again. “No
fee for me. Two years of salary for my guy. How about it?”

“No.”

“A year then. The guy has two kids and a mother he supports. She
lives in the duplex upstairs.”

“Not for y fty grand or even twenty-yve. It's not going to happen.
Your client started this, and were going to ynish it

Cate raised her ha nd, and Temin bit his to ngue. Her only hope
was convincing Hartford that there was a risk if he didn't settle. “Mr.
Hartford, you act as if a v erdict is gua ranteed your client, but have
you been watching? The jury favors Mr. Marz”

Hartford smiled without warmth. “With respect, we feel conydent
we will prevail. If not before you this morning, then in the Thr d Cir-
cuit. And if not there, I am authorized to take it all the way up.”

“To t he S upremes?” T emin in terrupted, incr edulous. “ What?
That ’s burning money! An appeal that far will cost a hundred grand.
He can settle it right now for a song”

Hartford set his jaw. “I cannot settle this case. Even if I r ecom-
mend it, he will not take it”

Cate had t o letit go. Judges were p ermitted to aid settlements,
not muggings. “Mr. Hartford, go and take the y nal demand to Mr.
Simone. If you won’t recommend it to him, tell him that I do. Tell him
I strongly recommend that he do the right thing, the smart thing, and
settle”

“But, Your Honor—"

“Go, Mr. Hartford,” Cate repeated y rmly, then rose, which cued
the lawyers that the meeting was over. “You have an hour before we’re
in session. Tell the bailift if you need more time.”
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“Your Honor—"
“Go and do. Now.”

Ten min utes later, Cate was si tting at her desk acr oss from Emily
Carroll, she of the nose ring, eyebrow bar-pierce, and weird earlobe-
stretcher-circle thing. The girl dressed in heavy Goth, with black eye-
liner around her da rk eyes, a ma roon cardigan that picked up her
purple yn gernail polish, and black pants that jt too snugly under a
wide belt dotted with silver studs. But if there was a case that would
save Marz, Emily would ynd it. Hardware aside.

“Tell me something good,” Cate said, leaning over her second cup
of coffee. Temin and Marz were still in discussions. They had j fteen
minutes until court started.

“Nothing, Judge. There are no cases.”

“There have to be”

“There aren’t” Emily shook her head and something metallic jin-
gled. Cate didn’t want to know what.

“Did you check all jurisdictions?”

“Yes”

Cate had r esearched the question herself online last nig ht, with
the same result. “Can you think of any new theory?”

“No. Sorry, I tried. The law is clear. You have to grant this motion.
It’s a slam dunk” Emily tilted her head, or maybe her e yebrow ring
was weighing her down. “You feelin’ this guy, Judge?”

“Marz?” Cate hadn’t thought about it. “Yeah, I guess I am.”

“But he’s so lame. He should’'ve known better”

“It still doesn’t excuse intentional wrongdoing.” Cate understood
Marz, for the jr st time. “He’s a guy with a dr eam, that’s all. Every-
body’s entitled to their dream, aren’t they?”

“My dream ist o pay o ft my student loans. I ha ve trailer-trash
dreams.”

“Don’t say that about yourself”



42 LISA SCOTTOLINE

“Whatev.” Emily shrugged her soft shoulders. “Anyway, Marz had
to know hed lose in court. He’s a lawyer.”

“He ygured there was at least a chance that I'd let it go to the jury.
It’s his dream, and he wasn’t going down without a j ght. Actually, I
admire that”

Suddenly there was a r ustling at her o flice door, and they both
looked up. It was Jonathan Meriden, who shared the floor. Val must
have let him past, or maybe hed ignored her, which was his style. He
leaned into the doorway in his dark suit, gripping the threshold.

“Cate, I understand you've got a motion today.”

“Yes”

“Praise be” Meriden rolled his e yes. “I can’t abide these Holly-
wood people. They were blocking the hallway all day yesterday, and
my parties before me co uldn't get to my door. Today’s motion will
ynally end this circus, eh?”

“If they don't settle”

“Would you?” Meriden raised a skeptical eyebrow. “From what I
hear, they’ve got that kid over a barrel”

“I like to think I'd settle. I could get it for a song, and it’s fair”

“Fairness? Ah, youth!” Meriden said dismissively, which annoyed
Cate.

“I'm not that young”

“You’ll always be a r ookie to me,” Meriden shot back, then his
head popped from the doorway as quickly as it had appeared.

Jerk.

“What an ass!” Emily wrinkled her p erforated nose. “His clerks
are ass es, to 0. Everybody ha tes t hem, a nd e verybody wishes t hey
were working for you. You're the fun judge”

Great. “That’s me, class clown of the Eastern District.”

Emily smiled. “We're the cool chambers.”

“Totally”

They both laughed, but Cate was wondering if M arz and Temin
had a settlement yet.



CHAPTER 6

Cate strode to the dais, her robes billowing theatrically, making her
feel like an actress playing a role. Someday shed feel like she belonged
in this costume, but today wasn't that day. The negotiations had failed,
and Simone had refused to settle, even when the demand decreased
to ten grand. It made no sense. The attorneys’ fees for today alone
would be that much. Hartford didn’t sneeze f or less tha n twenty
grand.

“All rise!” the dep uty boomed, his voice echoing in the cr owded
courtroom.

At the bar of court, Temin and Marz stood in matching wrinkles
and brave smiles. H artford and Simone, b oth tall, gym-toned, and
Armani-clad, didn’t bother to smile. The gallery of reporters, sketch
artists, and spectators rose, setting aside ne wspapers and notepads.
Detective Russo anchored the jrst row next to Marz’s wife, and occu-
pying the seat beside the redhaired consultant and Micah Gilbert was
a woman reporter whom Cate recognized from Fox. Shed evidently
been tipped off that today might be a big day.

“Good mo rning, e veryone,” C ate s aid as she s eated herself on
the dais and arranged her robes around her. The jury box remained
empty, and the black bucket chairs left swiveled in t heir p ositions.
The jurors wouldn’t be present for the oral argument.
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“Good morning, Your Honor,” replied the chorus, more or less on
cue, and Cate managed a stage smile.

“Mr. Hartford, you have a motion to make?”

“Yes, Your Honor” Hartford crossed to the lectern and s quared
his shoulders. “At this juncture, defendant moves for judgment as a
matter of law under R ule 50. A s Your Honor knows, the standard
is well-established, and for these purposes only, the defendant Mr.
Simone must accept as true the facts as alleged by plaintiff. We there-
fore assume that the facts are as Mr. Marz testiyed, that is, that Mr.
Simone agreed to produce Mr. Marz’s story idea and treatment for
television, and als o t hat he s aid, verbatim, ‘When I mak e mo ney;,
you'll make money’”

Back at counsel table, Temin made no tes and Marz sat flushed,
his yn gers linked on the glistening walnut surface. His wife looked
miserable, sitting in the row behind him. Cate could only imagine the
pressure Marz was under. His job and his dream, gone.

“Defendant’s argument is sim ple, Your Honor. Mr. Marz’s testi-
mony is undisputed that he and Mr. Simone did not write down the
terms of their contract. Therefore, we're dealing with an express oral
contract. It is also undisputed that Mr. Marz and Mr. Simone didn’t
discuss a price term for the contract, neither a sp ecijc number nor
dollar amount. I't is eq ually undisp uted t hat t hey didn’t dis cuss a
method of payment, means of payment, or time of payment. In fact,
both parties agree that those facts are true”

At defense table, Simone nodded slightly, and Marz glanced over.

“This Court must grant judgment as a mater of law on the grounds
that the single statement by Mr. Simone, taken as true for these pur-
poses only, that ‘when I make money, you'll make money; is too in-
deynite to form an oral contract that is enf orceable by this Court.
In other words, it doesn’t matter whom you believe in this case, Mr.
Marz or Mr. Simone. Even if everything Mr. Marz said is true, he still
doesn’t have a contract, as a matter of law”
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Cate made a note on her legal pad. 'M NOT GOING DOWN WITH-
OUT A FIGHT, EITHER.

“As Your Honor knows, this matter comes before this Court on
diversity jurisdiction, and Pennsylvania law governs the facts, as all
meetings regarding the alleged contract took place in Pennsylvania.”

Cate had been up most of the night, researching online, and had
learned that a different r esult would p robably ha ve a pplied under
California law, a state more experienced with the way entertainment
contracts were formed. It told her just how manipulative Simone had
been in arranging that the relevant meetings were held in Philadel -
phia. She generally approved of shopping, but for the perfect shoes,
not the perfect law.

Hartford said, “Under Pennsylvania law, it is ¢ lear that exp ress
oral contracts that are indeynite as to the price term are not enforce-
able. The seminal case for this proposition is—”

Cate raised a y nger, and Hartford fell instantly silent, demonstrat-
ing the deference shown only to Article III judges and Saudi royalty. “Mr.
Hartford, what do you say to the fact that Mr. Marz quit his job at the dis-
trict attorney’s office in reliance on his oral contract with Mr. Simone?”

“Your Honor, with all due respect, that would be irrelevant.”

“I remind you that Pennsylvania recognizes the doctrine of justiy-
able reliance. Mr. Marz justijably relied on Mr. Simone’s representa-
tion, to his detriment”

“Your Honor, Mr. Marz’s reliance was not justijable on these facts.
A reasonable man would have questioned the price term long before
Mr. Marz did, especially given that he is a lawyer”

“Isn’t that a question for the jury?”

“Not on these facts, Your Honor. A Pennsylvania court would not
apply t he justiyable r eliance do ctrine in t hese cir cumstances, and
with respect, this Court is not free to disregard Pennsylvania law.”

Temin scribbled while Marz shifted in his seat, his brow knitting
in anger. Simone was smiling slightly.
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Cate lea ned o ver the da is. “ Pennsylvania als o r ecognizes the
unjust enr ichment do ctrine. What do y ou say to the fact that Mr.
Marz worked for eight months on a treatment, which Mr. Simone ac-
cepted and then produced, making millions of dollars? Taken as true,
these facts make clear that your client was unjustly enriched at the
expense of Mr. Marz.”

The gallery shifted. Reporters to ok notes. S pectators whispered.
The courtroom deputy smiled.

“Your Honor, Mr. Marz made an imprudent decision in quitting
his job, one that a reasonable man wouldn’t make. We've all heard the
adage ‘Don’t quit your day job. Furthermore, Detective Russo, given
the same set of facts, did not quit his day job. The law of unjust en-
richment does not ensure against bad judgment.”

Cate bore down. “Certainly, Mr. Hartford, the equities do not lie
in your client’s favor”

“With respect, Your Honor, the equities are irrelevant under the
law. There is insufficient evidence of an enforceable contract for this
matter to be put to the jury, and the law requires you to enter judg-
ment as a matter of law in favor of Mr. Simone and his company. Not
to do so, on these facts, I daresay, would be reversible error.”

Cate glared at him, unable to say what she wanted and too mad to
write in big letters.

Hartford said, “To continue my argument, Your Honor, the semi-
nal case in Pennsylvania is ..

Cate eased back in her c hair, barely listening as Hartford recited
the litany of case law supporting his position. She had read them last
night, and Emily had conjrmed them this morning. She was hoping
Temin could come up with something, and when Hartford ynished,
she motioned to him. “Mr. Temin, your response?”

“Certainly” Temin scurried to the lectern, and Marz shifted up-
wards in his s eat. “May it please the Court, plaintift opposes defen-
dant’s motion for judgment as a ma tter of law. This case presents a
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clear question o f credibility, w hich the jury can, and should, be
able to decide. To grant this motion is to deny Mr. Marz his day in
court.”

Cate’s shoulders sank, hidden in t he voluminous robes. Temin’s
argument was absolutely true, but it wasn’t a legal a rgument. It was
about justice, not law, and Hartford was arguing law, not justice. Tle
law was clear that even if Simone had said his famous line, it wouldn’t
be enough to make an enforceable contract in Pennsylvania. And in
that case, the law did not permit the question to be decided by the
jury, because they would be swayed—by justice.

Temin was saying, “Mr. Marz has an absolute right to his day in
court, Your Honor. It is his word against Mr. Simone’s, and only the
jury is q ualiyed t o make that decision about who’s lying and who’s
telling the truth. To take the case away from them would allow Mr.
Simone to take ruthless advantage of . . ”

Cate couldn’t listen to him, ei ther. Temin was makin g a p ersua-
sive jury sp eech, but the kind o f words that swayed the heart, not
the mind. And her heart felt sick. Shed sentenced a young mother to
life in prison last week and felt better than she did right now. Tlen,
at least, she had followed the law and done justice. Today she had to
follow the law and not do justice. She had known, as a tr ial lawyer,
that this could happen, but shed never seen it, much less been the one
to actually do it. The responsibility was all.

Temin ynished up. “And for all of the foregoing, Your Honor, we
ask the Court to deny the defendant’s motion”

“Thank you, Mr. Temin. I have your argument.” Cate looked down
at Hartford. “Rebuttal, Counsel?”

“Yes, thank you.” Hartford took the lectern, standing very erect,
as Temin moved aside. “Your Honor, with all due respect, defendant
takes issue with the Court’s demeanor as well as its characterization
of the facts, and I object to—”

What? Cate frowned. “My demeanor is o f no legal signiy cance,
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and I ha ven't characterized any facts, Mr. Hartford. I ask ed a f ew
questions. Trust me, I’'m allowed.”

“I never meant to suggest otherwise,” Hartford said, backing down.
“In conclusion, defendant moves that the Court enter judgment as a
matter of law. Thank you, Your Honor” He made his way to his seat,
and Simone acknowledged him with a nod.

Cate eased back in her diair, surveying the scene. Marz and Temin,
on tenterhooks, and Simone and Hartford, on a r oll. She knew the
law and she knew she had sworn to uphold it. It wouldn’t make sense
to delay the inevitable. There was no other way. Or was there?

Cate straightened up. “Gentlemen, I intend to rule from the bench
and yle a wr itten opinion later, but before I do, I want to say a few
words” She turned to defense table. “Mr. Simone, I'm speaking di-
rectly to you now. I cannot imagine a case of such manifest injustice
as I see before me today. I think your sense of right and wrong has
utterly failed you, if indeed you had any in the yrst place”

Simone’s e yes narrowed b ehind his hi p little glasses, and Hart-
ford’s mouth dropped open. Reporters scribbled away, sketch artists
flipped the pa ge, and whispering swelled in the galler y. Tle court-
room deputy looked up from his desk, his e yes shining. Cate didn’t
reach for the gavel. She felt empowered enough already.

“Thaven't been on the bench very long, and I ho pe I ne ver en-
counter a case such as this again. You may have made a fortune, Mr.
Simone, but as far as I'm concerned, you stole every penny of it. You're
no better than a common thief”

Hartford p opped up, mortijed. “Objection, Your Honor! Tht ’s
slander!”

“Sit down and shut up, Counsel” Cate didn’t even look at Hart-
ford, but locked eyes with Simone. “The idea for the show was M.
Marz’s and the storylines were his a nd his alo ne. You manipulated
and exploited him, and I wa nt my opinion of you and this case to
be perfectly clear, regardless of my judicial decision. You may get a
judgment today, but you will not get my respect, nor will you use my
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Court for public relations, or, worse, television ratings. You're getting
away with murder, and you know it. Simply put, against my judg-
ment, I grant judgment for defendant.” Cate picked up the gavel and
slammed it down. Crak!

“No!” Marz shouted suddenly, leaping to his f eet. “You bastard,
I'll kill y ou!” Suddenly he 1 unged for Simone and grabbed him by
the shoulders. Hartford sprang away, and Simone toppled over in his
chair, with Marz on top of him, throwing punches.

“Bailiff!” Cate yelled, shocked. Simone’s fancy glasses flew off, and
Marz went for his throat. His wife screamed. The courtroom deputy
leaped from his chair and rushed to hel p. The stenographer sprang
from the steno machine. Chaos b roke out in t he gallery. Rep orters
wrote frantically. Simone’s assistant ran to help him. Russo went after
Marz, and marshals ran from the back of the courtroom.

“Judge, let’s go!” said a voice, and Cate turned. It was Emily, on the
dais. “You should get out of here”

“I'm yne,” Cate answered. Her mouth had gone dry. Her heart ham-
mered and her knees felt weak. “I caused it, and I'll stay until it's over”

Back in chambers, Cate sat in her cra ppy desk chair, staring out the
window. The doors were closed and her o ffice quiet, except for the
almost constant ringing of the phones on her desk a nd work table.
She didn’t answer. On t he other side o f the closed door, her s ecre-
tary, Val Denton, fended off calls from the media. A religious woman,
Val would give them the wrath of God. The law clerks would still be
buzzing, though at least they had t urned the TV off, on her co m-
mand. The news at noon had carried sketches of the ystjght, and her
lecture from the bench had gotten lost in the melee.

Ring! Cate tried not to hear any of it, watching the pewter clouds
inch across the skyline behind the Ben Franklin Bridge. It looked like
a storm brewing, but it could have been her state of mind. She didn’t
know what she had do ne. Strike that, she didn’t know if she was al -
lowed to do what she had done.
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Buzz! The white light flashed on her phone, which was Val’s signal
for Cate to pick up, which she did. “What? Are the townspeople at the
gate? With torches?”

Val chuckled. “Chief Judge Sherman on the line. Should I put him
through?”

“Do I have a choice?”

“No, but don’t let him intimidate you. It's Meriden you gotta watch
out for. I hear he’s runnin’ around whining about what you said in
court”

“Thanks” C ate’s nic kname for Val was I nvaluable, b ecause she
was.

“Now hold for Sherman.” There was a c lick on the line, then the
soft, quavering voice of Chief Judge Sherman.

“Goodness, dear! I j ust heard what happened. What a cala mity!
How are you?”

“Fine, thanks. It wasn’t as bad as it sounded on TV”

“Idon’t keep a TV in chambers. I heard about it from Jonathan,
who said it was quite a to-do.”

Meriden. “But I only decked one guy, Chief”

Sherman laughed softly. “What a case! Its a trial by j re for you,
isn’t it? I thought I'd handed you a plum, but maybe it’s a crab apple.
Do forgive me”

“Not at all, Chief. I think it’s been fascinating, a real lesson in lots
of ways. I’'m entering judgment t oday, and the co urthouse will g o
back to normal”

Sherman clucked. “I rather enjoyed the excitement. I heard Steven
Bochco was in t he hallway last w eek! Do you remember Hill Street
Blues?”

“Was I born yet?”

“Ha! By the way, I heard you said some rather intemperate things
on the bench.”

Cate cringed. Here it comes.

“I've gotten a call or two from the others. It’s probably my job as
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chief to let you know. I would have ruled from the bench, too. But,
if you don’'t mind some constructive criticism, I wouldn’t have made
those comments in open court.”

“In my own defense, what I said was completely in order”

“Undoubtedly” Judge Sherman lowered his v oice. “But the next
time, make all the comments you want, but keep them in chambers.
Off the record, like the old man does”

Cate smiled. “Gotcha. Thanks. And sorry”

“That’s my girl” Sherman paused. “You know, all of us are moved
by cases before us, certain cases, from time to time. That’s part of the
passion for the law that I have, and I see in you. We don’t choose our
cases, they choose us. Like our children”

Cate thought of Warren.

“AndI do like your jre, Cate. Youre a new kind of judge, a new
model. You ener gize our stodgy old court. The law needs ne w life
from time t o time, or it grows old and stale. Inflexible, brittle. We
have to change with the times, and we do. That’s what I love about
this court. Our co urt” Sherman chuckled. “Well, now, I am boring
you, aren’t I? I lean to the rabbinical”

“Nah, thanks for the advice, Rabbi” Cate would have stayed on the
line with him forever. He was her New Friend.

“Take care now; Sherman said, hanging up.

Cate hung up, t 0oo. S he co uldn’t hel p w ondering a bout w hich
judges had called Sherman. Meriden, and who else? Why hadn’t they
called her directly? Why run to Daddy? She jn gered her pearls like
worry beads and eyed the sky, where storm clouds conspired, though
she tried not to take it personally. She felt a familiar pressure, build-
ing up inside, needing a release, and her thoughts skipped ahead.

It would be the third date, after all.



CHAPTER 7

The door banged open against the bedroom wall, and Cate found her-
self being hoisted against its hard wood. She wrapped her legs around
Graham, her slim skirt hiking up, and he kissed her breathless, press-
ing into her. He pushed harder against her, opening her thighs, then
slipped both hands under her panties in the back, cupping her in two
rough palms. The sensation thrilled her, and she kissed him deeper,
her he art ha mmering. Suddenly he lifted her up and whirled her
toward the bed, and Cate squealed, clinging to him.

“You didn’t warn me!” She laughed, spinning in his arms.

“You like?”

“Yes!” Cate fell backwards onto the soft white comforter, her pearls
against her throat and her arms opening like a snow angel’s. Graham
stood b etween her ba re knees a t the end o f the bed, laughing and
breathing hard, then he unbuttoned his shirt and let it drop. A hall-
way light silhouetted the hard caps of his shoulders and a muscular
torso that tapered to a trim waist. Cate couldn’t wait another minute.
She yanked her skirt up rather than waste time taking it off and wrig-
gled out of her panties. Graham’s belt buckle jingled, the leather belt
flapped to the side, and as soon as she saw him unzipping his jeans,
she reached for him.
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“Wait” Graham stepped back, laughing in sur prise. “You’re not
even undressed.”

“I'm undressed enough!”

“No, you're not. Blouse’s still on, and your skirt” Graham leaned
over and found the top button of her blouse, and Cate’s hands flew to
help him.

“But I can do it faster”

“Faster isn’t the point” Graham pressed her hands away. “Now be
still”

“Argh” Cate gave up and let her arms flop back on the sleigh bed.
Up close, she could see the dark flash of his eyes and the glint of his
smile. A raggedy fringe of his hair fell forward, and she breathed in
the wintry scent of burning smoke from the jreplace. She stroked his
arm while he unfastened the button between her breasts, his knuck-
les grazing her nipple. “You did that on purpose.”

“I'm guilty, Judge. Now take off your skirt.”

“I'm yne with it on”

“Take it off. I don’t want to mess it up.”

Cate scoffed. He was teasing her and it was driving her crazy. “You
don’t give a damn about my skirt.”

“Oh, I do.Icarevery much about your skirt” Graham y nished
opening the third button and stroked her b reast gently, sliding his
yngertips along the yne silk. She arched her back, but he only moved
to the next button, chuckling softly. He took his time, and when he
ynally unbuttoned the last b utton, he mo ved aside e ach side of the
ylmy blouse, one after the other, as if he were unwrapping a very ex-
pensive present.

Cate lay breathless on the bed, her he art hammering, her neck
vulnerable and her a rms resting back. Her breasts lay exposed in a
lacy black bra.

“You are beautiful, you know that?” Graham whispered, seeming
to stall over her.
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“Argh, co me her e!” C ate s quirmed under his gaze ,hatingthe
scrutiny, even in the dark. She reached for him again, and he ynally
lowered himself onto her, kissing her more softly than before, more
gently than he had , even downstairs. She kissed him bac k, excited
by the heat of his skin on hers, wanting to feel that groove again, the
one they had against the door. She ran her hand up the length of his
thigh, feeling the hardness under his jeans.

“Caught me, huh?”

“Yep” C ate gig gled, t hen she f elt again,ab ox sha pe. “ What's
this?”

“I was g oing to give it to you afterwards, but since y ou busted
me . . ” Graham pulled away, propped himself on one elbow, and dug
in his front pocket. “I have something for you, Cate”

“I know you do, but you won't shut up”

Graham chuckled, reaching for the b edside lamp. “You look like
such a classy lady, but only I know the real you.”

Suddenly t he lig ht ca me o n, a nd she shielded her e yes f rom
the brightness. When she mo ved her hand, Graham was holding a
medium-sized box wrapped in r obins-egg blue paper with a sa tiny
white ribbon on top. Tiffany’s. Cate’s mouth went dry. “What's this?”

“You have to open it to ynd out” Graham handed her the box, and
she shifted up on the bed with it, bracing herself on her free hand.

“But, a present? Why?”

“Stop asking questions and open it” Graham tugged on the ribbon,
which slipped off like silk. “Cool, isn't it?”

Cate unfolded the wrapping paper and took it off. It was a mediim-
sized box of black velvet, and her jn gers trembled as she opened its
lid. Inside glittered a gold link bracelet with a heart pendant. It was
lovely, which only made her want to cry. She didn’t know what to do.
Graham took it out, unhooked it, and held it up to the light. Tle heart
gleamed expensively, a rich, eighteen-carat gold. Finally Cate found
her voice. “I can't take this. It costs too much.”
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“Please, hush, give me your wrist” Graham lifted her wrist, put the
bracelet on it, and held her hand up, with obvious pleasure. Tle heart
dangled prettily, and he turned it toward Cate. “If you want, we can
get it engraved. But I like it the way it is. What do you think?”

Cate winced.

“I ordered this for you after our jrst date” Graham took her hand,
and Cate stiffened. She felt a sudden urge to move, but he was hold-
ing her hand, sitting only a foot away. “You might think it’s too soon
to get involved, after my divorce, but I'm forty-two. I kno w what I
want, and it’s you. It was right from that jrst night”

Cate heard the emotion in his w ords and couldn’t meet his e ye.
She looked away, and her gaze found one of the bedroom windows in
this colonial town house, with bubbled mullions and thick wooden
sills, two-hands deep. She had measured them last time, with her own
spread yn gers. Outside, the winter sun had s et and its pinkish rays
clawed the deepening blue, only reluctantly surrendering its stake on
the sky.

“You don't have to feel the same way I do, I understand that. It’s
still early”

Silence fell between them, and the temperature in the b edroom
dropped a tick, chilling Cate in her bra.

“You o kay?” G raham s queezed her ha nd, and t he g old he art
glinted in the lamplight. “You don't look happy.”

“I'm yne, sure,” Cate said, though she wasn't. She knew she should
stay and she knew she would go.

“Talk to me, would you?”

Cate wished she co uld, but she co uldn't. She r eleased his ha nd,
stood up, and started buttoning up her blouse.

“What are you doing?” Graham rose slowly. “You're leaving?”

“I think I should. I'm sorry” Cate tried to get the bracelet off but
couldn’t undo the clasp, fumbling.

“Don't leave, baby” Graham reached for her arm, but Cate with-
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drew it. She had to go. She couldn’t explain it to him, this wonderful
man. She just had to. She hurried to the door, her bare feet cold on
the floorboards. Her shoes and stockings were still downstairs by the
yreplace.

Graham followed her. “Wait, listen. I shouldn’t have sprung it on
you. It just came out. I'm sorry”

“I'm sorry, too,” Cate said, but she hurried away.

It took Cate less than an hour to ynd a good corner bar in a working-
class neighborhood south of the business district, near the airport.
It had st opped raining outside, and an increase in t he temperature
made the air unseasonably wet. It was after six, so the TV news wasn't
showing more reports of her courtroom, and she sipped her smudgy
glass of Miller’s, leaving behind thoughts of Marz, Sherman, and even
Graham. He had called twice on her cell, but she hadn’t picked up.

Behind the bar sat the same line o f dusty bottles as in t he other
bar, and junking up the mirr or hung the sa me leftover Christmas
decorations. Cate speculated that the bars rotated the items, to save
on y Ith. The men looked the same, too; two Verizon employees in
navy blue coats sat at the end o f the w ooden bar, joking with the
bartender and ignoring CNN. Theyd had to settle for Larry King on
closed captioning, because the Sixers weren't playing tonight. A few
seats down from the two men hunched a dark-haired man with mut-
tonchops, who reminded Cate of Detective Russo.

Odd. The thought caught her up short. It was the jrst time Cate
thought about work on one of these outings. She kept the two worlds
separate, or at least her b rain did for her. Her head began to ache,
and she shifted on her ba r stool, uncomfortably. Russo. Marz. She
couldn’t keep doing this anymore, as a j udge. She imagined t hat if
you lo oked up Appearance of Impropriety in t he dic tionary, there
might well be a photo of her, at this bar. Without her panties.

“Hi,” said a masculine voice, and Cate looked over. It was the man
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with the black muttonchops, standing next t o her. He wore a black
motorcycle jacket and was r easonably handsome. “You look lonely.
Can I buy you a drink?” The man climbed onto the bar stool next to
hers, and Cate felt a tingle she couldn’t deny.

“If you're Elvis, you can.”

“If you're Priscilla, I will,” the man said, and they laughed.

It turned out Elvis knew a motel near the airport with a sign that
read CABLE TV—AIR CONDITION. It was three stories tall, with con-
crete stairs and hallways on the outside, in front of numbered doors
painted dark pink. The walls w ere paved with matching stucco, as
if the place was in S outh B each and not behind Terminal C. C ate
parked the Mercedes in the lot and waited in it while Elvis checked
them in, and when he left the tiny office with its plastic window, he
gave her a wave, and she got out of the car, chirped it locked, and fell
into step behind him.

“Done got us the honeymoon suite, Priscilla,” he said in a terrible
Memphis accent. He reached back for Cate’s hand and led her down
the concrete walkway, past ab usted vending machine, and up the
concrete stairs.

“Second floor?”

“Third, sweetie, but I'll make it worth your while” He laughed
again, and the sound echoed in the cold night. Airplanes hung sus-
pended in t he flight path overhead, their red lights twinkling in a
perfect line, like a strand of precious rubies.

They reached the top floor and Cate followed, permitting herself
to be led as they took a right at the head of the stairs. Elvis withdrew
something from his jeans pocket, an old-fashioned key hanging from
a plastic diamond scored with 325, and he had no trouble ynding the
room.

“You’ve done this before,” she said, her heart starting to race as he
opened the door and flicked on the light.

“The hell I have, darlin I been savin’ myself for you.”
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Cate laughed, standing on the metal threshold, thrilled and ner-
vous. A long hallway led into a small room, containing only a double
bed covered with a brown-patterned quilt and a metal TV cart next
to a louvered closet.

“Come on in,” he said, and before she had time to think about it,
he pulled her g ently inside and shut the door behind her, and she
found herself suddenly wanting him when he wrapped strong arms
around her and kissed her once, tasting of beer.

“Against the door,” Cate heard herself say.

“Whatever;” he m urmured, easing her bac k against the door in
the dark hallway. She was on yre, and his hands grabbed at her skirt,
pushing it up. He moaned when he felt bare skin.

“Watch out,” Cate said, giggling. He kiss ed her deep ly, and she
reached up around his shoulder, feeling his leather jacket under her
hands, which was when she saw a flash of gold, darkly. Tle bracelet.
Cate still had it on. She couldn’t wear it here. She turned her head
from the kiss, pressing him back, saying, “Wait, wait.”

“What?” he asked, his hair mussed in front, his expression bewil-
dered. He reached for her, but she was trying to undo the bracelet. He
reached again. “Come here. Come back here!”

“Wait a min ute,” Cate said yr mly, holding up her ha nd, and he
stopped, then eased down the hall and flopped backward on the bed,
waiting.

“Women!” Elvis laughed, throwing up his a rms. “Whatisit? A
weddin’ band? Wear it or don’t, I don't give a damn.”

But the bracelet wouldn't come off. Cate couldn’t undo the clasp
link, and Elvis was too drunk to help. It made her st op. And think.
What am I do ing? Graham. Marz. Sherman. She couldn’t keep this
up. It was wr ong. Inappropriate, not only because she was a j udge.
Because she was a woman. She wouldn't do this again. Never, ever.

“Hurry!” E Ivis ho llered, si tting u pright, b ut C ate had alr eady
pulled her skirt down and gone partway down the hall.
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“Listen, wait, I’'m sorry. I'm sorry, but I do n’'t want to do t his. I
can’t”

“What?”

“I have to go, I'm sorry”

“Now, you want to leave?” Elvis sat up, his da rk eyes wide wi th
disbelief. “You can’t do that! You got me up here, bitch!”

“I know, 'm sorry. Here” Cate reached reflexively into her purse,
grabbed her wallet, a nd handed him cash, tr ying vainly to make it
right. “Here, this is for your trouble. I'm sorry”

“You can’t pay me!” he shouted, batting her hand away. Cash scat-
tered in the air.

Cate hurried to the door but Elvis launched himself off the bed,
rushed down the hall, and reached her just in time t o straight-arm
the door shut with a loud bang.

“No!” Cate cried, but he smashed his mo uth against hers and
pinned her against the door with his body. She tried to scream but
his mouth was co vering hers, his b eery tongue thrusting inside.
She tried to push him off but he shoved his hand crudely up her
skirt.

“Hel—. she s creamed, but he mashed his ha nd over her mo uth
and started to pull up her skir t in f ront. He wedged her legs o pen
against the door and plunged his ha nd b etween them. His y ngers
probed cruelly, hurting her, and he grunted in satisfaction.

Cate gave way to panic. He was going to rape her. He was enjoy-
ing her pain. No one knew she was here. He could even kill her. She
must have been crazy to co me here. She torqued her he ad this way
and that. Trying to get free. To scream. To think. Cate trounced with
all her might on his foot, driving her stiletto into his instep.

“Owwhh!” he shouted, releasing her and bending over, and in that
split s econd Cate o pened the do or, b olted o ut, and half-ran, half-
stumbled down the stairs to the second floor.

“You bitch! You bitch!” he yelled, running onto the balcony after
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her. It was raining hard again, but she kept pounding down the stairs,
almost slipping on the last flight, streaking to her car, and chirping it
unlocked on the run. She jumped inside while he kept screaming at
her from the balcony.

Cate wasn't a block away when her cell phone started ringing.



CHAPTER 8

Cate slammed on the gas, ignoring the cell phone. Probably Graham,
again. She gripped the wheel and sped away from the motel like a
madwoman. Rain pounded the car and bounced off the white hood.
Her heart stuck in her throat, every muscle tensed.

She sp ed past t he r ow ho uses linin g t he str eet, a nd te enagers
crowded into a hoagie shop with a glass storefront. The counter was
full at an open Dunkin’ Donuts, and the signs of normal life let her
breathe easier. Had she gotten away? Was she safe?

The traffic light turned red, and Cate pulled up, checking for El-
vis's van in t he rearview mirror. No van. Her heartbeat slowed. He
wouldn’t come after her. She waited, calming, at the traffic light.

Ring ring! She looked over, and her cell phone had slid out of her
purse onto the seat. GINA, read the green letters glowing in the dark.
Huh? Gina never called at this hour. It could be some emergency with
Warren. Cate flipped the phone open. “Geen?”

“I saw on the news that—wait, did I wak e you?” Gina said, and
Cate felt sudden tears come to her e yes at the sound of her friend’s
voice. Everything was falling apart, and she ynally felt safe enough to
cry. “Cate? What's the matter?”

“I'm yne.” Cate tried to hold it together. “I really am—"
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“What happened? Did you see Graham tonight? Where are you?”

“God knows, by the airport” Cate looked out the car window, but
between the waterworks and the rain, she could barely read the sign.
“Ellsworth Avenue? A stupid pink motel? Can you believe this?”

“What are you doing there?”

“Screwing up my life” Cate wiped her e yes but they kept well-
ing up. “This man I went with . . . he attacked me at the motel. I was
almost raped.”

Gina gasped. “Graham?”

Oh, the irony. “No, someone else.”

“Oh my God! I'll meet you. I'll get the neighbor to sit. I'll be right
there”

“No, don't. 'm going home.”

“But you're upset. You can’t drive”

“I can, too. This is ridiculous. I'm acting like a baby” Cate didn’t
know w hat was ha ppening to her. N othing was w orking. She was
losing control. “What about Warren? Is he okay?”

“Fine. Go home, and I'll be right there. Drive carefully!”

“Love you.” Cate flipped the phone closed and accelerated, the
windshield wipers working frantically. She drove ahead, but in the
next minute heard a loud bobbling sound from the front of the car.
A flat tire. Not my night. She hit the ca r’s button for Roadside A s-
sistance, and a female operator was piped through her car speakers.
“We’ll have a truck there as soon as possible,” the voice assured her,
echoing like the Wizard of Mercedes.

Cate hung up, counting her blessings. She called Gina to tell her
shed be late, but there was no a nswer. She flipped the phone closed
and waited in the driver’s seat, wiping her eyes and trying to get over
herself.

It’s easier to fix a flat than a life.
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An hour and a half later, Cate had reached her town house in Society
Hill and pulled into her driveway behind Gina’s brown Pathyjnder. A
plume of smoky exhaust rose from the back of the car. Gina must have
been running the engine to stay warm, all this time. Cate grabbed her
bag and got out of the car. At least the rain had stopped.

“Cate!” Gina burst out of her car, arms outstretched in her parka,
and hurried to the Mercedes. “What took you so long? I forgot my
cell, so I couldn’t call”

“Sorry, the truck took forever to come.”

“What truck?” Gina gave her ah uge hug. “I wass o worried. I
never heard you cry like that” Her expression looked stricken, and
loose hair fell from its ponytail. This time, her trademark high drama
was in order. “What happened?”

“It's a long story,” Cate answered, and they went inside the house
side by side.

“So that’s it, all of it,” Cate said, sitting at the round Moser table in her
kitchen, behind coffee in her fa vorite mug. Halogen lights of multi-
colored Murano glass hung overhead on a track, making a cozy glow
against walls o f warm tangerine. She felt so happy to be home, safe
in her kitchen and restored to her life. She told Gina everything and
watched her friend’s expression change from freaked out to extremely
freaked out, though she mer ely listened in silence. B ut her b rown
eyes glistened when she heard what had happened at the motel.

“You should call the cops on that bastard, I swear” Gina nodded
angrily. “But you know, you can’t. Itd be all over the papers”

“I don’t know if t here’s enough for attempted rape, legally” Cate
felt raw and ugly. “So, you hate me now?”

“No, not at all.” Gina slumped in her chair, lost in her gray " ENN
sweats. The plaid flannel collar of her pajama top stuck up from her
sweatshirt. “But I am mad you didn’t tell me about these guys you go
with. You wouldn’t have told me about tonight if I hadn’t called you.
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How long have you been doing this, you idiot?”

Cate thought back. “About a year, maybe a year and a half”

“From when you were at Beecker? You were a partnerinala w
yrm.” Gina sho ok her he ad in disb elief, and a da rk curl fell from
behind her e ar. “I don’t know why s omebody s o smart would do
something so dumb.”

“Honestly? Me, neither”

“That’s not good enough, Cate” Gina smo othed her ha ir back.
“You can do better than that. It’s self-destructive. So what's it about?
You have dates.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

“So, why then? Think about it” Gina looked at her directly, in the
frank way that was second nature to her, and Cate knew she was right.

“It happens when I feel stressed. It’s like some people reach for a
drink, or a drug. I pick somebody up.”

“Yuck”

“Th nks”

“Are you a sex addict?”

“No.” Cate recoiled. “It’s not like I do it all that often.”

“How often?”

“Once a month at most, and in my defense, men have been doing
it for centuries. Have you seen a Budweiser commercial lately?”

Gina scoffed. “Oh, are you justifying it now? If you're so proud of
it, why keep it a secret?”

“Hey, stop being right”

“It's not about gender, it'’s about you. That behavior, it’s not you.”
Gina shook her head, adamant. “You leave Graham, a normal man, a
stockbroker who gave you something from Tiffany’s on the third date.
Tha t breaks all the rules. And you leave him—to run to a rapist?”

Cate yngered the bracelet, still on her wrist. “Never again.”

“You're sto pping now? Swearing o ff w orking-class h unks? How
could you let yourself be used like that?”
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“Ididn’t see it that way” Cate considered it. “I guess I j ust feel
more comfortable with that kind of man. Like my husband. I knew
him from high school, remember?”

“Barely. The construction guy?”

“Yes. It's where I came from. I worked to get where I am, I wasn’t
born to it. My mother never went to college. I'm not the Ritz, I'm the
pink motel”

“You make fun of Dr. Phil. You should watch.” Gina scowled. “You
loved your mom, right?”

“Yes, she was great. She was devoted to me. After my dad left, she
got a job at my school, in the office. It was her and me.” Her mother
had died right after Cate had graduated from college, and Cate missed
her every day. “It was us against the world. She worked at my school,
for the p rincipal. People thought we were trying to be better than
them because she wa nted college for me. She protected me aga inst
everything—the mean nun at school, the monster at night, e very-
thing”

“She and your dad broke up when you were how old?”

“The e”

“And you didn’t see him again? No visitation or anything?”

“No. He was gone. You know all this—"

“So obviously, you have abandonment issues with men.”

“So what? Who doesn't?”

Gina didn’t laugh. “Youre a smart woman, Cate. Let’s jgure this
out. Something must have triggered this behavior. If it started a year
and a half ago, what was happening then, in your love life?”

Cate could barely remember. “I was seeing that guy at Schnader.
That one you hated. Marc Witha C”

“Narcissist Alert. Watch out for French cuffs. I told you but you
didn’t listen.”

Cate smiled. “We broke up about that time, but I wasn’t serious
about him anyway.”
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“But wasn't that when they started talking about you for appoint-
ment to the bench?”

Cate thought back. “Yes”

“Marc With a C was t hreatened by that, I remember you saying.
He didn’t want people calling him Judge Marc With a C”

Cate smiled aga in. “More or less. Y ou remember my life b etter
than I do”

“Thank you. You were kind of surprised when your name came up
for the vacancy. You thought you weren't political. You didn’t think
youd get it”

Cate laughed. “Oh, I kne w I wasn’t political. I didn’t leave work
early enough to vote, even”

“And they began the background check and evaluated your cre-
dentials, before you could be conjrmed. Maybe you were sabotaging
yourself, in a way. Worried they wouldn’t ynd you qualijed”

“You know better than that. The scrutiny for us isn’t like for ap-
pellate judges. The conjrmation hearing is pro forma. We're basically
appointed. I knew I had t he credentials, and I was a w oman, which
didn’t hurt. It played out in my favor that I wasn't political. Tley were
so polarized, I was the only one they all agreed on for the job”

“Maybe you didn’t want the job”

Cate blinked. “Of course I wanted the job”

“What if y ou didn’t? We've talked about how it’s kind o flonely,
and you can't see your old partners anymore. You loved the action in
court. Aren’t you a little ambivalent about being on the bench?”

“How could I be? It’s the peak of the profession. Every trial lawyer
wants to be a trial judge. There’s only seven hundred in the country,
on the federal level. It’s the ultimate promotion.”

“That’s not my point.” Gina cocked her head. “You really wanted
the promotion. But did you really want the job?”

Oddly, Cate had ne ver really thought about that. Being a j udge
was the best she could be, and she al ways wanted to be the best. “I
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don’t know.” She shook her head, too tired to think, and shaken, still.
“I guess I should get some therapy”

“Uh, hello, ya think? And meds, lo tsa meds!” Gina smiled, and
then so did Cate, rising.

“Okay, enough. Want more coffee?” Cate crossed to the cabinet,
retrieved a pa per ¥ lter, and slotted it into the cofleemaker. “How’s
the baby?”

“The neighbor’s there. He won’t even wake up.”

“Great. Thanks for coming over.” Cate dumped ground coffee into
the ylter and went to the sink to 1l up the glass pot. “Hey, whyd you
call me in the jrst place? Another tantrum?”

“No, it wasn't about him. I heard on TV about the jght in court. I
ygured you might be upset”

“Oh, that. Between the rape and the flat tire, I almost forgot.” Cate
flicked on the coffee machine, thinking of Marz.

“Is that what set it off?”

“Set what off?”

“Your little frolic and detour tonight.”

“I'll ask my new shrink” Suddenly the phone rang, and they ex-
changed glances. Cate said, “I'm not getting it. It's Graham, and I
haven’t had my therapy yet”

Ring! “It could be the sitter. She knows I'm here, and I left my cell
at home”

“Sorry” Cate picked up quickly. “Hello?”

“Judge? Did I wake you?”

“Invaluable” Cate smiled with relief at Val's voice. “What are you
doing up so late on a school night?”

“Chief Judge Sherman needed t o reach you, but he didn’t have
your number. So he called me”

“What’s up?”

“There’s bad news”



CHAPTER 9

The next morning, Cate drove up Market Street in heavy traffic, in-
sulated by the car’s perfect seal from the media in front of the court-
house. Rep orters held micr ophones at their sides, a nd cameramen
drank coffee by enamel-white vans with cheery station logos. Tley
were waiting for her, b ut she w ouldn’t have a nswered t heir q ues-
tions anyway. She couldnt, because she didn’t have the answers. Art
Simone had been shot to death last night. And the police were look-
ing for Richard Marz, who was nowhere to be found.

Cate felt a wave of regret. She should have foreseen that it could
happen. That if Marz couldn’t get justice in her co urtroom, hed get
it on the street. She took a right onto Sixth Street. She still couldn’t
believe that Simone had been murdered. She didn’t respect him, but
she didn't want him dead. Shed prayed her comments hadn’t put him
there.

Cate aimed the car for the security booth that would admit her to
the judges’ parking lot, where shed take the keyed elevator up to her
chambers in the secured half of the courthouse. As a federal judge,
she could conceivably go through the entire day without meeting a
single member of the public she served. She used to think this was
unhealthy, but today she was loving the idea.
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Upstairs, Cate opened the door to her chambers, and Val looked
up from her desk, her brown eyes ylled with empathy. Her full mouth
tilted unhappily down at the corners and her smooth skin belied her
age of sixty-jv e. She sli pped o ft Dic taphone he adphones co vering
her steely braids. “Judge, I'm so sorry”

“Thanks.” Cate set her briefcase and bag on the navy couch in the
reception room, a medium-sized square furnished with an inherited
couch and matching leather side chairs. She slipped out of her sheep-
skin coat and hung it up on the rack.

“It’s such a shame. I prayed for him, and for you. Did you get any
sleep?”

“Some” Cate walked to the desk wi th her p urse and briefcase.
“How about you?”

“I'm yne.” Val handed Cate her mess age slips, over anarray of
graduation photos of her son and daughter. “Tle Inquirer keeps call-
ing and said it's important that you get back to them.”

“T'll get right on that. Next year.”

“Graham Liss called twice a nd said it’s very im portant you call
him back. The chief judge called and he wants to see you as soon as
you get in”

“Oh, great”

Valf rowned. “ Hold y our he ad u p. Y oudidn tdoa nything
wrong.”

Cate had tried to convince herself of that, all last nig ht. She ges-
tured at the law clerks’ office, which had fallen susp iciously silent.
“They’re eavesdropping, aren't they?”

“They’re worried about mama.”

“How’s Emily taking this? It’s her case, too.”

“Fine, I made her tea. I'll take care of your bags, too. Just go”

“Invaluable,” Cate said, touched, and took off for Sherman’s cham-
bers.

It was a short trip on the private elevator, and Cate used the time
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to collect her thoughts, square her shoulders, and check her makeup
in the brass plate around the ele vator buttons. She lo oked reason-
ably presentable with her hair loose to her sho ulders, her st andard
pearls with a white silk T-shirt, and a black Escada suit with match-
ing pumps. She step ped off the ele vator, hurried down the hall, and
entered the chief’s chambers.

“Hey, Mo,” Cate said, greeting Sherman’s secretary, Mavis Tidell.
She knew the secretary’s nickname b ecause she was als o Val's best
friend. Mo looked up from her desk with a smile.

“Back at you, Judge. Go on in. Tle y’re inside”

“They?” Cate opened the office door, then was taken aback. Tle
chief sat at the head of his mahogany conference table, but to his right
sat Judge Meriden and two other men in business suits, one of whom
looked familiar.

“Judge Fante, come in.” Sherman stood up in his distinguished, if
stooped, way, somber b ehind his g old-framed reading glasses, and
the others followed, smiling grimly, all around.

“Hello, Chief. Jonathan.” Cate nodded at Meriden and hoped her
surprise at his presence didn’t show.

Chief Judge Sherman gestured. “Cate, our guests are homicide de-
tectives with the Philadelphia Police Department.” As he spoke, a tall,
yt detective in a b oxy khaki suit and a maroon knit tie stepped for-
ward and extended his hand.

“I'm Steve Nesbitt,” he said, his handshake yrm. He looked about
forty-yve years old, with thick graying hair, a brushy brown-and-gray
mustache above even teeth, and a proprietary manner that suggested
an ease with himself. He said, “Pleased to meet you.”

“Thank you, hello” Cate tried to get her bearings.

“I'm Paul Roots,” the o ther detective said. He was a ttractive and
younger, in a dark suit with an expensive cut and a dark silk tie.

“Great to meet you,” Cate said, taking a s eat at the opposite end
of the table, which cued everybody to resettle themselves. Shed been
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in Sherman’ office only once before and it was everything a federal
judge’s chambers should be. A t hin Oriental area ruglay atop the
thick navy carpet, and his large desk was v ery Ethan Allen mahog -
any, with matching chairs and end tables on either side of a tapestry
couch in muted jewel tones. Antique maps of colonial Philadelphia
and award certiycates covered the paneled walls, and federal report-
ers, law reviews, and black binders of committee reports lined t he
bookshelves. Faint cigar smoke wreathed the air, for that quintessen-
tial old-boy touch.

Chief Judge Sherman cleared his throat. “Cate, I called you in be-
cause of the crime that occurred last night. I know you must feel this
weight very heavily, and I'm sorry it had to happen to you. It’s a jrst
for us, at our court. Right, Jonathan?”

“Yes, Chief.” M eriden no dded, t hough hed been on the bench
only ¥ ve years himself, and Cate segued to officially resenting that
he was here.

Sherman co ntinued, “ The detectives wanted to sp eak with you
about the matter” His eyes darkened behind his glasses, and the lines
that bracketed his drawn mouth deepened. “Perhaps I'll let Detective
Nesbitt explain”

Nesbitt faced C ate. “ Your Honor, as y ou know, Ar thur Simo ne
was murdered last night. He was killed by a single bullet to the fore-
head, yred point-blank, outside Le Jardin, a restaurant on Delaware
Avenue. The crime took place, we believe, at around 8:15 p.m. Some-
one walked directly up to Mr. Simone, yred, and ran. He used a .22-
caliber weapon.” Nesbitt withdrew a skinny spiral pad from his breast
pocket, flipped it open, and checked it. “Simone had b een having
dinner wi th his a ttorneys, G eorge H artford a nd a nother p erson,
Courtney Flavert, a jury consultant who worked on the case. Simone
left the restaurant ahead of them, to catch the red-eye back to L.A”

Cate shuddered, picturing the scene. “Were there any witnesses?”

“No, there’s only the two restaurants on the block, and the other
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one was ¢ losed, it b eing M onday. That stretch canbe deserted at
night”

“If there were no witnesses, how do you know all this?”

Nesbitt hesitated. “It isn’t public knowledge, but we have a video
from a security cam in the restaurant’s parking lot. Our p rime sus-
pect is Richard Marz, who lost his lawsuit before Your Honor yester-
day. It appears to be Marz on the videotape, or someone of the same
size and stature. We don't have a positive ID yet. It was dark that late
and foggy because of the rain”

“Oh God” Cate heard her own voice catch. So awful. So hard to
process.

“We're trying to ynd Mr. Marz, but his whereabouts are unknown.

“Did you talk to his wife?”

“Sure, yes, and his mother. They don’t know where he is. Tley re
upset, understandably.”

Cate flashed on the melee in court. The wife screaming.

“Anything you can tell us about Marz that might hel p?” Nesbitt
slid a ballpoint from his pocket and clicked it with a flat thumb.

“Not really” Cate tried t o think. “I don’t have any inside infor-
mation on him. I met wi th his lawyer the other day, and I know he
wanted to settle the case, but Simone wouldn’t”

Sherman asked, “How far apart were they, Cate?”

“Marz had co me down to twenty-jve grand from two million.
Simone wouldn’t pay a penny, his lawyer said.”

Judge Sherman tsked. “No wonder you couldn’t settle it.”

Nesbitt scribbled on his pad. “You learned this in negotiations?”

“Yes. Marz’s lawyer was there, and Simone’s. No principals.” Cate
was kicking herself. Maybe if she had ask ed Marz and Simone into
her office, this wouldn’t have happened.

“Any record, or transcript of something like that?”

“No, not typically,” Cate answered, and Chief Judge Sherman met
her eye.
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“Well, Judge Fante, let’s get to the p oint” Nesbitt unclicked his
pen. “The reason were here is that we have a great concern that Mr.
Marz may come after you next.”

“You think hed do that?” Cate asked, shocked.

“He has a clear motive to hurt you. Youre the one who made the
judgment against him.”

“I was on his side, for God’s sake” Cate couldn’t wrap her mind
around it. “My comments on the bench made that clear”

Meriden sniffed, and Nesbitt continued: “Bottom line, you ruled
against him, Y our Honor. Your judgment cost him a lo t of money;,
millions and millions of dollars. At this point, we don’t know where
he is and we don’t know his mental state. He could be unhinged. He
could kill again”

Sherman added, “Cate, I'm taking it seriously enough to send a
court-mail to all members of the court and the building employees,
advising them tobe on alert. Mr. Marz will b e apprehended if he
attempts to enter the courthouse” Sherman’s eyes softened and he
looked at Cate. “I won't take any chances with our newest member of
the Eastern District.”

Cate smiled, and so did the others, except Meriden.

Sherman continued, “Sadly, it’s not unprecedented that we judges
are threatened for the decisions we make. We can’t hide, nor should
we. We have a job to do, and our courtroom calendar is public. It can
be accessed by any member of the public, by logging on the directory
downstairs or the court website. I myself have had my life threatened
several times.”

“So have I,” Meriden chimed in.

“But Marz isn’t a rash, im pulsive criminal,” Cate said, trying to
process the information. “He’s a lawyer. In fact, a prosecutor. He may
go after Simone, but he wouldn't come after me. He doesn't have that
kind of rage. He's an intellectual. A computer geek at heart”

Nesbitt frowned. “With all due respect, Your Honor, you wouldn't
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think that if you saw the videotape. The man jred without a second
thought. I've seen gangbangers with more conscience.”

“If it’s him on the tape.”

“I believe it is, and again, I didn’t think he was such a geek when I
saw him attack Simone”

“You were there that day, in court?”

“Yes, as a spectator. Frank Russo is my former partner.”

“I tho ught y ou lo oked fa miliar” C ate wondered fleetingly how
Russo felt about her, after yesterday. “Have you talked to Detective
Russo about this?”

“Yes”

“Did Marz tell Russo he was going to kill Simone, or say anything
like that? Or that he was going to kill me, for that matter?”

Nesbitt stiffened. “It’s not procedure to discuss an ongoing investi-
gation, and this isn’t public knowledge, but Marz didn’t talk to Russo
yesterday. Marz disappeared right after your verdict.”

“Entry of judgment,” Sherman corrected. “Only juries issue v er-
dicts”

“Sorry. Entry of judgment.” Nesbitt nodded. “Now. Judge Fante,
did you notice anyone following you last night after work? Or any-
thing unusual at all?”

Yikes. “No one following me, I don’t think” Caught oft guard, Cate
didn’t know how much to tell them. “I had a date after work, and we
went to dinner, then to my date’s house.” She noticed that the room
got quieter, everybody interested in the life of the resident Single Girl.
She swallowed hard. “Then I went home.”

“How did you get home?”

“Drove”

“You didn’t notice anyone following your car, did you?”

“No”

Nesbitt consulted his pad. “Marz drives a dark blue Subaru, late
model. I'll write down his licen se number for you” He flipped the
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page, jotted down the information, and ripped it off, handing it to
her. “Keep a look out, tonight. If I may ask, do you live alone?”

“Yes. In Society Hill”

“Did you notice anything unusual around your house?”

“No.”

Nesbitt made a no te. “Tonight, scan your street before you enter
your house and make sure that nothing looks suspicious. Check and
see if the parked cars look familiar. Do you have a security system?”

“A burglar alarm?”

“Use it. Do you own a gun?”

“No.” Cate laughed, then noticed Chief Judge Sherman and Mer-
iden looking surprised. “Chief, do you have a gun?”

“Of course.”

Meriden said, “I collect guns.”

“I collect Blahniks,” Cate said, but it wasn't a girl crowd.

“Your Honor, you might want to consider purchasing a w eapon
for your protection and taking lessons, at a yr ing range. We don’t
have the personnel to protect you, but we've alerted the marshal ser-
vice and they’re going to put extra marshals on overtime, at least until
we apprehend Marz” Nesbitt gestured beside him. “Judge Meriden
and you are the only two judges on the eighth floor, correct?”

“Yes”

Meriden said, “Cate and I share a common hallway, and visitors
are buzzed in to get past the locked doors. There’s a security camera,
so each chambers can see whom they’re buzzing in”

“Why are we discussing this?” Cate asked, confused.

Meriden answered, “We had a eporter buzz in this morning, posing
as a lawyer in a products case. Luckily, my clerk stopped him.”

“That’s a different issue from Marz, isn’t it?” Cate asked, and Nes-
bitt nodded.

“Again, bottom line, you'll both have to be on alert. Look out for
each other. Be careful out there”
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Judge Sherman lit up. “That’s what they used to say on Hill Street
Blues! Tell me, Detective, was that show accurate, in your opinion?”

“Barney Miller was my favorite” Nesbitt broke into a smile. “Ask
my partner here. He’s the expert. He wanted to be a t echnical ad -
viser on Cold Case. He tells everybody, ‘I coulda been a consultant! I
coulda been a contender!””

Detective Ro ots ca me ali ve. “ Well, I co uld have,and I almost
was!”

Nesbitt chuckled. “The difference between a consultant and almost
is a house down in Margate, a boat, and two million bucks”

“All right, enough.” Roots rose, flushing, and brushed down his
slacks. “Before we go, let’s walk around the eighth floor. See how it’s
laid out”

“T'll take you there, detectives,” Meriden offered, beating Cate to
the punch.

For now. But she wasn’t going to let it lie.



CHAPTER 10

After their tour, Cate walked back to the chambers with Meriden,
falling into step down the hallway. “What’s your problem with me?”
she asked, when she couldn’t keep her own counsel a moment longer.
“Is it because of Edge Electronics? That securities case, so long ago?
Because if it is, let’s have it out, here and now.”

Meriden blinked, impassive. “Edge is in the past. Win some, lose
some. No big deal. I don't have a problem with you.”

“Oh, come on. You never miss a cha nce to under mine me. Tle
next time you have something to say about me, how about you say it
to me?”

“You're sure?” Meriden’s dark eyes flickered with challenge.

“Shoot.”

“Okay, if t hat’s the way you want it, Cate. Here goes. You never
should have said what you did in o pen court. Your comments were
emotional and inappropriate for a judge”

“I'm a human being, Jonathan. I don’t check my conscience at the
courtroom door”

“Your conscience isn’t the law” Meriden’s mouth flattened to a
rigid line. “You lack judicial demeanor in everything you do. Tle way
you look, the way you act, even the way you dress. We wear black
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robes for a reason, to equalize us. But you insist on standing out.”

Whoa. “There is no one right way to act, and it’s none of your busi-
ness how I dress off the bench.”

“It is my business, because it's my court. You never should have
ruled from the bench. You give new meaning to the term ‘judicial
activism. Judges aren’t ‘knights errant, or haven’t you read your Car-
dozo?”

“I'know the quote, and I do n't need y ou to lecture me o n the
proper role of a federal judge”

“Beg to differ, Cate” Meriden leaned so close she could smell Lis-
terine. “A prudent judge would have issued a wr itten opinion later.
You made a mistake that endangers us all”

Ouch. “Oh, go straight to hell” Cate turned on her heel and stalked
down the hall to her chambers. She couldn’t let him see how she felt.
And worst of all, was he right? Should she have ruled from the bench?
Sherman said it was okay, but was it? Shed been locked in that ques-
tion loop all night.

Cate opened the door to her chambers, where Val was busy on the
phone. She waved hello, walked by Val’s desk, and went back to the
law clerks’ office. Just outside their door, she could hear them laugh-
ingand a T V playing. She popped her he ad in, wi th an automatic
smile.

Emily jumped up and flicked off the TV. “We were just waiting for
the news at noon, Judge.” She was sitting at her desk chair facing the
tiny TV stuck on the bookshelf among the case yles. She shared the
small office with co-clerk Sam Herman, a slig ht and serious young
man. He had a f eathery brown haircut, pale skin, a nd a long, bony
nose that divided brown eyes set too close together. He wore a gray
sweater and khakis, since they weren’t in court today.

“Turn the TV back on. I'd like to see the news, too.”

“It's only Tle View. It's not time yet.”

“Okay, listen up.” Cate leaned against the desk. “Obviously, a ter-
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rible thing has ha ppened, with Art Simone being killed. Tle police
think Marz did it, and you may have some feelings about that. You in
particular, Emily, since it was your case”

Emily bit her lip but said nothing. Evidently, big Goths don't cry.

“You have to underst and o ne thing. The decision to gra nt the
motion was mine, and no one else’s. You guys do legal research and
write memos, but it’s my decision and my responsibility, you hear? I
was right on the law and I had to make the decision I did”” Cate would
believe that in jve, maybe ten, years. “What matters is that the police
are concerned about our security. They suspect that Marz may come
back to chambers to hurt us.”

Samss eyes flared. “That’s not cool”

“No, Sam. Not cool” Cate wondered about this kid s ometimes.
Both clerks had flawless academic r ecords and had s erved on their
law reviews, but their personalities were a different question. Shed
been conjrmed at such an odd time of year, shed missed the regular
batch of clerk aps. “I want you two to stay together when you leave
the building. All comings and goings, stay together”

“But we stagger our lunches,” Emily said.

“Don’t. Go together. And don’t buzz anybody in without clearing
it with Val. The media’s an issue, too. A reporter tried to get to us by
buzzing into Meriden’s chambers.”

“Retard,” Sam said.

“I don’t like that word.” Cate was thinkin g of Warren. Hed been
called that on the street, more than once.

“Loser, then.”

Cate let it go. “Marz drives a navy Subaru, so keep an eye out for
that, too. I have the license plate number and—”

“Judge, it’s time f or the news.” Sam jumped up and switched on
the old Sony Trinitron. “We were on ET and Tle Insider last night,
and that was before the murder”

“Excellent;” Cate said dryly, but the news was beginning, with its
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bright blue and red graphics. The banner came on and behind the
handsome anchorman floated a large photo of a grinning Art Simone.
Cate stifled a wave of sadness and regret.

The anchorman said, “In our top story, police are still searching
for Richard Marz, a former assistant district attorney being sought in
connection with the shooting murder of Hollywood television pro-
ducer Arthur..”

Cate watched the TV screen as they flashed photos of Marz, barely
able to listen. She shouldn’t have said anything from the bench. Shed
given Marz the validation he needed to kill. The TV screen changed
to ¥ le footage of the male le ad from Attorneys@Law, with a v oice-
over about a great loss and a tragic crime and how the show would go
on. Then the picture changed again.

Cate froze when she recognized the photo on the screen.



CHAPTER 11

It’s Elvis, from last night.

The anchorman was s aying, “And in s outhwest Philadel phia, a
tragic accident claims a manss life. James Partridge was killed w hen
he fell from a balcony at a motel here”

“Doh, I ha te when that happens,” Sam joked, and b ehind him,
Cate stood riveted.

The anchorman said, “Police say that Partridge, a frequent guest
of the motel, may have lost his f ooting in t he rain and was ineb ri-
ated at the time of the fall. And in other news, an overturned tractor-
trailer..”

Emily leaned over and switched off the TV. “Once again, the pro-
verbial tractor-trailer”

Sam laughed. “It gets em every time. Dang things can't stay upright”

But Cate was already backing out of the room. “I have work to do,
guys,” she said, shaken, and retreated to her office.

She closed the do or, hustled to her desk, a nd called G ina’s cell
phone. She told her about the man’s death, hunched over the phone,
confused and stricken. Her head b egan to p ound, and she r ubbed
her forehead. When she jnished, she felt vaguely nauseated. “Maybe
I should go to the cops,” she said.
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“Are you nuts? Why?”

“He probably fell down the stairs, trying to come after me.”

“Did you see that?”

“No, he was o n the balcony when I left” Cate squeezed her eyes
shut but couldn’t remember for sure. “At least I thought he was—”

“So what, anyway? So what?”

“The man is dead, Geen. I was the last person to see him alive”

“It wasn't a murder, it was an accident. He fell down trying to rape
you. You don’t owe him anything!” Gina could barely contain herself.
“You wanna go to the cops? Tell them you pick up strange guys, in
bars?”

Cate flushed, mortijed. What was she thinking? For a judge, she
had no judgment at all.

“Youd be risking your reputation, for nothing?”

Cate put her face in her ha nds, rattled to her f oundation. What
would she go to the police with? Even she kne w she wasn’t making
sense. She was s crewing up so much lately, and now p eople were
dying.

“Cate, you're just panicking. Between the stuff with Simone and
this, you're just a mess.”

“Tha nks”

“Take a deep breath”

“I left him alive”

“Of course you did, and then he fell off the balcony because he was
a falling-down-drunk, no-good-pig rapist”

“God, this is so awful. He’s dead”

“Yes, and you're not,” Gina said, with ynali ty. “Look, I g otta go,
the pediatrician just came in. Don’t do anything stupid. I'll call you
later”

“Thanks” Cate hung up, so preoccupied she barely heard a knock
at the door. “Yes?”

Val stuck her head inside, frowning with concern. “You okay?”
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“Fine”

“Marz will have to get through me to get to you”

“Aw, don’t even think that” Cate willed her self to get it together.
Nobody knew about the man last night and nobody ever would. She
waved Val inside. “Sherman and the cops think Marz might—"

“I got the court-mail. I'll keep an eye on the clerks, too.”

“Thanks, and you be careful. Marz may know what you look like.”

“I can take that little white boy.” Val lifted an attitudinal eyebrow.

“Not if he has a gun you can’t”

“Pssht” Val waved her off. “By the way, those flowers came for you
while you were with Sherman.” She gestured at the conference table,
where a huge bouquet of long-stemmed roses sprayed from a clear
glass vase.

“Jeez” Graham. Cate felt her chest tighten.

Val chuckled. “Howd you miss those? There’s two dozen there, I
counted.”

Cate got up, crossed to the flowers, and slid t he white envelope
from its clear plastic trident and opened it. Judge, I have a major crush
on you, but I promise to take it slower. Like—not love, Graham.

“And Graham Liss called again this morning,” Val said. “It's none
of my business, but between the phone calls and the two dozen roses,
you might give the man a little attention. It's about time you had a d4e.
Now, did you remember you have oral argument at two oclock?”

“Of course not,” Cate answered, turning with card in ha nd. “In
what case?”

“Tourneau v. General Insurance. I ordered you a tuna ysh salad for
lunch”

“Thanks, great idea” Cate had meant to study the briefs and the
bench memo last nig ht. Now she’d have to g o on the bench cold.
“Where’s Emily? It’s her case, isn't it?”

Val whispered, “She says you saw Simone’s picture on TV and got
very upset.”
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Great. “Don’t be silly. Open the door, please, Val. And cover your
ears.” Val complied, and Cate called o ut, “Emily! Come out, come
out, wherever you are!”

And at the appointed hour, Cate was berobed and back in court,
presiding atop the dais. From her yrst moment in the courtroom, she
flashed on a freeze-frame of the very last time she d sat here. Marz
was launching himself at Simone. She saw it over and over until she
walled off the thought and concentrated on the proceeding at hand,
which involved a q uestion of conflicts o f laws. B efore t oday, she'd
thought of conflicts as an abstract area of the law, but now she knew
that no area of the law was truly abstract. Shed seen the intersection
of the law and human beings, and it ended in a head-on collision.

Cate collected herself and mustered a smile for plaintiff’s counsel.
“Good afternoon, Mr. Gill”

“Good afternoon, Your Honor” Herman Gill was a standard-issue
big-yrm lawyer; tall, middle-aged white guyin a da rksuit, horn-
rimmed g lasses, a nd b rown win gtips, as if he ‘d b een mugged by
Brooks Brothers.

“What do we have today, specijycally?” Cate asked, glancing at the
papers.

“Your Honor, I will r eview the facts briefly. Plaintiff]ean-Patrice
Tourneau is a decedent, a Pennsylvania resident and former CEO of
VistaView Communications, Inc., a P ennsylvania corporation with
its headquarters in Blue Bell”

Cate listened, coming back down to earth. The defense lawyer,
another big-yrm squash player, crossed his pinstriped legs. She made
notes, though she kne w Emily had included it in her b ench memo.
The law clerk sat off to the side, taking her usual co pious notes. She
seemed better than she had been this morning, too. Sitting at his desk
near her, the courtroom deputy was ca tching up on the crossword
puzzle. The courtroom was back to normal. The pews sat empty, ten
vacant rows of honey-hued wood, and Cate could see clear to the
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back wall, with its oil portraits of past district judges, all of them men
with bald heads, horn-rimmed glasses, and somber smiles. Tle way
you look, the way you act, even the way you dress. Cate wondered if
she would ever feel like this were her courtroom.

Suddenly the door opened in the back, and the movement drew
Cate’s attention. A man in a dark suit entered and sat down on a back
bench. Something familiar about him gave Cate pause, then she real-
ized who it was.

Gill was saying, “We urge the Court that there is a tr ue conflict,
because Indiana law, unlike District of Columbia law . . ”

Cate tuned out, her co ncentration broken. The man in t he back
was Detective Russo. He sat still, facing front, his a rms folded. He
couldn’t be here for the argument. Was he watching her? She couldn't
see his features at this distance. It unnerved her. She couldn’t get her
bearings t oday, wi th s 0 ma ny distrac tions. Ar t Simone was de ad,
and so was the man from last night, Partridge. It was like a one-two
punch, and now Russo was wa tching her, the sole sp ectator in t he
empty courtroom, sitting squarely in her line of vision.

In the next minute, Russo folded his arms. He knew she had to see
him. Was he trying to intimidate her? Cate tried to catch the eye of
the courtroom deputy, but he was doing the crossword, chewing the
end of a pencil. Emily sat absorbed in her note-taking, her legal pad
balanced on her lap.

Cate tried to focus on the proceeding but couldn’t. She would rule
later in a written opinion; she wouldn’t rule from the bench, though
she would have preferred it that way, and so would counsel. Shed
always liked the quick answer when she was in p ractice. Gill ynally
concluded his argument, then defense counsel rose, took the lectern,
and made an endless counterargument, but by then, Cate was dying
to get off the bench. She couldn’t shake Russo’s gaze and felt it like
a weight. Did he blame her for what Marz did? Could he blame her
more than she blamed herself? As soon as the rebuttal was ynished,
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Cate banged the ga vel, ended the s ession, and practically fled the
courtroom.

Russo was still sitting there when she left.

Keep a look out, tonight. A dark blue Subaru.

Cate shuddered, driving away from the courthouse. It was almost
dark, and shed ended the workday early, having fussed all afternoon
with the same opinion, unable to clear her head enough to write. She
hadn’t heard a word from Russo. He made no attempt to call cham-
bers or contact her. Shed called Nesbitt and left a message for him at
the Homicide desk, but he hadn’t called back yet. In truth, she didn’t
know what shed have said to him. Russo hadn’t done anything wrong
and he wasn’t the threat to her. Marz was.

Do you have a gun?

Marz really could be out there. She couldn’t be in denial Shed been
fairly safe in her office, walled behind locks and federal marshals, but
now she was on her own. She glanced in her rearview mirror at the
car behind her, but it was too dark to tell its make. Its headlights were
too high to be a Subaru. It must be an SUV.

She eyed the cars around her as she tra veled down Race Street.
Plumes of exhaust curled from the car bumpers, chalky in the bitter-
cold night. She didn’t see a Subaru, but she wouldn’t have been able
to tell one from a Toyota or Honda. She felt tense the whole time and
took a quick right when the light changed, heading east to vary her
driving routine, just in case. She drove all the way to her street with
an eye in t he rearview, and after she s aw no S ubaru on her str eet,
wasted no time ba rreling into her ga rage, closing the do or behind
her, and hustling into the house, checking all the locks.

It wasn’t jve minutes later that her doorbell rang.



CHAPTER 12

Cate hurried to the window and pushed the curtain aside an inch.
She couldn’t see who was at the door. Maybe theyd go away.

Ding dong!

She went for her p urse, dug out her cell p hone, and flipped it
open, her yn ger on the emergency button. She went to the door and
pressed an eye to the peephole.

Russo. Cate froze. She didn't know what to do. What did he want?
Why was he her e? Had he s een her co me in? Was he wa tching her
house, too? On the other hand, what was she afraid of? He was a de-
tective, and shed liked him when he testiyed.

Ding dong! She couldn’t ignore him, could she? She hated feeling
so afraid, for no reason. She was working herself up for nothing. She
ynally pressed the intercom to speak. “Yes?”

“Judge Fante, it'’s Detective Russo. I'd like to speak with you for a
few minutes, if you don’t mind. I tried to see you after court, but your
secretary said youd left early. It's important.”

“Hold on,” Cate said, relaxing. She was being paranoid. She flipped
the phone closed, set it on the entrance table, and opened the front
door. “Come in, Detective”

“Thanks.” Russo entered the en trance hall, and Cate closed the
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door behind him. He took up most o f the small r oom, taller in his
brown leather coat than hed looked on the witness stand. His eyes
were dark, and his la rgish nose red from the cold, though his ha ir
remained in glossy place, as if he had just combed it. He said, “Sorry
to bother you at home?”

“Would you like a drink? A Coke or something?”

“No, thanks. I won't stay long.”

“Come on in.” Cate walked ahead a nd gestured him in to the
living room, taking a q uick look around to see if i t was in o rder,
a ho meowner’s im pulse. S he straightened tw o magazines o n the
glass coffee table and sat down on the soft tan couch. “Please, take
a chair”

“Thanks.” Russo eased heavily into the side chair, looking around.
“This is a lovely house. How long have you lived here?”

“About six years.”

“Nice” Russo looked around again, and in the light from the Wa-
terford lamp on the end table, Cate could see the pain in his eyes.

“I saw you in the courtroom today. Why were you there?”

“I just wanted to go back, I guess, like it was a crime scene. I'm still
trying to ygure this whole thing out. Simone, dead. Rich, a fugitive”
Russo’s voice softened with naked emotion. “I can’t believe he would
do that. I can’t believe it all came to this.”

“I know exactly what you mean.” Cate paused. “Let me say some-
thing that might not be standard procedure.”

“Go right ahead” Russo chuckled, his he avy shoulders shifting
once in the jacket. “My coming here sure isn't procedure.”

“I'm very sorry about the way the case came out. I ruled the way I
had to, not the way I wanted to. That’s probably all I should say on the
subject. It’s not more than I said in open court”

“I understand.” Russos full lips went tight. “I guess it’s just hard to
swallow”

“I know.” Cate felt sad for him. Detective Russo had had a dream,
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too. He would have been an equal partner with Marz, and unlike
Marz, he wasn't a young man any longer.

“Sometimes, what gets to me is, y ou can never get over. You
know what I me an? No matter how hard you try, and how much
you work, and even how good you are, you can never get over. We
played by the rules and we played with honor, and in the end, we
didn’t win. That’s the worst to me. W hen you work that hard, and
you still don’t win.” Russo fell silent, seeming to examine his hands
on his lap.

“Tknowitmustbehard,” Cate said, when the silence b ecame
almost uncomfortable.

“It’s like, when I was a uniform, a beat cop, I'd risk my ass to collar
some knucklehead, some lowlife. Then, a judge would come along
and let him o ff, on a technicality” Russo looked down. “Tlat ’s what
this is like. Like they got off on a technicality”

Cate shifted unco mfortably. “I feel for you, and for Rich Marz. I
hope he turns himself in soon. Have you spoken with him?”

Russo looked up, shaking his head. “Not since yesterday.’

“I know they have him on videotape, but it’s so hard to believe he
did it”

“I don’t know what I believe, Judge” Russo kept shaking his head,
his cheeks slack. “I can’t jgur e this out. It stinks t o high heaven. I
don’t know who the hell’s on that tape”

“You don’t think it's him?” Cate asked, mystiyed.

“You tell me.” Russo got up abruptly and crossed to the entertain-
ment center. “This your VCR?”

“Yes. Why?”

Russo withdrew a black cartridge from his jacket pocket and slid
it into the VCR. “I want to know what you think of this, Your Honor.
I value your opinion.”

“You have the tape?” Cate’s mouth dropped open. “How did you
get that?”
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“I'm a detective, remember?” Russo turned on the TV and pressed
the button for the video. “Hey, I got the same TV

“But I thought this was N esbitt’s case, and the other detectives.”
Cate got up slowly, regretting she had let him in. “I don’t want to see
that tape. I don’t think I should. It’s not right. It could compromise
the evidence or—”

“No, it won't”

“Detective, I don’t want to see it.”

“Come on, tell me what you think. I can’t jgure this out, and you're
so much smarter than me. Sorry. Tlan I”

“But a man was killed” Cate recoiled, as the tape started, grainy
and fuzzy. “I don’t want to see that. Please don’t turn it on.”

“Look, Judge” Russo pointed at the image on the screen, which
wasn't Marz and Simone atall. It was p ornography. Ama teurish.
Grainy. A muscled man lay on top of a woman, making love to her
on a bed. The man’s buttocks flexed as he thrusted, and the woman’s
legs were wrapped around his waist, her breasts heaving. Tle audio
was fuzzy, but for moaning.

“What are you doing?” Cate said, appalled. “Are you sick?”

“This man has a cr iminal record, Your Honor. Ag assault, extor-
tion, attempted rape. He’s a thug, a knucklehead.”

“Stop it!” Disgusted, Cate rushed to the VCR, then froze. On the
screen, the man turned to the camera and winked. He had dark hair
and dark eyes. It was the man from last night, at the pink motel. Tle
dead man. Jim Partridge. Elvis.

Russo started laughing as Cate pounded the " owWER button. Tle
TV screen went black.

“What the hell do you think youre doing!” Cate demanded, hor-
riyed.

“You might answer that same question, Your Honor. See, yes-
terday, after you took my future away, I had to go back to work. I
was on duty last night. I caught this case. Some poor slob fell offa
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balcony. They’re not sure if it's a homicide. So I go check it out.”

Oh my God.

“I found the videocamera in the closet, next to the bed, but I guess
you knew that. The motel owner was in tusiness with your young boy-
friend, making amateur videos, but I guess you knew that, too. Tley
sold quite a few. Is that your gig? Did y ou take a cut, Your Honor?”
Russo grew angry, and Cate backed away toward the front door.

“Get out of my house!”

“You gonna tell me you didn't know about that, Judge? That you're
not in on it? What, do you take a piece?” Russo sneered. “Oh, I wish
you could see your face right now! Maybe you didn't know. Is that it?
Whyd you throw all that money at him? Was he blackmailing you?
Whatd he have on you? Did he have a tape on you, already?”

“Get out!” Cate shouted, opening the front door and grabbing her
cell phone from the table. “Get out or I'll call the cops”

“You sa w wh at—correction, who—Mr. P artridge did t he nig ht
before last, a nd y ou kno w w hat he did last nig ht. You’re next o n
the tape, but you don’t get laid like the other girls. W hy not, Your
Honor?” Russo headed for the door, grinning. “I'll go, I don’t want
you callin’ the po-lice. But answer me this, what’s a federal judge like
you doing in a place like that? What? Paying oft a thug, for what? You
tell me. You, so high and mighty, who sits in judgment of me and my
friend!”

“Get out or I'll scream!” Cate yelled, and Russo burst into laughter,
his dark eyes flashing with a reckless glint she hadn’t seen before, or
in court.

“Admit it was y ou. It was you on that porn tape” Russo leaned
over and drilled a ¥ nger between her breasts, and Cate smacked his
hand away.

“Don’t you dare!”

“Admit it. It's you. You're a crook.”

“GET OUT!” Cate shoved him out the door, and Russo let himself
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be pushed, but stopped on the threshold, so close she could feel his
spit on her face.

“I know what a phony you are. What a hypocrite you are. I'm gonna
ynd out what he had o n you, Your Honor. And what you had to do
with his accident!”

Cate slammed the door, swallowing her scream. Then she closed
all the curtains in her living room and rushed back to the TV.

She had to see that tape.



CHAPTER 13

Cate pressed the oN button on the remote, her jngers trembling, and
the TV came back on. The naked couple were having sex, and she
fast-forwarded through it with disgust, t hen slowed to a stop. Tley
were still having sex, so she sped it up again, then stopped. Tle date
on the bottom of the screen had changed to yesterday’s date. She sank
into one of the chairs to watch and pressed LA .

The TV screen showed a man whose face was t oo close to be in
focus, but he didn't look like Partridge. He appeared to be yddling with
the louvered slats on a door, permitting the camera lens to peek out.

There had been a closet next to the bed.

Then he passed in front of the lens, a short shadow, and the scene
showed an empty b ed. Cate pressed REWIND and watched a gain,
conjrming what she had s een. The man must have come in to turn
on the camera. Maybe while shed been waiting in her car, the motel
owner had run upstairs. No. Partridge had called him f rom his car,
alerting him that he was coming ahead, with a girl.

Ugh.

Cate returned to the TV screen. The slats from the louvers on the
top and bottom made a black border, giving the impression of peek-
ing through a keyhole, spying on an empty bed. She didn’t even want
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to think about how many women had been on tape without knowing.
She could have been one. As Gina would have said, serves you right.

Cate checked the bottom of the screen. The time read 10:05, in
white numbers. She thought a minute. That would be about when she
and Partridge got to the room.

Against the door.

Cate remembered her own words, sickened now by them. He had
wanted to have sex on the bed, and now she knew why. In the end hed
given up on the bed and acceded to her request; he wanted the play
more than the tape. Or maybe he ygured hed get her there, sooner or
later. Next she heard voices on the tape, indistinct but sounding like a
man and a woman. Cate played it back with the volume higher, to try
to make out the words, but she couldn’t.

On TV, the scene showed the empty bed, with talking in the back-
ground interspersed with silences. S he jgur ed they were kissing at
the door in the hallway, out of the shot. Then she heard the word wait
distinctly. She rewound to make sure. “Wait!” Cate heard herself say
it, unclear, but she kne w it was her. She m ust have been struggling
with the Tiffany bracelet, trying to get it off at this point.

Then she heard her v oice lo uder, b ut she co uldn’t underst and
what shed been saying. It must have been when hed been walking her
backwards toward the bed. Hed wanted to get her in ca mera range,
but shed been fussing with the bracelet. Then Partridge walked back-
wards into the TV picture, his back to the camera, and fell onto the
bed, throwing up his arms. The view was upside down, with the top
of Partridge’s head to the camera and his legs str etched out on the
bed, hanging over it at the knee.

Cate rewound to watch it again and hear what hed said. He was
laughing, and she caught “Damn” and then “Hurry!” Suddenly he sat
bolt upright, and Cate knew he must have been listening to her s ay
she wasn’t staying.

She watched herself walk into the frame—almost. She recognized
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her legs and the black Blahniks shed worn yesterday, and the edge of
her trench coat showed. In the next s econd she step ped closer, and
the following frames showed her upper body in her raincoat, a flash
of white silk blouse, and then her chin. But no more of her face.

Cate held her breath, then exhaled in relief. She had stopped there
in the motel room, just out of camera range. She hadn’t walked far
enough into the room to get her w hole face. Tl nk God! Still her
gut tensed, watching. She knew what would happen next. On the TV
screen, Partridge was still sitting up with his back to the camera, and
Cate could see her hand offer him a wad o f bills, which he slapped
aside, sending the cash flying. Next came words, indistinct until he
shouted, “You can’t pay me!”

Cate played it again, and it came through almost understandably.
Had he said that? She couldn't remember.

On the TV, Partridge leapt off the bed and ran out of frame. He
was coming after her. Hed shoved her against the door now. She tried
not to think about his rough hand or the raw terror she felt. Tlen the
screen went still, and there was a sho t of the em pty bed again, the
bedcovers wrinkled slightly.

Cate watched the bottom of the screen. 10:13, 10:14, 10:15. P ar-
tridge would have been outside on the balcony now.

Cate edged forward in the seat. She didn’t know when hed fallen.
The tape could tell her something about his death. She watched, en-
grossed, the empty bed, and then Partridge came back into the room,
staggering slightly. He stopped, faced t he camera, then gaveitthe
ynger and burst into laughter. Then he fell face forward on the bed.

10:42, 10:43, 10:44.

Partridge didn’t move and he appeared to have fallen asleep. She
kept watching, then the tape went black. She got up, went to the VCR,
and slid out the tape. It was at its end. So either the section that Russo
had given her was o ver or the camera had r un out of tape. Maxell,
a two-hour tape. They must have used it, ylming the different girls,
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saving on tape by turning the camera on and off after each girl. She
could verify by watching the porn, but she wasn't up to that.

Cate looked up at the screen, gray with static snow. At some point,
Partridge must have gotten up, groggy and drunk, gone outside in
the rain and fallen off the balcony. She sank onto the padded arm of
the chair. Partridge: a jerk, a p ig. What had Russo said: Ag assault,
extortion, attempted rape. It was still sad. He was dead.

Cate set the tape on the edge of the entertainment center, wonder-
ing how she had g otten herself into such a mess, t hen knowing ex-
actly how she had gotten herself into this mess. Her sex life on tape,
and now a detective believed she was a crooked judge.

She got up and went to the phone.



CHAPTER 14

Cate reached Gina after Warren had gone to bed. She told the story,
start to ynish, going back from morning until night. Afterwards there
was complete silence on the end of the line. “Geen?”

“I'm here, trying to ygure out when your life got so exciting. Sex
videotapes? What is this world coming to?”

“No good”

Gina sighed. “But you know what I do n't get? How did R usso
know it was you on the tape?”

“It is me.”

“You said you couldn’t see your whole face, just the lower half.
How does he know for sure that it’s you?”

“He does. He sounded like he did”

“How was the audio? Could you tell it was your voice?”

“No, not really” Cate thought about it. Shed been too panicked to
analyze it before. “What if he remembered my outjt from court that
day, or my shoes?”

“Is he gay?”

“He’s Italian”
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“Mutually exclusive”

Cate laughed, feeling her body relax into the soft chair. But it was
a puzzle. How did Russo know it was her? Then she realized some-
thing. “Wait a minute. He doesn’t know it’s me. Rather, he does, but
he can’t prove it”

“To who?”

“Oh no.” The answer struck Cate like a blow. “Hear me out. First
Russo comes over and softens me up with his sob story. Then he sur-
prises me with the tape and Partridge’s criminal record. Then he tells
me things that I know are on the tape, like that he saw me throw the
money.’

“Okay”

“Then he confronts me with the porny part of the tape, knowing
I won't watch it with him there. He knew the tape wouldn't show me,
so he was tric king me with the fact of the tape itself. He wanted to
scare me into admitting it was me. It's Cross-Examination 101, isn’t
it?” Cate straightened up, convinced. “He even said as much to me, at
the door. He said, ‘Admit it. It was you.”

“But so what if you admit it? He goes and tells somebody?”

Cate drew the only conclusion possible. “He must have been wear-
ing a wire”

Gina yelped. “Yo, that’s evil”

“But smart. I bet he wired himself. He needed me to say it was me,
on tape. Why? To prove it to his friend, his old partner, the detective
on the Simone murder. Nesbitt”

“I getit! He ynds t his juicy videotape in the motel, plugs it into
the VCR and sees you, then he runs over to his old partner, whatever
his name is—”

“Nesbitt. He tells Nesbitt it’s me on the tape, but Nesbitt watches
it and isn’t buying it.”

“Inattentive blindness strikes again. His brain won't let him s ee
you because you're not supposed to be there.”
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“Ta-da!” Cate smiled. “Thank God that supposedly normal people
can be in denial”

“So Russo has to prove it to Nesbitt.” Gina paused. “But you think
Nesbitt would tell him to wear a wire?”

“Hell, no. Nesbitt seemed like a straight arrow to me. I don’t think
hed sanction Russo threading a f ederal judge with a p orn tape. To
what end? I think Russo is losing it. He’s on his own.”

“So what are you gonna do? Tell Nesbitt?”

“No. Right now, I have deniability. It's not me on that tape” Cate
flushed, embarrassed. “The last thing I want is them knowing about,
well, you know. My dates. I started lying and I have to stick with it.
And please don't tell me about tangled webs.”

“I wouldn't” Gina’s tone warmed. “I feel terrible for you.”

“My own fault” Cate shook her head. “And you know what? Ths
morning I told Nesbitt that I went home after my date last night. He
must have been surprised when his pal came up with the greatest-hits
tape.”

“You're still in the clear. Maybe he’ll think that was your date”

“Or he'll pretend he does for political purposes. There’s no margin
in knowing dumb secrets about a federal judge”

“Right. I'd let it lie. It's bad enough you have this Russo gunning
for you?”

“If I w ere the b itch he thinks I a m, I'd get him fired. I'll tell
you one thing, he'd better not show up in my courtroom again.”
Then Cate heard herself. My courtroom? She never thought shed
say that. If that was the silver lining to this cloud, it wasn’t silver
enough.

“Russo can't do anything to you, Cate. Youre not crooked, so he
can't prove that you are”

“But he can make my life miserable. And it looks like he’s about to”

“We won't let him?”

“Right!” Cate said, cheering up.
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“So meanwhile, did you say two dozen roses?”

Cate laughed. “Uh, yeah. Is that important right now?”

“Youre damn right it is. You wanna talk about what you’re going
to do about Tle Tiffany Guy?”

“I already know;” Cate answered, and told her.



CHAPTER 15

Cate checked her watch: 1:32 a.m. Argh. She was sitting in front of her
computer, working in her ho me office. She couldn’t sleep after Rus-
so’s visit and she had work to do. Books on built-in shelves wrapped
around the cozy study on two sides, mostly novels she couldn’t bring
herself to give away, and a low, metal jle ca binet sat against the far
wall, containing pleadings and forms accumulated during practice.
None of those forms would help her tonight.

A porcelain mug of tea grew cold on her left and multicolored
M&M’s lay scattered to her right. Stacks of printed cases covered
her desk, but shed read them so many times in the past week shed
practically memorized them. Shed felt too paranoid to turn on the
lights in the office, so the room was completely dark except for the
square of monitor light that shone on the front of her body, illumi-
nating a face s crubbed clean of makeup, a red cashmere bathrobe,
and a high ponytail that made her feel too much the rookie for the
task at hand.

Cate wrote, Marz premises this argument on his view that Penn-
sylvania should disregard the well-established precedent of defi-
niteness

She skimmed the line a nd shook her head. It still wasn’t right. It
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had to be perfect. It felt so strange, issuing an opinion after Simone’s
murder, but it was t he court’s obligation. She deleted the sentence
and wrote another.

Plaintiff premises this argument on his view that Pennsylvania
should disregard the well-established precedent of definiteness

She paused, her hands on the keyboard. Shed been given a rough
draft of the opinion by Emily, but it needed work, and in any event,
Cate wanted every line of this opinion to be completely her own. She
knew the press and her co lleagues on the court would parse every
sentence. She had t o prove herself rock-solid on the law, especially
because it had cost a man his life.

The precedent of definiteness of contract is well-established in
Pennsylvania law and

It had h urt Cate to read the transcripts and to remember Marz
on the stand. And Russo. But it had to get done, and the sooner, the
better, so the press could quote from an opinion and get the facts
right. Her stomach rumbled, but she hadn't felt like eating, except for
the M&M’s, which were medicinal.

Pennsylvania courts have always insisted that a contract be defi-
nite in its terms, especially where, as here,

Cate fussed with the sentence, trying to keep Russo and Simone in
the back of her mind, in their proper compartment. But nobody was
staying put in her he ad tonight, least of all Graham. She had called
him after she h ung up with Gina, but he wasn’t home, so shed left
him a message thanking him for the flowers and asking him to call
her, no matter how late he got in.

It's easier to avoid commitment than to sit around and wait for a
man to call back.

Cate was kic king her self. S he ¢ hecked t he ¢ lock aga in: 1:35.
Graham must be in by now, right? Unless he had a da te. And if he
had a date, he should be home by now. Unless he was sleeping with
someone. How many frigging bracelets did the man give out?
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I hate Graham Liss. Unless he e-mailed me, which counts.

Cate brightened. She hadn’t thought of e-mail. It was late, and
maybe he didn’t want to call and wake her. She moved the mouse
to minimize the dra ft o pinion a nd c licked o nto Ou tlook Ex -
press for her e-mail, skimming the list of senders: The New York
Times Direct, the Ri tz-Carlton Res ervations, A strologers, USA -
Today.com, and the Benjamin Franklin Society. No e-mail from
Graham.

Cate didn’t get it. He was the one with the full-court press. He
was the o ne who called all da y and sent the st upid flowers. Hed
better have a good excuse for not calling, like a car accident. If he
didn’t have an accident, she could run him over. She clicked to min-
imize Outlook, then thought better of it. She didn’t want to keep
checking the little white envelope like an obsessive-compulsive, so
she went into Options and checked the box that said, “Play sound
when new messages arrive.” Then she minimized Outlook and got
back to work.

It is axiomatic in Pennsylvania law that contracts must be

Cate kept going, finally producing a reasonably respectable dis-
cussion of contract law, writing and rewriting as she went, fueled
by M&M’s and her drive to perfect the opinion. At some point, she
realized that the process of writing was proving cathartic, and as
it got later and later, and the world grew ever more still, she forgot
about Graham, Simone, and even Russo, and worked efficiently
and well, realizing that her truest reader wasn’t the press or even
her colleagues on the court. She was writing for Marz, wherever
he was, in order to explain to him, somehow, some way, as best as
she could, that there was a good reason that he lost his dream in
her courtroom. That there was a principle, which applied to him
and all of us, and abided for all time. The principle embodied the
law.

Cate typed the last line. For all of the foregoing reasons, the Court
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grants defendant’s motion for Judgment as a Matter of Law Under
Rule 50 and Judgment in favor of defendant and defendant company
is hereby entered. SO ORDERED.

Ping! Cate jumped, startled. It took her a min ute to identify the
sound. Ou tlook Exp ress. She had g otten an e-mail. G raham! S he
checked the clock. 3:12 a.m. About time he got home. She minimized
the ynal opinion and opened Outlook, where a single name sat at the
bottom of the sender list, in boldface.

Not Graham Liss. PhillyNewsDirect. Another news service. She
was about to click away when the subject line o f the e-mail caught
her eye.

TODAY’S HEADLINES:
LAWYER FOUND DEAD, A SUICIDE

Cate clicked on the e-mail. It opened instantly, and she read with

horror:

Former Assistant District Attorney Richard Marz, of
Philadelphia, was found dead in a car at approximately
2:01 a.m. this morning, the victim of an apparent suicide,
by gunshot. The car, a blue Subaru sedan, was found in a
remote section of Fairmount Park by students from Temple
University, during a late-night hazing ceremony. Police had
been seeking Marz in connection with the shooting death
on Tuesday night of Hollywood television producer Arthur
Simone, creator of the hit show Attorneys@Law. Marz
had unsuccessfully sued Simone for breach of contract in
connection with the show, and lost his claim for damages in
federal court.

At the time of his death, Marz was found in possession of
a .22-caliber pistol, also reportedly the type of weapon used



DIRTY BLONDE

in Simone’s murder. Police had no comment, though a press
conference will be held today at 10:00 a.m.

Cate’s mouth went dry. She leaned back in her chair, stunned. She
read the story over and over, until she could ynally make herself be-
lieve it was true.

Then she put her head down on her keyboard and cried.



CHAPTER 16

“Sorry, Judge,” Val said, rising at her desk as Cate entered chambers.

“Me, too, thanks.” Cate came in, set down her briefcase and purse,
and shed her coat. It was a bright winter morning, and the rising sun
beamed through the window opposite the reception area, belying her
mood. She couldn’t remember the last time she'd had a good night’s
sleep. After shed gotten the e-mail alert, shed taken calls from Chief
Judge Sherman and Val, both telling her what she already knew. She
hung her coat on the rack by the door while the law clerks yltered in
and collected around Val’s desk.

Cate turned to t he clerks, t heir faces un usually s omber. “ Hey,
guys. Guess you heard the news”

“This is so awful, Judge” Emily’s black top and long black skirt
seemed appropriate. Beside her, Sam had dressed in his casual sweater
and khakis, which somehow bugged Cate.

“Not cool,” Sam said, and Cate turned on him.

“Sam, honestly. A man killed himself. Another man is murdered.
That’s more than ‘not cool’ “Not cool’ doesn't even b egin to cover
what that is.” Cate felt her nerves unraveling like a suspension cable.
“Horrible works. Tragic will do just jne. But ‘not cool’? ‘Not cool’ ain’t
even close!”
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Sam flushed with embarrassment, plain on his pale skin. “Sorry.”

“Iam, too” Cate felt blood pounding in her t emples. “I'm sorry
you have so little empathy for another human being. He had a wife,
whom you saw in court. He had a mather, too. Can’t you feel that loss,
Sam? Don’t you have any respect?”

Sam looked down.

“Damn it!” Cate added for emphasis, which was w hen she r eal-
ized the only way she could get control was to leave. She turned to go
back into her office just as the intercom buzzer sounded, and they all
looked at the security monitor, on the yle cabinets next to Val’s desk.
Its gray screen showed a man in a dark suit standing at the intercom
in the common hallway, and Cate recognized him, surprised.

“Detective Nesbitt, here to see Judge Fante,” he said over the inter-
com, and Val looked over.

“Judge, okay to buzz him in?”

“Of course,” Cate answered, ignoring the silent law clerks.

“Come in, Detective,” Val said into the intercom, hitting the button
to open the door to the secured half of the floor. She turned to hand
Cate her messages. “All the usual susp ects, the Inquirer again and a
bunch of other reporters.”

“No comment,” Cate said, and took the messages.

Five min utes la ter, she was si tting ca tty-corner t o N esbitt a t
her worktable, both of them behind hot coffee in Styrofoam cups.
“Where’s your partner, Roots?” she asked.

“He’s back at base, getting ready for the press conference.” Nesbitt
sipped his coffee, one hand against his tie, so as not to spill coffee on
his camera-ready blue print tie a nd dark navy wool suit. His thick
hair stood up at attention, and he smelled p leasantly of spicy after-
shave. “This is an unofficial visit, Judge”

“Oh, really?” Cate tried not to think of the last time she 'd heard
words like that, only last night, from a different detective. My coming
here sure isn’t procedure. She shooed the words away. She wasn’t going
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to tell Nesbitt about Russo unless he alr eady knew about it. It was a
dicey game, and she sipped her coffee, hot and sweet, gathering the
strength to play.

“I spoke with Chief Judge Sherman about the Marz suicide. I pre-
sumed he called you at home?”

“Yes”

“Obviously, you won’t have to worry about Marz anymore.”

“I guess not.” Cate thought of the opinion shed ynished last night,
too late. Would it have changed Marz’s mind? If only shed gotten to it
sooner. “It’s a terrible shame.”

“Sure is. Anyway, we'll be clearing the Simone case. We're going to
announce it at the press conference. Marz shot himself with the same
gun he used on Simone. The ballistics tests veriyed it. So, bottom line,
he killed Simone and then killed him self. It jts wi th some informa-
tion we got from his wife, too. Depression and all”

“How'’s his wife?” Cate took another sip of coffee, then set her cup
down on the conference table.

“As well as can be expected” Nesbitt shifted in his seat. “But there’s
something else I wanted to discuss with you, Judge. I'd like to keep
this conydential. 'm here as a professional courtesy to you, now that
the Simone case will be officially cleared”

Russo. “T understand.”

“Let me b egin at the beginning. You got the Simone case when
you jrst became a judge, right?”

“Yes, a little over six months ago”

“Jury selection started, what, about a month ago?”

“Right, about then, yes. It took a lo ng time t o pick this jury be-
cause everyone had s een the TV show”” Cate didn’t get it. “Why do
you ask?”

“When we caught the Simone murder, we went to his ho tel suite
that night, as pa rt of the investigation. He was st aying at the Four
Seasons during the trial. He had a huge suite. We liked Marz for the
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doer, that is, w e susp ected him b ecause o f what had ha ppened in
court and because of the videotape. Also hed taken off. But I thought
it wouldn’t hurt to look around Simone’s hotel room and see what we
could ynd out”

Cate nodded, unsure where Russo ¥t in.

“I guess I was being a little nosy, because Simone was a Hollywood
guy and all. I mean if you had a chance to peek in Steven Spielberg’s
medicine chest, wouldn’t you?”

“No doubt” Cate found herself liking Nesbitt. He wasn’t exactly
handsome, but he had a nice, straightforward way about him.

“So I'lo oked around on Simone’s desk a nd there were the usual
items, a laptop, a PalmPilot, a coupla cell phones—he had jve of em.”
Nesbitt paused, p ursing his li ps. “He didn’t have alo t of b usiness
papers around except ¥ les from the lawsuit. We conyscated them,
which is procedure, and I logged them in at the evidence room.”

“Okay”

“I did s ee some lo ose papers in a fa ncy folder. The folder was
leather and it had a y ellow pad in side and a clipboard. Well, inside
the folder was a record of your personal whereabouts, starting from
about six months ago.”

“My personal whereabouts?” Cate didn’t understand.

“I found a record, a daronological record of everything you did, for
about six months, up to now. From the looks of it, Simone was having
you followed for some reason. Everywhere you went. To court, home,
or well, out”

Cate’s mouth went dry. “Tha t’s impossible.”

“I thought you might say that, so I made a co py of the papers.”
Nesbitt reached inside his jacket pocket, withdrew a packet of papers
that had been folded in two, and handed them to Cate, who opened
them up and read the jrst page:

September 7—Judge leaves work at 5:15 p.m. Drives to 263 Meadow-
brook Lane, at 6:34 p.m. Leaves at 10:16 p.m. Drives home at 11:30 p.m.
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Meadowbrook Lane? Thats Gina’s house! Cate read on.

September 8—Judge leaves work at 7:06 p.m. Goes to Warwick
Hotel, 1822 Locust Street at 8:09 p.m. Keynote Speaker at Reception
for Trial Lawyers of Philadelphia. Leaves hotel at 11:02 p.m. Arrives
Mike's Bar, 1003 Locust Street at 11:37 p.m. Leaves bar with unidenti-
fied man at 11:57 p.m. Goes to Holiday Inn with same man at 12:10
a.m. Leaves Holiday Inn at 1:35 a.m., alone. Goes home at 2:05 a.m.

Cate remembered that night. That speech. Tha t man.

September 29—]Judge leaves work at 6:23 p.m. Drives to Roosevelt
Blvd Conference Center and receives award from woman lawyers as-
sociation. Leaves Conference Center, 9:07 p.m. Arrives Mack'’s Shack,
1030 Cottman Avenue at 10:02 p.m. Leaves with unidentified man at
10:32. Drives to . ..

Cate skimmed the record. Oct 30. .. Unidentified man; Nov 24. ..
Unidentified man; Jan 10. .. Unidentified man . ..

Cate felt sickened. Her private life, exposed. There were ten pages
in the packet, and she couldn’t bring herself to read the rest in front
of Nesbitt. She was so ashamed she could barely look up and meet his
eye. Somehow seeing her behavior in black and white made it look so
much worse. Or maybe shed just been in denial for too long.

“Why would he do t his?” Cate ask ed, st unned, and if N esbitt
thought less of her, he didn't let it show.

“Did you ever receive any unusual calls from him?”

“I've never spoken with him on the phone. That would be an ex
parte communication, that is, a communication with one partyina
lawsuit, which isn’t done” Cate heard the huffiness in her voice and
almost laughed at the irony. Id whore around but Id never take an ex
parte call.

“Did you ever receive a note from him, or a letter?”

“No.”

“Do you have any reason to think he had a n interest in you, ro-
mantically?”
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“No”

“Did you have any encounter with him a tall? An in timate en -
counter?”

“No, of course not,” Cate answered, though she co uldn’t blame
him for asking. “I never met the man until the trial”

“Then I can’t explain what he did. It’s like he surveilled you, or had
you surveilled. I've seen that in divorce cases, mostly. Like Cheaters,
on TV”

Cate let it go. She was getting sick of TV. “You think he hired a
private detective?”

“No, these papers don't look professional enough. Private detec-
tives, their reports tend to follow the same format. This is an ama-
teur’s work”

“He wouldn't do it himself. He couldn’t. He doesn’t have the time
and I doubt he was even in the city. I thought he worked in L.A”

“Maybe someone who works for him did it”

“He has a n assistant,” Cate said, thinking aloud. She thought of
Micah Gilbert, the young woman from the front row of the gallery,
with the long hair. Simone was never without her during trial. “What
kind of man has someone else do his stalking?”

Nesbitt smiled briefly. “That’s not all, Judge. There were pictures,
too. Look on the last page. I photocopied a few”

“Pictures?”

“Not like that. I mean, not of that.” Nesbitt cleared his throat, and
Cate was already tearing to the back of the packet. “They were color
but they came out in black-and-white on the Xerox.”

Cate squinted at the yrst photo, taken at night. It was a picture of
the Chestnut Grill, a bar in F ort Washington. A b lack curve at the
top of the picture frame suggested the edge of a car windshield. Tle
second photo was a candid photo of a good-looking man with a mus-
tache, also taken at night on a city street. Oh boy. Cate recognized the
mustache. She flipped the page. Oh no. The last photo pictured Cate
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herself going into another bar, her face clearly visible as she waited at
the door for someone else to leave.

My God i n heaven. She couldn’t p retend anymore. She set the
papers down and buried her face in her ha nds, smearing lots of ex-
pensive makeup.

“Don't take it so hard, Judge. I'm divorced three years now because
I ran around. I don’t judge anybody, not anymore. Besides, you're a
single woman.”

Cate stayed hidden in her ha nds. Her cheeks felt like they were
spontaneously combusting.

“The way Ilook atitis, now you know about it, Judge. You can
protect yourself in the future”

Cate knew what he meant. “I'm never doing this again,” she said,
still behind her hands.

“As far as I'm concerned, your business is y our business. It’s not
my business, and I don’t want to know about it.”

“But now you do,” Cate said, ynally lowering her hands and look-
ing at him, and they both understood what she meant.

“Judge, my lips are sealed. I'm a by-the-book kind of guy. Always
was.” Nesbitt made a hand chop. “It stops here”

“But you came to me with these papers. That’s not by the book.”

“Beg to differ” Nesbitt held up a warning ynger. “I don't like people
spying, and I'm not violating procedure by being here. ’'m giving you
a heads-up, and that’s something the department does all the time for
important people like yourself. A city councilman, or a CEO-type-a
guy. We do it more than you think”

“Does Russo know about this?” Cate asked, when it occurred to her.

“No. Just me”

“You didn’t tell him?”

“No. This investigations on the Simone case, so it stays with the
Simone case. The Roundhouse can be a friggin’ sieve, so I always keep
my investigations close to the vest. No leaks.” Nesbitt shook his head.
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“I didn’t even tell Roots about those papers on you. He doesn’t need
to know. That’s why I came alone this morning”

Cate felt grateful. “But you and Russo are friends.”

“No, we're not. We used to be partners, is all”

“On the cop shows, the partners are always best friends.”

Nesbitt smiled. “This is no buddy movie. Fact is, Russo’s okay, but
there’s a reason we’re not partners anymore. We're like Nick Nolte and
Eddie Murphy. Opposites. Russo’s not a by-the-book kinda guy”

No, he certainly isn’t. “He came to my house last night,” Cate ven-
tured, since she was feeling safer about conjding in him, and Nesbitt
stiffened, his mouth tightening.

“He shouldn’t have. What happened?”

“He’s angry that he lost t he case. He showed me a video tape of
amateur porn and a man in a hotel room.”

Nesbitt’s features darkened. “He shouldn’t have done that, either”

“So you saw it? With the man in the hotel room?”

“Yes. He showed it to me. H e thinks the woman with the man,
Partridge, is you.”

Cate’s heart hiccupped. “And what did you think?”

“I wasn't sure. I thought it could be you, Judge, but I didn't tell him
that. I jgured if it was you, with some guy you picked up—" Nesbitt
caught himself. “I mean, dated”

Cate flushed, mortiyed.

“I don't know why you threw money at the guy, but it doesn’t mean
you're crooked. Or being blackmailed. Knowing what I know”—Nesbitt
gestured at the papers lying between them on the worktable—“I yg-
ured it was a lovers” quarrel”

Cate winced.

“Hey, w hatever. If t here’s no m urder, its not my job. Partridge
wasn't a ho micide, so it’s just another weird coincidence. Philly’s a
small town in lots of ways, and given what you were up to, it’s not un-
likely youd run into a guy like Partridge. In fact, it was just a matter
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of time.” Nesbitt pursed his li ps under his b rushy mustache. “Look
at it this way. Russo doesn’t know about you, what you're up to, so
he ygures it is what it looks like—a crooked judge. Or a judge being
blackmailed. Not that 'm making excuses for him.

“Did you know he was going to my house with the tape?”

“Of course not. You think I'd let him g et away with that? Makes
the squad look bush league”

Cate believed him, because he looked so offended.

“Don’t worry about Russo. I've seen him like this before, and he
gets over it. He had his ho pes up about the TV thing. Me and him
used to talk about it, and he took the verdict bad. Hed started spend-
ing the money before he even had it. Picturing himself at one of those
inynity pools, or on the golf course. He’s a ho thead, an emotional
guy, but then it goes away”

Cate wasn’t so sure. “I thought about reporting him, but I'm not,
for obvious reasons.”

“Please, don’t” Nesbitt looked worried again. “You don’t need that
kind of blowback, and there’s no reason to. Trust me, I've known the
guy twenty-some years. He's all talk, no action”

“Have you seen him since the news about Marz?”

“No, and he’s off today. I'll catch him soon as I can.” Nesbitt rose
to go, brushing down his dress pants. “Anyway, I got to get moving.
Tle conference”

“Right” Cate rose, too. “ Thanks for coming by. I do a ppreciate
your judgment, and your discretion.”

“You're welcome, Judge” Nesbitt smiled. “I'm sure this has been a
rough coupla weeks for you, but it’s all over now.”

“Case closed, as you guys say.” Cate walked him to the door, and
Nesbitt smiled.

“You mean, ‘case cleared.)”

Cate laughed as he turned to go, and she shut the door behind him.

She leaned against the do or for a min ute, then lo oked out the
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window without seeing anything, and wondered why Simone would
have someone follow her. Was something going on between him and
his assistant? Was Gilbert jealous, and that’s why she f ollowed her?
That didn’t make sense. If that were the reason, why do it for so long?
And why be so precise? 9:33. 10:23. From these papers, it looked like
work, or research. She felt confounded.

Until a suspicion snuck up on her.



CHAPTER 17

Cate had come across it last night, drafting her opinion. She went over
to her briefcase, opened it up, and unpacked it on the couch, taking
out the three transcripts from the most im portant days of trial. She
shu"ed t he thick green-bound transcripts and found the day Simone
had taken the stand. She opened the transcript and flipped through.
Where had she seen that reference? Shed thought it was just a throw-
away at the time, but now it was looming large. She turned the pages,
searching. 146. 147. 148.
Tler e. Simone on direct examination:

A: For example, I could make this lawsuit into a T V series. Write
a spin-off from Attorneys@Law. Calli t Judges@Court. And i t
could star a blond female judge who looked a lot like you, Judge
Fante. Charismatic, attention-getting. The most alive person in
the room. What do you think?

THE COURT: Great idea, I'd love it. Get Charlize Theron, for me.
A: Done.

Cate closed the transcript, angered. What if Simone hadn’t been
kidding? What if he really was making a new TV show, with a woman
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judge as its lead? What if hed been having her followed for research?
It y t the photos, too. The questions led t o more questions. Did he
start having her followed, then found out what she did a t night, or
vice versa? Could he really have turned her sex life into a TV show?
Could he still, through his production company?

Cate shuddered at the thought. If he did, every judge on the court
would know it was r eally her, and so would every litigant, witness,
and juror who came before her. Her old partners at Beecker, and her
clients, CEOs and VPs of Fortune 500 companies. Theyd all specu-
late. Gossip. Whisper.

No. Cate wouldn’t have it, she couldn’t. She went back to the table,
picked up the p hone, and called inf ormation for the F our Seasons,
then punched the number in and got through to the front desk. “May
I speak to Micah Gilbert, please? I b elieve she was wi th the Arthur
Simone group.”

“Please hold while I c heck the number,” the operator said, then
came back on. “I'm sorry, Ms. Gilbert was never a guest.”

Damn. “Thank you” Cate hung up, on yre. Gilbert hadn’t testijed
at the trial, but she had undoubtedly been deposed during discovery.
But deps weren’t required to be jled with the court. She knew nothing
about the Simone organization. She went back to her desk and logged
onto her co mputer, clicked through to google.com and plugged in
“Micah Gilbert” and “Arthur Simone”” Three zillion entries came up
in a list, dominated by Attorneys@Law. She clicked the URL and the
screen changed to a sim ple white page with a b lack b order, which
read: WE " O" RN THE PASSING OF OUR CREATOR, MENTOR, AND
DEAR FRIEND, ARTHUR G. SIMONE.

Before Cate’s disappointment had a ¢ hance to set in, t he tribute
dissolved, r evealing t he slick ho me page for Attorneys@Law, with
gritty photos of the jc tional lawyers and a lineup of standard web-
page buttons. Cate clicked A" 0" T * s and two addresses appeared on
the screen, one in the coveted 90210 zip code listing. After CREATOR,
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Arthur Simone, came EXECUTIVE "RODUCERS, CO-EXECUTIVE "RO-
DUCERS, SUPERVISING "RODUCERS and the like. After that there was
one name next to an address in the less-than-coveted 19006 zip code.
Philadelphia. Attorneys@Law evidently had offices in town, and the
"RODUCTION ASSISTANT, "HILL w as Micah Gilbert.

Bingo! Cate passed the mouse over Gilbert’s name, and another
page popped up, with a la rge photo of the lo vely Micah in a tig ht
black pantsuit, next to a short biography, which Cate read:

Micah joined the posse two years ago and before Micah joined
us, she worked forever—okay, only jve years but that’s like
twenty in publicist years—as a liaison slash consultant for the
Philadelphia Film Office. Micah is all about Philly and her city
savvy helps make Attorneys@Law rock on Sunday nights! Micah
works way too hard, so she can be reached anytime at our Philly
office.

Cate picked up the phone and pressed in the number.

After two rings, a woman picked up. “Attorneys@Law.”

“Micah?”

“Yes?”

“Sorry, wrong number” Cate pressed the hook to hang up, feel-
ing her juices start to flow. She hit the intercom button, and Emily
answered. “Can you please come in?” Cate hung up, then went back
to the table, grabbed Simone’s chronology, and stuffed it in her purse.
Then she called out, “Come in, Emily!”

The door opened. “Hi, Judge”

“Hey, girl . Clos e t he do or a nd co me bac k her e, if y oudo n't
mind”

“Sure” Emily swished into the room in her flowing black skirt and
black D oc Marten boots and took a s eat in t he chair opposite the
desk, looking nervous.
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Cate began, “First off, I'm sorry I was so rude to you and Sam this
morning. I lost control and I shouldn’t have. I'm sorry”

“That’s okay. I think i t's nice that you care so much about Marz
and Simone. It shows you have a good heart” Emily smiled shyly, a
dark maroon slash of lip gloss, and Cate felt touched.

“Thanks. Did you get my ynal opinion in Simone? I e-mailed it to
you last night”

“Yes, I just ynished checking the cites”

“Great, thanks. Please print me a co py and leave it on my desk.
You did a great job on your draft, and I really appreciate it

“Tha nks”

“Now I have to ask you to do some extra research for me, on a dif-
ferent issue, and I need you to keep it to yourself. Don't tell Sam.

“I don't really talk to Sam, anyway.”

“Or your clerk friends in the other chambers”

Emily no dded gravely. “I don’t have any clerk friends in o ther
chambers.”

Ouch. “Okay. As a hypothetical, let’s say that someone is being fol-
lowed, without their knowledge, for a period of six months or so, in
Philadelphia. Every movement followed, like surveillance. You need
to plug into the harassment cases.”

Emily began taking notes.

“I think that’s legally actionable. I think the person being followed
can get a restraining order. I also think it might be actionable crimi-
nally, under t he new stalking laws, and I t hink there is s ome kind
of tortious breach-of-privacy action that can be brought” Cate was
thinking out loud. “Something with major damages. Punitive dam-
ages”

Emily kept writing.

“Also, if you have time, check into the false-light cases. I want to
know if the whereabouts of a public official can be made into, let’s say,
amovie. Or a TV show”
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Emily’s head snapped up, her lined eyes wide. “Are they making a
TV show about you?”

So much for secrecy. “I don’t know, but I want to be ready. One last
thing. Don’t do t he research or the writing in c hambers. Go to the
library”

“How about the downstairs library?” Emily meant the courthouse
library that all the clerks used, and occasionally a judge or two.

“No. Get off the reservation. Go to Jenkins Law Library. Take your
laptop. Got it?”

“Sure,” Emily said, her young face worried. She y nally rested her
ballpoint. “Are you okay, Judge?”

“Of course.” Cate flashed a convincing smile and stood up. “Now,
let’s go!” She got up and Emily followed, and they walked together to
the clerks” office, where Sam was b ent over his computer keyboard,
his back to the door.

“Sam?” Cate said. He turned in his swi vel chair, his exp ression
cowed, still. “I'm sorry I snapped at you. It was uncalled for, and I'm
sorry.

“That’s all right, Judge.” Sam’s lower lip trembled, and for a minute
he looked like he might cry. “I know I've been kindofa ... disap-
pointment to you.”

“No, you haven’t, Sam. Not at all” Cate felt a twinge for the kid, but
she didn’t have time for this now. “You and I, we'll have to talk about
this when I get back. I have an errand to run. Okay, pal?”

“Okay” Sam managed a shaky smile, and Cate ducked out of the
clerks’ office and headed for Val's desk.

“Hey, lady,” Cate called out on the fly. “Please tell me my calendar’s
clear this morning”

“Let me s ee, Judge” Val turned to her co mputer, which set her
long amber earrings swinging. A b eige pashmina dra ped around
her shoulders, on top of a brown patterned dress. She hit a key on
her keyboard and slid her e yes upward while she typed. “You didn’t
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have to say you were sorry, you know. You gotta teach em.”

“Nah, it was rig ht” Cate grabbed her tr ench coat from the rack
and slid into it as Val frowned at her monitor screen.

“You have a pretrial motion at eleven-thirty. Schrader v. Ickles In-
dustries”

“Damn.” Cate had me ant to read those papers, too. Shed never
been so behind on her work. “Please call and cancel it. Tell the court-
room deputy and stenographer, too. I won't be back until after lunch.”
She leaned over the top of Val's cubicle and lowered her voice. “Marz
killed himself with the murder weapon?”

“So it’s over”

“Y