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		“DUNNE HAS A TERRIFIC EAR FOR DISH.”
—The New Yorker

		
			“Entertaining … Before you scream, ‘Please, not another O. J. book!’ be advised that Dominick Dunne’s hybrid ‘novel in the form of a memoir’ is only partly about the Simpson trial. Its main subject, explored with humor and authority, is the arcane social life of America’s weirdest small town, Hollywood.… Dunne’s lingering rage, and not his great talent for gossip, is what drives this clever dispatch from a very creepy place.”

			—People

		

		
			“Dominick hasn’t lost a feather of his magic touch.… He reminds me of Truman Capote in his heyday, only better grounded, not bitchy and very down to earth.”

			—Liz Smith

		

		
			“Dunne bobs and weaves so skillfully from Veronica Hearst to Heidi Fleiss that his fiction (or is it journalism?) is something like delicate needlework.”

			—Entertainment Weekly

		

		“COMPULSIVELY READABLE …
Names are dropped as seductively as Eve’s
forbidden apple.”
—Vogue

		
			“As searing social Commentary, Another City, Not My Own has the backbone of true conviction.… It’s when good and evil blur, when gossip sounds like truth, when schmoozing creates the framework of culture, that Dunne’s ‘novel’ … succeeds brilliantly.”

			—San Francisco Chronicle

		

		
			“A savory serving laced with the tangy gossip, keen reportage, crisp irreverence, and moral outrage that have become this Hartford native’s hallmarks as a premier celebrity journalist and bestselling novelist … His unabashed partisanship, bold individualism, moral fervor, and uncanny ability to sweep up fascinating bits and pieces of gossip coalesce and make him our best and brightest observer and sometimes acerbic critic of the rich and famous.… Dunne is dandy with a wonderfully viperish sting.”

			—Hartford Courant

		

		
			“Intriguing and absorbing.”

			—New York Post

		

		“JUICY, IMPOSSIBLE TO PUT DOWN.”
—The Dallas Morning News

		
			“The lyricism of Dunne’s prose transcends Hard Copyish titillation.… Part of Another City’s enchantment is that we never can be quite sure how much is true and how much is imagined.… Only a master such as Dunne could find a way to extend suspense and, on Another City’s last pages, conclude with a stunner that elevates an already exceptional book.”

			—Ft. Worth Star-Telegram

		

		
			“Luscious details … The ‘novel’ has a certain compelling charm. It is entertaining. It is a breeze to read. For all of its tragic veneer, it’s a hoot. But what is fact and what is fiction? Who knows!”

			—Cincinnati Enquirer

		

		
			“Fasten your seat belts.… Looks like Dominick’s done it again.”

			—W

		

		
			“If you’re drawn to the notion of Dish, here’s a feast.… Everything about this novel-memoir works. It’s wonderfully written, salacious, atmospheric.… As a novel, this book is gripping and entertaining. As a memoir, it is moving and honest. And as a moral tale, it cuts to the bone of the remarkable story of the O. J. Simpson trial, in which we were bombarded with an incalculable amount of imagery but found little truth.”

			—Newsday
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		1

		Yes, yes, it’s true. The conscientious reporter sets aside his personal views when reporting events and tries to emulate the detachment of a camera lens, all opinions held in harness, but the man with whom this narrative deals did not adhere to this dictum, at least when it came to the subject of murder, a subject with which he had had a personal involvement in the past. Consequently, his reportage was rebuked in certain quarters of both the journalistic and the legal professions, which was a matter of indifference to him. He never hesitated to speak up and point out, in print or on television, that his reportage on matters of murder was cheered by much larger numbers in other quarters. “Walk down Madison Avenue with me and see for yourself how often I am stopped by total strangers,” he said in reply to a hate letter he received from an enraged man who wrote that he had vilified O. J. Simpson “through the pages of your pretentious magazine for two and a half years.”

		His name, as it appeared in print or when he was introduced on television, was Augustus Bailey, but he was known to his friends, and even to those who disliked him intensely, because of the way he had written about them, as Gus, or Gus Bailey. His name appeared frequently in the newspapers. His lectures were sold out. He was asked to deliver eulogies at important funerals or to introduce speakers at public events in hotel ballrooms. He knew the kind of people who said “We’ll send our plane” when they invited him for weekends in distant places.

		From the beginning, you have to understand this about Gus Bailey: He knew what was going to happen before it happened. His premonitions had far less to do with fact than with his inner feelings, on which he had learned to rely greatly in the last half dozen years of his life. He said over the telephone to his younger son, Zander, the son who was lost in a mountain-climbing mishap during the double murder trial of Orenthal James Simpson, “I don’t know why, but I keep having this feeling that something untoward is going to happen to me.”

		Certainly, there are enough references to his obliteration in his journal in the months before he was found dead in the media room of his country house in Prud’homme, Connecticut, where he had been watching the miniseries of one of his novels, A Season in Purgatory. The book was about a rich young man who got away with murder because of the influence of his prominent and powerful father. Getting away with murder was a relentless theme of Gus Bailey’s. He was pitiless in his journalistic and novelistic pursuit of those who did, as well as of those in the legal profession who created the false defenses that often set their clients free. That book, the miniseries of which he was watching, had brought Gus Bailey and the unsolved murder in Greenwich, Connecticut, which, to avoid a libel suit, he had renamed Scarborough Hill, a great deal of notoriety at the time of its publication, resulting in the reopening of the murder case by the police. Gus had fervently believed that the case remained unsolved because the police had been intimidated by the power and wealth of the killer’s family, which extended all the way to the highest office in the land.

		“It was exactly the same thing in the Woodward case,” said Gus, who had written an earlier novel about a famous society shooting in the aristocratic Woodward family on Long Island in the fifties called The Two Mrs. Grenvilles. “The police were simply outdazzled by the grandeur of Elsie, whom I called Alice Grenville, and Ann Woodward got away with shooting her husband.”

		As always, when Gus’s passions were involved in his writing, he ruffled feathers. Powerful families became upset with him. He created enemies.

		“You seem to have annoyed a great many very important people,” said Gillian Greenwood of the BBC, as a statement not a question, in the living room of Gus Bailey’s New York penthouse, where she was interviewing him on camera for a documentary on his life called The Trials of Augustus Bailey.

		Gus, who was used to being on camera, nodded agreement with her statement. “True,” he replied.

		“Do people ever dislike you, the way you write about them?” asked Gillian, who was producing and directing the documentary.

		“There seems to be a long line,” answered Gus.

		“Does that bother you?” she asked.

		“It’s an occupational hazard, I suppose,” said Gus.

		“Does it bother you?” Gillian repeated.

		“Sometimes yes. It depends who, really. Do I care that a killer or a rapist dislikes me? Or the lawyers who get them acquitted? Of course not. Some of those people, like Leslie Abramson, I am proud to be disliked by.”

		“Yes, yes, Leslie Abramson,” said Gillian. “She told us you weren’t in her league when we interviewed her for this documentary.”

		Gus, who was a lapsed Catholic, looked heavenward as he replied, “Thank you, God, that I am not in Leslie Abramson’s league.”

		“What happens when you meet these people you write about? You must run into some of them, the way you go out so much, and the circles you travel in.”

		“It does happen. It’s not uncommon. Mostly, it’s very civilized. Averted eyes, that sort of thing. A fashionable lady in New York, Mrs. de la Renta, turned her back on me at dinner one night and spoke not a word in my direction for the hour and a half we were sitting on gold chairs in Chessy Rayner’s dining room. I rather enjoyed that. Sometimes it’s not quite so civilized, and there have been a few minor skirmishes in public.”

		“That’s what I want to hear about,” said Gillian.

		Gus laughed. “I seem to have annoyed a rather select number of your countrymen when I wrote in Vanity Fair magazine that I believed the British aristocrat Lord Lucan, who murdered his children’s nanny in the mistaken belief that she was his wife and then vanished off the face of the earth, was alive and well and being supported in exile by a group of very rich men who enjoyed the sport of harboring a killer from the law. Certain of those men were very annoyed with me.”

		“Oh, let me guess,” said Gillian. “You annoyed the all-powerful James Goldsmith, and he’s very litigious.”

		“Curiously enough, not Jimmy Goldsmith, who had every reason to be annoyed,” said Gus. “He chose to treat the whole thing as a tremendous joke. ‘Gus here thinks Lucky Lucan is hiding out at my place in Mexico,’ he said one night at a party at Wendy Stark’s in Hollywood, which we both attended, and everyone roared with laughter at such an absurdity.”

		“Who, then?” persisted Gillian.

		“Selim Zilkha, a very rich Iraqi who used to live in London, had dinner with Lucky Lucan the night before the murder, which I wrote about. Now he lives in Bel Air. He made a public fuss about me at the opening night of Sunset Boulevard in Los Angeles, when he chastised one of his guests, the Countess of Dudley, who was visiting from London, for greeting me with a kiss on each cheek. He referred to me by a four-letter word beginning with s that I can’t say on television.”

		“What happened?”

		“The countess, who was no stranger to controversy herself, told off Zilkha in no uncertain terms,” said Gus. “She said she’d kiss whomever she wanted to kiss and, furthermore, ‘Gus Bailey is an old friend of many years.’ ”

		“Tell me more.”

		“Another Lucan instance happened in your country,” said Gus. “Another of the men I mentioned, John Aspinall, a rich guy who owned the gambling club above Annabel’s where Lord Lucan was a shill, made a terrible fuss at a Rothschild dance in London. He wanted Evelyn to throw me out.”

		“Were you thrown out?”

		“Of course not. The way I look at it is this: If Lucan is dead, as they all claim, why don’t they just laugh me off as a quack? Why do I enrage them so?”

		Gus always said that the reason he knew so many people was that he had gone out to dinner nearly every night of his adult life. He was a magnet for information. “People tell me things; they always have,” said Gus in an interview he did for Harper’s Bazaar when A Season in Purgatory was published. “People tell me things they tell no one else.” There had been a time in an earlier career when he was thought to be an unserious person by people who mattered, because of his relentless pursuit of social life. In the overall scheme of things, as Gus came to realize, it was all part of the natural order; the earlier career in film and television had been merely a steppingstone for the vocation that he was meant to have. It was only the hindsight of years that brought about this realization. He came to understand that the failure and shame with which that earlier career ended were a necessity for him to have experienced in order to fulfill his vocation.

		He ran into great numbers of people on his nightly outings. The kind of people he knew, for the most part, were either the possessors of information or friends of the possessors of information. He had an inordinate knack for meeting up with the exact person who could put him in touch with someone who had the piece of the puzzle that he needed right at that moment.

		During the several years when the von Bülow case was the most discussed scandal in New York society since the Woodward scandal years before, when Ann Woodward shot and killed her rich young husband as he emerged from the shower, everyone who ever knew Claus or Sunny von Bülow had something to tell Gus about one or the other of them, when he was covering the trial for Vanity Fair magazine. “Claus cut Sunny off from all her old friends, Gus,” said the social figure Diego del Vayo when they were having lunch at Mortimer’s in New York. “The last time I saw Sunny was at Peggy d’Uzes’s funeral at St. James. We all wanted to talk to her. None of us had seen her, but Claus kept leading her to the limousine, away from us, so no one was able to speak to her, and as the car pulled away, she waved at me out the window, and our eyes met. She looked so sad. Poor Sunny.”

		“Newport’s split right down the center, Gus, as to whether Claus did or didn’t do it,” said Kay Kay Somerset at a dinner given by the Countess Lisette de Ramel at her house on Bellevue Avenue. “Most everyone’s on the children’s side, of course, Ala and Alex, divine kids, but there’re a few very powerful ladies who are strongly behind Claus. You simply can’t invite Mrs. John Nicholas Brown and Mrs. John Slocum to the same dinners; that’s how bitterly the town is divided.”

		“You know, Gus, if you’re interested, I could arrange for you to meet the children of Sunny von Bülow, Ala and Alexander von Auersperg,” said Freddie Eberstadt, one of Gus’s oldest friends, as the two were chatting in a corner one night at the apartment of Chessy Rayner. “Isabel and I went to Sunny’s wedding in Greenwich when she married Alfie von Auersperg. We’ve known Ala and Alexander all their lives, practically. They’re fabulous young people, not at all these druggy spoiled rich kids that Claus and his lady friend, Mrs. Reynolds, are spreading stories about. They’ve never spoken to anyone in the media, but Pammie Woolworth—I’m sure you know Pammie, Barbara Hutton’s cousin—Pammie’s one of Sunny’s very best friends, and she thinks Ala and Alexander will talk to you, because of Becky, and what happened to you and Peach.”

		“Gus, would you like to come to Newport and spend the night at Clarendon Court?” asked Prince Alexander von Auersperg, the son of Sunny von Bülow. “I’ll show you the closet where we found the bag. You can see for yourself the bedroom where it all happened. Nothing has been moved or changed. It’s just the way it was that night. Even Mummy’s Christmas presents remain unopened.”

		“Hello, Gus, this is Andrea Reynolds. Claus and I were wondering if you could come to lunch this Sunday, when we’re all back in New York from this ghastly Providence, Rhode Island. It’s at one-fifteen. We’ll sit down at two. There’ll be about sixteen, depending on whether Ormolu and Fran will be in town. Nine Sixty Fifth. Yes, it’s the same apartment where Claus and Sunny lived. Now, I have a bone to pick with you, Gus. It is not true what you wrote, that I am wearing Sunny’s clothes and jewels.”

		“Come over for lunch today, Gus,” said Mollie Wilmot when they ran into each other on the steps of St. Edward’s Catholic Church in Palm Beach, Florida, after Sunday Mass. Mollie, who wintered in Palm Beach and summered in Saratoga, had gained a great deal of notoriety when a Russian tanker crashed into the seawall of her property on Ocean Boulevard. “Dimitri of Yugoslavia’s coming, and a few others you know.”

		Gus was then in residence at the Brazilian Court Hotel, while covering the rape trial of William Kennedy Smith for Vanity Fair. “Sunday’s a writing day for me, Mollie,” he answered. “My first article on the trial is due tomorrow, so I’m just going to have lunch in the room at the hotel.”

		“I live right next door to the Kennedy compound on Ocean Boulevard,” said Mollie.

		“You do?”

		“You’re perfectly welcome to stand on a chair next to the wall by my swimming pool, where you can see the whole backyard, where the rape happened, or didn’t happen, depending on which side you’re on, and everyone in town knows what side you’re on.”

		“That is irresistible,” said Gus. “Of course I’ll come. How much of the Kennedy family’s there?”

		“Willie’s staying there, and all the sisters—Jean, Eunice, and Pat. Ethel comes from time to time,” said Mollie. “You must know them, don’t you, Gus?”

		“I went to Ethel’s wedding in Greenwich, when she married Bobby, and Peach and I used to live next to Pat in Santa Monica when she was married to Peter Lawford. I suppose that qualifies as knowing them,” said Gus.

		“I’d say.”

		“It would be mortifying if any of them saw me peeking over your wall, but I’ll take the chance,” said Gus.

		“What happens when you see them in court?”

		“We pretend we don’t see one another.”

		“Oh, listen, Gus, is it true that Patty whatshername, the so-called rapee—”

		“Alleged is the word, not so-called,” said Gus.

		“Alleged. Is it true she called you at the Brazilian Court the other night after you’d gone to bed and wants you to interview her when the trial’s over?”

		“What time’s lunch?”

		“Say, Gus,” said his friend Anne Siegal one night during dinner at Mortimer’s, just before he left town to cover the Menendez trial in California. “Herb and I have this limousine driver in Los Angeles whom we use every year when we stay at the Bel Air Hotel. Rufus. Can’t remember his last name, but Herb will know. Not only is he wonderful, reliable, et cetera, et cetera, but—listen to this, Gus—he drove the Menendez brothers when they moved into the Bel Air Hotel a day or so after they murdered their parents. Apparently, those two orphans did quite a bit of partying and not too much grieving. Oh yes. Rufus will tell everything. He has some stories you wouldn’t believe about that Dr. Oziel, their psychologist, when the three of them were in the backseat of the limo. Call Herb’s office in the morning, and Sarah, Herb’s secretary, will fax you a copy of Rufus’s card.”

		“Say, Gus, I know this limousine driver in New Orleans who used to be a photographer in West Hollywood,” said Herkie Saybrook during lunch at Herkie’s club, the Knickerbocker, which Gus had called the Butterfield in People Like Us. “This guy, when he was still a photographer, took some, uh, not exactly nude, but semi-nude, not exactly gay, but semi-gay pictures of Erik Menendez before the murders, when he was still at Beverly Hills High and wanted to be a model. Apparently young Erik wasn’t quite as innocent as his lawyer Leslie Abramson would have you believe. Would you like me to put you in touch with him, or him in touch with you?”

		Gus always said yes to all the introductions that were offered to him.
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		When Gus was not living in a hotel room somewhere while covering a story for his magazine, he divided his time between a small penthouse that overlooked the East River in the Turtle Bay section of New York and a house in Prud’homme, Connecticut, situated on a cove off the Connecticut River. In New York, he was awakened each morning before six by the sound of the elevator man in his building dropping outside his front door the four newspapers he always read. A few minutes later, the boy from Manny Wolf’s delivered his two containers of coffee and a breakfast roll, and he settled into his favorite chintz-slipcovered chair in the living room for an hour of uninterrupted newspaper reading, which he often said was his favorite time of the day. On June 13, 1994, he was riveted by the headlines in all the papers.

		Nicole Brown Simpson, the former wife of the great football star Orenthal James Simpson, known to sports fans everywhere as O. J., had been found murdered on the patio of her condominium on Bundy Drive in Brentwood, California, along with a young man named Ronald Goldman, who had come to the condo to return a pair of glasses to Nicole Simpson that her mother had left behind earlier when the family dined at the restaurant where he was a waiter. Gus was mesmerized by the newspaper accounts and at seven turned on Good Morning America to watch the television accounts. A few hours later, calls started coming in from reporter friends in California with whom he had covered the Menendez trial.

		“Did you ever know O. J., Gus?” asked Shoreen Maghame of City News, who had sat next to Gus during the Menendez trial.

		“I didn’t, no.”

		“I thought you knew everyone, Gus,” said Shoreen.

		“That’s just a myth,” said Gus. “I used to see him at the Daisy years ago, but I never knew him. The Daisy was a big nightclub in Beverly Hills for years. Peach and I were charter members.”

		“I was sure you’d known him.”

		“I was never big with the sports crowd when I lived out there,” said Gus.

		“Can you remember anything about him?”

		“Not much. I remember him as being rather charismatic, a good-looking guy. People always stared at him and said, ‘There’s O. J.,’ but I was more interested in looking at the movie stars than at the sports stars.”

		“The Daisy was where he met Nicole. She worked there,” said Shoreen.

		“Lucky for him he was in Chicago when it happened,” said Gus.

		The next night, Gus sat next to Fernanda Niven at Patricia Patterson’s dinner party at Mortimer’s. Mortimer’s was a sleek watering hole on the fashionable Upper East Side of New York, which Gus had called Clarence’s in his society novel People Like Us, the book that had so offended the social figure Annette de la Renta and Jerome R. Zipkin, whom Gus had portrayed as Loelia Manchester and Ezzie Fenwick. At the time of the turmoil that Gus’s book had caused in New York society, Fernanda Niven had publicly stuck up for him when he was being denounced by Zipkin and others.

		By the night of Pat Patterson’s dinner, O. J. Simpson had returned from Chicago, had been briefly handcuffed on the grounds of his Brentwood estate, and had hired the famed defense attorney Howard Weitzman, who had come to national attention several years earlier when, against all odds, he won an acquittal for the flamboyant automobile designer John DeLorean on what seemed to be irrefutable drug charges.

		“Gus, I’ve been dying to tell you this. I sat next to O, J. at dinner just a week or so before the murders,” said Fernanda Niven.

		“I knew this was going to be a good seat as soon as I looked at your place card,” said Gus. “Tell me everything.”

		“You know Louis Marx, don’t you? Louis and Noonie Marx? O. J. was on the board of Louis’s company, the Forschner Group, which imports the Swiss Army Knife, among other things. O. J. and Louis are great golfing buddies, or were until this. Louis says there’s no way that O. J. is guilty of these crimes. Anyway, after the board meeting, which had taken place that day, Louis and Noonie had a party at their apartment up on Fifth, and O. J. was there, and I sat next to him. He couldn’t have been nicer, and of course he was devastatingly attractive. He talked about Nicole. He said how upset he was that they couldn’t work out their problems, but it didn’t mean so much to me then as it does now.”

		“Interesting,” said Gus. “Keep going. I’m riveted.”

		“Then let me tell you what happened. On his other side was this heavenly little blond girl who was a friend of one of Louis and Noonie’s daughters—I can’t remember her name—and O. J. said to me, ‘I’m going to hit on her,’ or something like that, and it sounded innocent and cute. But he started coming on to her. I mean, she was only just past being a kid, and she didn’t know how to act, and he got very raunchy in his talk. He rolled up his tie over and over until it got up to the knot at his throat, and he dropped it, and as it unrolled, he said to her, ‘That’s what my tongue’s going to do to you.’ ”

		“That’s class,” said Gus.

		“The poor thing left the table and never returned, and I can’t say I blame her. I mean, it was unacceptable, what he did, but no one said anything, until later, after he was gone. You know how it is with stars.”

		“I never realized that O. J. Simpson was as famous as he seems to be,” said Gus.

		Gus had a friend named Lucianne Goldberg, whom he referred to as his “telephone friend.” They saw each other only a couple of times a year, but they talked every day, usually after they had read all the morning papers, and hashed over the news. Like Gus, Lucianne was a newspaper junkie. Like Gus, she had contacts in high places. Like Gus, she was a font of daily information. They had met in Providence, Rhode Island, at the second of Claus von Bülow’s trials for the attempted murder of his wife, Sunny. They saw things the same way, although she had considerably less tolerance for President Clinton than Gus did. They both thought Claus von Bülow was guilty. They both thought William Kennedy Smith was guilty. They both knew the Menendez brothers were guilty.

		“What do you think?” asked Gus, after the murders of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman.

		“He did it,” said Lucianne.

		“Fuckin’ A,” replied Gus.

		* * *

		The next day, Gus was having lunch at the Four Seasons with Betty Prashker, his book editor, to discuss the progress he was making on his novel about the trial of the Menendez brothers, The Sins of the Sons.

		“I’ve brought along the chapter where one of the aunts of the Menendez brothers met with me in secret one Sunday night at Zev Braun’s house high up in the hills of Beverly Hills to tell me the name of the book the boys read in jail, where they got all the information about sexual abuse they said their father did to them,” said Gus. “It’s an interesting scene, I think.”

		“That sounds good,” said Betty.

		“All that crap that Erik said about his father sticking tacks in his ass for sexual gratification, it’s all in this book they read,” said Gus.

		“I wonder how they got that book in jail,” said Betty.

		“They probably had it mailed from Book Soup on Sunset Boulevard,” replied Gus.

		Just then, Louise Grunwald, a prominent figure in New York society who was married to Henry Grunwald, the former editor of Time, stopped by Gus’s table on her way out of the restaurant. Gus introduced her to Betty.

		“There’s something I’ve got to tell you, Gus,” said Louise. “You know Louis Marx, don’t you? Louis and Noonie?”

		“Kind of, not really,” said Gus. “They’re friends of Fernanda Niven’s. Friends of O. J.’s, too, I gather.”

		“You knew that O. J. was on the board of Louis’s company, the Forschner Group?” asked Louise.

		“I just heard that from Fernanda last night,” said Gus.

		“And you know that the Forschner Group makes Swiss Army Knives?”

		“I do.”

		“Did you know that at the end of the meeting all the board members could take any of the products they wanted to?”

		“No.”

		“And do you know what O. J. took?”

		“No, but I want to know.”

		“He took a bagful of knives,” said Louise.

		“My God,” said Gus. “This is fascinating.”

		Gus felt the quickening beat of his heart. It was a feeling he sometimes experienced when he heard the sort of story that aroused his interest. But he had a book to write about the Menendez brothers and shook the thought from his head.

		That night at dinner at Elaine’s, the famed restaurant on the Upper East Side of Manhattan that was a gathering place for the literary set, Gus repeated the stories he had just heard about O. J. Simpson. He rolled his tie up to the knot and let it drop the way Fernanda Niven told him Simpson had done to the pretty young girl at the party and repeated his line, “That’s what my tongue’s going to do to you.” He told his companions about the Forschner Group and the bag of knives.

		“But there’s more,” said Elaine Kaufman, the proprietor, who had come to sit at Gus’s table. “I heard that when O. J. left the board meeting in Shelton, Connecticut, where the firm is, he was picked up by a chauffeur who drove him out to Long Island to play golf with some guy in the garment industry.”

		“Apparently he’s an avid golfer,” said Gus. “Go on.”

		“The chauffeur says that O. J. waved one of the knives around in the back of the limousine and said, ‘You could hurt someone with this. You could even kill someone with this.’ ”

		“That would be a good scene in a book, wouldn’t it?” said Gus. “The football star. The chauffeur. The bag of knives. It’s called establishing the murder weapon early on in the story. Where did you hear all this, Elaine?”

		“You hear things here, Gus,” said Elaine.

		Two days later, Gus flew to Las Vegas, where he was to accept an award from the American Academy of Achievement. He was sitting in his suite at the Mirage Hotel in Las Vegas, halfway dressed for the evening ahead. His dinner shirt and trousers were on. His blue enamel cuff links and studs were in place. His black tie was hanging untied around his neck. His just-pressed dinner jacket was still on the valet’s hanger. He was shortly to receive a golden plate from the Academy, along with an impressive array of Americans distinguished in the fields of the arts, business, public affairs, and science, but he was mesmerized by what he was watching on television, and it took precedence over the award he was about to receive.

		Sitting in another chair in the room, equally engrossed, was June Anderson, the opera star, whom he had sat next to on the plane from New York that day. Gus rarely got into conversations with people he sat next to on planes, but she had been frightened during a long period of turbulence, and he had spoken to her to distract her from her fear. They discovered they were both heading for the Mirage Hotel and the American Academy of Achievement awards ceremony.

		“What is this award we’re getting?” asked June Anderson.

		“I haven’t a clue. It’s very mysterious,” said Gus.

		From then on until they landed in Las Vegas, they talked without stopping. He told her he was writing a book on the Menendez case; She told him she was going to sing Desdemona to Placido Domingo’s Otello at the Los Angeles Music Center at the opening of the next season.

		“Will you be in L.A. then?” she asked.

		“Oh God, no,” replied Gus. “L.A.’s always been a complicated place for me to be. Good times. Bad times. The bad times were badder than the good times were good, if you get the drift. These days, I keep my distance from the place.”

		The front pages of the New York Times, the New York Daily News, and the New York Post, all of which Gus was holding in his lap, were full of the news of the murders in Brentwood.

		“Don’t you think it’s strange that Nicole was laid out in an open casket at the wake, considering that she was nearly beheaded?” asked Gus, pointing to a picture in the Post. “The head was supposed to be hanging on by apiece of skin.”

		June shuddered. “I’m sure they put her in a high-necked blouse,” she said.

		“Well, I should hope so,” said Gus.

		He kept looking at the pictures of the wake. “Look at all these young, blond, pretty women; they’re all wearing very short black dresses and very big dark glasses,” said Gus. “They look like actresses going to a premiere and having their pictures taken, instead of a wake. Turn this way. Turn that way. They’re showing Jackie Kennedy–type stoic grief on their faces, just the right amount, and turning for their best angle to the photographers. I’m sure they’re saying things like ‘I loved Nicole. She was my best friend.’ ” They laughed. “Now look at this one. What do we think about her? Is she Polynesian, maybe? Something exotic.”

		The woman Gus was pointing to in the newspaper was called Faye Resnick. She was just out of a drug rehab—for problems with cocaine—for the funeral. She had talked with Nicole on the telephone shortly before the murder. Nicole had said to Faye on many occasions, as she had to almost everyone she knew, “O. J.’s going to kill me, and he’s going to get away with it because he’s O. J. Simpson.”

		June pointed to a photograph of O. J. Simpson at the wake.

		“I wonder what was going through that man’s mind when he looked at Nicole lying in the casket,” she said.

		“ ‘I won, you fucking bitch,’ ” said Gus.

		“Gus!” said June. There was shock in her voice.

		“I know, that sounds awful, doesn’t it? But all the same, it’s the thought that went through my mind, and you can’t censor your thoughts,” said Gus. “I happen to know a great deal about men who beat women, and I’ll bet you any amount of money that is going to turn out to be the case here, you wait and see. Guys like that want to be the one to do the leaving in a relationship. Guys like that can’t handle being left. Even if they don’t want her anymore, they don’t want anyone else to have her.”

		“Whatever happened to ‘innocent until proven guilty’?” asked June.

		“That sounds good in court, but it has nothing to do with what your initial instinct is. I’m willing to have my mind changed, but I bet I turn out to be right. I have an instinct about these things.”

		What engrossed Gus so completely on the television set in his suite at the Mirage Hotel was a freeway chase going on in Los Angeles at that very moment. A. C. Cowlings was driving his friend O. J. Simpson, the former football star now wanted by the Los Angeles Police Department for the double murders of his former wife and her friend, in the direction of Mexico, after Simpson had failed to turn himself over to the authorities, in a deal arranged by his lawyer, Robert Shapiro. Gus, enthralled, moved off the chair and onto the floor and walked on his knees to be closer to the screen. His mouth was hanging open in shock at what he was watching. A man in a white Bronco with a gun held to his head. On the lam from two murders. People on the side of the freeway holding placards that said GO, JUICE, GO, cheering on a fugitive.

		He turned to June Anderson and said for the first time words he would repeat in various ways over and over again in the year that followed: “Dear God, what is happening to us in our country when people cheer for a man to get away, to beat the law, to escape, when he’s wanted by the police for double murder?”

		“We better go down, Gus. The dinner will be starting,” said June Anderson, who was dressed and ready to go. She rose from her seat and picked up her gold-and-diamond minaudiere and a long chiffon scarf the same color as her dress. She threw the scarf around her neck with an operatic gesture that was not lost on Gus, who liked people who could carry off grand gestures, despite his total concentration on the television set.

		“You go ahead, June. I have to see this. Tell them I’ll be down shortly,” replied Gus, not taking his eyes off the screen. “I want to see Al Cowlings drive the white Bronco through the gates at the house on Rockingham and let O. J. out.”

		“It’ll be on the news later,” said June.

		“I want to watch it live,” he said. “I want to see it happen while it’s happening. I’m having the same feeling I had when I watched Jack Ruby shoot Lee Harvey Oswald live on-camera after Jack Kennedy was assassinated.”

		When Gus was tying his black tie in the mirrored bathroom, he looked himself squarely in the eye and knew with total certainty that fate would take him back to Los Angeles, a city he had once said he hoped never to return to again. It was there that Peach had asked him for a divorce. It was there he had had his descent into failure and oblivion. It was there that Becky had been strangled by Lefty Flynn. It was there that Lefty Flynn had received a slap on the wrist as punishment for the murder and was now out and about in a new life, as if he had atoned.

		Whenever Gus was interviewed, either in print or on television, about a new book or a new article he had written, he was invariably asked about Becky’s murder. He understood that interviewers always saved their most personal questions for last, and he could pinpoint when the time was nigh for the questions to be asked.

		“What happened to that guy?” the interviewer would usually ask, meaning Lefty Flynn, the killer.

		And Gus usually answered, “I don’t have any idea where he is, and I don’t want to know. For a while, after he was released, I hired a private investigator named Anthony Pellicano to follow him, but I stopped that. I didn’t want to live a life of revenge. I believe in ultimate justice. I believe that life will take care of what the courts don’t succeed in doing.”

		He took the elevator down to the ballroom floor for the cocktail party that preceded the dinner and awards ceremony. He was the last of the recipients to enter the room. His mind was still on the bewildering scene he had just watched on television upstairs. Academy staff members, nervous because of his lateness, rushed to greet him and pin on his name tag. The cocktail party was well under way; there were indications that it was time to begin the move to the ballroom for the dinner and speeches. As Gus looked around at the others, he realized he knew most of the Hollywood and media people who were also being honored.

		Leslie Stahl of 60 Minutes greeted Gus by saying, “Did you watch? This story’s right up your alley, Gus.” Gus didn’t have to say, “What story?” The freeway chase was already the main topic of conversation. Many of the Hollywood people knew O. J. Simpson. Whoopi Goldberg said to Gus when he kissed her on the cheek in greeting, “Gus, this is awful about O. J. I can’t stop thinking about it.” She shook her head in sadness. Harrison Ford, who before he became a star had once done construction work on the house that Gus’s brother Malachy and his wife, Edwina, rebuilt in Malibu, said he knew Simpson. “I mean, I met him a couple of times, at closed-circuit games and boxing matches, stuff like that. I didn’t really know him.” Robert De Niro and Francis Ford Coppola were telling stories about O. J. Simpson. Michael Eisner, the C.E.O. of Disney, said, “O. J. just did a television pilot called Frogman for NBC. I wonder what’s going to happen to that now.” Eisner had once been unhappy with Gus for writing that he shook hands with people he was being introduced to without bothering to look at them, but that night they shook hands and all was forgiven, as they exchanged information about the freeway chase. Steve Wynn, who owned the Mirage Hotel and was himself a past recipient of the golden plate, said, “Yeah, I know O. J. I can tell you about O. J.”

		“Hi, Augustus, I’m Sam Lefrak.” Sam Lefrak, the New York real-estate tycoon, flew to the American Academy of Achievement awards every year, wherever it was held. “We were in Jackson Hole last year, and we’re going to be in Colonial Williamsburg next year. I hope you’ll come back. Barry Diller over there got his golden plate five years ago, and he comes back every year. We’re glad you could come, Augustus. My wife’s a big fan of yours. She reads all your books. We really enjoyed your articles on the Menendez case. My wife didn’t believe that sexual-abuse stuff for a minute, and you didn’t either, did you? What we want to know is, Edith and I, will you be writing about the O. J. Simpson case? Wasn’t that freeway chase the damnedest thing you ever saw? We also wanted to offer you a ride back to New York on our jet. We have a good chef on board. Oh, Kary, come over here a minute. Gus, I want you to meet Dr. Kary Mullis, another of the honorees. Kary’s a leading authority on DNA. You know about DNA, don’t you? Better than fingerprints. And he received the Nobel Prize for science.”

		Gus and Mullis shook hands. Dr. Kary Mullis didn’t look like scientists usually look. He was handsome, deeply tanned, lived on the beach, and talked about surfing, which was his passion. There was about him a sense of the stardom that accompanies fame. Fame was a subject that fascinated Gus. That night, Gus did not know that he and Dr. Mullis would meet up again at the Simpson trial in Los Angeles, where Mullis would be an expert DNA witness for the defense.

		“Fame is at the root of this whole story,” said Gus. “I’m talking about celebrity type of fame. It fascinates people.”
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		Since the murders of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ronald Goldman, the name of the famed lawyer F. Lee Bailey was very much in the news again, after having been dormant for some time. The lead attorney for O. J. Simpson, Robert Shapiro, who was gaining in national name recognition every day, had brought Bailey on as part of his defense team. No one could say that Shapiro’s choices for his team were not of the highest caliber. Even before the freeway chase, Shapiro had brought Dr. Michael Baden, the former chief medical examiner of New York City, and Dr. Henry Lee, the foremost forensic scientist in the United States, onto his team.

		Gus’s friend Karen Lerner, a television and film executive, said to him one night at dinner, “You’ll never guess who I’m having dinner with tomorrow. F. Lee Bailey!”

		“I didn’t know you knew F. Lee Bailey,” said Gus.

		“I haven’t seen him in a long time, and he called me up and said he was going to be in town.”

		“He’s flying high these days,” said Gus. “O. J.’s put him back in the news again.”

		“He’s got some Mafia client who’s up on a big drug charge. I don’t know the details,” said Karen.

		“Where’s he taking you to dinner?” asked Gus.

		“Lespinasse, in the St. Regis. It’s free. Lee’s client is putting him up at the St. Regis. Everything’s free for him, as long as it’s in the St. Regis.”

		They both laughed. They were old friends who had known each other for years.

		“Now listen, honey,” said Gus, warming up.

		“You don’t even have to ask, Gus,” said Karen, anticipating what he was going to say. “I’ll ask him to meet you. I’m sure he’ll want to meet you, too.”

		“Thanks, Karen.”

		“Send me over the articles you wrote in Vanity Fair about the Menendez case, so I can show them to Lee before you meet.”

		A few days before he left for Los Angeles, Gus Bailey took F. Lee Bailey to “21” for dinner. Bailey, who was best known as the defender of Dr. Sam Sheppard and the Boston Strangler, was in town from Palm Beach, where he lived, for meetings with a client of his. Walter Weis, the maître d’ at “21” for forty years, made a tremendous fuss over the lawyer and the writer as he led them to the corner table to the left, considered the best in the house, which, he informed them, had just been vacated by the ambassador to France, Pamela Harriman, and the business tycoon Linda Wachner. People at banquettes and other tables turned to look at F. Lee Bailey. His new association with O. J. Simpson had increased his celebrity. Bailey, in turn, seemed pleased with the attention he was receiving. It was the first time that Gus saw the cat-that-ate-the-canary expression on his face. The two men quickly established that, although they shared the same last name, there was no family connection between them.

		“We do share something in common, though,” said Bailey.

		“What’s that?” asked Gus.

		“Neither one of us seems to like Leslie Abramson very much.”

		Gus laughed. He was pleased that Bailey had taken the time to read his articles on the Menendez case.

		“Do you know Leslie?” asked Gus.

		“About as much as I want to. She contacted O. J.’s mother, Eunice Simpson, and tried to take the case away from us. She told Eunice we had the wrong defense and she guaranteed that she could get him an acquittal. Eunice called Shapiro and told him, and that was the end of it.”

		They ordered dinner. They chatted amiably. They talked about the William Kennedy Smith trial in Palm Beach. Bailey had done television commentary on the trial for Court TV, as Gus had for Good Morning America, but they had not met there.

		“Moira Lasch was no match for Roy Black,” said Bailey. Lasch had been the prosecutor and Black the defense attorney at the trial.

		“The prosecution was pathetic,” agreed Gus. “Do you know yet what kind of defense you’re going to come up with at the Simpson trial?”

		“In the first place, O. J. Simpson is innocent,” said Bailey with firmness. “He didn’t do it. The police arrested the wrong guy. Talk about a rush to judgment! It is simply not possible in the time frame that he could have done it.”

		Gus remained noncommittal. “Who, then?” he asked.

		“Very simple. It’s not nice to speak ill of the dead, but the truth is that O. J.’s wife was deep into drugs, and she was talking too much about her sources. She was killed by a Colombian drug gang. It was a hit.”

		“I feel like you’re talking to me as if I were a juror, and you have a very persuasive manner, but really, you can’t think anybody’s going to fall for that Colombian-drug-gang stuff,” said Gus.

		“It’s the truth. It’s the absolute truth,” replied Bailey sharply, his tone indicating a certain dislike that his version of the murders was being doubted. “Her slashed voice box is the clue. When people talk too much in the drug trade, that’s how they end up. Those guys cut her voice box.”

		Gus knew when not to persevere, and he went on to other things. “You’ve known Shapiro for some time, haven’t you? I think I read that.”

		“Yeah, a long time. I’m godfather to one of his kids.”

		“He represented you on a drunk-driving charge in San Francisco, didn’t he?”

		“An acquittal.”

		“Wasn’t it supposed to be the longest drunk-driving trial in the American court system?” asked Gus.

		“Eleven days. Some cop tried to set me up because I’m famous, but he got his. Do you know Shapiro?”

		“No. I never met him, but I was in the courtroom during the Cotton Club murder case when he represented Bob Evans, who used to be the head of Paramount, and who produced the movie The Cotton Club,” replied Gus. “When I was still in the picture business, I produced an Elizabeth Taylor film for Evans. It was a flop, my swan song in show business.”

		Evans’s onetime partner on The Cotton Club was a controversial fellow named Roy Radin, who had been murdered gangland-style by the two hired guns who were on trial.

		“Evans took the Fifth at the trial, with Shapiro standing next to him. That was the first time I ever saw Shapiro. I have a deep prejudice against people who take the Fifth.”

		“They’re great friends, Shapiro and Evans,” said F. Lee Bailey. “I just went to a party out there in Beverly Hills that Evans gave in his pool house for Shapiro. Warren Beatty, Jack Nicholson, you name ’em, they were all there.”

		“I know Shapiro did the plea bargain for Christian Brando, Marlon’s son, after he killed his half sister Cheyenne’s boyfriend, and I know also that he was the first lawyer the Menendez brothers had, before Leslie Abramson, but I’ve never met him.”

		Bailey smiled and shook his head. “Shapiro asked me to come aboard with him on the Menendez case, but I said no way, I wouldn’t touch that one with a ten-foot pole. I always knew those two little shits were as guilty as hell. So did Bob, that’s why he quit the case.”

		“You think the Menendez brothers are guilty, but you don’t think O. J. Simpson’s guilty?” asked Gus.

		Bailey shrugged. “I know he’s not.”

		“You ought to tell Shapiro, if he’s your friend, that he should stop signing autographs and waving to the crowds, like he’s Brad Pitt going to a premiere. He’s acting as if he had won the case, and the trial hasn’t even started yet.”

		Bailey smiled. “Let me tell you about Bob, Gus,” he said. “He’s a crackerjack lawyer, but he’s never really made it into the big time until now. He’s always been near the limelight but never in it, and that’s what he’s always wanted. Now he’s up there. He’s as big as me, Dershowitz, Roy Black, Gerry Spence, Tom Puccio, any of them.”

		“I know Roy Black and Tom Puccio,” said Gus, “and neither one of them would wave to the crowds and sign autographs. It’s called class. You’ve either got it or you haven’t got it.”

		Bailey smiled. “Bob’ll calm down when he gets used to being in the spotlight. Fame is a heady experience at first.”

		When they were parting in the lobby of “21,” Gus said to Bailey, “I’m sure it’s no surprise to you to know that I believe O. J. is guilty of the murders.”

		“Yeah, I kinda figured that out myself, Gus,” said Bailey wryly, and they both laughed.

		“People can have different opinions and still be friendly to each other,” said Gus.

		“Absolutely,” answered Bailey.

		“Karen told me you’ll probably be doing the cross-examination of Detective Mark Fuhrman?”

		“Oh, I hope so,” replied Bailey in a tone of voice that suggested he was salivating in anticipation. “Any lawyer in his right mind who would not be looking forward to cross-examining Mark Fuhrman is an idiot.”

		His eyes looked off for a second, as if visualizing the scene in the courtroom on national television between him and Detective Mark Fuhrman, who had found the famous bloody leather glove on the grounds of Simpson’s estate, which matched the leather glove at the scene of the crime. Since The New Yorker had published an article revealing troubling information about the detective’s past, a word-of-mouth campaign was underway to establish Detective Fuhrman as a racist cop, who had moved the glove from Bundy to Rockingham in order to frame O. J. Simpson.

		In his journal the following morning, Gus wrote: “Interesting evening with F. Lee Bailey. He almost had me believing he thought O. J. didn’t do it. Watching him visualize the cross-examination of Mark Fuhrman, I think I saw what ecstasy was for him. Why do I think that by the end of the trial we won’t be speaking?”
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		“You really ought to get to know Gil Garcetti before the Simpson trial starts,” said Suzanne Childs, the Los Angeles district attorney’s media-relations adviser, when she called Gus at his house in Prud’homme, Connecticut, a few weeks before he was to leave for Los Angeles. He was at the time working on his novel about the Menendez brothers, called The Sins of the Sons, in which he had created a main character named Valerie Sabbath, who was based on the defense attorney Leslie Abramson, about whom he had written critically in his magazine pieces during the trial. “Gil’s going to be in New York next week, and I wonder if we could arrange something.”

		“I’d like to know Gil,” said Gus. “I wanted to meet him during the Menendez trial, but he only came to court a couple of times and stayed very briefly.”

		“It’s time the two of you met,” said Suzanne.

		“It just happens that I’m going to be at the apartment in New York all next week. Give me a date.”

		“He’s only got breakfast Wednesday or dinner Friday open on the calendar I’m looking at,” said Suzanne.

		“Friday’s out,” replied Gus, who never stayed in the city on weekends. “I will have gone back to the country, but Wednesday breakfast is fine.”

		“Now, the problem is where. He’ll be staying at a hotel called the Wales, way up on Madison Avenue somewhere, in the nineties, I think—I never heard of it before—and right after breakfast he has to be at the New York Times on West Forty-third Street for an interview with the staff before the trial starts. Can you think of anywhere between those two places? Preferably, he doesn’t want to be anywhere where he’s going to be recognized. He’s been on TV so much since the freeway chase and the arrest and everything. Wherever he goes, people are always yelling questions at him about the case.”

		“It’s called the problem of instant fame,” said Gus.

		“I never saw anything like it,” said Suzanne. “You’re the New Yorker. Think of something.”

		“I have the perfect solution. I belong to this stuffy men’s club at Sixty-ninth Street and Park Avenue,” said Gus. “We could meet there. I can assure you, just as I can assure you that today is Monday, that not one member who happens to be having breakfast there next Wednesday is going to know who the hell Gil Garcetti is, much less yell any questions at him or ask for his autograph.”

		“Can’t wait, Gus. See you Wednesday.”

		The three of them met on the Wednesday morning at Gus’s club in New York. “This is sort of embarrassing, Gil, but you can’t bring your briefcase into the dining room. You’ll have to leave it here in the cloakroom. Club rules. No business is ever done in a gentlemen’s club, that kind of stuff,” said Gus in an apologetic tone. He led them up the marble stairway to the elevator on the main floor, which they entered and ascended to the third. He walked on ahead of Gil and Suzanne.

		“Beautiful library,” said Suzanne, stopping to look in at the huge paneled room with its thousands of books in shelves up to the double-height ceiling and its well-worn green leather chairs, on which several members were reading the New York Times.

		“They have all of my brother Malachy’s books, but only one of mine,” said Gus as they entered the dining room. “That’s always sort of pissed me off. Good morning, Ramon. Do you think we could have that table way over in the corner, away from everybody?”

		“What sort of people belong here?” asked Gil.

		“Look around you. It’s pretty much of an inbred fraternity of WASPs, like in a Louis Auchincloss novel. I’ve never quite understood what I was doing here; my family were the rich micks in a WASP town,” said Gus. “When I was asked to join, I was put up by the then ambassador to France and seconded by someone equally swell, and then I was blackballed. It takes only one member to blackball you, and no explanations have to be given. They never tell you who blackballs you, but I’m not an investigative reporter for nothing. It didn’t take me long to discover it was Claus von Bülow, about whom I had had much to say at the time of his trial for the attempted murder of his wife.”

		“Fascinating, Gus,” said Suzanne. “What happened?”

		“I wrote a letter to the president of this club and said that if I had known Claus von Bülow was a member, I would never have allowed my name to be put up for membership. I also said that I continued to believe he was guilty of the crime of which he had been acquitted.”

		“What happened?”

		“For the first time in the history of the club, they overruled a blackball. I was in, and a short time later Claus resigned,” said Gus. “I saw him here once before he resigned. We passed on those marble stairs. I could literally feel his hatred as we passed.”

		“Does that sort of thing happen often?” asked Suzanne.

		“My work is constantly overlapping into my life,” said Gus. “I’m not really a club type, but it’s nice to have, like now, when I can have breakfast in peace with the district attorney of the city of Los Angeles without getting mobbed by the unruly hordes.”

		Gil and Suzanne laughed. They ordered: juice, coffee, eggs, bacon. Suzanne had French toast. Before they got around to talking about O. J. Simpson, they talked about the Menendez verdict.

		“The two hung juries of the first Menendez trial have to be considered a victory for Leslie Abramson,” said Garcetti.

		“Don’t you think it’s odd, though, that none of the other three defense attorneys from her team is going to join her for the second trial?” asked Gus.

		“There’s no Menendez money left, apparently,” said Suzanne. “Lyle is going to have a public defender this time.”

		“I hear Leslie’s going to shoot a pilot to host a television series,” said Gus. “We are living in the age of the defense attorney as superstar.”

		The name of David Conn came up. Garcetti had assigned him to be the new prosecutor in the second trial of the Menendez brothers.

		“He’s great,” said Garcetti.

		“I saw him in action at the Cotton Club trial,” said Gus. “He’s got a real sense of drama in the courtroom. Women jurors like him, and he’s not going to take any bullshit from Leslie Abramson.”

		“Hear, hear,” said Suzanne.

		“When I saw David Conn on TV, standing next to Marcia Clark at the podium at the press conference after the freeway chase and arrest, I thought you were going to take him off the Menendez trial and put him on the Simpson trial.”

		“No,” said Garcetti. “Marcia had just separated from her husband four days before the murders, and he was a friend. I think it could turn out to be a rough divorce. There’re two little kids, four and two, both boys, or five and three, something like that.”

		“It couldn’t have come along at a worse time,” said Suzanne.

		“Bill Hodgman’s very strong. Hodgman and Marcia are like two halves of a whole. They’ll be a good team,” said Garcetti.

		“I wish you weren’t having the trial in downtown Los Angeles, Gil. I wish you were having it in Santa Monica, where it should be,” said Gus. “I always thought that from Beverly Hills west, murder trials were usually held in Santa Monica. This is a major error.”

		“No, no, no, it is not an error,” said Garcetti. “I’m beginning to hear this all the time. In the first place, you probably don’t know much about the Santa Monica courthouse, Gus.”

		“Actually, I know a great deal about the Santa Monica courthouse,” replied Gus. “I once spent nine weeks there, during the trial of a man named Lefty Flynn, who strangled a young actress named Becky Bailey, who happened to be my daughter. It was held in the courtroom of a Judge Burton Katz. The trial got quite a lot of press at the time—nothing like the press Simpson’s getting, of course—but I got to know that place very well.”

		“The Santa Monica courthouse is simply not equipped for a trial of the magnitude of the Simpson trial, I’m telling you,” said Garcetti firmly. “There is not enough room for the media. There is not enough room for the parking. There are security problems. And there is still earthquake damage from two years ago that hasn’t been repaired yet.”

		Pouring another cup of coffee, Gus said, “I heard from someone I trust that the reason you decided against going after the death penalty for Simpson, and the reason that the trial is in downtown Los Angeles rather than in Santa Monica, is that everyone’s terrified of another riot if a white jury finds Simpson guilty.”

		“That is simply not true,” said Garcetti.

		“I’ve got an awfully good source,” said Gus. “The same person told me the thinking was that if a predominantly black jury found him guilty, there probably wouldn’t be a riot. Personally, I don’t believe a black jury is ever going to convict a black hero, no matter what he’s done. I keep remembering those people on the freeway cheering for him to get away.”

		“Not true,” said Garcetti.

		“Wouldn’t a black juror who helped to convict O. J. Simpson have a hard time returning to the old neighborhood after the trial?” asked Gus.

		“If the jury takes a look at all of the evidence, and then accepts the law, as they must, there is only one conclusion they can reach,” said Garcetti.

		“You have to be at the Times on West Forty-third Street in about twenty-two minutes,” said Suzanne. “We won’t have trouble getting a taxi on Park Avenue, will we, Gus?”

		Before Gus left to cover the Simpson trial for Vanity Fair, he had lunch in the executive dining room at CBS in New York with several producers and executives from the news department. The subject of the luncheon was the television coverage of the upcoming Simpson trial.

		“The interest in this trial is overwhelming,” said one of the producers of the evening news. “This is the longest-running news story since the Kennedy assassination. People cannot seem to get enough of it. The plan would be for you to do a segment with Dan Rather every Friday, with you in L.A. and Dan here in New York.”

		“The only thing that is making me hesitate,” said Gus, “is that I am not a lawyer, and there will be specifics of the law that I won’t know.”

		“Don’t worry about that. That’s not what we want from you. We have Bill Whitaker for that. From what we gather, in all probability you’re going to get a seat in the courtroom. What we want from you is the color, what’s going on in the courtroom that we aren’t seeing on-camera, your impressions of Judge Ito, the lawyers, and particularly the families.”

		“I have a tendency to get too personally involved in these trials I cover, even emotionally involved at times,” said Gus. “That works in a magazine. I don’t know how it’s going to go over on television.”

		“Didn’t you get friendly with one of the aunts of the Menendez brothers when you were covering that trial? I remember reading that in one of your pieces.”

		“That’s right,” said Gus. “She told me the name of the book where Erik and Lyle got all the sexual-abuse stuff they said their father did to them. The father was a prick, but he never buggered those boys.”

		“The personal touch. That’s what we’re looking for, Gus.”

		“It sounds good to me,” said Gus. “I have to make it clear, though, so there’s no misunderstanding, that I don’t have a doubt in the world that O. J. is the killer.”

		“We’d like to take you in to meet Dan Rather.”

		On the night before Gus left New York, he went to a cocktail party given by fashion designer Calvin Klein and his wife, Kelly, at the Royalton Hotel on West Forty-fourth Street in New York, to celebrate the publication of the author Fran Lebowitz’s children’s book.

		The Royalton, known to be a mecca for celebrities, was jam-packed that evening with what the columnist Richard Johnson, who covered the party for Page Six of the New York Post, called “an amalgam of the literary crowd, the magazine crowd, and the fashion crowd.” As Gus maneuvered his way through the throng, he stopped to chat with his friend Tina Brown, the editor of The New Yorker. It was she who had first brought Gus into magazine writing.

		“Good luck out there in L.A., Gus,” said Tina. “It’s going to be a long haul.”

		“Tell me about this guy Jeffrey Toobin you’re sending out to cover the trial for The New Yorker,” said Gus.

		“You’re going to like Jeffrey, Gus. He’s very smart. Very nice,” said Tina.

		“I hated the article he wrote about Detective Mark Fuhrman,” said Gus. “I thought that was irresponsible. I bet it was that publicity hound Shapiro who fed Toobin all that shit. Oops, I shouldn’t get into this.”

		“Trust me, Gus, you’re going to like Jeffrey,” said Tina.

		“We’ll see.”

		“I’ll be going out there myself; I can’t remember exactly when,” she said. “Harry’s publishing Gore Vidal’s memoirs, and we’re going to give a party for Gore at L’Orangerie. You know Gore, don’t you?”

		“Do I know Gore? When I was twenty years old, I met Anaïs Nin at Gore’s house in Guatemala, and she took me away with her to Acapulco. Top that!” said Gus.

		Tina laughed. “I’ll see you out there.”

		Gus moved on into the room. He shook hands with Liz Tilberis, the editor of Harper’s Bazaar. He hugged his friend Jesse Kornbluth, the writer, on whom he had based the character of Bernie Slatkin, who married and then divorced the richest girl in New York in his book People Like Us. He posed for a picture for his friend Heather Collane, who was the editor of Quest. He kissed Fran Lebowitz, the honoree, on both cheeks, complimented her on her tuxedo, and got her to sign his book.

		His friend Susan Magrino, who had been the publicist on all his books, whispered in his ear, “Malachy and Edwina are here, in case you want to avoid them. They’re over on the other side of the room.”

		Malachy Bailey and Edwina Calder were writers of note, as well as Gus’s brother and sister-in-law. The brothers, whose relationship had always been shaky, had not spoken since Malachy dedicated his last book to Leslie Abramson, at a time when Gus was referred to in the media as her archnemesis. Gus interpreted the dedication as a slap at him rather than as an homage to Leslie Abramson.

		“I’m only staying for a second. I’m in and out,” replied Gus. “I’m leaving for Los Angeles tomorrow.”

		“Gus, I hear you’re going to L.A. for the Simpson trial,” called out Paul Morrissey, the avant-garde film director, who had let it be known to one and all of his group that he was obsessed with the murders of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ron Goldman. He moved away from Jed Johnson, Bob Colacello, and Brigid Berlin, with whom he had been discussing the lawsuit brought by Ed Hayes against the trustees of the Andy Warhol estate, and made a beeline for Gus.

		“I am,” said Gus. “I’m leaving tomorrow.”

		“The guy’s guilty as hell. You know that, don’t you?” said Morrissey excitedly. In the mid-seventies, Paul had directed a movie for Andy Warhol in Italy at the same time Gus was
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