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            Dedication

         
         
            To Peggy and Peter Enrich, who instilled in me a fascination with psychology and the law.

         

         
         
            In memory of Alan Osur, a reliable source of facts, wisdom, and dad jokes.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            I came to feel that the American lawyer should regard himself as a potential officer of his government and a defender of its
               laws and Constitution. I felt that if the time should ever come when this tradition had faded out and the members of the bar
               had become merely the servants of business, the future of our liberties would be gloomy indeed.
            

            —Henry Stimson, secretary of war and state, in his 1947 memoir

            From handguns to tobacco, Jones Day defends the powerfully damned and the damned powerful.

            —American Lawyer magazine, January 2004
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            Author’s Note

         
         The information in this book comes largely from my interviews with more than 180 people. Most were current or former Jones
            Day lawyers, but they also included judges, opposing attorneys, witnesses, and others who have interacted with Jones Day or
            had notable experiences with the legal industry. Many, fearful of the professional consequences of discussing a powerful,
            secrecy-prizing law firm, spoke on the condition that I not identify them as sources. Others—including those whom Jones Day’s
            leaders authorized to answer my written questions—were on the record.
         

         
         When faced with conflicting accounts of specific incidents, I used the descriptions that struck me as the most plausible,
            based on factors including the credibility of different sources. In some cases, I have included dissenting accounts in the
            text or footnotes.
         

         
         In addition to interviews, I drew on court documents, oral histories, family scrapbooks, university archives, academic research,
            many books, and contemporaneous media reports, as well as internal emails, memos, and other materials that I obtained via
            sources and Freedom of Information Act requests. These are detailed at the end of the book.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Prologue
Power Play

         
         On a chilly evening in January 2017, shortly before the inauguration of Donald J. Trump, a large crowd gathered in Washington,
            D.C., for an extraordinary celebration. A procession of judges, senators, congressmen, and conservative power brokers trooped
            up to the top floor of a neoclassical art deco building near the United States Capitol. The eighty-two-year-old edifice—originally
            the headquarters of the Acacia Life Insurance Company—was designed by the same architects behind the Empire State Building.
            A pair of limestone griffins, each clutching eggs, guarded the twenty-two wide steps that led to the building’s main entrance
            on Louisiana Avenue. Green marble columns loomed inside the cavernous lobby. Upstairs, the floors luxuriated under twelve-foot
            ceilings, and wood-paneled offices and conference rooms, some equipped with fireplaces, afforded breathtaking views of the
            Capitol dome.
         

         
         The law firm Jones Day occupied the building. Founded in 1893 in Cleveland, it had grown into one of the planet’s largest legal machines, with thousands of attorneys spread across dozens of offices in the U.S. and overseas. Cleveland had long since faded as a locus of power, which these days resided in Washington. There was no clearer sign of that shift than the men who were being honored this January night: These were the lawyers who were leaving Jones Day to join the new Trump administration, where they would exert tremendous sway over the course of national events. 

         
         Jones Day’s leader was a headstrong, bulldog-faced attorney named Steve Brogan. He was a religious man and the son of a New
            York City cop, and after faith and family, the law firm was his life. Brogan loved Jones Day, and he wielded unfettered power.
            He controlled who Jones Day hired, how much employees were paid, where the firm opened offices, and even who would succeed
            him as managing partner. (Technically, there were a pair of committees that could overrule such decisions, but they had never
            done so.1) Brogan was king—or, as more than a few of his colleagues described him, the godfather.
         

         
         Brogan very much liked the Acacia. “That is one great building,” he had gushed shortly after signing the lease. (Jones Day
            beat out the Securities and Exchange Commission, which also had been eyeing the location.)2 Brogan ensconced himself in a suite so palatial that a colleague warned him that it would create the impression that Brogan
            viewed himself as emperor, not a member of a partnership. Brogan kept the office.
         

         
         Soon after Brogan took over the firm in 2003, Jones Day had set out to greatly enlarge its ranks of Washington lawyers, in
            keeping with the firm’s—and the industry’s—governing principle over the past few decades, which boiled down to more lawyers,
            more offices, more clients, more money, more power.
         

         
         Thanks to those wonderfully high ceilings, though, there wasn’t space in the Acacia to cram in many more lawyers. In 2004,
            architects and engineers proposed leveling a neighboring parking garage to make way for a gleaming, twelve-story office annex.
            It would be connected to the Acacia by a triangular, glass-enclosed atrium and a series of translucent “skywalks” etched with
            the names of cities in which Jones Day operated.
         

         
         The plans called for a zoning variance that would allow the new structure to exceed the area’s 110-foot height limit by at least twenty feet. This was when the problems began. Law enforcement agencies, still skittish after 9/11, warned that the roof was so high that it could provide snipers with an ideal nest from which to pick off senators. The building’s developers didn’t deny that gunmen would have a clear line of sight onto the Capitol grounds; instead, they pointed out that there were plenty of other nearby sites that also would be suitable for assassination attempts. This was a less-than-persuasive argument—surely, creating additional platforms
            for snipers was undesirable, even if other options existed—but D.C. zoning bodies approved the plans.3

         
         Yet the Capitol Police kept pressing their case. They appealed to individual senators who, the cops emphasized, were the ones
            who might find themselves in the crosshairs of a rifleman perched on the roof of this sleek new mini-skyscraper. Not surprisingly,
            senators didn’t like the sound of that. In June 2005 the chamber approved a measure that essentially blocked the building’s
            construction.4

         
         Jones Day’s lawyers thought this was an overreaction. “We were told at the time that there were only two sharpshooters in
            the entire U.S. military who were capable of making that shot,” Ray Wiacek, a Jones Day partner who was responsible for handling
            the firm’s leases, told me. (He added that Jones Day didn’t plan to lease the top floors of the new building and therefore
            “had no dog in this fight.” The building’s developers, however, cited Jones Day’s desire for more space as the reason for
            the requested zoning variance.) In any case, the developers were outflanked and had to back down. The proposed building’s
            top floors were lopped off.
         

         
         Construction finally got underway in 2008, and the finished campus became an appealing synthesis of old and new. Exposed yellow
            piping accented the stone and steel. All-glass elevators glided through the skylit atrium. Yet the delayed and downsized building—a
            product of a defeat at the hands of the political establishment—was a diminished monument to its primary occupant.
         

         
          

         Over the next decade, Jones Day underwent a remarkable metamorphosis that ensured it would no longer lurk on the outside of that establishment, peering in. Soon, the firm wasn’t only bigger, though it was that. It wasn’t only richer, though it was that, too. It was more powerful, especially where it mattered most: in Washington. 

         
         Jones Day had enmeshed itself in the fabric of the capital’s conservative firmament. The law firm had always leaned Republican.
            But lately it had become a champion of right-wing politics, organizing legal challenges to Obama’s health care program, white-collar
            prosecutions, government regulations, and voting rights laws. Then came the 2016 presidential election. Jones Day took a gamble
            by representing Trump, helping the underdog build credibility in Republican circles and even using the law firm’s majestic
            building as a campaign prop. The mastermind was Don McGahn, a shaggy-haired, guitar-playing Jones Day lawyer who, as the Trump
            team’s lead outside counselor, took on a public role advising and traveling with the inflammatory politician.
         

         
         That was why the well-heeled crowd was gathered on the top floor of Jones Day’s offices on this January evening. The venue
            was an event space whose floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the Capitol and opened onto a manicured roof terrace. In summer,
            it was a verdant landscape of plush lawns and colorful bushes and a garden that yielded lettuce, radishes, peppers, and carrots.
            In winter the terrace was beige and lifeless, but the views were still amazing—so much so that CBS News had received Jones
            Day’s blessing to create a permanent broadcast studio up there, giving its anchors an impressive backdrop as they covered
            events like a State of the Union address or a presidential inauguration. The latter would occur in just a few days.
         

         
         This night, hundreds of lawyers and lawmakers and dignitaries milled about the chilly veranda and the adjoining conference area. They had gathered to toast the large landing party that Jones Day was dispatching to get the Trump administration up and running. By Brogan’s count, a dozen of his lawyers had lined up prominent jobs in the White House, Justice Department, and other federal agencies. There would be many more. 

         
         It was an unparalleled concentration of a single firm’s lawyers inside a new administration, and it would position Jones Day
            to aid its corporate clients and advance the political agenda of men like Brogan. Leading the pack was McGahn, who would serve
            as Trump’s White House counsel. Prior to helping elect Trump, his claim to fame had been the weakening of regulations restricting
            outside spending on political campaigns. Now McGahn was plotting something bolder: neutering the federal bureaucracy and remaking
            the judiciary. A fortunate handful of Jones Day attorneys would soon score lifetime appointments to the federal bench.
         

         
         As the illuminated Capitol glowed in the night sky, the lawyers and politicians ate and drank and congratulated each other.
            Then it was time for speeches. McGahn, touched that Jones Day was throwing him a reception,5 thanked the firm for hiring him less than three years earlier and for its fearlessness in representing a polarizing campaign.
            His longtime colleague and onetime mentor, Ben Ginsberg, had flown in on a red-eye for the event, and he noted fondly how
            McGahn had first arrived in Washington “with long hair and a guitar.” Brogan, a big smile plastered on his ruddy face, declared
            how proud he was of McGahn and his gang, who were elevating Jones Day’s stature as a go-to political law firm.
         

         
         The crowd that evening was festive and a little tipsy. It was mostly Republican, but a handful of prominent Democrats, including
            Minnesota senator Amy Klobuchar and Michigan congresswoman Debbie Dingell6, showed up, too. The event marked the arrival of this once-obscure law firm as a true power player.
         

         
          

         For more than three years after that rooftop party, Jones Day flew mostly under the radar, even as it helped Trump sidestep Special Counsel Robert Mueller’s investigation into the 2016 election and as it helped its corporate clients get their way in the capital. Then, in the summer of 2020, people inside and outside Jones Day began sounding urgent alarms about its work for Trump and his allies. Even before Election Day, the firm had been laying the legal groundwork for Republicans to question the legitimacy of the results in the crucial swing state of Pennsylvania. Sure enough, Trump lost the election, and the subversion of democracy through a barrage of litigation became the president’s best hope of clinging to power. 

         
         In a flash, Jones Day became a symbol of a well-orchestrated assault on the integrity of the American electoral system. Protesters
            chanted outside the firm’s offices in New York and Washington. In San Francisco, where Jones Day had offices in a downtown
            skyscraper that was partly owned by Trump, activists painted a street mural depicting the firm stealing votes and demanded
            that it cease and desist. Inside Jones Day, angry partners and associates began complaining—a grave breach of decorum at a
            law firm where power was vested almost entirely in a single man.
         

         
         The firm’s work for the Trump campaign was what attracted scrutiny, but what if the general public knew what else was going
            on inside Jones Day—or, for that matter, any other elite international law firm? Here was a corner of the business world that,
            despite its size, money, and clout, had mostly escaped outside attention, allowing the legal industry to make the planet a
            more dangerous, less just place under the guise of providing trusted legal counsel.
         

         
         Around the time that Jones Day’s lawyers were trying to make it harder for mail-in ballots to count in Pennsylvania, a group
            of the firm’s partners was helping the tobacco company R.J. Reynolds. The goal was to defang regulations governing the marketing
            of cigarettes. The lawyers insisted in court that government-mandated health warnings on cigarette packs violated tobacco
            companies’ First Amendment rights. Elsewhere, Jones Day’s lawyers were threatening municipalities that dared to discourage
            the sale or advertising of tobacco products.
         

         
         Around the same time that these Jones Day lawyers were seeking to preserve a tobacco company’s rights to express itself, another team was helping Walmart, whose pharmacies for years had been dishing out opioids with abandon. Before Covid-19, the epidemic caused by the spread of the highly addictive painkillers was the foremost public-health crisis facing America. Jones Day trotted out a variety of creative defenses—and tapped its alumni network inside the Trump administration—to shield Walmart from liability for the havoc it had helped wreak. 

         
         There was more. Jones Day was working for the Catholic Church as it tried to minimize the extent of its sexual-abuse scandals.
            And for Purdue Pharma, the maker of OxyContin, as it sought to protect its right to make and market its dangerous drug. And
            for Abbott Laboratories, as it dodged responsibility for babies being brain damaged after consuming the company’s powdered
            formula. And for Fox News, as it waged war against employees who were the victims of sexual harassment or worse. And for Russian
            oligarchs as their conglomerates sought to expand internationally. And for Johnson & Johnson as it deployed a novel legal
            strategy to avoid payouts to cancer victims. And for a wide variety of companies that were trying to smash labor unions or
            prevent them from forming in the first place.
         

         
         The point is not that Jones Day is uniquely terrible. It is not. Nor is the law firm the country’s largest (though it is right
            up there) or most profitable (though it generates more than $2 billion a year in revenue). It is not an evil institution.
            Many of its more than 2,500 lawyers are consummate professionals, dedicated to zealously representing clients within the bounds
            of legal ethics. Jones Day prides itself on a culture of collaboration, in contrast to the backstabbing endemic to many of
            its rivals. And hundreds of Jones Day’s lawyers—and the firm itself—have donated countless hours of lifesaving work for refugees
            and others desperately in need of legal assistance.
         

         
         Even so, Jones Day’s arc—from its founding in Cleveland to its current status as a global colossus—is a powerful encapsulation of the changes that have swept the legal industry in recent decades. Today, Jones Day and many of its peers have become enablers of the business world’s worst misbehavior. Increasingly, that work bleeds into the political realm—as Jones Day’s embrace of Donald Trump vividly shows. 

         
         For a long time, law firms weren’t very big or profit crazed or power hungry. While some lawyers and scholars had long decried
            their profession’s creeping commercialization, bar associations had responded to those concerns by erecting an interlocking
            network of firewalls to keep capitalism at bay. Lawyers didn’t regard themselves as being in business; they were officers
            of the court, part of a centuries-old tradition that demanded allegiance to a code of ethics and honor. To be clear, this
            was no utopia. Plenty of lawyers crossed lines, and some legends of the bar, like the Supreme Court orator Daniel Webster,
            made their livings helping to carve out expansive rights for powerful companies.7 In addition, the legal profession was the nearly exclusive province of white men, who at times used their power for racist
            and sexist ends.
         

         
         But most lawyers viewed their occupation as public spirited. They often turned down unsavory clients and assignments, because
            they and their firms didn’t face an imperative to grow. That began to change in the late 1970s, thanks to a series of pivotal
            but long-forgotten events. First, the U.S. Supreme Court ruled that law firms were businesses, with the right to advertise
            their services. Today that seems obvious—and not unreasonable—but at the time it represented radical thinking for the legal
            profession.
         

         
         Then, in 1979, came the debut of a monthly magazine called the American Lawyer. Law firms up until that point had treated their work—especially their inner operations and finances—like state secrets.
            The American Lawyer’s mission was to reveal those secrets and to cover the industry like other outlets did Hollywood or the NBA. Soon, lawyers
            could follow the ups and downs of their rivals and decide where to work based on how much they were likely to earn.
         

         
         These dual developments unshackled the staid industry. An arms race ensued—for better lawyers, for more lucrative assignments, for prestige, for power. Growth begat growth. The more firms hired, the more their costs went up, which meant more revenue was needed. The simplest solution was to take on new clients or cases. It was not a coincidence that, just as Jones Day was starting out in what would become an international gold rush, it cast its lot with an increasingly risqué roster of clients, including Big Tobacco. 

         
         Thanks in part to the legal industry’s private ownership, not to mention its practitioners’ massaging of the media, law firms
            have long avoided much accountability for their actions. One way they have deflected attention is by espousing the largely
            self-serving notion that it is the patriotic duty of American lawyers to extend blind, everlasting loyalty to even their most
            monstrous corporate clients.
         

         
         It is true, of course, that all accused criminals have the right to competent counsel. But the legal industry has warped this
            concept into something else entirely. Law firms and their leaders peddle the fiction that everyone—including, importantly,
            all companies—has the right to the best lawyers, in all situations and at all times. The corollary: Once a corporation becomes
            a client, the law firm is stuck, because ditching clients who find themselves in trouble is an abrogation of the lawyer’s
            sacred vow.
         

         
         These arguments are pocked with holes. While down-on-their-luck humans deserve access to high-quality legal services (which
            they often don’t get, because so many of the best lawyers are lured to giant law firms, which overwhelmingly represent corporations),
            the same is not automatically true of companies or other institutions. The Sixth Amendment of the Constitution guarantees
            the rights of the accused in a criminal trial “to have the assistance of counsel for his defence.” It says nothing about civil cases, much less about out-of-court legal services like helping companies skirt regulations or silence whistleblowers or dodge taxes. Almost by definition, the right to counsel is geared toward protecting the poor and weak, not the rich and strong, who can fend for themselves. Law firms don’t even really believe in the principle that they often invoke; when it suits them, they trumpet their decisions to avoid impolitic work. 

         
         The problem is that it rarely suits them. It is profitable for lawyers and their firms to stand by giant companies—especially
            since abandoning them would send an unmistakable signal that other rich and powerful clients should look for more pliant counselors,
            of which there are plenty. Citing the constitutional right to counsel is a convenient way for giant firms to rationalize this
            representation and to preempt criticism—or even scrutiny—of whom elite lawyers serve and how they serve them.
         

         
         By the dying days of the Trump presidency, with democracy hanging by a thread, the costs of this era of unaccountability were
            becoming clear. Almost exactly four years after the crowd had gathered on Jones Day’s top floor to celebrate its lawyers’
            migration into the Trump administration, a much larger crowd assembled nearby. If anyone had been on Jones Day’s rooftop on
            the afternoon of January 6, 2021, they would have enjoyed a splendid view of a violent mob storming the Capitol—the predictable
            culmination of a president whom Jones Day had helped elect, an administration the firm’s lawyers had helped run, and an election
            whose integrity the firm had helped erode.
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            1
A Hustling Business

         
         Four hulking steel tanks—three of them spheres, the fourth a towering fifty-foot cylinder—shone in the bright sun on a crisp
            Friday in October 1944. Nestled in Cleveland’s densely packed Norwood–St. Clair neighborhood, barely a block from Lake Erie,1 the tanks were the fruits of an engineering breakthrough. Several years earlier, scientists at the East Ohio Gas Company
            had realized that if you stored natural gas at extreme low temperatures—minus 260 degrees, in this case—the gas converted
            into a liquid, which compressed its volume to about 1/600th of its usual size, which meant you could store a whole lot more
            of it in one place. That was important, because Cleveland was booming. Its factories were churning out machinery for World
            War II, its population was soaring, and its needs for energy were galloping higher.
         

         
         To keep up with demand, East Ohio Gas had constructed the world’s first commercial gas-liquefication facility in 1941. The
            first three tanks, double walled with steel, insulated with cork, each held about 50 million cubic feet of gas.2 Tank No. 4 was built two years later. Wartime rationing was in place, and to conserve scarce materials, it was insulated
            with rock wool rather than cork and was built in a cylindrical shape that allowed it to hold more gas per square inch of steel.
            It contained about twice the volume of gas as its three smaller siblings.3 Clevelanders regarded the facility with pride, “one of the scientific wonders of the country,” as the Plain Dealer newspaper put it.4

         
         At 2:30 p.m. on Friday, October 20, the fourth tank sprang a leak. Liquid gas was escaping through a seam, mixing with air,
            reverting to its gaseous state. Neighbors noticed white mist circulating near the bottom of the tank.5 Then, as the volume of leaking gas increased, residents saw it pouring into a nearby sewer, flowing like water.
         

         
         The explosion came at 2:41. One worker described it as “a big balloon of fire” inflating over the neighborhood.6 In an instant, the sky turned orange,7 flames leaping a half mile up.8 Red-hot shrapnel screamed through the air. As a square mile burned, the air temperature hit 3,000 degrees—hot enough to melt
            coins in victims’ pockets.9 “It was as if a flame-thrower had been turned on you,” a survivor said.10 Charred sparrows fell from the sky.11

         
         Twenty minutes after Tank No. 4 exploded, one of the spherical tanks detonated. Underground blasts rumbled through the city
            as gas that had drained into sewers and pipes combusted. Miles from the initial explosion, car tires blew out12 and streets were torn up, manhole covers shooting hundreds of feet into the air.13

         
         The fire smoldered for days.14 Through the smoke, shell-shocked residents confronted a scene of awesome wreckage. Much of the teeming Norwood–St. Clair
            neighborhood, home to a thriving community of Slovenian immigrants, was leveled. The occasional lonely tree trunk or wall
            stood amid endless heaps of ash and debris.15 Seventy-nine homes and two factories were destroyed, with others sustaining serious damage. One hundred and thirty people
            were killed, 225 hospitalized. The bodies of sixty-one people were so thoroughly incinerated that they couldn’t be identified.16 Some were found kneeling in prayer.17 It was not lost on survivors that this was the sort of devastation that European cities were enduring during the war.
         

         
          

         The grand Union Commerce Building was nearly three miles from the site of the explosion, but the tremors almost certainly were felt inside what at the time was one of the three largest office buildings in the world.18 One occupant of the building was a fast-growing law firm: Jones, Day, Cockley & Reavis.
         

         
         Jones Day had represented East Ohio Gas for decades. The company had been part of John Rockefeller’s Standard Oil empire,
            and Jones Day lawyers had a long-running relationship with the mighty industrialist. Within hours of the blast, a small team
            gathered inside Jones Day’s offices. The lawyers’ assignment was to assess the gas company’s liability for the vast damage
            the explosion had caused. The lawyers spent twenty-four hours holed up in the firm’s library. Clearly their client would shoulder
            some responsibility for this disaster, but there were plenty of other culprits the lawyers could also blame. There was the
            Pittsburgh steel company that had, it seemed, cut corners on the material for the cylindrical tank. There was the manufacturer
            of the rock wool, which, soaked with gas, ignited and transformed into fiery projectiles that sparked blazes all over the
            neighborhood. There were Cleveland’s sewer and water authorities, whose networks of tunnels became channels for the gas to
            spread and catch fire.
         

         
         In response to the inevitable flood of lawsuits against East Ohio Gas, the law firm could unleash delay-and-deflect maneuvers
            to wear down plaintiffs in the interest of getting them to accept the smallest possible settlements. Its lawyers could lowball
            the value of damaged property. They could blame homeowners for inadequate fireproofing. They could submerge plaintiffs in
            legal motions and other paperwork. If, that is, the law firm and its client wanted to take a scorched-earth approach.
         

         
         A Jones Day lawyer named Pat Mulligan was close to East Ohio’s management. On Sunday, two days after the explosion, Mulligan
            met with the company’s general counsel, Bill Pringle, and explained the firm’s thinking: East Ohio’s best bet was to admit
            fault and make people whole.19 If the company hoped to remain in Cleveland, it had a powerful incentive—an obligation—to take care of a community that had suffered a tragedy. It might cost more in the short run, it might set a precedent of corporate culpability for out-of-the-blue catastrophes, it might mean waiving some plausible cover granted by the law, but it was the right thing to do. That was Jones Day’s counsel. 

         
         The next day, East Ohio ran an ad in the Plain Dealer, inviting victims to come to the company’s offices (which weren’t near the explosion), detail their losses, and get paid.20 “It is not necessary to incur any expense or to employ anyone to aid you,” the ad explained.21 Jones Day set up desks in the building’s lobby to process the claims, and that morning hundreds of people lined up. Many
            had been injured; some had family members who were killed; more faced huge bills to repair their homes. East Ohio wrote checks
            on the spot. Within a few months, the company had paid nearly $7 million (about $100 million today) to thousands of people.
            Only twenty-four lawsuits were ever filed.22

         
         The gas company, today owned by Dominion Energy, remained in the neighborhood.23 The site of the explosion became a public park. Decades later, victims perceived East Ohio’s process to have been fast and
            fair.24

         
          

         Jones Day had been established a half century earlier under a different name by a well-regarded former judge, Edwin Blandin,
            and a dapper young lawyer named William Rice. Blandin & Rice hitched itself to Cleveland’s fast-growing railroad and coal
            companies, among others. The firm even represented a prominent actress, Olga Nethersole, who sued a local newspaper for libel
            for saying that her play was booed so loudly that she “had hysterics.” (The Ohio Supreme Court ruled that a woman having hysterics
            “is so common an occurrence” that the accusation, though untrue, was not libelous.)25

         
         Just as the firm was hitting its stride, tragedy struck. On a Friday afternoon in August 1910, Rice played a round of golf at a country club near his colonnaded hilltop mansion. After dining there and watching a few hands of bridge, he set out for home. He never made it. Around 11:00 p.m. he was found lying on his back on the side of the road, bleeding from two bullet holes near his right eye and multiple stab wounds to his chest.26

         
         The law firm offered a $5,000 reward for information about Rice’s murder. Pinkerton detectives were hired. A loaded revolver
            was found under the pillow in Rice’s bed, and his colleagues speculated about the potential culprits, but no motive was ever
            established, and the case was never cracked.27 Generations of Jones Day lawyers would retell the story of the unsolved mystery, building a mythology about how their firm
            survived a calamity, defied expectations, and soared to greatness.28 (The murder also became a punchline. “It shows that there was lawlessness in Cleveland even in that early day,” one of the
            firm’s leaders, Jack Reavis, chuckled to a group of associates more than seventy years later.29)
         

         
         At the time, the concept of a law firm was just taking root in America. Up until then, most lawyers had operated solo. They
            viewed themselves as “independent craftsmen who served the needs of local communities in which they were leaders,” Mitt Regan
            and Lisa Rohrer wrote in their book BigLaw. Lawyers who assembled into “firms” generally did so to share office expenses, not to function as a team.30 But as companies grew and their legal needs became more complex, small groups of lawyers in America’s largest cities banded
            together. From the get-go, this trend appalled critics who viewed the profession of law as something akin to a religious practice,
            not to be corrupted by the pursuit of money or clients. “The practice of law has become commercialized,” a commentator groused
            in 1913. “It has been transformed from a profession to a business, and a hustling business at that.”31

         
         The profession’s response to such critiques was to institute a system of self-regulation that discouraged, and often banned,
            businesslike behavior by practitioners. Soon bar associations prohibited lawyers from even soliciting clients.32 But there was no way to stop firms from growing.
         

         
          

         Tom Jones, a recent graduate from Ohio State University and the son of a judge, joined Blandin & Rice the year after Rice’s
            murder. In college, Jones had lettered in track and was the football team’s quarterback and captain. He was an academic star,
            too, elected to Phi Beta Kappa. Jones desperately wanted to be a lawyer. Blandin & Rice enjoyed a growing reputation in Cleveland’s
            business community; Jones showed up unannounced and asked for a job. He was told to go away. “This young man could not comprehend
            such an attitude, so he came to the office every day and just sat,” his widow would recount. Finally, the firm’s leader, Frank
            Ginn, gave him a job.33

         
         At the time, the firm, like its peers, was little more than a collection of isolated lawyers, “each practicing his own individual
            law business, just as local as a country doctor,” as Jack Reavis, who joined the firm a decade after Jones, put it.34 Ginn was a stern, autocratic fellow who chopped wood for exercise and attended classical music concerts in a cape and top
            hat.35 With the title of managing partner, he could hire and fire unilaterally. (He refused to hire anyone who was engaged. “A young
            lawyer had to be married to the law before he took on a wife,” Ginn’s son explained.36) He set employees’ compensation. He was the arbiter of disputes. He could pick his successor. “He completely dominated the
            law firm and ran it with an iron hand,” a colleague recalled.37

         
         Ginn established a principle that would guide the place for decades: “The firm must maintain its freedom and independence to turn down any representation.” He once declined an assignment advising a company on a merger “because he was convinced it was the result of investment bankers pushing something that could never be accomplished.” Marvin Bower, a Jones Day associate who went on to found the consulting firm McKinsey, liked to tell the anecdote. “If you are not willing to take pain to live by your principles, there is no point in having principles,” Bower would say.38

         
         Ginn was fond of Tom Jones, and he handed ever more responsibility to his young associate. Before long, Jones represented
            many of Cleveland’s most iconic companies and families: industrial businesses, utilities, railroads, lenders, real estate
            concerns, parts of the Rockefeller empire, and the Van Sweringen brothers, owners of everything from banks to department stores.39

         
         The lawyers viewed their firm as a brotherhood. Jones’s son joined. Jack Reavis worked alongside his brother Tat.40 The lawyers went fishing and played poker and got drunk together. “We gave more parties than a neighborhood dance club,”
            Reavis would recall. During Prohibition, the lawyers would buy “this god-awful alcohol from a cock-eyed bootlegger” and make
            gin together.41 (On one occasion, a colleague phoned Jones, pretending to be a U.S. Marshal who had been tipped off to the group’s illegal
            liquor purchases. Jones dumped his entire stash into a river before realizing it was a prank.42)
         

         
         Before he died in 1938, Ginn selected Jones to succeed him at the helm of the thirty-four-lawyer firm.43 The power transfer led to an abrupt cultural change. Ginn had been tough, no-nonsense, “no gaiety or first-name greetings,”
            a secretary remembered. Jones, by contrast, was so charming he “could have been in the movies.” Ginn’s criticisms stung; Jones’s
            were so soft that you hardly realized he had criticized you. He insisted that everyone take their four weeks of vacation time.44 It was under Jones’s leadership that the firm advised East Ohio Gas to put principles ahead of short-term profits and to
            quickly compensate victims of the explosions.
         

         
         One of Jones’s first big moves, the autumn after he took over, was to merge with an eight-lawyer Cleveland firm run by Luther
            Day, who was regarded at the time as “possibly the greatest trial lawyer in Ohio’s history,” in the words of a federal judge.45 With the addition of Day and his team, the firm’s roster of clients expanded to include out-of-town goliaths like General Motors. In 1939, the merged firm was rechristened Jones, Day, Cockley & Reavis. Aside from that merger, Jones didn’t try to expand. He focused on keeping clients and ensuring that the quality of services was top-notch.46

         
          

         In 1932, Chapman Rose—everyone called him Chappie—was the last clerk to serve under Supreme Court justice Oliver Wendell Holmes.47 The famed jurist was ninety and in his final term. Holmes’s eyesight was failing, and he asked the pale-eyed, fair-haired
            Rose to read to him. Against all better judgment, Rose picked the novel Lady Chatterley’s Lover. “Sonny, we will not be finishing this book,” Holmes remarked. “Dullness is not diminished by pornography.”48

         
         As Rose’s clerkship ended, the young lawyer asked Holmes for advice. It was the middle of the Great Depression, but he had
            two job opportunities. One was in the Roosevelt administration. The other was in his native Ohio at the firm that would become
            Jones Day. Holmes didn’t equivocate: Get real-world experience. “Sonny, go home,” he advised.49

         
         Rose joined Jones Day; his starting salary of $200 a month was swiftly sliced to $140 as the Depression deepened.50 After a decade in Cleveland, he decamped to Washington to join the War Department. He helped it procure wartime supplies,
            eventually earning the rank of colonel.51 When World War II ended, Rose realized that Washington was poised to become the center of the free world.52 He thought Jones Day had an opportunity to prosper in the capital. He explained this to Tom Jones and his underlings back
            in Cleveland. There was a fair amount of skepticism; did a midwestern firm really need a beachhead on the East Coast? Jones,
            however, was sold. He authorized Rose to open a Washington office in 1946.
         

         
         Jones Day was already building a national reputation, representing storied companies like American Greetings Corporation,
            J.M. Smucker, and Sherwin Williams.53 But the move into Washington vaulted Jones Day into a rarefied position. It was one of the only law firms in the United States
            with a presence in more than one city.
         

         
         It would soon attract even more attention. In 1952, Harry Truman issued an executive order to seize the nation’s steel mills. Republic Steel had been a client of Luther Day’s, and the D.C. presence made Jones Day a natural choice to represent the company as it battled the White House. At the law firm’s behest, the Supreme Court struck down Truman’s order.54

         
          

         Around the time that Tom Jones signed off on the foray into Washington, he had a heart attack. The doctors prescribed bed
            rest. When his son Brooks visited him in the hospital, he found Jones lying on his back, perfectly still, except for his fingers,
            which were moving vigorously.
         

         
         “What in the world are you doing?” Brooks asked.

         
         “This is the only exercise I’m permitted to do,” he replied.55

         
         Two years later, when Jones was sixty, he was hospitalized again with more heart troubles. He was released after several weeks.
            Jones sat on the boards of directors of several companies that his law firm represented, and in April 1948 he and his wife
            drove to Baltimore for a board meeting of the Glenn L. Martin aircraft company. “They thought it would be a good opportunity
            to get away from the tensions of business in Cleveland,” Brooks wrote in a notebook that he gave his daughter decades later.
            After the board meeting, the Joneses checked into a hotel. Around 8:00 p.m., Jones phoned Brooks to inquire about the status
            of his younger brother’s divorce proceedings. “I couldn’t give him a very happy report,” Brooks recalled.
         

         
         A half hour later, the phone rang again, and this time Brooks felt a sense of foreboding as he picked up. His mother was on
            the line. “Your father is dead,” she said.56

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            2
The Independence Principle

         
         One evening in 1959, Jim Lynn, a Jones Day partner, was prowling the offices of the Harvard Law Review.1 He was looking for legal talent, and there were few places in the country—in the world, for that matter—packed with more
            raw, young brainpower than inside the old, white Gannett House. Decades of leather-bound legal texts lined the walls, and
            dozens of sleep-deprived students sat at desks, slumped in armchairs, and huddled with classmates.
         

         
         The fact that Jones Day had sent a lawyer to Cambridge to scout for recruits was one sign of the firm’s ascent. Notwithstanding
            its small Washington office, it was still very much a Cleveland firm that represented midwestern clients. It was among the
            scores of local legal powerhouses popping up in cities around America: Gibson Dunn in Los Angeles, Bryan Cave in St. Louis,
            Kirkland & Ellis in Chicago, Ropes & Gray in Boston, and King & Spalding in Atlanta, not to mention the bevy of firms that
            predominantly served Wall Street. (In addition to Jones Day, Cleveland was home to the firms that would become BakerHostetler
            and Squire Patton Boggs.) These firms would all become global behemoths, but at the time, their businesses revolved around
            their hometowns.
         

         
         To be more precise, these law firms were barely “businesses,” and the legal industry was hardly an industry. It was more like a collaborative club (one that was largely off-limits to anyone besides white men). 

         
         Ever since the 1920s there had been an unwritten agreement among the leaders of major firms to pay young lawyers the same
            starting salaries, known as the “going rate.” Partners at these firms were disturbed by the notion that the career decisions
            of shortsighted law students might be influenced by small differences in salaries. So they decided to eliminate any such differences.
            Each summer, the firms’ managing partners would gather for a luncheon to determine that year’s going rate.2 (In the 1950s, it was about $4,000.)3

         
         For many decades, the act of recruiting employees was a restrained affair. Harvard Law’s New York alumni chapter, for example,
            held a “smoker” each Christmas at which law firms could present their case for employment. Firms also sent notices to law
            schools’ placement offices describing themselves to prospective job seekers.4 By the late 1950s, though, competition for the best students was beginning to warm. Some large firms—those with more than
            fifty lawyers—began inviting second-year students to clerk with them over the summer; they were called “summer boarders.”5 The boldest were experimenting with what at the time was a cutting-edge recruitment tactic known as “wining and dining” of
            job candidates, which induced heartburn in the legal establishment. The practice “irritates many lawyers who must resort to
            this procedure, even though in only a limited way, for they feel it is not ‘professional,’” a prominent sociologist wrote
            in 1960.6

         
         Poaching lawyers was simply not done. Once, a partner at another firm came to Jones Day looking for a job. The managing partner at the time, Jack Reavis, and others met with him. Toward the end of the meeting, Reavis checked to make sure the lawyer had withdrawn from the other firm’s partnership. The lawyer replied that he had not, but planned to soon. “Well, then we’re not going to talk to you,” Reavis stated, and he ushered the man out.7

         
          

         Yet Jones Day’s ambitions were growing, in a way that seemed suspiciously businesslike. The firm wanted to join America’s
            elite. And to do that, it needed to hire from the Ivy League.
         

         
         Inside Gannett House, Jim Lynn noticed a heavyset student bent over a manuscript. He had thick black hair and bushy eyebrows.
            Lynn approached him and introduced himself. They got to talking. By 2:00 a.m., Lynn had convinced the student to get eggs
            and bacon with him in Harvard Square. The kid was from the New York City borough of Queens. He told Lynn that another law
            firm, Philadelphia’s Morgan Lewis, had offered him a job, which he planned to accept.8 But by the end of the predawn breakfast, Lynn had persuaded the student to visit Cleveland to interview for a job at Jones
            Day.9

         
         Two months later, true to his word, Antonin Scalia arrived in Cleveland. He attended a recruiting party at Lynn’s house. The
            conversation turned to a recent Harvard Law Review article in which Scalia had defended “blue laws” that required stores to be closed on Sundays. Eight Jones Day lawyers encircled
            Scalia, pelting him with arguments against the blue laws. The debate got intense. Boy, this is a terrible way to recruit a guy, one lawyer, Dick Pogue, thought to himself after an hour of this.10 Pogue was a fast-rising attorney at the firm, destined one day to become managing partner, and he was impressed with this
            unflappable recruit. Scalia stood his ground, his eyebrows furrowed, relishing the intellectual combat. The debate wore on
            until 3:00 a.m.11

         
         Scalia summered at Jones Day, made a little money, got married, honeymooned on Cape Cod, went off to Europe by ocean liner,
            spent time in Germany, and returned to Jones Day as an associate in 1961. At the time the firm had about sixty lawyers in Cleveland plus a few in Washington.12

         
         Scalia fit right in. At office functions, he and Lynn were in a Jones Day quartet. Other times, Scalia played the piano and sang numbers from Guys and Dolls.13 (“I wouldn’t say he’s terribly good at [the piano], but he likes to hammer,” recalled Lynn,14 who later would have top roles in the Nixon and Ford administrations and would run Aetna, the insurance giant.) Scalia got
            into a monthly poker game with colleagues; he tended to show up wearing a fishing hat.15 At lunch, he’d debate constitutional law with liberals.16 The guy was clearly going places.
         

         
         Scalia had planned for Cleveland to be a brief way station on his road to academia, but he got sidetracked. He enjoyed the
            practice of law. He enjoyed Cleveland, at the time “pretty much an ethnic town.” And he enjoyed Jones Day, which allowed him
            to rotate among different practice areas. He did litigation. He did wills. He did real estate. He did financings, contracts,
            labor law, taxes. “I got a really good look at the whole waterfront,” he remembered years later.17

         
         After about two years, Scalia landed his first client, “my own little corporation,” he said. “Any problem they had, they would
            call me up, and it was a really wonderful feeling.” He spent nearly seven years at Jones Day. Until he became a federal judge,
            it was the job he held longest—and his only stint in private practice. “I enjoyed practicing so much that I just sort of forgot
            that I was going to go into teaching eventually and hung around probably longer than I should have.”18

         
         Eventually, forced to pick a specialty, Scalia grew bored.19 It was time to leave. He got a job at the University of Virginia School of Law. On his way out, he addressed the firm’s lawyers.
            “I’ll be glad to get away from such a liberal place,” he joked.20

         
          

         The day after Tom Jones died, Jack Reavis summoned the partners to the firm’s library. He announced that Jones had anointed
            him as successor. Partners were not thrilled. “We knew him [Reavis] as a brilliant tax lawyer, with a mind like a steel trap,
            a short fuse on his temper, and a sharp tongue,” one remembered.21 Unlike his personable predecessor, the bald and bespectacled Reavis had trouble keeping track of the names of partners’ wives.22 (Reavis himself was a widower; the firm became his spouse.)
         

         
         Under his leadership, Jones Day cemented its role as the firm of choice to the Midwest’s biggest companies, many of which
            were heavy polluters and notorious for mistreating workers. Reavis and his inner circle were mostly Republicans, and the firm
            was seen as a hegemonic force in Cleveland politics. It became a bête noir of the local left. Roldo Bartimole, a legendary
            Cleveland muckraker, routinely had Reavis and his firm in his crosshairs. Citing the firm’s extensive work for the giant iron
            and coal company Hanna Mining, Bartimole bestowed upon it the “Sierra Club ‘Soot Award.’”23 He blasted Jones Day for wielding political power on behalf of clients. “Reavis is another fat cat living off the poor,”
            Bartimole seethed.24

         
         But Reavis was also a pragmatist—and the culture in law firms at the time was that the profession’s leaders should be embedded
            in the civic life of their cities. In 1963, Cleveland was being ripped apart by riots. Reavis wasn’t a civil rights activist.
            But he recognized that for Cleveland to prosper, there couldn’t be strife in the streets. He used his clout in the community
            to establish the Interracial Businessmen’s Committee.25 It consisted of prominent white executives and less prominent Black business owners. Its goal was to foster dialogue, defuse
            tensions, and find ways to alleviate some of the economic pressures on the city’s Black underclass. Polarization was not good
            for Jones Day’s business prospects.
         

         
         Against all odds, Reavis’s initiative eased racial tensions, even if it didn’t address the underlying problems. The NAACP
            honored Reavis with a human rights award.*

         
          

         In 1912, an axe-wielding maniac had terrorized the citizens of Villisca, Iowa. A suspect was apprehended and put on trial for murder. It was a sensational case, and the small courtroom was packed with spectators. One of them was a sixteen-year-old farm boy named Lloyd Welch Pogue.26 He was wowed by the lawyers. That’s for me, Pogue said to himself. He went to college, then law school, then Ropes & Gray in Boston. Among his clients were Bell Aircraft
            Corporation and Lockheed.27

         
         It was a thrilling time to be involved in aviation, the dawn of an age that would make the world a much smaller place. Pogue
            was hooked. In 1938, he got a job at the new Civil Aeronautics Authority. He soon was promoted to be general counsel, then
            chairman. In 1944, he helped negotiate a landmark pact that allowed civilian aircraft to fly through the airspace of other
            countries without having to stop in each jurisdiction.28

         
         Two years later, Pogue started his own D.C. law firm. Pogue & Neal specialized in aviation law and airline regulation. Over
            two decades, the little firm grew into a medium-sized firm with fourteen lawyers.29 Pogue by then was a giant in the field, to such an extent that Aviation Week established the L. Welch Pogue Award for Aviation Achievement—and named Pogue its first winner.30

         
         But Pogue’s firm was completely reliant on the aviation industry.31 He wanted to team up with a more diversified operation. Pogue got to talking with Jones Day’s brass in Cleveland. He immediately
            hit it off with Jack Reavis.32 Pogue could tell that these gentlemen were honest, had integrity, and had respect for the law as a profession, not simply
            as a business.33 (It didn’t hurt that Pogue’s son, Dick, was a partner there.) The 1967 merger of the two firms more than doubled the size
            of Jones Day’s team in the capital.34 For the time being, the D.C. office would operate as a semiautonomous unit of Jones Day.
         

         
         The timing was ideal. President Lyndon Johnson and Ralph Nader were ushering in an era of government regulation. Corporations
            needed a law firm that could help them navigate these tricky waters. The D.C. office, its walls lined with modern art, took
            flight, propelled by Pan Am, its biggest customer.35 Specialists in government contracts were brought in, toting enormous corporate clients. Then came Erwin Griswold, a Cleveland native who had recently stepped down as U.S. solicitor general; plenty of other top firms had tried to hire him, but Welch Pogue and Chappie Rose landed him by emphasizing the firm’s Cleveland character.36

         
         Pogue insisted that his own values be reflected in the D.C. operation that he oversaw. He wasn’t a big drinker, and when partners
            gathered for after-hours beverages in the office, they kept it a low-key affair so as not to attract the boss’s unwanted attention.
            More important, Pogue refused to engage in lobbying or other common forms of Washington influence peddling, which he viewed
            as beneath the honorable calling of his profession. As the journalist Nicholas Lemann wrote in 1980, “It was his belief that
            that kind of work—political work—inevitably led to a lessening of a lawyer’s respect in the community.”
         

         
          

         That is not to say that the firm lacked political connections. With scandals devouring his presidency, Richard Nixon regularly
            sought advice from Chappie Rose. They had first met when Nixon was vice president and Chappie worked in the Eisenhower administration;37 the two men became friends.38 Rose was a big donor to Nixon’s presidential campaigns.39 Nixon and his deputies regularly called Rose for counsel on matters of politics, public relations, and of course, the law.40 (Rose’s son, Jonathan, worked in the White House as a special assistant to the president.)
         

         
         As Watergate intensified, a reporter in 1973 asked Chappie Rose whether he planned to keep advising Nixon. “Well, I don’t
            know,” he answered. “If the president wants help, I would be glad to offer it.”41 The president wanted help. The White House pleaded with Chappie to represent Nixon when Congress demanded that he hand over
            his soon-to-be-infamous Oval Office recordings. Rose said sure—on one condition. Nixon needed to let him listen to the audiotapes
            first. Rose was a loyal Republican, and he liked the president, but neither he nor his law firm was interested in stumbling
            blindfolded into a situation where their ethics or judgment could be called into question.
         

         
         Nixon refused to let Rose review the tapes. Rose wouldn’t budge. And so that was that—Rose and Jones Day would not represent the president. “He felt that it was just not a matter that he could undertake consistent with his responsibilities to Jones Day,” Jonathan Rose would say.42

         
         Rose’s stand would become a point of enduring pride, a seminal moment in the firm’s history. Steve Brogan, a partner who worked
            closely with Rose, regarded it as “a supreme demonstration of the lawyer’s prerogative to exercise independent judgment concerning
            a proffered engagement, even if the client is the president of the United States.”43

         
         To this day, Jones Day’s website boasts about the firm having walked away from the high-profile assignment. The vignette is
            recounted alongside the tale of Frank Ginn rejecting the lucrative merger assignment. Both are listed under the heading “The
            Independence Principle.”44

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            3
A Truly National Firm

         
         One morning in the early 1970s, a Jones Day partner named Allen Holmes was driving to work when he had an epiphany. For as
            long as Jones Day had existed, Cleveland had been a bustling center of American capitalism. The tradition went back to the
            1870s, when the city was leading the way in the creation of things like electric lighting, chemicals, cars, and steel—“a hotbed
            of high-tech startups, much like Silicon Valley today,” as a group of academics later described it.1 Well into the 1960s, northeast Ohio was among the country’s leading locations for Fortune 500 companies.
         

         
         This had been great for Jones Day. The firm was the best in town. It was on retainer at the vast majority of these companies.

         
         But as Holmes drove through the city and approached the law firm’s headquarters, something clicked. Cleveland was a financial
            and social mess. One by one, its greatest companies were being swallowed up in mergers, or relocating to faster-growing regions,
            or just not doing nearly as well as they once had. The economy of the city—in fact, of the entire region—was grinding down.
         

         
         A brilliant but mercurial antitrust lawyer, Holmes was next in line for the throne at Jones Day.2 He was a determined and stubborn man, qualities born out of a lifetime of health battles. When he was seventeen, he had his first bout of muscular paralysis. It turned out to be Guillain-Barré syndrome, a rare disorder in which the immune system mistakenly attacks the body’s nerves. Holmes would suffer recurring episodes, sometimes leaving him hooked up to a breathing machine for months. His wife said that Holmes spent so much time in bed during these forced convalescences that he needed only five hours of sleep a night when he was healthy. “He simply got tired of bed,” she explained.3

         
         Now Holmes had a revelation. To thrive, maybe even to survive, Jones Day needed to move beyond Cleveland. It needed to expand.
            It needed to go national.
         

         
         This was unheard-of. At the time, even the largest law firms were confined to a city or two; some, like Jones Day, had their
            headquarters plus an outpost in Washington or New York. Jack Reavis was still managing partner, but Holmes had his ear. “You
            know, there aren’t any national law firms,” Holmes ventured at a meeting with Reavis and other partners. “We should be a national
            law firm.” Some in the room rolled their eyes. Holmes didn’t care. The only reaction that mattered belonged to Reavis.4

         
         At first, Reavis wasn’t terribly receptive, either. But he listened, and Holmes kept pushing, and an opportunity soon presented
            itself. One of Jones Day’s largest clients was TRW, which was becoming a major player in the aerospace industry. It was moving
            to Los Angeles. So here was Holmes’s pitch: Let’s follow it west.5 Reavis didn’t see the need; lawyers could serve TRW while still being based in Cleveland. Holmes persisted. Having an L.A.
            office would allow the firm to pursue new clients and could serve as a model for other outposts in the future.6 Finally, Reavis relented. In 1973, Jones Day opened an office in L.A. “No outside firm had ever tried to come into California
            before,” Pogue said many years later. “It was a dramatic symbol of what was to come.”7

         
         Dramatic, yes, but also a disaster. The California bar association insisted that top partners (those with their names on the door) at law firms operating in the state had to be licensed to practice in California. That was a problem for Jones Day, since Jones and Day were dead. The firm fought the rule, arguing that it unfairly stymied competition. Eventually, the bar association caved; it was a precedent-setting victory not only for Jones Day but also for other firms looking to expand beyond their home states.8

         
         The California experiment proved humbling—for fifteen years, Jones Day would struggle to attract clients or turn a profit9—but when Holmes took over from Reavis in 1975 he remained steadfast that the firm’s future lay outside Cleveland. He proselytized
            to colleagues and clients about establishing a “truly national firm”—a phrase that he repeated so frequently that it became
            a joke, with insiders shortening it to “TNF.”10 Holmes, a man determined to overcome very long odds to get what he wanted, viewed the practice of law as a business, not
            just a profession. Everything was about to change.
         

         
          

         In 1978, Holmes persuaded Jonathan Rose—the former Nixon aide and Chappie’s son—to join Jones Day and, not long after, sent
            him to D.C. to help start an antitrust practice. The lawyers in the Washington office perceived the appointment as nepotism
            and a usurpation of their prized autonomy.
         

         
         The way Holmes and his allies in Cleveland saw it, the folks in Washington were angling to build their office into a self-sufficient
            fiefdom that wasn’t part of a firm with national aspirations.11 On a snowy Valentine’s Day in 1979, Holmes arrived in Washington and expelled the leaders of the D.C. office’s independence
            movement, as well as a bunch of their colleagues.12

         
         Partners spent the following weeks bickering over which lawyers, which secretaries, which furniture would stay and which would
            go to a new firm being launched by the outcasts. One day, Dick Pogue stopped by to check on the progress. He was surprised
            to see that a young man was handling the negotiations for Jones Day. He was only two years out of law school and had a thick
            head of dark brown hair, his bangs threatening to descend over his eyes. His name was Steve Brogan. Pogue was impressed.13

         
         Ultimately, about two-thirds of the Washington lawyers left the firm.14 Brogan was one of those who remained, and he could not have missed the lesson. The power at Jones Day would reside entirely with one man. For now, that person was Allen Holmes. Maybe one day Brogan would have his shot. In the meantime, he would be fast-tracked into leadership as a result of his loyalty. 

         
          

         After leaving Jones Day, Antonin Scalia had spent a few years teaching at the University of Virginia. Then he began pondering
            his next career move. Nixon was president. The White House’s newly created Office of Telecommunications Policy was looking
            for a general counsel. The head of the office asked Jim Lynn, the Jones Day partner who had recruited Scalia and now was at
            the Commerce Department, if he knew anyone. Lynn endorsed Scalia, who got the job in 1970.15 It was Scalia’s entree into Washington.
         

         
         Four years later, following a recommendation from Jonathan Rose, Nixon nominated Scalia to run the Justice Department’s Office
            of Legal Counsel. (By the time Scalia started the job in August 1974, Gerald Ford was president.)16 During the Carter administration, Scalia took a job at the University of Chicago, where he helped establish the Federalist
            Society in an effort to place more conservatives on the federal judiciary.17

         
         Then Ronald Reagan was elected. Among the people who joined his Justice Department were Steve Brogan and Jonathan Rose, who
            worked together in the Office of Legal Policy. Its responsibilities included drawing up lists of potential judicial nominees.
            Rose had an eye out for young, conservative academic stars. Here was Scalia, who had worked at Jones Day and in the Ford administration.
            Rose recommended him as a federal judge.18 In 1982, Reagan nominated Scalia to the powerful D.C. Circuit Court and then, four years later, to the Supreme Court.
         

         
         It was a small preview of the power Jones Day would one day wield in shaping the federal judiciary.
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Advertisers-at-Law

         
         John Bates was living in a one-room shack in a rundown neighborhood in Phoenix, Arizona, when he realized that he wanted to
            become a lawyer. His decision would change the American legal profession.
         

         
         Bates was from a small town in the West Virginia panhandle, due west of Pittsburgh, steel country. His father was a minister;
            his mother helped at the church. They instilled in Bates a spirit of public service, and from a young age he was a liberal
            do-gooder. He also was a talented musician—tuba, French horn, piano—and he toyed with making it a career. But after graduating
            from Oberlin, it came time to make real-life decisions, and the prospect of roughing it in a big city, trying to land a scarce
            gig in a respectable orchestra, seemed . . . hard.
         

         
         So Bates enrolled in grad school. But then he got to worrying: The Vietnam War was in full swing, and what if he got drafted?
            He started looking for ways to reduce the odds of that happening.1

         
         Johnson was president, and his administration had created a national service program called VISTA. It was essentially a domestic version of the Peace Corps. Young people could enroll to work—and live—in impoverished communities for a year or two. “Your pay will be low; the conditions of your labor will be difficult,” Johnson had told the first class of VISTA enrollees. “But you will have the satisfaction of leading a great national effort, and you will have the ultimate reward which comes to those who serve their fellow man.” That sounded pretty good to Bates, who figured that joining the program might also give him a way out of the draft. He applied to VISTA, got in, and was sent to Phoenix.2

         
         The job entailed helping locals do things like navigate government bureaucracies to apply for public aid. Bates didn’t much
            mind the hardscrabble living conditions, but he found it tricky to effectively advocate for the people he was supposed to
            be assisting. He lacked the skills or credentials to make much difference. One day, Bates met another VISTA volunteer who
            was a lawyer. This man knew how to get things done. Bates craved that kind of efficacy. He decided to become a lawyer. It
            was his ticket to making the world a better place.
         

         
         Bates was admitted to Arizona State University’s small law school. On the first day of orientation, he met Van O’Steen, an
            army brat whose family had settled in Phoenix. During an orientation session, O’Steen had asked about opportunities for community
            service. Bates came up to him afterward and said that he, too, had a hankering to help. They became friends. They worked together
            in legal clinics that the law school ran, and in 1972 they both graduated with honors. They could’ve scored jobs at major
            law firms. Instead, they went to work for Maricopa County’s legal aid society.3

         
         They were assigned to a tiny neighborhood clinic. They arrived the first day to find that they each had nearly one hundred
            open cases, and no supervision or training. They served mostly indigent people who needed lawyers for relatively simple legal
            services, but they had to turn away a procession of others: people who weren’t poor enough to qualify for legal aid but couldn’t
            afford a private lawyer, or those who needed routine legal services that the aid society didn’t offer. It became clear to
            both lawyers that “there was this gigantic gap,” as Bates put it nearly a half century later.4

         
         Bates and O’Steen decided to bridge that gap. In 1974, after eighteen months working for legal aid, they opened their own little shop that would specialize in low-cost legal services. They scraped together their savings and borrowed $2,000 from a friend, and that was enough to rent space in a small, two-story office building in downtown Phoenix, a block away from the courthouse and “with a neighborhood drunk taking up residence on the front sidewalk.”5

         
         Their trick was to standardize much of the legal process: They printed questionnaires and forms and do-it-yourself kits. They
            relied on paralegals to collect information and help with the paperwork, a novel concept at the time. The two lawyers could
            spend their time on tasks that only lawyers were allowed to do, like making appearances in court.6 That would enable them to charge fees well below those of established law firms.
         

         
          

         The original plan was for word of the Legal Clinic of Bates & O’Steen to spread from one satisfied customer to the next. But
            the trickle of clients walking into their dingy offices quickly made clear that wouldn’t be enough. So, what to do?
         

         
         Back in 1908, the American Bar Association, trying to preserve the dignity of a profession that was veering ever closer to
            businesslike mores, had promulgated the twenty-seventh rule of its Canons of Professional Ethics: “Indirect advertisement
            for business by furnishing or inspiring newspaper comments [about a law firm’s work] . . . and all other like self-laudation
            defy the traditions and lower the tone of our high calling and are intolerable.”7

         
         In case that left any room for ambiguity, state bar associations soon issued their own edicts. Arizona’s was explicit: “A
            lawyer shall not publicize himself . . . through newspaper or magazine advertisements, radio or television announcements,
            display advertisements in the city or telephone directories or other means of commercial publicity, nor shall he authorize
            or permit others to do so in his behalf.”8

         
         Over the years, lawyers had been busted for skating around the edges of these rules. Not only could you not run ads—you couldn’t
            even promote yourself in the media. (A law firm had been disciplined for letting Life magazine reporters shadow its lawyers for an article.)9 You couldn’t take out space in the Yellow Pages. (A lawyer had been nailed for paying to have his name and phone number in
            bold lettering in the phone book.) Even handing out business cards at a cocktail party could be construed as an improper act
            of self-promotion.
         

         
         The ostensible purpose of these restrictions was to insulate the bar from the sorts of degrading commercial pressures that
            afflicted normal industries. Lawyers were not supposed to be businessmen. They were above the seamy profit-maximizing ethos
            of traditional capitalists.
         

         
         But the practical implication was that it was all but impossible for lawyers to make an independent start, and that served
            the interests of large, powerful firms, which did not have to compete against upstarts that promised lower prices or better
            services. Nobody would even know they existed.
         

         
         After giving up hope that their clinic would take flight on the back of referrals, Bates and O’Steen wondered if a newspaper
            might be inclined to write about this new legal clinic offering cut-rate prices. The problem was, the Arizona bar association
            might penalize them for reaching out to a reporter. “We were just down there in that little building, hoping,” Bates told
            me.
         

         
         It soon became clear that their venture was not going to be able to survive along its current trajectory. Their business model
            was low price, high volume. The reality they were facing was low price, low volume.
         

         
         The two got to thinking. What was to actually stop them from buying an ad in the newspaper? The Arizona bar association would
            almost certainly come down hard on them, but what did they have to lose? Maybe the story of a powerful band of lawyers attacking
            a couple of recent grads who were just trying to help the needy would attract media attention, which would spread the word
            about their clinic, which would allow them to keep their doors open.
         

         
         They came up with a small, rectangular ad. “DO YOU NEED A LAWYER?” it asked. “Legal services at very reasonable fees.” The ad featured a simple image of the scales of justice. And it listed the prices of common services: divorces, $175; adoptions, $225; bankruptcies, $250. On a Friday in February 1976, Bates and O’Steen walked to the offices of the Arizona Republic, carrying a printout of their ad. For a small fee, they arranged to have it run in Sunday’s paper.
         

         
         That afternoon, the ad department called O’Steen. The Republic couldn’t publish the ad after all. The newspaper had a policy against running copy that mentioned divorces. Now, figuring
            they might as well go all in, Bates and O’Steen made a phone call of their own: to the Republic’s investigative reporter, Al Sitter. They told him about their plan, how they were trying to upend the stodgy legal business
            with an eye toward helping the poor. Sitter made a few calls and, lo and behold, the Republic reversed course and agreed to run the ad.10

         
         That same day, Bates and O’Steen called their Arizona State constitutional law professor, William Canby, and asked if they
            could stop by to get his advice. At a restaurant near campus, they told Canby about their plan. The professor (he’d
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