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     It struck me on my latest birthday that Ive now reached the same age at which my father left this life, much too soon. He was a physician who specialised in obstetrics, a five-foot-tall baby doctor in more ways than one. He was revered by his staff and colleagues, and absolutely adored by his patients. To this day, I run into people who, upon learning that his last name and mine are not mere coincidence, scream with delight, Oh, my God. He delivered my children! or occasionally He delivered me!
   

 Not that my father was without faults, by any means. He was a driven over-achiever in everything he did, which meant getting the best grades in school, baiting a fishhook just so and running out a grounder on the baseball diamond at full speed. He was a true perfectionist, an early-day obsessive-compulsive.
   

 He was, in a word, a Jaywalker.
 


    




     ﻿Joseph Teller was born and raised in New York City. After graduating from law school, he spent three years working undercover for the Federal Bureau of Narcotics. For the next thirty-five years he was a criminal defence lawyer. Not too long ago he decided to run from the law and began writing fiction. The Tenth Case, his first novel for MIRA Books, will be followed by further Jaywalker titles.
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 			A SPONTANEOUS ACT OF GRATITUDE

We turn now to the issue of what constitutes an appropriate punishment for your various infractions, said the judge in the middle, the gray-haired one whose name Jaywalker always had trouble remembering. Disbarment certainly occurred to us, and would no doubt be fully deserved, were it not for your long years of service to the bar, your quite obvious devotion to your clients, as well as your considerable legal skills, reflected in your current string of, what was it you told us? Ten consecutive acquittals?
Eleven, actually, said Jaywalker.
Eleven. Very impressive. That said, a substantial period of suspension is still in order. A very substantial period. Your transgressions are simply too numerous, and too serious, to warrant anything less. Bringing in a lookalike for a defendant in order to confuse a witness, for example. Impersonating a judge to trick a police officer into turning over his notes. Breaking into the evidence room in order to have your own chemist analyze some narcotics. Referring to a judge, on the record, asand I shall paraphrase herea small portion of excrement. And finally, though by no means least of all, receiving, shall we say, a sexual favor from a client in the stairwell of the courthouse
It wasnt a sexual favor, Your Honor.
Please dont interrupt me.
Sorry, sir.
And you can deny it all you want, but my colleagues and I have been forced to watch the videotape from the surveillance camera several times throughcomplete, I might add, with what appears to be you moaning. Now I dont know what you would call it, but
It was nothing but a spontaneous act of gratitude, Your Honor, from an overly appreciative client. Shed just been acquitted of a trumped-up prostitution charge. And if only thered been a sound track, youd know I wasnt moaning at all. I was saying, No! No! No!
Actually, there was some truth to that.
Are you a married man, Mr. Jaywalker?
Im a widower, sir. As a matter of fact, Id been distraught over my wifes death.
I see. That seemed to give the judge pause, though only briefly. When did she die?
It was a Thursday. June ninth, I believe.
This year?
Uh, no, sir.
Last year?
No.
There was an awkward silence.
This millennium?
Not exactly.
I see, said the judge.
Sternbridge, that was his name. Should have been easy enough for Jaywalker to have remembered.
The court, Sternbridge was saying now, hereby suspends you from the practice of law for a period of three years, following which you shall be required to reapply to the Committee on Character and Fitness. He raised his gavel. But Jaywalker, whod been to an auction or two with his late wife, back in the previous millennium, beat him to it just before he could bring the thing down.
If it please the court?
Sternbridge peered at him over his reading glasses, momentarily disarmed by Jaywalkers rare lapse into court-speak. Jaywalker took that as an invitation to continue.
In spite of the fact that I knew this day of reckoning was coming, Your Honor, I find I still have a number of pending cases. Many involve clients in extremely precarious situations. These are people whove put their lives in my hands. While Im fully prepared to accept the courts punishment, I beg you to let me see these matters through to completion. Please, please, dont take out your dissatisfaction with me on these helpless people. Add a year to my suspension, if you like. Add two. But let me finish helping them.
The three judges mumbled to each other, then swiveled around on their chairs and huddled, their black-robed backs to the courtroom. When they swung back a minute later, it was the one on the right, the woman named Ellerbee, who addressed Jaywalker.
You will be permitted to complete five cases, she said. Provide us with a list of those you choose to retain by the end of court business tomorrow, complete with a docket or indictment number, the judge to which each case is assigned, and the next scheduled court date. The remainder of your clients will be reassigned to other counsel. As for the five cases youll be keeping, youll be required to appear before us the first Friday of every month, so that you can give us a detailed progress report on your efforts to dispose of them.
Dispose of them. Didnt she understand that these werent diapers or toilet paper or plastic razors? They were people.
Understood? Judge Ellerbee was asking him.
Understood, said Jaywalker. And
What?
Thank you.

 		   * * *

That night, working in his cramped, poorly lit office well past midnight, Jaywalker did his best to pare the list down. But it was like having to choose which people to throw out of a life raft. How could he abandon a fourteen-year-old kid whod trusted him enough to accept a yearlong commitment to a residential drug program? Or an illegal alien facing deportation to the Sudan for the unforgivable crime of selling ladies handbags with an expired vendors permit? Or a homeless woman fighting for the right to visit her two small children in a shelter once a month? How did he tell a former gang member that the lawyer it had taken him two years to open up to and confide in was suddenly going to be replaced by a name chosen at random off a computer-generated list? How would he write to a completely innocent inmate doing fifteen-to-life in Sing Sing to say that he wouldnt be getting an attorneys visit any longer, come the first Saturday of the month? Or a retarded janitors helper that his next lawyer might not be willing to hold his hand and squeeze it tightly each time they stood before the judge, so the poor man wouldnt have to shake uncontrollably and wet his pants in front of a courtroom of laughing strangers?
In the end, with a great deal of difficulty, Jaywalker managed to get the list down to a pretty manageable seventeen names. He printed it out and submitted it to the judges the following afternoon, along with a lengthy apology that it was the best he could possibly do, followed by a fervent appeal to their understanding. A week later, a letter arrived from the court, informing him that the court had trimmed the list down to ten, and warning him not to drag out any of the cases unnecessarily.
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 JAYWALKER

 His name wasnt really Jaywalker, of course. Once it had been Harrison J. Walker. But he hated Harrison, which had struck him as overly pretentious and WASPy, for as long as he could remember being aware of such things. And he hated Harry even more, associating it with a bald head, a potbelly and the stub of a day-old cigar. So, long ago, hed taken to calling himself Jay Walker, and somewhere along the line someone had blurred that into Jaywalker. Which had been all right with him; the truth was, hed never had the patience to stand on a curb waiting for a light without a pair of eyes of its own to tell him whether it was safe to cross or not, or the discipline to walk from midblock to corner to midblock again, all in order to end up directly across from where hed started out in the first place. He answered his office phone (his soon-to-be former office phone) Jaywalker, responded unthinkingly to Mr. Jaywalker, and when asked on some form or other to supply a surname or a given name (for the life of him, hed never been able to figure out which was which), he simply wrote Jaywalker in both blanks, resulting in a small but not insignificant portion of his mail arriving addressed to Mr. Jaywalker Jaywalker. It was sort of like being Major Major, he decided, or Woolly Woolly. Names, hed come to believe, were vastly overrated.
 His office wasnt really an office at all. What it was, was a room in a suite of offices that surrounded a center hallway, which in turn served as a combination conference room, library and lunchroom. The arrangement, which was repeated throughout the building and a dozen others in the area, enabled sole practitioners such as himself to practice on a shoestring. For five hundred dollars the first of the month, he got a place to put a desk, a couple of chairs, a secondhand couch, a clothes tree, and some cardboard boxes that he liked to think of as portable file cabinets. On top of the desk went his phone, his answering machine, his computer, various piles of paper and faded photos of his departed wife and semi-estranged daughter. For no extra charge, he got the use of not only the aforementioned conference/ library/lunchroom, but a modest waiting room, a receptionist, a copier and a fax machine, all circa 1995, except for the receptionist, who was considerably older.
 There was no restroom in the suite, only a MENS and a WOMENS down the hall and past the elevator bank. On nights when Jaywalker ended up sleeping on the sofaand since there was nobody back at his apartment to go home to, those nights were more than occasional, especially when he was in the midst of a trialthe mens room was where he brushed his teeth, washed his face and shaved. It was only the absence of a shower, in fact, that forced him to go home as often as he did.
 Jaywalkers suitemates (a word hed grown especially fond of, ever since the spellcheck feature on his computer had tried to correct it to sodomites) included two P.I. lawyers (the initials standing for personal injury, a considerably more polite designation than the also-used A.C. for ambulance chaser); an immigration practitioner named Herman Greenberg, who, in a stroke of marketing genius, had had his business cards printed on green card stock, forever earning himself the aka Herman Greencard; a bankruptcy specialist known in-house as Fuck-the-Creditors Feinblatt; an older guy who did nothing but chain-smoke, cough, read the Law Journal and handle real estate closings; and a woman who didnt seem to do much of anything at all but wait for her next Big Case to walk through the door, her last Big Case having walked out the door fifteen years ago.
 Jaywalker was the only criminal defense lawyer in the suite. For one reason or another, criminal defense lawyers have always been pretty much solo practitioners, and those whove attempted to organize them into groups or associations, or even gather them under a single roof, have tended to come away from the experience feeling as though theyve been trying to line up snakes single file.
 But flying solo had always suited Jaywalker just fine. Hed spent two years at the Legal Aid Society, where hed found quite enough collegiality, and nearly enough bedmates, to last him a lifetime. There hed also learned how to try a caseor, more precisely, how not to.
 Once hed cut the cord and gone out into private practice, Jaywalker had gradually retaught himself. Over the next twenty years, he earned a reputation as a renegade among renegades. It was almost as though he was determined to give new meaning to the term unorthodox. He broke every rule in the book, defied all the axioms ever preached about how to try a case, and in the process managed to infuriate at least a score of seasoned prosecutors and otherwise unflappable judges. But he also built a record unlike anything ever seen outside Hollywood or television land. In a business where district attorneys offices routinely boasted of conviction rates of anywhere from sixty-five to ninety-five percent, and where many defense lawyers heard the words Not guilty only at an arraignment, Jaywalker achieved an acquittal rate of just over ninety percent.
  How did he do it?
 If asked, he probably couldnt have explained it nearly as well as he did it. But those who watched him work on a regular basisand there was a large and growing number who didinvariably pointed to a single phenomenon. By the time a Jaywalker jury retired to deliberate on a case, theyd come to understand, truly understand, that it wasnt their job to figure out whether or not the defendant had committed the crime. Rather, it was their job to figure out whether, based upon the evidence produced in the courtroom, or the lack of such evidence, the prosecution had succeeded in proving that the defendant had committed the crime, and whether it had done so beyond all reasonable doubt.
 The difference proved to be staggering.
 By the time he stood before the three judges who would deliver his punishment, Jaywalker had become something of a legend in his own time at 100 Centre Street. But his success hadnt come without a price. For one thing, he drove himself relentlessly, demanding of himself that he come into court not only better prepared than his adversary but ten times better prepared, fifty times better prepared. He slept almost not at all when he was on trial, and when he did, it was with pen and paper within reach, so that he could jot down random thoughts in the dark and try to decipher them come morning. He planned for every conceivable contingency, agonized over every detail, and organized with the fanaticism of the obsessive-compulsive he was. Walking out of the courthouse after yet another acquittal, he would look upward and utter thanks to a god he didnt believe in, followed by a prayer that he might never have to go through the ordeal another time.
 But, of course, there always was another time.
 His remarkable record, even as it earned him the admiration of his colleagues in the criminal defense bar, also created a problem for them, in much the same way that the acquittal of a former football star and minor celebrity, three thousand miles away and a decade earlier, had created a problem for them. If he can do it, their clients demanded to know, why cant you? It was perhaps no surprise, therefore, that many of those whod attended Jaywalkers punishment hearing, almost all of whom admired him on a professional level, liked him personally and in most respects truly wished him well, also secretly rejoiced at the thought of being rid of him, if only for a while.
 But even to the most relieved of them, three years had seemed like a rather stiff suspension for blowing off a few rules and succumbing to something that didnt sound so different, when you got right down to it.
   

 All of that had been back in September.
 It had taken Jaywalker until the following June, and the ninth first-Friday-of-the-month appearance before the three-judge panel, to report that hed succeeded in disposing of virtually all of his remaining clients.
 The fourteen-year-old kid in the drug program was now fifteen, drug-free and in aftercare. The Sudanese handbag salesman had been granted permanent residence status, thanks to a little help from Herman Greencard. The homeless woman had an apartment of her own, a job and custody of her two children. The former gang member had relapsed, jumped bail and fled to southern California, from where he sent Jaywalker postcards picturing scantily-clad (or nonclad) sunbathers. The Sing Sing inmates appeal had been heard, and a decision was expected shortly. The pants-wetters case had been dismissed. A drunk driver had pleaded guilty to operating a motor vehicle while impaired. A minor drug dealer had settled for a sentence of probation. And a three-card-monte player had been acquitted once Jaywalker had convinced a jury that the mans skill in conning his victims was so consummate that it completely negated the game of chance element required by the language of the statute.
  Nine months, nine cases, nine clients, nine pretty good results.
 Leaving exactly one.
 Samara Moss.
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 SAMARA

 Her name was Samara Moss, and she was a gold digger. At least that had been the universal consensus of the tabloids, ever since shed set her sights on Barrington Tannenbaum. That had been nine years earlier, when Tannenbaum had been sixty-one. Hed made his fortune buying and selling oil and gas leases, than made it multiply several times over in the shipping business. Among the things hed shipped were munitions, body armor and jet fighter planes. He had a short list of clients, but most of them had titles like Sultan or His Excellence before their names. Tannenbaums net worth had once been estimated at somewhere in the range of ten to twenty billion dollars.
 Samaras net worth, at the time she married Tannenbaum, had been somewhere in the range of ten to twenty dollars.
 Shed grown up in a third-rate trailer park in Indiana, where shed become so accustomed to hearing the phrase trailer trash that she no longer considered it an insult, much the way ghetto blacks think little of calling each other nigger. She was raised by a single mother who alternately waited tables, bartended and lap-danced at night, leaving Samas everyone had called her for as long as she could rememberin the care of a string of boyfriends. Some of those boyfriends ignored her; others taught her how to drink beer, curse and do drugs. By the time she was ten, Sam could roll a perfect joint, using either gummed or ungummed paper. At twelve, she was smoking the joints she rolled. To hear Sam tell it, several of those same boyfriends molested her on occasion, although the extent is unknown and the certainty remains unestablished to this day. Two things are clear, though. She was pretty enough to make her junior high school cheerleading squad at age twelve (no mean feat), and undisciplined enough to be kicked off it two months later.
 She ran away from home the day after her fourteenth birthday, landing first in Ely, Nevada, then in Reno and finally in Las Vegas, with dreams of becoming a showgirl and eventually a Hollywood star. She became, instead, a cocktail waitress and sometime prostitute, though she would have been quick to deny the latter description, insisting that she went to bed only with nice men to whom she was attracted. Who was she to complain when some of them chose to express their admiration in the form of gifts, including the occasional monetary one?
 It was in Las Vegas that Barrington Tannenbaum spied her, in the cocktail lounge at Caesars Palace, at three oclock one Sunday morning. Barry was newly divorced at the time, a three-time loser at love. Although he was absurdly rich, he was also lonely, bored and as much in need of a project as Samara was in need of a sugar daddy. And one thing about Barry Tannenbaumif you listened to his business associates or bitter rivals, most of whom counted themselves in both columnswas that once he got involved in a project, he never did so halfheartedly. From the moment he and Samara met, he was as determined to save her as she appeared determined to snare him. If it wasnt quite a match made in heaven, it certainly had an otherworldly ring to it.
 It has been said that we are doomed to repeat our mistakes, and recent history had amply demonstrated that Barry Tannenbaum was the marrying kind. The truth is that for all of his new money, Barry was an old-fashioned sort of guy. Hed grown up in an age when, if you loved the girl, you married her, had kids and lived happily ever aftereven if ever after was something of a relative term. Its therefore not all that surprising that, in spite of his dismal track record, Barry felt compelled to make an honest woman of Sam, in the most old-fashioned sense of the expression. Eight months to the day after hed first set eyes on her in the neon glow of Caesars Palace, he married her. By that time, he was sixty-two.
 Samara was still not quite nineteen.
  

 If the tabloids had had fun with the forty-two years and fifteen billion dollars that separated the couple, they werent the only ones. It seems that gold diggers tend to arouse feelings of ambivalence in most of us. The hooker-turned-heroine played by Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman earns our unabashed cheers when she lands the wealthy Richard Gere character, but only because the script took care to make it clear that she didnt set out to do so from the start. Anna Nicole Smith, the Playmate of the Year and self-described blond bombshell who at twenty-six married an eighty-nine-year-old Texas billionaire, won considerably less public support. Still, there was an audible You go, girl! sentiment expressed by many when it appeared that Anna Nicoles stepsonhimself old enough to be her grandfathermight have overreached in manipulating her out of his fathers will. In a poll taken as the case headed toward the Supreme Court (polls having pretty much been established as the operative method of governance by the dawn of the twenty-first century), nearly forty percent of Americans with an opinion on the matter responded that Smith deserved all or most of the $474 million she sued for when her husband happened to die a year into their marriage.
  Chances are Samara wouldnt have fared as well in the court of public opinion. For one thing, there was the fact that she lived with Tannenbaum for only the first of their eight years of marriage, quickly setting up residence in a town house just off Park Avenue, which shed persuaded Barry to buy her because shed never had a place of her own. The price tag had been $4.5 million. Small change, to be sure. But a wee bit unseemly, perhaps.
 For another thing, there were the affairs Samara carried on, some with discretion, but others with an openness that bordered on outright flaunting. Not an issue of the National Enquirer hit the stands without an account of SAMS LATEST FLING, more often than not accompanied by a photo of the cheating couple entering or exiting some trendy club, complete with an overabundance of calf or cleavage.
 And finally, there was the small but not-to-be-overlooked detail of Samaras having taken an eight-inch steak knife and plunged it into her husbands chest, piercing the left ventricle of his heart and causing his death, as recounted by the New York County District Attorney, and followed up in short order with a murder indictment handed down by a grand jury of Samaras peers.
 Which was right about where Jaywalker had come in.
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 A SLIGHT MISCALCULATION

 Not that Jaywalker was a total stranger to Samara Moss by any means. Theyd met six years earlier, when shed shown up at his office, delivered there by her chauffeur. Or Barry Tannenbaums chauffeur, to be more precise. The thing was, Samara wasnt driving herself anywhere right then. Two weeks earlier shed borrowed one of Barrys favorite toys, a $400,000 Lamborghini. And borrowed might be a stretch, seeing as shed simply found the keys one evening, gone down to the twelve-car garage beneath Barrys Scarsdale mansion and taken off for Manhattan. Shed made it all the way to Park Avenue and 66th Street, when she realized she was a bit too far downtown and attempted a U-turn. Normally, one would execute that maneuver between the raised islands that separate the avenues southbound lanes from its northbound ones. Samara, however, had attempted it mid-island, a slight miscalculation. The result had been a one-car, $400,000 accident, and an arrest for driving while intoxicated, reckless driving, refusal to submit to a blood-alcohol test, driving without a license, and a little-known and seldom-used Administrative Code violation entitled Failure to Yield to a Stationary Object.
 To woefully understate the fact, Barry had been mightily pissed off. Hed posted Samaras bail, then assigned his chauffeur the task of finding her a criminal lawyer who was good enough to keep her off death row, but not so good that shed walk away scot-free. The chauffeur spent a couple of days asking around. The name that kept coming up, it seems, was Jaywalkers.
 Theyd talked for an hour and a half, with Jaywalker almost literally unable to take his eyes off her the entire time. He was already widowed back then, and over the course of his life hed seen a dozen prettier women up close, and slept with half of them (not that he hadnt tried with the remaining half). But there was something captivating about Samara, somethinghe would decide laterabsolutely arresting. She was small, not only of height and build, but of facial feature. Her hair was dark and straight, whether naturally or with help. Only her lower lip was standard issue, making it too large by far for the rest of her face and giving her a perpetual pout. But it was her eyes that held him most. They were so dark that he would have had to call them black. They had a slightly glassy look to them, suggesting that she might have been wearing contacts too long, or was on the verge of crying. And they seemed totally impenetrable, taking in everything while letting out absolutely nothing.
 The things she said made little or no sense. Shed taken the car because shed felt like it. Shed drunk a large glass of Scotch before shed set out because shed been nervous about working the Lamborghinis standard transmission, which was something of a mystery to her. No, she had no drivers license, never had. Shed meant to end up at 72nd Street but had kept going past it by mistake. Shed been trying to downshift and turn left when the median island suddenly rose up in front of her and hit her head-on. She was sorry about the accident, but not overly so. Barry has lots of cars, she explained.
 Jaywalker told her that given her lack of a previous record, he was all but certain he could keep her out of jail. What he didnt tell her was that no judge with eyeballs was going to send her to Rikers Island. No male judge, anyway. That said, there were going to be some pretty stiff fines to pay. That was okay, she said. Barry has lots of money, too.
 Will you take my case, then? she asked.
 Yes, he said.
 She stood up to leave. She couldnt have been more than five-three, he guessed, and she was wearing serious heels.
 We have to talk about my fee, said Jaywalker.
 Talk to Robert, she said, waving vaguely in the direction of the waiting room. Im not allowed to deal with money matters.
 Robert was summoned. He was actually wearing a uniform, complete with a chauffeurs cap. He reminded Jaywalker of those limo drivers who met people at airports, holding stenciled signs against their chests. He produced a check from an inner pocket and sat down across from Jaywalker, in the seat Samara had vacated. Jaywalker could see that the check was signed, but that the dollar amount had been left blank. Robert picked up a pen from the top of the deskthere were a half dozen of them strewn around, a few of which workedand looked at Jaywalker expectantly.
 Ill need a retainer to start work
 Robert held up a hand. If its all right, he said, Mr. Tannenbaum prefers to pay the full amount in advance.
 Jaywalker shrugged. In his business, which was dealing with criminals, you tried to get a half or a third up front, knowing that collecting the balance would be a process similar to dental extraction. If you were lucky, you got twenty percent. Paying the full amount in advance didnt happen.
 Jaywalker stroked his chin as though in deep concentration. In fact, he was fighting hard to recover from his shock and come up with a fair number. He drew a complete blank.
 If theres no trial he began, trying to buy time.
  No ifs, said Robert. Give me the bottom line. I dont want to have to go through this next time, and the time after that.
 Fair enough, said Jaywalker, before lapsing back into chin-stroking. His normal fee for a drunk driving case was $2,500, with another $2,500 due if the case couldnt be worked out with a guilty plea and had to go to trial. Hed gotten more once or twice, but only where thered been some complicating factor, such as a prior DWI conviction, or the fact that the case was outside of the city and meant travel time.
 Still, there was the Lamborghini factor, the chauffeur, and that comment that was still reverberating in his ears: Barry has lots of money.
 Fuck it, he decided. Why not go for it? 
 The total fee, he said, in as steady a voice as he could muster, will be ten thousand dollars.
 No way, said Robert.
 Excuse me? Jaywalker said, feigning surprise, but knowing immediately that hed blown it. Greed will get you every time.
 Mr. Tannenbaum will never go for it, he heard Robert saying. Not in a million years. Anything less than thirty-five grand and hell think hes getting second-rate service. He proceeded to fill out the amount in the blank space.
 Two hours after theyd left, Jaywalker was still pulling the check out of his pocket every fifteen minutes to stare at it, counting the zeroes one by one to make sure it said what he thought it did.
 Thirty-five thousand dollars.
 Hed gotten less on murder cases.
 A lot less.
 The matter had been resolved with what Jaywalker liked to think of as mixed results. Samara ended up pleading guilty to driving while impaired and operating a motor vehicle without a license. She entered her plea on her third court appearance, Jaywalker having obtained two earlier postponements for no reason other than fear of being disbarred for life for charging a fee that worked out to something in the neighborhood of $17,500 an hour.
 Grand larceny, by any measure.
 Samara paidor rather, Robert paid on her behalfa fine of $350, plus another hundred or so in court costs. She was compelled to take a one-day safe-driving course (no doubt she elected Lamborghini Navigation 101) and attend a three-hour substance abuse seminar, and was prohibited from applying for a learners permit or drivers license for a period of eighteen months.
 That was the good news.
 The bad news, at least so far as Jaywalker was concerned, was that his infatuation with Samara never progressed beyond the staring point. Robert was always around. And the truth was, as even Jaywalker would have had to admit in his more reflective moments, had Robert not been around, things would have been no different. Not once did Samara ever indicate that she was the least bit interested in anything from Jaywalker besides legal representation. When the case ended and he went to embrace her (something hed done with men and women, killers and rapists, he rationalized), she turned her head at the very last second, so that his kiss landed dryly on her cheek.
 Stay out of trouble, he told her.
 I will, she promised.
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 			RIKERS ISLAND

  Promises being what they are, they occasionally go unkept.
 Six years later, Jaywalker had been looking over the front page of the New York Times Metropolitan section when he spotted an item well below the center fold. Apparently the Times considered the news fit to print, but only barely.
  
 WIFE HELD IN KILLING 
 OF WEALTHY FINANCIER
 
  it said. He might have read no farther, having little empathy for financiers on the best of days, let alone wealthy financiers. In fact, he was trying to figure out if the phrase was redundant when his eyes, drifting down the fine print, came to rest on the name Samara Moss Tannenbaum, and stopped right there. It was as though he were suddenly seeing her again, sitting across his office desk, utterly powerless to take his eyes off her, just as now he was powerless to take them off her printed name.
 He forced himself to blink, once, then twice, just so he could look away. Then he lowered himself into his chairthe same chair hed sat in six years earlier, behind the same deskand, folding the paper in half, began to read.
  A 26-year-old woman was arrested early this morning in connection with the death of her husband, a financier described by Forbes magazine as having a net worth in excess of ten billion dollars.
 According to a source close to the investigation, who insisted upon anonymity because he is unauthorized to speak publicly for the police department, Samara Moss Tannenbaum was accused of stabbing her husband, Barrington Tannenbaum, 70, once in the chest. The wound was deep enough to perforate the victims heart and cause him to bleed to death, said the source.
 (Continued on page 36)

 Jaywalker unfolded the paper and thumbed his way through the section until he found page 36. He spread it open in front of him, fully intending to read the balance of the article. But it would turn out to be hours before he did. What stopped him was a pair of photographs, typical black-and-white newspaper portraits arranged side by side. The one to the left was of a slight balding man in a business suit and tie who, Jaywalker knew, had to be the victim. But he never so much as read the caption beneath it. It was the other photo, the one to the right, that captured him. Staring directly at him was Samara Tannenbaum, her eyes narrowly set and black as coals, her lower lip curled into what either was or could easily have been mistaken for a pout. Jaywalker would stare at the photograph for what seemed like hours, as utterly unable to look away as he had been the day shed first walked into his office six years earlier.
 For two full days he thought of no one and nothing else. He thought about her lying in bed at night. He dreamed about her. He awoke thinking about her. He had to beg a judge for an adjournment of a trial long scheduled to begin, feigning conjunctivitis when the real problem was concentration. He ate little, slept less and lost six pounds.
 Just before two oclock in the afternoon of the third day, as he was getting ready to go back to court for a sentencing on a marijuana case, the phone rang. Jaywalker was going to let the answering machine get it, but at the last moment he decided to pick up.
 Jaywalker, he said.
 Samara, said a recorded female voice, followed by a male one, is calling collect from a correctional facility. If you wish to accept the charges, please press one now.
 Jaywalker pressed one.
  
 He met with her the following day, at the Womens House of Detention on Rikers Island. Met with being something of a stretch, since their conversation was in actuality conducted through a five-inch circular hole cut out of the center of a wire-reinforced, bulletproof pane of glass.
 You look terrible, he told her.
 Thanks.
 It was true, in a way, the same way Natalie Wood might have looked terrible after four days in jail, or a young Elizabeth Taylor. Samaras hair was a tangle of knots (so much for its being naturally straight), her eyes were puffy and bloodshot and her skin had an artificial, fluorescent cast to it. She was wearing an orange jumpsuit that had to be three sizes too big for her. Yet once again, Jaywalker found it impossible to take his eyes off her.
 I didnt do it, she said.
 He nodded. Earlier that morning, he had phoned the lawyer whod been assigned to stand up for her at her first court appearance. Theyd talked for ten minutes, long enough for Jaywalker to learn that the charge was murder, that the detectives had executed a search warrant at Samaras town house and come up with a veritable shitload of evidence, including a knife with what looked like dried blood on it, and that Samara was so far denying her guilt.
 That was okay. A lot of Jaywalkers clients claimed they were innocent early on in the game. It was only after theyd gotten to know him for a while that they dared to trust him with the truth. He understood that, and knew that it was part of his job to gain that trust. Also that it was a process, one that didnt always come easily. Sometimes it didnt come at all. When that happened, Jaywalker considered the failure his, not his clients.
 With Samara, he was pretty sure, the trust and the truth would come. But not now, not here. Not through reinforced bulletproof glass, with a corrections officer seated fifteen feet away and, Jaywalker had to assume, a microphone hidden somewhere even closer. So every time Samara started talking about the case, he steered her away from it, assuring her that shed have plenty of time to tell her story.
 The truth was, Jaywalker was there not to win the case at that point but just to get it. In that sense, he knew, he was no better than the P.I. lawyers in his suite, the ambulance chasers. They made hospital calls and home visits in order to sign up clients before the competition beat them to it. He was doing the same thing. The only difference was that it wasnt some bedside he was visiting. That and the fact that his client had arrived here not by ambulance, but chained to the seat of a Department of Corrections bus.
 Will you take my case?
 It was the exact same question shed asked him six years ago. There wasnt much hed forgotten about her over that time, he realized. He gave her the same answer now that hed given her then.
 Yes.
 She smiled.
 About the fee, he said.
  He hated that part. But it was what he did for a living, after all, how he paid his bills. And he was already in trouble with the disciplinary committee, with the very real possibility of a lengthy suspension looming on the horizon. Jaywalker was no stranger to pro bono work, having done his share and then some over the years. But with unemployment in his future, now was no time to be handing out freebies. Not on a murder case, anyway, especially one where the defendant was claiming to be innocent and might well insist on going to trial.
 Ill be worth a zillion dollars, said Samara, once Barrys estate gets prorated.
 He didnt bother correcting her word choice. Still, he knew that it would be months, probably years, before there would be a distribution of assets. Moreover, if Samara were to be convicted of killing her husband, the law would bar her from inheriting a cent. He didnt tell her that, either, of course. Instead, he simply asked, And in the meantime?
 She shrugged a little-girl shrug.
 Should I get in touch with Robert? Jaywalker asked her.
 Roberts gone, she said. Barry discovered he was stealing.
 Is there a new Robert?
 Theres a new chauffeur, although Her voice trailed off. But, she suddenly brightened, I have a bank account of my own now, sort of.
 The sort of struck Jaywalker as a strange qualifier, but at least it represented progress. He remembered the twenty-year-old who hadnt been permitted to deal with money matters.
 With how much in it?
 Another shrug. I dont know. A couple hundred
 Thats it?
 thousand.
 Oh.
  He got the name of the bank and explained that he would bring her papers to sign to withdraw enough for a retainer. Then he described what would be happening over the next week or two, how the evidence against her would be presented to a grand jury, and how she would almost certainly be indicted. He told her that she had a right to testify before the grand jury, but that in her case it would be a very bad idea.
 Why?
 The D.A. knows much more about the facts than we do at this point, he explained. Youd end up getting indicted anyway, and then theyd have your testimony to use against you at trial. When she looked at him quizzically, he said, Trust me.
 Okay, she said.
 He was grateful for that. What he didnt want to have to tell her at this point was that if she went into the grand jury and denied having had anything to do with Barrys death, it would make it hard to claim self-defense later on, or argue that she hadnt been mentally responsible at the time, or that shed killed her husband while under the influence of extreme emotional disturbance. Those were all defenses, complete or partial, that Jaywalker wanted to keep open, needed to keep open.
 Finally he told her the most important part. Keep your mouth shut. This place is crawling with snitches. Yours is a newspaper case. That means every woman in this place knows what youre here for. Anything you tell one of them becomes her ticket to cut a deal on her own case and get her out of here. Understand?
 Yup.
 Promise me youll shut up?
 I promise, she said, drawing a thumb and index finger across her mouth in an exaggerated zipping motion.
 Good, said Jaywalker.
 It was only once he was outside the visitors gate, heading for the bus that would take him back to Manhattan, that Jaywalker recalled that in terms of promises kept, Samara was so far 0 for 1.
  
 By the time Jaywalker made it back to Manhattan, it was too late to go to Samaras bank to find out what hed need to do to get money out of her account. He knew he could phone them and ask to speak to the manager or somebody in the legal department, but hed learned from past experiences that such matters were better handled in person. He had been told often enough that he had an honest face and a disarming way about him that hed come to accept that there must be something to it. Juries believed him; judges trusted him; even tight-assed prosecutors tended to open up to him. The truth was, he was a bit of a con man. Show me a good criminal defense lawyer, hed told friends more than once, and Ill show you a master manipulator. Then he would hasten to defend the skill, pointing out that establishing his own credibility and trustworthiness was not only his stock-in-trade, but was often absolutely critical to getting an innocent defendant off.
 He talked less about the guilty ones he also got off, but he didnt lose sleep over them. He believed passionately in the system that entitled the accusedany accused, no matter how despicable the individual, how heinous the crime, or how overwhelming the proof against himto one person in his corner who would fight as hard and as well as he possibly could for him. That left it to the citys thirty thousand cops, two thousand prosecutors and five hundred judges (the great majority of whom were former prosecutors, tough-on-crime politicians, or both) to fight just as hard and just as well to put the guy away forever. That made for pretty fair odds, as far as Jaywalker was concerned, and if he succeeded in overcoming themas hed been doing on a pretty regular basis latelyhe felt no need to apologize. It all came down to a simple choice, hed realized long ago. You fought like hell, trying your hardest to winyes, winor you regarded it as nothing but a job, and you simply went through the motions. Jaywalker knew a lot of lawyers who did just that. When they lostand they lost every bit as often as Jaywalker wonthey shrugged it off and said things like, The scumbag was guilty, The idiot self-destructed on the witness stand, or Justice was done. Jaywalker had a term for them. He called them whores.
 Tolerance had never been one of his virtues.
 He phoned Tom Burke, the assistant D.A. who was prosecuting Samara Tannenbaum. Hed seen Burkes name in the Times article, and had confirmed that it was his case during the conversation hed had with the lawyer whod handled Samaras initial court appearance.
 Burke, said a deep voice.
 Why dont you pick on somebody your own size? Jaywalker asked.
 Who is this?
 Whats the matter, doesnt the old man spring for caller ID?
 Are you kidding?
 I never kid.
 Jaywalker?
 Very good.
 Jaywalker liked Burke. Theyd had a couple of cases together
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