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FOR THE DEFENSE

Chandler’s client was guilty. Chandlei knew it and so did
everyone else. But Chandler knew he would win this one.

BY TERRY McCORMICK

3 CHANDLER parked his inconspicu-
ous sedan on a busy stretch
near the L tracks. Then he walked
three blocks to the dark street
where Davis and his girlfriend
Margie had an apartment. As he
turned into the shadows, he
thought, I'm a hell of a lawyer.

It wasn't a new thought. The
realization plagued him whenever
some college-boy lawyer stood up
in court and started throwing high-
priced words around. His cduca-
tion had come from night and cor-
respondence schools. And good
lawyers, with their mahogany
desks and big soundproof offices,



weren't forever being appointed to
defend some guilty bastard. They
got paid for it.

Joey Davis was guilty all righe.
One night two months ago he’d
gotten fed up wrestling warehouse
freight, had himself half a dozen
beers and a couple of shots, and
plugged old man Filcher while try-
ing to rob the cash drawer in his
grocery.

“The gun went off in my hand,”
Davis had pleaded during their
first meeting at the jail. “Honest, I
didn’t think it was loa—"

“Save it for the barber who shaves
your head!” Chandler growled and
saw the watery blue eyes opposite
him close sickishly for an instant,
“Where'd you get the gun in the
first place and where is it now?”

“Look, Mr. Chandler—"

“No, you look!” Chandler
growled again. “I'm your lawyer,
appointed by the court, but never
theless. . . . I don’t owe the D. A’s
office a damn thing, "cept maybe a
kick in the collective ass. They've
beat me three times running, but
this case I'm gonna win.”

The gun, a foreign-made .25, be-
longed to a friend, a friend who
fortunately had his own troubles.
He wasn’t about to admit supply-
ing an excon with the right time.
Davis had tossed the gun into a lot
on North Clark.

“A distinctive weapon,” Chand-
ler thought aloud, “a cinch to-iden-
tify. Let’s hope the police don't get
hold of it before I do.”
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“You'll get rid of it for me?” The
words came wrapped in a tight,
uncertain whisper.

Chandler rose to leave and
smiled. “Anything for a client,
Joey. That's my motto. Kid, chin
up.”
He found the tiny automatic—
one cartridge left in its magazine—
half hidden in a welter of weeds
and blindly discarded beer cans.
But things weren’t meant to be that
simple! The district attorney’s of-
fice, with only a circumstantial
case, had begun leaking publicity.
A prospective juror couldn’t read
through his favorite paper without
being reminded that Joey Davis
was a two time loser. While in pris-
on, for armed robbery, he had dis-
played vicious tendencies.

They can afford to be surrepti-
tious as hell, but, the lawyer de-
cided, I can’t.

* Kk K

Only a handful of reporters
showed up for Chandler’s hastily
called news conference. Smelling of
sweat and fresh gin, they crowded
the loft office and stood around,
talking impatiently among them-
selves, Chandler unwrapped, lit
and inhaled a thin cigar. As he ex-
haled, he began:

“My client’s a very unfortunate
young man. The kind who makes
enemies easily.” He perched on the
splintery edge of the old desk that
had come with the office, “It’s our
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contention that one of these ene-
mies is framing him, attempting
legal murder.

One reporter coughed, but said
nothing.

“Our killer overlooked some-
thing, though—one thing!” Chand-
ler paused, let his words mix with
the cloud of blue smoke trying to
escape out the skylight. “Davis has
an alibi. On the night in question,
he was at home.”

“With Margie what's-"er-name?”

Chandler shot back, “That’s
right. And she’ll swear to it in
court.”

“Sure, Counselor.” It was the
same reporter. “With her playmate
on his way to the chair, what else
could anybody expect?”

What else? Chandler’s mind re-
peated now as he knocked at the
apartment door. The apartment
was at the end of a narrow, green-
lit hall like the halls in a hundred
other furnished buildings. He had
entered and would leave again by
the fire stairs.

The girl who opened the door
was like a hundred others, too. Not
as young, not as pretty as she
seemed at first glance.

“Can I come in, Margie?”

She nodded, puzzled. And when
the door was closed again, she said,
“I wasn't expecting anybody. You
said—Mr. Chandler, you said you'd
see me tomorrow in court.”
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“I know. But I can’t have you
coming down with witness stand
jitters over night.”

“T'll be okay.” Her gaze refused
to meet his. “There’s some coffee
on the stove.”

“Sounds good,” he admitted, his
words persuing her into the kitch-
enette. “Remember Mr. Apple-
ton?”

She considered. “He’s bald, with
a nice smile?”

“That’s the bucko,” Chandler
said to the girl’s back. “Tomorrow,
Margie, after I finish, he’ll have the
right to question you.”

There was no expression in the
voice that asked, “Will he do it?”

‘(Yes_"

The coffee maker clattered metal-
licly against the stove top.

“— probably he will.”

A wind-like rush of courage
swept through her words. “Then
I'll have to tell him! That Joey and
me were right here together for
that whole night.”

Chandler didn’t answer. He
picked up the evening paper, al-
ready folded open to the story. Fact,
claim, counter claim. It was all
there. Complete down to a smeared
photo of Margie and her home ad-
dress. There for the eyes of the jur-
ors and a million other pcople
scattered across the city.

“They all know that you love
Joey,” he said at last. “They even
know just about what you'd say on
the stand. And everyone expects it
to be alie.”
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She tried to say somcthing, but no
words came.

“A jury would never believe you.”

“But,” she began, “That means

"

“No,” he assured her, “I've found
another way. Margie, don’t you
see? A way of convincing the law
that someone #s out to get Joey.
Someone who wants to see him
die.”

And then the lawyer was sudden-

ly silent. Because he sensed that the
girl was about to turn and face
him, and because he’d already tak-
en the foreign-made automatic
from his pocket.

The distinctive little gun still
loaded with a single tiny bullet. A
bullet police experts would match
to the ones Davis had actually fired.

Now Chandler picked up a sofa
pillow, mufiling the shot that
would save his client’s life.

-
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