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Prsentation de I'diteurThe classic legal thriller and huge bestseller from master of the genre John
Grisham.David Zinc hasit al: Big firm, big salary, lifein the lawyer's fast lane.Until the day he snaps and
throwsit all away.L eaving the world of corporate law far behind, he talks himself into a new job with Finley
Figg. A self-styled 'boutique’ firm with only two partners, Oscar Finley and Wally Figg are ambulance-
chasing street lawyers who hustle nickel-and-dime cases, dreaming of landing the big win.For al his
Harvard Law Degree and five years with Chicago's top firm, Zinc has never entered a courtroom, never
helped a client who really needed a lawyer, never handled a gun.All that is about to
change.ExtraitCHAPTER 1The law rm of Finley Figg referred to itself as a boutique rm. This misnomer was
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inserted as often as possible into routine conversations, and it even appeared in print in some of the various
schemes hatched by the partnersto solicit business. When used properly, it implied that Finley Figg was
something above your average two-bit operation. Boutique, asin small, gifted, and expert in one specialized
area. Boutique, asin pretty cool and chic, right down to the French-ness of the word itself. Boutique, asin
thoroughly happy to be small, selective, and prosperous. Except for its size, it was none of these things.
Finley Figgs scam was hustling injury cases, adaily grind that required little skill or creativity and would
never be considered cool or sexy. Prots were as elusive as status. The rm was small because it couldnt afford
to grow. It was selective only because no one wanted to work there, including the two men who owned it.
Even its location suggested a monotonous life out in the bush leagues. With a Vietnamese massage parlor to
its left and alawn mower repair shop to itsright, it was clear at a casua glance that Finley Figg was not
prospering. There was another boutique rm directly across the streethated rivalsand more lawyers around the
corner. In fact, the neighborhood was teeming with lawyers, some working alone, othersin small rms, others
still in versions of their own little boutiques. FFs address was on Preston Avenue, a busy street Iled with old
bungal ows now converted and used for all manner of commercial activity. There wasretail (liquor, cleaners,
massages) and professional (legal, dental, lawn mower repair) and culinary (enchiladas, baklava, and pizza
to go). Oscar Finley had won the building in alawsuit twenty years earlier. What the address lacked in
prestige it sort of made up for in location. Two doors away was the intersection of Preston, Beech, and
Thirty- eighth, a chaotic convergence of asphalt and trafc that guaranteed at least one good car wreck a
week, and often more. FFs annual overhead was covered by collisions that happened |ess than one hundred
yards away. Other law rms, boutique and otherwise, were often prowling the areain hopes of nding an
available, cheap bungalow from which their hungry lawyers could hear the actual squeal of tires and
crunching of metal. With only two attorneys/partners, it was of course mandatory that one be declared the
senior and the other the junior. The senior partner was Oscar Finley, age sixty-two, athirty-year survivor of
the bare- knuckle brand of law found on the tough streets of southwest Chicago. Oscar had once been a beat
cop but got himself terminated for cracking skulls. He almost went to jail but instead had an awakening and
went to college, then law school. When no rms would hire him, he hung out his own little shingle and started
suing anyone who came near. Thirty-two years later, he found it hard to believe that for thirty- two years hed
wasted his career suing for past-due accounts receivable, fender benders, slip-and-falls, and quickie divorces.
He was still married to hisrst wife, aterrifying woman he wanted to sue every day for his own divorce. But
he couldnt afford it. After thirty-two years of lawyering, Oscar Finley couldnt afford much of anything. His
junior partnerand Oscar was prone to say things like, 11l get my junior partner to handle it, when trying to
impress judges and other lawyers and especially prospective clientswas Wally Figg, age forty-ve. Wally
fancied himself a hardball litigator, and his blustery ads promised all kinds of aggressive behavior. We Fight
for Your Rights! and Insurance Companies Fear Us! and We Mean Business! Such ads could be seen on
park benches, city transit buses, cabs, high school football programs, even telephone poles, though this
violated several ordinances. The ads were not seen in two crucial marketstelevision and billboards. Wally
and Oscar were still ghting over these. Oscar refused to spend the moneyboth types were horribly
expensiveand Wally was still scheming. His dream was to see his smiling face and slick head on television
saying dreadful things about insurance companies while promising huge settlements to injured folks wise
enough to call histoll-free number.But Oscar wouldnt even pay for abillboard. Wally had one picked out.
Six blocks from the ofce, at the corner of Beech and Thirty- second, high above the swarming trafc, on top
of afour-story tenement house, there was the most perfect billboard in all of metropolitan Chicago.
Currently hawking cheap lingerie (with acomely ad, Wally had to admit), the billboard had his name and
face written all over it. But Oscar still refused. Wallys law degree came from the prestigious University of
Chicago School of Law. Oscar picked his up at a now-defunct place that once offered courses at night. Both
took the bar exam three times. Wally had four divorces under his belt; Oscar could only dream. Wally
wanted the big case, the big score with millions of dollarsin fees. Oscar wanted only two thingsdivorce and
retirement. How the two men came to be partnersin a converted house on Preston Avenue was another
story. How they survived without choking each other was adaily mystery. Their referee was Rochelle
Gibson, arobust black woman with attitude and savvy earned on the streets from which she came. Ms.
Gibson handled the frontthe phone, the reception, the prospective clients arriving with hope and the
disgruntled ones leaving in anger, the occasional typing (though her bosses had learned if they needed
something typed, it was far ssimpler to do it themselves), the rm dog, and, most important, the constant
bickering between Oscar and Wally. Y ears earlier, Ms. Gibson had been injured in a car wreck that was not



her fault. She then compounded her troubles by hiring the law rm of Finley Figg, though not by choice.
Twenty- four hours after the crash, bombed on Percocet and laden with splints and plaster casts, Ms. Gibson
had awakened to the grinning, eshy face of Attorney Wallis Figg hovering over her hospital bed. He was
wearing a set of aguamarine scrubs, had a stethoscope around his neck, and was doing a good job of
impersonating a physician. Wally tricked her into signing a contract for legal representation, promised her
the moon, sneaked out of the room as quietly as hed sneaked in, then proceeded to butcher her case. She
netted $40,000, which her husband drank and gambled away in a matter of weeks, which led to adivorce
action led by Oscar Finley. He also handled her bankruptcy. Ms. Gibson was not impressed with either
lawyer and threatened to sue both for malpractice. This got their attentionthey had been hit with similar
lawsuitsand they worked hard to placate her. As her troubles multiplied, she became a xture at the ofce, and
with time the three became comfortable with one another.Finley Figg was atough place for secretaries. The
pay was low, the clients were generally unpleasant, the other lawyers on the phone were rude, the hours were
long, but the worst part was dealing with the two partners. Oscar and Wally had tried the mature route, but
the older gals couldnt handle the pressure. They had tried youth but got themselves sued for sexual
harassment when Wally couldnt keep his paws off a busty young thing. (They settled out of court for
$50,000 and got their names in the newspaper.) Rochelle Gibson happened to be at the of ce one morning
when the then-current secretary quit and stormed out. With the phone ringing and partners yelling, Ms.
Gibson moved over to the front desk and calmed things down. Then she made a pot of coffee. She was back
the next day, and the next. Eight years later, she was still running the place. Her two sons were in prison.
Wally had been their lawyer, though in all fairness no one could have saved them. As teenagers, both boys
kept Wally busy with their string of arrests on various drug charges. Their dealing got more involved, and
Wally warned them repeatedly they were headed for prison, or death. He said the same to Ms. Gibson, who
had little control over the boys and often prayed for prison. When their crack ring got busted, they were sent
away for ten years. Wally got it reduced from twenty and received no gratitude from the boys. Ms. Gibson
offered atearful thanks. Through all their troubles, Wally never charged her afee for his representation.Over
the years, there had been many tearsin Ms. Gibsons life, and they had often been shed in Wallys ofce with
the door locked. He gave advice and tried to help when possible, but his greatest role was that of alistener.
Excerpted from The Litigators by John Grisham. Copyright 2011 by Belfry Holdings, Inc.Excerpted by
permission of Doubleday, adivision of Random House, Inc. All rightsreserved. No part of this excerpt may
be reproduced or reprinted without permission inwriting from the publisher.Revue de presseGrishamisa
superb, instinctive storyteller (The Times)Grisham's past form leads you to expect gripped drama; instead he
produces a brilliant comic set piece in which everything that could go wrong in atrial does (The Sunday
Times)A superbly plotted legal thriller (Sunday Express)Grisham at his very best, fast-paced, funny and
packed with living and breathing characters that you'd love to share an after-court beer with. Set aside a
weekend for this one, because you won't want to put it down. (Irish Examiner)



