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“GRISHAM HAS AN EAR FOR DIALOGUE AND IS A SKILL-
FUL CRAFTSMAN. LIKE A COMPOSER, HE BRINGS ALL HIS
THEMES TOGETHER AT THE CRUCIAL MOMENT FOR A
GRIPPING, AND LOGICAL, FINALE.”

—The New York Times Book Review

Critical Raves for THE PELICAN BRIEF
by John Grisham
Best-selling author of THE FIRM

“Grisham has created a tough-minded, memorable character
. . . there is a propulsiveness to his narrative that keeps the
pages turning briskly.”

—People

“SUSPENSEFUL . . . thought-provoking . . . sophisticated
. a firstclass thriller that is invigoratingly clever.”

—Chattanooga News—¥Free Press

“That kernel of doubt—the possibility that all this could happen
—propels The Pelican Brief forward at breakneck speed. . . . It
deservedly will win Grisham a whole best seller-list’s worth of
new fans.”

—The Detroit News
“Keeps readers hooked. . . . A new thriller to keep you occu-
pied until the wee hours of the morning. . . . Grisham com-

bines intrigue, the struggle for power and the law profession
into a suspenseful novel.” _
—The Columbus Dispatch

“A SUCCESS . . . Grisham has found a dynamite reCipe: the
drama of the legal system mixed with the thrill of a shoot-’em-
up. The former lets him plumb social issues, at least to an ex-
tent: the latter provides narrative juice.”

—Seatile Times
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‘A masterful amalgam of ingenious plot, hyperkinetic narrative
and the chilling atmospherics of paranoia—the kind of perfor-
mance for which critics rightly invented descriptions like ‘un-
putdownable’ and ‘heartstopping.’ ™’

—Buffalo News

“What makes Grisham’s legal-eagle suspensers unique is the
gonzo, fairy-tale glow he gives his staid, conservative settings.”’
—Boston Sunday Herald

“FIRST-RATE . . . a deft potboiler . . . breezy, topical and
full of feeling . . . Grisham brings a degree of freshness to it
that the best-known thriller writers—Ludlum, Sanders, et al—
have lost in recent years.”

—The Pittsfield Berkshire Eagle

“MUST ENTERTAINMENT. . . . That much of what happens
here happens regularly in suspense novels in no way lessens the
novel’s intensity and feeling of freshness.”

—Kirkus Reviews

““So gripping and suspenseful that you start reading the top of a
page afraid of what you'll read at the bottom. . . . THE PELI-
CAN BRIEF provides chills and spills enough that it will probably
be the book America can’t put down.”

—The Commercial Appeal (Memphis)

“John Grisham has rapidly established himself as the Tom
Clancy of the '90’s.”
—The Fort Worth Star-Telegraph



“A FAST-PACED THRILLER . . . it’s got the unmistakable
Grisham style—conspiracy in high places, evil and innocent law-
yers, assassins and a plot that will keep you reading into the
small hours of the morning.”

—The Cincinnat: Post

“Constant tension and kaleidoscope action . . . an exciting
tale of international intrigue, political misadventure and lawyer
bashing. . . . Irresistible fun, a wonderfully cynical account of
rampant corruption, bureaucratic manipulation and ordinary
greed.”

—St. Louis Post-Dispatch

“Grisham keeps you turning those pages.”
—The San Francisco Examiner

“A DELIGHT . . . SUPERB DRAMA. . . . Let me count the
ways. Its never-say-die theme—a real tribute to human efficacy.
Fluid writing full of snappy dialogue and infused with wit. A plot
that opens with a bang, tantalizes with delicious intrigue, forges
ahead at an increasingly breakneck pace, and explodes into
such a gripping climax that it is simply impossible not to see the
story through to the end . . . page-turning escapism at its
best.”

—The New York Law Journal

“ENTERTAINING . . . Grisham executes this cat-and-mouse
game with consummate skill, adding numerous surprises, toss-
ing in handfuls of red herrings, and maintaining the pace at
roller-coaster speed.”

—The Atlanta Journal-Constitution
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HE SEEMED INCAPABLE of creating such chaos, but
much of what he saw below could be blamed on him. And
that was fine. He was ninety-one, paralyzed, strapped in a
wheelchair and hooked to oxygen. His second stroke
seven years ago had almost finished him off, but Abraham
Rosenberg was still alive and even with tubes in his nose
his legal stick was bigger than the other eight. He was the
only legend remaining on the Court, and the fact that he
was still breathing irritated most of the mob below.

He sat in a small wheelchair in an office on the main
floor of the Supreme Court Building. His feet touched
the edge of the window, and he strained forward as the
noise increased. He hated cops, but the sight of them
standing in thick, neat lines was somewhat comforting.
They stood straight and held ground as the mob of at
least fifty thousand screamed for blood.

“Biggest crowd ever!’’ Rosenberg yelled at the window.
He was almost deaf. Jason Kline, his senior law clerk,
stood behind him. It was the first Monday in October, the
opening day of the new term, and this had become a
traditional celebration of the First Amendment. A glori-
ous celebration. Rosenberg was thrilled. To him, freedom
of speech meant freedom to riot.

““Are the Indians out there?”’ he asked loudly.
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Jason Kline leaned closer to his right ear. “Yes!”

“With war paint?”’

“Yes! In full battle dress.”

““Are they dancing?”’

“Yes!”’

The Indians, the blacks, whites, browns, women, gays,
tree lovers, Christians, abortion activists, Aryans, Nazis,
atheists, hunters, animal lovers, white supremacists, black
supremacists, tax protestors, loggers, farmers—it was a
massive sea of protest. And the riot police gripped their
black sticks.

“The Indians should love me!”’

“I’'m sure they do.” Kline nodded and smiled at the
frail little man with clenched fists. His i1deology was
simple; government over business, the individual over
government, the environment over everything. And the
Indians, give them whatever they want.

The heckling, praying, singing, chanting, and scream-
ing grew louder, and the riot police inched closer to-
gether. The crowd was larger and rowdier than in recent
years. Things were more tense. Violence had become
common. Abortion clinics had been bombed. Doctors
had been attacked and beaten. One was killed in Pensa-
cola, gagged and bound into the fetal position and
burned with acid. Street fights were weekly events.
Churches and priests had been abused by militant gays.
White supremacists operated from a dozen known, shad-
owy, paramilitary organizations, and had become bolder
in their attacks on blacks, Hispanics, and Asians. Hatred
was now America’s favorite pastime.

And the Court, of course, was an easy target. Threats,
serious ones, against the justices had increased tenfold
since 19go. The Supreme Court police had tripled in size.
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At least two FBI agents were assigned to guard each jus-
tice, and another fifty were kept busy investigating threats.

“They hate me, don’t they?”’ he said loudly, staring out
the window.

“Yes, some of them do,”” Kline answered with amuse-
ment.

Rosenberg liked to hear that. He smiled and inhaled
deeply. Eighty percent of the death threats were aimed at
him.

‘“See any of those signs?”’ he asked. He was nearly
blind.

“Quite a few.”

“What do they say?”’

“The usual. Death to Rosenberg. Retire Rosenberg.
Cut Off the Oxygen.”

“They’'ve been waving those same damned signs for
years. Why don’t they get some new ones?”’

The clerk did not answer. Abe should’ve retired years
ago, but they would carry him out one day on a stretcher.
His three law clerks did most of the research, but Rosen-
berg insisted on writing his own opinions. He did so with
a heavy felt-tip marker and his words were scrawled across
a white legal pad, much like a first-grader learning to
write. Slow work, but with a lifetme appointment, who
cared about time? The clerks proofed his opinions, and
rarely found mistakes.

Rosenberg chuckled. ‘““We oughta feed Runyan to the
Indians.”” The Chief Justice was John Runyan, a tough
conservative appointed by a Republican and hated by the
Indians and most other minorities. Seven of the nine had
been appointed by Republican Presidents. For fifteen
years Rosenberg had been waiting for a Democrat in the
White House. He wanted to quit, needed to quit, but he
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could not stomach the idea of a right-wing Runyan type
taking his beloved seat.

He could wait. He could sit here in his wheelchair and
breathe oxygen and protect the Indians, the blacks, the
women, the poor, the handicapped, and the environment
until he was a hundred and five. And not a single person
in the world could do a damned thing about it, unless
they killed him. And that wouldn’t be such a bad idea
either.

The great man’s head nodded, then wobbled and
rested on his shoulder. He was asleep again. Kline quietly
stepped away, and returned to his research in the library.
He would return in half an hour to check the oxygen and
give Abe his pills.

THE OFFICE of the Chief Justice is on the main floor,
and is larger and more ornate than the other eight. The
outer office is used for small receptions and formal gath-
erings, and the inner office is where the Chief works.

The door to the inner office was closed, and the room
was filled with the Chief, his three law clerks, the captain
of the Supreme Court police, three FBI agents, and K. O.
Lewis, deputy director, FBI. The mood was serious, and a
serious effort was under way to ignore the noise from the
streets below. It was difficult. The Chief and Lewis dis-
cussed the latest series of death threats, and everyone else
just listened. The clerks took notes.

In the past sixty days, the Bureau had logged over two
hundred threats, a new record. There was the usual as-
sortment of ‘“Bomb the Court!”’ threats, but many came
with specifics—like names, cases, and issues.

Runyan made no effort to hide his anxiety. Working
from a confidential FBI summary, he read the names of
individuals and groups suspected of threats. The Klan, the
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Aryans, the Nazis, the Palestinians, the black separatists,
the pro-lifers, the homophobics. Even the IRA. Everyone,
it seemed, but the Rotarians and the Boy Scouts. A Middle
East group backed by the Iranians had threatened blood
on American soil in retaliation for the deaths of two
justice ministers in Tehran. There was absolutely no
evidence the murders were linked to the U.S. A new do-
mestic terrorist unit of recent fame known as the Under-
ground Army had killed a federal trial judge in Texas with
a car bomb. No arrests had been made, but the UA
claimed responsibility. It was also the prime suspect in a
dozen bombings of ACLU offices, but its work was very
clean.

“What about these Puerto Rican terrorists?”’ Runyan
asked without looking up.

“Lightweights. We're not worried,” K. O. Lewis an-
swered casually. “They’ve been threatening for twenty
years.”’

“Well, maybe it’s time they did something. The climate
is right, don’t you think?”’

“Forget the Puerto Ricans, Chief.”” Runyan liked to be

called Chief. Not Chief Justice, nor Mr. Chief Justice. Just
Chief. ‘““They’re just threatening because everyone else
is.”’
“Very funny,” the Chief said without smiling. ‘“Very
funny. I'd hate for some group to be left out.”” Runyan
threw the summary on his desk and rubbed his temples.
“Let’s talk about security.”” He closed his eyes.

K. O. Lewis laid his copy of the summary on the Chief’s
desk. ‘“Well, the Director thinks we should place four
agents with each Justice, at least for the next ninety days.
We’ll use limousines with escorts to and from work, and

the Supreme Court police will provide backup and secure
this building.”



