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“An incredible read. Presumed Guilty and Helter Skelter are the two best true crime books of all time.”

—GERALDO RIVERA, Fox News

“This is a very smart lawyer.”

—BARBARA WALTERS

“Jose Baez is the most sought-after criminal defense attorney in the country.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Baez’s courtroom strategy is stunning!”

—ABC News

“Jose Baez is really the new Johnnie Cochran … If you’re in trouble, you want the best go-to person in the criminal-justice system. Right now, that person is Jose Baez.”

—SUNNY HOSTIN, In Session

“The jury was faced with a very difficult task but probably made the right decision.”

—JOHN GRISHAM, bestselling author

“Baez is one of the best lawyers in America.”

—Fox News Latino
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Behind a good man stands an even better woman … This book is dedicated to the wonderful women in my life who have made me a better man: my mother, Carmen, who sacrificed so much and only asked for love in return; my wife, Lorena, who endured far more than she deserved; my daughter, Christina, who was my inspiration; my three sisters, Ruthy, Mildred, and Lucy, who made me as tough as nails; and my very special law partner, Michelle Medina, who is as loyal and dedicated as the day is long. I love you all.

&

To the seventeen men and women who served on our jury. I am ashamed at how our system has treated you. May this book shed light on why your decision was not only the lawful but true verdict.

J.B.
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To Wendy Sears Grassi, who helps me enjoy every day. My love.

P. G.
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When I see hatred that faces the accused in high-profile cases I am reminded of a passage in A Man for All Seasons that reads in part:

WILLIAM ROPER: So, now you give the Devil the benefit of law!

SIR THOMAS MORE: Yes! What would you do? Cut a great road through the law to get after the Devil?

WILLIAM ROPER: Yes, I’d cut down every law in England to do that!

SIR THOMAS MORE: Oh? And when the last law was down, and the Devil turned ’round on you, where would you hide, Roper, the laws all being flat? This country is planted thick with laws, from coast to coast, Man’s laws, not God’s! And if you cut them down, and you’re just the man to do it, do you really think you could stand upright in the winds that would blow then? Yes, I’d give the Devil benefit of law, for my own safety’s sake!



That is what justice requires …






CHAPTER 1
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LIAR, LIAR, PANTS ON FIRE

THE POSTMAN ambled up the cement walkway toward the front door of the peach ranch-style home at 4937 Hopespring Drive in Orlando, Florida, and rang the doorbell. When no one answered, he duly filled out a form, dated it July 7, 2008, and stuck it to the door. The orange notice requested that the homeowners, George and Cynthia Anthony, go to their neighborhood post office and pick up a certified letter. Even though the notice went unanswered for more than a week, the postman failed to leave a second and final notice, per post office policy, according to George Anthony.

It was July 15, 2008, one week after the arrival of that notice, when George, a well-built man in his early fifties with a full shock of neatly kept white hair, drove to the post office to pick up the letter. In the letter, Johnson’s Wrecker Service informed him that it had possession of his 1998 Pontiac Sunfire. The letter gave the address where he could come and claim the vehicle.

The title of the Pontiac was in George and Cynthia’s names, but was being driven by their twenty-two-year-old daughter, Casey. George drove a black 2007 Chrysler PT Cruiser, while Cindy drove a dark green 2005 Toyota 4Runner.

George called Cindy at work and said, “You’re not going to believe this, but I got a notice from a towing company that they have Casey’s car.”

This caused immediate concern for Cindy, because Casey had supposedly driven that car to Jacksonville. She demanded loudly that George go and pick up the car immediately. But they agreed to go together to pick up the vehicle. They drove together to Johnson’s Wrecker Service. Before leaving, George went to a shed in the backyard, grabbed a cylindrical gas can filled with gasoline and threw it in the trunk of his PT Cruiser.

When they arrived at the tow yard, Cindy, a middle-aged, tanned blonde, spoke to an employee through bulletproof glass. She demanded to know why it had taken so long for the company to notify her about the car.

“We have policies that we have to follow,” replied the employee behind the glass. “We have to send out a certified letter on the third business day to the registered owner.”

Cindy, an intelligent and strong-willed woman, wasn’t satisfied. The employee politely explained that the problem could have occurred because the letter was sent during the Fourth of July holiday. Cindy stated she and her husband had been out of town for a few days. (Her telephone records and later testimony would show otherwise.)

George and Cindy went to a nearby ATM and withdrew $500. After paying the bill, George walked with the manager of the tow company, Simon Burch, to the gated lot that held George’s Pontiac Sunfire.

They discussed how long the tow yard had held the car.

“Three weeks,” Burch said.

George replied, “The car had been at the Amscot for three days before you towed it.” Burch fleetingly thought to himself, We had no idea how long the car had been there before we towed it. How did he know? He also wondered how George knew it had been picked up at the Amscot Financial store parking lot.

As they walked toward the car, George apologized for Cindy’s rude behavior.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “We’re having a rough time. Our daughter had the car. And our granddaughter is missing. And she told us lies. We’ll probably get divorced over this.”

Burch felt sorry for the man but felt awkward about a stranger divulging such private family details. He didn’t engage him further but instead offered his condolences, saying, “Okay, I’m sorry. No big deal.”

The car was locked, and there was no key in the ignition. George reached into his pocket, brought out a set of keys, opened the driver’s side door, and got in. As soon as George opened the door, Burch was struck by a terrible, overpowering odor coming from the inside of the car.

“Whoa, that stinks,” said Burch.

“Yeah, that’s pretty rough,” said George.

George put the key in the ignition but thought better about starting the car. He asked Burch, “Can you open the trunk with me?”

George would later tell the cops that as he was opening the trunk under his breath he said, “Oh God, please don’t let this be Casey or Caylee.”

At the same time, Burch was thinking to himself, I know what that smell is, and I don’t want to think about it. The yard had once held a car that had a corpse in it, and it seemed like a very similar smell was coming from the Pontiac.

When George opened the trunk, Burch looked inside, half expecting to see a body. Instead there was a large white kitchen garbage bag, pulled tight at the top. Burch told George that it was obvious that the garbage, left in the summer heat to cook for three weeks, was the source of the smell. George reached into the trunk, opened up the garbage bag, and looked inside. Inside were some three-week-old pizza remnants, a crumpled pizza box, and other garbage.

“You want me to get rid of this?” asked Burch. George did. The bag wasn’t very heavy, and Burch tossed it over the chain-link fence near a Dumpster and slammed shut the trunk.

George sat in the driver’s seat of the Pontiac, opened the driver-side window, and turned the key. The engine turned over, but it wouldn’t start. Burch, who had a world of experience with cars that had run out of gas, leaned over and noticed that the gas gauge was on “E.”

“It’s probably out of gas,” Burch said.

“Yes, it’s out of gas,” stated George.

Burch, having been told of the stress George was under, felt bad for the man. He was fighting with his wife, his granddaughter was missing, he had paid a small fortune to get his impounded car back, and now the car wouldn’t start. Burch was about to offer one of his gas cans so George could walk to the nearest gas station and get some gas, but George surprised him by saying, “I’ve got gas with me.”

Under the procedures of the impound lot, Burch had to accompany George back to his PT Cruiser. George opened the trunk, pulled out the metal gas can, and took it back to the Pontiac. He poured the gas from the can into the car.

George got back in the Pontiac, and the car roared to life after three or four cranks of the engine. Burch walked to the gate and pushed a button to open the gate. When George reached the exit, he thanked Burch for his help.

“Sorry about the wife,” Burch said.

“No big deal,” said George, driving off.
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AFTER GEORGE AND CINDY arrived home, Cindy opened the trunk of Casey’s Pontiac and sprayed an entire bottle of Febreze air freshener into the trunk in an attempt to kill the foul odor. Both then headed to their respective places of employment. When Cindy arrived at her job at Gentiva Health Services, Inc., where she was a clinical supervisor, her coworkers were waiting for her with a barrage of questions.

Cindy is a talker, and the entire office was a hothouse of gossip, so her coworkers all knew that Cindy hadn’t seen her granddaughter Caylee for a month. During that period, Casey would call and tell her mother where she was. For a time, Casey said she was in Jacksonville visiting a boyfriend by the name of Jeff Hopkins. Another time she said she was in Tampa. On the days Casey didn’t call, Cindy would call her. Each time, Cindy would ask about Caylee’s whereabouts, and every time Casey would come up with a different excuse why she couldn’t put Caylee on the phone. Casey would say Caylee was with Zenaida Fernandez-Gonzalez, the nanny, at the beach, or sleeping, or at Walt Disney World. Casey would tell her mother that she felt Caylee and her mother were too close and that she wanted to keep her out of the picture while she bonded with her daughter. Day after day Cindy called Casey trying to talk to Caylee, and every day for a month she was rebuffed. Cindy would wring her hands and tell her coworkers that Casey was lying.

Miserable because her daughter wasn’t allowing her to see or talk to her granddaughter, Cindy had gone on Myspace and vented, railing about the way Casey was treating her. The subject of the post was “My Caylee Is Missing,” and it was posted on July 3:

Now she is gone, and I don’t know why. All I am guilty of is loving her and providing her a safe home. Jealousy has taken her away. Jealousy from one person that should be thankful for all of the love and support given her. A mother’s love is deep, however there are limits when one is betrayed by the one she loved and trusted the most. A daughter comes to her mother for support when she is pregnant, the mother says without hesitation it will be ok. And it was. But then the lies and the betrayal began. First it seemed harmless, as, love is blind. A mother will look for the good in her child and give them a chance to change. This mother gave chance after chance for her daughter to change, but instead more lies, more betrayal. What does the mother get for giving her daughter all of these chances? A broken heart. The daughter who stole money, lots of money, leaves without warning and does not let her mother now speak to the baby that her mother raised, fed, clothed, sheltered, paid her medical bills, etc. Instead tells her friends that her mother is controlling her life and she needs her space. No money, no future. Where did it go? Who is now watching out for the little angel?



With the discovery of Casey’s car, Cindy couldn’t face the possibility that Casey or Caylee or both of them might be dead. After Cindy returned to work, her coworkers wanted to know what was going on.

“We found Casey’s car,” said Cindy. “We took it home, and the baby’s car seat was in the back, and a backpack and her favorite doll.”

“Where’s the baby?” asked Debbie Polisano, her boss.

“I don’t know,” said Cindy, who was becoming agitated.

“I want you to go home,” said Polisano.

Cindy then said, “There was a very terrible odor in the car.”

“Did you open the trunk?” asked Polisano.

Cindy didn’t answer. She paused.

“It’s a very, very bad odor,” said Cindy. “George said it smelled like a dead body had been in the car. I’m a nurse and I know that smell.”

“Call the police,” said the coworkers.

“I want to give Casey a chance to explain,” said Cindy.

Polisano went to her supervisor and said, “You need to tell Cindy to go home and take care of her personal business, because something bad is going on, and she needs to be home.”

“Cindy, I’m ordering you to go home,” said Nilsa Ramos, the woman in charge.

“Okay,” Cindy said and, in tears, she packed up and left.

Sent home from work, Cindy now had to confront the reality of her situation. She searched Casey’s Pontiac. She found Casey’s purse inside and a slip of paper with the phone number of Amy Huizenga, one of Casey’s girlfriends. She called her.

“Amy, this is Cindy,” she said, “and I’m very worried. Have you seen Casey?”

“Yes,” Amy said. “She just picked me up at the airport. She’s at her boyfriend’s house.”

“I don’t know where that is,” said Cindy. “Can you take me there?”

Amy, hearing the agitation in Cindy’s voice, agreed.

Cindy drove to The Florida Mall, picked up Amy, and together they drove to the apartment of Tony Lazzaro in East Orlando.

Amy knocked on the door, while Cindy hid around the corner. When Casey came to the door, Cindy rushed up to confront her.

“Where’s Caylee?” Cindy asked.

“She’s at the nanny’s house,” said Casey.

“You’re taking me to her right now.”

“No, I’m not,” said Casey. “She’s sleeping. I’m not going to do that.”

“You’re going to take me right now,” said Cindy. “You’re coming with me right now.”

“No, I’m not.”

“Yes, you are. You’re coming with me right now or I’m calling the cops.”

Inside the apartment, Tony sat in the living room with several college friends watching the All-Star baseball game on television. Tony was a college kid studying musical production at Full Sail University. He worked part-time as a club promoter for an Orlando nightclub called Fusion Ultra Lounge.

Casey finally agreed to go with Cindy. Before she left, Cindy stuck her head in the door and screamed to Tony, “I hope you’re rich, because she’s going to rob you blind.”

No one said very much during the car ride to take Amy back home. All Cindy wanted to know from Casey was, “Where’s Caylee?” She demanded, “Take me to her.”

“I’m not doing that.”

“All right, I’m going to call the cops.”

Cindy drove to a police substation on Pershing Street, only to find it closed. She parked the car, pulled out her cell phone, and dialed 9-1-1. Her first question was, “Where can I find out where to take someone to the police department?”

“What are you trying to accomplish by bringing them to the station?” was the reply.

“I have a twenty-two-year-old person that has, um, grand theft, sitting in my auto with me.”

“So the twenty-two-year-old person stole something?” the dispatcher asked her.

“Yes.”

The dispatcher asked if the person was a relative.

“Yes,” Cindy said.

“Where did they steal it from?”

“Um, my car, and also money.”

“Okay, is this your son?”

“My daughter.”

Cindy then related the saga of the impounded car.

“My car was stolen. We’ve retrieved it today. We found out where it was at and retrieved it. I want to bring her in. I want to press charges.”

“Where did all of this happen?” asked the dispatcher.

“Oh, it’s been happening,” said Cindy.

“I know,” said the dispatcher, “but I need to establish a jurisdiction.”

“I live in Orlando,” Cindy said, and she gave her address, 4937 Hopespring Drive.

The dispatcher told her that was the jurisdiction of the sheriff’s department, not the Orlando Police Department.

“All righty,” said Cindy.

While the dispatcher was transferring the call to the sheriff’s office, Cindy threatened to get a court order to force Casey to give Caylee to her.

“That’s not the way I want to do it,” said Casey. “Give me one more day.”

“No, I’m not going to give you another day,” said Cindy. “I’ve given you a month.”

Cindy, frustrated, hung up, and she and Casey drove to the Anthony home. Prior to arriving, she called George’s cell phone, but there was no answer. George, after seeing the missed call, dialed his son, Lee, age 26, and told him, “I need you to go to the house immediately and check on your mother. Something is terribly wrong.” Lee did so immediately. When Cindy and Casey arrived, Lee was already waiting in the garage by the Pontiac Sunfire, which had the trunk open to air out the smell that Lee would later describe as something that “hit you like a wave as soon as you walked in the garage.” Casey got out of Cindy’s 4Runner and briskly walked past him, saying nothing as Cindy explained to Lee what was going on. Cindy then asked him to go and try to talk some sense into his sister.

Lee walked into Casey’s room and began to ask her where Caylee was, but Casey wasn’t talking. Since Lee was not getting anywhere with Casey, Cindy made another call to 9-1-1, and when she was connected to someone in the sheriff’s office, she informed them, “I have someone here that needs to be arrested in my home, and a possible missing child. I have a three-year-old that’s been missing for a month.”

“A three-year-old?”

“Yes,” said Cindy.

“Have you reported that?”

“I’m trying to do that now, ma’am.”

“What did the person do that you need arrested?”

“My daughter.”

“For what?”

“For stealing an auto and stealing money.”

“So she stole your vehicle?”

“Yeah.”

“When did she do that?”

“On the 30th [of June]. I just got it back from the impound. I’d like to speak to an officer. Can you have someone come out to my house?”

“What’s her name?”

“My name?”

“Her name.”

“Casey Anthony.”

“And your name?”

“Cynthia Anthony.”

“Casey’s there right now?”

“Yes, I got her. I finally found her after a month. She’s been missing for a month. I found her, but we can’t find my granddaughter.”

“Does she have any weapons on her?”

“No.”

“Is Casey not telling you where her daughter is?”

“Correct.”

The dispatcher promised to send out a deputy as soon as one was available.

Lee continued to try to persuade Casey to tell him where Caylee was. She was hemming and hawing, and finally Lee said to her, “This is futile. Mom has called the cops. And when the cops get here the first thing they are going to do is say, ‘Miss Anthony, can you please take us to where your daughter is?’ Then you’re going to have to take them. Why are you taking things this far? Why would you let the police get involved? You should just tell me so I can tell her, and we can go get Caylee.”

“All right,” said Casey. “You want me to tell you the truth?”

“Yes.”

“The truth is I haven’t seen Caylee in thirty-one days.”

And just as Casey was telling Lee this, Cindy walked within earshot.

“Oh my God,” said Cindy. “What have you done? Why didn’t you tell me? We could have done something before.”

Flipping out, Cindy made a third 9-1-1 call to the police, this time in tears.

“I called a little bit ago,” she said. “I found out my granddaughter has been taken. She’s been missing for a month. Her mother finally admitted that she’s been missing—admitted that the babysitter stole her. I need to find her.”

“The baby is where?” asked the dispatcher.

“The babysitter took her a month ago. My daughter’s been looking for her. I told you my daughter was missing for a month. I just found her today, but I can’t find my granddaughter. And she just admitted to me that she’s been trying to find her herself. There’s something wrong. I found my daughter’s car today and it smells like there’s been a dead body in the damn car.”

“Okay, what is the three-year-old’s name?”

“Caylee—C-A-Y-L-E-E—Anthony.”

“Is she white, black, or Hispanic?”

“She’s white.”

“How long has she been missing for?”

“I have not seen her since the 7th of June.”

When the dispatcher asked Cindy the date of Caylee’s birth, she became distraught and began to cry hysterically. Right at this moment, George entered the scene.

“George, Caylee’s missing,” cried Cindy.

“What?” George responded softly.

“Casey has admitted Zanny took her a month ago. She’s been missing for a month.”

George, composed and stoic, said nothing.

Cindy was crying so hard that the dispatcher asked her to give the phone to Casey, who told her, “My daughter’s been missing for the last thirty-one days. I know who has her. I’ve tried to contact her. I actually received a phone call today now from a number that is no longer in service. I did get to speak to my daughter for a moment, about a minute.”

The dispatcher then asked about the stolen vehicle.

“No, this is my vehicle,” said Casey. “It’s a ’98 Pontiac Sunfire.”

The dispatcher, who could not have possibly figured out what in the world was going on, told her a deputy was en route to her home.

The dispatcher asked Casey more questions, and Casey told her that the name of the babysitter who took her baby was Zenaida Fernandez-Gonzalez.

“She’s been my nanny for about a year and a half, almost two years,” said Casey.

“Why are you calling now?” asked the dispatcher. “Why didn’t you call thirty-one days ago?”

“I’ve been looking for her and have gone through other resources to try to find her, which was stupid, but …”

Casey was still on the phone when the officers arrived.

The first officer to arrive at the scene, Corporal Rendon Fletcher, thought the call was about a stolen car, which was what the dispatcher’s printout said. When Fletcher arrived at the home, he noticed that Cindy was yelling at Casey, “ranting and raving,” as he put it. Cindy was pacing back and forth between the kitchen and the living room.

When Fletcher asked Casey what was going on, she paused and then said, “My daughter is missing.”

Once he realized there was a missing child involved, he called his supervisor, Sergeant Reginald Hosey. Shortly thereafter, several more officers, including Deputies Adriana Acevedo and Ryan Eberlin, arrived at the Anthony home. All the officers would later testify that Cindy and Lee were visibly upset while George and Casey were remarkably calm.

It was around nine in the evening. At first the police weren’t sure it was a case about a missing child. They figured this was a domestic issue, and that, for some reason, Casey didn’t want to bring her child home. After talking with Casey, the thinking was that there was a rift between Casey and her mother, and that Casey was using the baby as a pawn in a power struggle with Cindy. Cindy was also telling the officers that Casey had stolen some credit cards and money from her and that she wanted to press charges since Casey would not tell her where Caylee was. Hosey instructed Eberlin to handcuff Casey and place her in the back of his squad car.

When a suspect has her freedom curtailed by law enforcement—meaning a reasonable person feels no longer free to leave—the legal process begins, and if the police choose to question that suspect, they must read that person her Miranda rights. But they didn’t.

Hosey then spoke on the phone with Detective Yuri Melich, the detective on call. Cindy asked Hosey, “What’s going on?”

“We’re taking the handcuffs off her because a detective is coming to talk to her,” said Hosey. They opened the squad car door, let her out, and took off the handcuffs. In effect, they were “unarresting” her. (There’s no such thing as “unarresting” someone though.)

From the moment of Casey’s arrest, the police demonstrated an unbelievable degree of carelessness. As you will see, Casey’s arrest and unarrest was only the beginning.

Casey then told the police that she had dropped Caylee off at the Sawgrass Apartments in Orlando. The police asked Casey to take them there. Casey said the apartment was on the second floor.

“You go straight over one speed bump, and it’s the first building on the right-hand side. There’s a welcome sign. There’s a little shed close to the building, maybe ten yards away.”

Casey rode in the back of Acevedo’s squad car. Fletcher followed in a second squad car.

Acevedo lowered Casey’s backseat window, and Casey pointed out the apartment. Fletcher knocked on the door, but no one answered. He then went to the management office of the apartment complex, where he learned Casey wasn’t telling him the truth. No one had lived in the apartment for almost six months.

Detective Melich arrived at the Anthony home around 1:00 A.M. After being briefed by Hosey, Melich was pulled aside by George, who informed him that he was a former law enforcement officer in Warren, Ohio. George told Melich that Casey was not being truthful and that her car smelled of human decomposition. Melich, ignoring George, concentrated on reading Casey’s statement about Zenaida taking her baby rather than going to inspect the car.

“This sounds very suspect,” Melich said to Casey. “Are you sure, before we go any further, that you don’t want to change anything in here?”

Casey didn’t.

“Okay,” said Melich, “Let’s take your sworn statement.” So Casey regurgitated the same story about Zenaida, her nanny of two years, taking her baby, Caylee. She described the directions to Zanny’s apartment in great detail. She said she met Zanny through a mutual friend, Jeffrey Hopkins.

“She was his son’s nanny at the time,” she said. She described how Hopkins had moved to North Carolina and then back to Jacksonville. When asked for his telephone number, Casey said she didn’t have it on hand. She said Hopkins had a four-year-old son named Zack. She said that her nanny before Zenaida was a woman by the name of Lauren Gibbs.

In an effort to make headway, Melich asked Casey if she knew where Zenaida’s mother lived.

“She lived off of Michigan,” Casey said. “It’s not a very well-marked neighborhood. It crosses over Conway. It’s one of the big stretches of neighborhoods.”

When asked if she could find the house, she said she thought so.

Melich asked Casey what she remembered about June 9, the day she dropped her child off with the nanny, and the last day she said she saw Caylee.

“I got off work,” Casey said, “left Universal, driving back to pick up Caylee like a normal day. And I show up at the apartment, knock on the door. Nobody answers. So I called Zenaida’s cell phone and it’s out of service. So I sit down on the steps and wait for a little bit to see if maybe it was just a fluke or if something happened. And time passed. I didn’t hear from anyone. No one showed up to the house, so I went over to Jay Blanchard Park and checked a couple other places where maybe possibly they would have gone. A couple stores, just regular places that I know Zenaida shops at and she’s taken Caylee before. And after about 7:00 P.M., when I still hadn’t heard anything, I was getting pretty upset, pretty frantic. And I went to a neutral place. I didn’t really want to come home. I wasn’t sure what I’d say about not knowing where Caylee was. Still hoping that I would get a call or, you know, find out Caylee was coming back so I could go get her … and I ended up going to my boyfriend Anthony’s house, who lives in Sutton Place.”

When Melich asked Casey whether she told any of this to her parents, she said she didn’t. Did she tell anyone? She said she had told Jeffrey Hopkins and Juliet Lewis, another coworker at Universal Studios, and said she attempted to call Zenaida’s mother, Gloria.

“Do you know Gloria’s telephone number?”

She didn’t.

When he was done, Melich said to her, “I asked you this at the onset, and before we went on tape, and I’ll ask you again just to make sure we’re clear. Is there anything about this story that you’re telling me that’s untrue?”

“No.”

“Is there anything that you want to change or divert from what you’ve already told me?”

“No, sir.”

“Did you hurt Caylee or leave her somewhere and you’re …”

“No.”

“… worried that if we find that out that people are gonna look at you the wrong way?”

“No, sir.”

He then asked whether she had any problems with drugs, narcotics, cocaine, ecstasy, meth, anything like that.

“Nothing like that.”

“Have you ever been to Lakeside?” he asked, referring to a local mental health facility.

“No.”

Melich said, “You said Zenaida had family in New England or New York or something.”

“Yes, she has family down south. Her mother, her sister, and her brother are in New York. She’s originally from New York.”

“And where down south?”

“Miami area.”

“Where’s she originally from?”

“New York.”

“She was born and raised in New York?” asked Melich.

“As far as I know, she pretty much grew up there, moved down here, went to the University of Florida.”

“She Puerto Rican, Dominican, or white?”

“She’s mixed. She’s black and Puerto Rican.”

Melich asked Casey, “Does Juliet Lewis still work at Universal?”

“Yes, she does,” said Casey.

“And what does she do there?”

“She’s an event coordinator.”

“Can I have her phone number?”

“Oh,” said Casey, suddenly changing direction, “she moved up to New York two months ago.”

“So she doesn’t work at Universal anymore?” asked Melich.

“No, she does not.”

Melich asked if he had forgotten to ask her anything.

Casey told him that Caylee had very distinctive features and that even if someone had cut her hair, people would recognize her dark hazel eyes. “They’re brown and green. She has a birthmark on her left shoulder.”

“What kind of birthmark?”

“It’s just like a small line. It almost looks like a small little beauty mark.”

“Anything else?”

“I just want my daughter back.”

Melich then had her raise her right hand and swear that everything she had told him was the truth.

After taking down her statement, Melich said, “Okay, take me to where you showed the police officers.” They went back to the same apartment complex. Then he asked, “Do you know any other places where Zenaida lived before she lived here?”

“I know where her mother Gloria used to live,” she said, and she took Melich to another apartment complex, which turned out to be a home for the elderly.

Melich checked. The people at the home had never heard of Gloria Gonzalez. Later police would discover that the complex was across the street from one of Casey’s former boyfriends, Ricardo Morales. And the Sawgrass Apartments, where Zenaida supposedly lived, was the home of Dante, the boyfriend of her best friend, Annie Downing.

After driving Casey around until three in the morning, Melich drove her back to her home.

“Okay,” he said, “we’ll talk tomorrow. We’re going to keep investigating.”

Before Melich left, George pulled him aside.

“My daughter has been lying to you,” he said. “Something’s very suspicious. I don’t think she’s being truthful. You need to look into this a little bit more.”

“Don’t worry,” said Melich. “We will.”

George then told him about finding the car at the impound lot and again mentioned the smell in Casey’s car.

The car was in the garage of the Anthony home with the trunk open. As the police were coming in and out of the house that night, they entered through the garage. Any of them could have smelled that car, and not one said a word about it. Even though George had told him, “The car smells of death,” the detective was either grossly incompetent or believed the smell from the car came from the trash that had been in the car, as apparently did all the police on the scene. In Melich’s five-page, detail-rich initial report, not a word was said about any smell in the car. If the car smelled uniquely of human decomposition, none of the officers noticed it. As I will show later, decomposition is decomposition and no one can uniquely detect human decomposition.

Melich drove back to his precinct and met with Sergeant John Allen around seven in the morning. During breakfast Melich briefed Allen about the case.

As they discussed it, the new strategy was to see how far Casey would go with her lies.

Casey had told the police she didn’t have Zenaida’s cell phone number because she had left the cell phone in her office at Universal Studios.

“The number of everyone who knows about Caylee being missing is on that SIM card on the cell phone in the office,” said Casey.

“Let’s go to Universal and get it,” said Melich. “We’ll get your cell phone out of your office, and you can get the numbers.”

She quickly changed her story.

“My phone was stolen,” she said. “I reported it to loss prevention, and they’re looking for it.”

Melich, sensing another lie, decided to drive over to Universal Studios and see what Casey’s coworkers could tell him about this strange tale-spinning woman whose child was missing.

It was July 16, 2008, and in speaking with Universal’s head of security, Leonard Tutura, Melich learned that Casey was fired from her job at Universal Studios on April 24, 2006, after not showing up for work one day. Melich asked about Casey’s coworkers, including Hopkins and Lewis. When Melich checked, he found that Hopkins had once worked at Universal but was fired in 2002, so he couldn’t have known about Caylee’s disappearance during the thirty days when she was missing. And Lewis wasn’t found in the company’s database.

Melich called Casey from Universal and asked for the name of her supervisor.

“Tom Frank,” she told him.

He also asked for Casey’s number at work and her extension.

Melich checked the database. No supervisor by the name of Tom Frank existed, and though she knew the main number for the Universal Studios switchboard, extension 104 didn’t exist. Melich asked for the building number. Casey said she couldn’t remember it.

Melich told her, “I’ll have an officer pick you up, and you can meet me here at Universal. We’ll go find your office and we’ll talk to some people here to see if we can find Jeff Hopkins or Juliet Lewis.”

She cheerfully agreed.

Around noon Allen drove over and picked her up with Officer Appling “Appie” Wells. Casey had not slept all night. During the early morning, Casey and Cindy had been building Facebook and Myspace pages in their attempt to spread the word about Caylee’s disappearance. They were texting hundreds of people trying to organize a search for Caylee.

Casey and the two cops arrived at Universal. When they arrived at the gate, the security officer asked for her ID.

“I lost it,” Casey said.

The police asked if he would please let them in so she could show them the location of her office.

He agreed.

Casey led them into an office building in the back area of Universal Studios. She made a left turn, kept on walking, began to walk down a hallway, and then stopped.

“Okay,” Casey said, “I don’t work here.”

The detectives, growing more incredulous by the moment, took her into a conference room and began to question her. They hit her with her lies.

Talk about going around in circles. It was such a red flag. I don’t know how Melich didn’t realize right then and there that he was dealing with someone with serious mental health issues. Why didn’t he see this was a clear sign that something just wasn’t right? She gave such vivid details from her imagination. This was a bit more than just lies.

Though confronted with the fact she had been lying, Casey stubbornly stuck to her story: the scenario, in effect, that her nanny had taken Caylee and she didn’t know where she was.

The police pounded away at her. As the interrogation was coming to a close, Melich received a phone call from Cindy.

What Cindy wanted Melich to know was that on the day Caylee disappeared, the ladder on the outdoor above-ground swimming pool was up, meaning Caylee would have had access to the pool.

“We’re religious about taking that ladder down,” Cindy said, “and it was odd that it was still up. Something is not right, and we are very concerned. We just don’t understand what’s going on.”

What Cindy was telling Melich was that her suspicion was that Caylee had drowned in the swimming pool that day. Armed with this new information, Melich returned to question Casey. Did he ask her about the ladder? Did he ask her anything about the swimming pool? Not a word. Focusing in on the missing nanny, he asked more questions about her and asked Casey to look at some photographs to see if perhaps the faces in the photos were Zenaida.

It was clear to me that Melich didn’t ask Casey about the ladder and the pool because he had already made up his mind that she was a prime suspect in a possible murder case. He knew there was a missing child, who was presumed to be dead, and he knew Casey was lying, and probably figured that after a night in jail she would come forward and confess. Don’t give her an out, was probably his thinking. Confessions are the quickest way to close a case. Let’s get an incriminating statement and we can pack up and go home.

After showing Casey the pictures of women at the police station, none of which she identified as Zenaida, they told her, “We’re arresting you. Unless you come clean and tell us the truth, we’re arresting you now.”

“I am telling the truth,” she said defiantly.

“Okay, then, you’re under arrest.”

She was arrested around three in the afternoon. Two hours later, the police alerted the media. In Orlando, the police like to do perp walks, where they take the accused out of the police station and march them in front of the television cameras. The TV and newspaper reporters then ask the suspect questions. The strategy is to try to get recorded statements that can be used in court. Or, at the very least, the police department gets more publicity for a big arrest.

So the cops handcuffed her and walked her out. In front of the one camera crew that appeared, Casey didn’t answer a single question. Casey wore a light blue hoodie with the number 82 in bright yellow. The news crew had no idea that the B-roll it had just shot would be replayed and broadcast across the country for the next three-and-a-half years.

You might wonder why the cops arrested her so quickly. According to Melich, the reason they did so was what occurred in the Melinda Duckett case. Duckett was a young woman from Lake County, Florida, who had a missing child. After going on the Nancy Grace show, where Nancy Grace attacked her repeatedly, Duckett came home and took her own life. She shot herself in her grandparents’ home on September 8, 2006. Melich said they didn’t want a repeat of what happened to Duckett. But this case was different. Casey had shown no signs of depression. What was their hurry?

I have always believed that at this crucial moment in the investigation, the police made a horrible decision. They should have stopped and realized, Wait a minute, we’re not dealing with someone who’s playing with a full deck here. How much more evidence did the police need to see that this girl was taking them on a wild goose chase? Rather than thinking, This is a guilty person who’s a horrible liar, why didn’t they consider, This is a person who has built some kind of fantasy world, someone who lives within a mythical reality?

I just can’t fathom that after going down to Universal and watching her make up names of coworkers and a fictitious office, saying she worked there when she didn’t, why the cops wouldn’t say, Wait a minute. Maybe we should have a psychologist come in and talk to her and see what we’re dealing with here.

That moment at Universal Studios was the time and place to confront this girl in a different manner. It was the time to bring in a mental health professional and say, We’re dealing with something beyond our comprehension. Instead, they went old school with a good cop/bad cop routine and mounted an accusatory interrogation.

They slapped the cuffs on her. They thought they were going to pull the truth out of her and that after a night in jail she’d break down and tell them everything. If they had just let her remain free, they could have bugged her phones, watched her movements, followed her, and perhaps would have gotten a better idea of the extent of her involvement in Caylee’s disappearance. But within twenty-four hours they arrested her and made her a suspect. She immediately got herself a lawyer (yours truly), which meant they had no more access to her. I’d have to say that was a really stupid move on their part.

The police took Casey to the Orange County jail, and the next morning she had what is called a first appearance. The judge read the police report. He told her, “You’re not cooperating. We need to know where Caylee is.”

Casey said nothing, and despite being held for child neglect and lying—minor crimes—the judge held her without bond, which was odd. Casey had a public defender at this point (she hadn’t yet hired me), so I can’t answer why this wasn’t fought more vociferously.

Several hours later I came to see her, and my life would never be the same.






CHAPTER 2
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THE PHONE RINGS

IN THE SUMMER OF 2008, our little firm was growing. We were really rocking and rolling. I had moved my practice from Orlando to Kissimmee, Florida, which is a suburb of Orlando. It had almost tripled in revenue because I had built a strong practice specifically catering to the Hispanic market.

There are three units in the building where my office is: two small units on the side and a larger unit in the middle. At the time I met Casey we had just finished moving from one of the smaller units to the big one. An appraisal firm, our neighbor, moved into my smaller office, and I moved into its bigger one.

I had put in close to $30,000 in renovations. We hired an interior designer and installed hardwood floors because we really wanted to show that we were a boutique law firm on the rise. One hundred percent of my business was based on referrals. We did not advertise. The only way to build a strong referral-based practice is by delivering results. And that is how the phone rings.

Later, when the media described my office as being in a “strip mall,” it upset me, because we had put so much work into our office, and the entire firm was so proud of it. It was one of the first attempts to paint me as a small-time lawyer with no prospects, even though my cases were taking on greater importance.

The last case I tried before Casey’s, the Nilton Diaz trial, had been an ordeal. Diaz was accused of murdering his girlfriend’s two-year-old daughter.

I strongly believed that Diaz was innocent. It was a pediatric head-injury case in which our defense contended that the mother was the one who struck the child, and after she hit her, the child went through a lucid interval, a common occurrence in such head-injury cases. While the mother ran out to the store, leaving the child in Diaz’s care, the child had a seizure. Diaz immediately took the child to get help, but she died anyway. The police arrested him and charged him with child abuse and first-degree felony murder.

Our defense was excellent. We answered every question we thought the jury would have and raised a significant amount of doubt. But what I didn’t understand yet was that in child death cases, juries want someone to pay. I really believe the jury thought Diaz was innocent, but it felt someone had to be held responsible so it came back with a compromise verdict. The jury found him guilty of child abuse and manslaughter and sentenced him to fifteen years.

I was devastated. It had been a long trial, and I had dedicated a significant amount of my personal time to it. I needed to do something where I could relax a little bit and find an activity I could do outside my office. I was living in Florida and figured that boating would be relaxing, so I joined a boat club. Members got to rent boats at reasonable rates. I was sure this would be a wonderful activity for my wife, Lorena, and me to do together.

As part of the process of becoming a member, I went out with one of the owners to learn the workings of the boats. He and I were talking, and I told him I was a criminal defense lawyer, and after a day of training he said, “Jose, we’re trying to get the word out about the club. We’re having a local newspaper do an article on it. Do you mind if they call you and you can talk about the club? We’d like other professionals like you to join.”

“Sure,” I said, “no problem.” And I forgot about our conversation.

About a week later, on July 17, 2008, I was driving in downtown Orlando when I called my office to check my messages. My secretary told me to go see a prospective client. She said a relative of an inmate called and wanted me to go to the Orange County jail to see an inmate by the name of Casey Anthony.

It’s just another case, I thought. I didn’t think anything of it. I was going to the jail anyway.

“I’ll go see her,” I said.

After a twenty-minute drive, I was at the Booking and Release Center, what we call the BRC, which is where they house the newly arrested inmates who are going to bond out shortly. While I was waiting in the building, I noticed a whiteboard on the wall, and I saw the name Casey Anthony written on it. That’s odd, I thought. Of all the inmates, why is her name up there? I wondered if maybe she had beaten the crap out of a correctional officer and she was a high risk.

Maybe she’s a live one, was my thinking. They usually only put the names of the troublemakers up on the wall.

I told the guards, “I’m here to see Casey Anthony,” and I was struck by their reaction. They looked at each other as if to say, “He’s here to see her.” A public defender, who was also waiting to see Casey, asked me, “Who are you?” I explained I had gotten a call to come see her.

“This case has been in the news,” he said, “and I just came down to tell her not to talk to anyone because detectives might be coming by.”

Casey walked in and sat down. The public defender told her, “A private lawyer is here to see you.”

“Yes, I know,” she said. “I asked someone to do that for me.”

He said, “We just wanted to let you know you shouldn’t talk to anyone without a lawyer being present.” And then he left.

I sat down and said, “Hello. How are you?”

I saw this tiny, attractive, hip-looking girl with short dark hair and greenish-gray eyes in her early twenties. She was no more than five feet tall, weighed 105 pounds soaking wet, and looked totally out of place in the jail. She wasn’t your typical inmate. She was dressed in jail blues but very well kept. Most of my clients, both male and female, are a little rougher around the edges, more street-wise. That was not Casey. In this business you mostly run across people who have been through the system. They’re much more hardened. I could see Casey was a first-timer.

After I introduced myself, I could tell she was grateful that I had come to see her.

I asked her, “Do you have your paperwork with you?” meaning her police reports. We were talking through a glass partition, so she slid them underneath the glass.

“Give me a second to read your report,” I said.

I saw that the specific charges were child neglect and lying to law enforcement. I thought, Okay, she’s going to be out of here pretty soon. Then I saw, “No bond,” and that was a head-scratcher. I couldn’t understand how, with those relatively minor charges, she didn’t have a bond.

I thought, There’s no reason she should be held without bond.

As I was reading the arrest report line by line, I could see that this was not your typical child-neglect case. I thought, This is a missing person’s case. I kept reading, and the report said that she hadn’t seen her child in thirty days and that she had led police to an apartment that had been vacant for 142 days.

Strange, I was thinking. They certainly have cause for suspicion. I read further, and the report talked of statements she had made. She said that she dropped off Caylee at the babysitter’s home thirty days before, and it gave a location, and that when she came back to pick up the baby from the nanny, no one was there. When the police went to verify her story, they knocked on the door and found it to be a vacant apartment. They then called the manager of the apartment complex, and he said the apartment had been vacant. So the conclusion of the police was that she was lying.

I saw she didn’t have a phone number for this woman, whom she identified as Zenaida Fernandez-Gonzalez. She didn’t have any information that could lead them to this woman. As I was reading this, I was thinking that this set of facts was “crazy.” Her child is missing and she takes the cops to a vacant apartment?

I read the part of the report where she took the cops to her job at Universal Studios. She said she worked there, but with one phone call they found out she hadn’t worked there for two years. They wanted to see how far she’d go with her lies, so they took her to Universal Studios, and after leading them on a wild goose chase, she said, “Okay, I don’t work here.”

That did not look very good for her, but I couldn’t help thinking, What are the secrets she is hiding?

I kept reading. The report said she was arrested for not reporting her child missing and lying to law enforcement about the nanny, about working at Universal, and about where she dropped off the child.

I’m thinking to myself, This is more than it seems. I need to be very diligent with how I deal with the situation.

I badly wanted to hear what she had to say, certainly as much as the cops did, but I didn’t want to push her too hard because if the police report was accurate, either the child was deceased and she knew something about it, or there was an actual kidnapping. I thought, Maybe she’s afraid to talk to the police and if she’s afraid to talk to the police, she’s got to be afraid to talk to me, a stranger she doesn’t know.

I spoke with Casey, and as we talked, I could tell she was a very bright girl.

Okay, there are probable trust issues here, I thought, so I explained to her, “Listen, Casey, everything you tell me is confidential.”

When I asked her, “What happened?” she stuck to her story that she gave the cops, saying that her babysitter, Zenaida, took Caylee.

I asked her to describe Zenaida.

“She’s a perfect ten,” she said.

“People notice perfect tens,” I replied. “A woman that attractive gets noticed.”

She didn’t respond.

It didn’t make sense, but I took her at her word. The thing with clients in my line of work is they aren’t always up front with you at the very beginning. They don’t know you; it takes time to build trust. I would never say, “You have to tell me everything right here and now.” Especially to someone young like her. I needed her to trust me, and to do that I needed to demonstrate that I was on her side, that I was going to do whatever I could under the law to help her through this process.

I did say to her early on, “Don’t send me on fool’s errands, because that’s not going help you in any way.” But I always had that nagging certainty, This is a person with some serious trust issues.

And again, here’s the thing that people don’t really understand: 90 percent of cases like these are marathons, not sprints, and the bond with the client is the most crucial part of the attorney-client relationship.

When I first met Casey, I had no idea that something was horribly wrong. I was sure there were trust issues, that she didn’t trust people for a reason. What reason it was, I didn’t know. I figured I would eventually find out when the time was right.

After spending a little bit of time with her, I was shocked that the judge hadn’t granted her a bond. Based on the charges of child neglect and lying to a police officer—a third-degree felony and misdemeanors—$200 should have gotten her out of jail.

I said to her, “I’ve got to get you out of here, and that way you and I can talk freely.” She nodded. I said, “The first thing I want to do is get the names and phone numbers of people you want me to call for two things: one, to help you put up a bond, and two, for them to come and possibly testify for you at a bond hearing.” She gave me the names of her parents and stressed that I should talk to her mother, not her father. In hindsight, that should have been my first indication that there were secrets and trust issues between her and her father.

After that, we talked about her boyfriends. She gave me their phone numbers, including the number of a boyfriend she had in Jacksonville. After I wrote all those things down, we talked about my fee. I told her I would charge $5,000 to represent her. She informed me that she had $1,300 in the bank as a down payment and would work out a payment schedule. I agreed, figuring her parents might be able to contribute toward her defense. She signed a retainer agreement then and there.

Since I had a hearing scheduled later that day in another county, I said I’d come back to talk to her a bit later after I had a little bit more information. As I was leaving the jail, I was thinking to myself, This is a possible child-neglect case that could end up a homicide for all I know. But when I left, I really didn’t give the case any higher priority than what it was—a possible child-neglect case.

I went to court in Osceola County that afternoon, came back to my office around three, and handed the retainer agreement to Myrna Kercado, my secretary.

“Go ahead and open a file,” I said. “First things first. We want a motion to set bond and file notice of appearance.”

About thirty minutes later she walked into my office and said, “Jose, this is a big case. You know that, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“This is all over the news right now.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

I went online and I could see this case blowing up.

Holy cow! This was pretty big. I figured it might get a little coverage, but I didn’t realize that everyone around Orlando, it seemed, was curious about it.

The very first person Casey wanted me to call was her mother. I picked up the phone and introduced myself to her.

“I’m Jose Baez, Casey’s lawyer,” I said. “Don’t worry. I want you to know that the very first thing I’m going to do is file a motion for bond just so we can get her out.”

“Oh God, no,” she said, “Whatever you do, please don’t do that. We know where Casey’s at, and she’s safe, and maybe that’ll get her to start talking. We don’t know where Caylee is, and we need her to stay in jail.”

I was taken aback. Her attitude was another head-scratcher.

“What?” I said. “I’m sorry, but that’s not my job. I represent your daughter, and your daughter’s interests, and she’s instructed me to file a motion for a bond, which is what I have to do. I don’t represent you, and you have to understand there might be times where her interests conflict with yours, and I have to go with hers. But I always think it’s important to have family involvement in my client’s cases. I’d be more than happy to work with you. Would you like to come to my office, and we could talk about the case? You can let me know what you want me to know.”

“I’d like to meet with you,” Cindy said, “but we’re trying to get the word out about Caylee. Is there any way you can come here?”

“Not a problem,” I said. I was thinking that this might be an opportunity to get my name in the public eye. I thought, She’s looking to get some publicity, and with any luck I’ll be on the eleven o’clock news. It’s always good marketing for a criminal lawyer to have a case in the news and get a little exposure for the brand. I figured I’d get one shot and that would be the extent of it.

At the same time, this case really intrigued me. My associate Gabriel Adam and I drove to the Anthony home on Hopespring Drive, where a number of television trucks were parked up and down the block. I had never seen anything like this before. I have to be honest—the first thing I thought about was the publicity I was going to get from this case. Advertising is expensive. I had been on the Spanish TV station numerous times but only once or twice on the English-speaking news, and never as a feature story. It was always a quick blurb, nothing big. I thought I would call my wife, Lorena, and get her to record this, until I realized Lorena was out of town, so I called Myrna and asked her to tape the six o’clock news and put it on our website.

Gabe and I walked up to the home, the cameras filming us all the way. George answered the door and let us in. He was polite and cordial. Cindy greeted me as we stepped inside. Their son, Lee, who is four years older than Casey, was also in the house. I was surprised to see another lawyer, Paul Kelly. It seemed odd they were lawyering up so quickly, given they weren’t suspects. But Kelly wasn’t a criminal defense lawyer. He was a family lawyer who had done some work for them.

My first impression of this typical middle-class home was that it was impeccably kept. Nothing was out of place, and it was spotlessly clean.

When I sat down, it still hadn’t sunk in that we were dealing with a missing child. For some reason, I was sure this was a domestic dispute. I suspected that Casey was having problems with her family and didn’t want the baby around them, and that’s why she was keeping them apart. That was floating around in the back of my head when I walked in, but I kept an open mind.

After I sat down, Cindy did all the talking. Even their lawyer took a backseat. Cindy took control of the room and the conversation. She recounted to me in great detail everything that had happened over the last thirty days.

“After June 9, there was a story every day,” she said. “Casey would say, ‘I have to crash at work, and I’m going to leave Caylee with Zanny.’ Casey never came home.”

She said that during the third week of June Casey called and told her she had to go to Jacksonville to go with Zanny to pick up a brand-new car. Zanny had been in an accident and her car was totaled.

Another time, she said, Casey called to say she and a coworker at Universal, Juliet Lewis, were going to stay at the Hard Rock Cafe in Tampa, Florida, because they were working at a convention. They stayed through June 20, she said. Zanny was watching Caylee and Annabelle, Lewis’s daughter. Cindy said that Casey told her they were staying at the Marriott outside Busch Gardens. She said that Universal was paying for Zanny’s room as well and that Caylee and Annabelle were rooming with Zanny.

Casey called on June 21, a Saturday morning, to say she would be home by noon, but then, Cindy said, she waited all day for Casey to come home. At 5:30 P.M. Casey called to say that they had one last meeting so they were leaving Sunday—the next day—instead. But on Sunday she called to say that Zanny’s roommate, a woman by the name of Raquel Farrell, was with them, and they were all going to go to see the animals at Busch Gardens.

As a result, said Cindy, they stayed one more night. They were expected to return home on Monday, June 23, but then Casey said a terrible thing happened. Zanny got in a car accident. Zanny had a concussion, and Farrell had a broken arm. Casey was going to stay at the Tampa General Hospital with Zanny.

“Who’s watching Caylee?” Cindy asked Casey.

“Oh, Juliet will watch her and Annabelle,” Casey told Cindy.

She was supposed to come home the next day but Casey told Cindy that Zanny started vomiting and passing out—she had a laceration behind her ear that no one had noticed and needed stitches. Zanny, said Casey, was having difficulty breathing, so Casey was going to have to stay with her a couple more days. Meanwhile, said Casey, Zanny’s sister and mother, who had been in the hospital herself off and on, were traveling from Orlando to see Zanny.

She talked on and on about the stories Casey was telling her, and no one else got a word in edgewise. Gabe, meanwhile, was furiously trying to write down everything she was saying on his yellow legal notepad. I wanted to bond with the family of my new client, so I relied on him to take notes.

Cindy went on. Casey then called Cindy to inform her that Zanny’s sister and mother had come to the hospital to take Zanny home, but the hospital refused to release her, so the sister had to drive the mother back home because Zanny’s mother had forgotten to bring her medication. Casey said she had returned to Orlando to get Zanny’s insurance information.

“Couldn’t they get that over the phone or fax?” Cindy asked Casey.

“The sister didn’t know where to look in the apartment,” said Casey. As a result, Casey drove to get them. Zanny had given her keys to the apartment and instructions on where to find them.

Cindy was talking so fast that I was having a great deal of difficulty following what she was saying. And I remember thinking to myself, I hope Gabe is getting all of this, because I certainly am not.

As Cindy was explaining this, she held my hand, which I found odd. We were seated on the couch. Her lawyer and his wife were sitting on chairs, as was Gabe, and George was hopping around, helping everyone and serving drinks.

Cindy continued, “On June 27, Casey said she was going straight to work with her coworker Juliet Lewis. They checked in with their boss, Tom Frank, and she was going to come home when she learned that Jeff Hopkins was in Jacksonville. She hadn’t seen him in a while and so she drove to Jacksonville to be with him from June 28 until June 30.”

“I talked to her every day,” said Cindy. “Every day.” At first, Casey had convinced her that Caylee had been staying with Zanny, but now she wasn’t so sure. She hadn’t seen or heard from Caylee for days and she was frightened for her granddaughter.

The only time she stopped talking was to admit a news crew into the home. She and the crew would go into the dining room, and she’d do an interview, asking anyone who knew of Caylee’s whereabouts to come forward.

On camera she’d say, “We have a missing child. We don’t know where she is.” And she would be very distraught and cry.

The crew would leave, and she would return to the living room, take my hand, and continue her monologue. After another twenty minutes, another news crew would come in. I have to tell you, it was such a sad situation to see them talking about Caylee and how she was missing. Cindy was so passionate and sincere she almost brought tears to my eyes.

Cindy sat there talking for at least two hours. She gave me the whole story about how she went to Universal Studios to find Casey, and how Casey wasn’t there. She detailed the last fifteen days, when Casey was supposed to be in Jacksonville, Florida, while Caylee was with her nanny. She talked about the car and the tow yard, and how she and George went and brought the car back.

She was interrupted by the arrival of a detective from the Orange County Sheriff’s Office. Officer Appie Wells was a large, jolly officer whose specialty was child abuse. He was about six foot two, 290 pounds, and very professional. He said to the Anthonys, “We’d like to take a look at your backyard. Do you mind if we go back there? You don’t have to.” He saw that lawyers were in the room and was very clear that the Anthonys weren’t obligated to cooperate.

George jumped up and said, “Yes. I’ll show you.”

“You don’t have to,” said Wells respectfully. “It’s entirely up to you.”

“No, no, no, we’ll cooperate,” said George. “We want to do whatever we can.”

George then took Wells to the shed. Later on, that trip to the backyard would prove significant in the case, but what I remember most vividly was George jumping up at the chance to get out of the room, something he did often. He would sit down initially, but he would jump up and want to offer you water, or get you a Coke or another drink, a snack, nuts, chips, anything so he didn’t have to be engaged in the conversation. He was Mr. Nice Guy. I didn’t think anything about that other than, He’s going through hell and he’s trying to keep himself busy. Every single time we went to the Anthony house, I would keep noticing that.

When I finally got a chance to talk, I explained to the Anthonys about the attorney-client relationship. I said, “You realize I represent your daughter and her interests. I don’t represent you or Caylee. Finding Caylee would be phenomenal for our case—that’s where our interests are aligned—but that’s where it ends. I represent your daughter and her interests, even if they conflict with yours. You must understand that.”

Cindy said she clearly understood. The Anthonys’ lawyer told her that I was just doing my job and that it was important that we have open communications.

I stood to leave. I told them I was going to come back and that I was going to see Casey again. I said I thought we could get a bond hearing right away. We parted in a very positive way, but I couldn’t help thinking, Casey has been lying to them, and this is going to get worse before it gets any better.

We shook hands. When Gabe and I walked out the front door, we were accosted by television news teams. This was my very first experience with the media in this case. As soon as I walked out of the Anthony home, they all came running, like fish swimming to the surface when you toss some bread in the water. They stopped just short of where I was standing, and I granted them an interview.

“My name is Jose Baez,” I said. “I represent Casey Anthony. I’m just here to speak with the family.”

They asked me, “What did your client say to you?” and I answered, “I can’t tell you.” Then Michelle Meredith from WESH Channel 2 said to me, “We just saw a crime scene investigator leaving with a long paper bag. Could that have been a shotgun?”

Gee, what a ridiculous and inflammatory question, I recall thinking. Are they looking for some type of story that Casey had murdered the baby with a shotgun? (What the police actually took away was a shovel, which also had nothing to do with the case.)

I immediately discounted that. I looked at Meredith and said, “There’s no evidence of any kind that a shotgun was involved in this case. They are just doing their job.” I thought to myself, Yeah, Casey must have done a tremendous cleanup job after shooting Caylee with a shotgun, because there’s no blood anywhere.

“That’s ridiculous,” I added. “Any reports of that would be completely untrue.”

And that was my first taste with how inflammatory the media could and would be. It was all about the drama. It was all about how wild and crazy things could be. It wasn’t about truth or what was really going on as much as what they could make up to make it seem like it was going on. To them the case was a reality show, except that in this case there could be serious ramifications to my client because of their inflammatory nonsense. The critical thing I didn’t understand at the time was how much the media and the cops were playing the same game.

Gabe and I returned to the Orange County jail that night to visit Casey, as much to get to know her as anything else. When we went in there that first night, they wanted to put us back in a room with the glass divider between us. So I said to the supervisor, “You know which case this is.”

“Yeah,” she said.

“I really need to talk and have unfettered access to my client because we’re talking about very sensitive issues. I’m trying to find out what’s going on here.”

“I understand,” she said. “I’ll put you in the classroom.”

And from that night on, I would always visit Casey in what we called the classroom, a huge room with six rows of desks and a whiteboard to the right. This was where the inmates held Bible study. The entire back wall is made of glass so the officers can look in and see everything that’s going on. Sitting there, you felt like you were in a fishbowl.

From the beginning, the only thing I was certain about was that I wasn’t going to let the police talk to Casey. I explained to her the importance of not talking to anyone about her case and I kept stressing that and working on that with her. Until I could get a good grasp as to what was going on, my primary function was to protect Casey from making any incriminating statements. To accomplish this, I kept her from making any statements at all—frustrating the hell out of the police.

That first night, Casey, Gabe, and I sat down at a table and as soon as we started talking, we heard a clicking sound coming from the intercom.

“Gabe, did you hear that?” I asked.

“Yep,” he said. Casey heard it, too, proof that though we were promised privacy, the police were listening in on our conversations. I immediately complained to the corporal who was on duty that night.

I said to her, “Listen, I’m hearing clicking sounds.”

She acted all upset. “That shouldn’t be,” she said. “You should be able to talk to her without having anyone listen in, and I’m going to talk to the powers that be. I’ll take care of it.”

But we didn’t really trust her. I was very cautious about what we talked about in that jail, especially in the very beginning.

I never pressed Casey about Caylee’s whereabouts or anything else. I had realized from the start that this girl had trust issues and I didn’t want to push her. This was her child who was missing. I decided that the prudent way of dealing with the situation was to let her know what my role was and to educate her as to what I was there to do. She was bright enough to let me know if there was something she needed to tell me. When I saw she wasn’t telling me certain things, I didn’t take that as a sign of dishonesty as much as I took it as a sign that we needed to get out of the jail so we could talk in private.

“I met with your family,” I told Casey. “They’re actively looking for Caylee.”

“Oh, that’s great,” she said.

“I will do whatever you want me to do, but what’s important is for us to maintain a good relationship with them, because it will benefit you in the future,” I said.

“I agree,” she said. “I understand.”

I told her, “Being close to your family will give us information, and there is going to be a time when your interests are aligned, so they could help us.”

I left the jail around ten that night and as I was walking out the door, I was ambushed by a local Orlando television reporter from WKMG by the name of Tony Pipitone. He started to question me on camera.

“I can’t tell you anything we discussed,” I told him.

He said to me, “What’s your reaction to the fact that cadaver dogs have just hit on something in the Anthonys’ backyard?”

“I don’t have any reaction,” I said. “I just left the jail. I don’t know anything about it.”

I was shocked by how much he knew. Why would the police be calling him, or any other member of the media for that matter, to say they were digging up a body in the backyard? It was really beginning to piss me off how much these cops talked to the media.

When Pipitone turned off the camera, he said to me, “Sorry we had to sandbag you like that, but they just hit. The cops are digging up the body right now. I guess it’s time for you to start working on your insanity defense.”

You motherfucker, I thought to myself. Who does he think he is? It was such a condescending thing to say—besides the fact that your ordinary insanity defense is always a loser.

Gabe and I turned right around and went back into the jail to see Casey. I told her what Pipitone had told me.

“They’re digging in the backyard,” I said. “You have to tell me if she’s back there.”

Casey looked at me and said, “I don’t know where she is,” and it was one of the few times early on that I believed her. It was a unique moment between the two of us. I had a gut feeling she was telling me the truth.

We walked out, and I said to Gabe, “I guess we’ll have to see what happens next.”

And that’s what a lot of legal work in criminal cases is: reacting to things police do. I returned to my office, and the news of the cadaver dogs was all over the news. Again, I was shocked at how much the cops were talking publicly about the case.

I mean, the cops weren’t talking to me. They were talking to the media. In fact, later on reporters would tell me this was an easy case for them to work because they didn’t have to go out looking for sources. All they had to do was sit around and wait for the police to call.

I immediately began to work closely with the Anthony family because the strategy early on was simple: if we found Caylee, then Casey could get out of jail. I spent a majority of my time during the first couple of weeks sitting with the Anthonys. There were nights during that first week when I was in their home talking to them until one in the morning. Their object and strategy of inviting the media in was to get the word out that Caylee was missing.

In their quest to find Caylee, George, Cindy, and Lee decided to make up flyers with Caylee’s picture on it and work with existing charity organizations for support. George announced he would set up a command center in front of a local Publix supermarket and, from his post at the command center, he would pass out flyers and T-shirts. Little did I know that a year later, a huge piece of evidence would come from that command center that would blow the case wide open.

The news media descended on me almost overnight and came at me like an avalanche. Two days after I took the case, my secretary, Myrna, told me that a reporter from People was waiting in the lobby to talk to me.

I walked into Gabe’s office and said, “People magazine is here.”

“Yeah,” he said,” “they want to take you out to lunch.”

“Look at these messages,” I said. “One is from 20/20, another from Dateline, and here’s one from the CBS Morning Show.”

“Unbelievable,” he said.

Myrna walked in.

“The Osceola News-Gazette [is] on line three,” she said.

I said jokingly, “I have People magazine in the lobby. I have 20/20 and Nightline to call back. Baby, the Osceola News-Gazette is going to have to get in the back of the line.”

“It’s about the boat club,” she said dryly.

Gabe and I had a good chuckle over that. And I did talk to them.

I went to lunch with the reporter from People. The reporter asked if I would introduce her to Casey’s parents, and I agreed.

One of the reporters who showed up at my office was former Los Angeles Police Department Detective Mark Fuhrman, the star witness against O. J. Simpson in his murder trial. Fuhrman was the one who found the bloody glove and was accused of being a racist. When tapes appeared on which he uttered the N-word, he was indicted for perjury. He accepted a plea deal and was forced to leave the police force. Fuhrman was now a Fox News contributor—talk about landing on your feet. A Fox producer had called me and asked if I would go to lunch with him. When I was in law school, I had watched that trial every day, so yes, I wanted to meet Fuhrman.

I still remember the moment Fuhrman walked through my door. He was tall and handsome, and I thought to myself, Last week I was arguing motions in a simple marijuana possession case, and today Mark Fuhrman is taking me to lunch.

The Fox producer, Fuhrman, and I went to lunch in Kissimmee. During the meal, the producer got up and went to the bathroom. I’m sure this was planned, because as soon as he left, Fuhrman said to me, “Listen, I have a lot of connections with law enforcement and I can really help you with this case, especially in maybe negotiating with the cops. If you tell me where Caylee is, we can solve this case and you’ll look like a big hero.”

He said this as though I knew where she was and that, of all people, I would tell him.

When Fuhrman said that, I looked to my left and to my right to make sure no one was listening and leaned forward, saying to him, “I’ll tell you where Caylee is if you tell me if you planted that glove.” A bloody glove was one of the key pieces of evidence against Simpson.

He stared at me for a moment and then exploded in laughter. I could appreciate him trying to get the information out of me, even though it would have cost me my license. But I didn’t appreciate the fact that he thought I was stupid enough to tell him.

I asked him for a favor. I said, “Mark, I teach at a local law school. Would you consider coming by my class tonight to speak to the students?”

“Sure. No problem.”

What I failed to tell Fuhrman was that semester I was teaching at Florida A&M University College of Law, a historically black university. The second he walked in and began to speak, the students gave him a good grilling. I could have saved him, but it was just too much fun to watch.

All the national TV shows came calling, including Nancy Grace on HLN and Geraldo at Large and On the Record with Greta van Susteren on Fox News. They all wanted to talk to the Anthonys. Cindy agreed, but for some reason George refused to go on. I kept telling him he should do it, but he said he didn’t want to make statements on television.

“That’s Cindy’s job,” he said. “I don’t feel right doing that.” I found that odd.

They asked me if I would go on with Cindy. I figured I would be able to deflect any questions about Casey, so I agreed. When I asked Casey about it, she was all for it, because being on TV was part of our overall quest to find Caylee.

And so a couple days after I entered the case, I appeared with Cindy on a string of national TV shows, trying to focus attention on the search for this missing child.

The first time I did Nancy Grace, Grace wasn’t hosting that night. Jane Velez-Mitchell was sitting in for her. It was a weird, fast-paced show, and I didn’t think it was very productive.

The next day, Cindy and I were on Today. Matt Lauer was the host, and we told the audience about our quest to find Caylee.

The second time I appeared on Nancy Grace, Grace herself was there. I had never watched Nancy Grace before this case, so I didn’t know what it was about, and I didn’t know what I was walking into, though I learned quickly.

Grace, a former prosecutor from Fulton County, Georgia, grilled me about my conversations with Casey, and I told her I couldn’t discuss any of that. Immediately she accused me of hiding behind the attorney-client privilege.

“I’m not hiding behind anything,” I said. “I’m keeping my license, and I’m shocked you even asked a question like that.”

She replied haughtily, “I don’t represent criminals. I represent the victims.”

I was thinking, Who is this quack?

I quickly discovered that Grace’s show was a lot like professional wrestling, where the action and drama are more important than truth or facts. She would attack me, and we’d go to a commercial, and she’d say, “Hey, you’re doing great. This is just the schtick of the show.”

“I understand,” I said.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” she said. “Keep up the good work.”

[image: art]

AS I SAID, very early on I spent a lot of time with Cindy and George. No one got much sleep the first couple of days. I chalked up their manic behavior to the situation as I knew it. Their granddaughter had been kidnapped and was missing, and they were terrified that something had happened to her.

I thought, These people are going through a horrible, horrible experience, and this would make anybody crazy. It would make anybody act differently. It took me a while before I realized that not only was there something off about Casey but something was off about her parents as well. At first glance the Anthonys seemed like the all-American family. They worked very hard to maintain an amazing façade of normalcy, one that I bought into hook, line, and sinker. It took a significant amount of time before I realized, There’s something off here. Exactly how “off” I would discover much later.

Everything suggested that when it came to Caylee that this was a loving family. Cindy was the protector. She swore up and down that Casey would never harm Caylee, and everyone else said the same thing. Her brother Lee said it. Even George said it. They all talked about what an incredible mother Casey was. After discovery was made public, not one incident of child abuse or child neglect on Casey’s part ever came to light. There was nothing that would lead anyone to believe this child was anything less than doted on and loved and cared for by her mother and grandparents.

And you could see it throughout the house. You could see it everywhere—this child was loved. From a defense attorney’s perspective, I was being more reactive than proactive, because I was trying to get a grasp of the situation. Early on, as I was starting to acknowledge to myself that there was a possibility that Caylee was dead and trying to determine whether Casey—or anyone else—was involved, I thought, This has got to be an accident. These people truly loved this child and took good care of her. That was something that you could see. A person just doesn’t all of a sudden wake up one day and think, I’m going to kill my child, whom I’ve loved and doted upon for the last three years. People just don’t do that. Where there’s abuse, there’s always a progression of violence. There’s a black eye or a broken arm, or an emergency trip to the hospital for a more serious injury. Other people notice these things. There was nothing like that in this case. Even up until today, not a single person has ever testified that this child was anything but loved.

Casey officially hired me on July 17, 2008, and I filed a motion for a bond hearing, which was heard on July 22. Meanwhile, I went to see Casey and the Anthonys every day. I don’t know what it was—I was drawn into this case immediately. It was as if everything else had to be put on hold, because I was sure that at any minute this child would either be found, or something was going to break. That’s what this case did to me from the very beginning: it sucked me in, taking me away from everything else I was doing.






CHAPTER 3
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THE BOND HEARING

ON JULY 22, the morning of the bond hearing for Casey, the Anthonys—George, Cindy, and Lee—came to my office. They came late, and I had to rush through our meeting with them so we could get to the courthouse on time for the 1:00 P.M. hearing. We went over the questions I was going to ask them, and I told them what to expect.

I explained to them what I was trying to accomplish at the hearing, that my goal was to establish Casey’s ties to the community, to show she had no prior record, to show she had a safe place to go—the Anthony home—and to tell the judge that the Anthonys would be responsible for her and would ensure that she would show up in court.

The purpose of bail, you have to understand, is not to punish the defendant. Rather, it’s to ensure the safety of the community and to make certain that the defendant shows up in court for the trial.

Those are the two goals of bail, and those were the two criteria I was trying to establish for Casey. Under Florida statutes, a defendant accused of a third-degree felony, as Casey was, normally would have bonded out for $1,000. She was also charged with two misdemeanors, for which the standard bond amount totaled $500. I figured that under the local guidelines, once she posted $150 dollars, she would be out of jail.

Months later I would find out that Lee had called Detective Yuri Melich and not only told him that the Anthonys had met with me but also told him what we talked about, including my strategy. My guess is that Lee was trying to stay on the good side of law enforcement by letting them know that just because he was testifying on Casey’s behalf, it didn’t mean that he wouldn’t assist them. Never before or since have I ever experienced someone calling law enforcement before going to testify for a family member.

Later on I would discover that George would say some pretty negative things about me to law enforcement, and it would take quite a while longer before I found out why. But to my face both he and Lee were perfect gentlemen, as kind as they could be. They always seemed to be very encouraging when trying to help out Casey.

Because I was meeting with the Anthonys at the last minute, we were running behind. As we walked into the courtroom, Judge Stan Strickland was already seated on the bench. Not a good start for me.

I got ready and made my presentation. I called George, Cindy, and Lee to the stand. George did a wonderful job. He testified that Casey had no criminal history, that Casey had lived at the same address for twenty years, that she had significant ties to the community, that even when the police started to question her, she never ran, even though she could have.

I also went over the family’s finances so the judge would have an idea of how much bond money the family could afford to post. I explained that George was a security officer making ten to fourteen dollars an hour and that Cindy was a nurse. She wasn’t a practicing nurse but worked as a clinical supervisor making between $50,000 and $60,000 a year. I talked about the family assets and said they owned a home worth $250,000.

They were middle class, I said, maybe even lower than that, and they all said they would assist with the posting of bond.

After we were done, I felt I had established Casey’s significant ties to the community and showed that she had no prior record, was no danger to the community, and was no flight risk.

When Cindy took the stand, the lead prosecutor, Linda Drane Burdick, asked her about financial problems, questions I felt were totally irrelevant to the issues relating to whether Casey should be freed on bond. Her questions appeared to be focused mainly on airing dirty laundry as opposed to accomplishing anything. Cindy had to admit that she had several judgments against her and that her wages had been garnished. I don’t know how that established anything for the state other than showing that Cindy had financial problems.

I didn’t call Casey to the stand. A lot of lawyers call their clients to the stand, but I never do that because anything and everything they say can be held against them. A smart prosecutor might push the envelope and go beyond the scope of direct examination, and a biased judge could overrule any objections that I might make. It is always a foolish move, though I see lawyers do it all the time.

That should have been the end of it. It was an open-and-shut case. Casey Anthony should have been freed on bond.

But nothing about this case ever turned out to be as simple and straightforward as it should have been. In certain cases, the judge will allow the prosecutors to call law enforcement officers to testify so they can give the judge an idea of what the case is about. However, on most occasions prosecutors just rely on the arrest report to fill the judge in on the facts alleged. In this case, Strickland allowed the prosecution to put on what amounted to a minitrial taking more than two hours. The prosecution put on a dog-and-pony show for the press, the sole purpose of which was to bash Casey.

First up was Melich, who took the stand and testified as to Casey’s actions on the day she was arrested. He listed many of the false statements she made and showed how he had disproved them. He talked about going to Universal Studios with Casey, replaying her lies. He talked about smelling the car when it was at the forensics bay. Melich said that before going into missing persons he had been in homicide, and that, based on his experience, he smelled the “smell of decomposition.”

Every cop who testifies always has the same line that “once you smell the smell of human decomposition, you never forget it.” It’s like Supreme Court Justice Potter Stewart, in his concurring opinion on Jacobellis v. Ohio, writing he couldn’t define pornography, “but I know it when I see it.”

And yet, in his five-page detailed initial report, Melich had said nothing about the smell of the car. He also testified about a stain in the trunk of the car that the crime scene investigators thought was “questionable.” I would later find out that the test was negative—not at all “questionable,” as testified to by Melich. CSI had used a product called Bluestar Forensic, a spray similar to luminol that, after applying, can reveal human bloodstains even after someone has cleaned them up. There was a small reaction in the trunk but the confirmatory test turned up negative. This is not uncommon and as an experienced detective, Melich surely should have known that.

Melich also gave testimony to finding hairs similar in color and length to that of Caylee in the trunk of the car. This is also not uncommon because the human head sheds between one hundred and two hundred hairs a day. If Casey had taken Caylee’s sweater and put it in the trunk, her hair easily would have transferred to the trunk. Or Casey could have Caylee’s hair on her clothing from dressing her and then gone into the trunk to retrieve something, transferring the hair in the process. Put simply, every trunk has hair in it. Melich failed to mention that Casey’s hair, and even animal hair, was found in the trunk as well, but no one was accusing Casey of throwing her cats in the trunk.

I took notes feverishly and listened carefully to each witness because as a defense lawyer, even if I don’t win the battle of the bail hearing, the testimony can help me win the war. Not only was I getting to hear from crucial prosecution witnesses but their testimony was on the record and locked in so they couldn’t ever change it. Having them on the record so early gave us an advantage.

When the prosecution talked about cadaver dogs and the smell coming from Casey’s Pontiac, I didn’t know how to read them. The bond hearing was the first time that anyone had made a big deal about the smell of the car. Cindy hadn’t made an issue of the smell of the car to me, so I hadn’t paid too much attention to the fact that the car allegedly had some foul odor. I thought there was still a possibility that there was some crazy woman out there who had taken Casey’s baby.

Next up was the dog part of the state’s dog-and-pony presentation. Deputy Jason Forgey, the handler of a cadaver dog named Gerus, took the stand. He struck me as someone who was slick. And I say that because ever since the Miranda ruling, defendants had to be read their rights before they could be questioned, and the police know just how far they can go to get around that law. The cops know the rules. And they know the exceptions. And, in my experience, this has developed a police culture called testilying, police slang for when they decide to embellish or omit critical testimony regarding a criminal defendant.

Why do they do it? Because they know they can get away with it. And I strongly sensed Forgey was testilying.

He got up there and recounted how he and his dog Gerus came to inspect Casey’s Pontiac. He said he deployed Gerus, who alerted Forgey to the trunk area of the car. Forgey then testified that he took Gerus into the backyard of the home, and that the dog alerted there as well. He said he then called in another dog from another county, who alerted to the same area as well.

When Forgey finished testifying, I stood up to cross-examine him. I had never had any experience dealing with a cadaver-dog handler before. On top of that, this was the first time I was hearing about this evidence, so I really had to think fast on my feet.

“Your dog alerted in the backyard?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said.

“And obviously CSI dug in the backyard and found nothing.”

“Correct.”

“And then your dog alerted in the trunk of the car?”

“Yes.”

“And obviously you didn’t find a body in the trunk.”

“No.”

“And so,” I said, “at the very best your dog was one for two, or at worst, oh for two.”

And what Forgey did—and I didn’t quite catch it at the time—was save himself by saying, “I’m sorry. I don’t understand you.”

I went over it again. I even repeated myself, but Forgey avoided answering my question by playing stupid and pretending not to understand the point I was making.

And then Strickland stepped in to save him.

“I understand your point,” said the judge. “Move on.”

So I did. But what I didn’t know—and what Deputy Forgey knew—and what the prosecution likely knew—was that the dog who came back the next day did not alert in the backyard and that they brought in the other dog, and that dog did not alert in the back yard, either. I had a hard time believing the prosecution did not deliberately hide that information from me and from the judge at that hearing.

Forgey did say, “We went back the next day.” But the prosecution didn’t question him any further. A case of “what they don’t know won’t hurt them”?

I voiced my objections throughout. As far as I was concerned, everything the cadaver-dog handler said was hearsay. I objected to the information about what the dog found. Strickland overruled me every time.

I objected to Melich’s testimony. What did his testimony have to do with whether Casey would show up in court or not?

The judge asked for arguments, and I said, “The law is the law, and we’re here to enforce the law, to follow the law. And under the law, she’s entitled to bond.”

I said, “Sure, there’s possible evidence of a possible homicide here, but they aren’t charging my client with that. If they want bond commensurate with a homicide case, they need to charge her with a murder. So long as the charges are what they are, you have to give her a bond. Treat her like anyone else. She has no prior criminal record, she has significant ties to the community, and she’s not a danger to anyone.”

I requested the standard bond amount, $1,500.

I argued, “If she’s free, she can also help search for her daughter. And it will also give me an opportunity to go over things with her,” which more than anything was really what I wanted. I wanted Casey to have unfettered access to her attorney so she and I could communicate better. We couldn’t talk in the jail. I didn’t trust the police to give us the privacy I needed when I spoke with her.

The case wouldn’t have dragged on as long as it did if I had been able to meet with her more and build trust so she could feel more comfortable talking to me. But we were in the Wild, Wild West of Central Florida. Nothing doing.

Burdick, the prosecutor, rose and said, “Now that she’s a person of interest, she may run. I request a bond of $500,000.”

I almost laughed. Then I became angry.

“If that’s the case,” I said, “why are we standing here going through the motions? If you’re going to enter a $500,000 bond, that amounts to no bond at all. Why not make it a kajillion dollars? Why don’t we just pack up and go home?”

The judge ruled in favor of the prosecution, setting Casey’s bond at $500,000. Then Strickland did something very odd. He gave extra commentary. In open court he said, “Casey has not helped in any way to find her daughter.” When he said that, I thought to myself, She’s not obligated to. She may be morally obligated to, but that’s not how the law works.

Then the judge said, “Not a bit of useful information has been provided by Ms. Anthony as to the whereabouts of her daughter. And I would add that the truth and Ms. Anthony are strangers.”

The next day the headline “The Truth and Casey Anthony Are Strangers” was on the front page of the Orlando Sentinel.

Doesn’t Judge Strickland care about the Fifth Amendment? I asked myself. It was such an interesting statement considering the Fifth Amendment of the United States Constitution ensures a defendant’s right against self-incrimination. To make a statement like that to someone who’s about to stand trial in his courtroom was absurd and disturbing. Considering that Casey had never taken the stand or testified, he had zero ability to judge her statements or her ability to tell the truth.

A judge is not supposed to show any type of prejudice against a defendant, and to say in front of a national audience that Casey was a liar didn’t exactly strike me as maintaining a neutral position.

Strickland didn’t instill a lot of confidence in me that Casey was going to get a fair trial. I didn’t object, but for the first time, I thought about recusing him.

When George, Cindy, Lee, and I left the courtroom, the crush of press was absolute madness. It was then that Cindy, defending her daughter, threw out the theory of the moldy pizza smelling up the car. As bodies and cameras and tape recorders surrounded us, she said, “There was a pizza in the back of the car for three weeks. You know how hot it’s been, and that’s where the maggots came from and that’s where the smell came from.”

Riveted by her every word, the flock of reporters pressed closer until we were being held hostage. I finally had no choice but to make a deal with them.

“I’ll talk to you if you let the Anthonys go,” I said.

They agreed, and after the Anthonys made their escape, I couldn’t express enough anger toward the injustice of the $500,000 bond for a third-degree felony.

I knew at that moment we were going to appeal it. To this day I cannot understand how any court could have justified a $500,000 bond for a third-degree felony.

I went back to the Orange County jail to speak to Casey about what the $500,000 bond meant for her. I explained to her that I was going to appeal the decision, that we were going to do everything in our power to raise the money to get her out, and that her parents had agreed to help in any way they could.

During the bond hearing I began to wonder whether Casey had been telling me the truth after I heard some of the things that came out. As I was telling her about the unfairly large bond, Casey whispered to me conspiratorially, “I have something I have to tell you.”

“What, Casey?”

Because I had been concentrating on the witnesses at the bond hearing and not on her, she knew that I would be asking her about the cadaver dogs and about her lies, information that must have been terribly unsettling for her. She knew this conversation was coming, and so to head it off she said to me, “I have some things to tell you.”

“What is it?”

“After I came back from the hearing,” she said, “I was up in my cell, and one of the inmates came by, and she flashed the number 55 through the window where I could see her. She was looking at me, and I could read her lips. She was saying, “Timer 55.”

“What does that mean?” I asked her.

She said, “Caylee had had a play date with Annabelle, and they went to Jay Blanchard Park with Zenaida [Fernandez-Gonzalez] and her sister Samantha, and at one point Zenaida grabbed Annabelle and Caylee and started walking toward the car.” Casey told me that she watched as the children got into the car, and when she asked Zenaida, “What are you doing?” she said that Zenaida grabbed her by her shoulders and said, “Listen, I’m taking Caylee, because you don’t know what you have. You don’t know how lucky you are, and I’m going to teach you a lesson.”

Casey told me that she and Zenaida struggled and that Zenaida got in her car with the children, and as she was driving away, she said, “I will contact you with further instructions.”

Casey said that Zenaida contacted her and told her to change all her passwords to “timer55.” (When we looked at her computer records, the passwords to her Myspace and Facebook accounts were in fact “timer55.”)

“Why?” I asked.

“What ‘timer55’ means,” said Casey, “was that Zenaida was going to return Caylee in fifty-five days.” (If you count from June 16, the day Caylee disappeared, to August 9, Caylee’s birthday, it’s exactly fifty-five days.)

She said that Zenaida would give her instructions to go to places around Orlando, and the way she would do it was through posting on Myspace or Facebook.

“Zenaida could do this,” Casey said, “because she had the password, but Zenaida would post it and then delete it right away so there would be no trace of it.”

She looked at me with great seriousness. What I wanted to say to her was, You are nuts. That’s hands-down the most ridiculous story I have ever heard. Listen, Casey, it’s hard to believe that Zenaida was able to find someone in the jail to get to you and flash “timer55” so you won’t tell the cops what’s really going on. That’s a very powerful conspiracy theory.

But I didn’t say any of that because I wanted her to trust me. I wanted to be her helper and I wanted to find a way to get her to tell me the truth and to stop living in this intricate fantasy world of hers.

I was really struggling to respond to her, so I finally said, “This is going to be really difficult to prove.”

“I know,” Casey said quietly. “I know.”

I said, “You’re going to have to think long and hard to help me find things to help prove some of the things you’re saying, because they caught you in other lies, and if I come forward with this, it’s going to be very difficult to prove just based on your word.”

“I understand,” Casey said, “but I don’t know what to do.”

I thought to myself, Either she’s a really bad liar or this poor girl desperately needs some professional help.

I very much wanted to bring in a psychiatrist to talk to her. The problem was, I couldn’t. Every time I went to see Casey at the jail, the press would report, “Jose Baez went to visit Casey Anthony today for an hour and fifteen minutes.” Any visitor would become part of the public record and the subject of discussion in the media. I tried to picture the reaction if I were to bring in a psychiatrist to see Casey. The press would have had a field day. This was a clear example of how the public records law can hurt a case. I still wonder if my calling in a mental-health expert early on the case might have affected the outcome of the case.

At the bond hearing, Strickland had ordered two psychiatrists to see Casey in order to decide whether she was competent to stand trial. I was going to object, because that shouldn’t have been something for the state to determine. Rather, if anyone was going to make that move, it should have been mine to make. I didn’t object because I thought this might be a good time to get professionals to see her who might shed light on what her psychological problems might be.

If I had initiated it, then the media would be commenting that I was intending an insanity defense, which to a layman means, I’m not guilty because I’m crazy. Which was something I didn’t want because, more than anything, that would have hurt Casey. Plus she was sharp enough that she might have said to me, “I’m not crazy. You’re fired,” which was something else I didn’t want.

A couple days after Strickland handed down his ruling for a $500,000 bond, I filed an appeal with the Fifth District Court of Florida to have it overturned. To the best of my knowledge, this had been the very first time in the state of Florida that a defendant had received a $500,000 bond for a third-degree felony and two misdemeanors.

Clearly it was excessive. The appellate court denied our motion without a written opinion. We asked the appellate court to issue an opinion so we could take it to a higher court, but it refused. There’s a saying that “bad cases make bad law,” and I wondered whether this was an example of that.

I was in a real quandary. I was unable to communicate with Casey because the clicking of the intercom led me to believe that the police were listening to our conversations, so I needed to find a way to get her out. That’s par for the course in any case. Your clients want to get out of jail. They don’t want to sit there. Only I had the distinct feeling that unlike the rest of my clients, Casey enjoyed being in jail. When I came to see her, she was always upbeat, never depressed. She would come in feeling chipper, as though she was at a picnic rather than in jail. This, as much as anything else, really struck me as being odd. Only later would it turn out to make perfect sense.

[image: art]

I NEEDED TO SPEND TIME alone with my client, but after the judge hit us with a $500,000 punishment, I was at a loss for what to do. And then out of the blue I got a call from Polakoff Bail Bonds, the largest of Orlando’s bail bondsmen. A man named Kalik came to my office to meet with me.

“I can post the $500,000 bond,” he said. “In fact, here’s the paperwork. I’m one of the few bondsmen in town who has this type of authority.”

Most bondsmen require a 10 percent payment in cash and then collateral that equals the rest. In the case of the Anthonys, they would have to pay him $50,000 and own a house worth $450,000. Their house wasn’t worth close to that, but Polakoff was willing to give them a break. He said that if the Anthonys made payments on the $50,000 and put their home up for collateral, he would post Casey’s bail. It was exactly what the Anthonys were looking for.

I suspect the reason he was willing to do that was that it would bring a significant amount of publicity to his bail-bonds firm. I didn’t care. I was thrilled to have an opportunity to get Casey out of jail.

Cindy and Lee had been going through the motions of trying to find a bondsman to bail her out, so I called Cindy to tell her the good news.

After meeting with the bondsman and spending a lot of time arranging to get Casey out, I was shocked when, at the last minute, Cindy said “no.”

“George doesn’t want to post the bond,” she said. My jaw hit the ground, because they were sure Casey knew where Caylee was, and I couldn’t understand why they weren’t doing everything they could to find Caylee.

I told her that I had gone to a lot of trouble to arrange this and that I was furious she was saying no.

“He’s my husband,” said Cindy. “He’s half owner of the house. I have to respect his wishes.”

Angry as I could be, I went to see Casey. I told her that George was preventing her from getting out of jail.

“I really want to talk to him,” she said.

From the start, I had instructed Casey not to accept visits from her parents or from Lee. I requested this for two reasons. First, because law enforcement was telling the Anthonys, We can’t talk to her, but you can, wink, wink, in essence making them agents of the state in their attempt to get her to talk to them. Second and most importantly, these meetings were recorded by the police, which was bad enough, but they were also broadcast across the country through the media every time they met. Despite my counsel, she continued to accept the visits—a major source of frustration for me. I kept telling her that every word she was saying to them would be recorded and used against her in court, where it could be microanalyzed and misinterpreted by those judging her fate. But her family ties were strong, and she kept agreeing to see them. Though George refused to bond her out, Casey said she was sure that if she could just talk to him, he would relent and put up the money.

Unfortunately, I was right about the state using her conversations with her family members against her. The state would later make a majority of its case around the conversations during those visitations. The evidence would turn out to be devastating, painting her in a negative light. On certain occasions, what she said to them undermined our defense.

One of the worst examples occurred during a phone call she made to her parents on the night she was arrested. She called home, and the conversation was taped and later played in court for all to hear. During the call she started to fight with her mom, who wanted to know what she knew about Caylee’s disappearance. Curtly, Casey asked for her boyfriend’s phone number. Her mother said she didn’t have it. Casey asked her to put Lee on the phone. Then she spoke to a girlfriend, who wailed, “If anything happens to Caylee, I’ll die.”

Casey can be heard saying on the tape, “Oh, my God. Calling you guys was a huge waste of time. All I wanted was my boyfriend’s number.”

From a defendant’s standpoint, it was terrible. She sounded so cold. She came across very badly, like she was completely heartless. All these people were trying to do was find out what happened to Caylee, and she was being bitchy with them. The prosecution used the tape to bash her at trial.

Though her motivation to see her parents was to try to get them to bond her out, I repeatedly told her she was jeopardizing her case every time she talked with them. Finally I tried a different approach. I bought a book about the landmark case of Miranda v. Arizona, the Supreme Court case that gives each person the right to remain silent. I wanted her to read it so she could educate herself as to her constitutional rights, where they come from, and why they’re important.

Basically, I gave her a homework assignment. I gave her the book and asked her to write an outline of it. When I came to visit her two days later, not only had she read the book but her report was so intelligently written, I doubt a seasoned lawyer could have written it better.

I remember thinking to myself, Wow, this girl could have been anything she wanted to be in life. Instead, she’s here in jail and in the running for Most Hated Person in America.

But I had finally gotten through to her. She then agreed to start rejecting the entreaties of her family members to come see her.

Coincidentally, a day after she began rejecting her parents’ visits, I had a meeting in my office with prosecutor Burdick, Sergeant John Allen, and Commander Matt Irwin, supervisors from the missing persons unit. They said they wanted to set up a “private” meeting with Casey and her family in hopes Casey would tell them where Caylee was.

When Burdick suggested Casey meet with one of her relatives, I thought to myself, Maybe this would be beneficial. Maybe she can talk them into posting bond.

“We can set it up at your office,” Burdick said. “We can bring Casey here. She can meet with whatever family members she wants.”

I agreed and then went to the jail and talked to Casey about it.

“This might be something you might want to do,” I said to her. “Maybe you can talk your family into bonding you out. Who would you like to meet with?”

“I only want to meet with my father,” she said. “Only my father.”

At that time it really didn’t mean that much to me. The realization of its importance only came much later. I told the cops, “She wants to meet with her father.”

The next day I received a call from Allen, who informed me that, “Unfortunately my boss won’t okay bringing Casey over to your office because she’s a security risk.”

“A security risk?” I said with disdain. “You guys are cops.”

“The media is there across the street,” Allen said. “Anyone could go there. It’s too high profile a place.” He recommended we do it at the courthouse. I was thinking, They didn’t want to do it in my office because they couldn’t get in to bug my office last night. But I played along and said, “Okay, but this has to happen tomorrow because the next day I’m flying to New York and won’t be there, and we’ll have to put it off until next week.” My intention to leave Florida was a piece of information I never should have given them.

They came back with the same excuse the next day.

“For security reasons we can’t do it,” said Allen.

“In that case,” I said, “we’ll see if we can do it next week.”

I was flying to New York to meet with forensic experts on August 14, 2008. One of the networks wanted to fly me up to do an interview and meet its executives. I was using the trip to build a defense team on the media’s dime. While the entire world thought I was doing these interviews just to get on TV, I realized that this case was going to be expensive to defend and I had to be creative and use the media to my advantage. And that’s exactly what I did. Each and every time I did an interview in New York or someplace else, I used the trip to see and work with my experts and build a defense.

Before I left my office to go to the airport, I saw on television the headline, “Casey Anthony Accepts Visit from Parents.” I couldn’t believe it. This was despite my numerous pleadings to her not to do so.

I was very upset with her and called my associate Gabe Adam immediately. I told him, “Go over there and read Casey the riot act. Explain to her that she can’t be doing this. Tell her I’m working on getting her the private visit.”

In fairness to Casey, she wanted badly to talk to her parents about bonding her out. They had the ability to spring her and they weren’t doing it. She was antsy and wanted them to act. I got on the plane and flew to New York.

At the jail George reportedly told Casey, “All you need to do to make the private meeting happen is to write a letter to the sheriff saying you want a private meeting with me, and it will happen immediately.”

Casey later said she was sure I would be notified of the meeting, but George later said that the police told him, “If she writes the letter to the sheriff, we don’t need the lawyer.” So Casey wrote the letter, gave it to a guard, and the cops sprang into action, knowing full well I would be in New York.

The police picked up George, took him in a squad car to the jail, and unbeknownst to George, taped him during the entire trip. Halfway to the jail, the police were shocked when they got a phone call from the jail saying Casey’s lawyer was at the jail with her.

“I don’t understand,” said one of the policemen on the recording, “I thought he was supposed to be in New York.”

But it wasn’t me; it was Gabe who was reading Casey the riot act. Later Gabe told me that when he arrived, he saw a lot of strange movement. The police made him wait a long time in the waiting room. Finally, having run out of patience, Gabe said to the police, “Hey, what’s going on with my client. Why can’t I see my client?”

“Don’t worry,” said the cops. “We’re making the visit happen.”

Suspicious, Gabe asked them, “What visit?”

“The one with her father.”

Gabe said, “No. I want to see my client this second.” And they delivered Casey to him before her father arrived at the jail.

“Jose has no knowledge of this,” Gabe told Casey. “You can’t do this.” And at that point she rejected the visit, spoiling the police and prosecution’s best-laid plans. Had Gabe not been there, they would have brought George in to see her and would have taped the two of them talking. Who knows what would have been said that they would have tried to use against her?

When I learned of the tricky business the cops were up to, I was livid. Again. This was a clear violation of Casey’s right to counsel. It was an end-run by the police who were trying to get to her without having to deal with me. It was unprofessional, dirty police work. I do understand why they do it—the police sometimes think the ends justify the means—but we have a Constitution, and there’s never an excuse for police officers to violate someone’s constitutional rights. We have brave men and women dying every day to preserve those rights. I am a firm believer that these rights mean something and no one, especially a police officer who is sworn to uphold the law, has the right to violate them.

A huge debate arose as to whether I was cooperating with law enforcement. I had written a letter to the police saying I would be more than happy to assist them in the search efforts to find Caylee, but that under no circumstances would I allow them to interrogate Casey. I said if they wanted to run leads by Casey, I’d talk to her about it, but that Casey had no idea where Caylee was.

The police never once called me to get Casey’s help, despite my offer. They had no intention of doing so. All they wanted was to go in and take a few more shots at her.

My insistence that Casey remain silent became a huge public debate.

“Is Jose Baez cooperating with law enforcement?” ran the headlines. The cops kept saying, “He hasn’t contacted us once, and Casey isn’t cooperating,” trying to put pressure on us.

My answer: “I’m sorry. You can complain to every newspaper and TV station in the world, but I’m not letting you get close to my client. End of story.”

And because I did what any competent lawyer in my position would do, I quickly gained very powerful, vindictive enemies.

Here’s another underhanded thing the police did: before I stopped them, whenever George, Cindy, or Lee visited Casey, they always released the videotapes of their visits to the media. Wouldn’t you know it: the only tape they never made public was their dirty business of August 14, 2008, when George told her to write a letter to the sheriff in an attempt to get around the attorney-client privilege.

When I filed a motion forcing them to turn it over, I’ll never forget prosecutor Frank George saying in court, “It must have been misplaced.”

I couldn’t hold back the laughter on that one. Here’s the biggest case in the state of Florida, maybe the country, when every statement made by Casey was being broadcast everywhere by the media through the police, and they’re going to tell me they lost one of the tapes? In my mind it was no coincidence the conversation that was “missing” was the one in which George told her, “Write a letter to the sheriff, and we can make the meeting happen.”

Every day, it seemed, there was a leak coming from law enforcement. They had a well-orchestrated plan to convict Casey in the court of public opinion and to taint the jury pool, as the police began to serve the media a steady diet of leaks and false information. They leaked that there was the “smell of death” coming from the trunk of Casey’s car. They leaked that cadaver dogs had sniffed the trunk of Casey’s car and alerted to decomposition. They leaked that a single strand of Caylee’s hair found in the trunk had the “death-banding” associated with finding a dead body. They leaked that they had found a stain in the trunk and, after testing it, had found DNA. And finally, they leaked that chloroform had been found after testing the air in the trunk and that experts had discovered that Casey had looked up chloroform on her computer.

As you will see, none of this “evidence” turned out to be based on fact. But that didn’t matter at all. Like in politics, this was about winning. How they won didn’t matter. The prosecution and the police from the start were convinced that Casey had killed Caylee, put her body in her trunk, and disposed of her somewhere, and they were going to make sure she was convicted, no matter what facts or evidence got in the way of their version of reality.

As a public relations and prosecution strategy, it was brilliant. They may not have had the evidence but they figured if they could inflame the public and the possible jury pool, it would give them a clear advantage when selecting a jury. And if they could intimidate Casey or her so-called “rookie lawyer,” maybe she would fold, accept a plea, and tell the police where Caylee’s body was so everyone could go home.

I knew this was their game, but I also knew that it was all a fishing expedition. I thought to myself, If they really had all of this evidence of her guilt, why do they need to talk to Casey so badly? Why are they resorting to cheap tricks to get her to talk?

Her “rookie” lawyer decided we weren’t going to fold just yet.

For the entire first year, whenever there was new discovery, the first place I heard it from was the television set. It was never given to me in advance.

The public records law in Florida is counterintuitive to a defendant’s right to a fair trial, and early on, I filed a motion with the court asking it to delay disseminating the information about the case to the media and the public so I could have an opportunity to review it first to see if there were any objectionable reasons to making it public.

Strickland denied my motion without even a hearing.
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ONE DAY I GOT A CALL from one of my paralegals.

“There’s a guy who says he wants to bond Casey out,” he said.

“Really?”

“He says he’s a bounty hunter. He says he has a show on the National Geographic Channel, and he’s willing to post Casey’s bond.”

The man’s name was Leonard Padilla, and when I checked him out, I found out he did have a reality show on the National Geographic Channel. When he arrived in Orlando, he was met at the airport by dozens of cameras. He stood and talked with a toothpick in his mouth, telling the reporters how he was going to get Casey out, and how he believed that Caylee was still alive, and that as soon as Casey got out, he was going to give her a beer and get her to relax and tell him where Caylee was.

I didn’t get to meet Padilla until the next day, when he came into my office. He had his entourage with him, including a guy who followed him around with a camcorder. As soon as he walked in the door, I told him, “He’s going to have to turn the camera off, because I’m not getting involved in what you’re doing.” He obliged.

Leonard came into my office, and I found him to be a funny, entertaining guy. He was like a character in professional wrestling. He was a cowboy—wore a cowboy hat—and with a Mexican accent, he would say, “I’m in ‘Or-lon-do,’” yet would pronounce his name “Pa-dill-ah” without the Mexican accent, where it should have been “Pa-dee-yah.”

So here was this Mexican guy from Sacramento, California, with a Southern accent and a cowboy hat, but he had $50,000 in hand—apparently his nephew was a bail bondsman—and he’s a bounty hunter with a reality show. He told me he wanted to be the next Duane “Dog” Chapman, the bounty hunter who had a popular show on A&E, and that he was trying to renew his show.

I could see that the reason he was agreeing to post the bond was mostly for the publicity. My first impulse was to tell him to get lost, but I had a client in jail who needed $50,000 to bond out, as well as $450,000 in collateral, and she had no way to post it. I would have been shirking my duty if I had sent him on his way. Even though I felt this wasn’t the ideal situation, I took advantage of it.

I realized I would have to deal with this guy. I said to myself, So long as he gets her out of jail and I can protect her from him, this shouldn’t be a problem. He’ll get his publicity, and Casey’ll get out.

We both discussed that. I told him, “I’m not going to put my client’s safety or her future in your hands.”

“Why don’t you sign me up as an investigator?” he asked.

I didn’t trust him enough to do that.

“No, no, none of that,” I said. “I don’t want to be affiliated with you in any shape or form.”

I had him sign a confidentiality agreement.

Padilla said the only condition he would put on the deal would be to have a woman on his own security team in the Anthony house in case Casey tried to run.

“No problem,” I said.

I made him sign a written agreement to these rules, some which he would later ignore. I told him, “You can’t talk to her and you can’t question her.” He agreed. Padilla put up the money and the collateral, and Casey got her release.
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