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I N T R O D U C T I O N  
 

 

 

The first I heard of Robert Nadeau was in June of 2003. I 

was driving home from Brattleboro, Vermont, after another failed 

attempt to get ‗The Shoe Tree‘ to carry the shoe brand I was 

‗repping.‘ But I didn‘t mind the wasted trip. If you‘ve ever been to 

Brattleboro you know why. It‘s a special place, tucked away in a 

quaint little valley that‘s surrounded by tree-covered hills.  

I got into the shoe business the same way Cinderella got her 

prince; I just happened to have the right size foot. It all began with a 

little side gig modeling shoes for a family friend. It wasn‘t the best 

paying job (mostly I got paid in shoes) but it was something I was 

good at. I never found a sample that didn‘t fit, and I never got sick 

of trying on shoes. Even now, I still get a little thrill whenever I slip 

my foot into a fabulous new shoe. And they were all fabulous to 

me—which would become a problem later, when I opened a shoe 

store of my own. But here I am, getting ahead of myself already, and 

I haven‘t even gotten through the introduction yet. 

Anyway, while I was modeling shoes for my friend, Terry, I 

was also getting to know the ‗buyers‘ for some of the best shoe 

stores in New England. After twenty years in the business, Terry 

had a client list to die for. He knew everybody. And he had a natural 

talent when it came to sales—though he could be a bit of a huckster 

sometimes too. He had a way of getting things out of people without 

them even knowing he was doing it. In fact, their first impression 

would be that they were getting the better end of the deal. It wasn‘t 



until later that they would realize they‘d been had. I‘ll never forget 

the time Terry wanted my sons to help him move.   

―I‘ll give you my bedroom set if you get it done this 

weekend,‖ he told them.  

My sons were ecstatic. They were furnishing their first 

apartment and Terry‘s house was furnished with ‗nothing but the 

best,‘ as he often boasted himself. The boys worked that entire 

weekend, loading and unloading furniture. But when they went to 

collect their new bedroom set it turned out to be an old, beat-up bed 

frame and dresser that had been stored in Terry‘s damp cellar for 

the last hundred years (probably left there by the previous owner). 

―You didn‘t think I meant the set in my bedroom?‖ Terry 

asked with such incredulity that the boys didn‘t have the nerve to 

admit that they had.  

―We‘ll pass,‖ they said to the junk in Terry‘s cellar. 

―Hold on a minute,‖ said Terry. ―I could‘ve sold that 

furniture at my yard sale if I‘d known you weren‘t going to take it. 

What am I supposed to do with it now?‖ 

So in the end, not only did the boys get to help Terry move, 

but as a ‗reward‘ they got to clear out and dispose of the junk in his 

cellar. 

But I don‘t want to give you the impression that Terry was a 

jerk. The truth is that he had done a lot for my boys over the years 

and he knew that they would help him move without the added 

incentive. But he loved screwing with people. And that‘s why those 

who knew him best would have a good laugh over that story about 

the bedroom set (including my boys). We all have our ‗Terry‘ 

stories. 

Even so, we were surprised when we heard that Terry would 

be taking a two year ‗vacation‘ at the bequest of the Feds 

(something about an insurance claim gone bad). I was even more 

surprised when he asked me to run his business while he was away.  

And that‘s why I was driving through Vermont that day in 

June. Most people would‘ve been content with Terry‘s client list, 



but I had a hankering to open a few new doors, if only to prove that 

‗repping‘ shoes was something I could do. I was juggling a few other 

jobs as well—including writing ‗erotic romance‘ for Harlequin—but 

this ‗favor‘ I was doing for Terry would turn out to be one of the 

most rewarding experiences of my life. I thrive on performance 

driven activity, and there is nothing more challenging than selling 

on commission.  

Most people would call me a ‗workaholic‘ and I would 

probably agree, although I don‘t like the implication that there‘s  

anything dysfunctional about it. I suppose it‘s possible that I‘m 

trying to escape from something. Life presents a steady stream of 

problems, while work is all about solutions. Working gives me a 

sense of control. I guess that‘s why I never had a job I didn‘t like.  

But I loved the shoe business—and not just because of the 

shoes. I liked working with the ‗independent‘ shoe stores—those 

little ‗mom and pop‘ shops that used to be so characteristic of New 

England back then. I have so many fond memories of those days. I‘ll 

never forget my trips to ‗The Barn‘ in Newton, Massachusetts, for 

example, where the owner‘s two sons would meet me outside so 

they could carry my shoe bags up to the buying room. Or 

‗Footprints‘ in Newington, Connecticut, whose buyer was so 

gracious and helpful that I hardly even noticed that he was 

educating me about the shoe business while I was ‗selling‘ him 

shoes. I‘ve met so many wonderful ‗shoe people‘ over the years, and 

each spring and fall, with the release of the new ‗lines,‘ we would all 

come together again. It was like Christmas for me when the boxes of 

new samples were delivered to my door. I would tear through them 

excitedly, flinging paper and cardboard as I unearthed my new 

treasures (pausing every now and then to slip a particularly 

promising style on my foot). I had a room set aside for this purpose, 

but, inevitably, that season‘s samples would end up scattered 

throughout my entire house—on countertops, shelves and window 

sills—as I contemplated which shoes would be that year‘s ‗winners.‘  

Every brand goes through this. Each new season brings 

hundreds of new samples—most of which will never make it further 



than the sale‘s reps‘ shoe bags. It is the buyers who will determine 

which shoes are manufactured and which will be cut from the line.  

The biggest cuts occur at the ‗shoe shows,‘ and the biggest 

shows are in Las Vegas and New York. Or they used to be. I heard 

recently that those shows are shutting down due to poor 

attendance. This news hit me hard, not just because the world is 

changing too fast for me to keep up with anymore, but also because 

those shows meant so much to me. It was like seeing family again 

when, twice a year, we would all come together to talk about shoes. 

It was business, but it was personal too. What other industry greets 

their sales reps with a hug?  

After the shows, the reps hit the road. This was my favorite 

part of the job. I love driving to and from destinations unknown, 

eating convenience store food and trying to figure out where I am 

on the map. I love the feeling of being en route, where nobody 

knows where I am and, for the moment, there‘s no place I‘m 

supposed to be. I think traveling must be in my blood. Or maybe I 

learned to love it from my mother, who was intent on seeing every 

inch of this country despite having six kids in tow. She took us from 

the east coast to the west—and then back again—with plenty of 

stops in between. Of course, ‗traveling‘ with my mother wasn‘t 

anything like your typical family vacation. Our travel involved a U-

Haul and a new school, and our ‗hotels‘ were actually apartments. I 

noticed pretty early on that the only time my mother was truly 

happy with a place was before she actually got there. No sooner 

would we unpack that last box than she‘d be on the lookout for 

something better. One of my favorite ‗vacations‘ was spent in 

Snyder County, Pennsylvania. My mother saw a picture of a quaint 

little farm on the back of an ‗all-natural‘ peanut butter jar and the 

next thing I knew we were living in Amish country. It wasn‘t the 

perfect life, but it couldn‘t have been all bad, or else why would I 

choose to spend so much of my time on the road?  

I don‘t remember all the places I‘ve been as a kid, but I 

remember that day in Brattleboro like it was yesterday. The 

upcoming season ‗rush‘ was over by then, which is why I was out 

scouting new stores. After my unsuccessful visit to ‗The Shoe Tree‘ 



(I would get him to carry my shoes a few seasons later), I lingered in 

downtown Brattleboro for a while, window shopping until I found a 

homemade ice cream shop—which turned out to be just what I was 

looking for. Then I got in my car and headed down Highway 91 

toward home.  

As if on cue, my cellphone rang. It was my best friend, 

Maryann, and that call is why I remember that day so well. I‘ll never 

forget what she said when I answered the phone:  

―I just had sex with my lawyer and I don‘t know why!‖



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

P A R T  O N E  

A n  A f f a i r  t o  R e m e m b e r  

 



 

1  

M a i n e — T h e  W a y  L i f e  S h o u l d  B e  

 

 

We all have that friend; that zany, fun-loving, slightly 

unstable friend. Mine was Maryann. She was smart, beautiful and 

uproariously funny—especially in those early years. She could also 

be maddeningly impetuous, with a tendency to jump from the 

proverbial frying pan into the fire. And she was always genuinely 

surprised when things didn‘t work out. But she had the most 

charming ability to find humor in even the worst circumstances, 

and that‘s what I liked most about her.  

Back when I first met Maryann, she seemed pretty happy 

with her life. Her husband had a great job that allowed her to do 

what she loved best, which was being a ‗homemaker.‘ And she took 

the position seriously. She kept a picture-perfect home and was an 

attentive mother to her two pre-school children. I used to joke that 

she and Martha Stewart were twins who had been separated at birth 

(though Martha has a few years on Maryann).  

I think the real trouble began when Maryann and her 

husband moved from Massachusetts to Maine. There‘s just 

something about Maine…  

Don‘t get me wrong. It‘s beautiful up there. But it has a sort 

of backwoods, ‗deliverance‘ quality that can get under your skin 

during the long, frigid winters. Maine is, after all, the state that 

inspired Stephen King‘s, The Shining. 

Maryann‘s house was so far out in the country (of Wells) that 

I never actually figured out where it was. I always had to refer to my 

directions to find it, and I swear the place looked different every 



time I saw it. I was terrified of getting lost on one of those back 

roads, especially at night. 

But we had some really good times up there too. Back then, 

we used to have a girls‘ night out every few weeks, about half of 

which would take place in Maine. Maryann was always a bigger 

drinker than me, but then again, so are most twelve year olds. I get 

a splitting headache if I have more than two drinks in one sitting—

and not the next morning either, but right then, while I‘m still 

drinking. Needless to say, I‘ve learned to stop before it reaches that 

point. This makes me the ideal designated driver—a position I‘m 

not particularly crazy about, but one that I‘ve sort of inherited along 

with my intolerance for alcohol.  

Personally, I find sitting in a bar, watching people drink, one 

of the most boring occupations known to man (or in this case, 

woman). But it wasn‘t boring with Maryann. Not back then. We 

always had as much fun leaving a bar as we had going in.  

I‘ll never forget this one night when we were walking out of 

an all-male gay bar in Wells after an evening of ‗gaiety‘ (for lack of a 

better word). No sooner had we stepped outside into the street 

when two cops appeared out of nowhere. They had that look they 

get when they‘re calculating the amount of intoxication they‘re 

going to charge you with. We were laughing hysterically at 

something, which probably didn‘t help matters.  

I greeted the policemen the same way I always do when I 

encounter them outside of bars: as if their being there is an 

unexpected but pleasurable surprise. After all, I had nothing to fear. 

I was as sober as a judge.   

―Have you been drinking?‖ came the inevitable question.  

I tried to explain the whole two drinks-designated driver 

thing, but the policemen didn‘t appear to be listening. In fact, they 

seemed to be looking right through me.  

Well, that‘s just plain rude, I thought, glancing around at 

Maryann. But Maryann had disappeared and, in her place, was a 

large, green bush with two legs sticking out of the top of it. They 

were wearing her shoes. I stopped talking.  



I think we were all too stunned to react at first, but then one 

of the officers rushed over to help her. When she was finally 

standing upright again, Maryann glanced around nonchalantly, as if 

wondering what all the commotion was about.   

I wasn‘t quite as sure of myself when I turned back to face 

the police officers after that. I have to hand it to them though; they 

didn‘t even crack a smile. 

―Are you able to drive?‖ one of them asked me. 

 ―Absolutely,‖ I replied with an eagerness that made even me 

wince. They watched as we walked to Maryann‘s car and I got 

behind the wheel. The car was unfamiliar, but I wasn‘t about to 

waste time getting acquainted with it. I put the car in ‗drive‘ and hit 

the gas. Within seconds I saw the red and blue lights flare up 

behind us. 

―Shit!‖ I exclaimed, forgetting, for the moment, that I would 

easily pass a breathalyzer. I pulled the car over to the side of the 

road, trembling with a mixture of outrage and fear. This was 

entrapment (if the crime dramas on television were to be believed)! 

I rolled down the window. 

―You said I could drive!‖ I reminded the approaching 

policeman. 

―You‘ll find it a lot easier if you turn on your lights,‖ he 

replied dryly. 

I looked at the front of the car. Sure enough, the lights 

weren‘t on. I searched for the switch and turned them on. I wanted 

to explain that I was accustomed to driving a car with automatic 

headlights, but an impertinent smile was tugging at the corners of 

my mouth, so I just murmured a quick ‗thanks‘ and then carefully 

made my way back onto the road.  

Neither of us spoke. We just stared at the road. Then all of a 

sudden, almost simultaneously, we started to laugh. And once we 

started we couldn‘t stop. We must‘ve laughed for five minutes 

straight. We didn‘t even say anything. We just laughed. 

Maybe you had to be there.  



The next morning Maryann told me she wanted a divorce 

(from her husband, not me). He had left for work already and she 

was whipping me up one of her Martha Stewart specials for 

breakfast.  

I was taken aback. I didn‘t even know they were having 

problems. In fact, Maryann hardly mentioned her husband at all. In 

retrospect, I guess that wasn‘t a very good sign (although I‘ve 

always thought women spend way too much time talking about 

men). 

Looking back, I didn‘t really know a lot about Maryann back 

then. We only got together every few weeks, so we tended to keep it 

light. She had surprised me a few months earlier by referring to me 

as her ‗best‘ friend. But I was delighted as well as surprised. I‘d 

never been anyone‘s best friend before, not even as a kid. Especially 

not as a kid. It‘s actually a little scary to think what personality type 

might‘ve chosen that pre-pubescent me as their best friend. It‘s not 

that there was anything wrong with me, mind you, but I was just 

odd enough to require someone with a flexible sense of ‗normal‘ to 

fall into my gravitational pull.  

How bad was it? Well, remember Gary Larson‘s insect 

character with the long, skeletal body, the big, poufy hair and the 

cat-eye glasses? I like to think of myself as Larson‘s inspiration for 

that character. The resemblance is uncanny.  

My mother was a hair dresser who loved to practice her craft. 

Only instead of practicing on plastic heads like most hair dressers, 

she practiced on us kids. In an era when all the young girls had 

long, perfectly straight hair; my sisters and I stood out like sore 

thumbs with our old lady perms.     

To make matters worse, my mother was also a Jehovah‘s 

Witness (―JW‖ for short), so we weren‘t allowed to associate with 

‗worldly‘ people (which includes everyone who isn‘t a JW). We got 

to go to school obviously, but the extra-curricular stuff was strictly 

off limits. There were no sports, no holidays, no anything fun. And 

we were forbidden to even think about going over to a friend‘s 



house (though in all honesty, the opportunity never presented itself 

in my case).  

And if all that wasn‘t enough, my mother moved us to a new 

school every few years, just to mix things up.  

Suffice it to say that my chances of being popular were slim 

to none. Okay, they were none. So I figured being invisible was the 

next best thing. I made that my goal. And I was pretty good at it too. 

Though I didn‘t have many friends growing up, I did get to 

‗hang out‘ with some pretty interesting characters. In fact, the kids I 

went to school with paled in comparison. Take, for example, 

Shadrack, Meshack and Abendigo. While you and your friends were 

stressing over how to beat the tetherball champ, these guys were 

gearing up to martyr themselves for their—hold on a minute. Come 

to think of it, they might not have been the best companions for an 

impressionable young girl.  

Okay, but I also spent a lot of time with this guy called 

Abraham, who was actually willing to kill his only—wait; that‘s not a 

very good example either.  

Well, there‘s always the ‗fallen‘ angels who had sex with the 

women of earth to produce an army of hybrid giants. Now those 

guys were cool!  

On a side note: does it seem strange to anyone besides me 

that The Holy Bible is the only book I was allowed to read as a kid? 

I mean, I actually had to hide Nancy Drew mysteries inside my 

Bible so that my mother wouldn‘t know I was reading them. That‘s 

weird, right? 

 Later, as I got older (and sneakier) I shared many a quiet 

afternoon with Caesar and Cleopatra, Zeus and Hera, and Jane Eyre 

and Mr. Rochester. As well, I was exposed to a wide variety of ideas 

through my association with such characters as Malcolm X, Ayn 

Rand‘s Howard Roark, and Erica Jong‘s two-liter coke bottle.  

My favorite characters from the books I read were my ‗best 

friends‘ growing up. By the time I was an adult, ordinary people 

couldn‘t measure up. They were just too ordinary. I try to take an 



interest, I really do, but this era of spoon fed intellect and reality TV 

just doesn‘t do it for me. The more ‗contemporary‘ the crowd, the 

more disconnected I feel. One on one I‘m a little better, but even 

then, I‘m what you might call ‗aloof.‘ I forget to call—or I don‘t show 

up for things. It‘s not that I don‘t care. I‘d be there in a minute if 

one of my friends needed me. And that kind of defines how I‘ve 

always viewed friendship—as a sort of job. There‘s always 

something you have to do. No news is good news, and if they need 

you they‘ll call.  

I‘m not putting anybody down here. I have since learned that 

I‘m what‘s called ‗co-dependent.‘ For me, this means my self-esteem 

is directly connected to my ability to be useful to others. My 

underlying resentment over this ‗work‘ I feel I have to do explains 

the distance I create between myself and others. And it‘s why my 

closest friends have always been those people who are willing to 

pursue me. Flattered by their pursuit, I find myself more willing to 

be made use of.  

Of course I didn‘t know any of this back in 2003. It would be 

almost a decade before I would discover these truths, with the help 

of a caring therapist who spent four long years working tirelessly 

with me.  

Anyway, that‘s how things stood when I met Maryann. But 

she was different than most people. In a sea of shimmering silver 

minnows, she was a goldfish. In fact, she was more like one of the 

characters in my books than an ordinary person. She was larger 

than life and she always had something interesting to say. And have 

I mentioned that she was hilariously funny?  

But it wasn‘t all fun and games. I saw the role of ‗best friend‘ 

as a responsibility, with duties that had to be carried out if it was to 

be done properly. I wasn‘t sure what those duties were, but I figured 

at the very least I had to be there for her and her kids—who were by 

this time calling me ‗Auntie Nancy.‘  

As nerve-wracking as it all was, it was exciting too. Yet even 

as I write this, I can‘t help feeling that I failed Maryann and her kids 

somehow. But there I go again, jumping ahead of myself.  



Maryann‘s divorce presented the perfect opportunity for me 

to prove my bestfriendliness (before you send that email—I already 

know that‘s not a real word, but I figure; if Shakespeare can do it…).  

But this is where it gets kind of sticky. See, I secretly thought 

that Maryann‘s marriage was—how should I say it?—workable. Of 

course, I wasn‘t there. I mean, nobody really knows what it‘s like to 

actually live with another person. And I know that by the time 

Maryann and her husband actually separated it had gotten pretty 

bad for both of them. But before it reached that point—I don‘t 

know—I just couldn‘t help wondering if her marriage might‘ve been 

salvaged with a little more effort.  

But I never came right out and told Maryann this, mostly 

because I didn‘t trust my opinion. I felt it was probably jaded by my 

personal experience. The difficulties I encountered as a single 

mother surpassed anything I had ever faced before—and I was 

married to an addict who was abusive. Even so, after leaving him I 

often thought; ‗That was nothing compared to this!‘  

Of course, when I say I was a ‗single‘ mother, I mean that 

literally. There was no marital settlement, no child support, no 

insurance, no help of any kind—not even some occasional 

babysitting from my ex or his family. Nor was there any support 

from my side of the family. My siblings were each struggling with 

their own issues, and my mother was shunning all of us for leaving 

the JWs. I had never gotten to know my extended family because, 

not being JWs, they fell under the ‗worldly‘ category that I couldn‘t 

associate with. My kids and I were truly alone. 

But I was pretty sure it wouldn‘t be like that for Maryann. 

She and her husband had marital assets—that alone gave her a huge 

advantage. They owned a beautiful home, which she would 

probably be allowed to reside in with her children. Her husband 

had a great job from which to pay child support and—though she 

didn‘t get along with her in-laws—her own family adored her and 

the kids. Life would get a little harder, but it could work. Many 

women thrived as single mothers.   



So I kept my opinion to myself. And anyway, Maryann‘s 

parents were already saying everything I wasn‘t. They were dead-set 

against her divorce, which would be the first in their family. This 

bothered Maryann too. She saw herself as a failure. In fact, her 

feelings about this—which she voiced often—convinced me that she 

must‘ve given her marriage everything she had. And the better I got 

to know her, the more convinced I would become of this. Watching 

her over the years, I have often thought that, if she put half the 

energy into a career that she put into trying to make a relationship 

work, she would be a millionaire. But Maryann didn‘t want a career. 

She wanted a relationship. And that‘s probably why it went down 

the way it did that day in June.  

We had talked on the phone quite a bit that week. There was 

a lot going on in her life and I think she was a little overwhelmed by 

it all. Her divorce was a big part of it, but there were other things 

too, not the least of which was her soon to be ex-husband getting 

laid off. He had received a decent severance package but, even so, 

Maryann was worried. Her parents were pressing her move back to 

Pennsylvania. In fact, she and the kids were leaving the next day to 

go there and discuss it with them. And if all this weren‘t enough, 

Maryann had just undergone a medical procedure for a ‗women‘s 

issue‘ that had left her bloated, cramping and bleeding heavily (I 

only mention this because it comes up later).  

And now you know as much as I did that day when I got the 

call. 

―I just had sex with my lawyer and I don‘t know why!‖ she 

announced in lieu of a greeting. 

―What?‖ I had no idea what she was talking about. Was this 

some new reality show I was supposed to be watching?  

―My lawyer!‖ she repeated impatiently. Her voice sounded 

shrill.  ―I just had sex with him in his office!‖  

I had no idea what I was supposed to say to something like 

that so I asked; ―Why?‖  

 ―I don‘t know!‖ she cried. ―I was there to discuss a tort!‖ 



I didn‘t fully understand what a ‗tort‘ was, even though 

Maryann had explained it to me a bunch of times. Maybe her lawyer 

was confused too.  

Or maybe when she said ‗tort,‘ he heard ‗tart?‘  

Normally, that‘s the kind of joke Maryann would find 

amusing, but there was something in her tone that said this wasn‘t 

the time for jokes. She sounded frantic. 

―You better start at the beginning,‖ I said.   

And the next thing I knew she was talking so fast that I could 

hardly keep up. Her version takes the same amount of time as the 

drive from Brattleboro, Vermont to Newburyport, Massachusetts, 

so I‘ll just give you the main points. 

Maryann had an appointment with her attorney at four-

thirty that afternoon. That much I already knew. She wanted to go 

over some last minute details before leaving for Pennsylvania the 

next morning—like the ‗tort‘ claim she hoped to attach to her 

divorce. I knew that part too. She had called me earlier that day to 

go over her divorce ‗wish list‘ for what seemed like the tenth time 

that week (of course, as her best friend, I was happy to go over it 

with her again).  

Maryann said she was running late by the time she got home 

from the beach with her kids (I could‘ve predicted that part), so she 

left the kids with the babysitter and rushed out the door. At this 

point, she paused to tell me how ‗gross‘ she looked. I recall her 

describing herself as ‗sticky from sunblock, bug repellant and 

sweat,‘ with ‗sand in places she would rather not mention.‘ She said 

her hair was ‗greasy enough to change the oil in her minivan.‘ Even 

with her penchant for exaggeration, I knew Maryann‘s mortification 

over this point was real. She was always very meticulous about the 

way she looked. 

But she couldn‘t miss that appointment with her lawyer 

because, if she did, another two weeks might go by without 

anything getting done on her divorce, and she was already stressing 

over how long everything was taking. 



―And now it doesn‘t matter anyway because he can‘t be my 

lawyer anymore!‖ she wailed. 

―What happened?‖ I asked. 

―He said he was in love with me!‖  

―Just like that? Out of the blue?‖ 

―Yes!‖ she insisted. ―Actually, he said he had been in love 

with me for several months. It was right after I brought up the tort.‖ 

So the tort was somehow connected to this!  

―Go on…,‖ I prompted. 

―I asked if he had a chance to read the article I dropped off at 

his office,‖ she continued. ―Remember the one I was telling you 

about?‖ 

―Yes,‖ I replied, vaguely recalling some mention of an article 

in Women‘s Health. ―What does that have to do with this?‖ 

―Well, that‘s kind of what started it all,‖ she said.  

―So he read it?‖  

―No. But there was a woman in a bikini on the cover.‖  

I wasn‘t sure what to do with this, so I waited for her to 

continue. 

―He told me I would look better in the bikini than the model 

on the cover,‖ she said. 

I was glad that we were talking on the phone so she couldn‘t 

see the expression on my face. It‘s the same look I get when I see 

raw oysters.  

She said he tried to brush off the remark with something 

like; ‗I shouldn‘t have said that…even though it‘s true.‘ 

The strangest thing about that conversation was Maryann‘s 

tone. Her initial mortification seemed to be metamorphosing into 

something that sounded a lot like persuasion. It was as if she were 

trying to convince me of something. Or maybe it was herself she 

was trying to convince. 



Throughout it all she kept cracking jokes about how terrible 

she looked, as if this were evidence that her attorney must really 

care about her. She kept saying that he had ‗seen her at her worst.‘ 

She was flattered, which I supposed is natural for a woman 

in her situation. One of the biggest issues she‘d had with her 

husband was that he didn‘t seem to be attracted to her anymore.  

I was starting to feel a little sick. ―What happened next?‖  

―I didn‘t know what to say when he told me he was in love 

with me,‖ she said. ―I mean, will I be filing that tort claim or not?‖ 

I laughed at her little joke, but only because I knew she 

wanted me to. 

―And the next thing I knew he was telling me he couldn‘t be 

my lawyer anymore,‖ she said, and then she made this sound that 

was either a gasp or a sob—I couldn‘t tell which. ―What am I going 

to do?‖ she cried. ―I‘m supposed to be leaving for Pennsylvania in 

the morning!‖ 

I didn‘t know what to say so I didn‘t say anything. 

―He said he was afraid that if he didn‘t tell me how he felt 

today he might not ever get the chance,‖ she continued. 

―But you‘re only going away for two weeks,‖ I reminded her. 

―I guess he thought I might not come back,‖ she said. ―He 

knows that my parents are pressuring me to move there.‖ 

Yes; he knows everything about you, I couldn‘t help 

thinking. That‘s the problem.  

―And also…,‖ she continued hesitantly, ―he‘s going through 

something similar himself.‖  

I groaned. And while it‘s true that I can‘t remember every 

detail about that conversation, I know for a fact that I groaned, 

because I always groan when an insecure woman is about to explain 

how some guy who‘s madly in love with her is about to get a 

divorce.  

As it stood, he was married with three kids. At this point, 

Maryann actually started to tell me what a great father he was. 



―How on earth could you possibly know that?‖ I asked. 

―From things he‘s told me,‖ she said. ―He‘s always talking 

about how close he is to his kids.‖ 

―Sounds like he‘s been planning this for a while,‖ I couldn‘t 

help observing.  

―Do you think so?‖ she asked, as if this were a good thing. 

―I don‘t know,‖ I said. ―It seems a little deliberate for him to 

be telling you what a great father he is—knowing that your biggest 

gripe with your ex is that you don‘t like how he is with the kids. I 

mean, either he‘s trying to impress you or he‘s rubbing your nose in 

it.‖  

 She seemed to be considering this. ―So you think he really 

has been in love with me this whole time?‖  

―I didn‘t say that.‖ I replied. 

 ―It‘s just so sudden!‖ she exclaimed. ―I never thought of him 

that way!‖ But I could tell that she was thinking of him ‗that way‘ 

now. ―He‘s not unattractive,‖ she continued less exuberantly. 

I tried to manufacture some image of him, but I don‘t think 

Maryann ever said a word about him to me before this, other than 

to tell me that he was a judge as well as an attorney. This seemed 

like a conflict to me, but I supposed if there was some unfair 

advantage it would work out in Maryann‘s favor.  

 ―He‘s older than I am,‖ she added hesitantly.  

―How old is he?‖ I asked. Methuselah flashed through my 

mind. Maryann was twenty-eight. 

―I‘m not sure,‖ she hedged. ―But he‘s in great shape. And I 

know he‘s athletic because he goes biking and coaches his kids‘ 

sports…,‖ her voice kind of trailed off at that point. Perhaps she was 

remembering her many complaints about her ex-husband sitting in 

front of the computer for hours on end playing video games—

another thing that drove her crazy—and it was occurring to her that 

her attorney really had been using these ‗office visits‘ to build 

himself up to her.  



I was tempted to ask if they ever actually discussed her case 

during their appointments, but I held my tongue.   

―A judge is in love with me!‖ she exclaimed suddenly. She 

said it the way you or I would say; ―Sasquatch is in love with me!‖ 

There was, I suppose, a degree of awe in her tone, but there was 

definitely some horror there too. I mean, I‘ve heard more genuine 

desire in the voices of women trying on shoes. 

So what it really came down to was that Maryann‘s attorney, 

an older, married judge who enjoyed taking exercise when he wasn‘t 

running for father of the year, ranked somewhere between 

Sasquatch and a pair of killer pumps. 

With every word Maryann uttered, I became more skeptical.  

―So…how did…I mean…?‖ I tried to lead her back to 

whatever prompted that first distraught outburst when I answered 

the phone. 

―Well, my first instinct was to get the hell out of there, you 

know?‖ she began. ―So I suggested that we go out for a beer. And 

suddenly he was just there…kissing me!‖ 

―What did you do?‖ I asked. 

―I just stood there,‖ she said. ―Technically, I guess you could 

say I knelt there. What else could I do? His cock was in my mouth.‖ 

I couldn‘t believe she was cracking jokes. ―What were you 

thinking?‖ 

―Actually, I think I wanted it to hurry up and be over,‖ she 

said. 

―Oh my god,‖ I said. ―Maryann.‖ 

―I‘m not even kidding!‖ she said. ―I was running through the 

list of things I have to do before I leave tomorrow morning—‗Let‘s 

see, I have to fold the laundry, pack the car, wrap the presents I 

bought for my parents—oh, and I‘ll have to find a new lawyer now 

too!‘‖ 

―I can‘t believe this,‖ I said. 



―That‘s not even the worst of it,‖ she said, pausing to light a 

cigarette.  

―How can it possibly get any worse?‖ I asked. Then I 

remembered the medical procedure she‘d had that week. ―No,‖ I 

whispered, not wanting to hear anymore. 

―Oh yeah,‖ she said, exhaling. ―He went there.‖ 

―Didn‘t you try to stop him?‖ 

 ―No!‖ she cried. ―I just kind of zoned out. I think I was in 

shock or something. I did mention that I had the biopsy and was 

still bleeding.‖ 

―What did he say to that?‖ 

―He said: ‗That‘s okay. I don‘t mind.‘ And then I took my 

tampon out.‖ She paused to take another drag from her cigarette. 

―Every time I think about it I cringe.‖ 

I was cringing too, but for completely different reasons. ―It 

sounds kind of…,‖—I was thinking ‗rape-ish‘ (and yes, I know that‘s 

not a word either), but what I said was, ―…unromantic.‖ 

―Really?‖ she asked. ―Me lying on my back on the floor of my 

attorney‘s office trying to pretend I don‘t notice his tie slapping me 

in the face isn‘t romantic? I would‘ve thought this was right up your 

alley after reading your books.‖ She was referring to my Enchanted 

series with Harlequin, which does, admittedly, contain some pretty 

kinky stuff.  

―But those are fantasies,‖ I argued. ―Women can either take 

‗em or leave ‗em. Can you actually say you wanted to have sex with 

your lawyer today?‖ 

―No,‖ she admitted. ―But I can‘t say I didn‘t, either. Or, at 

least, I didn‘t tell him that I didn‘t. I didn‘t say anything. I just went 

along with it. I felt strangely compelled to do what he asked.‖  

 ―What happened afterwards?‖ I asked. 

―He said he would ask his wife for a divorce tonight after 

dinner and that was pretty much it,‖ she said. ―Appointment over.‖ 

Do you see why I remember this so well?  



―I thought he was already getting divorced!‖ I sputtered, 

although his marital status seemed a moot point given the 

overwhelming icky-ness of their first date (if you can call it that). 

―I said the exact same thing,‖ she laughed. Then she sighed. 

―He says their marriage has been over for a long time. They just 

haven‘t made it official yet.‖ 

―And you believe that?‖ 

―I actually told him not to ask for a divorce,‖ she said. ―You 

know how guilty I feel about my own divorce. The last thing I need 

is to be the cause of someone else‘s.‖ 

―So you walked out on him?‖ I suggested hopefully.  

―Well…,‖ she hesitated. ―He wouldn‘t let me leave until I 

promised to talk to him again. He says he wants to marry me!‖  

―What?‖  

―And I told him I would think about it,‖ she was quick to add. 

―I mean, considering what just happened in his office, shouldn‘t I at 

least think about it?‖ 

Absolutely not, I thought, but I said: ―What about your 

case?‖  

―He suggested giving it to one of his partners,‖ she said, 

―with him handling it from behind the scenes.‖  

And the next thing I knew, she was cracking jokes about the 

ugly organza gown she was going to make me wear as her maid of 

honor.  

By the time Maryann reached the ‗Welcome to Pennsylvania‘ 

sign that following afternoon, she was in love. 



 

2  

T h e  B i g  E a s y  

 

 

Looking back, it was all just a little too easy. And not Sunday 

morning easy either, but tripping over a rock and splitting your 

head open easy.   

To Maryann, it seemed like a fairy tale. One day, the prince 

announced himself and…actually, that was pretty much it.  Back 

then, the prince answered to Bob (this doesn‘t become funny until 

later). 

Maryann was swept off her feet (literally and figuratively). 

Enthralled by her prince‘s proclaimed devotion, she refused to look 

any further than his promises.  

The thing was; Maryann trusted Bob. During the four 

months he‘d spent as her attorney, Bob had listened attentively 

while she poured out her life to him, sharing her deepest, darkest 

secrets (some of which she hadn‘t even told me). He had seen her 

rant, whine and cry, and he had fallen in love with her anyway.  

And he was a judge, for crying out loud! Maryann was in awe 

of him. Her feelings of failure over getting a divorce were washed 

away by his assurances that her husband was the one to blame. A 

judge knows stuff like that. He also knows right from wrong. So no 

matter how Maryann (or I) might have viewed what happened that 

day in his office—no matter how mortifying or inappropriate it 

might have seemed to us—it was actually perfectly natural. A judge 

said so.   

Even I was beginning to think that Bob‘s feelings for 

Maryann might be genuine. I didn‘t necessarily agree that he was 



the paragon she believed him to be, but the guy did seem to be crazy 

about her. Of course, I hadn‘t actually met him yet. Remember 

when I described my ‗no news is good news‘ philosophy with 

friends? Well, Maryann was an even bigger subscriber to that 

philosophy than me. When things were going good for her—

particularly when she was in love—I wouldn‘t hear from her nearly 

as often as I did when her life sucked. But I was glad things were 

working out for her. And I was too busy to talk on the phone 

anyway, because I was working around the clock to make the grand 

opening of the shoe store I had foolishly decided to open in 

Newburyport, Massachusetts. 

The day after their affair in Bob‘s office, Maryann went to 

Pennsylvania as planned. I thought the separation would cool 

things down (especially for Bob) but it didn‘t. Maryann said he 

called her every day.  

Meanwhile, the news of Prince Charming bombed with 

Maryann‘s parents, even with her leaving out the bits about the 

tampon and the tie. Still, her parents were having none of it. For 

them, the only bright spot in Maryann‘s divorce was the prospect of 

having her and the kids move back to Pennsylvania.  

But moving back to Pennsylvania represented a last resort 

for Maryann. She was only considering it because it appeared she 

had no other choice. But she had a choice now. She could stay in 

Maine and marry a judge.  

Maryann showed her mother—who we‘ll call Gloria—a 

picture of Bob from a phone book advertisement he had given her. 

Gloria was far from impressed. ―He looks…old,‖ she said, 

scrunching up her nose.  

Bob was forty-eight, which is actually rather young for a 

judge (as Maryann was quick to point out), but which was still two 

decades older than Maryann. In fact, he was closer to Gloria‘s age. 

―How did this happen?‖ Gloria kept asking. And Maryann 

kept selling Bob‘s good points. He was a family man. He was an 

excellent father figure for her kids. And he was a judge! 



But Gloria wasn‘t buying it. In fact, the only person Maryann 

managed to convince was herself. But once she had wrapped her 

mind around the idea, it was quick to take hold. The seed had been 

planted and the fruit was too tempting to resist. She was enthralled 

with the thought of being married to a judge. She once told me that 

she felt a little like Grace Kelly must have when Prince Rainier 

proposed. I tried to look at the situation from this perspective, but 

all I could see was Bob‘s tie whacking her in the face. I think Prince 

Rainier would‘ve removed his tie. Did he even wear ties? He always 

struck me as a white linen shirt kind of guy.  

Maryann‘s comment about feeling like Grace Kelly brought 

home what disturbed me so much about the whole thing. Maryann 

was infatuated with an icon. She had looked up to Bob as her 

attorney, but even more so as a judge and authority figure. She 

seemed at a terrible disadvantage, made worse by the fact that, 

while Bob knew everything there was to know about her, she only 

knew what he had chosen to reveal. And anyway, didn‘t Grace Kelly 

end up dying a horrific death? 

Maryann was crushed by her family‘s reaction. She felt her 

mother, in particular, should‘ve understood. Gloria married the 

man who adored her and never looked back. She, too, had taken her 

role as a wife seriously. Maryann told me that her father came home 

each and every day to find Gloria perfectly tricked out in her little 

control tops and heels, her lips shimmering with ‗sunset coral‘ 

lipstick and her Donna Reed hair teased and sprayed to the point 

where it was as functional as it was stylish (Maryann often joked 

that her mother could fall down a flight of stairs without suffering a 

single injury to the head). Supper was always on the table by five, 

and Maryann swears that, to this day, her father believes the sun 

rises and sets to his wife. It is rather charming. 

As far as Maryann knew, Gloria never considered anything 

different for her life—or Maryann‘s, for that matter. That isn‘t so 

unusual for that generation, I suppose. Maryann told me that her 

parents spent a small fortune putting her brother through medical 

school, but when it came her turn they didn‘t see the point in 

sending her to college.  



―You can get married,‖ her mother reasoned. 

Maryann did go to college, but the music degree she earned 

didn‘t really help her all that much. In the end, she was more like 

Gloria than she might have cared to admit. She wanted her 

mother‘s life. 

In light of all this, Maryann was confused by Gloria‘s 

negative attitude about this wonderful opportunity that had risen 

out of the ruins of her marriage. But ironically, I think it was her 

family‘s resistance that actually provided that extra little push she 

needed to make the leap into Bob‘s waiting arms, if only to prove 

that he really was as wonderful as she was trying so hard to 

convince everyone that he was.  

The simple truth is that, the more Maryann talked about her 

‗relationship‘ with Bob, the better it sounded to her. It was as if 

focusing on who he was washed away her mortification over what 

he had done to her in his office—for the moment at least. She had 

gone from ―I just had sex with my lawyer and I don‘t know why‖ to 

―I‘m going to marry a judge!‖ 

And they hadn‘t even had gone out on a date yet! 

If Maryann had any doubts, she was hiding them really well. 

It‘s possible that she didn‘t have any doubts. Bob‘s daily calls 

reinforced the ‗carrot‘ he was dangling before her dazzled eyes. And 

the carrot had been custom designed by Maryann herself, during 

those long, expensive appointments in Bob‘s office, spent pining 

over the ‗perfect‘ life for her and her children. With every 

conversation, Bob sweetened the pot, until she was babbling about 

a pool, horseback riding lessons for her daughter and outdoor 

activities for her son. She listened to Bob‘s promises with both ears. 

She would‘ve given him a third ear if she could‘ve. She came home 

early, unable to wait the full two weeks to see him again.  

They had their first real ‗date‘ the night she got home, and 

her nervousness suddenly returned. After building him up so much 

in her mind, Maryann was a little afraid of what she might feel upon 

seeing him in person (she must‘ve called me sixteen times that day).   



They met at his office. She told me later that, when she saw 

him, something inside her ‗gave way.‘ She couldn‘t believe he was 

really there. She was filled with gratitude. She said she ran across 

the parking lot and jumped into his arms—a little over the top for 

my taste but not so out of line if you‘re a hopeless romantic (which 

she is).  

―Wait until we get out of the parking lot,‖ he told her, and 

she backed away, embarrassed. ―It‘s not you,‖ he explained. ―I have 

some catty women working in my office.‖ 

Once they were out of the parking lot, Bob‘s demeanor 

immediately changed. He pulled the car over, put it in park and 

kissed her passionately. Then he took her hand in his and held it 

there as he resumed driving.  

―I‘m taking you to meet my mother,‖ he told her. 

I thought this was a little high-handed of him, but I‘ve been 

told that I‘m too feminist in my thinking (actually, Bob‘s the one 

who told me that). Meanwhile, Maryann was thinking that life with 

Bob would never be boring. She wondered if he would always be so 

full of surprises (he would). And even I had to admit that Maryann 

seemed to have the perfect personality to compliment a guy like 

Bob. I mean, how many women would just roll with something like 

that? 

Bob‘s mother was about as thrilled with their relationship as 

Gloria had been. The first thing she did was ask Maryann why she 

wanted to be with a man who was so much older than her. Maryann 

let Bob explain how much they had in common while she struggled 

to hide her amusement.  

But then Bob‘s mother said something that wasn‘t nearly as 

funny.  

―Aren‘t you concerned that your divorce will become public 

once it gets out that Maryann was your client?‖ she asked Bob. 

Bob was quick to reassure his mother that he could handle 

the attorney-client issue, but Maryann was alarmed. What ‗issue‘ 



were they talking about? What did her being his client have to do 

with their relationship?  

They were both quiet on the ride back. It wasn‘t just the issue 

his mother had raised. Maryann was exhausted. She had, after all, 

just driven twelve hours with two small children. Bob was reluctant 

to let her go, but he finally relented when she agreed to have dinner 

with him the following night.  

It was there, at ‗Jonathan‘s Restaurant‘ in Ogunquit, that 

Maryann finally admitted the anxiety she was feeling. Everything 

was happening so fast. She was overwhelmed. And my nagging 

concerns about her divorce were starting to get to her (Bob hadn‘t 

even mentioned her case in the nearly two weeks that had passed). 

―What did he say to that?‖ I asked when she told me about it 

later. 

―He was so sweet,‖ she gushed. ―He said my fears are 

perfectly natural after being in such a dysfunctional relationship.‖ 

―I wouldn‘t call wondering about the status of your divorce a 

fear,‖ I argued. ―I mean, the reality is that you still have no idea 

where your marital assets are.‖ 

But Maryann was too giddy to think about marital assets. ―I 

like him,‖ she said, emphasizing the word ‗like‘ so that I would catch 

her meaning. 

―No tie slapping you in the face this time?‖ I joked. 

She laughed. ―This could really work!‖ she announced, as if 

she was as surprised by the realization as anyone. ―I mean, I didn‘t 

want to say anything, but, deep down, I was afraid I might not feel—

you know—attracted to him. But it was fantastic!‖ 

―There‘s more to life than just sex,‖ I reminded her. 

―That‘s just it!‖ she said. ―Everything else is already so much 

more than I could‘ve hoped for! He‘s smart, successful and he loves 

me and my kids! The list of things I love about him just goes on and 

on. The only thing I was worried about was the sex. But now I can 

check that off the list too!‖  



―That‘s great Maryann,‖ I said. ―It really is. But what about 

your divorce?‖   

―That‘s the one dark cloud in all this,‖ she admitted. ―Bob 

was planning to give my case to an associate, but no one in his law 

firm will take the case!‖ 

―I thought he was the boss,‖ I said. ―Can‘t he make someone 

take the case?‖ 

 ―They‘re claiming it would be unethical,‖ she said. ―But Bob 

thinks it‘s because of his wife. I guess they all really like her.‖ 

This gave me pause. I mean…a lawyer who won‘t take a case? 

―Are you sure that‘s all it is?‖ I asked.  

 ―It‘s just as well,‖ she said dismissively. ―I wouldn‘t want 

those busy-bodies working on my case anyway. Bob promised to 

find me a new lawyer.‖ 

―Well I hope he does it soon,‖ I said. ―It‘s going on five 

months now and you were complaining before you went to 

Pennsylvania that nothing was happening on your divorce.‖ 

―I know,‖ sighed Maryann. ―Do you think I‘m thrilled to be 

starting from scratch with a new attorney?‖  

―It just seems irresponsible of Bob to be so unconcerned 

about your case,‖ I couldn‘t help remarking. 

―It‘s not irresponsibility!‖ objected Maryann. ―It‘s the 

opposite! Bob wants to be the one to take care of me and my kids.‖ 

I was momentarily stunned by this, but when I recovered I 

said; ―That‘s very sweet of him Maryann, but even if you don‘t need 

the money now, you never know when you might.‖ 

―Don‘t worry!‖ she said, growing frustrated with this 

irritating bit of reality when all she wanted to do was to bask in the 

glory of being in love. ―I won‘t end up working three jobs like my 

crazy best friend.‖  

I understood how she felt, so I backed off. ―Speaking of 

jobs…,‖ I began. 



 ―But I haven‘t gotten to the best part of our date yet!‖ she 

objected. 

―Let‘s see…you had great sex and he promised to find you a 

new attorney. How much excitement can a girl take?‖  

She giggled. ―Just as I was about to leave, Bob took my hand, 

looked me dead in the eye and said; ‗We‘re going to have the perfect 

life, starting tomorrow.‘‖ 

―What‘s happening tomorrow,‖ I asked, intrigued. 

―We‘re going shopping,‖ she said, drawing it out for effect—

―…for the most beautiful diamond ring I‘ve ever seen!‖ 
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She got the ring, the new divorce attorney and a 

$500,000.00 budget to find the house of her dreams. I 

know…right? I didn‘t see it working out that well either. Meanwhile, 

I was up to my neck in debris from tearing apart the new building 

my boyfriend and I had just purchased for our store. It was an 

ancient ruin, well over a hundred years old, so I was probably 

breathing in all kinds of noxious fumes, like lead and asbestos and 

heaven knows what else. The numerous cuts and scratches that 

were accumulating over my arms and legs were caked in filth. And 

my hair still hasn‘t recovered. If I so much as hear the distant 

pounding of a hammer it immediately starts to frizz.  

Our plan was to get the shoe store open first, so we could use 

all that money we were going to make selling shoes on repairs to the 

rest of the house (this is one of those laugh out loud moments). 

Our renovations were meant to make the shoe store look like 

a quaint little European shop that had been around for centuries. I 

know…it doesn‘t make much sense when I read it either.  

Do you remember the movie, The Money Pit? That house 

was in pristine condition compared to ours. The most disturbing 

thing about our house was that nothing in it was quite straight. In 

fact, the door to the upper apartment was so off kilter that, when it 

snowed, you had to shovel inside as well as out. That was the only 

house I ever lived in where you had to do that. 

But what I remember best about those long, hard days of 

demolition was the exhilaration I felt. I was opening a retail shoe 

store! Was there anything more exciting than that?  Listening to 

Maryann talk about her new ring, her new attorney and her new 



house were like happy background music. Things were working out 

for us all! Life was good! 

Maryann chose a platinum band, two carat, traditional round 

cut diamond, with smaller emerald cut diamonds surrounding it. It 

was stunning! And shortly thereafter, Bob referred her to an 

attorney in Saco, Maine. 

Maryann went to see—we‘ll call him ‗Attorney #2‘—as soon 

as she could get an appointment. She must have made quite an 

impression when she strolled into his office to discuss a divorce, 

flashing her biggest smile and a brand new diamond ring.  

―Well, they do say there‘s someone for everyone,‖ he 

remarked dismissively, and then turned the conversation over to 

her case.  

But Maryann liked Attorney #2. He was very quick to pick up 

the key points of her case, and his no-nonsense manner gave her 

hope that everything would turn out okay after all. Since Maine is a 

‗no-fault‘ state, there was very little to argue over. Marital assets are 

split down the middle, and child support is based on a flat 

percentage of the noncustodial parent‘s income. Her biggest 

problem seemed to be that her ex-husband hadn‘t found a job yet. 

He appeared to be going through some kind of depression—made 

worse by the layoff.  This left no guarantees as to child support. For 

the moment, the marital assets were all Maryann had.   

Before handing over her case, Bob had arranged to have 

Maryann‘s ex-husband removed from the home. A few days later, 

Maryann called me. 

―Bob wants to move in!‖  

―With you and your ex?‖ I yelled over the demolition noise. 

She laughed. ―No, silly! My ex is gone!‖ 

―Gone—where?‖ Had they buried him in the backyard? 

―He‘s gone back to Pennsylvania!‖ she said, frustrated that it 

was taking so long to get to the good stuff. ―And now Bob wants to 

move in so we can become a real family!‖ 

―Holy shit!‖ I said (or something like it). ―Is that even legal?‖ 



―Um…I think a judge would know if it was legal or not,‖ she 

said. She was really putting a lot of weight on this judge thing.  

Bob‘s moving in with her seemed wrong, somehow, but I 

couldn‘t quite put my finger on why. 

―Isn‘t this the kind of thing that could hurt your divorce?‖ I 

wondered.  

―Would Bob do it if it could hurt my divorce?‖ she asked 

sarcastically.  

I remember thinking; ‗Yes, I believe he would,‘ but I didn‘t 

say that. ―Well, it sounds like you want him to move in,‖ I replied, 

which was the most supportive thing I could think of to say. 

―I think I do!‖ she squealed happily.  

I think she was as surprised by the whole thing as I was. But 

unlike me, she was starting to get used to Bob‘s surprises. His 

impetuousness seemed charming to her, while I found it more or 

less inappropriate.  

I mean, if nothing else, what would the kids think?  

Maryann argued that her children saw Bob all the time 

anyway. They liked him, and she loved how he was with them. In 

fact, watching Bob play with her children, ‗throwing them over his 

shoulders and tickling them,‘ was like a soothing balm to her soul. 

She mentioned it every time we spoke. And that was one thing 

about Bob that really did impress me. According to Maryann, he 

spent quality time with her children every single day. 

So who was I to judge? 

And there was no denying that Maryann was happy after he 

moved in. Bob came ‗home‘ from work, played with her kids, and 

then later, they had ‗great‘ sex. They were like June and Ward 

Cleaver (with their beds pushed together). He went to work while 

she stayed home, preparing elaborate meals for him. She ‗dressed‘ 

for their dinners, thrilled to have someone who not only noticed her 

efforts but actually appreciated them.  

They went to the beach, holding hands in their chairs while 

the kids played in the surf, or they spent the night at home, 



cuddling on the sofa while the kids watched a movie. The sight of 

Bob piggy-backing her kids up the stairs at bedtime would become 

one of her fondest memories of that time. He was everything she 

ever wanted in a man. It was as if all those things she had told him 

in his office—all the unfulfilled yearnings and painful 

disappointments—had been gathered together to create this, the 

perfect man.  

During this time, the Martha Stewart in Maryann blossomed. 

I didn‘t doubt that the life Bob was offering would be the perfect life 

for her. Things like decorating a new home, throwing dinner parties 

and baking cookies with her children were exactly the kind of things 

that brought Maryann the most joy. I know some women would 

think she was selling herself short, but I admired her commitment 

to what made her happy. Why should she mangle her true nature to 

fit into a more modern mold? I remember her going to the Farmer‘s 

Market to carefully pick out ‗lemon verbena‘ for her ‗chicken 

piccatta‘ (I have no idea what either of those things are), or to find 

some unique vegetable for Bob to marvel over, and then she‘d be off 

to find the perfect wine to go with the meal. The only part of this 

that bothered me was that she was paying for it all. In my opinion, 

spending so much money at such an uncertain time in her life was 

unwise.  

―But we have to eat!‖ she argued. ―And dinner with Bob is my 

favorite time of the day!‖ 

 I wanted to be happy for her. When her divorce was in its 

early stages, she had expressed fears that no man would want her. I 

can‘t tell you how many times she talked about this.  

―How‘s this for an approach,‖ she would joke. ―‗Hi! My name 

is Maryann. I‘m a single mother with no money, no job, and the 

slides from my last biopsy indicate a good chance of cervical cancer 

in my future…wanna go out some time?‘‖  

This would get a laugh out of me every time, but I tend to be 

an easy laugh. I don‘t think a potential boyfriend would find it 

nearly as amusing. But it worked like a charm on Bob and I had to 

give him kudos for that.  



But there were more surprises to come. One night, Bob 

showed Maryann a handmade card he had received from his wife. 

Flowers had been drawn on the front of it, and inside was a short 

note to let Bob know that she missed him.    

Maryann was understandably confused by this. She said Bob 

shrugged off her concerns with a remark that his wife was probably 

just jealous because Maryann was younger than her.  

Maryann didn‘t know how to feel about Bob‘s reaction to this 

present from his wife. Apparently it was a nice card—an extremely 

kind gesture, I thought, given the circumstances.  

Maryann wondered if his wife might be changing her mind 

about the divorce. From what she had seen of life with Bob (so far), 

nobody would blame her. Yet he seemed terribly indifferent to the 

card. Was this a good or bad thing? On the one hand, it seemed 

pretty cold after twenty-five years of marriage. But on the other 

hand, it proved that he was really over her. 

Then came another surprise. Bob asked Maryann to write a 

letter, addressed to him, but meant for his staff, explaining what a 

great job he had done on her divorce.  

I think this actually stunned her more than his confession of 

love that day in his office.  

―What good will that do?‖ asked Maryann. ―I don‘t know 

anything about your job?‖ Not to mention that she wasn‘t at all 

pleased with his handling of her case. 

―I‘ll jot down a few key points and you can put them in your 

own words,‖ he said. 

―Yikes!‖ I exclaimed when she told me about it later. But this 

just put her on the defensive. 

―His whole life is turned upside down because of me!‖ she 

snapped.  

So she sat down and composed a three page letter, addressed 

to Bob, but intended for his staff. A few hours later, the doorbell 

rang and there stood Bob with a dozen, gorgeous, peach-colored 



roses. But Maryann couldn‘t help feeling the tiniest bit played as he 

left to deliver her glowing tribute of his legal skills to his office staff. 

Aside from these occasional ‗surprises,‘ life went along pretty 

smoothly. Maryann and Bob had a lot of common interests. They 

went to concerts, movies and restaurants, experiencing everything 

as if for the first time.  

Meanwhile, Attorney #2 scheduled Maryann‘s first court 

appearance. Her husband was now living in Pennsylvania, where he 

was still unemployed. Maryann was growing increasingly concerned 

that he wouldn‘t be able to find a job in the steadily declining 

market, but she comforted herself with Bob‘s promise that he would 

take care of her and her children forever. She really seemed to 

believe it. Meanwhile, her ‗savings‘ was quickly running out. And 

though Maryann‘s ex-husband wasn‘t paying child support yet, he 

was, to his credit, still paying the mortgage and utilities on their 

house.  

―I‘m sorry…why isn‘t Bob contributing to the household 

expenses?‖ I asked her one day. 

―He can‘t use marital funds to support a new relationship,‖ 

she said. 

―And you can?‖  

They were both going through a divorce now, so it was 

Maryann‘s turn to listen to the dreaded details of the ‗ex,‘ who was, 

according to Bob, pleading with him to come home one minute and 

being ‗spiteful‘ the next. Naturally this meant that I had to hear 

about it too, although, since this a ‗true‘ story, I guess I have to 

admit that there were times when I set the phone down for a minute 

or two—but only when I needed both hands for whatever I was 

doing (or when my ears started to bleed). As for Maryann, she 

wanted to be there for Bob just as he had been for her, but it was 

tearing her apart. I resisted the urge to point out that he had been 

paid to ‗be there‘ for her. Not to mention that, when Maryann filed 

for divorce, her marriage was actually over. There were no letters, 

no pleading, no anything from her ex-husband. He had quietly 

slunk out of the picture to make room for Bob.  



Bob had said that his marriage was over too. But I couldn‘t 

help wondering if his wife knew this.  

Meanwhile, things at Bob‘s office were heating up as well. 

Two of his associates had left the firm because of his relationship 

with ‗a client,‘ and the rest of the staff was in an uproar. Maryann 

felt terrible. She could understand the staff feeling bad for Bob‘s 

wife, but this seemed excessive. People got divorced every day. 

Surely they must‘ve noticed that Bob and his wife weren‘t happy 

together. She felt as if Bob‘s problems were all her fault. He had the 

perfect life until she came along, but now his children were upset, 

his wife was upset and his employees were upset. It seemed as if 

Bob was giving up everything for her, so Maryann tried even harder 

to please him.  

And to be fair, I think Bob was trying to please Maryann too. 

She was forever telling me about his many spontaneous and 

thoughtful gestures—like surprising her with a huge box of quality 

tools when she complained that she couldn‘t find a hammer. These 

were the things Maryann would focus on when it became necessary 

to give Bob the benefit of the doubt.  

But there were still more surprises to come. One night 

Maryann called me in tears. Bob was moving in with his parents ‗for 

a few weeks‘ because his children were not adapting to his new life.  

 Maryann was devastated, but this didn‘t seem like such a 

bad thing to me. I guess I had been waiting for Bob to show some 

compassion for his ‗old‘ family. In the end, even Maryann 

acknowledged that it was the right thing to do. 

But there was a second part to this surprise that wasn‘t as 

easy for her to swallow. 

―He wants me to give back my ring,‖ she muttered miserably.  

He was leaving and taking his ring. Was that writing I was 

seeing on the wall? 

―Bob isn‘t leaving me!‖ she insisted. ―He promised he‘d be 

back!‖ 



―I don‘t blame you for hoping for the best,‖ I said 

sympathetically, ―but maybe you should prepare for the worst.‖ 

―My ring!‖ she sobbed. 

―And you had to give that back…why?‖ I asked as gently as I 

could. I mean, it was probably insensitive of me, but I was curious. 

―His wife found out about it,‖ she said thoughtfully.  

―Maybe she heard you singing about it from the rooftops,‖ I 

suggested in an effort to make her laugh.  

 ―No, it wasn‘t that,‖ she said, missing my humor (which was 

rare for her). ―Bob said his wife traced that ring from their marital 

assets.‖ 

―Wait!‖ I exclaimed. ―Are you telling me there‘s a way to 

trace marital assets?‖ 

This time Maryann did laugh. ―It‘s like you can read my 

mind sometimes,‖ she said. It really was uncanny how often we 

both had the same thought. ―Get this,‖ she said, going back to the 

marital assets, ―when I asked Bob that exact same question he said, 

and I quote: ‗There is when your wife‘s a money hungry bitch!‘‖ This 

was the first time I ever heard Maryann express doubts about her 

Prince Charming. 

When we would talk about this later (and we would talk 

about it later—many times), Maryann admitted that she had 

something like a moment of clarity when Bob said that. But she was 

too distracted by the words themselves to think about what it meant 

that Bob was the one saying the words—and to her, of all people!  

This was the thought that was distracting her: There was an 

‗order‘ out there that ‗money hungry bitches‘ could file to prevent 

marital assets from disappearing.  

Bob and his wife had barely begun their divorce proceedings 

and here was Maryann, approximately six months into her divorce, 

with her husband in another state, and no idea where any of their 

marital assets were.  

Without another word, she handed Bob the ring. And for the 

first time since that fateful day in Bob‘s office, her divorce case was 



uppermost in her mind. Where were the retirement accounts, the 

severance package, their savings? It could all be gone for all she 

knew.  

And here she was, using the last of her household expense 

account to buy gourmet food and wine to impress Bob!  

―Just keep the faith, honey‖ Bob kept telling her. ―Nothing 

has changed.‖ 

But for Maryann, everything had changed.  

The next day felt like a slap in the face. Maryann went from 

basking in the glow of the ‗perfect‘ life, to waking up alone and 

afraid.  

She called Attorney #2, just to make sure he knew that; a) 

there was something that ‗money hungry bitches‘ could file to ‗trace 

marital assets‘ and; b) he could feel free to consider her a ‗money 

hungry bitch.‘ After that, she felt a little better. 

In the days that followed, Maryann did everything she could 

think of to ‗keep the faith.‘ She gleaned copious amounts of comfort 

from each and every gesture from Bob. She called me, weeping with 

joy upon receiving a card from him in her mailbox, addressed to her 

children. It was signed ‗your special friend‘ and there were two 

twenty dollar bills inside. Bob wrote, ―This is from someone who 

loves you and your mommy very much and will be back very soon 

and forever.‖ 

That Sunday afternoon Maryann took the kids to Goose 

Rocks Beach for a walk along the boardwalk. Though she claimed 

what happened next was ‗fate,‘ I always wondered if she hadn‘t 

intended to find Bob there (it was, after all, one of the places he 

went jogging). I wouldn‘t have blamed her. She certainly wouldn‘t 

be the first woman to plan such a meeting.  

The kids saw him first.  

―There‘s Bob!‖ yelled her son, and they darted off in his 

direction.  

Maryann said the sight of her children running toward him 

nearly broke her heart.  



Eventually the kids made their back down to the beach. Bob 

and Maryann watched them for a while in silence. 

It was Bob who spoke first. ―Would you accept this old, dumb 

Frenchman back into your life?‖  

Maryann burst into tears. Bob put his arms around her and 

she clung to him. She didn‘t want to think about anything except 

how good it felt to be with him again.  

He moved back in that very night, right after Maryann put 

the kids to bed. They made love and Maryann slept for the first time 

that week. The next morning she made him breakfast and he went 

to work. It was like the previous week had never happened.  

But it had happened. And Maryann‘s reaction was the most 

disturbing thing about it. Even Maryann had to admit that she had 

become much too attached in the short amount of time that they 

had been together. And yet, she‘d been turning to Bob for advice 

and comfort for nearly seven months. She had trusted him with her 

most private thoughts and fears—as well as her darkest secrets. But 

it was more than that. It was as if her failed marriage had brought 

about a loss of self. She had gone from clever and resourceful to 

completely helpless. Or at least that‘s how she seemed to me. One 

week without her ‗knight-in-shining-armor‘ was enough to 

devastate her. I was afraid for her. I think she was afraid for herself. 

She was much too grateful to have this guy back in her life.  

The two of them went back to playing house and, on the 

surface, things returned to normal. I heard very little from Maryann 

during this period, as she was consumed with being the perfect 

‗wife‘ and mother.  

And then, one day, I got the call. I couldn‘t make out what 

she was saying but I knew what had happened. I might not have 

understood the words, but I understood the tone. One minute she 

was sobbing uncontrollably and the next she was screaming in 

agony, but overall, it had the same effect on me as if I had heard 

someone crying out for help from a dark alley.  

It would be several days—and countless calls—before I would 

get all the details. 



That afternoon, while Maryann was upstairs doing the 

laundry, Bob had slipped into the house, quietly packed up his 

things, dropped a letter on the counter and, with a few parting 

words to Maryann‘s son (who had stumbled upon him there), crept 

out the door.  

Maryann was shattered. Everything was gone—even the 

toolbox Bob had so thoughtfully ‗given‘ her. He hadn‘t left so much 

as a stray hair, actually making it in and out of the master bath—

which was just on the other side of the wall where Maryann was 

folding laundry—without creating the slightest sound.  

In his letter, entitled ―RE: Goodbye,‖ [LETTER1] Bob wrote; 

―I was much more vulnerable than I realized because of [Wife‘s] 

seeming, ever-growing disinterest in me attributed to her 

continual weight gain and lack of concern and effort as to whether 

that was affecting how I felt she felt about me, her related 

defensiveness, indignation and defiance regarding that issue, and 

her increasing views of me as being ‗fat‘ and too old for anyone 

else to be interested in me anyway. Then you came along, and you 

made me feel like a completely different person—the person I 

wanted to feel like and knew I was, who still has a lot of life ahead 

of him and who [Wife] didn‘t seem to appreciate. It was 

wonderful, but it was and is wrong.‖ 

Bob went on to say that he was returning to his wife, who he 

suddenly realized he loved. Back and forth he went, one minute 

bashing his wife to bits and the next minute professing his undying 

love for her. He threw in a bunch of ‗as you knows‘—all of which 

Maryann didn‘t know—before finally ending the two page letter 

with; ―Thank you for making me feel as wonderful as you clearly 

are, during our times together. I wish you and your children all of 

the best things that life can offer.‖   

For me, this was the first real indication of how self-absorbed 

Bob really was. I mean, I thought it was pretty selfish of him to put 

his personal feelings ahead of Maryann‘s divorce that day in his 

office, but maybe that was just me, not understanding the whole 

‗love at first sight‘ thing, because my own feelings take a little longer 
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to develop. And Bob‘s sluggish manner of handing off her case after 

the fact also seemed rather inconsiderate, but some might say that 

his promise to take care of her and the kids made up for that. But 

this long-winded, self-indulgent explanation of Bob‘s feelings while 

he was using Maryann to ease his mid-life crisis was incredible! 

Even I couldn‘t believe it, though the first words out of my 

mouth were; ―I knew it!‖ 

Maryann seemed almost as surprised by my abrupt 

declaration as by what happened. ―You knew?‖ she echoed, 

momentarily stunned out of her hysteria. In fact, my ill-timed 

words are one of the few details she remembers about that day. The 

rest has been almost completely blotted out—the way traumatic 

events sometimes are.  

Maryann resisted all efforts to move forward. It wasn‘t just 

that she didn‘t know how to handle it. She didn‘t want to handle it.  

―I can‘t believe what Bob has done to my life,‖ she kept 

saying.  

Later, when we were able to laugh about it, we couldn‘t help 

noticing some striking similarities between Bob and The Grinch 

Who Stole Christmas. You might need a little eggnog to truly 

appreciate this, but here was this sweet, merry, slightly gullible little 

family (the ‗Whos‘), when along comes the mean old Grinch, who is 

so miserable with his own life that he has to try and ‗steal‘ what the 

Whos have. Just like the Grinch, Bob had slithered in, taken what 

he wanted and then slithered back out, pausing only to assure the 

sweetest, most trusting little Who that nothing was amiss. The 

thoroughness with which he went about his gruesome task—even 

taking back the gifts he had given Maryann, such as the toolbox—

brought forth images of the Grinch emptying the ice cubes from 

their trays, and scooping up the last can of ‗Who hash‘ from the 

cabinet. 

Mind you, Maryann didn‘t take this with a fraction of the 

grace that the Who clan had. There was no standing around her 

kitchen table, holding hands and singing joyfully. Her thoughts in 

those first few hours were maniacal.  



―The fact that you MADE ME believe in you and ‗us;‘ just 

so…WHAT?‖ she wrote in an email a few days later [EMAIL1]. ―You 

could FUCK ME a few more times to not feel like some old, flabby 

bastard???‖  

She closed her email with; ―Was I your 29 year old 

whore/therapist?‖ 

―How could he do this to me and my kids?‖ she sobbed, 

reading his letter over and over again.  

There was no mistaking it.  

Prince Charming was gone. 
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She had gone back in time, to the quiet little suburb where 

she grew up. Only this time she was a shattered, penniless single 

mother with two little children. Her divorce was still up in the air 

and she still wasn‘t collecting any child support. Her husband still 

wasn‘t working and she still had no idea where any of the marital 

assets were.  

Except their house. Maryann knew where that was. Upon 

hearing that she was ‗shacking up‘ with her attorney in their marital 

home, her ex-husband had stopped paying the mortgage and 

utilities. Maryann was forced to sell the house for a song. An 

$11,000.00 song. Or at least, that‘s what she got when it was all said 

and done (as compared to the $80,000.00 they had put down on 

the house). After paying the ‗past due‘ bills, Attorney #2 and a 

moving van, she had just enough left over to take the kids out for 

pizza. 

For a job she was managing a retail shop at the local mall. 

After rent, utilities and food, she was only about $500 short each 

month. Thankfully, she had her mother to watch the kids. It was 

starting to sink in, just how bleak her prospects were, though she 

was still holding out hope for the marital assets. Between the 

retirement fund, the severance pay, the stock options, the savings 

and the cars—there had to be something coming to her and the kids.  

Her original fear that she would be alone for the rest of her 

life seemed a reality now. Her experience with Bob made this clear. 

Men would see her as an object to use. There was nothing more 

pathetic than a single mother. Her relationship with Bob almost 

seemed like the punch line of a joke now.  As it turned out, she 



couldn‘t even trust the legal system. Her final appointment with 

Attorney #2 proved that. 

―I‘m afraid I‘m going to have to withdraw as your attorney,‖ 

he said.  

―Why?‖ she asked, half expecting him to profess his undying 

love for her.  

Instead, he handed her a letter.  

In a final, devastating blow to Maryann‘s case, Bob sent 

Maryann—in care of Attorney #2—a nine page letter that appeared 

to be some kind of lame attempt to exonerate himself of their affair. 

―Bob has made me a witness to facts relating to his legal 

misconduct,‖ explained Attorney #2.   

Upon closer examination, it became apparent that the letter 

had nothing to do with Maryann. In it, Bob rewrote history again, 

adding a bunch more of the ‗as you knows,‘ which, I suppose, were 

meant to give it credibility. He began with a lengthy explanation 

about how exemplary his handling of Maryann‘s case was—quoting 

Maryann‘s own praises from the letter he had asked her to write on 

his behalf. He even added a ‗finding of facts,‘ like you see in court 

pleadings, which went over every detail of their affair, point for 

point, from the sex they had in his office, to his personal struggles, 

and then finally, to his reasons for going back to his wife.  

Bob‘s letter was actually a response to something Maryann 

had done. Shortly after receiving his ‗goodbye‘ letter on her counter, 

Maryann went to Attorney #2. He was about as surprised by this 

turn of events as I was. 

―That day when you walked in here and told me about your 

engagement to Bob, I could tell that you had no clue what was 

happening to you,‖ he said.  

―What do you mean?‖ she asked. 

―You were manipulated,‖ he told her. ―Your case was 

basically set aside while Bob pursued you.‖  

Maryann began to cry. 



 ―I mean, that appointment where he confessed his feelings 

and then seduced you,‖ he went on, ―do you realize you were billed 

for that?‖ 

Maryann stopped crying. ―What?‖  

―I still don‘t think you fully understand what‘s happened to 

you,‖ he said simply. 

―But what can I do about it?‖ she asked.  

―Well, I think you‘re well within your rights to file a 

grievance with the Board of Overseers of the Bar,‖ he said. ―At the 

very least you should be able to get your legal fees back. I mean, 

Bob really didn‘t do all that much in the nearly four months that he 

represented you.‖ He shook his head. ―I couldn‘t help noticing that 

he managed to file a motion to get your husband out of the house 

though. Didn‘t you say he moved in the day after your husband 

left?‖ 

Maryann sent an email to the Bar that very day [EMAIL2], 

telling them what happened (though she had yet to file a formal 

complaint).  

―Vast promises regarding my own and my children's 

futures, not to mention damage to my divorce case by following 

his instruction to ‗just get it over with‘ so we could be married, has 

now come to a head,‖ she wrote.   

And here she was, a week later, in her attorney‘s office 

because Bob had sent him this letter.  

―By sending it to me, he must have known that I would have 

to withdraw as your attorney,‖ he explained. ―He hasn‘t once 

considered your needs as his client.‖ 

In his letter, Bob basically blamed Maryann for their affair, 

twisting her every move and action into some kind of a conspiracy 

to seduce him. He concluded; ―Perhaps you are correct, 

[Maryann], that I could have and should have pushed you off me 

after you walked around my desk instead of out the office door. 

Yes, I was the lawyer, but I had already told you that I could not 

be your lawyer anymore, and you are an adult, too.‖ 
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(This would not be the last time he would fail to ‗push‘ a 

woman off him).  

 Bob also blamed Attorney #2 for not filing his ‗Notice of 

Withdrawal‘ on Maryann‘s case, which he left in Maryann‘s file 

instead of filing it with the Court himself—as he was supposed to 

do. In his letter, Bob wrote about Attorney #2:  

―Included in [Maryann‘s case file] was a letter to [Attorney 

#2], requesting that he would file my enclosed withdrawal notice 

together with his appearance…but when he filed his appearance 

on your behalf, he did not also file my withdrawal notice.‖ 

Personally, I always felt that leaving his withdrawal notice in 

Maryann‘s file instead of mailing it to the court was an obvious 

attempt to create confusion over the date when he actually 

‗withdrew‘ as her attorney. He knew that, as far as the law was 

concerned, he was still her attorney when he had sex with her that 

day.  

As for sending the letter to Attorney #2, I think Bob did that 

to discourage Maryann from filing a bar complaint. He was putting 

a whole new account of what happened on the record, and making 

Attorney #2 a witness to it. Bob was creating evidence—hence the 

ridiculous list of ‗facts‘ (which were anything but).  

Maryann did file the bar complaint, which became headline 

news that made her look like a vamp on the prowl instead of the 

naïve and somewhat foolish divorcee that she was. What‘s more, 

she now had to find herself a third attorney to start over with. Were 

there even any assets left? I remember the bitterness she expressed 

over each and every payment she had to make to Attorney #3. 

So Maryann decided to move back to Pennsylvania. Actually, 

‗decided‘ might be too strong a word. For her, I think it felt more 

like she had slunk back under the rock from which she had come. 

This is not a slight on Pennsylvania. We both love it there. It‘s really 

a reflection of Maryann‘s state of mind, and the circumstances of 

her return. She sent the kids ahead, and began the arduous task of 

packing up all of her belongings.  



I spent a great deal of time with Maryann during this period. 

She came to Newburyport almost every day, staying overnight 

occasionally at first, and then, eventually, staying for days at a time. 

This might‘ve been fun under normal circumstances, but I had two 

deadlines looming over my head—one was to get my Harlequin 

manuscript in, and the other was to make the ‗grand opening‘ of my 

shoe store. As well, the fall shoe samples would be arriving any day, 

and I had to get ready for the upcoming shows. Looking back, I 

don‘t know how I pulled it all off, especially with Maryann following 

me around like a little lost kitten, going over and over the details of 

her affair with Bob. I didn‘t mind listening to her while I was 

painting walls, sorting shoes or setting up inventory, but it was 

impossible to actually do anything that required my full attention—

such as writing—when she was around.  

―Let‘s go out for a drinkie!‖ she would suggest—constantly.  

I remember feeling like a guilty mother responding to a 

neglected child. ―Just let me finish painting this wall and then we‘ll 

go to the Starboard Galley and have drinks on the deck,‖ I would 

tell her. Contented for the moment, she would resume her tirade 

against Bob.  

Strangely enough, even her tirades were entertaining. In fact, 

I remember that summer as one of the best in my life. I mean, the 

timing for a house guest was terrible and I was experiencing a great 

deal of anxiety about all the things I had to get done, but I had 

never been so happy. There were just so many exciting things going 

on—my upcoming book, my new retail store and the latest shoes in 

my fall line.  

And I enjoyed having Maryann around. Even people who 

didn‘t particularly care for her (like my boyfriend) had to 

grudgingly acknowledge how happy she made me. I couldn‘t be 

around her for five minutes without laughing. I can‘t even say why 

this was. I‘m not sure that either of us is really all that funny. Maybe 

there was some chemical reaction between us that made everything 

seem funnier than it actually was. Sometimes it was just that 



whatever got us laughing was so unexpected—like when she fell in 

the bush. Other times it would be something ridiculous.  

By the time I left for the Vegas shoe show, Maryann was a 

permanent fixture in my house. She was having trouble sleeping 

one night, so she called to ask if I had any sleeping pills. I told her I 

did, and I even knew where they were. She hung up and went to 

find the pills. Sure enough, they were where I told her, but when 

she opened the bottle, out popped…buttons. She said she blinked 

several times to make sure she wasn‘t hallucinating. She even put 

them back in the bottle and then poured them out again, just to 

make sure. They were still buttons. A little while later she called me 

again. 

―I think I must be going crazy because your sleeping pills 

look just like buttons,‖ she said.  

―Oh my god!‖ I exclaimed. ―I was wondering where they 

were!‖ I had just been looking for a button a few weeks before! And 

all of a sudden I remembered collecting all of my stray buttons and 

putting them in the empty sleeping pill container. I have no idea 

how they made their way into my medicine cabinet. 

Maryann was still confused. ―So I‘m not crazy?‖ she asked. 

―They really are buttons?‖ 

This started us both laughing. I could picture the scene in my 

mind; Maryann stumbling into my kitchen in the middle of the 

night, locating the sleeping pill bottle, opening it, and then pouring 

out the contents into her palm. I would‘ve liked to have seen her 

expression as she stared down at the assorted buttons that I have 

collected over a lifetime (you never know what color or size you‘re 

going to need). How confusing those first few moments must have 

been. And how ironic, that the one and only time that I can ever 

remember needing a button I couldn‘t find one because they had 

somehow ended up back in my medicine cabinet. 

We had a good laugh over that. And later, we would joke 

about the medicinal benefits of buttons. All it took was the mention 

of a headache to prompt Maryann to ask; ‗Would you like a button?‘  



To this day, she swears she can‘t open a bottle of pills without 

expecting to see buttons pouring out. 

But even the most normal, everyday thing could get us 

laughing. My boyfriend and I often disagreed over how to fix the 

many little ‗problems‘ with our house, which isn‘t all that unusual 

for couples. But we always handled each disagreement in exactly 

the same way: I would present my case for the ‗right‘ way to do it 

and then my boyfriend would go and do the opposite.  

Now I know that sounds really arrogant of me, but I don‘t 

mean it like that. It wasn‘t that my way was ‗right‘ so much as that 

my boyfriend‘s way was just so wrong. Most of you are going to 

have to take my word for this, but trust me; anyone who actually 

knew him would be laughing right now over how true that 

statement is. 

I‘ll give you an example. The staircase in our entryway had a 

tiny crack in the ceiling. With all the major problems in that house, 

that little crack was the thing that bothered my boyfriend. After 

puzzling over it for several months, he suggested we cover it with a 

piece of trim.  

Yeah, you read that right. He wanted to nail a piece of trim to 

the ceiling to hide a crack.  

―It will look decorative,‖ he said. 

―Actually, it won‘t,‖ I replied. ―But you‘re not even 

considering how low that ceiling is. A taller person might bump 

their head on a piece of trim sticking out.‖ 

Since my boyfriend didn‘t have a response for this I assumed 

he had come to his senses this time. 

Maryann happened to be there that day. She and I spent the 

next few hours downstairs in the store. Later, as we were heading 

up that same staircase, I stopped her on the second step. 

―Look!‖ I said, pointing to the ceiling.  

There was now a gaudy piece of trim where there used to be a 

tiny crack. Maryann and I burst into hysterical laughter. We tried to 

get it out of our systems before going upstairs, knowing that my 



boyfriend was probably up there sulking because he thought we 

were laughing at him (which we were). We actually had to sit down 

on the steps, which got us joking and laughing some more. 

Finally we were ready to head upstairs, but as Maryann 

passed the trim, she couldn‘t resist pretending to bump her head 

(even though she was too short to reach it).  

―Ouch!‖ she cried, holding her head. This got us laughing all 

over again and, from that day on (until I moved out of that house), 

Maryann would often ‗bump‘ her head on that piece of trim, and 

there was never a time when it failed to bring back, in vivid detail, 

the hilarity of that incident for me. 

Besides Maryann, I had a steady stream of siblings and other 

friends constantly dropping by the store, which also kept the 

atmosphere cheerful. My brother, who is a local contractor, came in 

regularly to check on our progress, lend an expert opinion or 

sometimes just to poke fun at something my boyfriend did. My sons 

were there too, helping with the renovations. And anyone else with 

a few minutes to spare dropped by to watch the show. Those were 

good times. 

But the deadlines were drawing near and there were all kinds 

of tasks that required my full attention. I needed time away but 

Maryann couldn‘t bear to be alone that summer. I think she wanted 

an escape from her life, and my hectic existence (and dysfunctional 

family) provided just the thing. At one point, they took turns ‗taking 

her off my hands.‘ I‘m ashamed to admit that I even paid someone 

to take her out drinking one afternoon.   

That summer it occurred to me that I would have to put up 

boundaries where Maryann was concerned. This was nothing new 

for me—being an ‗arm‘s length‘ kind of girl anyway—but it was hard 

with Maryann. She was more like family than a friend, and my 

arm‘s length policy doesn‘t apply to family. In fact, family is where 

the co-dependent in me really gets to shine. I don‘t like to stand by 

and watch anyone suffer, no matter who it is, but it is virtually 

impossible for me to do with family. I would much rather go 



through whatever it is myself, than to watch a family member 

experience it. 

But no one in my family had ever been as needy as Maryann 

was that summer. I once got so frustrated I exclaimed; ―I won‘t 

make my grand opening if I go out with you today! It‘s either drinks 

or my store!‖ 

She blinked as if considering it. ―Just one little drinkie?‖ she 

pleaded. 

But the situation was temporary, so I roughed it out. And 

then, suddenly, she was gone and I was almost too busy catching up 

to miss her. But, of course, I did miss her. 

So Maryann went back to Pennsylvania, where she spent the 

next two years trying to fit into the role of a single, working mother. 

But it was an uncomfortable fit. Also, she had unfinished business 

up here in New England, and I‘m not just talking about her bar 

complaint. She missed Bob. Or maybe it was her life in Maine that 

she missed. She had gone from the proverbial frying pan (marriage) 

into the fire (single motherhood), making a quick stop in paradise 

along the way.  

I felt that Maryann‘s brief encounter with the ‗perfect‘ life 

was about as real as Bob‘s promises. Of course, I wasn‘t there. I 

hadn‘t even met Bob yet. But I didn‘t need to look at his face to see 

the glaring flaws in his character. I saw a lawyer who would take 

incredible risks with the lives of his clients, and a man who was 

equally reckless with the lives of the people he claimed to care 

about. And I‘m not just talking about Maryann and her children. I 

think the same could be said for his wife and kids.  

Bob‘s letters, though contradictory in relation to his affair 

with Maryann, were actually very consistent in what they said about 

him. They were like a crystal ball into the future, providing a clear 

picture of a man whose ‗reality‘ would always be shifting to ensure 

two things; first, that he always got what he wanted, and second, 

that he was never responsible for his own actions. 



Over the years, these two insights would prove as constant 

and dependable as the tides that wash over our northeastern 

shores.  
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M a r y a n n ’ s  B a r  C o m p l a i n t  

 

 

The ‗Bar,‘ as I like to call the Board of Overseers of the Bar, is 

located in Augusta, Maine. Augusta is surprisingly small for a state 

capital, and it lacks the charm of the cities and towns along Maine‘s 

coast. In fact, I‘ve heard it called the ‗armpit‘ of Maine. It seemed a 

fitting place for the business at hand. 

For those of you who are blissfully unaware of the legal 

system, a ‗bar complaint‘ is basically an appeal to a board of 

attorneys to determine if the behavior of another attorney is 

unethical. If they decide that it is, they can do anything from 

publicly reprimanding that attorney to ‗disbarring‘ him (which 

means he can no longer practice law). I‘m not sure that attorneys 

are the ideal people to be monitoring the behavior of their fellow 

attorneys, but I suppose it‘s better than nothing. And that‘s what 

we‘d have if there wasn‘t a Board of Overseers. I know of no other 

authority that a lawyer must answer to. 

From Maryann‘s very first contact with the Bar, it appeared 

that Bob‘s behavior was, in fact, unethical. Up to that point, even I 

hadn‘t fully understood the whole ‗sex with a client‘ thing. My issue 

with Bob was his incredibly negligent handling of Maryann‘s case. 

He had put Maryann in a terrible position that she hasn‘t been able 

to recover from—even to this day. This was the crux of the matter 

for me. However, for the rest of the world—including the Bar—it 

was about the sex. In retrospect, I can see why that would also be an 

issue.  

During a divorce, a woman‘s self-esteem is often at its lowest 

point. She‘s losing a friend, a lover, a partner and a way of life. She‘s 

vulnerable. She needs professional help, not the thankless burden 



of assisting a married man through his midlife crisis. It took the 

expressions on the faces of the attorneys sitting on the board to 

make Maryann realize this.  

But Maryann refused to believe that Bob had used her. She 

couldn‘t accept that what they shared wasn‘t ‗love.‘ And she couldn‘t 

forget those wonderful months of adoration, attention and 

promises.  

After a two year review of her complaint and Bob‘s response 

(which I‘m sure was voluminous), the Bar finally scheduled a 

hearing to determine whether or not Bob‘s behavior was unethical. 

Unfortunately, Maryann had to be present at that hearing. 

She was a nervous wreck. And she almost didn‘t make it. It 

took the last dollar she could scrape together just to get there. She 

flew in from Pennsylvania the night before, which barely gave her 

time to prepare. I wasn‘t at that hearing, but of course, I heard all 

about it later.  

Maryann told me that Bob ‗glared‘ at her when he walked 

into the hearing room.  

―Ignore him,‖ advised the advocate that was sitting beside 

her. ―He‘s just trying to intimidate you.‖ But this was like asking a 

deer to ignore the headlights of an approaching train. It had been 

two years, but the sight of Bob still had the power to affect 

Maryann. And she was intimidated. 

Maryann couldn‘t remember her testimony that day. But she 

remembered Bob‘s eyes boring into her face as she stumbled 

through it—and her relief when it was finally over.  

Then came Bob‘s turn. Maryann was actually curious to hear 

what he would say. She had never gotten ‗closure‘ on their 

relationship—or her case, for that matter. She was expecting him to 

express some remorse for what he had done but, recalling those 

letters he wrote to Maryann and her attorney, I doubted this would 

happen.  

And of course, the sorrow never came—at least not for Bob. 

Maryann, on the other hand, felt like she was being skinned alive. 



She told me that she could actually feel her flesh burning as he 

slowly skewered her before the panel of attorneys. She couldn‘t 

believe what she was hearing.  

―He made it sound like I threw myself at him!‖ she told me 

later. ―Like I had hunted him down just to set him up!‖ 

Bob began by telling the Bar how ‗shocked‘ he had been by 

the many ‗intimate details‘ Maryann shared with him while he was 

her attorney, including very graphic details about her sex life with 

her husband. Bob claimed that Maryann had acted inappropriately 

by telling him these things (which he proceeded to describe in great 

detail for the Bar), because they had no bearing on a divorce in the 

‗no-fault‘ state of Maine.  

―How was I supposed to know that?‖ she demanded later. 

―You would think he would‘ve mentioned it before I got around to 

the whips and chains!‖ 

Bob also told the Bar that Maryann scheduled too many 

appointments (all of which he had no problem billing her for), 

‗prolonged‘ the appointments with unnecessary details and even 

gave him a ‗suggestive‘ magazine with ‗a woman in a bikini‘ on the 

cover (remember that Woman‘s Health article about the tort?). He 

testified that she ‗intentionally‘ arrived late the day they had sex in 

his office and then insisted on going over the ‗same issues‘ in order 

to ‗stall‘ for time until his employees left for the day (as if Maryann 

knew when that was). Then she ‗seduced‘ him. Shortly after that, 

Maryann ‗coerced‘ him to buy an engagement ring and, later still, 

threatened to file a bar complaint if he didn‘t stay with her. 

Throughout it all, Bob insisted that he was looking out for her 

interests as his client. He claimed that he had to ‗repeatedly urge‘ 

Maryann to call Attorney #2, supposedly bringing it up every time 

they spoke. 

In fact, the only wrongdoing Bob would admit to, was ‗not 

rejecting Maryann‘s many advances.‘ 

As if this wasn‘t enough, Bob seasoned his testimony with a 

steady flow of insulting innuendoes about Maryann as a client, as a 

woman and as a mother. The remarks were not of a nature to help 



his case, nor do I think he meant for them to. Like the smart bombs 

used in warfare, they were intended for one very specific target. And 

they reached that target with the precision of a surgeon‘s scalpel. 

Maryann was crushed. 

This passive-aggressive method of attack would become as 

characteristic of Bob as barking is to dogs. But unfortunately, no 

matter how well prepared we have learned to be over the years, it 

never quite loses its sting. I have noticed that Bob‘s favorite ‗zingers‘ 

are those that highlight the ironic injustice his opponent is suffering 

at his very hands. He seems to almost delight in flaunting his 

wrongdoing with vague allegations about that same wrongdoing in 

the person he‘s trying to torment. So, in addition to being the 

victim, his opponent is now in the awkward position of having to 

defend his or herself. It is the ultimate insult to injury, and I have 

never met anyone—before or since—with such an amazing talent for 

capitalizing on this particular form of psychological warfare. Not 

even the worst bad guys in movies can pull it off with Bob‘s 

panache.  

I have to give credit where credit is due.  

These characteristics that I was noticing in Bob would 

become a pattern of behavior that would emerge again and again, 

though I didn‘t know it—or even think about it—at the time. When 

taking on an opponent, Bob‘s strategy would never waiver. He is 

like a four or five trick pony, pulling the same stunts over and over 

again, regardless of the circumstances he finds himself in. In any 

other forum—an office, a construction site, flipping burgers at 

McDonald‘s—these strategies would have backfired, rendering him 

an outcast (and perhaps even earning him a well-deserved beating), 

but they have served him remarkably well in the courtroom.  

I mean, he‘s a judge, right? You can‘t argue with success. 

Getting back to the bar complaint; as Bob was doing his best 

to make Maryann look like a conniving blackmailer, and zapping 

her left and right with his little zingers that were intended to make 

her feel about three inches tall (but actually made her feel much 

smaller), it never occurred to him to notice how utterly 



inappropriate and downright disgusting it was for a lawyer to be 

carrying on an affair with a client he thought so little of.  

For Maryann, that hearing represented ‗the worst day of her 

life.‘ Sitting there while Bob brought up all the private things she 

told him when he was her attorney was particularly difficult. One 

minute he was exposing her darkest secrets, the next he was 

throwing her a dig where he knew it would hurt the most. She told 

me that she wanted to jump up and cancel the whole thing but she 

was too mortified to move.  

The Bar didn‘t announce their decision at that hearing, so 

Maryann was obliged to slink out of the courtroom with her tail 

between her legs—much like an unwelcome animal that just peed 

on the carpet. She was more dejected than ever when she returned 

to Pennsylvania the next day. It seemed she couldn‘t sink any lower. 

As if being used and dumped wasn‘t enough, she had been forced to 

endure a four hour testimonial of what a horrible client, woman and 

mother she was. She cried for days. 

Even the Bar‘s decision, which came in the mail about two 

weeks later, couldn‘t bring her out of her funk. 

The Bar decided to pursue ‗disciplinary action‘ against Bob 

[BAR1]. I thought their observations about Bob were dead on (if a 

little restrained), and they describe him just as well today.  

There were actually two ‗counts‘ in the Bar‘s decision against 

Bob, only one of which came from Maryann‘s bar complaint. To this 

first count, the Bar determined that; ―The Respondent [Bob] has 

conducted himself in a manner unworthy of an attorney.‖  

The Bar went on to say; ―Contrary to Respondent‘s 

assertion, his misconduct caused substantial injury to his client, 

the public, the legal system and the profession.‖ 

And; ―With regard to aggravating factors, the Panel 

concludes that Respondent was motivated by his own personal 

interests and relationships, that his misconduct materially and 

adversely affected his representation of his client, that he 

disclaimed personal responsibility for his violation of the Bar 

Rules, that he has failed to acknowledge the adverse consequences 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Bar-Robert-Nadeau-2005June.pdf


of his misconduct, that he was free of any impairment that would 

tend to excuse his misconduct, and that he abused his client‘s trust 

and used knowledge gained in the course of representation to his 

own advantage.‖ 

In light of all this, the Bar determined; ―With regard to 

Count 1, probable cause exists for Attorney Robert M.A. Nadeau‘s 

suspension or disbarment.‖ 

The second count related to a separate bar complaint that 

had been filed by the two attorneys who left Bob‘s law firm . They 

had accused him of violating the rules of professional behavior. As 

to this, the Bar found: ―Respondent‘s misconduct was intentional 

or knowing, and was for the purpose of obtaining advantage in 

the dispute.‖ 

For aggravating and mitigating factors, the Bar determined 

that Bob ―showed no remorse for his misconduct‖ and that he 

―would be likely to repeat such misconduct in the future should he 

conclude that it was to his advantage to do so.‖ 

Boy, did that ever turn out to be true!  

For that second count, Bob received a public reprimand right 

there on the spot.  

But the penalty for Maryann‘s first count was still yet to be 

decided. Another hearing would have to be scheduled to determine 

whether Bob‘s license to practice law would be suspended or if he 

was to be disbarred. 

I was satisfied that justice had been done. But Maryann was 

still reeling from all the terrible things Bob said about her at the 

hearing.  

―How could he have moved into my home while thinking all 

those horrible things about me?‖ she asked. 

I tried to comfort her with the standard, ‗men are pigs‘ line, 

but she wasn‘t buying it. 

―He‘s a judge,‖ she said simply. Where his position as a judge 

had vindicated her before, it now condemned her. A judge had 



stood up, under oath, and announced to the world that she was, 

pretty much, a piece of shit.  

How many women have to live with that? 

They say that facing your ‗abuser‘ (for lack of a better word) 

is healing, but that wasn‘t the case for Maryann. Seeing Bob again 

was the worst thing that could‘ve happened to her. He‘s just too 

good at intimidating people.  

In fact, if there is one thing I have learned over the years, it‘s 

that no one ever walks away a winner with Bob. 
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P a n d o r a ’ s  B o x  

 

 

Shortly after Maryann received Bob‘s ‗RE: Goodbye‘ letter on 

her counter—but before she filed her bar complaint—she had asked 

me to write Bob to let him he would know that she wasn‘t the only 

one who thought what he did was wrong. I was happy to oblige, 

though I doubted it would do any good. So I sent Bob an email, 

telling him just what I thought of his careless handling of 

Maryann‘s divorce. And I told him that I knew he lied about 

Maryann being the aggressor that day they had sex in his office.  

How did I know? Because I know Maryann. She is the sort of 

person who would feel self-conscious walking into a convenience 

store in the disheveled state she was in that day—let alone getting 

naked in an office with florescent lighting. No way. And I knew 

about the procedure she‘d had and how icky she felt. Not to 

mention her pre-occupation with her case that entire week. All she 

kept talking about was that damn tort! Sex was the last thing on her 

mind.  

In fact, I went so far as to share my first impression with 

Bob, that the event had a rape-ish quality that made me sick. 

Maryann might not have been kicking and screaming on the 

outside, but she was certainly objecting on the inside. That‘s what 

mortification is; an internal objection. And that‘s what I heard in 

her voice when I first picked up the phone. The manner in which 

she talked herself out of it is typical as well. It‘s called denial. The 

simple fact is that Maryann was too intimidated to say ‗no‘ to Bob 

that day.  

I told Bob all of this in my email. It felt good to get it off my 

chest. I didn‘t expect a reply, nor did I get one. 



Until two years later. In fact it wasn‘t until shortly after the 

Bar sent out their decision that Bob would finally respond to my 

‗very nasty, inaccurate and impertinent‘ email (as he termed it). In a 

long, drawn out dissertation (which would become characteristic of 

him), Bob ‗advised‘ me of his (and his family‘s) (but mostly his) 

suffering—all because of what Maryann had done to him with her 

bar complaint. He claimed that his feelings for her were real and 

even suggested that he had cherished hopes that someday—when 

his family was feeling better—the two of them would get back 

together.  

―He was going to wait until his family felt better and then do 

this to them all over again?‖ I exclaimed in horror.  

Bob went on to say that the bar complaint that Maryann 

‗very sadly saw fit to file‘ hurt him ‗extremely deeply‘ and destroyed 

his belief in his ‗necessarily concealed hope‘ for the two of them. 

There were three long pages of this, but I quit reading after a 

few paragraphs (which would become characteristic of me).   

But when I showed the email to Maryann, she read every last 

word, over and over again—out loud! 

Forced to sit through Bob‘s email in its entirety, I couldn‘t 

help noticing that he brought up Maryann‘s very first boyfriend in 

high school and a guy she went out with in college. He had really 

done his homework. He actually referenced her old diaries, which 

she‘d kept for comic relief when she got old.  

―Where are they?‖ I asked.  

―I‘m not sure,‖ she said. ―Last time I saw them they were in 

my bedroom closet in Wells.‖ 

Naturally, these references to Maryann‘s past life were 

phrased in a way to make her sound like a nymphomaniac.  

―It‘s a threat,‖ I said. ―He‘s threatening you.‖ 

―With what?‖ she asked. ―What‘s he going to do, contact my 

old high school and have my homecoming crown recalled?‖ 

―Think about it,‖ I said. ―Why contact me?‖ Maryann didn‘t 

respond so I answered for her. ―Because he can‘t contact you 



directly, and he knew that I would show you this email. By 

mentioning ex-boyfriends and your diary, he‘s insinuating that he 

can use this stuff against you.‖ 

―But…why?‖ 

―I don‘t know,‖ I said. ―Maybe to get you to back off.‖  

―But the Bar already made their decision.‖  

―To pursue disciplinary action,‖ I reminded her. ―The 

hearing to decide what action they‘re going to take is yet to come.‖ 

―I think we should just ignore this email,‖ she said. 

―Too late,‖ I replied.  

―What did you do?‖ she asked, and the fear in her voice 

convinced me that I was right about Bob‘s email being a threat. 

―What I should have done is sent Bob‘s email to the Bar,‖ I 

said. ―Let them see how unremorseful he still is. But what I did—

mostly because I don‘t want things to get any worse  for you—is 

reply to his piece of shit email with one of my own.‖ 

Maryann sighed in relief. ―What did you say?‖  

―I‘ll send you a copy,‖ I promised. ―For starters, I pointed out 

that he still, to this day, has not once considered what you or your 

children have suffered because of his actions. I added that all of his 

problems were caused by him, not you. And I told him that you filed 

that bar complaint because your marital assets were never secured 

and as a consequence, you still haven‘t gotten a damn thing. That‘s 

what I said.‖  

―Well, you‘re the writer,‖ she responded.  

When Bob responded this time, he took a completely 

different approach. He must‘ve been desperate, because, in all my 

years of dealing with Bob, I have only seen him resort to this 

strategy one other time (you‘ll see it later in the book). 

I suppose his response [EMAIL5] was meant to sound 

conciliatory and helpful. In fact, it was the closest Bob would ever 

get to expressing remorse. 

―Oh my god!‖ I exclaimed. ―He‘s offering you a bribe!‖ 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Email-Robert-Nadeau-2005June19.pdf


―Where?‖ demanded Maryann. I waited for her to see it, but 

even when she did see it she tried to pretend she didn‘t. ―The 

possibility of a lawsuit came up at the bar hearing,‖ she argued. 

―Bob probably just wants to settle out of court.‖ 

―I‘m pretty sure a settlement would be worded differently,‖ I 

told her. ―In fact, I‘m no lawyer, but this seems like the opposite of a 

settlement. See where he says; ‗It is important to understand, 

however, that these checks are gifts, not compensation for 

anything?‘ Isn‘t the whole purpose of a settlement to compensate 

for something? And wouldn‘t taking this ‗gift‘ just make you feel 

obligated to him? I mean, he‘s making it like he‘s some kind of hero 

here, but the thirty thousand he‘s offering is still less than the 

divorce settlement you would‘ve gotten if he had handled your case 

properly.‖  

―Well, obviously he doesn‘t want to admit that he screwed 

up,‖ she said. ―But it sounds like he feels bad about it.‖ 

―Funny how an upcoming disciplinary hearing will do that,‖ I 

couldn‘t help remarking. 

Bob‘s email begins with a bicycle ride that takes him through 

about seven towns along the coast of Maine (and just as many 

emotions) until; at last, he has a ‗brainstorm.‘  

Bob pauses here, to assure me that he checked the bar rules, 

and, after a lengthy explanation of them (that I still don‘t 

understand no matter how many times I read it), he assures me 

again that there is nothing to prevent Maryann from contacting 

him.     

―Look at this crazy gibberish,‖ I declared. ―None of it makes 

any sense. He says, speaking of you; ‗She may want to check with 

her attorneys first about this, if she feels uncomfortable about the 

situation and feels that she still needs her Maine attorneys (God 

knows why—for reasons you and I have already discussed).‘‖  

―There!‖ I exclaimed. ―That—‗for reasons you and I have 

already discussed.‘ When the hell did Bob and I ever discuss your 

attorneys? Is he referring to his previous email, where he wrote that 

all of this was their fault? Was that the discussion he and I were 



supposed to have had? And he goes on to say—speaking of your 

attorneys—‗…to advise her and to make her decisions for her, but 

you and I both know how much advisors, starting with my former 

counselor, can screw things up so badly.‘‖ I turned to Maryann. 

―What do I know about his former counselor…except that he had 

his hands full with Bob?‖  

I continued to critique Bob‘s email, suddenly intrigued. ―It‘s 

like he thinks that if he phrases this shit just right it‘ll sound true. 

And here‘s the part that bugs me the most. He says; ‗You did 

indicate that [Maryann] has tried to reach me but her lawyers—‘‖  

I stopped there. ―When did I ever indicate that?‖ I asked. ―He 

says; ‗You did indicate.‘ I most certainly did not indicate any such 

thing. What did he put that in this email for? Who is he writing this 

to?‖ 

Maryann had no answer for this, but I was too absorbed in 

the email at this point to notice her anyway. 

―He ends this section with yet another tirade against your 

attorneys, who he claims; ‗have been beating her down and 

causing her to feel she has no right to tell them to take a hike.‘ 

Jesus! Do you think it‘s possible that Bob is crazy? He sounds crazy 

to me.‖ 

Maryann didn‘t reply, but my question was rhetorical 

anyway, so I kept going. 

―Next he goes on to tell me to tell you how to contact him if 

you do decide to break free from the tyranny of your lawyers 

and…ah! Here we go. We finally get to his ‗brainstorm‘ to max out 

his credit cards so that he can give you and the kids a thirty-one 

thousand dollar ‗gift.‘ There‘s more whining about the attorneys—

blah, blah, blah—then listen to this mind-bending statement: ‗The 

money is pursuant to my long-standing desire to help [Maryann], 

that I expressed when we were together, let alone ever since, but 

that became drowned out by the confusion, the hurt and 

disappointment, the lawyer intervention and lawyer threats on 

her behalf, and the unexpected need to spend so much money (still) 

defending myself and trying to salvage my reputation and dignity 



and to keep my practice and source of any income at all together, 

while everyone and everything have been working to keep us 

apart—plus, the claim her lawyer so wrongly made that I am 

unethical because I allegedly had tried to buy [Maryann] off, of all 

things, to save my hide for some reason, seemed to make the whole 

situation impossible.‘‖ At that point I had to come up for air. ―I 

think some of my brain cells just died,‖ I complained.  

Maryann‘s silence should have tipped me off that something 

wasn‘t quite right, but I was on a roll. 

―What the hell is he saying in that sentence?‖ I wondered out 

loud. ―Let‘s see, he has a ‗long-standing desire‘ to help you, it would 

seem, but that desire is being drowned out by your lawyers‘ 

‗intervention and threats,‘ not to mention his own struggle to stay 

afloat, ‗while everyone and everything have been working to keep 

us apart‘—can you believe he actually said that? ‗Everyone and 

everything.‘ Is it possible that Bob sees himself as ‗everyone and 

everything?‘‖ 

I whistled.  

―And that little digression about your lawyers accusing him 

of trying to buy you off—I wonder what that‘s about—‗of all things,‘ 

he says, ‗to save my hide for some reason.‘‖  

I suddenly had the urge to laugh, so I did. ―‗For some 

reason…,‘‖ I repeated between chuckles. ―Ahh…he cracks me up!‖  

But the high point of the letter—the words that would 

become more and more ironic with every day that passed—were 

when he wrote: ―The pain is magnified tenfold, because [Maryann] 

was the victim of the only lie I ever made in my lifetime, and will 

ever make.‖  

This time I threw my head back and laughed right out loud. 

It wasn‘t just Bob‘s claim that the ‗only lie he ever made in his 

lifetime‘ was leaving Maryann to go back to his wife, but the sheer 

dramatics of it all. He was acting as if he and Maryann were a 

modern day Romeo and Juliet that the entire world was conspiring 

to keep apart. I like to think I know my Shakespeare but I don‘t 



remember Romeo leaving a goodbye letter on Juliet‘s counter, do 

you?  

How stupid did he think Maryann was?  

That‘s when I noticed her silence. 

I looked up from Bob‘s email and narrowed my eyes. ―What‘s 

the matter?‖ I asked. 

―Nothing,‖ she said, which, in girl talk, means ‗you don‘t 

want to know.‘  

My eyes grew wide with dawning. ―Oh! My! God!‖ I 

expostulated. I knew I sounded really judgmental, but it just kind of 

came out, like three long burps. 

Of all the rules I had made for myself as a ‗best friend,‘ at the 

very top of the list was that I would accept my ‗bestie‘ as she was. I‘d 

had enough of judgmental people, what with the whole JW thing. 

The last thing I wanted to do was to impose my values onto others. 

This went double for their romantic interests. Who can sit in 

judgment of the heart? Anyway, it‘s not like I don‘t have a few 

weirdos in my closet (who I‘ll deny knowing if they ever approach 

me on the street). So who am I to talk?  

This no-judgment policy has actually been pretty easy for me 

to follow—even with my own children. I genuinely don‘t want the 

responsibility of telling people how to live their lives. I‘m not 

exaggerating when I say that a friend of mine could be dating ‗The 

Boston Strangler‘ and I wouldn‘t waste my breath trying to talk her 

out of it. 

―Here,‖ I would say, handing her a neck brace. ―Just in case.‖  

But poor Maryann! All she got from Bob‘s email was that he 

still wanted to be with her. Left with the impression that things 

were not as they seemed, she automatically assumed that she must 

be the one who got it wrong. Bob was still ‗the judge‘ in her mind. 

Here he had been planning to come back to her the whole time, and 

she had ruined everything! 

Quite simply, she still had feelings for him. His invitation to 

contact him was irresistible. And frankly, I think everything that 



contacting him represented was even more irresistible. Not only 

had Maryann been pining over Bob during the two years they‘d 

been apart, but as well, she‘d been pinning over her life in New 

England.  

So Maryann called Bob. She told me later that the instant she 

heard his voice she was a goner. It was like the two years that 

passed had never happened. They were tripping over themselves to 

get their feelings out.  

―I love you so much,‖ Bob emailed her later.  

It was the day after he sent that second email to me. As 

usual, it was happening much too fast. 
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T h e r e  S h e  G o e s  A g a i n  

 

―If you would still want me as a ditch digger or gas station attendant, 

then I still want you.‖ 

–BOB NADEAU, June 20, 2005 

 

We stayed up late when Maryann flew into town, talking and 

laughing into the wee hours of the night. The common thread 

between us has always been our ability to laugh, even during the 

worst moments of our lives (and we‘ve both had some pretty bad 

moments). For me, it‘s a coping mechanism that I have embraced 

since childhood.  

For Maryann and Bob‘s big ‗reunion,‘ they had chosen a 

quaint little restaurant in my neck of the woods called ‗The Black 

Cow.‘ Maryann insisted that I tag along. I felt like a very clunky 

third wheel, but at least I was finally going to meet the ‗judge.‘   

I‘m not sure what I expected, but my disappointment 

couldn‘t have been any greater if his eyes had been crossed and he 

walked with a hunchback. In fact, that might‘ve been better. It took 

every ounce of willpower to ‗wipe that look off my face,‘ as my 

mother would‘ve certainly instructed me to do if she‘d been there. 

She often requested this when I was a kid—which always left me in 

a quandary over what ‗look‘ to replace it with. On this particular 

occasion, I tried to appear as if I was concentrating on something 

far off in the distance—which seemed to appease my mother back in 

the day.  

What was wrong with Bob, you ask? It would be easier for 

me to tell you what was right. In fact, if that were the case, I‘d be 

finished. 



It isn‘t so much that Bob is an unattractive man, as that he 

possesses nothing with which to attract. Do you know what I mean? 

I‘m not even sure that what I‘m attempting to describe is 

something that is tangible to the human eye. Physically, Bob has 

always been a nonentity to me—that is to say, I can‘t seem to get 

past those initial character flaws that formed my first impression of 

him (which have been confirmed time and again with prolonged 

association). Putting that aside, there is very little left to work with. 

Bob has a bland, almost sluggish-looking face that responds more 

like a mask than real flesh and blood. Even the occasional smile 

could pass for a grimace. After looking at him for any length of 

time, I am left with the impression that there is something terrible 

lurking just beneath the surface.  

To make matters worse, he was wearing a fire engine red, 

button down shirt with an enormous green and blue parrot printed 

on the front of it. There are men out there who could make that 

shirt work but, unfortunately, Bob isn‘t one of them. It might seem 

catty of me to even criticize the poor guy‘s clothing, but honestly, 

the shirt seemed a little like putting an exclamation point on a 

death sentence. I mean, the shirt wasn‘t just a bad fashion 

statement, it was a poor decision. It was too bright, too fun, too 

whimsical for the occasion. It was disturbing in light of recent 

events.  

And I wasn‘t the only one who thought so. Maryann spotted 

him long before I did (she would‘ve had to have been blind to miss 

him), and the sight of him stopped her in her tracks. She actually 

spun around so that she was facing the opposite direction.  

―I can‘t do this!‖ she announced. 

By this time Bob had spotted us. 

―Can‘t do what?‖ I asked (as if I didn‘t know). Meanwhile, 

Maryann just stood there, staring at me with her back to Bob. Talk 

about awkward! 

I glanced around her at the guy in the bright red parrot shirt 

and grimaced. What the hell had possessed him? I waved and tried 

to smile. 



―I can‘t do this,‖ she said again.  

―Okay,‖ I said agreeably. ―Let‘s go to ‗The Grog.‘‖ 

Taking a deep breath, Maryann turned back toward Bob. But 

at the sight of him she faltered again, grabbing hold of my arm and 

digging her fingernails into my flesh. I tried to keep my expression 

serene, but I, too, had the urge to run (screaming) from the scene. 

We made it to within inches of Bob when Maryann spun 

around and did the whole thing all over again. 

―I can‘t do this.‖ She whispered it this time (as if Bob 

couldn‘t hear her from a few inches away).  

What could I do? I laughed. It was an apologetic laugh, like 

mothers do when they‘re dealing with a difficult child.  

―Would you mind getting us all a table?‖ I asked Bob. I put 

out my hand. ―I‘m Nancy, by the way.‖ 

His hand was clammy and limp. ―I figured.‖ 

I fought the urge to wipe my hand on my pants (Mom would 

be proud). Meanwhile, Bob just stood there. ―I recommend the 

steak tips,‖ I encouraged, and he reluctantly left there.  

Meanwhile, Maryann was lighting a cigarette with trembling 

fingers. ―What are you‘re doing?‖ she demanded. 

I shrugged. ―Okay, so I don‘t particularly care for the steak 

tips here,‖ I joked. ―What‘s he gonna do? Sue me?‖ 

―I‘m being serious!‖ she said, although she was laughing. She 

took a long, thoughtful drag from her cigarette. ―How could I love a 

man who would wear a shirt like that?‖  

―I think that shirt is the least of your worries,‖ I said. 

―Besides, it‘s not all that unusual for the male species to dress up in 

bright colors to impress the females.‖  

―Do I look impressed to you?‖ she asked, blowing a cloud of 

cigarette smoke in my face.  

I responded by bumming a cigarette. Back then, I was what 

you call a ‗social smoker,‘ which means I only smoked when I was 



having a good time. On this particular occasion, smoking was 

probably a tad optimistic of me.  

Maryann lit the cigarette for me (for some reason she always 

lit them for me). I tried to think of something neutral to say as I 

took a drag. 

―It must be overwhelming to see him again,‖ I said, feeling a 

little dizzy from the cigarette.  

―It‘s overwhelming to see that shirt,‖ she replied. 

―Well…we‘re here now,‖ I reasoned. ―We might as well make 

the best of it.‖ 

We talked for a little longer. Or maybe it was a lot longer. 

Bob was just finishing up his steak tips when we finally went inside.  

The weird thing is; neither of us can remember anything else 

about that night. It‘s like Bob (or his shirt) put a spell on us. It‘s all 

just a bright red blur.  

I think what probably happened was that Maryann 

completely ignored Bob while making snippy remarks on the side to 

me. That was something she would do when she wasn‘t comfortable 

confronting a person directly (especially a man). Though it 

appeared to relieve the discomfort she was feeling, it made it a 

hundred times worse for the rest of us. Hating awkward situations 

the way I do, I‘m sure I spent the entire night trying to compensate 

for her behavior, and probably made a fool out of myself in the 

process.  

Whatever happened, we were both too traumatized to 

remember it. All I was left with was the impression that Bob was as 

ill-fitted for casual clothes as he was for a judge‘s robe . Of course, 

Maryann demanded to know my opinion, but how could I tell her 

that the only way I could ever become entangled with such a man 

would be in a mass grave? 
In the end, I just said that, if it were me, I would proceed 

with caution. I knew that she had her heart set on getting back 

together with Bob, so anything more would‘ve just made things 

awkward between us.  



―What should I do?‖ she asked with such regularity that it 

almost seemed like a greeting. But Maryann wasn‘t looking for 

suggestions. She was looking for reassurances. 

―What do you feel like doing?‖ I would reply, playing the 

neutral therapist, but feeling like an idiot. 

So Maryann went back to Bob. I‘m not sure what was going 

on in Bob‘s head, but I think Maryann was looking for something 

that wasn‘t there. Instead of focusing on her feelings of the 

moment, she was consumed with recapturing her feelings from the 

past. She wanted to bring back all those fantastic sensations that 

she had experienced in those first few months with Bob.  

And she got them. Or a carbon copy of them.  

―He‘s the man I fell in love with again!‖ she told me a week 

later. 

―What happened to the guy at the bar hearing?‖ I couldn‘t 

help wondering. 

―That wasn‘t really him,‖ she said. ―That Bob was fighting to 

save his career.‖ 

―And the guy who left the letter on your counter?‖ 

Maryann smiled. ―I know I‘m taking a big leap of faith here,‖ 

she said. ―But I really think I can bring out the best in Bob. I don‘t 

know how to explain it. It‘s like he can only be his true self when 

he‘s with me.‖ 

While I had no problem believing that Bob was equipped 

with a multitude of personalities, I wasn‘t so quick to accept that 

‗love‘ was the solution. I couldn‘t help wondering who the real Bob 

was. One minute he was willing to publicly humiliate Maryann in 

order to ‗save his career,‘ and the next he didn‘t even care about his 

career as long as he could be with Maryann. She said that he 

actually joked about what he would do if he got disbarred at the 

upcoming hearing.   

―I‘ll wash dishes in a restaurant,‖ he supposedly told her. ―Or 

dig ditches. I don‘t care what I do as long as I‘m with you.‖ 



Of course, the fly in the ointment was going back to 

Pennsylvania to tell her family what she was doing. In fact, I was 

the only person who didn‘t rake Maryann over the coals for her 

decision. Was I wrong not to do that? 

Meanwhile, just about everyone else in Maryann‘s life threw 

up their hands in disgust. People told her she was crazy so often 

that she was actually starting to believe it. But mostly, people just 

stopped speaking to her. Nobody wanted to hear about Bob. But 

that only made Maryann more determined to prove them wrong.  

Bob waived away any doubts Maryann might‘ve had with 

more promises. On June 20th, Bob emailed Maryann in 

Pennsylvania to say: ―I visited my folks last night and had a long 

talk with them. They are, like your mom, very apprehensive—

mostly because the bar stuff is still pending. They wanted to be 

sure that you realize that, if I can‘t practice law anymore…it may 

be quite difficult on us financially.‖ 

While Maryann chewed over this little bit of information that 

Bob‘s parents wanted her to know, Bob offered to buy her and her 

kids plane tickets back to Maine, and even offered Maryann his car 

to drive once they got there. 

Bob‘s change of heart so soon after the adverse bar decision 

was suspicious, but when combined with his remarks about how 

‗difficult‘ things would be for them ‗financially‘ if the bar issue 

wasn‘t resolved, along with his offers of financial assistance, it 

became disturbing. I couldn‘t help wondering if I wasn‘t looking at a 

very cruel form of witness tampering. 

―You just don‘t know him like I do,‖ insisted Maryann. 

That was true. I would never meet the ‗charming‘ Bob who 

wooed Maryann back into his life, but I was pretty well acquainted 

with the Bob that took over once she got comfortably settled in. 

The first order of business, in case you haven‘t guessed, was 

for Maryann to write a letter to the Bar, retracting the statements 

she had made in her complaint. According to Maryann, the letter 

was written for her; either by Bob or his attorney (she wasn‘t sure 

which). I always believed it was Bob, because the letter had that 



angry, accusatory tone that he always gets whenever he‘s called out 

on the carpet. It pretty much accused the Bar of intentionally 

misinterpreting and manipulating Maryann to satisfy their personal 

agendas. I knew this wasn‘t how Maryann felt at all. She had 

expressed a great deal of guilt over retracting her statement after all 

the work the Bar had done on her behalf. In any event, what would 

Maryann know about the ‗personal agendas‘ of the lawyers working 

at the Bar?  

―I really don‘t think you should sign your name to that,‖ I 

said. 

―I‘m doing it for myself as much as for Bob,‖ she said. ―I 

don‘t want him to lose his license to practice law any more than he 

does.‖ 

―But you can retract your statement without this personal 

attack on the Bar,‖ I argued. ―This is yet another bridge you‘ll be 

burning!‖  

But the only ‗bridge‘ Maryann could see at that moment was 

the one that led to all that she and Bob might have together if she 

could just make it work. She signed the retraction letter and sent it 

to the Bar.  

Without a thought for what it would do to Maryann, Bob 

immediately contacted the newspapers. And as Maryann sat by his 

side in the subsequent interview (thoroughly humiliated and 

muttering canned phrases that had been coached by Bob), he threw 

her under the bus yet again!  

―I‘ve never been happier in all my life,‖ Bob told the 

reporters, ―as I have been since that phone call from [Maryann].‖    

The enormous sacrifice Maryann had made for the sake of 

their relationship (however ill-advised) wasn‘t enough. Bob had to 

slip in one more little lie. By convincing everyone that Maryann was 

the one who initiated contact—with that phone call that made him 

‗happier‘ than he‘s ever been in his life—Bob was reinforcing his 

earlier claims that she was the one who pursued him. It proved, 

once and for all, that Maryann was responsible for their affair.  



But Bob‘s little lie covered up more than his seduction of a 

client. He knew that his email to me (requesting that I relay 

information to Maryann) qualified as ‗direct contact‘ with a litigant 

who is represented by counsel. He also knew that lawyers are 

forbidden from having direct contact with a litigant who is 

represented by counsel. In fact, the statute forbidding this should‘ve 

been really fresh in Bob‘s mind, because the Bar had just publicly 

reprimanded him for doing the exact same thing to his former 

partners, who were also represented by counsel!  

And it gets worse. Maryann wasn‘t just a litigant who was 

represented by counsel. She was also a witness reporting 

misconduct. Bob was about to be disciplined for that misconduct. 

So what does he do? With the subtlety of a sledge hammer, he offers 

this witness, through her best friend, a ‗gift‘ of $31,000.00, after 

disparaging her attorneys and even blaming them for ‗keeping us 

apart.‘ He discourages Maryann from discussing his illegal 

communication with her attorneys by insisting that he doesn‘t want 

them to ‗get one dime‘ of the money his offering. This is a very 

serious form of ‗witness tampering,‘ and it‘s something you or I 

would go to jail for.  

In light of all this, Bob‘s statement to the press about how 

‗happy‘ he was to get ‗that phone call from Maryann‘ borders on 

the diabolical.  

But the twisting of the phone call would be pushed aside and 

suppressed, along with the retraction letter and all the other lies 

that were too painful for Maryann to think about. She buried them 

all in a place where it was too dark to go. And there they would 

remain, as silent and sedentary as nails in a coffin, unless some 

attempt is made to pry open the lid.    
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H a v e n ’ t  G o t  T i m e  f o r  t h e  P a i n  

 

 

Maryann was happy. You might say she was too happy. Or 

maybe she was the wrong kind of happy. I don‘t do drugs, but I 

imagine her happiness was a little like that. I think the ‗high‘ she felt 

coming back to Maine was really just the thrill of getting a reprieve 

from the pain she‘d been experiencing in Pennsylvania. She had 

been going through her days in a kind of dreary fog, unwilling to 

accept what had happened to her. It had been a painful two years 

but now, suddenly, all the pain had magically gone away.  

It didn‘t even occur to Maryann that she was handing all of 

her power over to Bob on a silver platter. From that day forward, he 

would be her ‗dealer,‘ able to control all of her highs and lows. 

People always wonder why women stay in abusive relationships. 

Believe it or not, I think they do it to avoid pain. Every possibility 

comes with a price, and change, in and of itself, can be extremely 

painful. Like the old saying goes, we pick our poison. I‘m certainly 

not excusing Bob, but I do think it takes two for an abusive 

relationship to exist.  

―Why would he go through all this again if he didn‘t love 

me?‖ Maryann insisted. ―He‘s risking everything to be with me!‖  

But I didn‘t see it that way. By reuniting with Maryann, Bob 

was relieving some very significant ‗pain‘ of his own. In particular, 

Maryann‘s retraction letter to the Bar was a ‗miracle cure‘ for what 

ailed him. The thing is, the Bar didn‘t even need Maryann‘s 

statement to move forward with their charges—which centered on 

Bob‘s own testimony—but I think the accusatory tone in Maryann‘s 



letter pissed the Bar off. In the end, the misconduct that had 

merited ‗suspension or disbarment‘ was ‗dismissed with a warning.‘  

In addition, Bob could kiss the pain of feeling like a ‗fat, 

unappreciated old man‘ goodbye, now that he had a young, insecure 

single mother waiting for him at home. 

The pain had subsided for both of them. Maryann, for her 

part, was content to forgive and forget.  

But I didn‘t like how far out on the limb she was. 

―Why don‘t you get a job?‖ I suggested. ―It wouldn‘t hurt to 

put a little money away…just in case.‖ 

But Maryann wasn‘t a ‗just in case‘ kind of girl. She didn‘t 

look at life that way—which was actually another thing that I liked 

about her. She had the most charming belief that things would work 

out, even after everything she‘d been through. And she still believed 

in love. Her capacity to keep believing has astonished me over the 

years. For me, love isn‘t something you ‗believe‘ in. It‘s just 

something you feel. I mean, when it comes right down to it, can we 

even believe in what we‘re feeling for ourselves? How many times 

have we thought we were in love, only to have those feelings 

change? If it has happened even once, how can we trust it? 

 But Maryann did trust it, and it was as refreshing as it was 

terrifying to watch. And yet there were moments when I thought it 

might work out for them. 

Maryann was much quicker to find her ‘dream house‘ this 

time around, and then, all of a sudden, her days were filled with 

painting, unpacking and making their house a home. She kept 

comparing her life to a fairy tale.  

But even the most enchanting fairy tales are riddled with 

difficulties. There are malevolent forces lurking in every dark 

corner. It‘s almost to be expected, a kind of ‗rite of passage‘ to get to 

the ‗happily ever after.‘ And yet, we all know that they‘ll make it 

there in the end (spoiler alert: don‘t be surprised if this fairy tale 

doesn‘t live up to those standards). 



Of course, no fairy tale is complete without a few dragons for 

the prince to slay. Bob‘s dragons came in the form of the residual 

consequences of his actions that the princess‘s retraction letter 

couldn‘t quite eliminate. The two partners who had left Bob‘s law 

firm were still battling him in court, his wife was suing for divorce 

and, it being an election year, new judicial candidates were popping 

up all over the place.  

How did ‗Prince Charming‘ confront his dragons?  

I wish I could tell you that Bob behaved in a way befitting a 

prince. It would even be nice to be able to report that he behaved in 

a way befitting a frog. But the sad truth is that the only behavior I‘ve 

ever seen Bob embrace is that of the villain.  

But I think those people whose job it is to separate the 

heroes from the villains are much better suited to describe Bob‘s 

behavior than I. 

As for the various lawsuits and countersuits between Bob 

and his former partners, the court observed that [ORDER1]; ‗There 

is a significant basis for concern that Nadeau‘s dispute with the 

defendants has become a vendetta.‘ They found ‗Nadeau‘s 

testimony not to be credible,‘ and concluded that ‗the initiation and 

continuation of this case constitutes an abuse of the litigation 

process.‘  

In fact, Bob‘s behavior was so bad in the course of that 

litigation that the Board of Overseers issued a second public 

reprimand [BAR2], saying; ―Attorney Nadeau‘s conduct was 

discourteous and degrading.‖ They added; ―All of these violations 

of the Maine Bar Rules are serious. Attorney Nadeau is ORDERED 

to conduct himself in the future so as to avoid further occasions of 

professional misconduct.‖ 

Overwhelmed by how all the bad publicity was affecting the 

election, Bob decided to fight fire with fire. Only Bob threw a little 

extra gas on his fire. They actually had to call in the judicial 

committee for this one. They determined that [JUDICIAL1]; ‗Judge 

Nadeau knowingly misrepresented the contents of a videotape in a 

political advertisement intended to reach and influence the voters 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Order-Robert-Nadeau-2006Hunt.pdf
http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Bar-Robert-Nadeau-2006Mar2.pdf
http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Judicial-Robert-Nadeau-2007Mar1.pdf


of York County and, in so doing, seriously misrepresented the 

professional conduct of one of his primary opponents for the office 

of judge of probate. This knowing falsehood to the public by a 

judge cannot be tolerated.‘   

They added; ―His refusal to acknowledge that he acted 

wrongfully and violated the code adds to the seriousness of the 

transgression.‖   

I know this sounds serious, but you shouldn‘t worry too 

much about our prince, because behavior that ‗cannot be tolerated‘ 

from a judge isn‘t quite the same as behavior that isn‘t tolerated 

from you or me. The penalties make up the primary difference. For 

this ‗serious transgression‘ that Judge Bob ‗refused to acknowledge,‘ 

the Maine Judicial Committee ruled that; ‗A suspension from the 

office of judge of probate for a period of thirty calendar days is 

called for, but we will suspend all but seven days of that thirty-day 

period of suspension.‘  

 Here‘s how Bob described that seven day suspension a few 

years later: ―Several opposing candidates filed a collective judicial 

conduct complaint against me resulting in what amounted to a 

one day suspension from the bench.‖ 

Bob‘s final dragon, his divorce, would rage on for three long 

years, but when it (and Bob‘s subsequent appeal), was finally over 

in 2007, both courts agreed that Bob; ‗…has a self-centered and 

insensitive world outlook and has engaged in self-destructive 

behavior that caused the break-up of his marriage, the break-up of 

his law firm, and a significant amount of litigation.‘ They also 

remarked on the ‗deep sense of betrayal‘ Bob‘s children felt, not 

just because of Bob‘s ‗sudden, unannounced departure‘ in 2005 

after ‗promising that he would not leave them again,‘ but also for 

‗taking money that he had purposely and publicly set aside for his 

children and converting it to his own use.‘ The courts felt that ‗his 

conduct throughout this divorce [was] one of economic warfare.‘  

Of course, Bob wouldn‘t receive these indictments on his 

characters until later so, as far as this book in concerned, we‘re still 

in what I like to refer to as ‗the fairy tale phase.‘  



One of the reasons that fairy tales fall short of reality is that, 

in real life, everything we do creates a cause and effect. Our actions 

might make an enormous splash or a little ripple. But even the 

tiniest ripple can react with other ripples. One thing leads to 

another, more ripples get involved, and pretty soon you have 

yourself a tsunami. 

Unfortunately, the older of my two brothers got mixed up in 

Maryann‘s ripple. 

Everyone calls him ‗Daddy,‘ even though he‘s the only one of 

us who‘s never had any children. He claims he never wanted any, 

insisting that children are a form of parasite that sucks the life out 

of its host. The funny thing about that is that Daddy‘s always been a 

favorite with the kids. In any crowd, he‘s always the one they 

gravitate toward. There‘s something about him that draws them in, 

even though they know they‘ll be teased mercilessly. It‘s kind of like  

that with everyone actually, no matter their age. My brother is the 

only person I know who can make someone laugh while he‘s giving 

them a hard time. And I think the reason for that is because he‘s 

good. And yes, I mean that in the ‗good versus evil‘ sense . Crazy as 

it sounds, ‗Daddy‘ a ‗good guy‘ and anyone who‘s ever met him 

knows exactly what I mean.  

The thing I like best about him is his sense of humor. I guess 

you figured out by now that I have a weakness for people who make 

me laugh. My brother‘s humor is hard to describe. It isn‘t just the 

steady stream of jokes that are constantly and effortlessly flowing 

out of him, but his mannerisms as well. Sometimes all it takes to get 

a laugh is a look from him, because he has one of those faces that 

reveals exactly what you are thinking.  

My brother is also an extremely talented carpenter. He‘s 

worked for some of the finest contractors in the area, and if you live 

up here in New England, there‘s a good chance you‘ve seen his work 

at some point. He loves incorporating his own designs into what 

he‘s building, and he‘s a master at everything radial—circular 

buildings, spiral staircases, you name it. You can tell that he loves 

what he‘s doing.  



But Daddy‘s greatest talent has to be that of  a wordsmith. He 

has a knack for putting just the right sounds together to create the 

perfect word. Often, people can guess the word‘s meaning without 

even hearing it in a sentence—he‘s that good at it. One of my all-

time favorites is the ‗fuglar,‘ which describes a lazy, inconsiderate 

person who leaves disaster in his or her wake.  The ‗fuglar‘ has 

taken off to the point where I have actually heard it used in 

conversation by people I‘ve never met before—and in the right 

context too! Daddy‘s also a poet, and his favorite outlet for 

expressing this talent comes through song. One of my favorite 

things in the world is to catch him in one of his ‗moods‘ when this 

talent comes out—often while he‘s working. Workers, contractors 

and even homeowners have been beguiled by this rare talent which 

can literally halt all activity on a job site because everyone is too 

immobilized by laughter to continue what they were doing. 

Meanwhile, Daddy just keeps working and singing; seemingly 

oblivious of the commotion he‘s causing as his gravelly voice belts 

out a familiar tune with an entirely new meaning all his own. 

But like I said, beneath the hard work and the jokes, there is 

an extremely kind soul that draws people to him. Unfortunately, not 

everyone recognizing this kindness in others is kind themselves.  

A contractor and his wife had befriended my brother a few 

years before this and, in the course of that friendship, the three of 

them decided to become partners in real estate. Daddy had sealed 

the deal with a ‗handshake,‘ which was the way he  always did 

business in those days.  They purchased three run down properties 

with the intention of renovating and selling them. Daddy has the 

ability, and indeed, he has taken a hundred thousand dollar home 

and turned it into a million dollar property. His work is that 

outstanding. 

He wrote checks for everything, keeping a perfect record of 

mortgage payments and construction expenses, while the wife 

handled the ‗books.‘ I was never clear on what the husband did. 

Mostly, I think, he provided material for Daddy‘s jokes. He was a 

slothful, inept sort of fellow who was at his most productive when 



he stayed out of the way. Thinking back on it now, it occurs to me 

that he might have been Daddy‘s inspiration for the ‗fuglar.‘ 

This was only a side venture for my brother, mind you. He 

kept his construction business running smoothly throughout the 

partnership. He worked around the clock for nearly two years, until 

one of the properties was just about ready to go up for sale. The 

house had been purchased for under $200,000.00, but was now 

being appraised for over $800,000.00.  It was beautiful.  

By this time, my brother had invested over $120,000.00 for 

mortgage payments and materials, and around $70,000.00 in 

labor. I guess he was too busy working to notice that his ‗partners,‘ 

who really didn‘t do anything aside from the bookkeeping, were 

spending money like it was going out of style (they had three maids 

at the time). And the money just wasn‘t adding up. The construction 

expenses were coming in much higher than what Daddy knew them 

to be. I was the first to suspect foul play, based on the conversations 

between my brother and his crew when they stopped by and 

inevitably stayed for dinner. No co-dependent worth their salt could 

sit through what I heard and keep their mouth shut (and I‘m saltier 

than most), but Daddy couldn‘t bring himself to believe what was 

becoming more and more obvious. In fact, he continued to pay the 

mortgages on all three properties for several months after he had 

hard evidence that he was being scammed. He just couldn‘t accept 

that his ‗friends‘ would do something like this .  

We were all devastated. The worst part was that these 

horrible people had brought in other investors on the same 

properties. The investors had no idea who was contributing to what. 

The wife had collected duplicate mortgage and expense payments 

from the various partners. And as if collecting double and triple on 

the expenses wasn‘t enough, they even started ‗padding‘ the 

expenses—making them even higher than what they were. It was no 

wonder they had three maids! 

Once Daddy finally accepted the truth about what was 

happening, he hired an attorney in Newburyport. But two months 



went by without any activity on the case. Maryann and I were 

discussing it over drinks when she came up with the idea. 

―What about Bob?‖ 

They say you should always go with your gut instinct. Mine 

was to dismiss her idea with a joke about the movie, What About 

Bob. I mean, the parallels were glaringly obvious, even back then. 

But I resisted that instinct and considered her suggestion. I didn‘t 

have a very high of an opinion of Bob, but then again, it occurred to 

me that some of his character flaws (especially his penchant for 

fighting dirty) might actually come in handy in this situation. From 

everything I had heard about the people my brother was going up 

against, it was clear that they had no scruples. Why not fight fire 

with fire? 

―I guess it wouldn‘t hurt to get Bob‘s opinion,‖ I said.  

Maryann was thrilled to be able to help. ―Being a judge, Bob 

might know how to get criminal charges filed against them!‖ she 

added. She knew that I had been writing letters to every official in 

the state of Massachusetts, outraged to hear that what happened to 

my brother was a ‗civil‘ matter. I still find it hard to believe that it‘s 

okay to steal from people as long as you do it through a ‗business,‘ 

but then again, it does explain a lot of what‘s happening in our 

world today.  

―Do you think Bob would be interested in this case?‖ I asked. 

Maryann smiled. ―Leave it to me.‖  

―No,‖ I told her. ―I don‘t want you involved. I‘ll contact Bob 

directly, so he won‘t feel like he has to take the case.‖ 

―Are you sure?‖ she asked. 

―Yes,‖ I said. 

When my brother came by for dinner that night I told him 

about my conversation with Maryann. Seeing the spark of hope in 

his eyes, I did the only thing that made sense at the time. I latched 

onto the closest remedy at hand for easing our pain.  



Before I knew it, I was talking my brother into it. ―Who 

better than a judge to know how to deal with criminals?‖ I 

reasoned. 

Looking back, I could almost laugh at our naivety. We 

believed we had found the perfect solution because we wanted it to 

be the perfect solution. Like Maryann, we wanted to postpone our 

pain, or better yet, to hand it off to someone else. We wanted a 

miracle or a fairy tale or whatever it would‘ve been if it were really 

that easy to stop the bad guys. 

We spent that evening sitting around my kitchen table, 

fantasizing about all the justice we were about to experience. My 

brother and the other partners would get their money back and the 

people who swindled them would go to jail. We embellished every 

detail of their downfall, right down to the wife having to clean 

houses to pay back the money. And we felt almost as much 

satisfaction as if it were really happening. It‘s amazing how even the 

shortest reprieve from hopelessness can bring about the most 

incredible joy.  

You know what comes to mind when I think about that night 

now, Reader? You‘ll laugh, but for some reason I always think of 

Walt Disney‘s rendition of The Three Little Pigs, when they‘re 

dancing around the kitchen floor, singing: 

―Who‘s afraid of the big bad wolf?‖ 

It didn‘t even occur to us that the wolf hadn‘t even taken his 

first real puff yet. 

One of the reasons my brother had fallen prey to these 

people in the first place is that he absolutely abhorred doing 

paperwork. He could hardly be bothered to open his mail. He 

carried around his hefty checkbook—the only record he would ever 

keep—and dealt with each expense on the spot. Having partners 

who were willing to do the bookkeeping for him proved too 

tempting to resist.  

  I went through Daddy‘s trusty checkbook and got a very 

detailed account of his expenditures. Then I met with some of the 

other ‗partners‘ and quickly identified the various ways in which the 



money was being embezzled. That‘s where the situation stood when 

I contacted Bob.  

Despite our temporary ‗high‘ that night in my kitchen, Daddy 

was reluctant to hire a second attorney. Having finally accepted his 

situation, he was hesitant to keep shelling out more money. He had 

already given his first attorney, (we‘ll call him ―Shlomo‖) 

$2,000.00, and when he spoke to Shlomo‘s secretary two months 

later, she admitted that nothing had been done—but then turned 

around and told him that they would need more money. Daddy felt 

like he had posted a neon sign on his head that read ‗sucker.‘  

Though he was generally a trusting soul (believing, as he did, that 

he could bring out the best in people), he had an instinctive distrust 

for lawyers. He had picked up on Shlomo‘s little disclaimers in their 

very first meeting, and he was starting to feel like a bleeding 

carcass, helplessly watching the vulture‘s circle overhead.  

―Let‘s just see what Bob has to say,‖ I suggested. ―If nothing 

else, maybe he‘ll give us an opinion on Shlomo.‖ 

It was Bob‘s ‗opinion‘ of Shlomo that actually sold Daddy on 

him. In an email to me, Bob wrote;  

―I reviewed the documents submitted to me by [Shlomo]… 

the quality of work I‘ve seen from [Shlomo‘s] office nowhere near 

justifies retention of [Daddy‘s] $2000 retainer…[Daddy] may wish 

to pursue fee arbitration via the Mass Board of Overseers of the 

Bar and/or a bar complaint against them.‖ 

Now here was someone who could say, in no uncertain 

terms, that for this much money, this or that should have been 

done. Daddy hired Bob on the spot and we all settled in for our 

happy ending. 

Meanwhile, Maryann‘s fairy tale seemed to be dissolving 

right before her eyes. But there was no turning back. In ‗following 

her heart,‘ she had, in a sense, thrown away the efforts of all the 

people who had tried to help her. I don‘t think she ever really 

considered what she was giving up until it was gone.   

The worst thing about loss is that it‘s a vicious cycle. The 

losses Maryann had suffered would open doors to even greater 



losses. Gone were her marital assets, her family support, her 

credibility and every bit of the independence she had worked so 

hard to achieve in those two years she‘d spent in Pennsylvania.  

I‘ve often thought that Maryann‘s greatest loss was her 

ability to trust her own judgment. By this time, she couldn‘t tie her 

shoes without second-guessing herself. Having her every move 

censured by a judge had really done a number on her.  

With so many losses, Maryann felt that Bob was all she had 

left. She had to make their relationship work.  

And I think she wanted to make it work, too. It almost 

seemed as if nothing else mattered to her. There were long stretches 

of time when she was so focused on her relationship with Bob that I 

wouldn‘t even hear from her—except when they had problems. 

These appeared as little, doubt filled dribbles at first. ‗What does 

this mean?‘ she would ask, or; ‗What am I doing wrong?‘ But 

eventually, even Maryann could see that she was heading upstream 

without a paddle. She fought it. She really did. In fact, I‘ve never 

seen anyone fight so hard.  

I once read that we are all insane to one degree or another. 

The psychologist who wrote this theorized that a person‘s sanity 

could actually be measured by their level of commitment to the 

truth. In that psychologist‘s opinion, people who strive after truth 

are less crazy than those who are perfectly content to base their 

existence on lies. I don‘t know if this is true  or not. Truth often 

brings incredible pain and I‘ve noticed that denial can be a very 

comforting thing. But my experience, as a person who has a deep 

regard for the truth, is that once you get through that pain, a myriad 

of new doors will open. And these doors can lead to real joy for 

those who dare to venture through them. 

But even I didn‘t want to look at the reality of  Maryann‘s 

situation. What possible doors would open to her now, even if she 

had the courage to face her reality? 

And yet, the longer she kept clinging to the lies, the greater 

her losses would become.  
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T h e  O l d  B a i t  a n d  S w i t c h  

 

―Constantly choosing between the lesser of two evils is still 

choosing evil.‖ 

—JERRY GARCIA 

 

Another thing I liked about Maryann was that, no matter 

how preoccupied she was with her own life, she still had the 

capacity to empathize with others. This applied to the good as well 

as the bad—which is unusual. Too many people aren‘t able to feel 

joy for others when their own lives are falling apart. They either 

resent you for your ‗good luck‘ or they minimize your problems as 

‗nothing‘ compared to what they are going through. Not so with 

Maryann. She delighted in my joys and commiserated over my 

sorrows. She loved to talk, but she could listen too. And she has 

surprised me more than once by remembering some tiny detail I 

mentioned in passing.   

So it wasn‘t all that unusual when she noticed that I was 

acting strange one day when we were talking on the phone. Never 

one to mince words ordinarily, I was stuttering like a murder 

suspect without an alibi.  

―What‘s wrong?‖ she demanded. 

I hesitated. ―I don‘t know if I should tell you this or not,‖ I 

said. ―I mean…you seem so happy. I don‘t want to ruin it for you.‖ 

Her silence sounded a little like terror, and I felt a pang of 

regret. 



―On the other hand,‖ I suggested, ―maybe you‘ll want to 

know.‖ I know I would if it were me. But she and I were very 

different when it came to stuff like that.  

―Tell me,‖ she said, but now I was having second thoughts.  

―It‘s bad,‖ I warned. ―It‘s pretty…no, it‘s really bad.‖ 

―Will you just tell me already!‖ she demanded. 

I sighed. ―Your in-law sent me an email.‖ 

―What!‖ she exclaimed. I don‘t know what she was expecting, 

but this definitely wasn‘t it. Actually, I did know what she was 

expecting—and this was it. ―Why is she contacting you?‖ 

―I was wondering the same thing,‖ I said. ―I‘m not even sure 

how she got my email address…although I suppose she could‘ve 

gotten it from my author website.‖ 

―Well?‖ prompted Maryann. ―What did she want?‖ 

I took a deep breath. ―She forwarded me some emails she 

received‖—I hesitated before finishing—―from Bob.‖ 

The silence that followed confirmed my initial impression 

that she didn‘t want to hear this. But there was no turning back 

now.  

―What do they say?‖ she asked after a moment. 

I sighed again. What didn‘t they say? ―Well, to begin with, I 

don‘t think the two she sent were the only ones. It looks like Bob 

has been contacting them since a few weeks before that first bar 

hearing.‖ 

The line was silent. 

―Do you want me to forward them to you?‖ I asked. 

―Yes,‖ she said.  

You have to love modern technology—she had the emails 

within seconds. 

The first email was from Bob to Maryann‘s ex-husband 

[EMAIL4]. His comments seemed to indicate an ongoing question 

and answer dialog between them.  

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Email-Robert-Nadeau-2005May30.pdf


Bob had asked (among other things); ― Why was [Maryann] 

wearing a birth control patch the evening of June 20th, 2003, when 

our affair began, inasmuch as she insisted that she hadn‘t had sex 

with you for a year because she was allegedly so unhappy with 

you?‖ 

This question was particularly disturbing to me because it 

indicated that Bob was sharing information that Maryann told him 

while he was her attorney. His use of the word ‗allegedly‘ in 

describing this confidential information—with the opposing party 

in his client‘s case, of all people—seemed staggeringly inappropriate 

to me. 

―[Dr. Love] was ready to testify, but he was [unavailable],‖ 

continued Bob.  

I had no idea what this statement meant.  

―Who‘s Dr. Love?‖ I asked. 

―My former surgeon,‖ Maryann replied in a quiet voice. I 

listened quietly as she elaborated. And that‘s how I learned about 

the brief affair she had during her marriage.  

Fearing that the affair might come up in her divorce, 

Maryann made the fatal mistake of telling Bob about it almost 

immediately after hiring him. Of course, the ‗no fault‘ law in Maine 

made it a moot point, but Bob didn‘t tell her that until he heard 

every detail—including the tape recordings her husband made of 

her talking about the affair on the phone and the emails between 

her and Dr. Love that he found on her computer.  

In fact, Bob tried to have those tapes and emails admitted as 

evidence at his Bar hearing. The Bar flat out refused, and in fact, 

Bob‘s attempt to use this information was one of the ‗factors‘ in the 

disciplinary action they were taking against him. Of course, Bob 

convinced the Bar (under oath) that it was his attorney who had 

communicated with Maryann‘s ex-husband, not him. Nobody 

dreamed that these prohibited communications were taking place 

between Bob and the ex-husband of his former client. 



  In his email, Bob goes on to say to Maryann‘s ex-husband; 

―[Maryann] is nothing short of a completely dishonest lush, a 

narcissistic slut, a gold digger looking for a sugar daddy, and an 

extremely poor role model for your children.‖ 

Then Bob turned his attention to Maryann‘s mother. 

Apparently, Gloria had written a letter to the Bar to express her 

thoughts about what happened to her daughter. This is what Bob 

had to say about that; ―I will soon be filing a lawsuit ‗in your 

backyard‘ against both Maryann and her mother, [Gloria]. In the 

lawsuit I will be detailing [Maryann‘s] sexual past and how she 

lied about and concealed it in my public hearing…As for [Gloria], 

she wrote a letter to the board that was given weight by it during 

my recent inquisition…I am assuming she owns a house titled in 

her name that can be attached—what do you think it is worth, and 

is she employed as well?‖ 

Bob went on to say: ―When I file that suit in [Pennsylvania], 

you or someone you know may want to inform the local press that 

a Maine judge is suing [Maryann] and her mother in federal court, 

for their history of sexual deceit, deceit to a hearing panel, and 

harm to a Maine judge and his family.‖ 

Bob continued; ―It would be of considerable help…if you 

would send me a detailed chronology of [Maryann‘s] sexual past, 

so that my lawsuit can be as detailed and accurate as possible.‖  

Bob even dictated a letter for Maryann‘s ex-husband to send 

the Bar on his behalf, to let them know, among other things, that; 

‗They have done a very grave injustice.‘  

Almost as an afterthought, Bob adds; ―Your kids are 

definitely being harmed, emotionally and psychologically, with 

every day that goes by while they remain in [Maryann‘s] care.‖  

He polished the whole thing off with this; ―You can count on 

me to be your ally for [the children‘s] benefit.‖ 

―I can‘t believe my ex-husband would be involved in 

something like this,‖ said Maryann.  



I found it interesting that she didn‘t find it surprising that 

Bob would be ‗involved in something like this.‘ 

―He looks to me like a reluctant participant,‖ I couldn‘t help 

observing. ―I mean, if you look at your ex-husband‘s response to 

this email, you can already see him backpedaling.‖ 

―But he doesn‘t even want custody of the kids!‖ she argued. 

I shrugged. ―It‘s like Bob‘s emails to me,‖ I told her. ―He 

pushes his agenda onto everybody else.‖ 

Maryann was speechless. I think she found the possibility of 

her ex-husband suing for custody alarming—especially with a 

‗judge‘ offering to be his ‗ally.‘ 

―It‘s obvious that your ex didn‘t follow through,‖ I pointed 

out. ―Otherwise, why would Bob have contacted me?‖  

Maryann seemed surprised by this statement. ―You think 

that‘s the reason he got back with me?‖ she asked.  

I felt bad. But seriously, was it possible that she hadn‘t 

already figured this out for herself? 

 When she spoke again Maryann sounded beaten. ―Is the 

next email as bad as this one?‖  

―Actually, this one‘s kind of funny,‖ I said [EMAIL6].  

―Hi [Ex],‘ wrote Bob. ―During the past week, something 

completely unexpected and incredible has happened in my life. 

[Maryann] and I have been in direct contact, we have gotten back 

together, I‘ve left my wife, [Maryann‘s] been here for the past few 

days, and we‘re engaged. We picked up the ring two nights ago, 

and she‘s been wearing it ever since.  

I didn‘t know how to tell you this, other than directly. I‘m 

sure that it comes as a complete surprise to you, just as it has to 

[Maryann] and me for different reasons than yours. Frankly, I 

have never stopped thinking about, loving and missing [Maryann] 

during the past two years, which have been pure hell for both of 

us, as she and I now realize. In a way, the communications among 

you, [In-law] and me seem to have actually served as a catalyst to 

the ability and desire of [Maryann] and me to reunite. My 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Email-Robert-Nadeau-2005June26.pdf


communications with persons such as [a guy Maryann dated in 

college] have actually been very laudatory as to [Maryann]. She 

and I are like two peas in a pod, and I frankly have struggled with 

and discounted much of what has happened or been alleged about 

her past. I just feel truly, that I know [Maryann] and the person 

she really is—she‘s frankly, my alter ego.‖ 

Maryann never told me what happened when she confronted 

Bob with these emails. Given her dejected manner upon seeing 

them, I wasn‘t all that sure that she would confront him. But she 

did. 

Seeing that the cat was out of the bag, Bob was quick to 

contain it. With duplicity I wouldn‘t have credited him with (back 

then), he somehow managed to blame the entire communiqué on 

Maryann‘s ex-husband and in particular, the dreaded ‗in-law‘ who 

forwarded the emails to me.  

Bob copied me on this email [EMAIL7], which he pretends is 

written to protect me and Maryann—but we all knew who he was 

really trying to protect. I‘ve quoted this email in its entirety because 

I can‘t bear to cut a single word. Long-winded though it is, it‘s just 

so classically Bob.  

―[Ex], 

[In-law] has been emailing [Maryann‘s] best friend (and, 

lately, my very good friend also), Nancy Madore, and doing 

everything in her power to attempt to get [Maryann] and me via 

sharing copies of emails between you, me and [In-law] that were 

issued several weeks or more ago, before I ever had a clue that 

[Maryann] and I would get back together. It is obvious that [In-

law] and you hate [Maryann] and will do everything you can to 

harass and frustrate her efforts to be happy. Well, I‘ve got news 

for you.  

If you or [In-law], or anyone apparently or actually acting 

on your behalves, emails or in any other way communicates with 

Nancy or [Maryann] one more time, for the purpose of sharing 

any of our obsolete and badly misinformed (by you and [In-law]) 

communications and/or for the apparent purpose or negligent 
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effect of invading our privacy, inflicting emotional distress, 

defaming any one of us, or harassing us, you and [In-law] can be 

assured that your ex-wife, to wit, my future wife, will own [In-

law‘s] home and will be happy to evict [In-law] from it. You should 

also be advised that both of you are subject to the jurisdiction of 

the courts of Massachusetts and Maine when you engage in your 

unauthorized activities, that I am licensed, most proficient and 

well respected in those courts, and that the judgments of those 

courts are subsequently registrable, enforceable and lienable in 

Pennsylvania. I am not kidding. I will be on you and [In-law] like 

white on rice.  

With all due respect, [In-law] has clearly shown herself to 

be a malicious, spiteful person. It is clear that the apple did not fall 

far from that very diseased tree. You and [In-law] will not destroy 

what [Maryann] and I have found in each other, and you will do 

no further harm to her and the kids. You will not succeed in any 

effort to wrest those kids from her, either, for any number of 

reasons that frankly completely disentitle you to even being 

considered for primary residence or custody of those children—for 

example, alcoholism, excessive smoking, refusal to obtain and hold 

down a job consistent with your educational level, failure to honor 

court orders regarding child and child support matters, inability 

to promote and foster a positive image of the children‘s other 

parent, inability or refusal to establish financial independence and 

a consistent level of responsibility, and refusal to seek 

guardianship of [In-law] and to have her committed.  

[Maryann] is an absolutely beautiful woman, both inside 

and out—not at all the woman you tried to paint her up to be in 

your purportedly supportive emails to me that caused me to say 

and do things I ceased doing one month ago after realizing that 

much of what you said is simply borne of lifelong insecurity, an 

inferiority complex, and hatred. She is also the best mother I‘ve 

ever seen (and I‘ve seen lots of parents, both as an attorney and 

from the bench in very heated, emotional child custody disputes 

through the years).  



It is extremely ironic that [In-law], who professes to be 

religious, saying masses for people and holding candlelight vigils 

(disguised as séances?), chooses to inject herself into something 

that is absolutely none of her business. I am extremely surprised 

that [Maryann] lasted in marriage with you for more than just a 

few days. [Maryann], through you, inherited the in-law from hell. 

But now she‘s history, and she needs to get used to that fact. 

Please also know that [In-law] has no rights concerning 

[Children]. Only you and [Maryann] do. So, you would be very 

wise to reign [In-law] in, so as to avoid further jeopardy to the 

rights you still have. Those kids deserve much better from you. 

They do love you, and they will never hear me disparage you or 

[In-law]—that‘s a promise. But you also have my promise that a 

judge and jury will hear me disparage you and [In-law] most 

effectively, if you or [In-law] cross the line just one more time. 

[Maryann] has her own life now, she‘s eclipsed you and [In-law], 

and you two had better just get used to it or it will only get much 

worse for both of you.‖ 

It takes your breath away, doesn‘t it? Less than a month 

before he was trying to convince Maryann‘s ex-husband to sue for 

custody!  

The first time I read it I was actually impressed. It was one of 

the few emails from Bob that I would read all the way to the end. 

―He has hypocrisy down to an art form!‖ I exclaimed. ―I can‘t 

believe he put this in writing!‖ You had to admire his Chutzpah.  

Maryann was too close to the situation to appreciate the 

irony. 

―Could you…just in case,‖—she stammered awkwardly—―In 

case I turn up dead or something, would you mind keeping these 

emails in a file somewhere?‖ 

The smile disappeared from my face. ―Sure,‖ I said, creating 

a new file right there on the spot and labeling it ‗crazy.‘ Thousands 

of emails have ended up in that file, all of which I have to this day.  

But that wasn‘t the end of it. Weeks later, while using the 

computer she and Bob were sharing, Maryann stumbled upon 



another person that Bob had contacted from her past [EMAIL3]. 

This email was sent shortly before the infamous bar hearing that 

went so badly for Bob, and it was addressed to Dr. Love. 

Apparently, Bob had been working that angle too. 

In his email to Dr. Love, Bob gets right to the point; ―I am a 

Maine attorney and a part-time, elected judge. Like you, I 

(directly) and (indirectly) my wife, children, and many others 

affected by my resultant ordeals, am also a victim of the sexual, 

adulterous prowess and charms and subsequent bar complaint of 

your former patient, [Maryann]. Through extensive efforts I will 

not address at this point, I have learned about the torrid, 

adulterous sexual affair you had with [Maryann].‖ And just in case 

the scoundrel had any ideas about denying the affair, Bob follows 

this up with a comprehensive list of the evidence he has in his 

possession, such as audio tapes, emails and DNA that was found on 

a surprisingly unfashionable blue dress.  

Okay, that last one belonged to Monika Lewinski, but Bob 

didn‘t need it anyway because the first two items will sufficiently 

terrify 99.9% of the men out there.  

―I do request, however, that you contact me by 5:00 pm 

today to arrange a candid telephone conversation between us,‖ 

instructed Bob, ―and that you provide me with a telephone 

number, date and time when I may reach you within the next 48 

hours to thoroughly discuss [Maryann].‖  

I couldn‘t help wondering what was going through Dr. Love‘s 

head when he read the next line; ―Your attendance to testify fully 

on May 20 at that hearing is essential. I, therefore, ask you to 

mark that date on your calendar. I will provide you with the 

address and directions.‖ And just in case the doctor he planned to 

be busy that day (and who could blame him?) Bob added this not-

so-subtle warning; ―I would like to protect you from being 

subpoenaed at your home or office to secure your attendance and 

testimony at that hearing, but I will need your cooperation if such 

process may be avoided.‖  

Nobody can issue an ultimatum like Bob! 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Email-Robert-Nadeau-2005May06.pdf


Having dispensed with the proper introductions, Bob finally 

seemed able to relax. I imagine him pouring himself a cognac, 

putting his feet up on his desk and lighting a cigar before 

continuing; 

―I ended my professional relationship with [Maryann] by 

verbal agreement with her on Friday afternoon, June 20, 

2003…within minutes…she had stood up, walked around my office 

desk, leaned over as I sat, placed her hand on my cheek, 

passionately kissed me, and all sexual hell broke loose.‖  

Bob pauses here to explain how he later learned that 

Maryann had planned the whole thing, virtually stalking him until 

he had no choice but to nail her, right there on his office floor. And 

there were a lot of other things she made him do as well; ―During 

my relationship with [Maryann], she induced me to buy her a 

diamond ring and to become ‗engaged‘ to her, to file divorce 

pleadings against my wife, and to largely ignore my law practice. 

I can tell you so much more, but I will await our conversation.‖ 

Next comes the breakup. ―In any event, by the second week 

of August, 2003, while continuing to live with [Maryann], I came 

to realize that things were not as rosy as they seemed and that 

[Maryann] had been dishonest with me about many things she 

had told me when I was her attorney.‖ And then he gives Dr. Love 

an example of one of the things she ‗had been dishonest‘ about 

while he ‗was her attorney.‘ 

No matter how many times I read this, it never fails to shock 

me. Bob is playing the victim while violating Maryann‘s attorney-

client privilege! 

And speaking of Maryann, Bob assures Dr. Love; 

―Meanwhile, [Maryann‘s] Maine divorce was granted and she was 

essentially awarded everything.‖ 

I‘ve always wondered what was going on in Dr. Love‘s head 

as he read this email. His brief affair with Maryann had been over 

for five years. Even I was shocked by Bob‘s heavy-handed manner, 

although I had long since figured out that subtlety wasn‘t his strong 

suit. But why put this in writing? Why not wait for their phone 



conversation? And when I thought about it like that, it occurred to 

me that Bob was saving the worst for their phone conversation, 

which left Dr. Love ‗pleading and in tears‘ (according to Bob). 

Bob‘s perspective is what‘s most striking about this email. 

From the moment when Maryann begins stalking him in his office 

to the divorce settlement awarding her ‗everything,‘ Bob‘s side of 

the story is so lacking in authenticity that it almost comes off as 

satire.  

Of course, Bob‘s email to Dr. Love wasn‘t his first version of 

their affair, nor would it be his last. He has continued to write about 

it to this day (he might even be writing about it now).  He has 

adjusted, revised and tweaked until even he can‘t keep up with the 

details anymore. Each time I‘m presented with a new edition, I 

grow more convinced that Bob missed his calling by becoming a 

lawyer. Just look how miserable he is! Constantly being impeded by 

‗facts,‘ day in and day out, is quite obviously killing him.  

He should be writing fiction! 

As I was sitting in court one day, contemplating this, I 

couldn‘t help wondering how Bob and Maryann‘s romance would‘ve 

fared in the hands of Bob the ‗author…‘  

 

 (The blurriness will recede in a few seconds) 

  



 

I N T E R M I S S I O N  

O d e  t o  B o b  

 

 

She strolled into my office like a kid walking into candy 

store, looking for a lollipop. I shut the drawer where I kept the 

lollipops. I‘d seen her kind before. 

But she was a looker, with eyes so penetrating they didn‘t 

just see into your soul; they saw into the soul of your mother and 

your father—and the half-brother in Bangkok that you didn‘t even 

know you had. She had legs so long you could climb all night and 

still never reach the top.  

I could see that she was distressed, like a bargain basement 

sweater that‘s been marked down one too many times. And yet 

there was an innocence about her that made her seem 

almost…innocent. Oh, but she was as guilty as that cop who 

framed OJ.  

She was yapping about something—and nothing. Like most 

of the dames who came through my office, she was mostly talking 

just to hear herself talk. But I liked the sound of her voice; it was 

soothing and suggestive, like a three-for-one special. When she 

bent over my desk to show me a picture in a girly magazine I knew 

my instincts were right. This broad was going to be trouble.  

But what was she after? What did she want from me? 

―Look, baby,‖ I told her. ―I‘ve only got so many lollipops so 

you better start talking.‖ 

―I want a divorce,‖ she said, troubled like.  

I pretended not to hear her. If she wanted to play games I 

could play too. I figured we could start with tic-tac-toe and work 

our way up to twister.  



But she was craftier than I anticipated and, before I knew 

it, she had sunk my battleship.  

I fell for her enticements like a spider falls for a fly—a 

curvy, blond fly with eyes so big and beautiful you could drown in 

them. It was a good three minutes before I came up for air. 

I poured myself a whiskey while she scrambled to put 

herself back together. I was waiting for her next move. She had 

that vulnerable look cats get when you pour hot wax on them. It 

was a look I knew well. But something told me that this was one 

cat that wasn‘t going to end up buried in the back yard. 

The next few months went by in a fog. I was trapped in her 

web and there wasn‘t anything I could do but ride it out.  

It was a nice diversion, but it had to end. A spider‘s not 

meant to live in a web. He‘s a loner, a hunter, a wanderer. He has 

to follow his instincts to find more flies. 

―See ya, dollface,‖ I said, not unkindly. ―Here, have another 

lollipop.‖ She did love those lollipops. 

I thought that was the end of it, but that just goes to show 

how naïve I was. You don‘t walk away from dames like that. You 

crawl away, dragging your guts on the floor behind you.  

Next thing I knew I‘d been framed. 

Desperate, I racked my brains to try and remember 

something—anything—about her visits to my office. She‘d been 

intent on destroying me—that much I knew—but what had 

brought her there? I recalled some mention of a divorce. Assuming 

she got herself hitched before the days of same-sex marriage, I 

figured I was looking for a man. If I could find that man, maybe I 

could solve the mystery of why all this was happening to me.  

As it turned out, he wasn‘t all that hard to find. She‘d been 

clever but not nearly clever enough. She had left behind all kinds of 

little clues and, before long; I was on her trail like white on rice. I 

found the two jamokes who supplied her with lollipops before me, 

and I was even able to discover a few of their secrets. With a little 



finesse and a lot of muscle I‘d be able to get those chumps singing 

like circus canaries.  

Oh, but this floozy wasn‘t wasting any time. She‘d already 

found her next source of lollipops. She had ‗em in her pocket all 

right (the source, not the lollipops). Now they were all working 

together to frame me! 

I had to move fast. But which of the bread crumbs she 

dropped had I missed? 

I was running out of time. And then, suddenly, I 

remembered something. There was another dame—a friend. I 

realized then that I‘d been barking up the wrong the tree.  

From my very first thought of her, I knew this ‗friend‘ was 

going to be even worse than the first. As usual, my instincts were 

right. The friend was behind it all—the seduction, the betrayal, the 

framing—and I knew she wouldn‘t stop until I was completely 

destroyed. But this dame wasn‘t going to be as easy to crack as the 

canaries. I‘d have to drop the Bogey impression and try my hand 

at something a little more subtle…and enticing. If I could get her to 

play Jerry Lewis to my Dean Martin I‘d be home free. Nobody said 

it was going to be easy, but I poured myself a gin martini and 

went for it. 

—Music Plays: 

―When the moon hits your eye like a big pizza pie, that‘s 

amore! 

When the world seems to shine like you‘ve had too much 

wine, that‘s amore! 

Bells will ring; ting-a-ling-a-ling, ting-a-ling-a-ling, and 

you‘ll sing vita bella (vita bella). 

Hearts will play; tippi-tippi-tay, tippi-tippi-tay, like a gay 

tarantella (lucky fella).‖ 

The next thing I knew I woke up in a dark alley, wondering 

where my socks were, and I realized that neither Martin nor 

Bogart could save me now.  



I was on my own. I had to fix this the only way I knew how. 

I would have to find that crazy dame and crawl back into her 

sticky web.  

And I would have to get a lot more lollipops.  
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T r a p p e d  L i k e  a  R a t  

 

 

She had made her bed and she was determined to lie in it. 

Maryann tried (yet again) to forget the past and focus on the future, 

but she was starting to feel like she wasn‘t going to have a past to 

look back on until she was too old to remember it.  

Things had definitely changed. Maryann still had feelings for 

Bob, but they were complicated and strained now. She loved him 

but she wasn‘t sure she could trust him. She felt that he was 

committed to the relationship but she was afraid of what he was 

capable of, should things not go his way.  You might say that she 

didn‘t trust his ‗judgment.‘ 

The problem was that Maryann felt trapped. Did she want to 

be there? Who knows? It was hard to tell because, suddenly, she 

was painfully aware that she didn‘t have a choice. I mean, she did 

have a choice, but she didn‘t see it. And if you don‘t see something, 

it‘s as good as not there. 

 Plus, she didn‘t exactly look back on her days as a single 

mother with fondness. And that was when she still had the support 

of her family and friends. Now it would be even harder.   

Instead of coming up with possible solutions, she spent her 

time bemoaning what was lost. Why had she been put in this 

position to begin with? Women got divorced every day and went on 

to live perfectly normal lives. Where had all her choices gone? 

Over the years, I‘ve heard this too many times to count. And 

my heart always went out to her. All she wanted was to be a 

housewife and mother. If there was something she could‘ve enjoyed 

as much, I don‘t think she ever figured out what it was.  



I, on the other hand, had the opposite problem. I was born 

with an interest in too many things for one person to pursue in one 

lifetime. And I‘ve been lucky. I wasn‘t lying earlier when I said I 

never had a job I didn‘t like—and you wouldn‘t believe how many 

different jobs I‘ve had over the years. When I get bored I move on—

which isn‘t always the smartest career move. But that‘s where the 

luck comes in. There (almost) always seems to be a new door that 

opens when an old one closes. I say ‗almost‘ because sometimes 

there isn‘t. In that case, you have to create a door. Or look harder. 

And when even that doesn‘t work—which it sometimes doesn‘t—

well; that‘s why you have to put a little something aside, for those 

‗dry‘ periods.  

For me, it would be hell on earth to see no other option other 

than to stay in a dead-end situation. Yet it happens to people all the 

time. Quite often, it‘s not their fault. And sometimes it is. But either 

way, it‘s a painful existence that I don‘t wish on anyone. 

I made the grand opening of my little shoe boutique, which I 

called Port City Shoes. Just thinking about it makes me smile, even 

though it swallowed up all the profits from my other endeavors and 

never came close to breaking even in the five years I kept it open. 

But it was something I enjoyed immensely. I can‘t really say why. 

Maybe it‘s the same reason people enjoy going to Vegas, even 

though they know they‘re going to lose. 

I spent most of my time working back then. When I was in 

the store, I was either writing, ordering shoes, chatting with visitors 

or, once in a blue moon, selling shoes. When I wasn‘t in the store, I 

was on the road, selling shoes to other stores, which I liked equally 

well. 

 Meanwhile, Maryann was doing her best to give her kids a 

normal life. And she wasn‘t completely wrong in her belief that 

staying with Bob was the best way to go about it. 

Even though I have always enjoyed working, I didn‘t enjoy 

being a ‗working mother.‘ Back when my kids were little, I didn‘t 

have the earning capacity to support them with one job, so I had to 

take a second job, and even, sometimes, a third. I hated not being 



able to spend time with my kids. I remember those days as one big 

guilt trip. Often, my kids would cry when they realized I was leaving 

again for work—and my employers complained when I was leaving 

to go home. In fact, I think the employers might‘ve been worse than 

the kids. They even made me feel bad when my kids were sick, and 

there were actually times when I felt compelled to leave a sick child 

at home alone for a little while rather than to risk getting fired. I 

remember once scolding my youngest son for getting the flu. Can 

you imagine? Even the teachers gave me a hard time when I came 

running in, late as usual, for some meeting or event.  

Don‘t get me wrong. I loved being a mother. I just didn‘t like 

being a single mother. That one little word can suck all the joy out 

of it. If you‘re going to attempt to raise children by yourself, there‘s 

a certain amount of neglect that‘s inevitable. And it affects the kids. 

The statistics don‘t lie. 

My experience represented the worst kind of nightmare 

Maryann could imagine. And frankly, even I‘d rather face a firing 

squad than to do it again. 

As far as jobs went, Maryann‘s best prospects were in sales. 

But even here, her opportunities were limited, it being Maine and 

all. She did eventually get a job selling credit processing services to 

the local businesses. The money wasn‘t great, but I hoped it would 

help her get a little ahead. 

―Why aren‘t you saving any money?‖ I asked when she 

complained that she was actually getting further behind. 

―How can I?‖ she demanded. ―Bob pays the mortgage but, 

since his divorce is still ongoing, I have to pay everything else. By 

the time I‘m done with the food and utilities, I can barely keep 

clothes on the kid‘s back.‖ 

 ―I thought you were finally getting child support,‖ I said. 

―I am, but my ex isn‘t earning a fourth of what he used to.‖ 

She sighed. ―It‘s just so much less than I‘m used to working with. I 

don‘t know how people do it.‖ 



―I like how Bob gets the mortgage on the house while you get 

all the throwaway bills,‖ I commented dryly. ―That way he gets 

something for his money while you‘re left with nothing.‖ 

Maryann didn‘t defend him. ―You know, the mortgage isn‘t 

that much more than the—what did you call them—throwaway 

bills?‖ 

―And I suppose the house is in his name,‖ I added. 

―Even so, I can‘t help feeling grateful,‖ she admitted.  ―It‘s a 

good home for my children.‖ 

―That‘s true,‖ I agreed, also preferring to look on the bright 

side.  

―I just need to get used to living with Bob,‖ she said wistfully. 

―Once I learn to understand him, we‘ll have the perfect life.‖  

Or you‘ll end up just as crazy as he is, I thought, but I said; 

―Men aren‘t that hard to understand. How does the saying go? If 

you want to make a guy happy, all you have to do is feed him, fuck 

him and—what‘s the third thing?‖  

Maryann laughed. ―I think that‘s the one that‘s tripping us 

up.‖  

I laughed too, remembering. ―Oh yeah—keep our mouths 

shut.‖ I shrugged. ―Luckily, I prefer my men miserable.‖ 

But Maryann had fallen in love with the guy we would later 

dub ‗Happy Bob‘ and she was determined to keep him that way. She 

wasn‘t quite as enamored with ‗Surprise Bob,‘ although his 

surprises could be quite wonderful sometimes. But ‗Disappointed 

Bob‘ was to be avoided at all costs. This was a guy who was capable 

of emailing his former client‘s ex-husband and encouraging him to 

take her children away.  

This range in behavior, from extravagant gifts to 

extraordinary betrayals was extremely frightening and confusing for 

Maryann. I guess that‘s why she was constantly trying to encourage 

‗Happy Bob‘ to come out and play.  

But we hadn‘t met all the Bobs yet. There were plenty more 

to come—though I‘m only going to touch on a few here. Just know 



that for every Bob I introduce you to, there‘s another one lurking in 

the shadows. In fact, I‘ll only mention those Bobs that are revealed 

in his written correspondence—that way we can keep a lid on 

‗Litigious Bob.‘  

The crazier things got, the harder Maryann tried to find 

‗Happy Bob.‘ But it was beginning to feel a little like finding Waldo 

at Disneyland—there were just too many places for him to hide. She 

did her best to make Bob happy and, failing that, she did her best to 

cover up the ‗crazy‘ and failing that, she tried to downplay the crazy 

and finally she just went crazy. You might say the whole state of 

Maine went a little crazy.  

With so much crazy, it was probably foolish of us to expect a 

happy ending. 
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Bob had to attend a four day judicial conference in San 

Francisco, so they decided to make it a romantic getaway.  

Having never been to San Francisco, Maryann was delighted 

by the prospect of riding a trolley up and down the steep, hilly 

streets, and dining outside at the restaurants along the wharf. She 

was even more delighted to be getting a reprieve from the blustery 

winter of Maine. She was on cloud nine when she and ‗Happy Bob‘ 

left for their trip.  

But by the time they boarded the plane, a new Bob had 

emerged.  

"Why do you always have to talk to everyone?" he snapped.  

Maryann had no idea what he was talking about. The only 

conversation she could recall was with a flight attendant who had 

complimented her on her dress.  

Now—to be fair—Maryann did have a tendency to talk to 

everyone, but supposedly that was one of the things Bob liked about 

her. 

However, this Bob didn‘t like it at all, and he refused to speak 

to her for the rest of the flight. Maryann spent the next six hours 

wondering what had upset him so much. Was it that the flight 

attendant noticed her and not him? He was certainly accustomed to 

being the ‗important‘ one when they were out together. Or could it 

be that she had stopped paying attention to him while she was 

talking to the flight attendant?  

By the time their plane touched down Maryann‘s stomach 

was in knots. 



But just like that, when they stepped outside the airport into 

the warm San Franciscan air, Happy Bob returned. Maryann said 

that the rest of that day—and the next—were wonderful.   

Back when she was packing for their trip, Maryann had 

confided in me that Bob‘s ‗shifting moods‘ reminded her of Sally 

Field‘s character in the movie Sybil.  For those of you who haven‘t 

seen the movie, it‘s about a young woman with multiple 

personalities who, when distressed, liked to scribble frantically with 

a purple crayon while buzzing like a bee.  

―It could be worse,‖ I said.  

―How?‖ asked Maryann. 

―He could remind you of a serial killer,‖ I told her. ―Sybil‘s 

personalities are almost refreshing when you compare them to 

those of David Berkowitz or Jeffrey Dahmer.‖ 

―I‘ll pack some purple crayons in my carry on,‖ she said. 

But Maryann wouldn‘t actually need the purple crayons until 

their third night in San Francisco. That‘s when I got the call that 

Bob left her stranded in a bar. There was a lot of noise in the 

background, but I could tell that she was crying. 

―I thought you and Bob were having a fantastic time,‖ I said. 

―So did I,‖ she yelled into the phone. I could also tell that she 

was drunk.  

―What happened?‖ I asked. 

She laughed—or sobbed—it was hard to tell which. ―I went to 

the bathroom.‖  

I yawned. ―And?‖ 

―There was a line,‖ she explained. ―When I came back he was 

gone.‖ 

―Come on!‖ I protested. 

―Yeah,‖ she agreed, and she started laughing—or crying. 

Maybe it was both. ―I‘m so sick of walking on eggshells!‖ she 

complained resentfully.  

―What are you going to do?‖ I asked. 



―I‘m going to have another drink,‖ she said, and then she 

hung up. I stared at the phone. I could feel a storm brewing. 

I didn‘t hear from her again until around ten o‘clock the next 

morning. They were still fighting, but at least she was alive and in 

one piece.  

―What the hell happened?‖ I asked. 

―Everything was fine until we went to this little martini bar 

after dinner,‖ she said.  

―And then?‖ 

―He claims I took too long in the bathroom. Like, what does 

he think I was doing in there?‖ 

Now, having gone out with Maryann myself, I can attest to 

the fact that she does take a really long time in the bathroom—

especially when she‘s a little tipsy. Mostly it‘s not her fault. Bars 

have incredibly long lines for the lady‘s room, and I don‘t think guys 

appreciate how slowly those lines move. It‘s only natural, while 

we‘re standing there, to strike up a conversation with the person 

next to us—I mean, what else is there to do? And with all the talking 

that‘s going on, it‘s inevitable that someone‘s going to reveal  some 

intriguing little tidbit that merits more discussion—either because 

we feel like we have to help the poor woman out or because it‘s 

comforting to hear that there‘s someone out there who‘s even worse 

off than we are. Either way, it‘s not at all uncommon to find 

ourselves so absorbed in the conversation that we forget why we‘re 

there in the first place.  

Once we actually make it into the stall, the business at hand 

is pretty quick. But when we get out, we still have to wash and dry 

our hands, fix our hair and touch up our makeup (so we won‘t look 

like a frosted cake that‘s been left out on a hot sidewalk by the end 

of the night). After that we have to say our goodbyes, which usually 

involves a few more short conversations, perhaps a hug or two and, 

well, you get the idea. And when it comes to making ‗potty friends,‘ 

as I like to call them, nobody can keep up with Maryann. I‘ll put it 

this way; more than once I‘ve told her that I was going back to the 

table before all the ice cubes in my drink melted.  



But abandoning her in a strange city? 

The worst part of it was that she didn‘t have any money with 

her. The ‗matching bag‘ she was carrying was apparently only big 

enough to hold face powder, mascara, lipstick, an airplane-size 

bottle of hairspray, ciggies and, of course, her phone. There just 

wasn‘t any room for cash (or crayons).       

Strange as it may seem, Maryann never considered the 

possibility that Bob would leave her—not even when she returned to 

the table to find him gone. She just assumed went to the men‘s 

room.  

But after about twenty minutes Maryann grew concerned. 

Bob had been gone almost as long she had, and everybody knows 

that men don‘t take as long as women in the bathroom. Something 

was wrong.  

And that‘s when her little matching bag started to vibrate. 

She could feel the apprehension building before she even answered 

the call. 

 ―You seemed to be having fun with your new friends so I 

decided to return to the hotel,‖ said Bob, and then he hung up on 

her.   

Maryann was stunned. What new friends? Was there a 

hidden camera in the bathroom? 

And how the hell was she supposed to get back to the hotel? 

Now this is where all that bonding in the lady‘s room comes 

in handy. The girls she‘d been chatting it up with (bragging about 

her wonderful fiancé who was a judge, no less), were already 

sending her curious glances.  

Maryann told me that she was so embarrassed that she was 

tempted to tell them that Bob had become violently ill and was 

rushed to the hospital. But she was sick of covering for him, and her 

anguish over being discarded in such a callous manner had 

escalated into fury. ‗Screw him,‘ she thought. And when one of her 

‗new friends‘ offered to buy her another martini she thought; ‗Why 

not?‘  



―Can you believe he never came back for me?‖ she 

demanded.  

 Yes, I did believe it. ―So how‘d you get back to the hotel?‖ I 

asked. 

―Not only did those women buy my drinks for the rest of the 

night,‖ she said, ―but they insisted on paying a cab to take me back 

to the hotel!‖  

―Wow,‖ I said, impressed, as always, with how friendly 

Westerners are.  

―I just can‘t get over the fact that complete strangers were 

more concerned about me than my fiancé,‖ she complained. 

―Let me guess,‖ I said. ―He was sleeping like a baby when you 

got back to the room?‖ 

―Probably,‖ she laughed. ―But I didn‘t have my key with me 

so I had to wake the baby up.‖ 

―And?‖ 

―He was actually mad that I hadn‘t immediately followed him 

back to the hotel!‖ she exclaimed. ―According to him, that makes 

me a drunk and a slut.‖ 

―Of course,‖ I agreed. 

―I said; ‗Well, you left me at the bar.‘ And do you know what 

he said to that?‖ 

―‗I‘m sorry?‘‖ I suggested as one possibly, knowing full well 

that it was the wrong answer. 

―He said; ‗You left me first.‘‖ 

I laughed.  

―I left to pee!‖ she yelled, as if I had defended him. ―To pee!‖  

―Next time try doing it at the bar,‖ I suggested. ―That‘ll teach 

him.‖ 

She sighed. ―He claims nobody takes that long to pee.‖  

―Well…he might have a point there,‖ I relented.  



―He insists that I was ‗prowling for younger men,‘‖ she 

huffed. ―And he was dead serious, Nanc. He said; ‗Do you have any 

idea how out of place I felt standing there with all those younger 

people?‘ As if it‘s my fault that everyone at the bar was younger than 

him!‖ 

―That‘s actually kind of sad,‖ I couldn‘t help remarking. 

That morning, Maryann said she was awakened by a loud 

knocking on the door. Looking around, she immediately noticed 

that Bob was gone. Her first thought was that he had checked out of 

the hotel and left her there.  

She peered out through the peep hole in the door. 

There, in the hallway, stood a smiling waiter with an 

enormous tray.  

―Room service,‖ he announced in that sing-song tone that 

never fails to cheer—unless you just got dumped by your fiancé. 

Maryann opened the door and the waiter set the tray down 

on a nearby table. She watched skeptically as he poured a cup of 

coffee. It really did appear to be room service. There was a white 

rose on the tray and everything. 

Maryann told me that she ran into the bathroom and threw 

up—something that would become a regular occurrence from that 

day forward. 

They flew home that afternoon. Maryann kept her head 

down and her mouth shut. Needless to say, there was no small talk 

with the flight attendants or anyone else. She muttered just enough 

words to convey her desire for a vodka tonic, chugged it down with 

a Xanax, and tried to fall asleep.  

All she wanted was to go home and hug her children. 

It was shortly after this that Bob made a ‗confession,‘ of 

sorts, to Maryann. Looking back, I don‘t think he was confessing at 

all. I think he was bragging.  

For whatever reason, Bob admitted that he had been having 

sex with his wife right up to the day he left her. In fact, he claimed 



to have had sex with her that morning. I‘m not sure what response 

Bob was expecting, but what he got was horror. 

―He actually tried to excuse himself by claiming that she 

climbed on top of him!‖ she exclaimed later.  ―As if he were doing 

her a favor!‖  

―I‘m not sure I believe that really happened,‖ I said, 

shuddering. ―But even if it‘s true, why is Bob telling you about it 

now?‖ 

―I don‘t know,‖ she said. ―He actually got into a lot more 

detail than that. And get this; afterwards, he waited until she left for 

work—at his office, no less—to pack up his stuff and leave. Their son 

called her to tell her what happened.‖ 

―Oh my god!‖ I gasped. ―That poor woman!‖ 

―Bob said she couldn‘t even drive herself home,‖ said 

Maryann. 

I felt sick. ―Why would he tell you something like this?‖ I 

asked again. 

―It was almost as if he were trying to impress me or 

something,‖ she said. 

I shook my head. He was the sickest combination of 

arrogance and insecurity I had ever seen. ―What did you say?‖ 

―I‘ve been crying all night,‖ she said, and she burst into tears 

as if to prove it. ―Why did he have to tell me this?‖ she sobbed. 

―He probably made the whole thing up,‖ I said. And mind 

you, this was meant to comfort her.   

―Wouldn‘t that be even worse?‖ she asked. 

―I don‘t know,‖ I replied honestly. I‘m guessing that there are 

experienced psychologists who would be out of their depth with 

Bob. 

Since we had no idea what was in Bob‘s head when he made 

this confession, we simply dubbed this guy ‗Admissions Bob.‘ He 

was definitely telling us something, we just didn‘t know what it was.   



It was around this time when Maryann started working part-

time in Bob‘s office. I guess it was only fair, then, that his staff 

should get to name the next Bob to come along. 

Late one afternoon, Maryann came home to find a complete 

stranger standing in her kitchen.  

―Imagine RuPaul hooking up with Billy Idol and giving birth 

to a hairstyle,‖ she told me later. ―That‘s the only way I can think of 

to describe it.‖ 

―Bob bought a wig?‖ I asked, picturing him in the middle of 

her kitchen with a Billy Idol wig and a guitar in his hand. 

―No,‖ she replied with a tired yawn. ―A wig wouldn‘t have 

taken me all weekend to fix.‖ 

―Let me guess,‖ I laughed. ―Just for Men doesn‘t include 

Bob?‖ 

She groaned. ―He decided to go with Miss Clairol.‖ 

―Oh my god!‖ I gasped. ―What color did he end up with?‖ 

―I would put it somewhere between a lit match and a 

lightning bolt,‖ she said. I was laughing so hard that she couldn‘t 

get a word in anyway so she reluctantly joined me. ―The worst part 

was that he was trying to act normal, you know, like nothing was 

out of the ordinary. I actually had to ask him about it before he 

would acknowledge that anything was wrong.‖ 

 ―And what did he say?‖ I asked. 

―He blamed the hairdresser,‖ she said. ―Apparently, the cut 

was so bad that it turned his hair gray.‖ 

By this time, the lengths that Bob would go to avoid taking 

responsibility were a long-standing joke between us. ―I see,‖ I 

replied, as if that made all the sense in the world. 

―So—get this—the hairdresser supposedly told him to go 

home and color his hair,‖ she said. 

―Not unlike that time my surgeon advised me to operate on 

myself,‖ I joked, to let her know that I understood how utterly 

preposterous it was. Actually, a surgeon would probably 



recommend self-operating before a hair dresser would suggest self-

coloring.  

―This was permanent color,‖ added Maryann. ―Not the kind 

that fades after twenty washes.‖  

―So what‘d you do?‖ I asked.  

―Thankfully, it was the weekend,‖ she said. ―I must‘ve made 

sixteen trips to the drug store, and the rest of the time was spent in 

the bathroom mixing chemicals like some kind of a mad scientist. I 

colored, re-colored, stripped, tinted and drabbed—all in an effort to 

make Bob look somewhat normal again.‖ 

―And?‖ I prompted.  

―I‘d put it somewhere between cheese-doodle orange and 

Paddington Bear‘s raincoat.‖  

I couldn‘t help it. I laughed again.  

―What is he going to do?‖ I asked. It was Monday morning as 

we were having this conversation. 

―What do you think?‖ she said. ―He roped me into his public 

humiliation.‖  

―No!‖ 

―Yes,‖ she said. ―I just walked into his office with him a few 

minutes ago, doing my best to pretend that it doesn‘t look like a 

brood of baby chicks are nesting on his head, when all of a sudden I 

hear someone say; ‗Look, it‘s Malibu Bob and Barbie!‘‖ She paused 

here to laugh. ―I heard someone else say; ‗Hey dude, where‘d you 

leave your surfboard?‘ I could‘ve died!‖ 

‗Malibu Bob‘ would stick until the dye finally started to fade, 

at which point Bob‘s hair began to resemble a champagne cocktail. 

All it needed was a cherry for a garnish. Maryann told me that every 

time she looked at him she thought of Don Ho‘s ‗Tiny Bubbles.‘ In 

fact, it was a long time before she could mention Bob without 

humming a bar or two of that song.  

Things went back to ‗normal‘ in time. Or so Maryann thought 

until several months later, when she rolled over in bed, opened her 



eyes and then scrambled frantically to get away from whatever it 

was that was lying next to her. She glanced around the room, 

disoriented.  

She was in the right house. But where was Bob? And who (or 

what) was in their bed?  

She took a cautious step toward the bed and leaned in, 

squinting to see without her contacts. There was a dark brown head 

lying face down on the pillow. She tried to recall the events of the 

previous night. As clearly as she could remember, she‘d gone to bed 

before Bob. 

And then it hit her. Bob was at it again. 

She told me later that, as she stared down at the brown locks 

peeping out from beneath the blankets, she couldn‘t help thinking 

that she had traded up from ‗Malibu Bob‘ to ‗Ken.‘  

Shortly after this I got a call in the middle of the week. 

―You have to meet me in Portsmouth!‖ she commanded. 

I groaned. ―What is it now?‖ 

―I can‘t tell you over the phone,‖ she insisted. ―This has to be 

said in person.‖ 

I was working in the store, so it wouldn‘t be all that hard to 

slip out for a few hours. And I hadn‘t seen her in a while, as most of 

our time together was, by this time, spent on phone. ―Let me see if I 

can get someone to cover,‖ I told her.  

When Maryann and Bob were getting along, she wouldn‘t go 

anywhere or do anything to potentially ‗rock the boat.‘ But when 

they were fighting, she reminded me a little of a rebellious teenager. 

Knowing that she would be ‗punished‘ anyway, she felt that she 

might as well make the most of it.  

Their fights would last anywhere from two days to two 

weeks, and Maryann would emerge from them a weak, shriveling 

shell of her former, weak, shriveling self.  

I could tell this was going to be a humdinger, and I knew that 

her present mood would only last as long as her initial outrage over 



whatever he did this time. Then reality would set in and she would 

start to crack under the uncertainty of what Bob was going to do 

next. These events wreaked havoc on her health. She was already 

showing signs of the strain, including all kinds of problems with her 

digestive system. But there were moments, like this one, when she 

just didn‘t care. She was feeling defiant, resentful and sick of trying 

to appease him. 

I had long since accepted the fact that Maryann wasn‘t going 

to leave Bob, so I figured the next best thing was to help her get 

through it.  

―You know,‖ I once told her, ―if you‘re really determined to 

make this work with Bob, you‘re going to need a different approach. 

Maybe you could think of it like…riding a roller coaster!‖ 

She just stared at me. 

―I mean, look at yourself,‖ I went on. ―You‘re a mess! If you 

want to survive this, you‘ll have to accept that Bob‘s going to flip out 

every so often and just roll with it. He always comes around 

eventually.‖ 

―That‘s terrible advice!‖ she said. 

―I know,‖ I laughed. ―But you‘ve already ignored all the good 

advice.‖ 

―What should I do?‖ she asked for the gazillionth time. 

―If it were me—which it never would be,‖ I couldn‘t help 

adding with a shudder, ―I would just ignore his little tantrums. 

Don‘t react. You‘re fueling the fire when you get all worked up like 

this. Breathe, be calm, and wait for it to be over.‖ 

―I can‘t live like that,‖ she said.  

―What‘s your alternative?‖ I asked. ―To change him? Because 

you‘re gonna need a hit man for that.‖ 

―No…I know,‖ she sighed.  

―Well the only thing left is to leave him then,‖ I said. ―And I 

know you‘re not going to do that but, frankly, I don‘t understand 

why you can‘t put a little money aside, just so it‘s an option.‖ 



―Every nickel I have goes toward expenses!‖ she kept 

insisting. ―As it is, my mother opened a credit card account in her 

name just so that I could keep up with the household expenses.‖ 

―Wait!‖ I said. ―What?‖ 

―It‘s just until Bob‘s divorce goes through,‖ she assured me. 

―The court doesn‘t give him enough allowance to cover our 

expenses.‖ 

―Maryann…,‖ I said, genuinely alarmed by this latest 

development. 

―I know,‖ she said, brushing the matter aside. ―When he gets 

his divorce settlement he‘ll pay off my mother‘s credit card and then 

I really will start saving.‖ 

 That was the conversation we had after their previous fight. 

This new fight hadn‘t reached that point yet. Maryann was still in 

her ‗I don‘t care‘ stage when I met her at ‗Margaritas Bar and Grill‘ 

in Portsmouth. 

She was waiting for me at a table near the bar. She was 

already half-way through her first drink.  

I sat down. ―Okay, what‘s so important that I have to be here 

in person to hear it?‖ I asked. 

She giggled. ―I‘m not saying one word until you have a drink 

in your hand!‖  

I obediently ordered a drink and when the waitress delivered 

it she raised her glass. 

―You‘re going to be an auntie!" she announced as we clinked 

glasses. 

The smile left my face and I set down my drink. ―What?‖  

―Oh, it‘s not mine, honey,‖ she continued with a grin on her 

face. ―In fact, Bob says it has nothing to do with me. It‘s just 

something for him!‖ 

I picked up my drink and smiled. ―Go on,‖ I prompted, 

looking forward to the warm sensation I always get from the first 

few sips of a drink. 



―Bob wants to adopt a special needs child!‖ she exclaimed. 

The warm sensation I was looking forward to had to be 

temporarily postponed while I choked on the last few drops of 

alcohol that didn‘t end up on Maryann‘s sweater. 

She laughed, thoroughly enjoying my reaction. I could tell 

that she had given this some thought while she was waiting for me 

to get there. Sure enough, what followed was a lengthy parody of 

her life with Bob and ‗his‘ special needs child, who she had named 

‗Jamiroqui‘ on the drive over, because, for some reason, the whole 

thing reminded her of the band, Jamiroqui‘s, hit song, Virtual 

Insanity. She had created a vivid scene of the event, right down to 

the squeaky wheels on little Jamiroqui‘s wheelchair as he zipped 

around their house. She acted out every possible scenario with me, 

while I struggled to get some of my drink down between fits of 

laughter. I almost fell off my chair a few times as she was describing 

the typical evening at the Nadeau homestead.  

―Picture me, in my crisp new apron,‖ she said. ―‗Time for 

dinner,‘ I call out to my two adorable little cherubs, and they come 

running in to tell me about their day.‖ Her smile faded. ―But 

suddenly we all stop. A slight frown creases my otherwise smooth 

brow. I turn my head ever so slightly to listen. Sensing my 

discomfiture, my little darlings stare up at me with large, 

questioning eyes.‖ 

Heedless of my laughter, Maryann‘s face reflects 

consternation as she continues.  

―‗Oh dear‘, I think. ‗Not again!‘  But there‘s no denying the 

telltale squeak of the wheels as Jamiroqui‘s chair creeps closer. As 

unpleasant as it is, I am forced to turn and speak to him. ‗No-no, 

Jamiroqui,‘ I say, as kindly as I can manage. ‗Not you.‘ I give him 

my brightest smile in order to take some of the sting out of my 

words. ‗Remember?‘ I remind him. ‗We talked about this last night.‘ 

The little wheels pause, and one of Jamiroqui‘s large, wandering 

eyes stares at me in confusion while the other one checks out the 

pizza. ‗You have to wait for Daddy Bob,‘ I explain to him for the 

third time that week, trying my best to keep the irritation out of my 



voice. ‗You‘re just something for him, remember? Now, be a dear 

and wheel yourself back into your corner. There you go.‘‖ 

By this time I was in tears.  

Her expression was filled with incredulity.  

―As if adopting a child was like picking out a new cardigan!‖ 

she exclaimed. ―‗Hmmm, which one...which one...‘‖ 

But not all the Bobs were this amusing. I‘ll never forget the 

pain in Maryann‘s voice when she called me one bitterly cold 

morning in January. There would be no ‗drinkies‘ in Portsmouth for 

this one. 

―He‘s dating!‖ she screamed. ―He‘s fucking meeting women 

online!‖  

As shocking as it might seem, I was actually surprised to 

discover that there was a ‗Perfectmatch.com Bob.‘ I mean, for all of 

his crazy behavior, I thought the one thing Maryann could count on 

from him was fidelity. Maryann thought so too. And yet, when I 

thought about what happened to his wife, I could‘ve laughed at our 

naivety. 

―I kept thinking that if I tried harder it would work,‖ she 

sobbed miserably. ―But now there‘s no hope!‖  

―What did he have to say about it?‖ I asked. 

―What does that matter?‖ she cried. ―We both know that 

every word that comes out of his mouth is a lie!‖ I could hear the 

hopelessness in her voice. ―The only thing we had going for us was 

my belief that he was committed to this. Crazy fuck that he is, at 

least there wasn‘t anyone else. But as it turns out, I don‘t even have 

that! God! I am so screwed!‖ And then she was sobbing hysterically 

again. 

She sounded utterly defeated. ―I‘m so sorry,‖ I told her, and I 

meant it. There was something to be said for believing that you are 

someone‘s ‗one and only.‘ Stupid as it might sound, she had been 

hanging her hat on that.  

It wasn‘t just her resources and opportunities that Maryann 

had squandered on Bob either. She had allowed him to change who 



she was. She had cut our girls‘ nights out to mostly stolen lunches 

between errands and she had put a muzzle on her Midwestern habit 

of talking to strangers. Even laughing on the phone with me had to 

be limited to when Bob wasn‘t around, because he didn‘t like it. And 

each time Bob succeeded in altering Maryann ‗for the better,‘ he 

immediately pushed for more. It was getting harder and harder to 

work around his jealousies and phobias, and the reprisals when she 

failed were getting more and more outrageous.  

As it turned out, ‗cutting back‘ on her nights out wasn‘t 

enough. I felt sick when I heard that it was actually a rare night out 

with me that ‗caused‘ Bob to go on perfectmatch.com and announce 

that he was ‗single,‘ ‗loyal‘ and ‗ready for love.‘  

There were still more Bobs to come, but it was becoming 

apparent that they were all connected to three key character flaws 

that appeared to be the driving force behind everything he did. 

‗Neglected Bob,‘ for example, was actually a bi-product of Bob‘s 

terrible, ever-simmering anger, while ‗Malibu Bob‘ arose out of his 

insecurity. As for ‗Perfectmatch.com Bob,‘ it is indeed odd that he 

came as such a surprise to us, because he actually represents the 

most prominent feature of Bob‘s personality, which is duplicity. 

Though there would always be more Bobs, one of these three 

dominant characteristics of anger, insecurity and duplicity would 

always be present within them.  
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―I believe in truth and honesty, and I live my life by it, no matter what anyone 

who dislikes me may claim.‖ 

–BOB NADEAU, September 2007 

 

‗Perfectmatch.com Bob‘ marked the end of an era for 

Maryann. In her heart, her relationship with Bob was over. The 

effort it took to please him had been extraordinary, but now there 

was no reason to continue making that effort. 

Considering how much Bob found to complain about when 

Maryann was actually trying to make him happy, you can imagine 

how miserable he became when she stopped trying.  

She was lying in bed one night, watching television, when 

one of Bob‘s ‗issues‘ arose. Maryann couldn‘t even remember what 

it was, except that it was ‗too stupid to waste precious time fighting 

over.‘ Bob disagreed, and she lost her temper, throwing the remote 

control across the room and shattering it into about twenty pieces.   

Bob calmly got up, went into the bathroom and turned on 

the shower. Fifteen minutes later he came out, got dressed and left. 

Maryann assumed he had gone to spend the night in the in-law 

suite—something he often did when he was ‗disappointed‘ in her. 

Only this time the prospect brought her relief. ‗Good riddance,‘ she 

thought. But as if sensing that the ante had been raised, Bob 

returned a little while later with the police. Though he wasn‘t 

pressing charges ‗at that time,‘ he told the police that Maryann had 

assaulted him and insisted that he needed their ‗protection‘ while 



he collected his things. This time, he was moving in with his 

parents. 

When Maryann told me all this later, she seemed pretty 

confident that the police officers knew he was lying. She said one of 

them confided in her that there are three ‗key‘ locations on the body 

that, if struck, would constitute the kind of ‗assault‘ that Bob 

described. Apparently Bob had listed all three spots precisely as 

they are described in the statute. I don‘t know why the police officer 

would tell Maryann this if he believed Bob‘s story. Not to mention 

that Bob is six feet tall to Maryann‘s five foot four. How would she 

manage to strike him in all three ‗assault‘ zones without him 

stopping her?  

Bob returned to the house a few days later, but he would 

hold this incident over Maryann‘s head for years. Though she never 

believed he would actually press charges for the supposed ‗assault,‘ 

she didn‘t like that he had put his ‗lies‘ on record this time. 

Somewhere out there was a report that said she had ‗assaulted‘ 

someone. This was becoming too big to ignore.  

Maryann was sick of it. And yet, she wasn‘t sick enough to 

leave. This marks the first time I ever saw my friend depressed. And 

I‘m talking serious depression here. It hung over her like a heavy 

fog, hour after hour, day after day, week after week. As well, a deep 

inertia was setting in. She woke up hopeless and lethargic. For 

forty-five minutes each morning she would pretend to be happy 

while getting her kids ready for school, but the minute they climbed 

onto the school bus she went back to bed and pulled the covers over 

her head. She began drinking more heavily too—and more often. 

Having lost all hope of having a normal life, she wanted only to 

escape. 

Though Bob always blamed me when Maryann went out 

drinking, the truth is that I no longer had any desire to go out with 

her—especially at night. It just wasn‘t fun anymore. After the 

incident with Perfectmatch.com, the stakes seemed too high. I 

didn‘t want to be anywhere in the vicinity when ‗Volcanic Bob‘ 

erupted.  



Besides, this was one of the busiest times of my life. And it 

was the first time I would experience ‗love at first sight.‘  

I discovered—we‘ll call them ‗Shoozies—at the Las Vegas 

Shoe Show. They were laid out on an unadorned table in a tiny, 

unmarked booth. The man working the booth was blatantly 

European (meaning he was fashionably dressed in clothes that 

actually fit him and had styled his hair).  Also, he couldn‘t speak any 

English.  

Most buyers don‘t have time for manufacturers that are this 

wet behind the ears, but I was in the habit of checking out 

everything at the shows, so I popped in for a look.   

I wasn‘t expecting much, but I practically swooned when I 

saw the shoes. My hand actually trembled as I reached out to touch 

them. The next thing I knew, my own shoes had been discarded and 

I was trying on every sample in the booth. I can still remember the 

way I felt—like a starving person discovering food, or an alcoholic 

finding a bottle of good whiskey.  

It was orgasmic.  

What was so special about Shoozies? Well; at first glance 

they had a kind of innocence that was reminiscent of the shoes 

women wore at the turn of the century (the previous one). But they 

were sassy too, calling to mind the roaring twenties—and brazen, 

like the seventies. They were all that, and still as sophisticated as 

anything you‘ll find in this month‘s Vogue. They came in every color 

of the rainbow (my favorite style was actually featured in green), 

but the colors were neutral, subdued tones that even the most 

conservative woman would wear. The heels were sexy, yet practical.  

But the leathers were what impressed me most. They were 

softer than my inner thigh—right after a wax! I could wiggle my toes 

from within the shoes as freely as I would in a sock.  

The minute I laid eyes on them I knew they were special. 

The man in the booth just stood there, watching me in 

astonishment. I think he only understood about half of what I was 

saying (if that) and I didn‘t understand anything he said. I decided 



to limit myself to five styles for my store. I know that doesn‘t sound 

like much, but you have to buy a full ‗size run‘ of each style, which is 

usually around twelve pairs. It adds up quickly. If even one style 

bombs, it can represent quite a lot of money. So I carefully selected 

my five styles (which actually turned out to be seven) and I ordered 

the shoes. But the sales rep was having so much trouble 

understanding me that I took the order pad from him and wrote the 

order myself. 

I was also a rep at that show—although I was no longer 

working for Terry. He had been liberated from his ‗vacation‘ and 

(eventually) gotten his job back after I politely declined the 

company‘s offer to represent the line permanently. I wanted to stay 

in the shoe business, but I didn‘t want to do it by screwing over a 

friend.  

Months before, I had been putting out feelers for other 

opportunities in anticipation of Terry‘s release. In fact, several 

manufacturers had already approached me, and I had agreed 

(perhaps too hastily) to represent their shoes. 

When you‘re handed a successful shoe line on a silver platter 

it‘s one thing, but trying to turn an unsuccessful line into a winner 

is quite another. I agreed to ‗rep‘ those first few brands without 

considering how a ‗problem‘ brand might affect my reputation. The 

buyers were always willing to look, but they would become less 

inclined to buy with every ‗dog‘ that I sold them.  

There‘s a lot to consider when representing a brand. It isn‘t 

just about how the shoes look. Sometimes the shoes aren‘t made 

very well, or they might not fit properly. They could ship late or not 

at all. And since I always put the shoes I represented in my own 

store, I suffered right along with the other buyers whenever there 

was a problem. 

The brand I was repping when I discovered Shoozies was just 

so-so. Their shoes came in ‗widths,‘ so the fit was great, but the 

styles weren‘t anything to jump up and down about (I guess if your 

foot is too skinny to hold the shoe on the style doesn‘t matter so 

much). The best thing about the brand was that the buyers ordered 



three to five widths in every size, so I could easily sell twenty-five to 

fifty pairs with each style ordered. This is important when you‘re 

getting paid by the pair. 

I was still thinking about the Shoozies when I returned to my 

booth. Before I knew it, I was telling the buyers about them. In fact, 

I took three of my customers over to the Shoozies booth personally 

and presented the line. All three of them wrote orders. 

There was another man in the booth this time around, who 

spoke slightly better English than the first. From him we learned 

that the shoes didn‘t actually have a ‗distributer‘ here in the states, 

meaning that there was no one to accept and ‗clear‘ the shoes from 

customs and then parcel them off to the various shoe stores that 

ordered them.  

This killed the deal for the other three buyers but I wasn‘t 

about to let the shoes slip through my fingers that easily.  

―I‘ll distribute the shoes myself!‖ I announced. Mind you, I 

had no idea what customs actually did at that point, let alone how to 

get products through them. But I had to have those shoes—and how 

hard could it be?  

The new guy grabbed my arm as I prepared to leave his 

booth. ―You sell line,‖ he suggested in his broken English. 

It was extremely tempting, but I hesitated. A new, completely 

unknown shoe line? I had no idea what that would entail. Every 

brand I had been involved with came with a customer base of some 

kind. And it takes money to rep shoes. You have to present the 

shoes at the shows (those booths aren‘t cheap) and then you have to 

go out on the road (which is even less cheap). With no commissions 

coming in that first season, I would be completely absorbing the 

cost. It would be like investing in the brand. 

On the other hand, I had already paid for my booths at the 

next two shows. Surely I could squeeze in a few more styles!   

I thought about my store, my contract with Harlequin and 

the line I was already repping. ―If I weren‘t already so busy,‖ I 

hedged.  



―We‘ll pay ten percent!‖ he pleaded. The going rate was 

seven. 

And I really did love the shoes! 

―Okay,‖ I agreed. ―But just send me ten samples—no more!‖ I 

looked around the booth. ―Send that one,‖ I said, pointing to the 

green shoe. ―And that one, over there!‖ I pointed out a few more. 

Actually, it was more than a few. I probably picked out about twenty 

styles. 

―Only send me ten!‖ I insisted. ―And I need them 

immediately. I have another show coming up right after this one.‖ 

Fifteen styles were waiting for me when I got home from the 

Vegas shoe show. And they were even more fabulous than I 

remembered!  

The Shoozies were a hit at the New York and Boston shows. 

The buyers were actually blocking the isle, ‗ooing‘ and ‗awing‘ over 

the brand! I think I opened about ten stores during the Boston 

show, which is saying something for a new, completely unknown 

line. My instincts were right. The brand was a winner! 

When the shoes arrived that following fall, they were an 

instant sensation in the stores as well. And with that first delivery, I 

learned everything I needed to know about customs and shipping, 

while managing to ‗distribute‘ the shoes to the first round of stores 

without incident. Shortly after that, I began contacting fashion 

bloggers on the internet, offering them free shoes in exchange for a 

review on their website. Meanwhile, my son was kind enough to 

create a gorgeous webpage for the brand. By the time the spring 

samples came to my door, I had created professional ‗line‘ sheets 

and was sending out designer emails to all of the buyers.  

I knew I was in over my head, but I had no clue how far. The 

client list I had inherited from Terry, impressive though it was, only 

covered a relatively small territory up here in New England. If the 

Shoozies were going to have any real chance of becoming a 

recognizable brand, they would have to be available in stores all 

across the country. I was already venturing into the territories to 

the south and west of New England, but it was a little like digging a 



well with a spoon. I decided I would have to get the shoes into one 

of the national department stores. This, too, was unknown territory, 

but I figured all I had to do was to get my foot in the door and the 

shoes would do the rest. 

However, I couldn‘t get any of the department store buyers 

to talk to me. I couldn‘t even get their assistants to talk to me. 

That‘s when I decided to let Shoozies do the talking. But sending 

out pictures wasn‘t enough. I had to get the shoes on the buyers‘ 

feet. So I made it my mission to find out the shoe sizes of the majors 

department store buyers (and their assistants). I won‘t elaborate on 

how I went about this, except to say that I managed to get the 

information without breaking any laws (or stealing any shoes). I 

sent each of them a pair of shoes from the collection I had ordered 

for my store. Shortly after that, I had my opportunity to present the 

line.   

And that‘s how I opened a major department store—we‘ll call 

them Barrington‘s—in my second season!  

As proud as I am of my part in all of this, I know that the real 

credit belongs to the manufacturer of the shoes. In those first few 

seasons with Shoozies, I felt a little like the shoemaker in the classic 

children‘s story, The Elves and the Shoemaker. The craftsmen 

responsible for the Shoozies seemed every bit as magical as the 

elves in that fairy tale. How they did it was a mystery to me. All I 

knew was that I had been presented with a once in a lifetime 

opportunity. I picked up the ball and ran, loving every minute of it—

even shipping the shoes from the backroom of my shoe store. And 

of course, everything is more satisfying when it‘s met with success.  

I would continue as the ‗distributor‘ for another three 

seasons before Shoozies finally hooked up with a ‗professional‘ 

company to handle their shipping and receiving. During that time, I 

shipped to over fifty Barringtons‘ stores throughout the country (in 

addition to the independent stores in my own ever expanding 

territory).  

Meanwhile, my relationship with Maryann had been whittled 

down to talking on the phone. This was fine for me, but Maryann 



wanted someone to go out with. I had neither the time nor the 

desire. In fact, I felt that going out would only make her situation 

worse.  That‘s when Judith came along. 

Judith and Maryann had sons in the same classroom. At 

some point they discovered that their relationships were sinking in 

the same misery pool. Best of all, they both sought comfort in a 

bottle. It was a match made in heaven.  

Though I was seeing Maryann less, I was hearing from Bob 

more. Somewhere along the line he had cast me in the role of 

Maryann‘s shape-shifting puppet master. One minute I was the 

Geppetto to her Pinocchio and, the next, I was her rascally friend, 

Lampwick (leading her into such debauchery that it was turning us 

both into donkeys). Meanwhile, Bob did everything he could think 

of to strong arm me into taking the form of Jiminy Cricket, her 

chirping conscience, in the hopes that I could help her morph from 

a hollow, wooden doll into a ‗real‘ wife that he could be proud of.  

Bob even saw me as the person to offer redemption when he 

screwed up. After the Perfectmatch.com thing, I was the one who 

got the ‗apology‘ email, which I found even more disturbing than 

the hate mail he sent me. 

 ―I want to apologize to you for having treated [Maryann] 

very badly and for failing to give her the degree of credit that she 

deserves,‖ he wrote, adding; ―I had suggested, and [Maryann] 

quickly agreed, that if we were to have a baby daughter, she 

would have your name as her middle name in honor of you.‖ 

―Why does he keep emailing me?‖ I asked Maryann one day. 

―What did he send you now?‖ she groaned.  

―What doesn‘t he send me?‖ I countered. ―He even copies me 

on the stuff he sends other people. Which reminds me, why is Bob 

still handling the visitation issues between you and your ex-

husband? He‘s only making things worse.‖ 

―I know,‖ sighed Maryann. ―I‘ve begged him to stop but he 

won‘t.‖ 



―Well it puts me in an awkward position,‖ I said. ―Normally I 

would just ignore this kind of thing, but sometimes I feel the need 

to defend myself—and you. I mean; are you even aware of all the 

things he‘s accusing us of? And I can‘t respond the way I would like 

to, because I‘m afraid he‘ll take it out on my brother.‖ 

―How‘s Daddy‘s case going?‖ she asked (possibly to change 

the subject). 

―I don‘t know,‖ I told her. ―My brother doesn‘t like to talk 

about it, so I haven‘t really heard anything since I finished the 

bookkeeping. Every now and then I get an email from Bob or his 

secretary, looking for more money, so apparently something‘s 

happening.‖ 

I didn‘t want to think about what was going on with my 

brother any more than Maryann wanted to think about what was 

going on with Bob. But I was worried about both of them. Looking 

back, I‘m amazed how reckless she was. I mean, she was completely 

at Bob‘s mercy and, right or wrong, she had to know the precarious 

situation she was putting herself and her kids in every time she 

went out with Judith. She still didn‘t get it, that bad things—even 

the worst, most unimaginable things—could happen to her. She was 

too focused on the injustice of it all.  

―Who is Bob to accuse me of cheating?‖ she would demand 

resentfully. She was still monitoring his activity on 

Perfectmatch.com, and would sometimes even send me updates 

he‘d made to his profile—which I forwarded to the ‗crazy‘ file 

unread. 

Valentine‘s Day was right around the corner. As usual, Bob 

and Maryann were fighting, so Maryann watched the day approach 

with something like dread. There was no telling what Bob would do. 

He was capable of anything, from descending in a giant hot air 

balloon overflowing with gifts, to moving one of his ‗Perfectmatch‘ 

women into the in-law suite next door. You just never knew with 

Bob.  

I got the call just after the delivery man came, around mid-

morning.  



With his usual penchant for making everything a spectacle, 

Bob had sent one of his assistants from the office on this particular 

errand. As Maryann accepted the package, she couldn‘t help 

noticing that, although Bob had enacted this ‗gift‘ days before, he 

had waited until Valentine‘s Day to have it delivered.  

It was an eviction notice. 

The dire circumstances finally drove Maryann to action. She 

began applying for jobs and looking for apartments. She was still 

working in Bob‘s office, but according to her, she didn‘t even see her 

paychecks anymore. The money went directly toward the household 

expenses.  

Meanwhile the job market was still steadily spiraling 

downward, though rentals remained more expensive than ever. 

New England has always been funny that way. Rents never go 

down, even when everything else tanks.  

―Hey!‖ I said, struck with an idea. ―I have a friend who has a 

second house on the beach. I don‘t think he rents it out normally , 

but it wouldn‘t hurt to ask.‖ Having no time for formal 

introductions, I gave Maryann his phone number.  

Around this time, I was having personal problems of my 

own. My fiancé had slipped back into our apartment one morning 

while I was downstairs working in the store, packed up all of his 

things and left me. As soon as he was a safe distance away, he called 

to tell me what he had done.  

I was surprisingly calm. In fact, my biggest concern was the 

store. 

―I don‘t see how I can keep it open in light of this new 

development,‖ I told Maryann. I‘m sure she felt that I would be 

better off without the store, but Maryann understood, more than 

most, how hard it is to break away from the proverbial ‗ball and 

chain.‘  

I guess it‘s kind of sad that I was so unaffected by the 

breakup itself. It wasn‘t even a week later when a concerned friend 

stopped by to offer her condolences. 



―I just heard,‖ she said sympathetically. ―I‘m so sorry!‖ 

I had no idea what she was talking about, but I had learned 

from experience to be terrified of bad news. ―Heard what?‖ I asked, 

bracing myself for whatever it was. 

My friend looked at me sideways. ―Didn‘t your boyfriend 

leave you?‖ 

I was so relieved that I actually laughed. ―Oh, that!‖ I said, 

brushing the matter aside with a wave of my hand.  

―I forgot he was gone!‖ I later admitted to Maryann.  

―Maybe now you can take down that piece of trim so I won‘t 

keep bumping my head on it,‖ she said, and we both had a good 

laugh. 

―Well!‖ I exclaimed, wiping away the only tears I would ever 

shed over the breakup. ―He was certainly right to leave. I wonder 

why I didn‘t think of it.‖ 

I guess I was too busy. But as unmoved as I was by the loss of 

my boyfriend, I was devastated over the prospect of losing the store. 

The housing market was at its peak when we purchased the 

building, but now the value was spiraling downward at an alarming 

rate. It would‘ve been the ideal time to buy out my ex, but I was in 

debt up to my eyeballs with the shoe store. In fact, having used up 

all of my other resources, I had started using personal credit cards 

to pay for inventory and other store expenses. This didn‘t turn out 

to be such a great idea. Though I always paid on time, my credit 

score was plummeting even faster than the value of our house. I 

guess I should‘ve realized that if the credit card companies raise my 

credit score when I didn‘t use the credit, it stands to reason that 

they would lower it when I did.  

But I hadn‘t realized that. And I was a little miffed by it. If I 

wasn‘t supposed to use the credit, why had they given it to me? 

And yes, Reader, though it embarrasses me to admit it, I‘m 

one of those ‗idiots‘ who was in way over my head when the market 

crashed. But I still don‘t think it was right that the credit card 



companies were increasing my interest rate to as much as twenty-

nine percent before I was ever late on a payment. 

So Maryann ended up contacting my friend with the beach 

house herself—we‘ll call him ‗Houseguy.‘  

Houseguy was an old friend and, like most of my friends, he 

liked to drop by the store from time to time. He had shown 

Maryann his house on Hampton Beach, but then seemed reluctant 

to actually rent it to her. In the course of all this, they, too, became 

friends.  

Before I knew it, Houseguy was dropping by the store to talk 

about Maryann. I didn‘t think much about it, because he often 

discussed women with me. I think he saw me as a kind of authority 

on the subject, you know, my being an author of erotic books and 

all. 

 I never did figure out what was going on between those 

two—if anything. I think Maryann was an enigma for Houseguy and 

she seemed to enjoy his jokes about how messed up her relationship 

with Bob was.  

Meanwhile, Bob had gone into Maryann‘s email account and 

discovered her new friend. In an email to Houseguy, Maryann had 

referred to Bob as ‗Dad.‘ It was meant to be a joke, but Bob wasn‘t 

laughing.  

 So Bob sent out a mass email to Maryann‘s family and 

friends, to his family (according to Maryann, Bob doesn‘t have any 

friends) and to everyone in his office. In his email, Bob introduced 

Houseguy as Maryann‘s new lover and attached copies of their 

private email correspondence.  

To me, Bob added: ―Thanks for hooking [Maryann] up with 

[Houseguy] so secretly and effectively. Keep up the good work.‖ 

Meanwhile, Maryann was too busy counting down the days 

until she and the kids would be thrown into the street to worry 

about her name being dragged through the mud. Yet she seemed to 

have given up on finding a new job and a place to live. I found her 

inability to react in a crisis frustrating. It wouldn‘t be until years 



later that I would learn how common this is for sufferers of Post 

Traumatic Stress Disorder (PTSD). Back then, I just wanted to slap 

her.  

Since she didn‘t appear willing (or able) to leave Bob, I 

reasoned that there was nothing she could do but wait it out. 

―His accusations always come to nothing,‖ I reminded her. 

―In the final hour, he‘ll realize this thing with Houseguy is all in his 

head.‖ 

Maryann was just quiet enough to rouse my curiosity. 

―It is all in his head, isn‘t it?‖ I asked. ―I mean…you 

didn‘t…?‖ 

―Not with Houseguy,‖ she hedged.  

This stopped me in my tracks. Maryann was seeing 

someone?  

I searched my mind to think who it might be. I remembered 

a ‗small flirtation‘ she had mentioned a few weeks earlier with a 

young associate in Bob‘s office. She had laughed it off at the time 

(which was a good thing, because that young associate turned out to 

be the next guy in line for Bob to accuse her of having an affair 

with). In fact, he was the object of Bob‘s jealousy right before 

Houseguy. But with Bob, there was always someone, so who paid 

attention anymore? 

No, I thought, it can‘t be him.  

I mean, that would be crazy. 

I was almost afraid to ask. 

―Do I know this mystery man?‖ 

―It‘s Rusty Hammer,‖ she admitted, confirming my worst 

fears about the young associate (whose name isn‘t really Rusty 

Hammer).  

I was speechless. 

―We just hooked up last night,‖ she said guiltily. ―I was going 

to tell you about it tomorrow night, when we go out for my 

birthday.‖ 



My surprise was quickly being replaced with horror. ―I 

thought you didn‘t like him!‖ 

―I didn‘t…at first,‖ she said. ―But, you know, we became 

friends and it just kind of escalated from there. I mean, why not? 

Bob is still looking for his ‗perfect match‘ and I‘m going to be out  in 

the street in less than a week. You saw the email he sent everyone. 

He actually told my parents I was a prostitute. It‘s over.‖ 

I sighed. Maybe it was for the best. ―Bob‘s been emailing me 

non-stop too,‖ I said. ―I don‘t know how you‘ve put up with it all 

this time.‖ 

 ―Neither do I,‖ she admitted. 

―But Rusty Hammer?‖ I couldn‘t help asking. I mean, this 

was foolhardy—even for her. 

Still thinking Houseguy was the ‗one,‘ Bob continued to 

email me, going on and on about how dishonest, disreputable—and 

every other ‗dis‘ word he could think of—I was.  

Finally I had enough. ―Stop blaming me,‖ I wrote. ―This has 

nothing to do with me creep.‖  

I guess Bob didn‘t like this reply because he demanded that I 

stop communicating with him and even threatened to have me 

charged with ‗harassment‘ for replying as I had. 

I was aghast: ―When you take someone to court for 

harassment or whatever you threatened…don‘t you have to have 

more than replies?‖ I asked. ―Don‘t you think maybe YOU would 

look like the one harassing people? Sending out [Maryann‘s] 

private correspondence, blaming people, copying people…that 

isn‘t harassment? Did you actually pass the bar?‖ 

To this Bob responded: ―Unwanted replies are indeed 

harassment. Yes, I did pass the bar. You didn‘t. Stop 

communicating with me.‖ 

He signed it ‗Dad.‘ 

Bob‘s emails were so unreasonable that they were almost 

comic. But they were scary too. When he mentioned ‗charging‘ me 

with harassment, how could I not feel threatened? I knew he was 



capable of making false claims against people because he had 

already done it to Maryann. 

And then I remembered my brother‘s case. What if Bob took 

this out on him? 

My loss of temper kept me up all that night, worrying about 

what Bob would do next.  

I have to say, my heart wasn‘t all in when I went out to meet 

Maryann for her birthday the following night at the ‗Rusty 

Hammer‘ in Portsmouth, New Hampshire (yes, that‘s where we got 

the name).  

That night out with Maryann, I couldn‘t help thinking of a 

scripture I had read as a kid.  

‗Eat, drink and be merry; for tomorrow we die.‘  

I couldn‘t understand how Maryann could be so calm in light 

of everything that was going on in her life. Of course, ‗calm‘ might 

not be the right word. She was clutching at the only comfort she 

could find in that moment. I wondered if she harbored hopes that 

Rusty Hammer would save her. I sincerely hoped not. 

But in thinking back on it now, I suppose she had no hopes 

left. Bob had dashed them all away. He did it with her full 

cooperation, but nevertheless, she had nothing left now. This was it. 

So we raised our glasses and laughed the night away.   

For tomorrow we die. 

When eviction day came, Maryann couldn‘t even make it out 

of bed to get the kids ready for school. It was one of those days that 

would‘ve been a ‗snow day‘ in any other state—blustery and gray, 

the kind of day that leaves you feeling all jittery inside. The three of 

them curled up in Maryann‘s bed, where she read them one story 

after another from their enormous collection of The Berenstain 

Bears. 

 Maryann told me later that the severity of her situation 

never really hit her until the doorbell rang. She honestly never 

believed something like this could happen to her and her children. 

But by then it was too late.  



She walked down the stairs like a person condemned, certain 

that it was the police at her door, preparing to drag her and the kids 

out into the street. But when she opened the door, there was a 

smiling stranger there instead, holding two dozen peach colored 

roses.  

This had the same effect on Maryann as finding the buttons 

in my bottle of sleeping pills. She couldn‘t quite bring herself to 

believe what she was seeing. 

She said it was several minutes before she was actually able 

to accept the flowers from the delivery man. Even then, she half 

expected them to explode in her hands. The poor guy got neither a 

thank you nor a tip.  

Maryann brought the roses inside and sat down. She felt sick 

on so many levels, but mostly she was sick with relief. After a long 

moment she opened the card and stared numbly at Bob‘s erratic 

scrawl, which always looked rather murderous to me (though I‘m 

not a handwriting expert).  

‗I love you sweetheart,‖ it said. ‗See you tonight.‘ 

I wondered if she realized that this wasn‘t a full pardon. It 

was merely a stay of execution.  

 



 

1 3  

T h e  C a l m  B e f o r e  t h e  S t o r m  

 

 

Of Bob‘s many promises, none was as appealing as when he 

agreed to ‗go back on his meds.‘  

Zoloft is said to boost serotonin levels and regulate moods. 

I‘ve heard people say that it works wonders. That wasn‘t the case for 

Bob, but at least Maryann could glance away without finding a 

completely different guy standing there when Bob was on the 

Zoloft. The best part of having Bob on his meds was that he seemed 

less inclined to write one of his endless missives—to me, Maryann‘s 

family, or anyone else–outlining every detail of their lives. Un-

medicated Bob seems to crave the constant approval of his public. 

Only his public isn‘t interested. In fact, nobody cares. And I think 

that‘s the real reason that Bob needs his meds.  

It‘s a shame Bob didn‘t pursue a career in acting. He 

would‘ve found it more satisfying and I think he would‘ve been 

good at it. I mean, he‘s no Richard Burton, but he‘d be phenomenal 

in one of those reality television shows, like The Bad Lawyers Club 

or Keeping up with the Serotonins.  

The problem with the meds is that Bob doesn‘t particularly 

care for having his moods (and especially his behavior) regulated. 

He claims it leaves him feeling less lively. This seems like a good 

thing to me, but I‘m not a doctor.  

So there we were, enjoying something like a reprieve, thanks 

to Zoloft (who hasn‘t compensated me for anything I‘ve written 

here), but we were far from convinced that the worst was behind us. 

Maryann continued to work at Bob‘s office until she could find a job 



elsewhere and, after a few more ‗outings‘ with Rusty Hammer, she 

finally came to her senses and realized how close she was to the 

edge of the cliff. 

I couldn‘t tell you what Maryann‘s feelings for Bob were at 

that point. I don‘t even think she could‘ve told you. There were 

times when I thought she still loved him, even though she was still 

planning to leave him the first chance she got.  

That March was one of the coldest I can remember (although 

I say that every March). But that year, there seemed to be a 

permanent ‗crust‘ of ice on the ever-present snow. 

Maryann spent the rest of that winter fretting over whether 

or not Bob knew the truth about her and Rusty. Meanwhile, Rusty 

seemed blissfully unconcerned. And why not? Bob was being nicer 

to him than he‘d ever been before. Instead of giving Rusty glorified 

errands to run on the other lawyers‘ cases, he handed him clients 

with long standing accounts. These were important cases that had 

been with the firm for years. Bob even asked him to handle a few 

matters on his still pending divorce. It seemed that things were 

looking up for old Rusty.  

As the icy winter slowly thawed into a frigid spring, Bob‘s 

mood improved even more. He seemed more relaxed and much less 

insecure. It was actually a little eerie. Maryann attributed it to his 

being back on his meds, but I found it hard to believe that there was 

anything out there potent enough to warrant this kind of 

transformation.  

―Maybe he found his ‗perfect match,‘‖ joked Maryann. But 

this seemed unlikely, as Bob was spending all of his spare time with 

Maryann and the kids now. It was a little like when they first met. 

There were moments when even Maryann seemed happy. But her 

happiness was impeded by a constant fear that, any moment, the 

ball would drop. Which it did, periodically, and then Bob would 

accuse her of cheating—which she had—but as we were both 

beginning to realize by this time, his accusations had nothing to do 

with Maryann. They reflected something that was happening within 

him. I know how strange this must sound, but I have seen it time 



and again with Bob—to the point where you can almost set your 

watch by it—that if he accuses you of something, you can pretty 

much bet that it‘s something he has recently done.  

Up to this point, Maryann always complained about how 

‗careful‘ Bob had to be with his spending due to his ongoing divorce. 

But it suddenly seemed as if Bob couldn‘t care less. In fact, 

Maryann was beginning to wonder if he had won the lottery. He 

bought clothing, art and a bunch of stuff she‘d been wanting for the 

house. He booked a two week vacation for them in Nova Scotia, and 

even stopped by my store to buy Maryann three pairs of shoes. 

The ‗blow ups‘ were fewer and farther between, though they 

were still disturbing.  

One day, Maryann noticed that the two wedding gowns they 

bought were missing.  

They picked out the first dress their first summer together, 

after a discussion about how lovely it would be to get married on the 

beach. Later, when Bob decided he preferred a more formal 

wedding, they got the second dress. If things had gone better, she 

might‘ve had two or three more wedding dresses but, as it stood, 

she had none. 

She asked Bob about the missing dresses later that evening. 

She told me he just stared at her for a minute, and then said; ―I 

thought you knew.‖ 

She was almost afraid to ask. ―Knew what?‖ 

Bob got up, walked to the door and stepped outside. After a 

few minutes he returned with both gowns. He held them up, one in 

each hand.  

They were still on the hanger, but the plastic had been 

removed, and they looked as if they had been aged about a hundred 

years. In fact, they looked just like the dingy snow Maryann had 

been staring at for the last three months. Only the snow had finally 

melted, which meant…what? That the dresses had been languishing 

outside in the mud? Maryann was too stunned to speak. 

Bob held up the gowns, looking from one to the other.  



The first gown, Reader, was a lovely little summery number 

with fabric so delicate that you could easily imagine it being gently 

lifted by the lightest summer breeze. Of course, now it would take a 

much stronger breeze, possibly even a tornado, to create the same 

effect.  

The second gown was a classic, much more formal dress with 

long sleeves and lace, but it was so caked with grime that even 

Frankenstein‘s bride would‘ve turned up her nose at it. 

Bob looked at Maryann. ―Have you decided which one you're 

going to wear?‖ he asked. 

This was the calm before the storm. 

  



 

1 4  

D a d d y  G e t s  S c r e w e d  

 

 

Things were beginning to unravel. One minute Bob was up, 

the next, he was down.  

Bob‘s office staff appeared to be as sick of it as Maryann and 

I were. The endless mood swings were taking their toll on everyone. 

An interoffice memo might well begin with the dreaded heading; 

‗Bob‘s off his meds again.‘ 

One day Bob caught his bookkeeper issuing this warning to 

his office staff, so he decided to set her straight. Naturally, he 

copied everyone in the office.  

I suppose his response was meant to put his bookkeeper in 

her place, but it only served to confirm her earlier warning. In his 

email, Bob describes how much happier he is when he‘s ‗off his 

meds,‘ and even goes so far as to say that his doctor didn‘t really 

even think he needed the meds. In fact, the doctor only prescribed 

the meds because of the terrible things other people were doing to 

Bob. Bob lists a few of these terrible things and then goes on to say; 

 ―Anyway, because you‘ve made such an unfair, very 

misunderstanding and unfortunate public issue of the ‗meds‘ thing, 

I have gone back on them and have returned to feeling more like a 

drone, less energetic, and less happy.‖  

There‘s more whining about how mean everyone is to Bob 

before he finally winds down with; ―But it‘s sad for all concerned 

that I now have chosen to and have resumed taking, and will keep 

taking, the ‗meds‘ I was doing very well without, simply because of 

all the unfair commentary that apparently would have simply 

taken a different form of criticism from you against me if the same 



business decisions had been made (as they needed to be made) 

while I was on the meds.‖  

―Holy shit!‖ I exclaimed when Maryann showed me this. 

―Even the medication he‘s prescribed is someone else‘s fault!‖  

Meanwhile, Bob was actively litigating his personal lawsuits, 

spending countless hours drafting excessive and very lengthy 

motions and filing numerous bar complaints against the other 

attorneys involved. As one judge pointed out: 

―It has not escaped the court's attention that since Nadeau is 

representing himself in all these proceedings while the 

[defendants] have retained counsel, even unsuccessful litigation 

against the [defendants] has the effect of punishing them by 

imposing costs on them.‖  

This actually defined Bob‘s strategy when it came to 

litigating. ‗Bury them in paper,‘ he seemed to be thinking. He would 

stay up all night working on some longwinded motion that could 

have been summed up in a page or two. At first glance, he looked 

crazy. But upon further consideration, one began to realize that this 

was Bob‘s most well-worn weapon. If you pissed him off, one way or 

the other, it was going to cost you. 

The judge‘s criticisms went unheeded. In fact, that judge was 

simply added to the list of people who were ‗out to get‘ Bob, and 

who were responsible for the medication he would otherwise ‗do 

very well without.‘ 

Oddly enough, the trip to Nova Scotia—which Maryann was 

just as afraid to accept as she was to refuse—went off without a 

hitch. She felt a little like a lamb going to the slaughter, but terror 

must bring out the best in Bob, because Maryann said he was 

happier on that trip than she‘d ever seen him. He was still spending 

money like a rich relative was about to die, which meant they stayed 

in an expensive hotel, ate at the best restaurants and ‗shopped ‗til 

they dropped.‘ Maryann just went along with everything Bob 

suggested. In truth, she was waiting for it all to explode in her face. 

But Bob was enjoying the hell out of it.  



One day, while admiring an extremely expensive piece of 

crystal, Maryann remarked absently; ―My mother would love this.‖ 

―Let‘s get it for her!‖ exclaimed Bob. Maryann just looked at 

him as if he‘d lost his mind, but he insisted. ―It‘s the least we can do 

after she came all that way to watch the kids for us.‖ 

So they did. They bought all kinds of lovely things, for 

themselves and everyone else. Maryann was both bewildered and 

beguiled. Like a hopeless gambler, she didn‘t want to do anything to 

‗change her luck‘ (and possibly end up stranded in Nova Scotia with 

only a broken piece of crystal with which to try and negotiate her 

way home). 

But the crystal made it back in one piece and so did 

Maryann. And it was then that she discovered the reason behind 

Bob‘s big spending spree. He was filing bankruptcy.  

With the party over, Bob‘s mood turned dark again. 

Maryann and I were hardly seeing each other at all by this 

time, but suddenly even this was too much for Bob. 

―I forbid you to see Nancy,‖ he announced one day. 

―Why?‖ demanded Maryann. 

―I can‘t stand people who don‘t pay their bills!‖ he raged  

(oblivious of the irony). 

Maryann was confused. ―Nancy does pay her bills!‖  

―She hasn‘t paid her bill to me,‖ he said.  

This only confused Maryann more. ―What bill?‖  

―The bill for the work I‘ve done on her case,‖ he replied. 

Maryann said he had that crazy look in his eyes that he often got 

right before a big fight.  

―Don‘t you mean her brother‘s case?‖ she asked. 

―It‘s her case,‖ he argued. ―I don‘t even know if this ‗brother‘ 

of hers exists.‖  

Maryann didn‘t know much about my brother‘s case, but she 

knew there was a brother. She had seen him many times. She had 

even attended his one and only court hearing in the hopes of seeing 



me there. I wasn‘t there, but my brother was, and Maryann told me 

later that Bob was fumbling through the proceeding, even getting 

my brother‘s name wrong.  

―Nancy‘s the one who‘s been running the show,‖ Bob 

continued and, seeing that he was on one of his tirades, Maryann 

tried to extricate herself from the situation. 

―Please don‘t involve me in this,‖ she begged. 

―You‘re already involved,‖ he said. ―Nancy‘s the one who 

involved you, by trying to take advantage of the favor I was trying to 

do for her and her idiot brother, who didn‘t even have the common 

sense to get a contract.‖ 

When Maryann repeated Bob‘s remark about my brother to 

me, it cut me to the core. To think that I recommended this man! 

As for Maryann not being ‗allowed‘ to see me anymore , her 

compliance with this—sham that it was—represented the first time I 

felt something close to dislike for her. Actually, ‗dislike‘ might be 

too strong a word. It wasn‘t that she was so weak—I had accepted 

that about her a long time ago. Hell, I didn‘t even expect integrity. I 

knew the hopelessness she was feeling. But there was something 

traitorous in her willingness to just allow Bob to blame me for 

things that had nothing to do with me—and now, having to meet in 

secret! 

When Maryann told me all of this, I almost got up and 

walked out on her. I managed, somehow, to contain my anger, but I 

wasn‘t able to hide my feelings. 

And Maryann, despite her many weaknesses, had a 

compassionate soul. 

―What‘s wrong?‖ she asked, her large eyes filled with 

concern. 

With effort, I was able to redirect my anger to where it 

belonged. ―Remember when I asked Bob‘s opinion of my brother‘s 

first lawyer, and Bob told me that he should have focused on the 

immediate issue of obtaining a lien?‖ 



―Yes,‖ she said. ―If I remember correctly, that lawyer had to 

give back part of the money for not doing that.‖ 

―Yeah, well, Bob didn‘t do it either,‖ I said. ―My brother has 

paid over eight thousand dollars to Bob and he still has no lien. And 

now Bob‘s claiming that Daddy owes him another five thousand. 

That‘s thirteen thousand dollars billed and no lien!‖ 

―What!‖ she exclaimed. ―Wait…what?‖ 

―And now it‘s too late,‖ I said, suddenly wishing I hadn‘t 

brought it up. ―There‘s no way for my brother to get his money back 

now, according to the third lawyer he just hired.‖ I smiled without a 

trace of humor. ―You know how that is,‖ I added sarcastically. 

―Three lawyers and nothing done on your case?‖ Maryann‘s eyes 

filled with tears. ―At this point, Daddy would just be throwing good 

money after bad,‖ I said. 

―Why didn‘t you tell me this?‖ she asked. 

I almost replied—‗What would you have done?‘ But instead, I 

said; ―You have enough problems.‖  

―I‘m so sorry,‖ she sobbed, and I knew she meant it. 

―And that‘s probably the real reason why you‘re not allowed 

to talk to me anymore,‖ I said. ―Because Daddy fired Bob.‖ 

―I‘m so sorry,‖ she said again.  

I shook my head. ―I blame myself for recommending Bob in 

the first place. I should have known he would screw up my brother‘s 

case the same way he did yours.‖ 

―Isn‘t there anything Daddy can do?‖ she asked. 

―I don‘t think so,‖ I said. ―And to make matters worse, 

without the house I can‘t pay my brother what we owe him either.‖  

Now we were both crying. 

―I just don‘t understand the court system,‖ I sobbed 

miserably. ―Nothing ever gets done…and everybody lies…and all the 

judges just sit there, hardly able to hide their boredom! It‘s 

horrible!‖ 

―What‘s happening with your case?‖ she asked. 



―Nothing,‖ I said. ―Absolutely nothing.‖ The moment of 

despair had passed and I was suddenly angry. ―At this point all I 

want is for my brother to get paid for the work he did,‖ I told her. ―I 

don‘t even care if I get any of my own money back. But the market 

is so low right now that I‘ll be lucky to walk away with nothing.‖ 

―I thought your ex liked Daddy,‖ she said. 

―He did,‖ I said, ―when Daddy was helping us all the time.‖ I 

could feel myself tearing up again. ―Actually, the one thing I always 

believed was that he would pay my brother back for all the work he 

did.‖  

―Isn‘t there any way you can get some money out of the 

house?‖ she asked. 

―My lawyer suggested that I have my brother sue us both and 

put a lien on our house,‖ I said. ―That way, whoever ends up with 

the house—which will be my ex—will have to pay for the home 

improvements that were done.‖ 

Maryann perked up a little. ―That sounds fair.‖  

―But Daddy doesn‘t want to do it,‖ I said. ―He doesn‘t like the 

idea of suing me for one thing, but I also think he‘s sick of lawyers 

and liens.‖ 

―I don‘t blame him,‖ she said. 

―But my lawyer is offering to do it on a contingency,‖ I 

added, ―which makes me think she‘ll work harder to get him  his 

money. I‘m trying to convince him that I would rather be sued than 

to have this on my conscience for the rest of my life.‖ In fact, I made 

up my mind right there. ―Before I sign that property over to my ex, I 

want my brother paid!‖ 

I have always felt that anger is preferable to depression 

(although I prefer not to feel either). I think it‘s because anger 

seems to drive people to action, whereas depression leaves them 

feeling weak and helpless. Though there were a lot of greedy people 

who had helped to bring about this situation, my anger, in that 

moment, was directed at Bob.  



―All these months of kissing Bob‘s stupid, ugly ass,‖ I fumed 

resentfully, ―all because I was afraid he might take it out on my 

brother!‖ Suddenly I smiled. ―I guess I don‘t have to be afraid to tell 

him what I think of him anymore.‖ 

―Oh god!‖ exclaimed Maryann. I knew she was justified in 

feeling afraid for herself and her children, but it seemed like 

another betrayal somehow. 

―Don‘t worry,‖ I said, dismissing the idea. ―I prefer to have 

nothing more to do with Bob.‖ And I meant it. 

But alas, it wouldn‘t be that easy to get rid of him.  
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All of Bob‘s noxious energy was temporarily focused on his 

divorce. He spent every moment composing court pleadings and 

emails, which he sent to his ex-wife, her attorney, his attorney and 

even the judge.  

With Bob thus engaged, Maryann ‗snuck‘ out to see me one 

sunny afternoon. It was finally warming up in New England, so we 

met at the ‗Sea Catch‘ on Hampton Beach and sat outside on the 

deck. We were both feeling rotten, but I recall that we had a few 

laughs before the conversation turned serious.  

―You‘re not going to believe the latest,‖ she began. 

Remember earlier in this book when I said I didn‘t mind 

listening to her talk about her problems? Well, let‘s just say I 

could‘ve used a break by this point—especially when it came to Bob. 

I didn‘t want to think about Bob. Thinking about Bob made me 

think about my brother. And I was spending every waking moment 

trying not to think about what happened to him. 

Meanwhile, it seemed as if Maryann was starting to thrive on 

Bob‘s crazy antics. I think it was all she had. She almost had a look 

of joy on her face as she handed me the latest in Crazy Town News. 

It was an email string between Bob and his bookkeeper that, for 

some reason, Bob had seen fit to copy Maryann on. 

There are moments so traumatic that you never forget a 

single detail of them. I can still feel the cool breeze that day, and 

smell the pungent ocean air. My first reaction upon reading the 

email was one of disbelief. Its contents were such a startling 

contrast to the incredible beauty of the day. 



The email string began with Bob trying to shuffle blame onto 

his bookkeeper for not replacing ‗client funds‘ she had used to pay 

office expenses. His bookkeeper, who could be a sassy little thing 

when she wanted to, shot back with; ‗What did you expect me to 

replace them with?‘  

In Bob‘s reply to this disturbing communiqué, he coolly 

instructed his bookkeeper to ‗put out a memo to the partners,‘ 

encouraging them to ‗increase billing.‘ He also suggested that she 

have Maryann help her with some of her office responsibilities—

which is why, I suppose, he copied Maryann.  

I was still coming to terms with what I was reading when 

Maryann spoke. 

―Can you believe he‘s involved me in this!‖ she complained. 

―I mean, now that I know I‘m being paid with client funds, wouldn‘t 

I be considered an accomplice?‖ She took a drag off her cigarette. 

―It would be one thing if I actually got the money, but I‘m not 

particularly inclined to go to prison for something I didn‘t even—‖ 

She stopped talking when she noticed my expression.  

I‘m not sure I could‘ve hidden my feelings if I tried, but I 

didn‘t try. My eyes felt like they were shooting daggers and there 

were probably veins throbbing in my temples. For me, it was as if 

the sky had suddenly turned black.  

―What‘s wrong?‖ she whispered. Her eyes were wide and 

there was actually fear in her expression. 

―This is what he does,‖ I observed quietly. ―He bills and bills 

and bills—for nothing!‖ I smiled at Maryann, though I could feel my 

eyes filling with tears and my lips trembling with the effort not to 

cry. ―He doesn‘t give a damn about his clients!‖  

―Okay,‖ she interjected soothingly, ―take it easy.‖ 

―I‘m sorry,‖ I said, referring to something I hadn‘t done yet. 

―The last thing I want to do is to make things worse for you, but I 

have no choice.‖ 

Her eyes grew wider with terror. 



―I‘m filing a bar complaint,‖ I told her. ―And I‘m sending the 

Bar this email.‖ 

Maryann looked at the email. I had the impression that she 

wanted to crumple it into a ball and throw it away. 

―That monster has to be stopped!‖ I cried. People from the 

other tables turned to look at us. 

―Now just calm down,‖ whispered Maryann. 

―No!‖ I said, though I did lower my voice. ―You can tell Bob 

we fought about it if you want. What does it matter? You‘re not 

allowed to see me anyway, so he can‘t blame you  for what I do.‖  

―But he still will,‖ she grumbled miserably.  

I just looked at her. 

―You‘re right though,‖ she finally relented. ―And…I‘ll help 

you.‖ 

My expression must have shown my surprise because she 

smiled—though she was crying now too. ―I don‘t know what I‘m 

going to do,‖ she sobbed. 

Both Maryann and I have a high tolerance level when it 

comes to anger, particularly if we care about someone. In fact, we 

have a tendency to put up with stuff that other people won‘t. 

Ninety-nine percent of what happens to us is simply taken in stride. 

Like slow burning candles, we have extremely long wicks. It takes a 

lot to reach the end. But once that end is reached; that‘s where 

Maryann and I part ways. Much like the slow burning candle, at the 

end of Maryann‘s wick is a soppy puddle of wax. But at the end of 

my wick is an atomic bomb. 

I‘m not violent, mind you. You won‘t be reading about Bob‘s 

dismemberment in the chapters to come. I just mean that when I 

reach that critical point, I explode into action. Usually this ‗action‘ 

comes in the form of a very quick but final disconnection from 

whatever it was that made me so angry in the first place. In my 

opinion, most conflicts can be resolved by simply walking away.  

My preference to let go of anger comes out of a belief that 

anger does more harm to the person feeling it than the person 



they‘re feeling it about. Even in cases where it‘s possible to get 

revenge, I still believe this to be true. No matter how much I might 

injure a person who has angered me; it won‘t come close to making 

up for the injury I‘ve done to myself by carrying that anger and 

seeking that revenge. 

I know there are people out there who would disagree with 

me. They prefer to embrace and even nurture their anger, spending 

hours, days and sometimes even years of their lives seeking 

revenge. But I can‘t imagine such a tragic existence. I agree with 

Buddha, who said; ‗Holding onto anger is like taking poison and 

expecting the other person to die.‘  

However, there are times when anger shouldn‘t be so quickly 

discarded. In particular, anger that is brought about by injustice 

should be acted upon—no matter how inconvenient, difficult and 

even painful it might be to do so.  

The problem is that most people don‘t function at their 

highest performance level when they‘re angry—especially if they‘re 

less inclined to embrace that anger. In my case, I tend to be a little 

too zealous and a lot too hasty. I want to get it over with as quickly 

as possible so that I can move on to the part where I‘m walking 

away. I guess I‘m too selfish to be truly heroic. This makes me every 

bit as ineffective as Maryann‘s puddle of wax. When at peace, I can 

work wonders. In this state, I‘m Helen Keller on crack. 

I guess what I‘m trying to say is that my bar complaint wasn‘t 

my best work. There was something a little ‗manic‘ about it that, I 

think, gave the Bar that ‗out‘ they so desperately wanted. By this 

time, Bob‘s endless motions, emails and complaints were legendary. 

But I‘m getting ahead of myself again. 

Bob‘s order forbidding Maryann to see me backfired. In fact, 

we saw more of each other in the two weeks following the ban than 

we had in the entire six months leading up to it. The day after I filed 

my bar complaint, we met up for drinks again. This time we went to 

‗Master McGraths‘ in Seabrook, New Hampshire.  

We ordered our drinks and raised our glasses to the 

‗jhooodishal‘ system. This is an intentional mispronunciation of the 



word ‗judicial‘ that we picked up from the comedian, Dana Carvey. 

In one of his stand up bits, Carvey talks about the ‗jhooodishal‘ 

system, and how hard it is to say the ‗jhooodishal‘ system without 

sounding drunk. He takes this joke all the way to the point where he 

is being cuffed and hauled off to the pokey, all the while trying to 

explain that he‘s not drunk, it‘s just that the ‗jhooodishal‘ system is 

so damn hard to say!  

Thank you, Dana. You have no idea how much mileage we‘ve 

gotten out of that one. I just laughed again as I wrote this.  

You can find the video of this bit on YouTube by searching 

‗Dana Carvey‘s judicial system.‘ It‘s well worth your time and 

guaranteed to make you laugh.  

Go ahead. Look it up. We‘ll wait. 

 

 

 

So there we were, about to toast the ‗jhooodishal‘ system, 

when all of a sudden Maryann‘s phone rang. It was her mother, who 

was visiting again (her visits should‘ve been an omen by this time).  

―The police came and took him away,‖ reported her mother,  

as calm as you please. 

―The police came and took who away?‖ asked Maryann. My 

eyes grew wide as Maryann motioned me closer so I could hear. 

―Bob,‖ replied Gloria, as if this were the most obvious thing 

in the world. ―They just left with him!‖ 

Maryann put her hand over the phone and whispered; ―Do 

you see Ashton Kutcher and his ‗Punked‘ crew anywhere?‖  

I actually looked around before shaking my head. 

"What do you mean, ‗they just left with him‘?‘‖ demanded 

Maryann. ―What did he do…kill someone?‖  

I‘m pretty sure Maryann was joking, but our expressions as 

we stared at each other had suddenly become deadly serious. 



―It has something to do with an email Bob sent his ex-wife,‖ 

explained Gloria. ―It was unclear whether Bob was threatening 

himself or someone else, but the police took him to the hospital for 

a psychological evaluation.‖  

There wasn‘t much more to it than that so, after a few more 

questions, Maryann hung up the phone. 

 I sat back in my chair and shook my head. ―If I called the 

police every time I got a threatening email from Bob they would 

have to install a revolving door for him at that hospital.‖  

Maryann was thoughtful. ―That email must‘ve been a doozy 

for the cops to come to the house like that,‖ she said. ―My mom said 

the police were polite, but she got the distinct impression that they 

were taking him to the hospital whether he wanted to go or not.‖ 

I nodded. ―Bob must‘ve thought so too, otherwise he 

would‘ve just threatened them, like he does everyone else.‖ 

Maryann was quiet for a moment. There was too much 

emotion in her expression for me to guess what she was thinking. 

―They took him to the psychiatric ward,‖ she said thoughtfully. 

―Home at last!‖ It was out before I could think about whether 

or not I wanted to say it. 

―They‘re just keeping him for observation,‖ she continued. 

But after a moment she added resentfully; ―I wish they would keep 

him forever.‖ 

―You never know,‖ I said. ―Once he opens his mouth…!‖  

We just looked at each other, absorbing this latest 

development in the ongoing saga that was life with Bob, and then 

we both laughed. It wasn‘t amusement. It was horror.  

Suddenly Maryann grew serious. ―The bar complaint!‖ she 

cried. ―He‘s going to kill me!‖ 

―Probably,‖ I agreed, pretending not to be as scared as she 

was.  

For reasons I can‘t explain, we laughed again. 



 ―Do you think Bob will believe you had nothing to do with 

the complaint?‖ I asked. It was a stupid question. I mean, it was 

pretty obvious that she had shown me the email between him and 

his bookkeeper. 

―No,‖ she replied. I could tell she was genuinely afraid. And 

maybe she even blamed me a little. 

―I don‘t think he would ever kill you,‖ I said, addressing her 

ongoing statement that ‗someday Bob‘s going to kill me‘ for the first 

time (I had never really taken it seriously before). ―I mean, where 

would he be without you to torture?‖ 

―I think Bob will do whatever he thinks he can get away 

with,‖ she said simply. 

We sipped our drinks as we contemplated this. 

―You may have reached the point where you need help,‖ I 

told her.  

She eyed me skeptically. ―You mean…like…a restraining 

order?‖ 

―I was thinking of a hit man but I suppose a restraining order 

might work too.‖ Actually, I had been thinking of a woman‘s shelter 

and government assistance, but I wasn‘t sure how Maryann would 

take that. 

She lit a cigarette. ―I‘m so afraid of what he‘s going to do 

next, Nanc.‖ 

―Well,‖ I said. ―There‘s your answer.‖ 

At two a.m. the next morning Maryann received a phone call 

from the psychiatric nurse on duty at the hospital where they were 

‗evaluating‘ Bob.  

―Sorry to call so late,‖ she said, ―but Bob wanted me to put 

your mind at ease.‖ Maryann‘s first thought upon hearing this was 

that they must have committed him, and for the first time in over a 

year she felt something like hope. 



―He asked me to tell you that he will be home very soon,‖ 

continued the nurse—and the hope was crushed before it ever had a 

chance to take hold. 

Maryann contemplated this message from Bob. She felt 

certain that there was a hidden threat in it somewhere. It took her a 

minute to realize that the nurse was waiting for her to respond. 

 ―I wish you would keep him there forever!‖ she blurted out.  

Now it was the nurse‘s turn to be surprised.  

―I…uh…thought you were about to get married,‖ she 

stammered. ―It sounds like you‘ve overcome so much with your love 

for each other.‖ 

Maryann had the urge to burst into hysterical laughter. 

Instead, she poured out her soul to the nurse, telling her that she 

lived every day of her life on eggshells, never knowing whether Bob 

was going to buy her roses or send defamatory emails filled with 

outrageous lies to everyone she knew. She said that Bob blamed her 

for everything that went wrong in his life, including his divorce, and 

that she was forbidden to see her best friend.  

―I believe that if Bob thought he could kill me and get away 

with it, he would absolutely do it!‖ she added as a finale.  

 The poor nurse didn‘t know what to say. Like Maryann, she 

had believed the lies of the illustrious judge. 

Despite Maryann‘s outburst, the hospital only kept Bob for a 

few days—which was just long enough for them to determine that 

he wasn‘t a threat to himself.  

―What about the people he blames for all of his problems?‖ 

cried an outraged Maryann.  

She had told the nurse that she was afraid for her life and the 

woman had done nothing. But somehow, Maryann knew that the 

nurse told Bob what she said. She could tell by the way Bob made 

no further attempt to contact her after that. And knowing Bob, he 

had stewed over it the whole time.  

Maryann could no longer remain inactive.  



"Enough is enough," she said, and she filed for Protection 

From Abuse (PFA) at the York County Courthouse.  

Meanwhile, Maryann had secured a tiny rental cottage on 

Drake‘s Island. But it wasn‘t available until the end of the season, so 

all she could do was hope that the judge would allow her to remain 

in Bob‘s house until then.  

In a few short years, Maryann had gone from living a normal 

life in a beautiful home, to being virtually homeless. She paced the 

floors as she waited for the PFA hearing. Bob was out there 

somewhere, and she knew he wasn‘t happy. 

With no money for a lawyer, Maryann threw herself on the 

mercy of a local attorney who was pretty vocal about his disapproval 

of Bob‘s unethical behavior. He had actually posted newspaper 

clippings of Bob‘s courtroom antics in his office window for 

passersby to read. I only met him briefly a few times, but I took an 

instant liking to him. He struck me as someone with a strong sense 

of ethics. And he was one of the few attorneys up there in Maine 

who were actually willing to stand up to Bob. I‘m going to call him 

‗Clark,‘ as in ‗Clark Kent,‘ because Maryann and I saw him as a hero 

of sorts. It was certainly heroic of him to take Maryann‘s case—

especially since she wasn‘t a paying customer. And he looks a little 

like the original Superman. 

Notwithstanding Clark‘s efforts on Maryann‘s behalf, that 

PFA hearing destroyed what little respect she had left for our 

judicial system.  

The highlight of the event was when Bob stormed in and 

demanded that his recent psychiatric evaluation be admitted as 

Exhibit A. Naturally Clark objected—I mean, how did they know the 

document Bob was submitting was the real evaluation? But the 

judge allowed it, so the file was entered into evidence, copies were 

submitted all around, and the court was temporarily recessed so 

that everyone would have time to absorb this new piece of evidence. 

The time allotted, however, was not nearly the time needed for said 

absorption. 



I was there, both as a witness and to offer moral support.  We 

sat in one of those little windowless rooms outside the courtroom, 

passing the pages from Clark, to Maryann, to me.  

Though I didn‘t understand most of the medical mumbo 

jumbo we were reading, certain words landed and stuck. Going 

from memory, I recall such words as ‗narcissist‘ and ‗sociopath.‘ The 

general gist was that we were looking at a person who had no 

remorse for his actions, and absolutely no ability to empathize with 

others. We read page after chilling page in stunned silence. I wasn‘t 

all that surprised by the diagnosis. What astounded me was that 

Bob had entered this as an exhibit! 

Was it possible that Bob was so confident in his ability to fool 

the doctors at the psychiatric ward that he actually submitted the 

report sight unseen?  

Why else would he have entered it as an exhibit?  

The evaluation was too comprehensive to read in the few 

minutes allowed. As we rushed back into the courtroom, I had no 

doubt that Maryann would get her protection order, but suddenly 

this didn‘t seem like enough.  

I have to admit that I was even a little afraid for myself at 

that point! 

When we re-entered the courtroom, the Bob of a few 

moments ago had completely disappeared. This new Bob sat quietly 

while his attorney stood up and requested that the psych file be 

withdrawn from evidence, that all the copies be destroyed and that 

the contents of the record be sealed.  

―Do you have any objections?‖ the judge asked Clark. 

 ―No,‖ he replied, adding sarcastically; ―I think we‘ve seen 

quite enough.‖ 

Maryann and I looked at him in astonishment. ‗Seen quite 

enough?‘ Wouldn‘t this piece of evidence help Maryann‘s case? 

Clark shushed Maryann‘s objections, whispering that she 

didn‘t need the evaluation to get the PFA order. Besides, the judge 



had already seen it. Sealed or not, he would have no choice but to 

grant the order for protection. 

But the judge—who we‘ll call ‗Pontius Pilate‘—didn‘t want 

any blood on his hands (especially his own). So what he did was, he 

called the attorneys on both sides into his chambers, after which, 

Bob suddenly offered Maryann an ‗agreement.‘ 

Now, whenever Bob refers to this case, he always insists that 

‗the court found this‘ or ‗the court ordered that.‘  

―It did not take long for the judge to noticeably see right 

through [Maryann] and Nancy, and to be unimpressed with their 

lack of honesty and morals,‖ he wrote in 2008. ―So he called the 

lawyers into his chambers, informed them that he was inclined to 

dismiss [Maryann‘s] complaint due to lack of legal merit, and 

encouraged them to work out a deal so that [Maryann] could have 

a little time to pack up and move out of my house…Her case was 

dismissed.‖ 

What actually happened was that something Pontius Pilate 

said in his chambers made Bob want to settle the case with 

Maryann. I think even you, Reader, know Bob well enough at this 

point to agree that he would never have made that offer to settle if 

he truly believed that the judge was going to rule in his favor. And 

the fact that Bob violated every stipulation in the subsequent 

agreement that he created (and which was overwhelmingly in his 

favor) seems to further support my hypothesis that Bob did not 

want to enter into an agreement with Maryann that day.  

And while it‘s true that an agreement to settle, when signed 

by all of the parties, does become an ‗order‘ of the court, it isn‘t an 

order based on a judge‘s finding, as Bob would like everyone to 

believe. In this case, it‘s based on Bob making Maryann an offer 

that she happened to accept. 

I‘ll never understand why she accepted it. She didn‘t 

particularly like the terms, but I think she was afraid that if the 

judge didn‘t grant the PFA, then she would be left completely at 

Bob‘s mercy. Though she didn‘t have the benefit of knowing what 

went on in the judge‘s chambers, she was smart enough to know 



that the terms of the agreement Bob was offering under duress were 

better than anything he would offer on his own. 

Maryann wanted two things. She wanted Bob to leave her 

alone and she wanted somewhere to stay until she could move into 

the cottage. 

During their time together, Bob had actually purchased two 

houses. Their first house, on Harriseckett Road, had water issues in 

the basement, so Bob bought a second house on Elinor Lane, which 

is where they were living at the time of the PFA hearing. 

Meanwhile, the ‗Harriseckett‘ house was up for sale and had fallen 

into foreclosure.  

A few months before all this, Maryann had asked Bob if her 

friend Judith could stay in the empty Harriseckett house until the 

husband she was divorcing vacated their home. Since Bob wasn‘t 

even paying the mortgage at that point, he agreed, and Judith 

moved in. But since then, Judith had been awarded possession of 

her marital home, so the house on Harriseckett would be empty 

again. In his ‗agreement,‘ Bob offered Maryann the house.  

Bob‘s agreement also prohibited them from ‗contacting,‘ 

‗disparaging‘ or in any way ‗harming‘ one another. 

As a final incentive, Bob offered to pay for repairs to 

Maryann‘s car, which, in its broken down state, made it impossible 

for her move. 

Since Pontius Pilate seemed disposed to ‗wash his hands‘ of 

the affair, Maryann signed the agreement, which appeared to take 

care of her immediate needs. She would have the house on 

Harriseckett Road—which she never wanted to move out of in the 

first place—and she would have a car that would run. I guess it was 

a start.  

The media was at that PFA hearing. They asked Maryann 

questions, but I don‘t think they actually printed anything she said. 

So Maryann began the arduous task of packing up all of her 

belongings, while Judith made her own preparations to leave. No 

one suspected that anything could go wrong.  



On the day of the move, I drove up to Maine to help. But 

when we got to the house on Harriseckett, we found the doors 

locked and the locks changed.    

And Judith wasn‘t answering her phone.  

Maryann climbed in through a window and unlocked the 

doors. The boxes she had brought over earlier had been moved out 

into the garage. The next thing we knew the police were there.  

Everyone thought that Maryann and Judith must‘ve had 

some kind of falling out. But Maryann was as baffled by Judith‘s 

behavior as everyone else. She couldn‘t understand how Judith 

could do this after everything Maryann had done for her. 

We didn‘t find out what happened until later. It turns out 

that Bob had formed some sort of alliance with Judith. She got to 

stay in the house on Harriseckett—which was much nicer than the 

house she and her husband had lived in—and Bob got someone who 

was willing to tell him everything he wanted to hear about 

Maryann. And I have to hand it to Judith; she came up with some 

pretty good stuff. There were tales of huge parties, drunken sailors 

and wild orgies. There was only one story that I actually recognized, 

and that was the one where Maryann had an affair with Bob‘s 

associate, Rusty Hammer. 

Of course, on the day of the move, none of us knew about 

Judith‘s little arrangement with Bob. Even Clark thought it was just 

a cat fight.  

‗Make nice,‘ he told Maryann, ‗and get yourself into that 

house.‘ 

But Judith had possession and you know how that goes.  

Even the police couldn‘t enforce the agreement between Maryann 

and Bob because, as far as they were concerned, Judith was the 

current resident in that house. 

Later, in 2008, Bob would describe the incident this way; ―As 

a result of [Maryann‘s] actions, I had to stay at my parents' home 

in Kennebunk for the next two weeks. Maryann then moved most, 

but far from all, of her furniture and things out of Elinor Lane, 



which was left in a mess, broke into the Harriseckett house where 

my tenant, [Judith] and her kids were living, tried to order 

[Judith] to leave, began throwing things out of [Judith‘s] house 

after climbing into it through a rear window, moved her things 

into the house and garage, and threatened and frightened [Judith] 

to the point at which [Judith] had to obtain police intervention to 

cause [Maryann] and her lawyers (whom [Maryann] hired 

because she was very aware of how much they disliked me) to stay 

away. [Maryann] thereafter, ultimately prevailed upon [a friend], 

the owner of a local bar/restaurant [Maryann] frequented, to let 

her and the kids stay in one of his seasonal cottages for the next 

several months.‖  

The cottage Maryann had originally planned to rent wasn‘t 

available yet, but there was an even tinier cottage that was, so 

Maryann had no choice but to move in there. It was a dismal little 

place—I cried when I first saw it. Meanwhile, almost all of 

Maryann‘s possessions were locked up in Bob‘s two houses.   

On a positive note, Maryann finally found a job selling 

advertising for a local news station. And her car was running. As 

uncertain as it all was, she had finally done it. She had broken away 

from Bob.  

  



 

1 6  

A r e  W e  D o n e  Y e t ?  

 

 

Bob was indisputably the reigning bully of York County, 

Maine—at least in our minds—but the position was beginning to 

wear on him. More and more, his behavior reminded me of the old 

proverb that says; ‗Hating people is like burning down your house 

to get rid of a rat.‘ Bob‘s hatred had consumed him to the point 

where it had eaten up all of his resources. Money, clients, friends 

and respect were in short supply. This would‘ve been the ideal time 

to put the debilitating hate behind him.  

Predictably, Bob ignored the ‗agreement‘ between him and 

Maryann. Later, when the first edition of this book came out, he 

would call upon the judicial system to uphold the part where it says 

‗neither party will disparage the other‘—not just for Maryann, but 

for me as well (despite the fact that I wasn‘t even a party to the 

agreement). But back when it was first signed, the agreement wasn‘t 

worth the paper it was written on. Bob ‗contacted,‘ ‗disparaged‘ and 

‗harmed‘ Maryann from the get go—and not just by thwarting her 

attempts to move into the house on Harriseckett Road.  He 

continued to send Maryann long, debilitating messages via email 

and text.  He also contacted her family and, of course, me, to go 

over, yet again, the many betrayals he had supposedly suffered at 

our hands. And he contacted Maryann‘s ex-husband and former in-

laws again—although we wouldn‘t find out about that until later. 

A few days after Bob moved back into his house on Elinor, he 

sent a text to Maryann; ‗Your things are outside…and you better 

hurry because they‘re calling for thunderstorms tonight.‘  

Frantic, Maryann called the Wells police but, even though 

Bob had breached the PFA agreement by contacting her in this way, 



the police refused to get involved, insisting that it was a ‗civil 

matter.‘ In fact, they strongly suggested that Maryann notify them 

before picking up her things, as she might otherwise be charged 

with ‗trespassing.‘  

Since the furnished cottage was too small to accommodate 

Maryann‘s belongings, she spent the rest of that day trying to figure 

out where to put them. She managed to find an open storage unit, 

but she couldn‘t get a truck until the following day. She prayed that 

it wouldn‘t rain, even though she couldn‘t quite bring herself to 

believe that Bob would put her things outside. Surely he wasn‘t that 

vindictive! 

Naturally, the skies opened up and it poured the entire night. 

Even I tried to hope that Bob was only bluffing.  

―Bob wouldn‘t do that,‖ she kept saying, over and over again, 

as if by saying it enough times she might make it true.  

A truck was coming around noon the next day, but Maryann 

couldn‘t wait that long. Early that morning she went to the police 

station for her ‗escort,‘ and then headed over to Elinor, all the while 

chanting under her breath; ‗Bob wouldn‘t do that.‘ She still had that 

phrase in her head as she rounded the last curve in the driveway—

right up until she saw it. And then suddenly she realized that she 

had been wrong yet again. Bob would do that. 

I still tear up when I think about that horrible day. Furniture, 

beds, dishes, clothes, pictures, videos, toys, books, stuffed animals—

too many things to mention here—were all ruined. The boxes had 

been tossed out onto the lawn so that many of them had opened 

and the contents fallen out. 

Maryann walked through the sodden debris in a kind of fog. 

She saw her mother's china—which had been carefully handed 

down to Maryann—strewn about in the wet grass, much of it 

broken. She bent over to pick up a book that had fallen into a 

puddle of mud. It was her son‘s ‗Baby Book.‘ She opened it and 

stared numbly at the distorted pictures. Everything was completely 

destroyed. 



Without a word to the policemen who were silently watching 

from their car, Maryann got back into her vehicle and drove away. 

About a week later, all of her stuff turned up in a water-

logged heap on the tiny patch of grass outside her cottage.   

It was a very dark time for Maryann. 

But we still had my bar complaint. In it, I had asked the 

Board of Overseers to ‗look into‘ three issues that I believed were 

ethics violations. For the first, I forwarded copies of those emails 

Bob sent to Maryann‘s ex-husband and Dr. Love in 2005, violating 

Maryann‘s attorney-client privilege and even offering his support to 

the other side of his former client‘s case  (which I‘ve quoted in this 

book).  

My second issue concerned Bob‘s representation of my 

brother, and the $13,000.00 bill that we felt was excessive for what 

amounted to one court hearing and very little else that actually 

contributed to his case. This led me to my third issue, which was 

that Bob was using client funds to pay his bills. I referenced the 

email string between Bob and his bookkeeper, which Maryann 

faxed them a few days later before giving the original to Clark. We 

were a little afraid of that email by this time, especially in light of 

Bob‘s sudden accusations about us violating his privacy and hacking 

into his computer.  

Now this issue of the missing client funds has been twisted 

and turned (by Bob) in every imaginable way, and the email string I 

just referred to was entrusted to Clark and the Board of Overseers 

of the Bar in Maine. Somehow, it has disappeared from the face of 

the earth. Nobody knows where it is today (including the Bar, who 

claims to have destroyed it).  

I‘m no accountant, but I know what I saw.  

And as you‘ll see later in this book, client funds were used to 

pay Bob‘s office expenses.  

Bob responded to my bar complaint the way he responds to 

everything. He buried us in paper. Naturally, his primary focus 

wasn‘t the actual allegations in my complaint, but rather, the 



vicious, depraved creatures that were behind it. Bob took this 

opportunity to re-tell the story of his and Maryann‘s affair, only this 

time I was the one behind Maryann‘s plot to seduce Bob. Like 

Maryann, I was an alcoholic whore, or at least, that was the general 

consensus ‗according to many.‘ The ‗many‘ included Judith (who I 

only met once, very briefly) and Bob‘s employees (most of whom I 

never met at all). As a shout out to Maryann, Bob quoted Rusty 

Hammer as saying that we were both ‗evil‘ and ‗vituperative.‘  

Bob claimed that the only reason I filed a bar complaint was 

to get out of paying my bill. This motivation that Bob has assigned 

to me (of trying to get out of paying a bill) has become a kind of 

mantra with him over the years, which he uses to explain everything 

I do. The basis of this claim—that I owed my brother‘s bill—would 

have as many versions as Bob‘s affair with Maryann. Sometimes I 

was the real client, while my brother was a ‗phantom‘ or a ‗ghost.‘ 

Other times I was funding my brother, or in business with him. In 

the end, Bob more or less settled on my being a ‗guarantor‘ on my 

brother‘s account. In fact, the only possibility Bob refused to 

consider was that I was a sister trying to help her brother out as 

best she could—which at the time, came in the form of doing some 

bookkeeping and secretarial work for him. 

Bob also told the Bar that Maryann and I were being 

investigated by the police for hacking into computers and stealing 

confidential documents. I believe this was meant to discourage 

them from accepting the emails that I had submitted as evidence. 

Bob added that Maryann was facing charges for assault (referring to 

the night when she threw the remote control) and for ‗perjury‘ in 

her PFA hearing. There wasn‘t an ounce of truth to any of this, 

mind you. There certainly wasn‘t any ‗intensive investigation‘ taking 

place at the police station (although I do not doubt that Bob tried to 

pressure them into starting one). 

Of course, no defense would be complete without a full 

accounting of Maryann‘s extra-marital affair with Dr. Love (kind of 

ironic when you consider that this sharing of ‗privileged‘ 

information was exactly what I was asking the Bar to ‗look into‘). 



Only this time Bob put a new spin on that old story, claiming that 

Maryann had ‗blackmailed‘ her surgeon for a ‗financial settlement.‘  

―I got a refund check to cover the cost of a second surgery to 

fix the problems with the first!‖ exclaimed an incredulous Maryann. 

―That‘s blackmail now?‖ 

―So, I am very tired of the false accusations, schemes, 

manipulation and misuse and abuse of professional grievance 

systems, and of the outright attempts at intimidation and 

meanness so very clearly, actually exhibited by Ms. Madore with 

[Maryann‘s] very clear cooperation and, I have every good reason 

to believe, urging and assistance,‖ Bob wrote to the Bar, adding—

―It was never lost on me, either, that [Maryann] often traveled to 

meet Ms. Madore at night, to join her in various undisclosed but 

always late night and occasionally all-night activities at various 

bars, restaurants, discos and other undisclosed locations, without 

explanation, and it is most disingenuous that [Maryann] obviously 

misappropriated from me and my law firm various computer and 

email documents and other information belonging to me and/or 

this law firm, that she then obviously, even more impermissibly 

gave to Ms. Madore for her use in Ms. Madore‘s unfortunate 

grievance activities…I am telling you that I will absolutely not 

tolerate any more of that stuff, no matter what! No more, period!‖  

I couldn‘t bring myself to read through Bob‘s entire response 

to my bar complaint and I‘m certain the Bar couldn‘t either. They 

dismissed all three grievances in my complaint without a hearing.  

To my first grievance (relating to the attorney-client 

privilege), the Bar took Bob‘s word for it that they had already 

addressed that issue in Maryann‘s bar complaint back in 2005 

(which Maryann later retracted). This seemed very strange indeed, 

since Maryann hadn‘t found out about Bob‘s emails to her ex-

husband and Dr. Love until after she got back together with him.  

As for the mishandling of my brother‘s case, the Bar 

explained that it doesn‘t review complaints relating to possible 

malpractice. They suggested that I take that issue up with ‗Fee 

Arbitration,‘ which I did, and which was also dismissed. 



And finally, on the issue of the missing client funds, the Bar 

wrote; ―The only people who could make a valid claim would be 

those clients that may have been harmed, or an associate of the 

law firm who had first-hand knowledge of it.‖ I felt that Bob‘s 

instruction to his bookkeeper to ‗increase billing‘ to get back the 

client funds harmed all of Bob‘s clients, but I guess the Bar‘s 

position was that, since I had no idea whose funds had been used to 

pay the bills, I didn‘t have a valid grievance. 

There was neither a hearing nor any mention of my 

complaint in the media. It was over. 

Each of our lives had been irrevocably marred by Bob, yet he 

had walked away without a scratch.  

There are a few loose ends to tie up before I conclude the 

first part of this book. 

My brother never recovered any money from his lawsuit 

against his former partners. However, I finally convinced him to sue 

me and my ex-boyfriend for the work he did on our house. But he 

was an unenthusiastic and even uncooperative litigant. Even so, he 

was awarded his claim and the lien was filed against our house. 

However—nearly a year later—my ex filed a motion to have the lien, 

and the time limit to dispute the lien, dismissed due to some 

personal issue his lawyer was having. Unbelievably, his motion was 

granted. We were back to square one! In their motion, my ex and 

his attorney had also threatened a possible countersuit against my 

brother. That was all it took.  

―I‘m done!‖ he announced, in what was the closest thing to 

an argument we ever had. 

Our attorney was understandably upset. ―All that work!‖ she 

complained. After all, she had taken the case on a contingency.  

Another thing that happened was that Bob sued my brother 

for the five thousand dollar bill that was still outstanding in his case 

(which had escalated to over six thousand, with late fees). I 

attended that hearing at the small claims court in Exeter, New 

Hampshire. 



Bob‘s testimony began with his prominent, upstanding 

position as a Maine judge and my position as a vile, vindictive 

stalker. He explained how he was ‗completely exonerated‘ from a 

‗malicious‘ bar complaint I filed in an effort to harass him, and how 

impossible my brother‘s case was, due to his failure to get a signed 

contract.  

My brother didn‘t stand a chance. He knew very little about 

the legal details of his case. He called me as a witness, but he wasn‘t 

sure what to ask.  

―Can I just explain the bookkeeping issues that Bob brought 

up?‖ I asked the judge. 

Bob objected, insisting that I was not the one being sued and 

that I was, in fact, little more than a ‗spokeswoman‘ for my brother 

(so much for my owing the bill). The judge supported Bob‘s 

objection and I was effectively silenced—sort of—because this is 

when I reached the end of my wick. I told the judge what I thought 

of his court—and Bob—in no uncertain terms. To Bob‘s utter 

delight, I had to be ‗escorted‘ from the room by two armed guards.  

Naturally, the judge ruled in Bob‘s favor. 

For my brother, this relatively small loss was the last straw. 

He finally gave up his struggle to recover from his debilitating 

losses—first at the hands of his unscrupulous business partners and 

then at the hands of the equally unscrupulous lawyers and judges 

he had encountered in their wake. He filed for bankruptcy shortly 

thereafter.  

On a more positive note, one of Bob‘s clients did come 

forward with a claim about ‗unavailable funds,‘ and an investigation 

showed that around $70,000.00 had been taken from client 

accounts and used to pay bills. Even so, the Bar let Bob off with a 

warning.  

And one last thing; Bob got engaged. Yes, he really did find 

his ‗perfect match.‘ This woman would stand by his side through his 

many courtroom battles, his subsequent affairs with Maryann—and 

even the issue of the missing client funds, which she actually helped 

him to pay back!  



Oh, and Bob began this new phase of his life by relocating to 

New Hampshire and changing his name to ‗Rob.‘  

Like Bob, we were each, in our own way, starting over. My 

brother would go on to rebuild his business, get married and 

become a real ‗daddy‘ to his new wife‘s three adorable children. I, 

too, fell in love and became engaged, and I‘m pretty sure I‘d miss 

this one if he slipped out the back door one day. I closed the shoe 

store, signed over the house to my ex and shifted my focus to the 

Shoozies. And I finished my fourth book with Harlequin, which was 

an erotic thriller called Enchanted Dreams.  

As for Maryann, she went on to live the life that she had so 

desperately been trying to avoid. And it was just as terrible as she 

feared it would be. She has moved twenty-three times, struggling 

through jobs, struggling to make rent and just plain struggling.  

But at least we had all moved on. We were finally ready to 

put the past behind us.   



 

I N T E R M I S S I O N  

L e s  M i s é R o b  

 

 

SCENE 

A dark alley in Paris, Maine. Faint violins can be heard 

playing a tragic melody in the background. At first glance, it 

appears that the alley is empty, but suddenly the gray visage of a 

filthy street urchin named Maryann appears. It quickly becomes 

apparent that she is the antagonist of the story—a loathsome 

prostitute, who is only slightly less evil than her muse, the 

notorious Madam le Madore. 

 
MARYANN 

[Regretting her contemptible life choices] Oh! My folly! My folly! 

[But with two missing front, it comes out sounding like; ―My 

tholly! My tholly!‖] 

 

Enter, in a concealed carriage that is parked on the side of 

the road, Bob Valbob, the hero of our story. Wrongly committed to 

a psychiatric ward for speaking out against the many injustices 

done him, and then rejected from society for being better than 

everyone else, Bob Valbob finds Myriel, an angelic creature who 

inspires him to turn his life around by cashing in her 401K and 

paying his debts to society. He changes his name to Monsieur Rob 

in her honor.  

Since everyone knows that cream inevitably rises to the top, 

Monsieur Rob is not surprised to find himself now sitting in 

judgment over all those who tortured him before. He is well aware 

of Maryann‘s situation—indeed, he has been watching from a not-



so-far-off distance, to ensure that she reaps the putrid harvest of 

the worm infested seeds she has sewn.    

 
MARYANN 

[Again] My tholly, my tholly. 

 

Enter a second man, insignificant in every way except that 

he sets the scene for our hero, Monsieur Rob.  

 
2nd MAN   

There she is!  

 

Footsteps are heard as several police officers follow the man 

into the alley. 

 
MARYANN   

What is it, othicers?‖  

 
2nd MAN   

That‘s her! That‘s the killer! 

 
MARYANN   

What! I nether killed no one! 

 
2nd MAN   

Get her! She‘s getting away! 

 

MARYANN   

I hathen‘t moothed. 

 

The violins grow louder as the officers drag Maryann out of 

the gutter and slap handcuffs on her wrists. 

Enter Monsieur Rob, as he slowly, regally, steps out of his 

carriage. 

Maryann blinks repeatedly, dazed by the brilliancy of 

Monsieur Rob‘s head, which looks just like a halo of champagne 

bubbles. 



 
MONSIEUR ROB   

[Authoritatively] You there! What‘s that you‘re doing to her?  

 
2nd MAN   

No need to concern yourself with the likes of her gov‘na. She‘s a bad 

one, she is. 

 
MONSIEUR ROB  

What did she do? 

 
2nd MAN   

Murder! 

 
MARYANN   

[Breaking away from the police officers and throwing herself at 

Monsieur Rob‘s feet]  I nether killed no one! 

 

Enter Madam le Madore, the evil of all evils, the maker of 

prostitutes, and the real reason why Maryann is lying in the 

gutter.  

 
MADAM LE MADORE  

Let her go! 

 
POLICE   

We will not—no! We will not let her go! 

 
MADAM LE MADORE  

Let her go! 

 
POLICE   

We will not—no! We will not let her go!  

 
MADAM LE MADORE  

Let her go!  

 



MARYANN 

Oh, oh, oh, oh… 

 

POLICE    

No no no… 

 

MONSIEUR ROB  

Magnifico-oh-oh! 

 
POLICE    

No no no no! 

 
MARYANN   

Oh mama mia, momma mia! Momma mia, let me go! Beelzebub has 

a dethil put aside thor me. Thor me—ee. Thor meeee! 

 

Violins going crazy now. 

 
MONSIEUR ROB  

Stop! [stepping closer to Maryann] She has suffered enough! Let 

her go! 

 

The police remove the handcuffs from Maryann‘s bleeding 

wrists. She collapses at Monsieur Rob‘s feet. He kneels down and 

captures her brutally weathered face in his elegant, almost 

pristinely smooth hands. 

 
MONSIEUR ROB  

My darling! My one true love! I have come back for you now that 

you have suffered enough for your transgressions against me. 

 
MARYANN   

[weakly] Do I know you? 

 
MONSIEUR ROB  

Oh my angel! My own alter ego! Do you not recognize me? 

 



MARYANN   

[growing weaker] I‘m sure I nether laid eyes on you. 

 
MONSIEUR ROB   

It is I! Bob Valbob! 

 
MARYANN   

[dies of mortification] 

 
MONSIEUR ROB  

[kissing her hand and getting up to leave] Nothing really matters. 

Anyone can see. Nothing really matters…nothing really matters…to 

meeeeeee. 

 

A gong goes off in the distance as the 2nd man and the 

police officers drag Maryann‘s dead body to an unmarked grave. 

 

The End 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

P A R T  T W O  

I t  A i n ’ t  O v e r  ‘ t i l  B o b  S a y s  I t ’ s  O v e r  
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S a m e  O l d  S o n g  a n d  D a n c e  

 

 

Bob might have had a new name and a new life, but he sure 

didn‘t have a new outlook.  He was still obsessed with Maryann. 

The first thing he did after signing the PFA agreement was 

contact Maryann‘s ex-husband.  

―I know that at this point you probably don‘t want to hear 

from me,‖ said Bob (in a rare moment of clarity). ―However, I very, 

very strongly urge you to rescue your children immediately.‖ 

Bob tells Maryann‘s ex-husband that she is; ―violent, 

seemingly bipolar and manic-depressive, very lazy, irresponsible, 

narcissistic, schizophrenic and probably more.‖ The ‗probably 

more‘ seemed a little over the top to me, but I suppose the English 

language doesn‘t provide enough venomous terms with which to 

disparage one‘s ‗alter ego.‘  

Bob wrote; ―I have absolutely no doubt in my mind at this 

point that those children need to be away from [Maryann] 

permanently, and that you need to get them, even if doing so 

would be inconvenient to you and your new family.‖ 

Maryann‘s ex-husband had moved on as well. He was 

remarried and his new wife was expecting twins. Maybe that‘s why 

Bob‘s email was so urgent. 

―Please do something to protect and rescue your kids, 

immediately,‖ he implored. ―I will testify on your behalf and on 

behalf of those children. It is the right thing to do, and it is so 

essential at this point…[Maryann] is a violent, hotheaded, vile, 

profane and very loose and irresponsible human being, [EX]. 



There is something extremely wrong and dangerous, [EX]. Your 

kids should absolutely not be around her. I don‘t take this lightly, 

and I encourage you not to do so either.‖ 

―I guess Bob figured your ex would need an extra push,‖ I 

observed when I read this several months later.  

―Before his wife starts crowning and the real pushing 

begins?‖ joked Maryann.  

I‘m sure Maryann‘s ex-husband knew Bob well enough by 

this time to figure out that his children were the last thing on Bob‘s 

mind when he wrote this email. Bob‘s uppermost thought was 

probably Maryann‘s ‗abandonment‘ of him while he was in the 

hospital, followed by her ‗betrayal‘ in filing her PFA motion. Add to 

that my bar complaint and you have a full-fledged conspiracy on 

your hands. At least in Bob‘s mind you do, because Bob could never 

see how his actions contributed to his own suffering—or anyone 

else‘s.  

Meanwhile, in this email, Bob is doing exactly what I 

accused him of doing in my bar complaint. He‘s contacting, 

encouraging and advising the other side of a former client‘s case—

and he‘s doing it while the Bar is deciding whether or not to take 

action against him for doing it in 2005!  Not to mention Bob‘s 

blatant disregard for the PFA agreement he signed only a week 

before (although I guess I did just mention it). 

 To the best of my knowledge, Maryann‘s ex-husband never 

responded to this email. But his new wife—we‘ll call her Twinkle—

did, and it wasn‘t long before ‗Rob‘ recruited her in his mission to 

‗rescue‘ the children from Maryann.  

For months the two emailed each other, feverishly plotting 

their next move. Meanwhile, Maryann and her ex-husband were 

actually trying to work out a visitation schedule. In fact, Maryann 

was planning a trip to Pennsylvania for that very purpose.  

Terrified that such a visit might ruin everything he had set in 

motion, Bob wrote: 



―You really need to act immediately. You have such a very 

strong opportunity now, that [Ex] will never have again. You 

would be foolish to even try to communicate with her any further 

instead of immediately hiring your lawyer and getting those kids 

without giving her any more signals or opportunities to screw you 

guys or to run even further away, in my layman‘s opinion…Go get 

her now! Good luck and keep me posted.‖ 

Of course, Maryann‘s ex-husband never actually filed 

anything to ‗rescue‘ his kids. But what his wife, Twinkle, and Bob 

did do, after months of conspiring, is launch a full on investigation 

to find—and rescue—the next unsuspecting male in Maryann‘s long 

line of hapless victims. 

  



 

1 8  

D o c t o r  B i l l  

 

 

All through that long winter Bob and Twinkle worked 

tirelessly to find Maryann‘s new beau. Unfortunately for them (and 

Maryann), there wasn‘t a new beau.  

Meanwhile, Bob was keeping a steady stream of mind 

numbing brain benders leveled at Maryann. One minute she was 

the woman of his dreams—and the next she was a conniving snake 

in the grass. Always Bob rubbed his new fiancé in Maryann‘s face. 

Apparently she was smarter, sexier, prettier, thinner—feel free to 

keep adding adjectives (I know Bob would, in your position). Most 

importantly, she adored Bob. She gave Bob things Maryann never 

could. The scraps from the things she gave Bob—the little bits that 

he threw away—were more precious to him than anything Maryann 

had to offer. 

Why Maryann even cared at this point I‘ll never know, but 

Bob‘s ravings got to her.  

―I—might have—mentioned a boyfriend of my own,‖ she 

admitted ruefully.  

By this time, my expressions were more effective than words.  

―I know,‖ she sighed. ―This is right up there with sending 

myself flowers. But I had to do something to shut him up.‖ 

―And you saw this as the way to do it?‖ But I had to laugh. 

―Let me guess…this new guy is hung like a bull?‖ 

―He‘s actually half bull, half man,‖ she replied without 

missing a beat. ―I call him Minotaur Bill. He drives a Porsche when 

he‘s not out grazing in the field—saving me bits of wild flowers in 

his teeth.‖ 



We had a good laugh over Maryann‘s fictitious new lover, 

Bill. Imagine our surprise, a few months later, when Maryann 

received an ‗anonymous‘ package in the mail that contained a string 

of emails between Twinkle and Bob, discussing ‗Dr. Bill.‘ 

―Doctor Bill?‖ I asked, sifting through the documents. 

―Doctor…minotaur,‖ Maryann shrugged. ―It‘s easy to see how 

someone might get the two mixed up.‖ 

I nodded. ―That‘s actually pretty accurate for Bob.‖  

On February 4, 2008, Bob wrote to Twinkle: ―As far as I 

know, [Maryann] now pretends to be very happy with her newest 

fiancé, an alleged Maine surgeon named ‗Bill,‘ whose last name 

and whereabouts to which she and the kids have moved or are 

moving she wishes to keep secret from her ‗exes,‘ and whose status 

and income, among other things, she has enjoyed flaunting. I am 

certain, as I am sure you are, that she does not really love the guy, 

but the trappings of status, income, assets, security and alleged 

kindness he delivers to [Maryann] and the kids—at least until she 

inevitably feels crossed by him—are enough to cause her to 

convince everyone, including herself, that she does, so that she can 

purport to rub it in your faces.‖           

―Wow!‖ I said, genuinely impressed. ―He really ran with that 

ball!‖ 

Later that same day Bob wrote: 

―I have very strong reasons to believe that [Maryann]‘s new 

fiancé is [Name of doctor Maryann never heard of before], of the 

[Medical Office Maryann never heard of before]. You can find his 

photo and bio on the web for that office. He is head of 

anesthesiology there, according to the site. While I can‘t warn him 

about the complaints she has blackmailed and/or pursued against 

other professionals…somebody should probably warn him.‖  

Later, still, that same day, Bob wrote: 

―The Doctor Bill [Maryann] is reportedly engaged to drives 

a tan Porsche sports car. You could also ask his staff if there is a 



doctor in his medical group who drives such a car, as that would 

lend further confirmation to you that he is the guy.‖ 

Bob wrote them one more time that day, to add: 

―If you call that office, they may tell you that he‘s seeing 

someone or even just got engaged. That would cause you to be 

quite certain.‖ 

Maryann and I have no idea where all this led, but 

apparently the good doctor set them straight, because by February 

11th, Bob was already looking at two other potential Dr. Bills.  

Now, sometime before this email went out, Bob had 

contacted Maryann and, in a weak moment (and let‘s face it, what 

other kind of moments did she have?), Maryann agreed to talk to 

him.  

―Okay, I had sex with him,‖ she told me later. ―Twice.‖  

I just stared at her in astonishment. 

―All right, we were together for three days,‖ she confessed. 

What could I do other than shake my head? 

―I know,‖ she groaned. ―But I‘ve been so lonely! Minotaur 

Bill just isn‘t cutting it.‖ 

―So what happened after the third day?‖ I couldn‘t help 

asking. 

Maryann smiled sadly. ―What do you think?‖  

Much like their other reunions, once the initial ‗high‘ wore 

off, Bob started planning her life. In this case, he hinted that 

Maryann should write a letter to the PFA hearing judge, retracting 

everything she said that day in court.  

―Don‘t you mean sign a letter that you write?‖ Maryann 

wanted to ask, but she chose, instead, to ignore his not-so-subtle 

hints. 

When the hints didn‘t work, Bob began to express doubts 

that he could ever trust Maryann again, especially if she wasn‘t 

willing to help him clear his good name (and put hers back in the 

mud). 



Furthermore, he couldn‘t resist pointing out that he now had 

proof that she was the sort of person who would cheat on her 

fiancé—for wasn‘t she cuckolding poor Minotaur Bill right that very 

minute?  

I think he forgot about his own fiancé. 

―You don‘t know anything about my life,‖ said Maryann, 

reluctant to admit that she had made the whole thing up. 

That‘s when Bob let it slip that he knew everything about her 

life—including the identity of ‗Bill.‘  

Momentarily taken aback, Maryann wasn‘t sure which issue 

to tackle first. ―Isn‘t this—from a legal standpoint—wouldn‘t this be 

stalking?‖ she asked—though why she was still going to Bob for 

legal advice I‘ll never know. 

Caught off guard, Bob blamed the whole thing on Maryann‘s 

ex-husband and his new wife, Twinkle.  

―You‘re talking to them again?‖ cried Maryann. In that 

moment, all the horrible things he had done to her came rushing 

back and she felt like a fool. 

―They contacted me!‖ insisted Bob. ―They wanted custody of 

the kids!‖ 

―You son of a bitch!‖ screamed Maryann, packing up her 

things. ―You were my lawyer! Do you understand that you were my 

lawyer?‖ 

Bob tried to defend his behavior, but Maryann couldn‘t listen 

to it anymore.  

―You know what Bob?‖ she told him on her way out. ―I think 

I‘m gonna stick with Bill. He‘s much better in the sack than you. Not 

to mention that he‘s filthy rich, with a beautiful home and…and a 

chalet in Sugarloaf! That‘s right. He likes to hit the slopes after a 

passionate night of lovemaking. Plus he‘s got an extra Mercedes for 

me to drive and, you know what Bob? He even bought me a 

gorgeous emerald for Christmas!‖ 

And with that she stormed out of Bob‘s life forever (she 

hoped). 



The next morning she texted Bob to tell him that she hated 

him for contacting the other side of her case and that she never 

wanted to hear from him again. 

Here‘s Bob‘s version of all of this from an email he sent 

Twinkle on February 11th, which was included in the mysterious 

packet Maryann would later receive in the mail: 

―I received a text from [Maryann] this morning, in which 

she reiterated that she hates me because I have communicated 

with you (but I am sure that she hates me for more than just that), 

that I no longer exist, and that she has changed her cell number 

and email address.‖ 

He emailed them again on February 12, 2008, to add:  

―As for Bill, I‘d bet that his medical group, if contacted via 

anonymous email to its general email address for a concerned 

staff member to see, with specifics…would pay attention and 

probably warn and protect the guy if they knew.‖  

Once again missing the irony, Bob adds wistfully; ―How does 

someone dump Bill‘s engagement to return to me, tell me she can‘t 

live without me and fuck my eyes out (please pardon the profanity, 

but it‘s true) nightly until I then leave her, tell me as I leave that 

she is going back to him, and then beds him the next time she sees 

him so that she can immediately move in with him, have him take 

care of her kids and allegedly marry him? She is very unstable, 

and it‘s not a good thing for those kids to see.‖ 

―Does it seem odd to you that your mythical boyfriend is 

more real to Bob than his flesh and blood fiancé?‖ I asked Maryann  

when I read this.  

―Nope,‖ she replied. 

On Valentine‘s Day, Bob sent an email to a group of doctors 

at another medical clinic Maryann never heard of, this time, under 

an assumed name; 

―I understand that [Maryann‘s full name] may be engaged 

or in the process of becoming engaged to one of your physicians 

who, according to [Maryann], drives a tan Porsche, perhaps 



among other vehicles. If you have such a physician (reportedly 

named ‗Bill‘ with substantial assets and substantial income, a 

Sugarloaf chalet, a house for her, a promised Mercedes, an 

emerald Christmas gift for her, roses, delivered to her workplace 

almost daily, etc., according to [Maryann]), I urge you to ensure 

that the doctor has his eyes opened very wide about her.‖  

Bob goes on to describe Maryann‘s ‗extra-marital‘ affair with 

Dr. Love in 2000, as well as her affair with her married attorney 

(Bob refers to himself in the third person). He even describes their 

more recent ‗affair‘ while she was supposedly engaged to ‗Dr. Bill.‘  

―She has much charm and often uses her sexual prowess 

(that can be described in great detail if necessary), to keep her 

very unwitting and allegedly ‗handsome,‘ ‗gorgeous,‘ ‗sexy,‘ or 

‗babydoll‘ man of the day/year very interested in her and willing 

to spend almost anything on her,‖ he warned.  

I‘m not sure what the outcome of this email was, but a few 

weeks later, Bob was hot on the trail of yet another Dr. Bill. On 

March 5, 2008, Bob wrote to Twinkle; 

―Please give me your mailing address so that I can mail to 

you a copy of what I send to Bill.‖ 

And then, later that day, he wrote; 

―Please call me ASAP. I have news!‖ 

Maryann was never let in on the ‗news‘ Bob shared in that 

phone conversation. Clearly it was something he wasn‘t comfortable 

discussing in an email. Given what you‘ve seen so far, can you 

imagine how alarming it was for Maryann to learn that Bob was up 

to something so diabolical he wasn‘t willing to put it in writing?  

I have no idea how many people Bob ultimately contacted 

before he finally gave up. If you‘re a doctor in Maine by the name of 

Bill and you‘ve been scratching your head over an email you 

received in 2008; now you know.  

Meanwhile, in an effort to put a stop to the search (and find 

out what Bob was saying about her), Maryann contacted Bob 



herself, pretending to be Bill. Basically, she said; ―I‘m Bill and I 

think you should leave Maryann alone.‖ 

This would‘ve been fine if Maryann had left it at that. But 

when Bob started his onslaught of disparaging commentary, 

Maryann felt that ‗Bill‘ ought to defend her. I thought this was a 

really bad idea. It seemed like adding fuel to the fire.  

However, from this correspondence, we would get one of the 

most comprehensive looks into the inner workings of Bob, through 

a twenty-seven page letter with attachments [LETTER2]. 

The letter chronicles Bob‘s life before, during and after 

Maryann.  

Yes, I know; he‘s chronicled their life together a hundred 

times before, but what makes this chronicle special are his many 

contradictions.  

Yes, I know; he‘s contradicted himself a hundred times 

before, but what makes these contradictions special is that they 

occur right there in the same letter—sometimes even in the same 

sentence! 

The letter can best be described as a farcical collaboration 

between the many Bobs at war within the man. It‘s a magnum opus 

of inconsistencies. Throughout the letter, Bob vacillates between 

the amazing, wonderful, once in a lifetime love he and Maryann 

shared, and the utter horrors he suffered at her hands. He is 

‗warning‘ Bill about Maryann, even as he is openly lamenting his 

own personal loss of her.  

I‘ll just give you the highlights.  

The first thing Bob does is add this disclaimer; ―Everything I 

am about to write is the truth and is, therefore, not defamatory, 

regardless of how unpleasant it may be for you or her to read. 

Further, it is not privileged, as none of the information contained 

herein is anything other than public knowledge or based on 

everyday observations, living experiences and statements by 

[Maryann] and others—not by me.‖ 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Letter-Robert-Nadeau-2008Mar.pdf


Bob is declaring that what he‘s writing is the ‗truth…and 

therefore not defamatory‘ while insisting that the information 

comes from ‗others, not…me.‘ This statement alone defies every 

ethical requirement relating to truth. Bob is basically admitting to 

spreading rumors.  

But, in fact, even that isn‘t true. Bob is trying to pass these 

statements off as coming from ‗others,‘ when; in fact, just about 

everything in this letter can be traced directly back to him. 

With the legal stuff out of the way, Bob begins his narrative 

with an intimate look at his background, starting with his college 

years, where he; ―got all of my wild energy out of me, to the tune of 

almost 30 different women at the most intimate levels.‖  

And these weren‘t just any women either; ―Several of the 

women I knew and became involved with were pageant winners, 

models, medical students, nurses, law students, fashion design 

students, etc.‖  

But he doesn‘t want to give Bill the impression that he was a 

player. ―There were several longer term relationships among those 

encounters, the most notable of which involved a lady I dated for 

three years, [Bob actually gives Bill the woman‘s full name—

although we‘ll just call her ‗Dreamgirl‘], a 5‘ 11‖ piercing blue-eyed 

brunette, former Miss Baltimore and first runner-up to Miss 

America, working as a model, bit movie actress, and rising 

television reporter very close to Oprah Winfrey. [Dreamgirl] 

wanted to marry me while I was in law school and renewed her 

request after I‘d become an attorney, but I wasn‘t ready.‖ 

Why is Bob telling Bill all of this? ―The point of all of this, 

though, is that [Maryann], from a physical appearance 

perspective, was not even in the top 1/3rd of the women I‘ve been 

involved with, even though I do think that she is in the top 2% of 

Maine women‖ (I‘m not sure if this is a slam to Maryann or the 

women of Maine). 

Bob goes on to explain how successful he‘s been throughout 

his life; ―excelling in all I did.‖ Then he met his wife, got married, 

settled in Maine, started a family and ran for probate judge—which 



he won ―in a landslide.‖ Bob even discloses his income, which 

wasn‘t too shabby (if he is to be believed). He was a stellar husband 

and a model father. In short, he was the perfect man. 

What changed, you ask? 

―Until married [Maryann] came along 20 years into my 

very good, secure marriage and, in [Maryann‘s] own (I believe) 

proud words, became a ‗home wrecker‘ for me.‖ 

This home wrecker thing rang a bell so I did a little research 

and, lo and behold, in a letter to Maryann back in 2005, Bob had 

written: ―To your great credit, you said you felt even more guilty 

about being ‗a home wrecker.‘‖  

 Guilty and proud—you can‘t get any further across the 

spectrum than that. 

Getting back to the Dr. Bill letter, Bob next describes 

Maryann‘s past, starting with her high school years. It‘s almost as if 

he were there. Eventually he gets to the part where she first, stalks, 

and then seduces him. 

I hardly recognized Maryann‘s phone call to me that day they 

had sex in his office. Gone was the mortified woman I remember 

talking to, and in her place was an elated Maryann, speeding 

recklessly down the road while shouting triumphantly; ―Yes! Yes! 

Yes!‖ 

 You might recall that in his email to Dr. Love in 2005, Bob 

claimed to have gone back to his ‗wonderful wife of twenty years‘ 

because things with Maryann ―were not as rosy as they seemed.‖ 

But in his letter to Dr. Bill, Bob wrote; ―Leaving [Maryann] in 

2003, after spending several of the seemingly most wonderful 

intense weeks of my life with her and the kids, was extremely 

difficult for me to do…but I hoped that somehow [Maryann] would 

know me enough by then to know I‘d eventually return to her.‖ 

He admits to Dr. Bill: ―My secret but untold plan to return to 

[Maryann] forever and to make things right despite everything, 

after spending a few weeks saving my kids and going through the 

marital reconciliation, went badly awry.‖ 



It sure did. But the one thing Bob never mentions in these 

varying accounts of the events is that they were coming up on an 

election year. And his wife wasn‘t taking his defection quietly. So if 

Bob‘s claim that he intended to ‗save his kids‘ by reuniting with his 

wife for ‗a few weeks‘ and then leave them all over again doesn‘t 

quite ring true; it‘s probably because it‘s not. At least, not entirely.  

I believe Bob intended to dump his family a second time. I 

just don‘t believe he planned to do it in ‗a few weeks.‘ In fact, if 

there was a betting pool on when the happy reunion was taking 

place, I would‘ve called first dibs on the days just following the 

election.  

But Maryann‘s bar complaint dashed whatever plans Bob 

had for their future, so he continues: ―In any event, after an initial 

bar hearing on [Maryann‘s] complaint against me in 2005, at 

which it was recommended that I should either be suspended or 

disbarred as an attorney…she unexpectedly telephoned me.‖  

Is it really all that ‗unexpected‘ to hear from someone after 

offering them a $31,000.00 ‗gift‘? 

However it happened, Bob and Maryann got back together, 

and there begins Maryann‘s nightly excursions to bars, screaming 

insults and hacking into computers. Bob implicates me in one of 

these hacking incidents, saying: ―Immediately after [Maryann] lost 

her case against [In-law], [Maryann] drove to Newburyport 

where she decided, with Nancy‘s help, to hack into the email 

accounts of both [Wife #1] and [In-law], and pretend to be [Wife 

#1] so that [In-law] would unwittingly share information.‖  

I have no idea if Maryann ever did such a thing, but I can tell 

you that she didn‘t do with me or my computer. Nor can I imagine 

any friend of mine ever suggesting such a thing. But I would often 

find myself attached to some such debauchery in Bob‘s narratives 

that was so far out in left field that it left me wondering how he 

managed to come up with it in the first place. In this case, I was able 

to trace my supposed ‗hacking‘ activities to that email string that 

Maryann showed me about the client funds. That‘s when these 

accusations started. 



Meanwhile, Bob wasn‘t completely incapable of 

introspection. ―After my January 2008 hiccup that seemed to be 

the end of everything for [Maryann] and me in her mind ,‖ he 

continued (referring to his Perfectmatch.com adventure, for those 

of you who don‘t know what a ‗hiccup‘ is), ―she told me (probably 

out of hurt and jealousy, but nevertheless) how ‗old‘ I looked, and 

how I had facial wrinkles and 6 age spots, gray hairs, as well as 

‗love handles‘ above my hips (that frankly aren‘t there) .‖ 

I wonder how much time Bob spent looking for those ‗love 

handles.‘ 

―In contrast,‖ he went on, ―all I ever heard from [Wife 

#2]…has been, on a daily basis, how ‗drop dead gorgeous‘ [Wife 

#2] and all her friends say I am, how ‗handsome‘ I am (even her 

high school daughter‘s friends are complimentary), what ‗a 

magnificent body‘ I have, how I am so much fun, classy and 

irresistible, how she wants to have my baby despite our ages, that 

I make her laugh so much, and how I am her ‗Chippendale.‘‖ 

Ah, Bob, you make me laugh so much too!  

One question though: If this new wife of yours makes you so 

happy, why are you spending all this time obsessing over Maryann? 

Moving on, Bob finally works his way around to his visit to 

the psychiatric ward at the York Hospital; ―When I finally met with 

the neuro-psychiarist on a Friday morning, she concluded and 

declared, as I expected—by adamantly walking down to the 

nurses‘ station with me right behind her as she‘d requested—that; 

‗There is nothing wrong with this man! He shouldn‘t be here! He is 

to be discharged at once!‘ No admittee has ever been on that floor 

of the hospital for a shorter period of time than I was.‖  

From there, Bob jumped to his and Maryann‘s three day 

affair, which he described as a kind of utopia that completely 

renewed his hope for their future together. But low and behold, he 

had another ‗hiccup‘—though he fails to disclose what, exactly, he 

did. I think it might have been when he let it slip that he was 

communicating with Maryann‘s in-laws again. At any rate, he 

describes that final breakup as more devastating than anything he 



has endured before or since. But, as Bob put it; ―Then I received 

[Maryann‘s] email, telling me about the ‗most mind-blowing 

orgasm‘ of ‗near stroke‘ proportions you [meaning Bill] 

supposedly had just given to her when she visited you the 

following weekend, and about how much she hated me forever. As 

time went on, and as I talked further with [Judith] about 

[Maryann‘s] historic lies and deceit I knew nothing about because 

[Maryann] is so good about fooling fools like us, I came to 

conclude that it is a good thing for me that I did have that hiccup 

after all.‖  

Which just goes to prove that the best cure for hiccups is 

getting someone to tell you that it‘s someone else‘s fault.  

As for Judith, I‘m sure she felt like she had to keep coming 

up with more dirt on Maryann to ‗pay the rent.‘ And really, how do 

we even know that she actually said all this stuff? 

Up and down the narrative goes, with more highs and lows 

than a bi-polar schizophrenic on a roller coaster. Bob has used 

every negative adjective in the English language to describe 

Maryann over the years, and yet she is the only woman he will ever 

really love and she was the driving force behind everything he did. 

She could make him do anything (except comply with that 2007 

PFA agreement).  

It was only a matter of time before Bob got around to 

Maryann‘s parenting skills in his letter to Dr. Bill. And the first 

thing he criticized was her ―clear contempt of [Ex‘s] rights as a 

father.‖ I think Bob forgot his part in alienating Maryann‘s ex-

husband from his children, through a series of extremely 

demeaning emails which, for some reason, Bob saw fit to copy me 

on. Even back then, I could see that he was ruining any headway 

Maryann and her ex were making towards visitation.  

In one such email, Bob enumerated five ‗rules‘ for when and 

how Maryann‘s ex-husband could contact his children. When 

Maryann‘s ex-husband objected to Bob‘s condescending manner, 

Bob replied: ―Obviously you still are unwilling to follow 

instructions…don‘t bother me again until and unless you write one 



simple sentence, and nothing more—‗Yes, Bob I agree to your 

conditions 1 through 5.‘‖ 

How would you like to get this ultimatum from your ex-

wife‘s lover?  

However, in his letter to Dr. Bill, Bob insists that Maryann‘s 

ex-husband should‘ve been allowed freer access to his children. He 

wrote: ―I have not condoned and cannot condone what [Maryann] 

has done.‖ 

And then Bob wrote something that has haunted me since 

the first time I read it: ―In fact, two weeks ago I presided over a 

child custody trial in which the mother reminded me of 

[Maryann], left the father for a series of extracurricular 

relationships causing him to become alcoholic (and a credible, 

hardworking, recovering one at that); I ultimately told the 

mother, to her face, that I felt that she was dishonest, 

manipulative, loose and in need of parenting courses to promote 

effective co-parenting, communication and cooperation, and I 

denied custody to her, even though she, like [Maryann], does love 

her kids and is otherwise a good mother to her children.‖  

If Bob is to be believed, there are children out there living 

with an ‗alcoholic‘ father instead of a ‗good mother,‘ simply because 

the mother cheated on her husband—or more to the point—because 

Bob believed the mother cheated on her husband, because she 

reminded him of Maryann.  

Bob continued; ―The parallels in my mind were incredibly 

striking in that case. The mother even looked a bit like [Maryann], 

and the father looked a lot like [Maryann‘s ex-husband].‖ 

After this chilling declaration, Bob‘s very next line is as 

follows: ―I will never understand why things did not work out 

between [Maryann] and me.‖ 

This is followed by more shillyshallying between the 

magnificence of what he and Maryann shared verses the horrors he 

suffered at her hands. Then, reluctantly, Bob returns to his present 

life with Wife #2. He concludes: ―And now I have real, 

unconditional love, loyalty and fidelity I am convinced I didn‘t 



have with [Maryann]. But it really is such an empty reality in so 

many ways.‖ 

And with that, I think it‘s time we put an end to ‗Dr. Bill.‘ 

Rest in peace, buddy. 
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Maybe we should‘ve taken Bob more seriously.  It‘s just that 

his behavior was so ridiculous. By this time, I wasn‘t even reading 

his emails anymore. Most of them went straight to the ‗crazy‘ file 

that I had set up for Maryann back when things first started 

getting…well, crazy.  

It wasn‘t until later, when I was being sued by Bob, that I 

would take a closer look at those emails. There were literally 

hundreds of them, and this time I read every appalling word.  

The sad truth is; Bob didn‘t even know me. My existence only 

mattered as it related to him. I was the best friend of his fiancé. 

When he and Maryann had a dispute, he looked to me to support 

his position. When he didn‘t believe what Maryann was telling him, 

he demanded that I reveal the truth. Half the time I had no idea 

what he was talking about. In most of my replies, I tried to say; 

‗Look, Bob, Maryann‘s not out to get you. She loves you.‘  

Later, in his lawsuit, Bob would use this against me too, 

claiming that I ‗deceived‘ and ‗conspired against‘ him by not telling 

him what Maryann was up to.  

It never occurred to Bob that my friendship with Maryann 

had nothing to do with him. 

There was an email from September 2007 that was 

particularly disturbing. The first half of the email was addressed to 

Maryann‘s in-law, while the second half was addressed to me. It 

was entitled ―Of Peacocks and Things/Notice of Impending Legal 



Action Against You‖ [EMAIL8]. In one of my replies, I had referred 

to Bob as a ‗stuffed peacock‘—hence the title. 

Back when I first received this email, I disregarded it as utter 

nonsense. The very existence of such correspondence seemed to 

ensure that no ‗legal action‘ could possibly be taken  (unless I was 

the one taking it). But once I was actually being sued, Maryann and 

I went over it with a fine tooth comb. 

―Listen to this,‖ I said, reading from the part that was 

addressed to Maryann‘s in-law. ―‗The truth is that I gave up my 

professional reputation, my children, a good life, etc., for 

[Maryann]. I would be worth $2 million and be very comfortable 

right now, instead of almost having to start over, had it not been 

for meeting [Maryann] and seeing her walking around my desk 

and planting a tremendous kiss on me instead of just walking out 

the door and leaving us as friends as she, a big girl herself and 

hardly anywhere near as ‗vulnerable‘ as she and Madore like to 

claim, was absolutely capable of doing—especially where she 

should have known much better, given her past affair(s), [Dr. 

Love], etc.‘‖ 

I shook my head. ―He‘s still freely discussing that privileged 

information you shared with him while he was your attorney.‖  

―He‘ll never stop,‖ said Maryann.  

―In this email he‘s blaming you for his financial problems,‖ I 

observed. ―Yet he‘s suing me.‖  

I continued to read; 

―‗If you ever saw Madore, you would think she was at least 

50, not in her early 40‘s and rather unimpressive on many levels, 

in my long-ago, quietly held opinion, yet she thinks she is hot (as 

does, of course, [Maryann]).‘‖  

―The way he defines women is disturbing,‖ I paused to 

remark. ―You, his ex-wife, his girlfriend, and now me—he discusses 

us like we‘re cuts of beef in a butcher shop.‖  

―That‘s pretty much what we are to him,‖ said Maryann.  
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―And here he is again,‖ I said, ―trying to convince everyone 

that he‘s happy with his new girlfriend, as if anyone cared. He says; 

‗[Girlfriend] just absolutely blows those two away (and has finally 

decided to come to Maine a few days a week to be with me, 

regardless of [Maryann‘s] apparent, continuing presence in this 

area). I am done with [Maryann] and Madore trying to control 

and abuse my life. I have been happier during the past few weeks, 

especially since going off the Zoloft I only ever needed because I 

met [Maryann].‘‖ I looked up at Maryann. ―I thought his 

bookkeeper was the one who caused him to go back on the Zoloft?‖  

―I like the part about my ‗apparent, continuing presence in 

the area,‘‖ she quoted. ―What does he expect me to do? Dissolve?‖  

I returned my attention to the email. 

―‗So I hope the guy [Maryann] left me for‘—Oh my god!‖ I 

exclaimed. ―You were living alone in a cottage while he was getting 

engaged!‖ 

―Every moment of our lives is spent on our backs, Nancy,‖ 

she said. ―You know that.‖ 

I continued to read; ‗―I think I‘ve now said what I needed to 

say to you.‘‖ I paused here to remark; ―If only!‖  

―‗The bottom line is that you are simply an extremely 

horrible, undesirable person which is why you feel you need to try 

to harm others when it suits your own selfish objectives and why 

you need to ruin someone like [Maryann], in my very considered, 

informed opinion. It‘s really all about you and your extreme 

selfishness, secrecy, dishonesty, meanness and immoral behavior, 

Nancy. You are the primary reason why [Maryann] and I really 

didn‘t make it as a couple.‘‖  

I looked up. ―All this because I had lunch with you twice a 

month?‖  

Maryann snorted. 

I turned to the last paragraph, which was written in all caps 

(because it wouldn‘t be intimidating enough in lower case letters). I 



was going to remove the caps for you, Reader, but on second 

thought, I decided to share the full experience: 

―‗NANCY, IF YOU FAIL TO FULLY COMPLY WITH THE 

IMMEDIATE, FULL AND UNCONDITIONAL RETURN TO ME OF 

ALL MY EMAILS AND OTHER DOCUMENTS I AUTHORED TO 

ANYONE ELSE BUT [MARYANN] OR YOU, AND PROVIDE 

ASSURANCES TO ME THAT ALL COPIES OF SUCH 

DOCUMENTS YOU HAVE GIVEN TO ANY PERSON OR 

MAINTAIN ON YOUR COMPUTER WILL BE RETRIEVED, 

DESTROYED AND ERASED, AS APPLICABLE, AND NEVER 

DISCUSSED WITH ANY PERSON AGAIN, WITHIN 7 DAYS, I 

MUST AND WILL FILE A LAWSUIT AGAINST YOU FOR 

INVASION OF MY PRIVACY, DEFAMATION AND PUNITIVE 

DAMAGES. YOU HAD/HAVE NO RIGHT TO THOSE 

DOCUMENTS, AND [MARYANN] HAS NO RIGHT TO GIVE 

THEM TO YOU OR [CLARK], AS YOU FOOLISHLY HAVE EVEN 

ADMITTED (YET YOU KEEP AND DISTRIBUTE THEM 

ANYWAY!). SUCH A LAWSUIT WILL, INCIDENTALLY, BE 

WITHOUT PREJUDICE TO CRIMINAL CHARGES I HAVE BEEN 

PRESSING AGAINST YOU REGARDING YOUR COMPUTER 

HACKING ACTIVITIES VICTIMIZING [IN-LAW] AND [BOB‘S EX-

WIFE] (IN CONCERT WITH [MARYANN]) IN 2006, AND YOUR 

LARCENY, CONSPIRACY AND RECEIVING STOLEN PROPERTY 

VICTIMIZING ME AND MY LAW FIRM IN 2007. EVEN 

[MARYANN‘S] MOTHER WAS INVOLVED IN SOME OF THOSE 

2006 ACTIVITIES, AS YOU AND [MARYANN] KNOW! I HAVE 

ABSOLUTELY HAD IT WITH ALL OF YOU—YOU, [MARYANN], 

[MARYANN‘S MOTHER] AND [MARYANN‘S ATTORNEY]—AS 

YOU WILL SOON, VERY COMPREHENSIVELY LEARN, UNLESS 

YOU FULLY MAKE AMENDS AND APOLOGIZE WITHIN THAT 

TIME FRAME. YOU WILL SOON LEARN JUST HOW 

‗NEGLIGENT‘ I TRULY AM NOT, WHEN I ASSERT MY RIGHTS 

IN THESE REGARDS, AND YOU WILL BE STARING INTO THE 

MIRROR AT THE TRULY ‗NEGLIGENT‘ AND INDEED 

MALICIOUS ONE.‘‖ 



Maryann and I were silent for a moment as we contemplated 

this rather confusing threat. 

―What‘s most disturbing,‖ I finally remarked, ―is that he is 

talking about stuff that never happened as if it‘s actually being 

investigated. I mean, I haven‘t been questioned about any of these 

things, have you?‖  

―Nope,‖ she replied. Nor would we ever be. 

  ―I mean…computer hacking?‖ I continued. ―I can‘t even get 

into my own computer accounts half the time. What‘s he talking 

about? Is he referring to that email we sent the Bar about the 

missing funds?‖ 

―That‘s when he started bringing up this ‗hacking‘ business,‖ 

said Maryann. 

 ―Yeah, but how is that hacking?‖ I asked. ―He copied you on 

that email string, which you printed and faxed to the Bar. How is 

that hacking?‖ 

―I‘m pretty sure it‘s not.‖ 

―And the ‗larceny, conspiracy and receiving stolen 

property,‘‖ I continued. ―Is he still referring to that same email?‖  

―That‘s the only document that wasn‘t sent to you directly,‖ 

she said.  

It seemed like an awful lot of charges for one little email. 

Never mind that the email was discussing illegal activities that were 

being covered up in Bob‘s office (of course, it is only my opinion  

that using client funds to pay law firm expenses is an ‗illegal 

activity‘).  

―His mentioning your attorney seems to confirm it,‖ I said. 

―Didn‘t you say you gave Clark your copy of that email after you 

faxed it to the Bar?‖ 

―Yep.‖  

―And then there‘s all this stuff about me victimizing his ex-

wife and your in-law. I don‘t even know his ex-wife, and your in-law 

was the one who contacted me, when she sent me those 



incriminating emails between Bob and your ex. In fact, wasn‘t it 

Bob who threatened her when she did that? And why is Bob still 

talking to her anyway? Why is your former attorney still talking to 

the other side of your case in the very same email where he is 

threatening to sue me for supposed wrongful behavior?‖ I was 

incredulous.  

―He‘s crazy!‖ said Maryann. 

 ―Bob sent me a second edition of this email,‖ I said, ―with 

two additional paragraphs.‖ 

―Welcome to my world,‖ said Maryann, who often got 

revisions to Bob‘s hate-mails. 

―He says—speaking of your relationship—‗It all especially 

broke down when it really became all about you, Nancy. YOU 

were the one constantly urging [Maryann] to meet you, to go to 

bars, restaurants, help you meet guys and vice-verse.‘‖  

―He‘s so full of it,‖ said Maryann. 

―There‘s more,‖ I said, and resumed reading: ―‗I am not the 

one who schemes to hurt someone and to needlessly destroy a 

relationship…and I am not the pathetic person who is jealous 

when her ‗best friend‘ has a relationship she can‘t have. Sad, 

Nancy. Especially because overstuffed female peacocks don‘t even 

have the pretty feathers that the males do.‘‖   

I couldn‘t help laughing at that last bit, but something about 

these two additional paragraphs was bothering me. I looked at 

Maryann. 

―Why does he think all these things about me?‖ I asked. 

―He‘s just looking for somebody to blame,‖ she said.  

The worst thing about people who spew this kind of filth is 

that everyone in the vicinity gets dirty.  

There are too many emails from Bob to publish in this book. 

To date, Maryann and I have collected well over ten thousand. 

Mostly he just keeps re-writing history, reliving different versions of 

their relationship over and over (and over) again. But every now 

and then, he reveals his true self. 



In the summer of 2009, Bob sent Maryann a very telling 

email. Up to that point, she had denied her affair with Rusty 

Hammer out of sheer terror over how Bob might use it against her. 

Considering the mileage he had gotten (and was still getting) from 

the brief affair she‘d had with Dr. Love all the way back in 2000, 

she was beginning to think he could get her stoned to death for this 

one—or, at the very least, force her to wear a scarlet ‗M‘ on her chest 

for the rest of her life.  

I should preface this by telling you that Rusty Hammer was 

never Maryann‘s attorney. His presence at the PFA hearing was 

brought about by Bob‘s insistence that everyone in his office attend 

(and testify on his behalf).  

In his email to Maryann, dated June 4, 2009 [EMAIL10], 

Bob wrote: 

―Attorney [Rusty Hammer] acknowledged to me two weeks 

ago that he did indeed engage in a romantic and sexual affair with 

you during 2007 while you were my fiancé and thereafter, and 

that his time spent with you ceased only after he left his 

employment at Nadeau Law, LLC in October, 2007.  This was 

consistent with information provided to me long ago by [Judith] 

that, as you know, rendered what appeared to me to be an 

imminent reunification of you and your children with me 

permanently impossible.  Nevertheless, because at the time Mr. 

[Hammer] had previously denied his affair and activities with you 

and because you seemed to be reluctant to discuss it and, 

therefore, denied it also, my obligations in that regard were not 

triggered.  

Now, however, based on the recent, further 

information, I understand that because you asserted an attorney-

client objection when Attorney [Hammer] took the witness stand 

to testify during the hearing in the protection case of [Maryann] v. 

Nadeau you filed in the York District Court and that Mr. 

[Hammer] was reportedly serving as a legal advisor to you in 

July, 2009 and perhaps at other times while employed by my 

former law firms, I will have reporting obligations to the 
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malpractice insurance carrier insuring Mr. [Hammer‘s] 

employers at the time, namely, Nadeau & Associates, P.A. (prior to 

September 7, 2007) and Nadeau Law, LLC (on and after 

September 7, 2007).  There were or may have been times when the 

former law firm lacked continuous insurance coverage due to 

premium non-payment issues, but I believe that coverage was in 

place for it during the time period from July, 2007 through 

September 7, 2007 or so, and I am certain that Nadeau Law, LLC 

had continuous coverage thereafter.  

Therefore, if you desire to preserve any claim you may have 

concerning Mr. [Hammer‘s] conduct, please provide me, by not 

later than Friday of this week, with the following detailed 

information, for my transmittal to the insurance carrier.‖  Bob 

follows this up with a list of questions for Maryann to answer about 

their affair. 

Alarmed by this email, Maryann immediately contacted 

Rusty Hammer. And you know what? He hadn‘t admitted anything 

to Bob. 

I took Bob‘s email for a bribe. By suggesting that Maryann 

make this (fraudulent) claim, which would be uncontested (and 

even encouraged) by his law firm, Bob was trying to get her to 

confess to the affair. His efforts to convince Maryann that his 

malpractice insurance was in effect during the period from July to 

September of 2007 makes me think that that‘s when he wanted her 

to claim that their relationship happened.  

Maryann‘s thoughts as she read this email were; ‗I better 

never let him know about the affair because, if he wants proof this 

badly, he must have something really big planned for me.‘ 

But it wasn‘t Maryann that Bob had something ‗really big‘ 

planned for. It was Rusty. As we would learn later, this was a 

prelude to Bob‘s suing Rusty for upwards of six million dollars.  

I don‘t know much about Rusty‘s case, as he never spoke to 

me about it.  But I have a few ideas, based on what I know about 

Bob. I‘m not stating any of this as a fact, mind you. But I want to 

put it out there, because, as stupid as the affair between Rusty and 



Maryann was, it doesn‘t excuse what Bob did to Rusty. The 

courtroom isn‘t a weapon to be used for personal vendettas.  

Shortly after rumors of their affair started floating around 

the office, Maryann told me that Bob gave Rusty a number of ‗big‘ 

client files. These were files that had been languishing in Bob‘s 

office for years. They were problem cases, with major issues, as it 

turned out. How much do you want to bet, Reader, that those cases 

ended up in that lawsuit? 

Like I said, I don‘t know what happened. But one thing I do 

know—because I could see it in Bob‘s subsequent bar complaints 

against Rusty Hammer—is that Bob had planned his revenge very 

carefully. In addition to the big cases he gave Rusty, Bob asked him 

handle a few minor issues in his divorce and bankruptcy cases—

which should‘ve been a red flag because Bob already had someone 

at his firm that he used for personal matters. In any case, as any 

lawyer who has ever worked for Bob could tell you, Bob drafts all of 

his own documents in his many legal dramas. The attorney on 

record is just throwing down a signature. You can see Bob‘s telltale 

style in the pleadings, which are personal and extremely 

intimidating, just like his emails. 

Right or wrong, Rusty accepted those legal tasks and thereby 

created a conflict for himself. Although his affair with Maryann was 

long over by this time, it has been argued (and determined by the 

Bar) that he should have told Bob that there was a conflict before 

‗representing‘ him. As a result, Rusty‘s license to practice law was 

suspended. 

I don‘t know the outcome of Bob‘s lawsuit against Rusty. In 

fact, Rusty appears to have dropped off the face of the earth.      

Compared to Rusty, I guess I got off easy. Bob only sued me 

for a million dollars. But I‘m getting ahead of myself again. First, 

there are few more ‗shades‘ of crazy that I‘d like to show you. 

Whenever Maryann and I are discussing which of Bob‘s 

emails is the creepiest, I always vote for this next one. On June 24, 

2009, Bob wrote: 



―As you know, one of my favorite songs of all time is ‗Ghost 

Story‘ by Sting.  It reminded me of you as I sentimentally and 

hurtfully resigned myself to what had to be regarding you and 

me.  Anyway, while working in my office I decided to find it on the 

internet and play it on my computer speakers this afternoon while 

I worked. I found the song on You Tube and played it, but watched 

the slide show accompanying it in curiosity. Incredibly, at around 

4:47 into the song, the show flips to a photo of two women, one 

lying on top of the other.  The blonde one underneath looks exactly 

like you, circa 2006 when the video was evidently made, and the 

one on top has facial features that are very Madore-like.  I swear 

that it is you. 

Surreal, and wouldn‘t really surprise me.‖ 

These little glimpses into Bob‘s world are almost frightening, 

aren‘t they? Above all, how would Maryann and I end up in a Sting 

video? If this is how he spends his time while ‗working‘ in his office, 

it‘s no wonder his law firm is going belly up.  

Six months later, on January 7, 2010, at 1:00 a.m., this email 

turned up out of the blue; 

―Just an afterthought:  why do you lament your non-

relationship with Bill now, if you supposedly loved me instead, 

never had sex with him, cheated on him, etc., any more than you 

wanted a continued relationship with me when you were doing 

similar things during our relationship?  None of it makes any 

sense in retrospect.‖ 

It makes even less sense when you consider that there wasn‘t 

any ‗Bill.‘ 

Here‘s another random email Maryann received ten months 

later, on November 9, 2010: 

―The fact that you were so ‗over the top‘ in her mind, among 

other things, caused me to separate in less than 2 years. I have my 

own place in NH now, living alone. Guess you were right. You 

women are highly competitive.‖ 



Three years after their breakup, Maryann was still ‗causing‘ 

Bob to do things! 

When Maryann didn‘t respond to this email, Bob sent her 

another one a few days later [EMAIL11a]: 

―Please accept my sincere apologies for the following things, 

in keeping with what I hope will be sincere reciprocation from you 

in response to my recent email covering enumerated issues: 

1.  Ever contacting your ex and those affiliated with him. 

2.  Failing to get court authorization to withdraw as your 

lawyer before melting into your decided enticements to enter you. 

3.  Giving in to my kids' perceived needs in 2003 and giving 

their mother a second chance I truly thought would be short-lived 

(until you unexpectedly filed your bar complaint), instead of 

simply being true to my heart, and putting us both through so 

much doubt, loneliness and hurt for the next two years. 

4.  Failing to push [Wife #1] off me when I awoke on the 

morning I left her for you the final time in 2005.  I realize now, 

and in retrospect, how much that bothered and hurt you, and how 

much I owed you much greater, absolute love and fidelity at that 

time and always. 

5.  Communicating with third parties (i.e., doctors) about 

you out of misplaced confusion, hurt and jealousy you, too, have 

rather cutely exhibited when [Wife #2] was pulling me from you. 

6.  Failing to dedicate much more time to you in lieu of 

spending so much time on the computer dealing with [Wife #1] so 

pointlessly. 

7. Failing to give you regular sexual attention and 

unabashed orgasms and satisfaction.‖  

A few hours later Bob thought of something else to apologize 

for [EMAIL11b]: 

―I forgot to add: 

8. The very brief Perfectmatch thing, even though I am 

convinced that you were betraying me and us.‖ 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Email-Robert-Nadeau-2010Nov12a.pdf
http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Email-Robert-Nadeau-2010Nov12b.pdf


No one can deliver an apology like Bob. He doesn‘t have sex 

with women, he ‗melts into their decided enticements‘ or he ‗fails to 

push them off of him.‘ The women in his life are the aggressors, 

‗pulling‘ him in all directions except the one he‘s supposed to be 

going in. 

We could spend years discussing Bob‘s emails, but I think it‘s 

time to get back to the story. 
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H e ’ s  B a - a c k  

 

 

We had all drifted apart in our efforts to forget about Bob. 

Daddy and I buried ourselves in work, while Maryann buried 

herself in a bottle. 

Just before Bob made his reappearance into our lives, 

something happened to Maryann that he would capitalize on. As 

she was pulling out of a parking space, she accidentally tapped the 

bumper of the car in front of her. Getting out to inspect both cars, 

she saw that there was no damage. So she got back in her car and 

drove away. Someone saw the incident, took down the license plate 

numbers and reported it to the police.  Maryann was charged for 

‗leaving the scene of an accident.‘ 

The man who owned the car Maryann ‗hit‘ was also notified, 

but he never showed up for court, nor did he call in a claim to his 

insurance company. Maryann insists that this is because there was 

no damage to his car. 

Having no money for an attorney, Maryann‘s plan was to 

throw herself on the mercy of the court. So when the prosecutor 

offered to let her ‗off‘ with six months of probation, she took it. In 

her case, ‗probation‘ involved going to the courthouse once a month 

to give them a check. Aside from it costing precious dollars she 

didn‘t have, Maryann didn‘t think much more about it.  

It was shortly after this that Maryann received a call from 

Rusty Hammer to alert her that Bob was suing him for six million 

dollars and that, in the course of that litigation, he had been 

ordered by the court to answer questions about their affair. Rusty 

was afraid for Maryann.  



―He doesn‘t know where to find you, does he?‖ he asked. 

A few weeks later, Maryann got the same call from me. 

I hadn‘t spoken to Maryann in a while. It might seem selfish 

of me, but I needed a break.  

We decided to meet at the ‗Starboard Galley‘ in Newburyport 

and, within minutes, it was like old times again. Here I was being 

sued, and there she was, moving for the umpteenth time, but we 

were carrying on as if we didn‘t have a care in the world. 

―What‘s he suing you for?‖ she finally got around to asking. 

―He says I defamed him,‖ I replied. 

―You defamed him?‖ she shrieked. Her expression turned 

bitter. ―All the lies that rotten bastard has told about both of us—to 

anyone who would listen—and he‘s suing you for defamation!‖ 

I nodded. ―And for Daddy‘s bill.‖ 

But Bob‘s lawsuit was too depressing to dwell on for any 

length of time, so we quickly turned the subject around to lighter 

topics, like what color Bob‘s hair would be for the trial. Mostly we 

just laughed to keep from crying. 

Like it or not (we didn‘t), Bob was back in our lives. 
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Scott Gleason is a short, stocky Irishman who comes on 

quietly but really packs a punch. He‘s an agreeable fellow with a no-

nonsense, confident manner that has the effect of putting those 

around him at ease (or taking them by surprise). Above all, he‘s a 

professional, and his specialty is moving in for the kill.  

 No, he‘s not a hit-man. He‘s a well-known and highly 

respected attorney in Massachusetts. His most notable 

characteristic—the thing you notice within the first hour of knowing 

him—is that he is a man of integrity.  

Now, I realize that those two concepts (attorney and 

integrity) might seem at odds for some of you. Believe me, I felt the 

same way. But in Scott‘s case it‘s true, and I‘m certain that anyone 

who has worked with him would tell you the same.  

Over the years I‘ve gotten to know Scott pretty well. Above 

all, I‘ve learned that he loves the law. My association with him has 

restored some of the respect I‘ve lost for the judicial system 

(through my association with Bob). Although Scott has taken some 

heat for representing ‗terrible‘ people in the course of his very 

successful career, this, too, speaks of his integrity. He believes in 

such concepts as ‗innocent until proven guilty‘ and ‗everyone‘ being 

entitled to ‗representation.‘ Those things mean more than just 

dollar signs to him. 

In fact, this issue of integrity has become an integral part of 

this book for me. This isn‘t just the story of an unethical man who 

uses the judicial system to terrorize people. This is the story of a 

judicial system that is inadvertently protecting the people who set 

out to abuse it. 



Let‘s assume, for a moment, that you have a legitimate claim 

against someone who has hurt you, or cost you, or for whatever 

reason, owes you money. It could be anything—a divorce, a bad 

business deal, embezzlement—it doesn‘t matter. You find a lawyer, 

and you rely upon him (or her) to advise you about what to do next. 

Now, quite often in those early meetings, you will leave your 

lawyer‘s office feeling much better than you did when you went in. 

You weren‘t even sure you had a case, but now you‘re convinced 

that you‘re entitled to the world. You feel pretty good! 

But over time, the bubble starts to leak. The truth becomes 

more and more distorted, until even you don‘t know what happened 

anymore. You sit through one irrelevant hearing after another, 

anxiously trying to read the judge‘s expression until you realize that 

he isn‘t even listening. In fact, it‘s apparent that he resents having 

to be there. His apathy is astounding. 

Several years (and thousands of dollars) later, you would 

give your opponent the shirt off your back just to not have to do this 

anymore. Angry and exasperated, you turn to your attorney and 

ask; ‗What the hell?‘  

This is, sadly, the moment of truth, when you‘ll hear you‘re 

lawyer say what he should‘ve said in that first meeting; ‗Your case 

sucks!‘  

It‘s the same on the other side of this coin—when you‘re 

being sued for something you didn‘t do or didn‘t owe, or whatever it 

is that they are claiming against you. You get the lawyer, he 

promises you the moon, yada yada yada—same process—and it ends 

pretty much the same as when you were the one doing the suing.  

The reason for this is that the process is so lengthy, 

confusing and expensive, that there is no way to win—unless—you 

actually did do something to hurt that other person, or you 

legitimately do owe them money. Now you have something to gain! 

The prolonged proceedings, the lengthy pleadings, the irrelevant 

hearings—all of these create a murky environment where the truth 

can be concealed. It will probably still cost you, but the hope is that 



the cost will be less than what that other person is lawfully entitled 

to. 

See how it works? No matter which scenario you use, the 

only ones who come out ahead are the ones who are actually in the 

wrong (and of course, the lawyers). There are a few exceptions, but 

they depend on the attorney who is representing you. And this is 

the crux of it: attorneys make more money if they allow the abuse of 

the litigation process to go unchallenged. When it comes to the 

judicial system, it truly is the fox that‘s guarding the henhouse. 

And that‘s where integrity comes in.  

And there are attorneys with integrity out there.  

Scott Gleason grew up in Haverhill, Massachusetts. From 

little comments he‘s made, I‘ve gathered that he was a tad rowdy in 

his youth, but in his case, it seems to have made him a more 

empathetic person. He‘s not at all judgmental in that way that 

people with integrity can sometimes be. He attended Notre Dame, 

emerging with much more than just lifelong friendships. It was 

there that his strong sense of values was developed. He often refers 

to Notre Dame concepts and ideals with a kind of reverence that 

indicates his deep connection to that institution and all that it 

stands for.  

Any other lawyer looking at Bob‘s lawsuit would‘ve assured 

me that I had nothing to worry about. But the worry wasn‘t that I 

would lose a million dollars to Bob. The worry was what the process 

was going to cost me. Knowing Bob like I did, I knew the cost would 

be high. Scott knew this too, and he didn‘t try to sugarcoat it.  

Take, for instance, Bob‘s claim that I had defamed him. All I 

had ever said about Bob was that he was unethical. Even if I had 

screamed it from the rooftops, Bob‘s claim wouldn‘t have had any 

merit because his behavior was unethical. It is unethical for an 

attorney to offer help or advice to someone opposing a person he 

has represented in the past. It is unethical for an attorney to 

communicate information that‘s been shared with him by a client. It 

is unethical to use client funds to pay office expenses. These things 

aren‘t just unethical. They are forbidden. And Bob did them. 



Repeatedly. In writing! So I would have been justified in screaming 

about it from the rooftops. But, as a matter of fact, all I did was file 

a complaint with the appropriate board, asking them to ‗look into‘ 

this behavior that I (correctly) believed was unethical. 

And yet, the fact that I hadn‘t done anything wrong meant 

very little to my case.  And it had nothing to do with the penalty I 

would have to pay. 

Rusty admitted the truth about his and Maryann‘s affair in 

his deposition, though he couldn‘t remember when  it happened, 

which, I think, hurt his case considerably. 

I was also called in for a deposition. He was representing 

himself at that point, so I got to see how much he enjoyed the 

process. In fact, I got the distinct impression that the process—

particularly the discovery process—was what he liked best. It 

provided a sort of playground atmosphere for him, where he could 

do as he wished with very little interference.  

I wasn‘t all that concerned about the lawsuit itself. How 

could I be? It was a farce. But I was very wary of this bully who had 

been let loose on the playground. And I had never testified in a 

deposition before. 

Bob began my deposition by entering a stack of exhibits. 

They were the emails Bob and I exchanged during the period when I 

was helping my brother prepare his case. In them, I often used the 

term ‗we‘ when referring to my brother‘s case, as in; ‗We will get you 

that document right away.‘ Later, when Bob or his bookkeeper were 

looking for money, they found it easier to email me than to try and 

reach my brother directly. I would either remind my brother to send 

them a check, or, if he happened to be working out of town, I would 

pay with my credit card and have him pay me back later. 

Bob‘s claim that I owed my brother‘s bill was based on three 

premises. First, by using the word ‗we‘ when discussing Daddy‘s 

case, Bob felt that I was admitting to being a party in that case. 

Next, by making some of the payments for my brother, Bob felt that 

I was guaranteeing the account. And when all this failed (as it had 

to, because it doesn‘t stand up to the law), Bob claimed that I 



‗personally guaranteed‘ the account in a telephone conversation we 

supposedly had.  

Above all else, I couldn‘t help wondering why anyone would 

want me as a guarantor. My brother was earning enough to invest 

over a hundred thousand dollars in a two year period, while I was 

struggling just to make the mortgage payment on my house every 

month. Not to mention that Bob put everything in writing. Ninety-

nine point nine percent of our correspondence occurred through 

email. Why would this one critical bit of information be left 

unmentioned?  

Bob had asked my brother to sign a contract. Why not me, 

the guarantor sign it? To this, Bob heaped more insult to injury by 

claiming that he had ‗trusted‘ me as a ‗friend.‘ This was a 

particularly bitter pill for me to swallow—and it was the second 

time I had to swallow it. You may recall that Bob also claimed to be 

my friend when he was threatening to sue Maryann‘s in-laws for 

forwarding Bob‘s incriminating emails to me. As in that previous 

case, Bob‘s supposed ‗friendship‘ struck me like a slap in the face. 

Even more upsetting was the fact that Daddy really had 

considered his partners to be friends, and yet that didn‘t stop Bob 

from later criticizing him for not having a ‗signed contract.‘  

In my deposition, Bob tried to wear me down by questioning 

me on each and every instance where I used the term ‗we.‘ Even if I 

used it twelve times in one email, he meticulously went through 

each and every one—forcing me to first admit that, first, I had 

written ‗we,‘ and second, that I hadn‘t specified that I was talking 

about my brother‘s case and not my own. He did the same with each 

and every payment I made. This caused the deposition to drag on.  

―I‘m agreeing that I said ‗we‘ repeatedly when referring to my 

brother‘s case,‖ I said at one point. ―I‘m agreeing that I did that, and 

also that I paid in advance for [Daddy] sometimes. Can we move on 

to something else?‖  

But Bob refused to move on, because he was having more fun 

forcing me to admit, over and over again, that I had used the term 

‗we.‘ It would give me something to sweat over.   



Of course, I knew why he was pushing it so hard. His 

supposed ‗belief‘ that I owed my brother‘s bill was the closest thing 

he had to a credible reason for dragging me into the legal system. 

There wasn‘t any defamation, or anything else that Bob was 

accusing me of. In fact, as we would later learn, all of Bob‘s other 

claims were just a temporary means for him to get his hands on 

private information that he had no right to. 

After establishing that I had, in fact, used the term, ‗we,‘ 

somewhere in the vicinity of six thousand times, Bob got down to 

the real reason for the deposition. His questions turned to my 

brother‘s private financial affairs. This put me on instant alert. It 

was the first time it occurred to me that I might not be the only one 

Bob would be seeking revenge against.  

There‘s a certain trust that is awarded attorneys, which 

allows them to compel people to reveal information that would 

otherwise be considered private—but only as it relates to a case. It is 

permitted in the course of seeking justice. Obviously, this gives 

attorneys a great deal of leeway—and power. They‘re given this 

power in good faith. The information they are privy to is not theirs 

to do with as they wish.  

Knowing that Bob‘s questions had nothing to do with my 

case—and having no faith that Bob was worthy of the trust granted 

him as an attorney—I did my best to avoid his questions about my 

brother‘s finances. 

Next, Bob brought the deposition around to Maryann. He 

wanted to know about her affair with Rusty Hammer. 

―Did [Maryann] ever represent to you that she had any 

physical relationship with Mr. [Hammer]?‖ he asked.  

―Objection,‖ said Scott. 

―That‘s fine,‖ replied Bob dismissively. ―It‘s a simple 

question; yes or no?‖ 

Even though Rusty Hammer had already admitted to the 

affair, I was still opposed to discussing it with Bob. Unlike him, I 



had misgivings about revealing information I received in trust. But 

Bob wasn‘t giving up without a fight.  

It didn‘t take long for me to develop an affinity with people 

who crack during interrogations.  

―This is going so over the top now,‖ argued Scott, who was as 

outraged by Bob‘s questions as I was. ―I know that what‘s 

abundantly clear from the discovery you requested—looking for 

pictures of [Maryann]—that you have got something for [Maryann]. 

But that has nothing to do with your claim against my client, so why 

don‘t we stay right there, before we get too far into paradise lost.‖ 

But Bob was too heavily invested in paradise lost to go back 

now. The two attorneys battled it out—until I interrupted them. 

―Yes!‖ I announced—in response to Bob‘s question about 

whether or not I knew about Maryann‘s affair with Rusty Hammer.  

Bob turned to me with a look of pure rapture. It was the 

closest I would ever get to meeting ‗Happy Bob.‘ 

Bob‘s voice, when he spoke, was commanding. ―What did she 

tell you or what did you observe?‖  

―I observed nothing,‖ I snapped, irritated anew by the 

pleasure he was getting from this. ―She told me that they had sex.‖ 

―When did she tell you,‖ he pressed. ―And where did it 

occur?‖ 

When did she tell me? Where did it occur? Did he think I 

spent every waking moment obsessing over this stuff like he did?  

As if I remembered—or cared!  

All this time and expense, just to find out if Maryann really 

cheated on him—after he was already cheating on her! All those 

emails, with his ridiculous accusations, sent to anyone and 

everyone—slandering me as if I were Maryann‘s pimp—and now 

demanding a confession that wasn‘t even mine to make. I was filled 

with disgust. 

I smiled my most evil smile. ―Everywhere,‖ I said.  



And that, ladies and gentlemen, is why you can‘t believe a 

confession from a person who‘s been tortured. 

A few weeks after these depositions confirming the affair 

(and a few weeks before calling her as a witness), Bob sent Maryann 

an email [EMAIL17]. It is one very long piece of hate mail, but 

here‘s a quick peek: 

―During the past 3 years, in the course of handling various 

legal matters, I have surprisingly been informed by people who 

knew you much better than they knew me…that you entirely lied to 

and deceived me throughout the years of our relationship.  Each 

person has independently confirmed that you pursued and had 

sexual relations, including intercourse, with [Rusty Hammer].‖  

He continues with painstaking attention to detail: ―I now 

know that you drove [Hammer] from the office one late 

winter/early spring work night, in your VW, to a parking location 

near the beach; that you wore a skirt with no panties underneath 

and apparently thereafter exposed yourself to him (deja vu for 

me); that his pants and zipper became undone (again, deja vu all 

over again); that you then climbed over to the passenger seat and 

on top of him; and, that you two fucked. According to two 

independent witnesses, you and [Hammer] fucked ‗everywhere‘ 

you could.‖  

Oops…that last bit might‘ve come from me, which just goes 

to show that you can‘t believe everything you hear (I guess that‘s 

why they call it ‗hearsay‘). 

But Bob didn‘t stop there: ―I am so very thankful that I 

found someone so much more attractive, sincere, genuine and 

worthwhile, as well as sexy as hell but athletic and devoid of your 

fake, grossly oversized boobs and flabby butt with thick upper 

legs.‖  

Personally, I felt that he had gotten his point across, but he 

didn‘t stop there either.  ―You have been called a ‗slut,‘ ‗white trash,‘ 

‗homely,‘ having a ‗big, ugly nose,‘ a ‗manipulator,‘ very 

‗narcissistic,‘ very ‗immature,‘ very ‗insecure‘ despite your 

posturing to the contrary, a ‗vamp,‘ a ‗user,‘ and, most 
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importantly, an utter liar and fraud with very little of meaning to 

contribute to anyone else's life.‖   

Bob‘s email actually goes on like this for a while. He closes it 

with a threat to write a blog about Maryann.  

The most disturbing thing about this email is that Bob sent it 

to Maryann knowing full well that he would be calling her as a 

witness in a few weeks. For those of you who are new to this judicial 

stuff, it‘s called ‗tampering with a witness,‘ and like most of the 

things Bob does, it is against the law. People go to jail for it. 

Maryann was terrified. It was like the past three years never 

happened. She went back to her days of living in limbo. The ‗lines‘ 

Bob operated within seemed stretched to the breaking point. She 

wondered how much farther he could go before he finally snapped. 

She locked her windows and doors (I did the same). She even went 

out and bought mace.  

And that‘s when Maryann received her ‗notice of deposition.‘ 

She felt trapped. It seemed an extraordinary injustice that she 

should be forced to answer to this man who had already harmed her 

and her children so much. Anyone else would‘ve been arrested for 

stalking, but Bob had been permitted to openly harass her—literally 

contacting everyone in her life dating back to high school. And now 

she would have to sit in a room and answer every question he put to 

her, no matter how private or embarrassing. 

So Maryann evaded all of Bob‘s questions, even the 

seemingly innocent ones. It wasn‘t that she had anything to hide; 

her affair with Rusty was already out in the open. She just didn‘t 

want to give Bob more ammunition. And for Bob, everything is 

ammunition. 

Maryann‘s entire body shook during the five hour ordeal. 

There were moments when it appeared as if she had no idea what 

she was saying. She repeatedly insisted, for example, that she had 

never seen Bob‘s 2005 email to Dr. Love. She and Bob had fought 

over that email countless times. But sitting in that deposition room, 

scared out of her wits, she simply couldn‘t remember it.  

Before Bob even got started, Scott put forth this objection; 



―I‘ve noticed on the subpoena that was sent to [Maryann] 

that there were all kinds of requests made relative to a fellow by the 

name of [Rusty Hammer], [Houseguy], [High school boyfriend], et 

cetera. How are those individuals relevant to the complaint that you 

filed against Ms. Madore?‖ 

―It has absolutely no relevance,‖ grumbled Maryann 

resentfully. ―It doesn‘t.‖ 

―As you are aware, counsel,‖ replied Bob, ―a portion of the 

lawsuit involving your client relates to her malice or bad faith 

conduct with respect to the filing of various professional complaints 

against me. The information and the knowledge, if any, that Ms. 

Madore may have had regarding those things goes to the issues of 

malice, bad faith and so forth.‖ 

What Bob‘s suggesting here is that if I had knowledge of 

Maryann‘s sexual activities, that would indicate ‗bad faith‘ or 

‗malice‘ when filing my bar complaint against him.  

The thing is, Reader; anyone can file a bar complaint, and it 

is entirely up to the Bar to decide which complaints have merit and 

which ones do not.   

Furthermore, the Board of Overseers of the Bar is the only 

forum where an attorney‘s behavior can be monitored. It is a 

necessary process because attorneys are granted privileges far 

beyond those of the average person, especially in matters of trust. 

People must be allowed to report unethical behavior without the 

fear of being caught up in an expensive lawsuit. 

So, to Bob‘s ridiculous response, Scott replied: 

―We went down this wild goose chase before, at the prior 

deposition, when I extended some leeway that areas were going to 

be explored that have some relevance. I‘ve had an opportunity to 

review the transcript of Ms. Madore‘s deposition. There were 

literally hours spent on totally immaterial, irrelevant discussion and 

questioning. And this search again today appears to be headed in 

that direction. And we just want you to know in advance that we are 

objecting. But not only are we objecting, we think that it is just an 

absolute waste of time. One can only have serious reservations 



relative to why these areas of, in particular, sexual history, are 

relevant to this case…What we have heard from you is the blanket 

statement; ‗it will get material, it will get relevant.‘ That‘s what we 

heard before. It didn‘t happen. We suspect it won‘t be happening 

again today, and we‘re going to take measures so that you are on 

notice in advance.‖ 

Now, just so you know, Reader, objecting to a deposition 

question doesn‘t mean you don‘t have to answer it. In fact, if you 

don‘t answer a question in a deposition, the questioning attorney 

can seek an order from a judge, compelling you to answer. Often, 

you‘ll be charged a fine, called a ‗sanction,‘ for refusing to answer in 

the first place. The idea is this; put your objections on the record, 

answer the questions, and then let the judge decide what stays in 

for the trial and what gets thrown out. 

But we weren‘t concerned that Bob might use this 

information at the trial. Our concerns related to what uses Bob 

would find for the information beyond the trial.  

In fact, of the more than twenty hours Bob spent pumping us 

all for information, none of it was used at the trial. And yet, it still 

proved extremely useful to Bob, as you will see.  

The first thing Maryann did after she was sworn in, was put 

it on the record that she was afraid of Bob and therefore would not 

answer any questions about her personal life—especially where she 

lived. 

―What is your current address?‖ he asked in response. 

―I refuse to answer that,‖ she said.  

―You understand that a judge may order you—‖ 

―A judge can order me to do anything he likes, but you are 

not the judge, so you can‘t.‖ 

Bob pressed the issue, but apparently Maryann didn‘t crack 

as easily as I did.  

―According to a detective,‖ continued Bob, ―you still drive a 

[Maryann‘s car and registration number]; is that correct?‖ 



Maryann paled. ‗According to a detective?‘ The threat was 

clear—and there was that look on his face, the one that said; ‗I have 

something on you.‘  

Bob‘s threat had the effect of instantly putting Maryann on 

the defensive. She became almost combative.  

I listened in dismay. We were both too distraught to be 

reliable witnesses.  

And yet, she had her moments.  At one point, Bob asked her; 

―Who files bar complaints?‖ He was trying to get her to say ‗clients‘ 

file bar complaints. He was still pushing the idea that I was the 

client in my brother‘s case, and therefore, responsible for the bill. I 

don‘t know how Maryann‘s opinion about this could have helped. 

The simple fact is that a person doesn‘t have to be a client to file a 

bar complaint against an attorney.  

However, when Bob pursued this line of questioning with 

Maryann, she saw red. She wasn‘t even thinking of my bar 

complaint anymore. He had brought up a bad memory. 

―My understanding,‖ she yelled, ―is that people who come to 

you and pay you, and file their divorce—when they are trying to 

support two little kids—you fuck them in your office. That‘s my 

understanding of people who file bar complaints, Bob, and it 

destroyed my entire life. Do you really want to go there?‖ 

―My question is—‖ he began again, but she cut him off. 

―My answer is that people file these complaints because 

people like you, who have a meaningless law degree on their wall, 

take advantage of people who are in situations, who are not even 

remotely aware of what you are doing because you are that good of 

a liar. That‘s why people file bar complaints. Please don‘t make me 

say it five more times. That‘s why they file complaints, because 

people like you are unethical, immoral scum, and you take 

advantage of, and pray on the weak, and fuck them in your office 

and then charge them for that appointment, you sick bastard.‖ 

―Clients file them?‖ persisted Bob, ―or other people? What‘s 

your understanding?‖ 



―I‘m going to walk out the door,‖ she said.  

You might say that she was a ‗hostile‘ witness. Actually, we 

were all getting a little flustered. 

―You‘re asking did we fuck at the office?‖ she yelled. ―No. You 

and I did that, Bob!‖ 

―All right,‖ said Bob. ―Where else did you fuck?‖ 

―Objection!‖ said Scott, jumping up from his chair. ―Can we 

please—really, counsel!‖ 

At this point the record states that the parties were ‗all 

speaking over each other.‘ 

―Please!‖ begged Scott. ―For the record—as to the relevance—

where this witness was ‗fucking‘ Mr. [Hammer] is relevant to your 

lawsuit against Nancy Madore, how?‖ 

―You may disagree regarding relevance,‖ replied Bob huffily, 

and then, turning back to Maryann, ―but my question is: Did you 

discuss this information? Do you agree that you discussed your 

activity with Mr. [Hammer] with Nancy Madore?‖ 

―Objection, counsel,‖ said Scott. ―What does this have to do—

counsel, this is madness.‖ 

―What is madness?‖ asked Bob. 

―This is madness,‖ said Scott. ―I think you need to seek 

counsel—legal representation—because this is a distortion of the 

process of what we‘re doing in discovery and deposition. It‘s a 

distortion. And where this witness—I cannot even sit by here idly 

and allow somebody to be embarrassed and humiliated because you 

are having pleasure with it—about where, specifically, in 

apartments or houses she had sex, and with whom, and how that‘s 

got anything to do with your claim versus Nancy Madore.‖  

―First of all, there‘s no pleasure, believe me, with respect to 

this whatsoever,‖ said Bob. 

―Oh yeah,‖ said Scott, glancing around the room, ―can‘t you 

tell?‖ 



―And secondly,‖ continued Bob, ignoring his comment, ―this 

case largely involves what Ms. Madore knew, condoned and 

encouraged—all consistent with the issues of bad faith that 

motivated her filing of the professional complaints. Now, all of you 

can insist until you are blue in the face—and you are welcome to do 

that—that there was no such thing, but that, ultimately, will be up 

to a finder of fact to determine.‖ 

Let this be a warning to all you best friends out there. If you 

suspect that your bestie is cheating, you better report it 

immediately, or else you are ‗condoning‘ and ‗encouraging‘ it, not to 

mention that anything you do could be construed as ‗malice‘ and 

‗bad faith.‘  

―So you are suggesting,‖ clarified an incredulous Scott 

Gleason, ―as to relevance; the fact that this witness was having sex 

in various places and, in particular, where in the apartment, is 

going to be evidence of my client condoning her conduct and 

somehow that‘s relevant to your lawsuit? That‘s your point, right, 

counsel?‖ 

―Counselor, no, it‘s beyond that,‖ insisted Bob. ―And I‘m not 

going to tell you my entire strategy. I don‘t need to. This is 

discoverable.‖ 

―No,‖ said Scott, completely flabbergasted by this point. 

―No…just…no, it‘s not, counsel. This is so irrelevant to this case. 

You need to seek legal assistance. Counsel, I urge you!‖ 

―People have been saying this for years,‖ threw in Maryann. 

―He just doesn‘t listen.‖ 

And Bob still wasn‘t listening. ―Did you discuss with Ms. 

Madore—in connection with her dislikes for me—your activities 

with Mr. [Hammer]?‖ he was still persisting an hour later. 

―Bob, I have tried to explain this, maybe twelve times now,‖ 

said Maryann, almost pleading with him by this time. ―That it is 

your—and your alone—actions that make people dislike you.‖ She 

pointed at me. ―This person did nothing other than try to actually 

make this work out between you and I, but you couldn‘t even allow 

that to happen because you are such a narcissistic sociopath and a 



loon that everything that everyone says to you, just like Mr. 

Gleason, saying you should not be representing yourself because 

everything you say always comes back to haunt you, yet you 

continue. You cannot stop yourself.‖ She sighed in frustration. ―She 

didn‘t hate you Bob, until you destroyed my whole life. She‘s my 

best friend. She‘s supposed to love you and send you FTD 

bouquets? No. She‘s not going to.  This has nothing to do with 

anything. Did I have sex with [Rusty Hammer]? Yes, I did. I loved 

it. Thanks for asking. Did she have anything to do with it? Did she 

say; ‗Yeah, you should go do it?‘ No.‖ 

This is where her little outburst led Bob: 

―When is it that you say that she hated me for—in your 

words—destroying your life?‖ he asked. ―Before you were involved 

with [Hammer], or after?‖  

―I don‘t know,‖ said an exhausted Maryann. ―I‘m not Nancy. 

I don‘t know what her feelings are for you. Sorry. She was nothing 

but nice to you and kind to you and even came to you, trusting you 

with her brother‘s case. This is how you repay everyone who comes 

in contact with you—destruction and torture.‖ 

Bob even tried to pin Maryann‘s restraining order on me. 

―Had you discussed the filing of the PFA complaint against 

me with Ms. Madore before you filed it?‖ he asked. 

―Yes,‖ she replied. ―I recall saying; ‗He‘s going to come kill 

me when he gets out of the hospital.‘ Do your remember that, 

Nancy?‖  

―I do,‖ I replied. 

―All right!‖ exclaimed Bob, as if he were about to crack the 

case wide open. ―Did she then encourage you to file it?‖ 

Here‘s another lesson for you best friends out there. If your 

‗bestie‘ tells you she‘s afraid that her boyfriend is going to kill her; 

do not, under any circumstances, ‗encourage‘ her to get a protection 

order.  

From there Bob moved on to Houseguy. You might recall 

that, when Bob found the email string between Maryann and 



Houseguy, he accused me of setting them up. I replied at the time—

as I would today—that I didn‘t believe anything was going on 

between Maryann and Houseguy. 

 ―Do you recall that Ms. Madore went to your defense 

regarding these communications?‖ he asked Maryann. 

―Bob, I‘m sure she did because nothing was going on,‖ she 

said.  

―Well. You say that nothing was going on. Let me go to the 

second page—‖ 

―Again, you tell me first what this has to do with Nancy‘s 

case,‖ said Maryann for the umpteenth time. ―I‘m not going to play 

lover‘s roulette here with you. I‘m really just not going to do it.‖ 

―Well—‖ he resumed, but she cut him off again. 

―I don‘t know!‖ she cried. ―Whatever you‘re going to ask me, 

I don‘t know. I don‘t know anything from now on.‖ 

So Bob went back to questioning her about her affair with 

Rusty Hammer, insisting; ―It involves [Nancy‘s] motivation and 

credibility.‖  

―No,‖ argued Maryann. ―It has everything to do with you and 

your bruised ego. So why don‘t you get over it and move on? Go 

home to your ugly wife and let‘s just roll here. Let‘s just roll. I want 

to hear what you have to say about this case.‖ 

―I take it that you don‘t want to answer any more questions 

concerning Mr. [Hammer] in this case,‖ said Bob.  

I almost shouted out; ‗By George, I think he‘s got it!‘   

Bob continued; ―So I will have to schedule your deposition in 

relation to that case.‖ 

―You‘ve got today,‖ objected Scott, misunderstanding Bob‘s 

meaning. ―You are going to have to get a court order if you want 

anything after.‖ 

―No,‖ said Bob, giving Maryann his most self-satisfied smile. 

―I‘m talking about with respect to Mr. [Hammer], that doesn‘t 

relate to Ms. Madore.‖ 



―You are talking about some other case!‖ exclaimed Scott. 

―Look—I‘m glad you just admitted to asking questions about 

another case!‖  

At the thought of another deposition Maryann panicked. And 

in the midst of that panic, she made the critical mistake of giving 

Bob more information about her life. She announced that she would 

not be able to attend any future depositions because she was 

moving out of the state.  

Bob wouldn‘t use this information until later, however. 

I was almost as relieved as Maryann when it was over. We 

walked out of there dazed and dreading the fallout.   

My brother was next in line, but he was even cagier than 

Maryann. Bob had demanded that he bring all kinds of personal 

information with him, including financial documents for the last 

hundred years. My brother didn‘t produce so much as a post-it 

note. 

When asked why, he simply replied that he didn‘t know 

where any of it was. When asked if he had requested the 

information from his bank or the IRS, he replied that he had not 

and would not. When asked if he would sign a release to authorize 

his accountant to supply the information he said he would not. 

Threats of court hearings and fines did nothing to break down my 

brother‘s resolve. He flat out refused. Bob asked him if he had any 

special place where he kept important documents. 

―No,‖ he replied with a mock hopelessness that you had to 

know him to truly appreciate. ―I have no special places in this 

world.‖  

Scott couldn‘t resist interjecting—―You have a special place 

in Nancy‘s heart,‖ and the three of us laughed. 

But Bob was not amused. ―Is this really necessary?‖ he asked. 

The thing that saved my brother was that, when it came to 

dates, he genuinely had no memory. Because of this, Bob was 

thwarted at every turn with truthful answers of; ‗I don‘t remember.‘ 



But like I said; with Bob, you never knew when, or from which 

direction, it would come. 

―Were you involved in any litigation with your sister where 

she was your opponent?‖ he asked. 

My brother was horrified by the thought. ―God no!‖ 

Bob handed him a copy of the lien he‘d gotten for work on 

my house and suddenly he remembered. His eyes met mine. I could 

see how mortified he was and I knew exactly how he felt. To have 

someone like Bob fumbling maliciously with this information—

thinking, as Bob would, that he had stumbled onto some private 

wound from the past that he could now pick at, like a scab, in an 

effort to inflict pain—was almost too much to endure.  I felt 

responsible, recalling the pressure I had put on him to file the 

lawsuit in the first place.  

 Naturally, Bob was encouraged by our discomfort. He 

wanted details, but for my brother, the incident was over and 

forgotten. 

Bob handed him a copy of the initial judgment that was 

awarded in that case, before it was overturned by a judge and, 

shortly after that, abandoned by my brother.  

―Did you ever receive any money from either your sister or 

her ex-fiancé in satisfaction of that judgment?‖ asked Bob. 

―No.‖  

―When you filed for bankruptcy, did you list this judgment as 

an asset in your bankruptcy case?‖ asked Bob. 

―No. It wasn‘t an asset.‖ 

―Objection,‖ interjected Scott. ―Is there some relevance to 

this?‖ 

―Yes, there is, counselor,‖ replied Bob. 

―What is it?‖ asked Scott. ―Put it on the record, please.‖ 

―I‘m not going to put it on the record,‖ countered Bob, but he 

changed the subject to the case he represented my brother in, 

hurling legal questions at him that he couldn‘t possibly answer. 



Bob‘s intention here, I believe, was to browbeat my brother into 

admitting that he didn‘t know a thing about the law, and therefore, 

had no right to complain about the work Bob had done on his case. 

Bob played up my brother‘s ignorance of the law to the hilt, 

but I have to say, I think Daddy held his own.  

―The proof is in the pudding,‖ he told Bob at one point. ―You 

didn‘t file any liens. So why keep talking about the liens? They 

weren‘t filed. I don‘t know why, that‘s not my department. I hired 

you. That‘s why you hire an attorney to represent you, because you 

don‘t know all the laws. I don‘t know how to get these things done. 

All I do is go by what you tell me. You‘re my attorney. So if 

something did not take place, I presume it‘s your fault.‖  

The lien in question had been approved by the court. It just 

hadn‘t been filed. Bob claimed he didn‘t file it because my brother 

was behind on his bill.  

The filing fee for a lien is $90. 

―You dropped the ball,‖ said my brother. ―Face it. You did 

not get it done and that‘s why you were fired and that‘s why I did 

not pay the bill.‖ 

―If you had concluded that something had not been done 

right in your case, did you call me and ask me about it?‖ asked Bob. 

―By then it was a dead issue,‖ said Daddy. ―I talked to you in 

court that day and I—you were fumbling around in court. You had 

nothing ready. And to be frank, you didn‘t represent me very well 

that day in court.‖ 

―Did you win your motion or not?‖ asked Bob. 

―I won a temporary motion, but as you said, that meant 

nothing.‖ 

―If it was recorded it would have been a lien, do you 

understand that?‖ asked Bob. 

―If it was recorded!‖ exclaimed my brother. ―You did not 

record it! You were my attorney at the time and then you did not 

record it. Does something sound not quite right?‖ 



―And your testimony is that your sister did not tell you about 

the email that I sent her regarding my efforts to reach you to get 

funds so that we could record—‖  

―Funds to record!‖ demanded my brother. ―At this point I‘ve 

already paid you over $8,000 and you can‘t do me a solid and go 

and get that when you know the urgency?‖ 

―Did you ever call me back and say ‗hey‘—tell me all that and 

complain?‖ 

―Do I have to tell you that?‖  

―Yes!‖ said Bob. 

Bob‘s reason for not filing the lien was that he didn‘t believe 

he should have to spend money ‗out of pocket‘ for a client who was 

behind on his bill. 

The Board of Overseers agreed.  

Interestingly, although Bob wasn‘t willing to spend $90.00 

to file that critical lien, he was willing to spend another ten hours of 

his time—filing pleadings that weren‘t critical to my brother‘s case 

at all, as it turned out.   

This begs the question: Is it that Bob‘s time isn‘t worth shit—

or is it that Bob is full of shit? Think about it. It has to be one or the 

other.  

A little while later, my brother hit the nail on the head again. 

―What is the vendetta that you have against me?‖ he asked. ―I 

went to bankruptcy court, you know. You are not supposed to try to 

collect on that debt whatsoever, but now you‘re still complaining 

about this debt.‖ 

―You understand, first of all,‖ said Bob, ―that I‘m not trying 

to collect from you. I want to make it very clear.‖ 

―Then I don‘t know why you‘re going through all this stuff 

about the payments,‖ said my brother. ―It‘s my bill, and it seems 

like you‘re trying to collect the bill from somebody else, which is 

totally unjust because I owed that bill. I wasn‘t able to pay it, and 



it‘s apparent I wasn‘t able to, because I went bankrupt. I wasn‘t able 

to pay that bill. So that bill is gone. Nobody else owes that bill.‖  

Bob never actually acknowledged any of my brother‘s 

responses. Nor did he show the least bit of compassion for his 

former client who had lost so much. Daddy was nothing more than 

a means to an end. His unpaid bill had multiple uses. Not only did it 

give Bob a reason to sue me, but it also provided a ‗motive‘ for the 

‗malicious‘ bar complaint I had filed against Bob.  

The solution to all of Bob‘s problems—his embarrassment in 

having his behavior exposed to the Bar, his anger over losing 

Maryann and his need for revenge against us all—hinged on me 

owing that bill. It was the only thing holding the rest of Bob‘s lies 

together. If I wasn‘t trying to get out of paying a bill, why would I 

have said all those horrible things about Bob to the Bar?  If I didn‘t 

owe the bill, what reason would Bob give for suing me? If he 

couldn‘t sue me, how would he get his revenge? 

To my brother, Bob seemed like a raving lunatic. ―Talk some 

sense!‖ he snapped. 

The testimony from this deposition was never even 

mentioned in my case. But it did come up again. 

Submitting only that initial judgment against me and my ex-

boyfriend in my brother‘s lawsuit (and conveniently leaving out its 

dismissal and my brother‘s ultimate abandonment of the case), Bob 

filed a complaint with the bankruptcy court to have my brother‘s 

bankruptcy overturned for fraud.  

So my brother had to ‗lawyer up‘ yet again. Luckily, Scott‘s 

brother, Sean, specializes in bankruptcy, and his other brother, 

Tom, is a superb trial lawyer. It didn‘t take the bankruptcy court 

long to determine that there was no ‗fraud‘—at least not on my 

brother‘s part.  

But that wasn‘t the end of it. Bob appealed the decision, 

filing a joint lawsuit against my brother and the Bankruptcy court. 

He was determined to get that bankruptcy overturned. His thirst for 

revenge was insatiable.  



I was beside myself with worry. This was a serious offense 

that Bob was charging my brother with. People who file bankruptcy 

have an obligation to report their assets as well as their debts. And a 

lawsuit with the potential to pay would definitely be considered an 

asset. In fact, pending lawsuits are supposed to be reported from 

‗one year previous.‘ Although my brother had abandoned his 

lawsuit for the work he did on my house more than a year before 

filing his bankruptcy, that case wasn‘t officially closed until that 

‗year previous.‘ It should, therefore, have been reported on his 

bankruptcy. However, this was nothing more than an oversight. 

There was no intention to hide an asset.  

―It is interesting,‖ I remarked when we all met up to talk 

about it later, ―that Bob chose this particular issue to torment us 

with.‖ 

―What do you mean?‖ asked Maryann.  

―Think about it,‖ I said. ―Every time Bob accuses us of 

something it comes back to—‖ 

―Bob!‖ she exclaimed. 

―Exactly,‖ I said. ―Didn‘t you say he filed bankruptcy a few 

years back?‖ 

―He sure did,‖ said Maryann. ―It was right after his big 

spending spree.‖ 

―How much do you want to bet that Bob has assets he didn‘t 

report?‖  

―It wouldn‘t surprise me one bit,‖ agreed Maryann. 

Scott listened to this little exchange without commenting. He 

was the polar opposite of Bob—who could make a federal case 

against someone based entirely on what was going on in his own 

head at the time. If Scott had any suspicions, he kept them to 

himself. He wasn‘t the sort of person to carelessly fling accusations 

around. He has that quiet confidence of a person with a clear 

conscience. 

Mind you, I have no idea whether or not Scott‘s conscience is 

clear. He could have a stack of dead bodies buried in his backyard 



for all I know. But his manner is of a nature to inspire trust. It‘s not 

just that he is a great attorney. He believes in the law, and trusts 

that it will guide him to where he needs to be.  

We were all neck-deep in this intrigue that had been created 

entirely by Bob. Daddy and Rusty just wanted out. Maryann and I 

wanted justice. I‘m guessing that Scott wanted his law practice 

back.  

Meanwhile, the paperwork just kept coming. My brother was 

ultimately exonerated of Bob‘s allegations, but he was badly shaken 

by the experience. In fact, Bob was getting to all of us. I almost hate 

to admit that, because I believe that ‗getting to us‘ was Bob‘s 

intention. You never want to let a terrorist know they‘re succeeding.  

Meanwhile, Bob scheduled another deposition for Maryann 

in Rusty‘s case. No sooner was she sworn in than Bob and Rusty 

were already arguing over some legal point she couldn‘t 

understand. Their dispute dragged on. 

―You‘re wasting everyone's time!‖ Maryann snapped bitterly. 

―I'll deal with you later,‖ replied Bob. 

Maryann turned to the court reporter. ―I take that as a threat 

and I want that on the record,‖ she said. 

―May I ask what that meant?‖ interjected Rusty. 

―We are going to be questioning her today,‖ replied Bob. 

―I'm sure that's not what that means,‖ said Maryann. ―I 

would also like it on the record that I am terrified of this man and 

he is clearly just an emotional and a mental abuser and is actually 

trying to abuse [Rusty Hammer] right now in front of us.‖ 

―Anything not relevant to this deposition is being stricken  

and will be so moved,‖ Bob announced authoritatively. 

―Just to be clear,‖ clarified Rusty. ―You do not have the 

capacity to deem anything. You can note your objection, if you‘d 

like.‖ 

And so it went. They continued in this fashion while 

Maryann sat there, not understanding any of it except that we were 



all at the mercy of a madman. She braced herself for the invasive 

questions that were sure to follow. 

But there was more fun to come before Bob got to her affair 

with Rusty. 

―[Maryann], on the day of the last deposition, following its 

conduct—or sometime during its conduct—I will represent to you 

that my attorney‘s vehicle was subjected to the placement of this 

screw I‘m holding in the courtroom, in front of a tire.‖ Bob, who had 

taken Scott‘s advice to hire an attorney (to watch him represent 

himself), held up a picture of a black screw lying on the pavement in 

front of a tire. 

―Are you fucking kidding me?‖ exploded Maryann. 

―And I‘m showing you what‘s been labeled Exhibit 16.‖ 

―Am I supposed to know what car [Bob‘s attorney] drives 

now?‖ she demanded. 

―You were present that day with other persons; correct?‖ 

―All right!‖ she said, turning to Rusty. ―I could just walk out 

this moment if this is already going to start down this path.‖ 

―I have some questions,‖ said Bob. 

―I have absolutely no idea about any of this,‖ she said. 

―No one discussed anything with you about my attorney‘s—‖ 

―Oh, my God!‖ she exclaimed. ―I wouldn‘t be surprised, Bob, 

if you put it there, you fucking lunatic!‖ 

―Thank you,‖ said Bob. ―So no one discussed anything about 

my attorney‘s car; correct, on that day?‖ 

―No!‖ 

―Either Ms. Madore or Mr. Gleason?‖ he persisted. ―Then, or 

at any other time?‖ 

―God, I hope they disbar you next month,‖ she said. This was 

around the time when the client with the missing funds came 

forward. ―God, I do.‖ 

―Are you aware of something that‘s pending?‖ asked Bob. 



―I‘m sure the world is, when it‘s online, Bob.‖ 

―Before we move on,‖ Rusty cut in, ―…because this has been 

admitted as an exhibit, I would make the observation that this is my 

first time to [Bob‘s attorney‘s] office, that the office is in an office 

park which is actively engaged in construction activities, where I 

can actually see tools, materials, and probably screws and other 

such items that are typically associated with construction in this 

area and in the parking lot.‖ 

It might‘ve been funny if we weren‘t all so afraid of what Bob 

was capable of. 

Around this time, Bob noticed that Rusty was taping the 

deposition on his phone. Naturally, he wanted blood. 

Rusty quickly explained, on the record, that he thought he 

might need the transcripts before the court reporter could process 

them (it usually takes about two weeks), due to a hearing that was 

coming up for the numerous bar complaints Bob had filed against 

him. Rusty added that the deposition was being recorded anyway, 

and he also pointed out that he had placed his recording device on 

the table, in plain sight. 

But none of that satisfied Bob, who was of the opinion that 

some kind of criminal activity was taking place. The deposition 

dragged on as they argued about it, on and off the record. 

Sometime during this discussion, Maryann had a moment of 

clarity. 

―I‘m sorry,‖ she cut in. ―Can I ask you one question on the 

record…very quickly?‖ Both men looked at her.  

She turned to Bob. ―When you are claiming that there is a 

criminal act involved in taping people when they don‘t know they 

are being taped, and then trying to actually use that information; 

isn‘t that kind of like when my ex-husband made tapes of me 

without my knowledge on my home phone number and you 

threatened to distribute those tapes to other people after you only 

knew all of this because you were representing me as my attorney, 

and I was paying you as my attorney, and you went to the other side 



of my case and actually threatened to give those tapes to [Dr. Love] 

amongst other people, and my [In-law]; is that accurate, what I just 

said?‖ 

―Frankly, ma‘am I‘m asking the questions, not you,‖ said 

Bob. But her interruption seemed to remind him of the purpose for 

that deposition, which was to humiliate Maryann. 

Throughout his questioning, Bob kept handing Rusty 

documents that weren‘t exhibits in his case. In fact, they were 

exhibits in my case. And they were all more damning to Bob than to 

anyone else. But it has always been Bob‘s strongest weakness, that 

he could never see any wrongdoing in himself. It was as if, having 

rediscovered those old emails from the past, he wanted to 

redistribute them yet again. 

Rusty had no idea what to make of the emails. His look, as he 

scanned them, was one of disbelief. 

―For the record,‖ he remarked at one point, ―I do want it 

noted that Exhibit 17 includes Bob‘s lengthy and threatening email, 

which includes comments about [Maryann] being called, quote; 

‗slut, white trash, homely, having a big, ugly nose, being a 

manipulator, very narcissistic, very immature, very insecure, 

despite posturing to the contrary, a vamp, a user and most 

importantly, an utter liar and fraud, with very little meaning to 

contribute to anyone else‘s life.‘‖  

Rusty set down the document. ―It goes on and on and on in 

this fashion,‖ he said, ―but that‘s a direct quote from page two of 

Bob‘s e-mail to a witness!‖ His expression was incredulous. He 

seemed at a loss. ―Given that I have not seen these documents prior 

to today, and given that this deposition is supposedly with respect 

to my lawsuit, I would ask that we adjourn for the day in order to 

allow me to digest the contents and resume some other day.‖ 

―Fine with me,‖ replied Bob.  

Maryann turned to Rusty in frustration.  

―I could literally murder you!‖ she said. Then, as an 

afterthought, she added; ―No. He‘ll be at my murder trial when I kill 



him‖—or at least, that‘s what the court reporter put down on the 

transcript. I‘m pretty sure Maryann said ‗if‘ I kill him, not ‗when‘ I 

kill him. What she meant was; Bob would be at her murder trial if 

she killed Rusty (probably the star witness). Therefore, it would be 

pointless to kill Rusty because she would still have to see Bob again 

at the murder trial. 

It was a joke!  

And it certainly wasn‘t relevant to Rusty‘s case. 

But, as I‘m sure you‘ve realized by now, Rusty‘s case didn‘t 

matter to Bob any more than mine did. For Bob, getting there 

wasn‘t just half the fun, it was all the fun. Bob was going to get an 

opportunity to deposition Maryann, and this next one would to be a 

doozy. 
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Maryann was facing Bob for the third time. To say that she 

felt harassed is an understatement.  

As for Bob, he didn‘t even put on a pretense of using that 

deposition for anything remotely related to Rusty‘s case.  

―[Maryann] are you on probation for anything right now?‖ he 

began. 

Maryann almost replied that she wasn‘t. But then she 

remembered the traffic incident and she gave Bob an exasperated 

look.  

―Oh, Bob, yeah; I tapped someone‘s bumper last August,‖ she 

said as casually as she could manage. But her heart had started to 

beat a little faster. ―Is that really important?‖  

―Last August,‖ he repeated, apparently satisfied with this 

answer. ―And is it a condition of your probation that you will obey 

all court orders and all local, state and federal laws?‖ 

She tried to think where this might be leading. ―I have no 

idea.‖ 

―You don‘t know. Okay. And do you believe it‘s important 

that you comply with subpoenas as part of your obligation to 

comply with all local, state and federal laws?‖ 

―It was a minor traffic issue,‖ she said, ―so please don‘t, like, 

use the law, like, as your playground as, you know…‖ All kinds of 

alarms were going off in her head. She told me later that all she 

could think of was what my brother was going through in 

bankruptcy court. 



―So is it your position, then, that even though your order of 

probation conditions dated March 10, 2011, requires you to obey all 

court laws, that does not apply to compliance with subpoenas?‖ He 

seemed so sure of himself. It was as if he had police officers 

stationed right outside the door, ready to burst in and arrest her at 

any moment. 

―I have no idea,‖ she said again, ―but I‘m going to, like…I‘ll 

use the law like you do. I‘ll just do whatever I want and not think 

that there‘s any repercussions, okay?‖ This might‘ve been one of 

those times when she had no idea what she was saying. 

―You realize that everything you say is being recorded?‖ 

―I realize everything that I say is being recorded and I‘m 

going to tell you that I had a minor traffic issue,‖ she said, almost 

pleading with him at this point. ―And I wound up, actually—

although the person never even came to court—I actually said; ‗Yes, 

I‘ll just take the probation,‘ so please—really!‖ 

―All right,‖ continued Bob. ―My question is; do you believe 

that this order does not apply to compliance for subpoenas?‖ 

―I have no idea what it means,‖ she said, getting more upset 

by the minute, ―but I think you are already badgering me, so can I 

just go?‖ 

―Do you recall also in a prior deposition in connection with 

Nancy Madore, you testified that you would be leaving the state in 

two weeks?‖ 

―Yes,‖ she said, relieved that he had dropped the probation 

issue. ―I planned on moving and, actually, my plans fell through.‖  

―And why did your plans fall through?‖ 

―It‘s really none of your business.‖ 

―That deposition was taken after you were in court and were 

issued this order of probation conditions; isn‘t that fair to say?‖  

He was back on the probation thing again. Maryann glanced 

at the door. No police yet.  

―Yes.‖ 



―And would you agree that one of the probation conditions, 

specifically paragraph nine, reads; ‗Do not leave Massachusetts 

unless you get the express permission of your probation officer and 

sign a waiver of rendition‘?‖ 

Maryann searched her mind. Had she mentioned her move 

to the lady she gave the check to at the courthouse every month? 

She was pretty sure she did. ―Guess what?‖ she said. ―I actually 

spoke very clearly about this entire issue with the person at the 

court and, again, this is none of your business.‖ 

―So what did you say in regards to leaving the state?‖ 

―They knew I was moving!‖ she cried. ―They knew I was 

moving! Are you trying to entrap me in some kind of, like, maniacal 

thing here?‖ 

―I‘m the one asking questions,‖ he said. ―Who is ‗they‘?‖ 

―You went through public records and you found out that I 

tapped a bumper,‖ said Maryann. ―And that I left the scene of 

property damage, which was bullshit, because there wasn‘t any 

property damage and neither did the man pursue it, contact my 

insurance company, or anything else. But, you know what? I 

actually went forward and said; ‗You know what? Okay. I‘m just 

going to get this over with,‘ because I was moving and I just wanted 

to, I don‘t know, I really couldn‘t come back to court over this minor 

traffic issue, so I willingly took the probation.‖ 

―After this probation condition was issued to you, and you 

testified in the Madore case, is it fair to say that this condition about 

not leaving Massachusetts unless you get the express permission of 

your probation officer and sign a waiver of rendition was already in 

place concerning you?‖ he persisted.  

Maryann had never heard the term ‗waiver of rendition‘ 

before in her life.  

―Listen to the words I am saying to you, okay?‖ she begged, 

desperate to get him off this point. ―Had I moved, I was going to 

actually go into the court and get that written approval, okay, Bob? 



And I didn‘t end up moving, so I didn‘t have to, okay? Is that good 

enough for you? That I have a traffic issue?‖  

―All right,‖ he said. ―Do you have a copy of the waiver of 

rendition that—‖ 

―I didn‘t say that I have a copy of anything!‖ she cried. 

―Because I didn‘t do it! I didn‘t move!‖ 

―All right. Did you—‖ 

―Let‘s keep going with this for four hours,‖ she said, turning 

in desperation to Rusty.  

―Did you tell me after this probation condition was imposed 

that you planned to leave the state?‖ he persisted. 

Rusty stepped in here. ―Asked and answered.‖ 

―Thank you,‖ said Maryann. She was shaking so badly that 

she told me later she thought she put her back out. 

―When you told me that, under oath, did you have the 

express permission of your probation officer to do that?‖ 

―Fuck you,‖ she said.  

―Is that your answer?‖ 

―That‘s my answer.‖ At that moment, even prison seemed 

preferable to being forced to sit and answer to this man who broke 

every rule with impunity. 

―All right,‖ he replied. 

―Actually, how about that?‖ she continued, growing angry 

now. ―‗Oh, I‘m going to contact the traffic court because I‘m Judge 

Nadeau.‘‖ 

―So the answer is no, you didn‘t?‖ 

―The answer is; I didn‘t have to because I never wound up 

moving! What are you trying to—? Actually…like?‖  

Bob would not let it go, which made Maryann wonder; Why 

is this important? What is going to happen to me if I answer the 

question wrong?  



After all the horrible things Bob had done (and gotten away 

with), Maryann was going to fry for a traffic incident that hadn‘t left 

a mark on either vehicle! 

The worst part of it all was that Bob was loving every minute 

of it. He was showing Maryann his power and how he could hurt 

her with it. This always made him happy. 

Rusty interjected again. ―I‘d like to mention, for the record, 

that [Maryann] is not here with counsel, that many of the questions 

that are being put upon her are actually of a legal nature, and I just 

want it be to be clear.‖ 

Maryann froze. This was so bad that she needed an attorney? 

―The record already reflects that she is here without 

counsel,‖ said Bob. ―It has reflected that in the past. You didn‘t need 

to point that out.‖ 

―Well, actually—‖ Maryann was about to say that she didn‘t 

want to answer questions that were of a legal nature, but Bob cut 

her off. 

―Number two,‖ he continued to Rusty. ―As I‘m sure you are 

aware, questions relating to matters of law can be appropriately 

asked. If the witness feels that she does not understand the law, she 

can explain that.‖ 

―Didn‘t I just say that, like, four times?‖ she asked. 

Rusty looked at Bob squarely. ―It‘s fairly clear that this line of 

questioning is simply a manner of badgering the witness.‖ 

―So you don‘t know whether lying under oath in a deposition 

would constitute a violation of your probation; is that right?‖ Bob 

asked Maryann. 

―That is a mischaracterization of the record,‖ interjected 

Rusty. 

―Let me rephrase that. Do you know whether lying under 

oath would constitute a violation of your probation conditions?‖  

No matter how Maryann answered that question it would 

sound like she was lying, so she said; ―See, I‘m not a liar, like you. 



So whether I‘m under oath or whether I‘m just, like, living my day, I 

don‘t really lie and do things like you do. So my understanding is 

no, I would not lie under oath, but you are a complete pathological 

liar.‖ 

―Listen carefully to my question because you‘re not 

answering it,‖ said Bob. He had the look of a shark moving in for 

the kill. 

―I just did!‖ she cried. 

―Do you know whether lying under oath would constitute a 

violation of your probation condition number one?‖ he asked her 

again. 

―I will be calling Attorney Scott Gleason the minute I walk 

out of this room,‖ she said, ―and tell him exactly what you are 

saying to me. And the fact that you pulled this up and everything 

else just because you are trying to make me look like the villain 

here, which I really am not, so—‖ 

―Ma‘am, you are welcome to do whatever you would like to 

do,‖ said Bob with a little smile. ―But my question—‖ 

―Can you just move on?‖ she begged. 

―I am going to persist with this question until I get an 

answer,‖ he said. ―Do you know whether lying under oath in a 

deposition or in your past depositions would constitute a violation 

of probation condition number one?‖ 

There was no doubt in her mind now that he was looking for 

something to use against her. 

―I‘m going to answer that by saying that you‘re claiming that 

I was lying, but I wasn‘t,‖ she said. ―And I already answered this six 

times now. And you are looking for a specific something, but I‘m 

not going to say it for you, okay? So I‘m not going to do that and 

please carry on or I will, like, just leave.‖  

―Again, listen to my question very carefully.‖ 

―Oh, for fuck sake, are you kidding?‖ she yelled. 

―Do you know whether—‖ 



―No, I don‘t!‖ she screamed. ―I don‘t know! I don‘t know!‖ 

―Thank you,‖ he said, smiling with satisfaction. 

―You‘re welcome,‖ she replied, hardly aware of what she was 

saying anymore. He‘d gotten her to say it. Now what? She felt 

beaten down.  

―That wasn‘t so hard now, was it?‖ he gloated. 

―Only as hard as you make it,‖ she grumbled miserably. 

―Let the record reflect that—‖ began Rusty. 

―That I had only been here five minutes before he was 

already badgering the shit out of me,‖ she finished for him. 

―It took five minutes, apparently, to get that simple ‗no, I 

don‘t‘ answer from you,‖ Bob replied smugly. 

―I believe [Maryann] did, in one of her previous answers to 

the same question, say that she was intending to seek legal counsel 

in order to answer that legally specific question,‖ said Rusty. 

―Counselor, thank you but, as you know, she‘s had plenty of 

opportunity to obtain counsel,‖ replied Bob. 

―Right, Bob, with all my millions of dollars—‖ she snapped. 

―Like [Recent Boyfriend],‖ threw in Bob casually, ―or 

whether it‘s Mr. Gleason.‖  

Maryann froze. How did Bob know about Recent Boyfriend? 

She recalled his comment about a detective in her first deposition 

and she knew for certain now that he was still spying on her. She 

would never be able to share so much as a coffee with a man 

without Bob knowing about it. Had he talked to Recent Boyfriend?  

―Why would [Recent Boyfriend] be my—‖ she began. 

―All right,‖ said Bob, cutting her off. ―She‘s here without 

counsel. We are proceeding. We are not wasting time waiting for 

her to defer her answers to consultation with counsel at this point. 

We‘re not going to waste any more time. She‘s already refused to 

answer several questions in prior depositions. We‘re going to have 

to go to the court about that anyway. If she continues, those things 

will be addressed as well.‖  



He was taking her to court now? Maryann couldn‘t even keep 

up with his threats anymore. 

―These deposition transcripts, although you may not be 

paying for them, are very expensive,‖ continued Bob. He turned to 

Rusty. ―Those costs we will be seeking to have surcharged to 

[Maryann]. If you want to participate in the cost of paying for those 

charges…‖ he let his threat linger there. 

―Good luck,‖ she said, thinking that even Bob couldn‘t get 

blood from a stone. 

―If you want to obstruct this deposition as well, be my guest,‖ 

he continued to her. 

―I‘m obstructing a deposition by objecting to frivolous 

nonsense?‖ she asked. 

―Mr. Nadeau can fill the transcript with whatever he wants,‖ 

said Rusty. 

―All right,‖ said Bob. ―[Maryann], I want to pick up where we 

left off.‖ 

―I'm sorry, but why would you mention [Recent Boyfriend]?‖ 

she asked, unable to contain herself any longer. ―Is there a reason?‖ 

―I ask the questions today, not you,‖ he said. ―The next 

question I want to ask you relates to some testimony from your 

prior deposition.‖ 

In that prior deposition, Maryann had used the term ‗abuse 

of process‘ to describe Bob‘s lawsuits against me and Rusty. It‘s a 

legal term that one of the judges in Bob‘s many litigations used to 

describe his behavior. Maybe you remember it. I quoted it earlier in 

this book. 

Bob asked Maryann where she heard the term. He was trying 

to pin the phrase on either Rusty Hammer or Scott Gleason. 

Clearly, she had gotten it from someone who, first, knew the law, 

and second, knew Bob. I suppose Bob was trying to make a case for 

‗tampering with a witness,‘ even though he was the only one who 

had actually tried to ‗tamper‘ with Maryann; first, by offering to 

help her get a settlement if she would make a claim that Rusty had 



represented her during their brief affair and second, by sending her 

emails that were one minute conciliatory and, the next, more 

insulting than anything she has ever received before or since.  

In her present state, Maryann couldn‘t remember where 

she‘d heard the term. But once again, Bob wouldn‘t let up until he 

got an answer. With no answer to give him, Maryann finally 

snapped.  

―You were my lawyer!‖ she screamed. ―You were my lawyer! 

Are you out of your fucking mind?—which I know you are. You were 

my lawyer and you‘re abusing the process of law by just 

subpoenaing me, to get me in here, to answer your ridiculous 

questions. Three years after me trying to get you out of my fucking 

head—my fucking life! You! So you don‘t think that‘s an abuse of 

process?‖ 

Maryann said Bob looked so triumphant in that moment. 

―Let the record reflect—‖ 

―Let the record reflect that I‘m screaming my head off!‖ she 

finished for him (he had requested that the record reflect this a 

number of times already). 

―…that the witness is screaming,‖ finished Bob, the very 

picture of calm. To Maryann, he looked like a villain in a comic 

book. 

―Yes, I am screaming and I will continue to scream!‖ she 

screamed, trembling in her effort not to cry. 

There followed another discussion of the fees she would have 

to pay if she kept ‗evading‘ these questions that, so far, hadn‘t even 

touched upon any single issue relating to Bob‘s lawsuit against 

Rusty. And yet, this threat quieted Maryann sufficiently for Bob to 

continue. Or maybe a blood vessel had popped in her head from all 

that screaming. She told me later that she was suddenly feeling 

rather calm, almost as if she had been sedated (or suffered a 

stroke). 

―Can you please get to his case then?‖ she requested politely, 

pointing to Rusty. 



―We are going to do that now,‖ said Bob. ―But before I do 

that, have you spoken with Mr. [Hammer] at all since the time we 

adjourned on April 15, 2011?‖ 

Along with the calm came a strange recklessness. Powerless 

though she was, Maryann knew one surefire way to give a little of 

his own back to Bob. ―I most certainly did,‖ she replied sweetly.  

―Did you speak with him before leaving the parking lot of 

this building?‖ he asked. 

―Yep, I did,‖ she said. In her head, she was thinking; Wait for 

it… 

―Tell me everything that the two of you said!‖ he demanded. 

―As if I can possibly remember exactly what we said,‖ she 

simpered. 

―Take your time.‖ 

―‗Where are we going for a drink?‘‖ she suggested as one 

possibility. ―That was pretty much it. And then we did.‖ 

―You did?‖ 

―Yes.‖ And for the first time that day Maryann smiled. It‘s 

actually kind of sad how microscopic her victories had become. 

―All right,‖ said Bob. ―And did you talk about this case—or 

me—at all, at any time that day?‖ 

―Um, you know what?‖ she replied thoughtfully, ―to be 

perfectly honest with you…no.‖ 

―Not at all?‖ 

―No. You taint every joyful moment I have in my life, so no.‖ 

―All right,‖ said Bob. ―After that day, did you communicate 

with Mr. [Hammer] again?‖ 

―I definitely did,‖ she replied. She was actually looking 

forward to his next question. 

―When was that?‖ 

She turned to Rusty, whose expression was a blank mask. ―I 

think I spent the night on, what? Tuesday?‖ she asked. When Rusty 



didn‘t respond she turned back to Bob. ―So Wednesday morning 

would be the last time I talked to him.‖  

Poor Rusty. He would be the one to pay for that. 

―All right,‖ continued Bob, clearly struggling to maintain his 

smugness. ―So that was at his residence that you spent the night 

with him?‖  

―It definitely was,‖ Maryann replied cooperatively. 

―All right. Now, you also expressed your belief that the 

claims in this lawsuit against Mr. [Hammer] constituted an abuse of 

process; isn‘t that correct?‖ 

So much for her little rebellion. Here they were, back on the 

‗abuse of process‘ thing. They went another few rounds on this, with 

Bob trying to get Maryann to admit that Rusty told her what to say, 

even though any moron could see that she hadn‘t been coached. But 

I suppose in Bob‘s mind, Rusty must have told Maryann what to say 

because that‘s what Bob would have done.  

This went on for a while, with more threats from Bob when 

Maryann didn‘t answer the way he wanted. He was desperate to 

know where she heard the term ‗abuse of process.‘ I guess it didn‘t 

occur to him that he was the poster child for it. 

―Did anyone explain to you each and every count of the 

lawsuit?‖ he asked. 

―No.‖ 

―All right. So then, would it be fair for me to say that you 

have no personal knowledge as to the content of the lawsuit?‖  

―That will be fair,‖ she agreed. ―I guess I just want to say on 

the record that I know you better than you know yourself so, in 

saying that, I know exactly what it is you are trying to do, and what 

you do, because that‘s who you are.‖ 

―Are you aware of any strong admonition given to Mr. 

[Hammer] by a judge in this case—when Mr. [Hammer] 

unsuccessfully filed motions—that he must answer my questions?‖ 



―No,‖ she replied, but in truth, that meant nothing to her—or 

to me, later, when I read this. We knew that most judges had no 

idea what they were dealing with when it came to Bob. They trusted 

him, as an attorney and a fellow judge, when he promised that his 

invasive discovery methods were necessary to get the information 

he needed to argue his case.  

―Okay. Now, are you and Mr. [Hammer] dating again at this 

point?‖ 

She was already starting to regret her little outburst. 

―I‘m not going to answer one more thing about my personal 

life,‖ she said. 

―Well, it has to do with witness tampering.‖ 

―It has absolutely nothing to do with that,‖ she argued. ―He‘s 

not tampering with a witness. We‘ve never discussed anything 

about this case or you. Frankly, we made a pact not to even mention 

your name when we‘re together because that, in itself, is just 

sickening. But thank you for bringing us back together,‖ she 

couldn‘t help adding at the end. 

―So you are back together?‖ 

Maryann glanced at Rusty, suddenly embarrassed. ―I‘m just 

being facetious, Bob,‖ she said. 

―Well, you understand that everything you say is deemed to 

be your testimony under oath and that facetiousness, therefore, is 

probably not in your best interest.‖ 

Frankly, it didn‘t matter what Bob asked. Maryann felt as if 

little land mines had been set up all around her. At any moment, 

one of them might explode in her face. The judges in these cases 

might have trusted Bob to proceed ethically, but the rest of us knew 

better. We had years of lessons to draw from. Bob once remarked 

that it was like pulling teeth to get an answer from Maryann. For 

Maryann, every answer felt like another tooth being yanked from 

her head. Ironically, the little comments that slipped out accidently 

were more damning than the direct answers would have been. But 

such is terror. It doesn‘t inspire common sense.  



―My next question relates to your testimony on May 15th in 

this room, when Mr. [Hammer] stated that he wanted to suspend 

the deposition and review exhibits,‖ said Bob. ―Your quote was; ‗I 

can literally murder you. No, he‘ll be at my murder trial when I 

kill him,‘ unquote.‖ 

Maryann‘s earlier fear returned in an instant. She fumbled to 

recall the comment he was referring to, and then glared at Bob in 

exasperation.  

―When I kill him for making me have to come back here, 

Bob,‖ she said, pointing to Rusty. ―I was saying that to [Rusty].‖ 

―You agree that your reference when you said the word ‗him‘ 

was to killing me, right?‖ continued Bob as if he hadn‘t heard her. 

―No!‖ cried Maryann, recalling, suddenly, the day when she 

threw the remote control. 

Rusty stepped in at this point. ―I‘m going to say that‘s a 

mischaracterization of what was just said.‖ 

Maryann began to laugh hysterically. One way or the other, 

she was leaving that room in handcuffs! 

―No,‖ Bob said to Rusty, and then to the court reporter he 

added; ―Show that the witness is laughing.‖ For a guy whose life had 

supposedly been threatened, he was remarkably calm. ―Well then, 

who would be at your murder trial when you kill him?‖ 

Maryann had no idea what he was talking about.  

―This one,‖ she said, pointing to Rusty. ―However I said it, I 

was talking about him, for making me come back here, one more 

time, to be here with you.‖ 

―So he would be at your murder trial when you kill him?‖ 

repeated Bob. ―Who was ‗him‘?‖ 

If Maryann had just taken a moment to think about it, she 

would have realized what she meant. It was actually pretty obvious 

when you examined it calmly. First, she had turned to Rusty and 

said; ―I can literally murder you,‖ and then, almost as an 

afterthought, she had added; ―No, he‘ll be at my murder trial when I 

kill him,‖ meaning that Bob would be at her murder trial if she 



killed Rusty, which was why it would make no sense to kill Rusty. 

Perhaps if she had taken this train of thought a step further she 

might have eventually reached the conclusion that Bob was the 

more logical person to kill, but as it stood, Bob had no more 

involvement than being present at Rusty‘s murder trial.  

Now she can see it clearly. But that day in the conference 

room, all Maryann could see were the walls closing in on her. 

Everyone in the room knew that there had been no threat. It 

was a joke. And the person who Maryann had joked about killing 

was Rusty.  

―Again,‖ Maryann reiterated. ―I was talking about Attorney 

[Hammer].‖  

―So [Hammer] would be at your murder trial when you killed 

[Hammer]; is that what you‘re saying?‖ 

She had no clue, at that moment, what she was saying—and 

she desperately wished she could stop talking. ―Bob, can you just, 

like, move on to something actually relevant to why I‘m here?‖ 

―You testified, ma‘am. You opened the door.‖ 

―I didn‘t testify to anything. I simply—it was a flippant 

comment, like ‗I‘m going to kill you for making me have to come 

back here to adjourn this.‘ Are you kidding?‖ 

―Well, you said; ‗No, he‘ll be at my murder trial when I kill 

him.‘ Obviously, they can‘t both be the same person. So who was 

going to be at the murder trial, and who was going to be killed?‖  

Suddenly there was a murder trial and everything. Maryann 

turned to Rusty. 

―I‘m killing you today,‖ she said, and turning to the court 

reporter she added; ―Let the record show that I said I‘m going to kill 

Attorney [Hammer].‖ 

―Getting back to my question,‖ continued Bob. 

Once again Maryann tried reason. ―It was all geared towards 

Attorney [Hammer], and he knows that as well as you do, but you‘re 

trying to make something out of nothing.‖ 



―So he was going to be at your murder trial when you killed 

[Hammer]? [Hammer] was going to be at your murder trial when 

you killed him?‖ 

―Again, a flippant, ridiculous comment out of—‖ 

―Who was going to be at the murder trial?‖ demanded Bob. 

―I was talking about Attorney [Hammer],‖ cried Maryann. 

―Believe me, Bob, the list of people who would love to see you dead 

is just insurmountable, but continue.‖ Even she had to know she 

wasn‘t helping her case. Any minute now she was going to confess 

to murder. 

―All right,‖ continued Bob. ―Who was ‗he‘ll,‘ and who was 

‗him?‘ Who was going to be at the murder trial?‖ 

―Asked and answered,‖ she said, trying to throw her voice in 

Rusty‘s direction. 

―I don‘t think it‘s clear,‖ said Bob. 

―Five times,‖ she continued. 

―Ma‘am, you have not answered. If you think it‘s been asked 

and answered, clarify. Who was ‗he‘ll?‘ In other words, who was 

going to be at the murder trial and who was going to be killed?‖  

Maryann turned to Rusty. ―Did I literally not just say that I 

was jokingly saying I was going to kill you, and however I said it, 

and if it‘s on the record as me saying those words, um, it was just, 

like, a funny!‖ She gazed around at the faces in the room for some 

sign of amusement, but found none. 

Rusty tried to help. ―The deponent has mentioned several 

times that she was intending this in jest.‖ 

―Yes. Thank you,‖ replied Bob dismissively. Then, turning to 

Maryann—―Let me quote again. ‗I can literally murder you.‘ You 

were referring to [Hammer] when you said that?‖ 

―Yes, I was,‖ she said. 

―And then you said; ‗No, he‘ll be at my murder trial.‘ Who 

will be at your murder trial? [Hammer]?‖ 



―Oh, my God!‖ she cried. ―Yes! I was going to kill him and 

then resurrect him to be at the murder trial for his own death!‖  

―Ma‘am, you‘re under oath.‖ 

―I‘m being serious,‖ she insisted. 

―‗When I kill him.‘ Who are you killing while [Hammer]—‖ 

―I was going to kill him, Rusty Hammer,‖ she cried, referring 

to it as if it were a real murder plot now. 

―So [Hammer] was going to be at the murder trial when you 

killed [Hammer]?‖ 

―Correct,‖ she said solemnly. ―I would roll his dead corpse in 

by myself,‖ and, turning to Hammer, she added; ―and make you 

represent me in death.‖  

At this point, Rusty objected to the time that was being spent 

on these issues that were so clearly unrelated to his case. ―It‘s 

harassing, it‘s badgering, it‘s without purpose.‖ he elaborated. 

―True!‖ cheered Maryann. 

―Sir, you know the scope of this deposition,‖ said Bob. ―And 

you know also about making frivolous objections—and the 

consequence of that.‖ 

Bob was referring to the judge who had ruled against Rusty 

when he requested relief from this form of questioning. Bob was 

rubbing Rusty‘s nose in the judge‘s ruling, without ever seeing the 

irony of how he was actually abusing that judge‘s trust at that very 

moment. 

―I just want it known that Attorney Nadeau‘s preaching, 

overbearing commentary to me has been digested,‖ said Rusty. ―I 

appreciate the comments, but I will maintain my objections because 

they are legitimate, and you are using discovery vehicles that are 

available for litigants in ways that are simply meant to embarrass, 

abuse, humiliate and badger people.‖ 

―Counselor, that was your assertion with respect to your 

refusal to testify about your relations with [Maryann],‖ Bob 



reminded him. ―You made that argument to the judge. You know 

what the court‘s response was with respect to that.‖  

Whoever that judge is, I wonder if he‘s proud of that day in 

court. I know Bob is. 

Bob‘s next line of questioning jumped to my case, and his 

‗rule‘ forbidding Maryann from talking to me when they were still 

together.  

―What is your understanding as to why I asked for that?‖  

―Because you‘re an abusive, emotionally battering son of a 

bitch,‖ she replied. 

―Thank you,‖ replied Bob. ―Was there a discussion at all with 

respect to any nonpayment of a bill by her that caused me to ask 

you to do that?‖ 

This was so blatant a misuse of Rusty‘s time that it was 

almost like a taunt. Bob was, in a sense, telling Rusty; Never 

challenge me. I‘ll do whatever I want.  

But Maryann chose then to have another moment of clarity. 

―Bob, can you ask me one thing that has to do with Rusty‘s case 

because, again, you‘re going on with the Nancy thing. Is Nancy 

here? Is this Nancy‘s case?‖ 

She had him there. So Bob switched to his favorite topic, 

which was Maryann‘s affair with Rusty. Since that affair occurred in 

late February, it seemed natural that Valentine‘s Day would come 

up.  

―Isn‘t it true that you received your so-called eviction notice 

from me around Valentine‘s Day of 2007?‖ This was the first time 

the eviction notice had been mentioned in either case, and Bob was 

the one bringing it up, so I‘m not sure where the ‗so-called‘ came 

from.  

Could it be that Bob was finally questioning his own 

credibility? 

―Actually, it was all the more touching because it was on 

Valentine‘s Day,‖ Maryann couldn‘t help remarking. ―I remember it 

fondly every February.‖ 



Her mockery didn‘t deter Bob in the least. He had figured 

out that their affair started in February and he wanted to go over 

every detail. When was the first time they were together? Where did 

they go? What time of day (or night) was it? What was she wearing? 

Where did she go afterwards? Did she tell Rusty where she was 

going afterwards?  

Maryann was beginning to think that she and Rusty were 

going to have to get up on the conference table, right there in that 

deposition room, and show Bob how it all went down, but luckily, 

Bob relented just minutes before it came to that. 

From there, he jumped back to my case. He handed Maryann 

a copy of the email he sent Dr. Love back in 2005, looking help with 

Maryann‘s bar complaint. In a previous deposition, Maryann swore 

that she had never seen it before, but now, suddenly she 

remembered it.  

As she read the document Maryann couldn‘t help wondering; 

Why is Bob injecting this piece of slander into Rusty‘s case? Was 

there no end to the list people who Bob would share her private 

divorce information with? 

―Have you seen it before?‖ asked Bob. 

―Yes,‖ she said. ―You were contacting my doctor from 2000, 

telling him that you‘re the victim of my ‗sexual prowess.‘‖ 

―I just want to let the record reflect that [the document] is 

dated back in 2005,‖ said Bob. 

―Yes,‖ said Maryann. ―When my bar complaint was going on, 

so he could try to defame the shit out of me to every person on the 

earth.‖ 

―And when you and I reunited, while that bar complaint was 

still going on,‖ added Bob. 

―Yes, when you lied and coerced me back into your life again 

for the second time,‖ she agreed. ―Congratulations.‖ 

―All right,‖ he said. ―And the bar counsel had communicated 

with you at that time about information that was being asserted in 



my defense, pertinent to a prior sexual affair you had with [Dr. 

Love].‖ 

―I‘m sorry, and how did you know about that again?‖ she 

asked. ―Because you were my lawyer, representing me and being 

paid when I told you that information that you took to the other 

side of my case and tried to use against me, right?‖ 

―All right. My question—‖ 

―All right,‖ she said mockingly. ―Remember that?‖  

―Did you discuss [Dr. Love] with bar counsel at that time 

while the case against me was pending?‖ 

Bob was trying to get Maryann to agree that the Bar was 

aware of his email to Dr. Love when she filed her bar complaint in 

2005. That way it would have been part of all those charges that 

were dismissed by the Bar. In fact, that was his defense when I sent 

the Dr. Love email to the Bar in 2007. And the Bar believed him. 

I think Bob was terrified that the Bar might discover their 

mistake if Scott Gleason got wind of it, which is probably why he 

chose to question Maryann about it in Rusty‘s case. Or maybe he 

just enjoyed taunting us all with his total disregard for the rules. 

There‘s only one thing I know for a certainty. That email had 

nothing to do with Rusty.  

While Bob was trying to get Maryann to corroborate his 

claim that the Dr. Love email was part of her earlier bar complaint, 

Maryann was growing more and more upset. Bob had to ask the 

court reporter to ‗let the record reflect‘ that she was screaming a few 

more times. Rusty just shook his head, wondering, no doubt, what 

the hell he had gotten himself into.  

―Now, with respect to Ms. Madore‘s filing of those 

complaints,‖ persisted Bob. ―Did you discuss with her the fact that 

those issues had already been addressed with the board?‖  

Maryann finally realized what he was asking. 

―Those issues were not addressed with the board!‖ she 

shouted. ―You tried to say this the last time and, on the record, 

furthermore, one more time, I did not know about these letters until 



after you wrote my retraction, Bob. You lying bastard. So stop 

fucking lying. Now. Okay.‖ 

―I see,‖ he said, profoundly disappointed. ―I see.‖ 

―Yeah. I see. I see,‖ she echoed. ―Have you ever looked at 

these? You actually entered these as exhibits!‖ Maryann tossed the 

papers onto the table in disgust, and they slid across the top of it 

and landed in the lap of Bob‘s attorney.  

―Let the record reflect that the witness just threw the papers 

at me,‖ said Bob. 

―I didn‘t throw them at you!‖ snapped Maryann. ―I threw 

them on the table.‖ To illustrate, she picked up more papers and 

threw those down on the table too. They also slid across the table 

and landed in Bob‘s attorney‘s lap. ―Sorry,‖ she said to him. ―I didn‘t 

mean to hit you with them, either.‖ 

―Let the record reflect that she just threw the papers again 

and they flew across [Bob‘s attorney‘s] lap and beside him onto the 

floor.‖ 

―Great!‖ said Maryann. ―You know what? I‘m done. I‘m done. 

I‘m done! Okay?‖ She stood up. 

―Are you refusing to answer questions?‖ demanded Bob. 

―I don‘t care,‖ she said. She turned to Rusty. ―If you want to 

cross-examine me, do, otherwise, I‘m just leaving because I‘m just 

done with this. I am not going to sit here and be terrorized by 

fucking Bin Laden himself. I‘m not going to do it. Sorry.‖ 

―Thank you, ma‘am,‖ said Bob. 

―The deponent does have a right to take a break if she wants 

to take a break,‖ said Rusty. 

―Do you need a break, ma‘am?‖ asked Bob. 

Maryann walked out of the room without answering. She 

went outside and lit a cigarette. She wasn‘t even surprised to see the 

police car drive up. 

Bob spent the next hour trying to get Maryann arrested for 

‗assault‘ with a deadly weapon. He was referring to the mace she 



had started carrying when all this began—which she foolishly 

mentioned earlier in the proceedings. 

―I am in fear of you every day of my life,‖ she had said on the 

record. ―This moment, I have mace in my purse that I‘m full-fledged 

willing to spray you with if you come one step closer.‖ 

Bob also wanted charges of assault filed on behalf of his 

attorney, who he said Maryann ‗struck‘ with papers.  

When I looked at this later, it was clear to me that this entire 

deposition—from the allusions to Maryann violating her probation 

to the discussion of the exhibits from my case—was nothing more 

than an illegal means to an end. Whether that ‗end‘ was revenge or 

just a sick form of entertainment I couldn‘t tell. Either way, it 

qualifies as harassment. Bob knew he couldn‘t get away with such 

behavior in Scott Gleason‘s deposition room, but Rusty was in a 

sticky situation. He had to be careful not to ‗represent‘ Maryann. 

This left Bob free to do as he wished—and Maryann with no choice 

but to take it. Like a rapist reliving his favorite attack again and 

again, Bob seemed to get off on flaunting his many violations of 

Maryann‘s rights.  

Maryann never made it back into the deposition room that 

day, but according to the transcripts, Bob ended the session with 

this: 

―We‘re back on the record after about a forty to fifty minute 

delay. [Maryann], the deponent, is no longer present in the room 

pursuant to a request of [Bob‘s attorney], who is the occupant of the 

premises where this deposition has been taking place, and, frankly, 

my request as well.  

―It is our intention under the circumstances to suspend the 

deposition for resumption and for appropriate sanctions as the 

court may deem in order. At this time, [Bob‘s attorney] and I will be 

pursuing remedies concerning [Maryann‘s] conduct, and that will 

involve a court and the Amesbury Police who are here and who 

have, to my understanding, asked [Maryann] to leave the premises 

pursuant to [Bob‘s attorney‘s] understandable direction. I‘m sorry, 

Mr. [Hammer], that we might have to come back here to finish this 



thing. But this kind of conduct is not going to be tolerated. I can, to 

some degree handle the screaming, but when she gets into her 

violence, which I frankly experienced when I was with her as well, 

which she denied and lied about, and when she does it to someone 

other than me, to make matters worse, and I witnessed that 

document striking [Bob‘s attorney] on his leg and going past him, 

I‘m not going to tolerate it, either. And he‘s even more adamant 

than I am about that and I fully understand that.‖ 

―I‘m not sure whether you have considered it,‖ interjected 

Rusty, ―but perhaps with this particular witness, written discovery 

requests might be a more appropriate way for you to pursue your 

information.‖ 

―That‘s not going to happen,‖ replied Bob. ―[Maryann], quite 

frankly, has no credibility whatsoever. She will, in my estimation—

much as you have done—doctor things and twist things. And it‘s a 

good thing that we have lots of documents to prove otherwise, but, 

no, we‘re not going to do that. We‘re going to—‖ 

―I am going to object to that characterization of my—‖ 

―That‘s fine,‖ said Bob, cutting him off. ―There will be other 

authorities who will make that decision. There‘s much more 

coming.‖ 

―With that, shall we close?‖ suggested Rusty. 

And so Maryann‘s third deposition was concluded. There 

would be no further depositions of her, nor were there any written 

requests for information. Bob had gotten all that he needed to keep 

him busy for a while.  

First, Bob contacted Maryann‘s probation officer—(calling 

excessively, she later told Maryann), in an effort to get Maryann‘s 

probation revoked for threatening him with a deadly weapon (the 

mace) and assault on his attorney (the papers). Bob insisted that 

these were violations of Maryann‘s probation that should result in 

her arrest. He added that she was planning to leave the state 

without notifying the court.  



Thankfully, Maryann‘s probation officer didn‘t pursue any of 

Bob‘s claims, as his incessant phone calls only revealed him as the 

crazy stalker that he was. But Bob was far from finished. He also 

filed a restraining order against Maryann in the state of New 

Hampshire, testifying under oath that she had threatened him with 

a deadly weapon, that she had planned to move out of the state 

without reporting it to her probation officer and that she was being 

charged in Massachusetts for violating her probation. The first two 

claims were distortions, at best, but the third was an outright lie 

under oath.   

Incidentally, one of the police officers who showed up at the 

deposition that day noticed how badly Maryann was shaking and 

the difficulty she was having expressing herself. He told her that he 

had seen these symptoms before. He suggested that she could be 

suffering from something called ‗Post-traumatic Stress‘ and 

recommended that she seek therapy. 

But back then, Maryann had neither the money nor the time 

for therapy. She was moving again in her never ending search for 

affordable housing. She was also struggling to keep her job while 

being forced to show up for depositions and court hearings all the 

time. Worst of all, Bob was still contacting the people in her life.  

I didn‘t know much about Post-traumatic Stress back then, 

but I could see that Maryann was fighting to keep some semblance 

of sanity in her life. We had both come to believe that Bob could do 

anything he wanted and get away with it. It‘s a horrible thing, to 

witness this kind of injustice time and again. We were both sick of 

hearing; ‗He can‘t do that,‘ as if we were making it all up. Nobody 

could believe that a lawyer—and especially a judge—would act this 

way. Ultimately, most people would decide that we must‘ve done 

something to bring this upon ourselves. They needed to believe that. 

It was the only way they could walk away without being affected.  

But you know what, Reader? There isn‘t anything anyone 

could do that would excuse this kind of behavior from an officer of 

the court.  



Was Maryann wrong to date Bob? Probably. Did Bob have 

the right to leave her? Sure. He had that right as far back as the 

goodbye letter. This book isn‘t about that. It isn‘t about Maryann, 

my brother, Rusty Hammer or even me. It‘s about ethics, and a man 

who is thriving in our judicial system without them. Maryann was 

Bob‘s client before she was Bob‘s lover. My brother was Bob‘s client 

before he was Bob‘s defendant.  

As for me, I just happened to be the best friend of Bob‘s 

fiancé, the sister of his client and a witness to his appalling abuses 

of the legal system. I saw something wrong and I did something 

about it.   

But unfortunately, I was the only one.  

 

 

  



 

2 3  

H o u s t o n ,  W e  H a v e  a  P r o b l e m  

 

 

The Shoozies were about to peak. I had them in over a 

hundred stores across the country. Meanwhile, the manufacturer 

had raised the prices about six times (doubling their cost in less 

than three years), cut my commissions from ten to six percent and 

teamed up with a distributor.  

Everyone on my end was ready to go. The Barringtons buyers 

and I had scheduled promotional events for the stores, and 

customers were actually calling the stores to see if the shoes had 

come in yet. We were primed for a great season.  

Then the shoes arrived, and they were horrible.  

I identified the problem immediately. They had cut corners 

on the materials. The leathers, in particular, were so stiff that they 

actually distorted the styles into something unrecognizable. The 

shoes were retailing for around $180 a pair at this point, yet they 

weren‘t any nicer than what you would find at Payless. Even the 

soft, flexible soles that ‗walked with your feet‘ (as I liked to tell 

customers) were now so rigid that they interfered with the fit.  

The shoes weren‘t anything like the samples I had shown to 

the buyers. I contacted the distributer (who was managing the U.S. 

market along with the shipping).  

―These aren‘t the shoes my customers ordered,‖ I said. 

The distributer was adamantly opposed to sending back the 

shoes, and even more opposed to offering the customers a discount. 

The best way to handle this, in their opinion, was to say nothing and 

hope the buyers wouldn‘t notice. After all, the shoes had been 



ordered six months before, and they were only one of many brands 

the stores carried.  

―Work your magic,‖ they advised me. 

But it wasn‘t ‗magic‘ that had gotten us this far. It was hard 

work and trust. We were building a brand that could ultimately be 

worth millions, but the distributor was acting as if they had to strike 

it rich in their first season. I don‘t think they believed in the brand 

the way I did.  

Of course, the distributor was right about one thing. The 

Barringtons buyers didn‘t notice the difference between what they 

bought and what they got. How could they? They saw so many 

shoes over the course of a season that they had no choice but to 

trust that their vendors would deliver the correct product. 

But I wasn‘t worried about the buyers. I mean, I was worried 

about the buyers, but I was more worried about the customers. A 

woman knows her favorite brands, and she can spot an imposter a 

mile away.  

I sweated over this for a while, wondering what to do. On the 

one hand, I was a representative for Shoozies but, on the other 

hand, I had my reputation to maintain. And yet, the two were 

practically one and the same. Every advertisement, every giveaway, 

every promotion—was directly connected to me. I was invested in 

Shoozies up to eyeballs. I cared about the shoes and the women who 

wore them. And I was grateful to the buyers for giving them a 

chance. I guess you could say I felt responsible on all sides. 

Walking away wasn‘t an option. But neither was ignoring the 

problem. Another season like this and Shoozies would be out of 

business anyway. 

So I compromised. I picked the worst style out of the bunch 

and brought it to the attention of the lead buyer at Barringtons. I 

pointed out the problems with the shoe and suggested that they 

refuse delivery of it in all their stores.  

The Barringtons‘ buyer did as I advised, and Shoozies was 

forced to take back thousands of shoes. This represented an 



enormous loss for them—and for me (as I was paid on 

commission)—but it had the desired effect. Shoozies put me in 

charge of ‗quality control‘ and, from that day forward, every style 

coming out of their factory had to pass my approval before the 

orders were fulfilled.  

But we still had all those other shoes to sell. I hoped for the 

best, but I knew they wouldn‘t perform—and they didn‘t. Sales 

plummeted. I prepared myself for the inevitable ‗buybacks.‘  

When you do business with a chain store like Barringtons, 

you are more than just a vendor. You‘re a partner. If your product 

doesn‘t sell, they expect you to take a portion of the hit.  Somehow, 

this took Shoozies by surprise. 

―Oh Nancy,‖ cried the distributor. ―You have to work your 

magic!‖ 

But there was no magic that could make women buy those 

shoes. We spent hours negotiating with Barringtons but, ultimately, 

Shoozies was forced to credit their account for a percentage of that 

season‘s styles—almost all of which ended up on ‗the rack‘ along 

with all the other rejects.  

Meanwhile, I redoubled my efforts to promote the brand, 

giving away shoes to anyone with a fashion blog. And that‘s when it 

occurred to me that Shoozies would be perfect for the catalogs, as 

their rich colors complimented clothing. And being in a catalog 

would do wonders for the brand.  But the buyers for the fashion 

clothing catalogs are even less inclined to consider new brands than 

the department stores are. However, I managed to get my foot in 

the door after sending one of them a flower arrangement that had 

been specifically designed around one very fabulous pink shoe. In 

fact, that was the featured shoe in the catalog. 

Then, thinking globally, I turned my attention to airports. 

This was the most difficult nut of all to crack, but I managed to get a 

shop at Kennedy Airport to try the shoes.  

Most importantly, as the person in charge of quality control, 

it was my job to go over every detail of each style ordered to ensure 

that they were perfect. But to do this job properly, I had to be sent a 



pair of every style ordered—in every color. That way, in addition to 

making sure they looked fabulous, I could also test how they would 

‗wear.‘  

I wore them well. And so did the customers. Despite my cut 

in commissions, I made more money that following year than the 

three previous years combined. But the distributor—or the 

manufacturer (I was never sure which)—still had to make some 

cuts. 

―We can‘t afford you anymore,‖ they decided. 

And, on some level, I had known it was coming.  

So what does all this have to do with Bob‘s ethics? Well, 

believe it or not, I think it‘s connected. And I‘m not talking about 

some weird, conspiracy theory kind of connected, where Bob‘s 

controlling my world. I‘m referring to something bigger than Bob. 

In fact, Bob is only a microscopic part of this slow, steady tide that 

has been rising and falling since the beginning of time.  

I‘m talking about corruption.  

The truth about corruption is that it‘s a normal part of the 

human condition. As such, it shouldn‘t take us by surprise. In fact, 

it‘s something to be looked for, and even expected. It‘s a lot like a 

virus in that, if kept in check, it can remain dormant indefinitely, 

rendering it relatively harmless. But if allowed to flourish, it is 

extremely destructive to the ‗host‘ that is feeding it. Since 

corruption feeds on power, a constant vigil must be kept wherever 

power exists.   

As a nation, our most vital power sources have to be our 

judicial and financial systems. An incorruptible legal system is the 

foundation of any true democracy, and a healthy economy is the 

fuel that makes it run. That‘s why I‘m always surprised when 

corruption is tolerated in these two areas. You would think we 

would protect these two staples of our society with everything we 

have. Strangely enough, this seems to be where corruption is 

tolerated the most. 



It‘s not that hard to beat down corruption. Sometimes all you 

have to do is acknowledge it. 

I‘ll illustrate my point with another story about the shoe 

business.  

When Terry first got released from federal prison, he was a 

wreck. I can‘t say that I blame him. He had gone from being an 

extremely successful business man to only getting his job back 

because I had turned it down. What‘s more, he saw that his 

customers liked me—and they were his customers, hard won by 

over twenty years of tireless work. But now he was starting over, 

and he was terrified. 

In preparation of his return, I had booked (and paid for) two 

adjoining booths for us at the Boston Shoe Show. But the day before 

the show, Terry filed a restraining order against me. I was granted 

an ‗immediate‘ hearing, but the court‘s idea of immediate wasn‘t 

until after the show (at which point Terry would drop it). In the 

meantime, I couldn‘t go within a hundred feet of him.  

It was a rotten thing for Terry to do, but the saddest part was 

that it was so out of character for him. It was an act of desperation, 

and I had never known Terry to be desperate before that—not even 

on the day when he was scheduled to turn himself over to the Feds 

and begin his prison sentence. He actually took me out to lunch that 

day. We went to one of his favorite restaurants, clinked our glasses 

and laughed over old times. Even when I joked that I could get him 

to the Canadian border before they noticed he was missing, Terry 

didn‘t falter.  

―I need to put this behind me,‖ he said resolutely. ―I‘m 

ready.‖ 

 And he had maintained his dignity throughout his ordeal, 

right up until that day before the show.  

Of course, the last thing I was thinking about when I got the 

restraining order was what Terry was going through. All I could 

think about was the show. Unfortunately, when I had booked the 

booths, I listed Terry‘s shoes as the ‗lead‘ brand so, technically, the 

booths were his. 



Panicked, I called the manager of the Boston Shoe Show, 

who happens to be one of the nicest people I have ever worked with, 

before or since. He has that kind of professionalism that inspires 

those around him to behave more professionally. 

As he politely listened to my tale of woe, I remember feeling 

a wave of shame. This wasn‘t his problem. It was mine. Why was I 

dumping this in his lap? 

The manager promised to consider the matter and get back 

to me. Sure enough, within the hour he called me back to tell me 

that he had assigned me a new booth that was the required hundred 

feet from Terry‘s booth—and he was even providing a ‗guard‘ to 

ensure Terry‘s ‗safety!‘  

I was stunned the next day when I saw my new booth. It was 

bigger than both the booths I had purchased, and it was in a much 

higher traffic area. It probably cost four times what I paid for my 

booths. I found out later that it had been booked for Mephisto—a 

gorgeous line of comfort shoes that I now had even more reason to 

love (as if I needed another reason). The Mephisto sales rep, who I 

never met before that, had willingly agreed to switch booths with 

me when he heard my story.  

Meanwhile, word about what happened spread through the 

show like wildfire, and there wasn‘t a sales rep or a buyer at that 

show who didn‘t stop by my booth to offer their support. From a 

sales perspective, it was the best show I ever had—whereas I heard 

that Terry‘s booth was as quiet as a morgue.  

The point of this little stroll down memory lane is not to put 

Terry down, or to applaud myself. I did nothing to merit such a 

successful show and I believe that filing that restraining order 

marked the lowest point in Terry‘s life. I have long since forgiven 

him for it. Whatever hurt or anxiety his desperate act caused me 

was a ridiculously small price to pay for the amazing career that he 

had virtually dropped into my lap. Though our friendship would 

never be the same, we made peace with this a long time ago. And I 

believe he became a better person for the experience.  



Terry has since passed away, but I think of him often. I 

remember his incredible energy, his extraordinary talent for selling 

and his love for women‘s fashion. But my favorite memory will 

always be watching him handle the shoes with such love and pride, 

as he lined them up on the table before the buyers. Wherever he is 

now, I hope he‘s having as much fun as I had modeling shoes for 

him at those earlier shows. 

The reason I brought up what happened with Terry was to 

illustrate the incredible disparity in values between our 

‗countrymen‘ and the people who are actually running this country.  

Back when this occurred, the participants of the Boston Shoe Show 

personified middle class America. From the sales reps to the buyers, 

we were all hard-working, home-owning, tax-paying members of 

society. We recognized then, as we do now, that we are the cogs that 

keep the wheel rolling. And that‘s important to us. Terry was a 

highly functioning cog himself for a very long time, but in a weak 

moment, he succumbed to corruption—ultimately resorting to its 

two most time-worn tools: bullying and intimidation. The members 

of the Boston Shoe Traveler‘s Association responded unanimously, 

and their message was loud and clear; ‗We won‘t tolerate that.‘    

As a matter of fact, our judicial system is the only industry I 

know of that not only tolerates this behavior, but actually rewards 

it.  

With our most powerful instrument for fighting corruption 

itself corrupted, the door is left wide open for a full blown epidemic 

of corruption—which we can clearly see in our politics and the 

upper levels of our corporate world. Should we continue to ignore 

the corruption, I don‘t see how we can maintain this way of life that 

we supposedly value so much.  

With that, I will step down from my soapbox and get back to 

the story.  



 

2 4  

B o b ’ s  T u r n  i n  t h e  H o t  S e a t  

 

 

Much debate has gone into how much of Bob‘s deposition to 

include in this book [DEPO3]. It‘s just so long. And yet, it‘s critical. 

It is, in a sense, Bob‘s side of the story. Though much of the content 

seems drawn out and repetitive, it provides an intimate look at the 

ethics of this man who has dominated the courts of York County, 

Maine for the last decade.  

Scott began by identifying the issues in Bob‘s lawsuit against 

me. We‘ve already gone over his claim that I owed my brother‘s 

legal bill, so I‘ll skip to the other claims. 

―You‘ve indicated in your complaint, Mr. Nadeau, that on or 

about May of 2007, Miss Madore ‗interfered with your 

advantageous relations,‘‖ quoted Scott. ―What do you mean by 

that?‖ 

―Just what it says,‖ replied Bob. ―And what she did, among 

other things, was to try and interfere with my standing as an 

attorney. She filed grievances with the Board of Overseers, and 

eventually also with the judicial committee in Maine for the very 

clear purpose—consistent with her past history—of attempting to 

discourage me from collecting on the debt that she and her brother 

owed, and to so negatively impact my time and my ability to run my 

law firm, and to earn an income from it by virtue of having to 

respond to so many grievances.‖ 

Perhaps he realized how inadequate this was, so he added; 

―Frankly, discovery is ongoing, but it is also imminently clear to me 

that she had exercised significant manipulation and deceit with 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Deposition-Robert-Nadeau-June2011.pdf


respect to my decisions concerning remaining with and supporting 

[Maryann].‖ 

―How is [Maryann] an advantageous relation?‖ asked Scott. 

―Clearly she wasn‘t,‖ said Bob. ―At the time, I did not know 

that.‖ 

―Is it someone‘s right, when they see unethical behavior—or 

what they perceive to be unethical behavior—to file a grievance?‖ 

asked Scott.  

―But they can‘t do it maliciously!‖ added Bob. 

―So, you‘re agreeing with me, right?‖ 

―No,‖ replied Bob. ―They really need to have standing too.‖ 

―But someone who has standing has a right to file a 

grievance; don‘t they?‖ asked Scott. 

―Yes, sure they do,‖ said Bob. ―She didn‘t have standing.‖ 

―If Jane Doe happens to view some sort of unethical behavior 

by a lawyer in a case that she doesn‘t happen to be personally 

involved with, is it your position that Jane Doe has no standing or 

right to file the grievance with the appropriate legal board?‖ asked 

Scott. ―Is that what your position is?‖ 

―There‘s a difference between standing and rights, as you 

know,‖ argued Bob. ―Now, counselor, anybody can file. Anybody 

can sue you for any reason, whether it‘s right or wrong, and they 

may have a huge impact on you emotionally and professionally, 

financially and otherwise. But that doesn‘t mean that what they 

filed is appropriate or legally, rhetorically, or actually legal. They 

can and only should file such things if they have standing and are 

not doing it for malicious purposes.‖ 

Not for the first time, I marveled over Bob‘s hypocrisy. 

―And standing means, the capacity to bring something?‖ 

clarified Scott. 



―And, if it‘s not based on misappropriation of records and 

information, and invasion of privacy, and so forth,‖ added Bob 

resentfully. 

―Sir, that would be conduct that would lead to the dismissal 

of the grievance, correct?‖ 

―It may well, yes.‖ 

―Sir, in that Jane Doe scenario,‖ continued Scott. ―In a case 

that she‘s not involved with personally, if she sees what appears to 

be unethical behavior, she has all the standing in the world to file a 

grievance with the appropriate legal board; doesn‘t she?‖ 

―I can‘t say that that‘s so,‖ said Bob. ―No, I can‘t.‖ 

―So, your position is that if Jane Doe sees unethical behavior, 

she can‘t report it?‖ 

―Counselor, going to the bar—‖ 

―Yes or no?‖ 

―No,‖ insisted Bob stubbornly. ―And I can say that, you 

know, anyone who, for example, might go to a bar and brag about 

all the different women he‘s taken to bed—arguably if he‘s an 

attorney—is not someone who, who, you know, is acting in a 

manner that‘s ethical.‖ 

―What are you talking about?‖ asked Scott. 

―It‘s just an unethical standard of an attorney,‖ said Bob. 

―But, nevertheless, that doesn‘t prevent someone from filing a 

complaint, and making comments, and harassing that person.‖ 

―Sir, very simple question,‖ said Scott. ―Your position is, just 

so I understand it: If Jane Doe sees or views very unethical behavior 

by a lawyer, she doesn‘t have any standing to bring that information 

to the knowledge of the appropriate board, like the Bar of 

Overseers, for example?‖ 

―She may well have standing, but the responsibilities—‖ 



―Now, with regards to Miss Madore,‖ continued Scott, ―you 

would agree that she does—if she had viewed unethical behavior—

she certainly does have standing?‖ 

―That‘s a legal conclusion,‖ objected Bob. ―I can‘t answer 

that.‖  

I wish Bob had remembered the witnesses don‘t have to 

answer legal questions rule before breaking out the water board 

with Maryann. 

―I‘m not asking about your issue,‖ said Scott. ―I‘m asking 

what your position is.‖ 

―I know you don‘t care about—‖ 

―What we‘re here for today, sir, is for you to answer 

questions,‖ Scott reminded him. ―She filed two grievances, and the 

grievances are in essence your concern relative to count number 

two in your complaint, fair?‖ 

―Okay.‖ 

―Alright. Now, on count number three, you‘ve indicated that 

there was an invasion of privacy slash conversion. You‘ve been 

indicating that during the period from May 2007 through much of 

2008; ‗The Defendant obtained and utilized without the Plaintiff‘s 

permission, property including but not limited to, confidential 

interoffice communications and other information belonging to 

the Plaintiff that she subsequently wrongfully converted to her 

own, used or caused to be published to third parties the Plaintiff‘s 

property and information without the Plaintiff‘s permission in an 

intentionally harmful manner.‘ Did I read that correctly?‖ 

―It sounds like you did.‖ 

―And what evidence do you possess that she obtained and 

utilized, without your permission, property including but not 

limited to confidential written interoffice communications, and 

other information belonging to you?‖ 

―The evidence was in the context of her grievances and the 

attachments and exhibits that she submitted in support of those 



grievances,‖ said Bob. ―Those documents; she had no right to be in 

possession of, and she never asked me for permission to possess 

them.‖ 

He‘s referring to the emails I sent to the Bar (and quoted in 

this book), namely, Bob‘s emails to Maryann‘s ex-husband and 

former surgeon, Dr. Love, and especially the email between Bob 

and his bookkeeper, discussing the client funds that had been used 

to pay office expenses.  

Since I had come by all of these emails legally, none of them 

qualified as ‗invasion of privacy‘ or ‗conversion.‘ Therefore, Scott 

moved on to Bob‘s next claim, which was defamation. 

Scott asked if the defamation occurred in conjunction with 

the claims already discussed, namely my brother‘s bill and my bar 

complaint.   

 ―Certainly those, but on other occasions as well, I‘m sure,‖ 

said Bob. ―And discovery is ongoing, but, yes.‖ 

―What are the other times has she defamed you?‖ asked 

Scott. 

―According to [Maryann‘s] testimony—and I realize you 

weren‘t present at some of her deposition—Miss Madore hated me 

pretty much constantly, and said negative things about me,‖ said 

Bob, completely distorting Maryann‘s testimony in those other 

depositions (which were supposed to be spent on Rusty‘s case, by 

the way).  

―So, you‘re basis for ‗other time periods,‘ other than what‘s in 

counts one, two and three, is that there were occasions where 

[Maryann] has indicated that Miss Madore would say that she 

hated you?‖ 

―What I‘ve indicated—I mean, what [Maryann] has 

indicated‖—Bob had it right the first time—―and discovery is 

ongoing, I still don‘t know what Madore has said to whomever, 

since the timeframe you‘ve referred to. The discovery is ongoing.‖ 

―At the time of the filing of this complaint, up to and 

including today, you don‘t have any knowledge of any defamation 



outside of the timeframe referenced in counts one, two and three—

other than [Maryann‘s] telling you that Nancy has repeatedly stated 

that she hates you?‖ 

―Things along those lines, yes,‖ said Bob.  

So Scott moved on to the next claim. ―You indicate that 

‗public reaction to the media and third parties of this and other 

matters has harmed his personal reputation, his opportunities, his 

personal and professional relationships, his feelings.‘ What are you 

referring to?‖ 

―Well, first of all, she spoke with news reporters,‖ said Bob. 

―She went overboard to speak with news reporters.‖ 

 ―So, you observed her having conversations with the 

media?‖ asked Scott. 

―Yes.‖ 

―Okay. Were you part of those conversations?‖ 

―I was near,‖ he said. ―Near enough.‖ 

―So, you could hear?‖  

―I could hear parts of it.‖ 

―What did she say?‖ 

―She was saying that, in her opinion, I was an abusive man,‖ 

replied Bob. ―She was—in her opinion—she was making reference to 

the client fund issue as she saw it, without ever asking me about it 

or caring to ask.‖ 

―Okay. And what you‘ve just indicated is, specifically, that 

what you heard was her giving her opinion relative to two things: 

You are an abusive man, and that there was something going on 

with the client funds?‖ 

―Along those lines, yes,‖ said Bob. ―Yes, I mean, I couldn‘t 

hear everything that she was saying. And, frankly, you know, I just 

figured; ‗Well, it‘s par for her course.‘ So, there was nothing I could 

do about it.‖ 



―Okay. And that was at the Springvale District Court, where 

there was a legal proceeding going on, involving you?‖ asked Scott. 

―And [Maryann],‖ said Bob. 

―And that specific legal proceeding was relative to an 

allegation of abuse that was being heard that day by [Maryann] 

against you; is that correct?‖ 

―There were components, but, yes.‖ 

―Alright. So, what was being openly discussed in the court, 

were allegations that were going back and forth between [Maryann] 

and yourself, each accusing the other of physical abuse; correct?‖ 

―It was mostly mental abuse, I think, that she was claiming.‖ 

 ―And what you heard was in the context of that PFA hearing 

that day in the Springvale District Court?‖ asked Scott. ―Is that 

when you stated that you heard Miss Madore giving an opinion 

that, in fact, she thought you were abusive?‖ 

―Yup.‖ 

Actually, that was what I testified to in court that day. I 

didn‘t say any of that stuff to the media (nor did it turn up in any 

media publication). 

―Now, you would agree with me that you were a judge at the 

time; weren‘t you?‖ asked Scott. ―And you certainly were a public 

person?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―And what was being discussed were matters that were 

public record?‖ 

―Miss Madore was keenly aware of how to utilize the media 

because of the fact that I was a public figure,‖ said Bob. ―So, it was 

[Maryann] that just made it that much easier and more tantalizing 

for them to try to do the things that they would do.‖ 

―Okay,‖ said Scott, moving on to the next claim with a little 

shake of his head. ―Now, with regards to the ‗intentional infliction 

of emotional distress;‘ again, you incorporate counts one, two, three 

and four, individually and collectively, that her actions against you 



were ‗intentional and calculated to cause emotional distress to the 

Plaintiff.‘ Did I read that right?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―Alright. And, specifically, what is it that you allege that she 

did?‖ 

―I think I‘ve already testified about much of what she had 

done.‖ 

―Is there anything other than what you‘ve already said?‖ 

―Oh, sure,‖ said Bob. ―Miss Madore, many times during the 

course of my relationship with [Maryann], would defend 

[Maryann]. She would assure me, or attempt to assure me that 

[Maryann]—when she was away from home until the very, very late 

hours of the morning and sometimes well after the sun came up—

was only with Miss Madore. And that they were doing things, such 

as, quote ‗girl stuff‘ unquote. Now, as I‘ve learned since then, those 

are misrepresentations, and she did that for the purpose of assisting 

[Maryann] in insuring that she would have housing for herself and 

her children, and support, and investments. Before I met 

[Maryann]—before I reunited with [Maryann] in July of 2005—I 

had no debts other than a very small mortgage on a house that had 

a lot of equity. My credit rating was incredible. After meeting 

[Maryann], everything went south. And Miss Madore, I have no 

doubt, knew what [Maryann] was actually doing, including taking 

advantage of me throughout. But she actively misrepresented to me 

what [Maryann] was doing so that I would believe that [Maryann] 

was being faithful and responsible and not doing anything that 

would harm my earning capacity and my investments, for what I 

thought was her benefit—that is, [Maryann‘s] benefit—as well as 

mine and my future.‖ 

In going through my emails to Bob, I couldn‘t find any 

‗assurances‘ to keep him on the hook. I did, however, find 

something to shed some light on this.  

When Bob first threatened to sue me back in September of 

2007, he wrote: ―I am not the one who lies to his/her fiancé and 



cheats on him/her. You have never denied that [Maryann] did 

that, that she never kissed, wooed, had sex with or spent the night 

with a guy while being supposedly engaged to me or otherwise 

through July 2007, nor can you be believed at this point.‖ 

I guess that settles that.  

Oh, and I have never used the term ‗girl stuff‘ in my life. 

Meanwhile, Scott was looking at Bob as if he were an insect 

he would like to dissect. ―My earlier question was—and I know 

you‘ve been very thorough with that answer—but, do you have any 

specific information that she was doing it to harm you? Do you have 

any objective observations?‖ 

―Because I was in Maine when [Maryann] and Miss 

Madore—wherever they were, together or apart, depending on the 

occasion—I was not able to personally, physically observe things,‖ 

said Bob. ―I can relate one incident in February of 2007, involving a 

gentleman—a friend of Miss Madore‘s named [Houseguy]. 

[Maryann] had represented to me that she was spending time with 

Miss Madore, allegedly, as always when she was away from home 

and I was babysitting [Maryann‘s] children...and [Maryann] left 

that night, supposedly to go visit Miss Madore and to celebrate 

[Maryann‘s] birthday just a day or two after I had actually visited 

Nancy at her store and paid some three thousand dollars for a pair 

of stiletto shoes for [Maryann‘s] birthday. And Madore knew at the 

time very well that [Maryann], as I now know, was being unfaithful. 

And Madore knew that.‖ 

This is actually a good example of the meaningless lies Bob 

will tell in an effort to muddy the waters. 

As any woman living in the town of Newburyport can tell 

you, I didn‘t sell stilettos. ‗Port City Shoes‘ was a ‗comfort‘ store. 

The highest heel I ever carried was about 2 ½ inches, and my most 

expensive brand, the LisaNadings, retailed just under $200. Bob 

bought two pairs of them (at cost), along with a third pair of casual 

loafers, (also at cost), for a grand total of $300.00, not $3,000.00. 



Oh, and this particular shoe purchase occurred before Bob‘s 

bankruptcy, so I doubt that he actually paid for the shoes in any 

event.  

And finally, these shoes were among the possessions that 

Maryann lost when Bob put all of her stuff outside in the rain. 

Meanwhile, Scott was viewing Bob‘s testimony from a legal 

perspective, and it left him scratching his head. ―My question, 

though; How do you know that Miss Madore knew that?‖ he asked, 

referring to Maryann‘s supposed affair with Houseguy. 

―It‘s clear,‖ insisted Bob. ―It‘s just very clear to me. 

Circumstantially, a jury is going to find—well, and evidence is still 

unfolding, but, yes.‖ 

―Okay?‖ said Scott, encouraging him to go on.  

―The night when [Maryann] went back down to supposedly 

visit Madore,‖ said Bob—warming to the subject now—―[Maryann] 

left my laptop, which we used together, open, with her email staring 

at me right on the screen. It was an email string between her and 

[Houseguy]—who Miss Madore had introduced to [Maryann] for 

the purpose of enabling [Maryann] to find alternative housing.‖ 

‗For the purpose of enabling Maryann to find alternative 

housing‘—I had to read it twice to believe that Bob actually said 

that. 

―Miss Madore,‖ continued Bob, ―when I brought this email to 

her attention, first of all, expressed disbelief that this kind of email 

string was going on. Which I know to be completely incredible lying 

because she was the one who actually introduced those two, but 

then later acknowledged in an email to me that she agreed that it 

looked bad but wanted to assure me that nothing was going on…and 

that [Maryann] was still very faithful to me. It‘s pretty clear from 

reading the content of that email, that [Maryann] was not being 

faithful. It‘s also more than coincidental that around the same time, 

we already know as a matter of record, that [Maryann] and an 

associate working for me named [Rusty Hammer], with whom 

Madore also met on a couple of occasions, was having an affair.‖ 



 ―And the fact that [Maryann] was cheating on you, as you 

allege—‖ 

―No!‖ exclaimed Bob. ―I‘m not alleging. She was!‖ 

―Okay, well, it‘s my question though,‖ said Scott. ―And as you 

are alleging that she was cheating on you, how has Madore caused 

you great pain?‖ 

―Well, she certainly has, yes. But what has also caused me 

great pain is the fact that Miss Madore went out of her way 

affirmatively to conceal and to misrepresent those activities. And I 

relied on those representations over a long period of time, and that 

was really morally unacceptable.‖ 

―Okay,‖ said Scott. ―Now, you‘ve also made a claim that there 

was fraud and deceit, and you‘re alleging that Miss Madore induced 

you to provide legal services…‗to part with his time and resources 

for the benefit of the Defendant and her brother…under 

circumstances which she knew, or had reason to know, that she 

was not, in fact, being honest.‘ Have you discussed that already in 

your prior testimony, or is there anything that you would like to add 

with regards to specifics? Because I would like to know what 

specifics you have to justify that claim.‖ 

―There were several telephonic communications during the 

course of my handling of the litigation for those two, and other 

matters, that go back to Nancy Madore. One of the first things that 

she told me she was very upset about, was the way an attorney 

named [Shlomo] and his associate had mishandled their case. And 

that she was supporting and funding her brother, and that she 

asked me to take a look at his case. One of the first things she 

wanted to do was to have me analyze and determine whether I 

agreed with her that [Shlomo] had done a substandard job…and, 

therefore, whether she had remedies, either with a Massachusetts 

Board of Overseers against [Shlomo] or otherwise. She represented 

to me that she had once, in some capacity, worked in a law firm and 

knew about the Board of Overseers and already knew—she knew 

about it because she was behind [Maryann‘s] complaint in 2003 

against me. She was well aware of it. Even sent me an email telling 



me. She was a man-hater, from what I recall at that time. So I 

agreed to take a look at the case. And I intervened in connection, I 

think, with the fee agreement that you‘ve shown to me, exhibit one, 

in assisting them in approaching [Shlomo] for a refund and in filing 

a complaint against him with a Massachusetts Board…I never met 

[Daddy] throughout any of this time…she would communicate to 

me that, you know, ‗we‘re trying to raise the funds.‘ There was 

always the matter of ‗we.‘ ‗We are trying to raise the funds,‘ ‗I 

supported [Daddy] in his business throughout,‘ and ‗I want to help 

my brother.‘ And ‗don‘t worry, I‘ll make sure you get paid.‘ ‗I will 

pay,‘ and ‗I will deal with [Daddy] on that.‘ Okay. And time went on. 

She wanted us to continue to look at the case. There were—her 

brother‘s case was a complete mess. The documentation was just, I 

mean,‖—he turned his crooked gaze on me—―you didn‘t have a 

signed contract or any signed contracts at all. There were a number 

of different properties from what I recall that were involved in his 

litigation.‖ 

That was one hell of a phone conversation that Bob and I 

had. And in fact, none of it happened. I was never ‗funding‘ my 

brother (I had enough trouble funding myself) and, as you saw for 

yourself right here in this book, Bob is the one who suggested that 

Daddy file the bar complaint against Shlomo. 

Scott had just been letting Bob ramble, but at this point he 

jumped in. 

―As a matter of fact, [Daddy‘s] failure to have a signed 

contract—you considered that to be a big problem with the case; 

correct?‖ he asked. 

―Yes, but Nancy was someone who at the time I considered 

to be a friend, and I took her at her word. And I had her email 

communications, as well as her communications to our bookkeeper, 

not only promising payment…but directly…originally urging for 

payment. She would be the one that called in credit cards.‖ 

And that pretty much sums up Bob‘s case. Hundreds of legal 

hours had been spent responding to longwinded motions, 



answering extensive interrogatories and attending grueling 

depositions. And what it all amounted to was this:  

Bob had racked up a $13,000 legal bill without ever 

bothering to first file an attachment on the assets in a case that was 

‗a mess‘ because Daddy didn‘t have a signed contract. 

Notwithstanding this, Bob‘s case against me was completely 

legitimate without a signed contract, because we were such great 

friends. Throw in a bar complaint and a failure to rat out my best 

friend and you‘ve got yourself a million dollar lawsuit.  

And that‘s how easy it is folks. 

By this time, there wasn‘t a person in the room who didn‘t 

recognize Bob‘s lawsuit for the frivolous act of revenge that it was. 

Judging from his pointless babbling, I‘m pretty sure that Bob 

recognized it too. He wasn‘t fooling anyone with his ‗discovery is 

ongoing‘ crap, especially after all the hours of questioning we had 

already submitted to. Even Bob‘s attorney often stared at him in 

open mouthed astonishment. 

We could have ended the deposition there, but Scott was far 

from finished. Now that he had identified each of the claims in 

Bob‘s lawsuit, he wanted to explore them further. 

From this point forward, I‘m going to shorten ‗Bob‘s former 

bookkeeper‘ to ‗Scapegoat.‘ 

―When was the last time you spoke to [Scapegoat]?‖ asked 

Scott. 

―About a month and a half ago,‖ said Bob. ―Two months ago 

maybe. She was really disturbed when she got the communication 

from you.‖ Bob looked at me. ―And her opinion of your complaint 

and of [Maryann] is, to say the least, not good.‖ 

―Well, that‘s interesting,‖ said Scott. ―What‘s your opinion of 

[Scapegoat]?‖ 

―I think…I think [Scapegoat] is a very nice person,‖ 

stammered Bob. ―She made mistakes, but she‘s been forthright. 

And she‘s admitted them with respect to her work as a bookkeeper 

when she was with my firm.‖ 



―Let‘s chat briefly about that,‖ said Scott. ―One of the 

allegations that Miss Madore was making in July of 2007…was that 

there was an issue with regards to your client fund account; 

correct?‖ 

―Which had nothing to do with her account,‖ said Bob. 

―Am I correct?‖ 

―She made that allegation after getting information she was 

not entitled to be in possession of from [Maryann], who was not 

entitled to give it to her,‖ said Bob. 

―So you knew in July of 2007 that there was an issue with 

regards to your client funds account,‖ continued Scott. ―People are 

saying—Nancy Madore for one—she‘s at least one who‘s saying that 

there‘s something going on with the client fund account?‖ 

―I knew that there was, within the office, because I had let 

everyone in the office know that there had been a question that had 

arisen regarding the client trust funds that also had been 

subsequently and immediately resolved. [Maryann] knew that as 

well, but it didn‘t matter to [Maryann], and it—‖ 

―Was that [Scapegoat] who had raised some issues?‖ asked 

Scott. 

“She reported that there were discrepancies in the  clients‘ 

trust account.‖ 

―So, in July of 2007, there was an ongoing matter relative to 

discrepancies in the client fund account?‖ 

―No, not an ongoing matter,‖ said Bob. ―It had been resolved. 

It was a brief matter that was rapidly resolved—well before Miss 

Madore was making her claims to the media.‖ 

―Okay. And, again, that was [Scapegoat], and you had 

indicated earlier that when you spoke to her, she was admitting that 

she had made some mistakes, and that she had done some things 

inappropriately.‖ 

―No, she didn‘t admit mistakes. She said—‖ 



―I asked you earlier about your conversation with 

[Scapegoat]. One of the things that you were indicating is that 

[Scapegoat] admitted to you that she had made some mistakes. Are 

those the mistakes you‘re referring to?‖ 

―Not then…no, counselor,‖ said Bob. ―Then she had said 

there was a discrepancy. She admitted mistakes in February of 

2008—well after your client filed her grievance. Those mistakes had 

nothing to do with the information your client was operating on.‖ 

―Okay, but what Nancy Madore was saying in July of 2007 

was accurate,‖ argued Scott. ―Something had been going on with 

your client fund account—hang on. Let me just finish my question. 

Simultaneous with her saying that she had an opinion, as you‘ve 

indicated, that there was something going on with your client fund 

account, in fact, there had been something going on; correct?‖ 

―She was representing that there were missing client funds, 

and that was not true.‖ 

Bob has a point there. Funds that have been spent are not 

truly ‗missing.‘  

―So, there was a discrepancy?‖ asked Scott. 

―And it did not involve your client,‖ insisted Bob. 

―Fine. You would agree with me that everybody has a right to 

offer their own opinion; wouldn‘t you?‖ 

―Yes. That doesn‘t mean they‘re right. I‘m sure she thinks 

she‘s right, but she‘s not.‖ 

―And subsequently—‖ 

―I‘m sure you‘re going to tell her you think she‘s right too, 

but you‘re wrong also,‖ added Bob. 

―Now, in February of 2008 there was a problem regarding 

[Scapegoat] and your client fund account; wasn‘t there?‖ 

―And this is completely irrelevant,‖ said Bob. 

―Was that true?‖ asked Scott. ―What was that problem?‖ 



―[Scapegoat]—as you‘re aware, counselor, Nadeau and 

Associates, P.A., was resolved early in 2007. Immediately after that, 

I formed a new law firm, Nadeau Law, LLC. As a result of that 

transmission, [Scapegoat] was taxed with not only having to finish 

up all of the accounting work pertinent to Nadeau and Associates, 

PA, but also to start a completely new bookkeeping system for the 

new law firm of Nadeau Law, LLC. She found herself going into 

October and November and December of 2007 feeling 

overwhelmed with all of the extra work, and she asked me if I could 

hire someone to help. I contacted my mother, who is very 

experienced and by then a retired accountant. My mother came in 

in December of 2007. And as my mother continued to work into 

late January or early February of 2008, she prepared for a 

transition because [Scapegoat] had decided—for whatever 

reasons—[Scapegoat] decided that she was going to resign as 

bookkeeper. And it culminated. I think that decision—also, it was 

largely the result of my mother‘s report to me—she had started 

working on the Nadeau and Associates accounts too, and she had 

discovered that the December 2007 accounts reflected a substantial 

deficit in the client trust balance as of that month. Not as of July or 

June of 2007 or August or September or October, but as of 

December 2007. And as a result, when my mother reported that to 

me, I had a discussion with [Scapegoat]. [Scapegoat] was very good. 

She apologized profusely. She said, ‗I made mistakes.‘ I had all of 

my associates in the conference room with me at the law firm, and I 

disclosed this revelation to all of them, and plans for immediately 

getting all of…of the funds back into the client-trust account. And I 

did that and nothing—none of that—had anything to do with your 

client‘s bar grievances.‖ 

―Did you indicate in recent testimony that you fired 

[Scapegoat]?‖ 

―I don‘t know that we fired her. She voluntarily resigned.‖ 

―My question though: Have you testified under oath in the 

recent past that you fired her?‖ 



―It may have been…been deemed as a firing. I may have used 

that term. I mean, I was upset with her, but I mean, technically 

what happened is that she voluntarily resigned.‖ 

―When did you recently use the term that you fired her?‖ 

―I don‘t know that I ever did. It may have been…been 

construed by someone as having been a firing.‖ 

―When was that testimony offered?‖ 

―Counselor, I don‘t know. I mean, there was a hearing 

recently with the board.‖ 

―May the 19th?‖ asked Scott. That was the hearing date for 

the client who had come forward about his missing client funds. 

―Yes.‖ 

―Is that the day that you testified under oath that you fired 

[Scapegoat]?‖ 

―I don‘t believe I testified that I fired her.‖ 

―Is that the testimony that you‘re referring to?‖ asked Scott. 

―I don‘t know. I guess I‘m asking you: What are you referring 

to?‖ 

―Well, you‘re telling us under oath that she resigned 

voluntarily. Isn‘t it true that you testified under oath at the hearing 

on May the 19th that you fired her?‖ 

―I frankly don‘t recall,‖ said Bob. ―I may have. But what—

actually, if I did, if I did—what actually occurred was her voluntary 

resignation, and that may have been deemed a firing either by her 

or by the panel who heard the testimony.‖  

―When did you talk to [Scapegoat]?‖ 

―About a month-and-a-half to two months ago. That‘s my 

recollection.‖ 

―Before this hearing on May 19th; correct?‖ 

―It was a few weeks before the hearing, I think.‖ 

―Did you talk—‖ 



―She contacted me.‖ 

―Did you have a conversation with her about her testimony 

relative to the events that you‘ve described in 2007 and in 2008, 

regarding problems with the client fund account?‖ 

―One, she didn‘t testify—‖ 

―Did you?‖ 

―So, the answer, I guess, is, no.‖ 

―Was it a phone call?‖ 

―Yes. Well, she emailed me first, and then we connected by 

phone. She was very upset that you had contacted her and, or her 

daughter. I don‘t recall which.‖ 

―Did you keep that email?‖ 

―I may have that. I‘d have to look. I may have. I mean, there‘s 

been a lot of cleaning up of our computer because the available 

space has been used up. So, there‘s been a lot of stuff that‘s been—‖ 

―Deleted?‖ provided Scott. 

―Yes.‖ 

―So, there‘s been recent deleting to your email account?‖ 

―Nothing involving this case,‖ said Bob, ―if you‘re asking 

that.‖ 

―I‘m not asking that. Which phone did you get the call on?‖ 

―There was—an office phone, I think, it was.‖ 

―And she telephoned you out of the blue?‖ 

―She contacted me out of the blue, by email, and she asked—

she wanted to speak.‖ 

―Had she been contacted by anybody other than me?‖ 

―She also had been—she indicated—or her daughter—I don‘t 

recall.‖ 

―Who is Miss Gomes?‖ asked Scott. 



―She is assistant bar counsel—as you well know, counselor, 

don‘t play silly with us. I think that‘s unbecoming. You obviously 

read the decision from the panel from just a little while ago relating 

to the May hearing.‖ 

―I have?‖ asked Scott. 

―Well, you should read it if you haven‘t. It‘s apparent to me 

that you don‘t know a few things.‖ 

―She said they were attempting to reach out to her,‖ 

continued Scott, ―weren‘t they?‖ 

―Reach out?‖ echoed Bob. ―No. They were attempting to 

reach her. Reach out to her, no, no.‖ 

―And in your conversations with her, had she responded to 

them?‖ 

―I believe she indicated that she hadn‘t responded to Miss 

Gomes yet, and she wanted to know what it was about. And I told 

her that we had a hearing coming up.‖ 

―So, you explained it to her?‖ 

―I didn‘t know what it was about necessarily, but I‘m sure it 

had to do with the errors on accounts and probably the client trust 

fund situation, and I told her: ‗Just so you‘re clear answering her 

questions.‘‖ 

―So, you didn‘t know what the May 19th hearing before the 

Board of Overseers in Maine was about?‖ asked Scott. 

―I knew it was about client trust issues that had issued in 

February of 2008 and money involving—‖ 

―Client funds,‖ Scott provided. ―That‘s what it was all about?‖ 

―A person named [Another Disappointed Client].‖ 

―It was about client funds,‖ concluded Scott. ―And what was 

the timeframe of [Another Disappointed Client‘s] issue?‖ 

―The real pertinent parts were January of 2007 and onward 

thereafter.‖ 



―To when?‖ 

―Well, until the hearing,‖ said Bob. 

―May 19th of 2011?‖ 

―Yes, relating to.‖ 

―So, there had been issues ongoing with [Another 

Disappointed Client] with regards to his monies in your account; 

correct?‖ 

―In Nadeau and Associates‘ account.‖ 

―A trust fund account?‖ 

―A real estate trust account.‖ 

―Right,‖ said Scott. ―And what was he claiming?‖ 

―Read the decision, counselor. I‘m not even going to answer 

this question. It‘s so irrelevant. It will take you ten minutes—five 

minutes if you read reasonably fast—to read it.‖ 

―But, I want your answer,‖ said Scott. 

―No. Read it, and then ask me questions. But it‘s not 

relevant. You‘re harassing.‖ 

Scott turned to Bob‘s attorney. ―Counselor, I would ask that 

you instruct the witness to please answer the question.‖ 

―The decision will tell you inasmuch,‖ insisted Bob. ―Go on-

line. Look it up.‖ 

―What was the allegation by [Another Disappointed Client]?‖ 

Scott asked him again. 

―That Nadeau and Associates P.A. had failed to release 

escrow funds when it obtained the authorization to do so from the 

Superior Court in connection with litigation in which he was 

involved.‖ 

―How much money?‖ 

―Oh, it was—I think it was about six thousand, give or take a 

disproportion of, I don‘t know, eighteen hundred or two thousand.‖ 



―So these issues with regards to the client fund accounts had 

been ongoing from January 2007 until May 19th, 2011?‖ 

―No.‖ 

―Isn‘t that your answer?‖ 

―The real estate trust account,‖ said Bob. ―That‘s different 

from the trust fund account. It—well, we had an IOLTA account. 

There was a discrepancy that was resolved by [Scapegoat] as soon 

as she realized and reported it to me, and that was in May or June 

of 2007.‖ 

―Alright,‖ conceded Scott. ―But the specific account that was 

the problem in 2008 was what?‖ 

―Asked and answered. Again, you‘re really harassing.‖ 

―The IOLTA account?‖ asked Scott. 

―Yes, there was an issue with an additional IOLTA account 

that had been maintained by Nadeau and Associates, P.A., up until 

the time when it had been illegally frozen by Ocean National Bank.‖ 

―Right,‖ said Scott. ―And as a matter of fact, there were three 

different issues in the timeframe of 2007 relative to trust fund 

accounts under some Nadeau enterprise; correct?‖ 

―There was only one pertinent to your client‘s grievance.‖ 

―No,‖ said Scott. ―Isn‘t it true that there were at least three 

separate issues going on from January 2007 until January of 2008 

involving trust fund accounts under your responsibility. Isn‘t that 

true?‖ 

―And there was only one that pertained to your client‘s 

grievance,‖ said Bob, ―and that was a non-issue.‖ 

Scott handed Bob two documents from his old law firm‘s 

bankruptcy, filed in early 2008.  

―Okay,‖ resumed Scott. ―And what you‘ve indicated is that 

[Scapegoat] transferred funds from the client trust account to pay 

the firm‘s expenses, and this was only discovered in January 

2008?‖ 



―Okay,‖ said Bob. ―Your question is?‖ 

―How much?‖ asked Scott. 

―How much?‖ echoed Bob. 

―How much funds were transferred from the client trust 

account to pay for firm expenses?‖ 

―We weren‘t able to determine the amount at that time—not 

the exact amount,‖ said Bob. ―But in the subsequent weeks, the 

accountant determined that it was somewhere in the neighborhood 

of sixty thousand, plus what was unaccounted for as of December of 

2007—many months after—completely unrelated to your client‘s 

grievance!‖ 

―Alright,‖ said Scott. ―There was sixty thousand missing from 

your client trust account; correct?‖ 

―A number somewhere in that neighborhood, yes.‖ 

It was actually closer to $70,000.00. 

―And those funds, it‘s your testimony, were used to pay your 

bills?‖ 

―They evidently were used to pay—by [Scapegoat]—to pay 

law firm operating expenses.‖ 

―And did you replace the $60,000.00?‖ asked Scott. 

―In part I did,‖ replied Bob. 

―Who paid the other part?‖ 

―I borrowed from my personal IRA account. I borrowed from 

my then—she wasn‘t even my fiancé. She was just someone who—‖ 

―How much did you borrow from her?‖ 

―I don‘t know the total amount,‖ claimed Bob. ―I mean, there 

was a combination. My folks loaned me some money. I borrowed 

some money. Initially, I borrowed money from my fiancé. She 

simply offered it out.‖ 

―How were $60,000.00 worth of bills being paid, if you were 

not making the money to cover them?‖ asked Scott. 



―Well, as it turns out, I realized—I didn‘t know at the time,‖ 

said Bob. 

―So you don‘t know when these monies were taken or 

misappropriated; correct?‖ 

―What we know, is that as of December—‖ 

―Is when you found out?‖ offered Scott. 

―Right,‖ said Bob. ―And the only information we have is 

that—and this appears to coincide with the transition of the law 

practice from the old firm in September of 2007 to the new firm.‖ 

―So, it appears to have occurred during the fall of 2007, but 

you don‘t know when the monies were misappropriated; do you?‖ 

asked Scott. 

―The preponderance of the evidence is that it occurred in the 

fall of 2007,‖ insisted Bob. 

Let us suppose, Reader, that it did happen in the fall.  That 

would mean that I made a claim that Bob and his bookkeeper were 

discussing client funds being used to pay their company bills three 

months before it actually happened. Which would make me 

clairvoyant.  

However, I‘m not going to head off to Las Vegas just yet… 

―But the bottom line is that you don‘t know when the money 

got misappropriated; do you?‖ persisted Scott.  

This is what you call being caught between a rock and a hard 

place. 

―It was clearly during the fall of 2007,‖ insisted Bob, 

choosing the rock.  

 ―So now it‘s clear?‖ asked Scott. 

―It‘s pretty clear because it was in connection with the—‖ 

―I‘m going to ask you one more time,‖ said Scott, cutting him 

off. ―You don‘t know—other than it‘s ‗more likely than not‘—that it 

happened in the fall of 2007. Your testimony is that you don‘t know 

when the money got misappropriated; do you?‖ 



―More likely than not, it was in the fall of 2007. And you‘re 

welcome to meet your burden to rebut that. Good luck.‖ 

―Well, thank you,‖ replied Scott. ―Now, sir, on her leaving, 

[Scapegoat]…Isn‘t it true, sir, that she was sending you emails 

telling you; ‗There‘s a problem, we don‘t have the money, I can‘t be 

using the trust fund accounts to be paying your bills.‘ Isn‘t that true, 

sir?‖ 

―No. As a matter of fact, if you saw my email to her, when 

this information was reported to her—‖ 

―Sir, my question doesn‘t relate to what you wrote back. My 

question to you is: She wrote to you. And, specifically, didn‘t she 

write to you, warning you that; ‗There‘s a problem. We don‘t have 

enough money. We can‘t keep using trust fund accounts to be 

paying the bills.‘ Did she write that to you or didn‘t she?‖ 

―I don‘t know,‖ replied Bob. ―If you want to show me 

something, I‘ll be happy to answer your question. I don‘t recall any 

such communication.‖ 

Bob was clearly worried about that email string between him 

and Scapegoat. He had no idea whether or not we still had it.  

―So, your answer is?‖ asked Scott. 

―Other than at the very end, when my mother discovered 

what she did, and I confronted [Scapegoat] with it, and then 

[Scapegoat] responded by saying something to the effect of: ‗Well, 

you know, I‘ve been taking—I‘ve been taking money from the client 

trust account based on my estimates of what has been earned. And 

that‘s how we‘ve been doing that because of all of the extra 

bookkeeping work associated with two different law firms.‘‖ 

Was it because of the extra bookkeeping—or because of the 

lack of funds?  

―Okay,‖ said Scott. ―And, so, you‘re answer here today is that 

you have no memory of her sending you an email saying: ‗We have 

to stop taking client funds and paying your bills with them.‘ Is that 

correct?‖ 



―No,‖ replied Bob. ―You‘re welcome to show me the 

document that you‘re referring to, if you think that there is such a 

document that says that. In fact, I challenge you to do that.‖ 

―I‘m asking you a question.‖ 

―I can‘t—‖ 

―So, you don‘t have a memory?‖ 

―I don‘t have a specific memory.‖ 

―You‘ve answered the question. Now—‖ 

―And it‘s not relevant,‖ added Bob. ―Again, you understand 

there‘s a continuing objection regarding all of this nonsense.‖ 

―You‘re registering another objection?‖ asked Scott, who had 

already reminded Bob several times that, if he was representing 

himself, his attorney would have to leave the room. 

―Well, I‘m just repeating—I want to make it clear that the 

objection pertains to all of this,‖ said Bob. 

―Okay. Now, sir—‖  

―See, quite frankly, you and your client are just being 

malicious busybodies because this has nothing to do with her claim, 

and she‘s just a self-appointed civilian. I think that‘s really 

inappropriate.‖ Bob turned a vicious snarl on me. ―And rather than 

owning up to your own actions—you never do that. You never did 

that. [Maryann] never did that. Always blaming somebody else.‖ 

I couldn‘t let this pass. ―Aren‘t you talking about yourself 

now?‖ I asked.  

―No, I‘m not,‖ he snapped.  

I quoted this rather long exchange to illustrate the lengths 

that Bob is willing to go to in order to avoid telling the truth. First, 

we get the outright denials, then the transparent twisting of facts 

and finally, the hostility over being questioned at all. Bob‘s 

objections are the most incredible part of his testimony. Here he is, 

suing me for reporting a misuse of client funds to the Bar, and he‘s 



objecting that questions directly relating to misuse of client funds 

are irrelevant! 

And yet his questions about where Maryann and Rusty had 

sex were relevant? 

Though Scott had ‗seen it all‘ in the course of his career, he 

still wasn‘t ready for Bob. 

―When you told me about this guy I figured you must be 

exaggerating,‖ he told me later. ―But you actually understated it!‖ 

Getting back to Bob‘s deposition; ―Sir, relative to your claim 

against Miss Madore, that she has been profoundly harming you 

with her comments and conduct in 2007 and 2008,‖ resumed Scott, 

―the fact of the matter is…that you were bleeding red ink as a 

business through the period of time from 2005 to 2007; correct?‖ 

―The firms were,‖ said Bob. ―There are reasons for that—that 

are attributable to your client, I think—but, yes.‖ 

For those of you who find all this confusing, here‘s a brief 

summary:  

Bob claimed that my comments to the Bar and to the media 

had ruined his business. But there was nothing from me in the 

media, and my bar complaint had been dismissed. What‘s more, 

Bob‘s law firm had already been operating at a significant loss for 

two years prior to my bar complaint (which is quite possibly why it 

became necessary to borrow against those client funds in the first 

place).  

The most important point here is this: my claim about the 

client funds was true.  

Bob‘s defense that the misappropriated funds were a simple 

accounting error on the part of his bookkeeper is sketchy, at best, 

especially when you consider that there was no money to replace 

the missing funds with after they got caught. Bob had to borrow the 

money to put those funds back in their proper accounts.  

How did the Bar respond to the one and only client who filed 

a complaint for $3,450.00 of the missing funds?  



―On or about June 22, 2007, Respondent learned that his 

firm‘s bookkeeper, [Scapegoat] was transferring funds from the 

firm‘s IOLTA account to the firm‘s operating account, before 

actual bills were prepared and sent to clients.‖ 

Yes, you read that right. Bob ‗learned‘ about this in June of 

2007, right before I filed my bar complaint. But then again, if 

you‘ve ever been to Maine, you know that June can sometimes feel 

like ‗fall‘ when that cold breeze comes in off the ocean. 

―Respondent discovered that a former associate failed to 

instruct [Scapegoat] that the escrowed funds were not available to 

pay the firm‘s fees,‖ the Bar continued. ―He immediately replaced 

those funds in the firm‘s IOLTA account, but was unable to release 

them to [Another Disappointed Client] as they had requested.‖ 

The Bar dismissed Another Disappointed Client‘s complaint 

with a warning, after reaching this conclusion: 

―There is no evidence…that attorney Nadeau was 

personally aware of or sanctioned any of the errors involving the 

firm‘s IOLTA account.‖  

No evidence? What about the email string between Bob and 

his bookkeeper? 

I contacted the Bar to ask for a copy of that email string that 

I submitted with my bar complaint. That‘s when they told me that 

the contents of my bar complaint had been destroyed. Apparently 

they are only required to keep records on dismissed complaints for 

two years.   

By blaming and ‗firing‘ his bookkeeper, Bob was off the hook. 

Do you see why I decided to call her ‗Scapegoat?‘ 

Why didn‘t the Bar try harder to get in touch with 

Scapegoat? I mean, isn‘t this issue of misappropriated client funds 

serious enough to merit testimony from someone other than the 

person being accused?  

In Bob‘s testimony, he admits that his bookkeeper ‗might‘ 

have said something like; ‗I‘ve been taking money from the client 

trust account based on my estimates of what has been earned .‘ I 



think that statement is partially true. But I think it reveals Bob‘s 

reason for using the client funds, which was that he was only 

borrowing against future earnings. But if my opinion is correct (and 

I would like to offer a second opinion that it is), he was ‗borrowing‘ 

from accounts that he was forbidden, by law, to touch.  

Does that matter to anyone besides me? 

Even if Scapegoat had been keeping her activities secret from 

Bob—which would mean that she was also keeping it a secret that 

the law firm didn‘t have enough money to pay its bills—why was 

this handled the way it was? When Scapegoat finally told Bob that 

she had been ‗borrowing‘ against the client funds, why didn‘t he 

immediately report it to the appropriate authorities? And finally, 

how could the Bar conclude that this intentional, calculated 

‗borrowing‘ of funds, ‗based on estimates of what had been earned,‘  

was a ‗bookkeeping error‘?  

Imagine if this happened in any other industry! Actually, 

maybe we should try it and see what happens. You go first. ‗Borrow‘ 

some money from someone else‘s account, pay your bills with it, 

and then tell everyone it was a ‗bookkeeping error.‘ Be sure and let 

me know how it works out for you.  

(NOTICE: The author is not responsible for consequences resulting from 

following the suggestions in this book).  

But there were still more ‗discoveries‘ to come. 

―Okay,‖ continued Scott. ―And you made a claim for 

damages, saying that you‘ve been damaged?‖ 

―Yes,‖ responded Bob. Even I had to admire his obstinacy. 

I‘m pretty sure I would‘ve ducked out of the room by this time. 

―To what extent do you claim that you‘ve been damaged by 

Miss Madore in your lawsuit?‖ asked Scott. 

―Without seeing the interrogatory answers, I can‘t tell you,‖ 

said Bob. 

―Can you give me an approximate?‖  

―Nope, not without seeing it.‖  



―Sir, do you have a memory?‖ asked Scott. ―Did you fill those 

out?‖ 

―Yes, but the answer—‖ 

―Okay. Here‘s my question. Do you have a memory as to the 

number that you used for the amount of damages that you‘ve 

claimed in your sworn answers to interrogatories that Miss Madore 

cost you?‖ 

―I don‘t—if you want to show me the exhibit, I'll be able to 

tell you, sir!‖ said Bob. 

―As we stand here today, you don‘t know the number that 

accurately reflects the amount of damages that you‘ve sustained?‖  

―I know it was high, but I don‘t recall.‖ 

―Such as?‖ prompted Scott. ―What‘s your best estimate?‖ 

―I don‘t recall the number!‖ insisted Bob. 

―Okay,‖ said Scott, handing him the exhibit. ―Why don‘t you 

read it, sir?‖ 

Bob read; ―Total amount of damages, $1,008,446.40.‖  

―So, it‘s your understanding that the value of your claim is a 

million bucks?‖ asked Scott.  

―Roughly,‖ said Bob. 

―Alright,‖ continued Scott. ―What did you report on your 

personal bankruptcy‘s Schedule B, relative to any claim that you 

have against Miss Madore?‖ 

My jaw dropped. When Maryann and I were discussing the 

possibility that Bob had done what he was accusing my brother of, 

Scott was listening! 

The question was met with silence, so Scott asked him again. 

―Did you indicate, when filing your bankruptcy, that you had 

an outstanding claim against Miss Madore?‖ 

―No,‖ said Bob, ―because at that time—counselor, I didn‘t 

know what—I subsequently learned about all that she had been 

involved with. Okay? Other than I knew about her grievance 



complaints. But at that time, I was simply trying to resolve them. I 

didn‘t know at that time what the financial consequences of that 

were.‖ 

―When did you find out what the financial consequences 

were?‖ asked Scott. 

―Probably not until well into 2008,‖ said Bob, ―when all of 

the accounts were reconciled, and we were seeing that the phones 

had been going dead and remained dead after the PFA stuff and the 

media stuff that had—had happened.‖ 

―But, sir, you had already been bleeding red ink by the time 

the PFA went down.‖ 

―The law firm was,‖ said Bob. ―The law firm.‖ 

They are discussing Bob‘s personal bankruptcy here. Earlier, 

Scott had been questioning Bob on his business bankruptcy—which 

Bob had filed on behalf of his old law firm, right around the time he 

started his new one. I know it gets confusing, but I‘ve learned that 

confusion is actually another one of Bob‘s favorite tools. It works 

really well too—until someone like Scott comes along, with an eye 

for detail.  

I promise it will all become clear in the end. 

You might recall, from what Bob did to my brother, that all 

assets—including potential lawsuits—must be listed on a person‘s 

bankruptcy, because they can have a profound effect on the 

outcome. Creditors are entitled to be paid if there is income due 

from that time period when the credit was extended. Take, for 

example, the ‗receivables‘ owed to Bob‘s old law firm. It is only fair 

that the creditors who helped fund Bob‘s law firm while he earned 

those receivables get some of the money he collects on them.  

 ―When did you file your personal bankruptcy?‖ asked Scott. 

―You have the document in front of you, counselor,‖ snapped 

Bob. ―Asked and answered.‖ 

―Okay,‖ said Scott. ―And, sir, you‘ve indicated that you didn‘t 

include Madore; is that your memory?‖ 



―I did not, and it‘s not relevant.‖ 

―Okay. Good. Then why did you include Madore?‖ 

―Why did I include Madore?‖ 

―Nancy Madore?‖ clarified Scott. 

―Why did I? I didn‘t.‖ 

―Oh, okay,‖ said Scott, picking up a document. 

―So what!‖ Bob exclaimed all of a sudden. 

―So what…what?‖ asked Scott. 

―So what!‖ said Bob again.  

Scott looked at him. ―What‘s the matter? Did you just 

remember something?‖ 

―So what?‖ said Bob for the third time. 

―Sir, I ask the questions,‖ said Scott. ―You know that.‖ 

―Well, I think you‘re wasting a lot of time, and you‘re wasting 

a lot of money.‖ 

―Sir, I'll remind you that we sat here through hours of your 

deposition asking Miss Madore about [Maryann‘s] sex life. Please 

keep that in mind.‖ 

―Yes. And that‘s all part of this litigation,‖ insisted Bob, ―and 

I remember also you grandstanding frequently regarding all of 

that.‖ 

―Okay. Off the record,‖ announced Scott. 

An argument ensued between Scott and Bob about what was 

and wasn‘t allowed in a deposition. Finally, Bob settled down. The 

mention of his personal bankruptcy had really rattled him. 

―I‘m going to show you a document,‖ said Scott when they 

were back on the record. ―Do you recognize it?‖ 

―It appears to be pages from my personal bankruptcy back in 

September 2007,‖ replied Bob. 



―Okay. And under Schedule B, personal property, you‘ve 

indicated that you do not recall making a claim against Miss 

Madore; correct?‖ 

―I don‘t recall, but I may have. I may have.‖ 

―Okay. And what did you make a claim against Miss Madore 

for?‖ 

―Value unknown.‖ 

―I didn‘t ask you that,‖ said Scott. ―What claim did you 

make?‖ 

―Well, that‘s the answer I had to put down on number 

fourteen,‖ said Bob. ―And the reason, frankly, is because from what 

I could tell, these people were basically judgment proof, you know. 

But I didn‘t know the value. Information was just starting to come 

in. I wouldn‘t know for a long time what the long-term effects of 

their conduct were. But it was very apparent to me that those effects 

went back to 2005 and continued thereafter and caused me—

among other things...‖ Bob paused in apparent confusion. ―Actually, 

[Maryann], as an employee—she was completely useless. And to pay 

her a salary and benefits and lots of extra perks, and to employ 

people such as [Rusty Hammer], who I certainly would have never 

employed if [Maryann] and Madore had been candid with me about 

what was going on between him and [Maryann]…‖ 

Scott didn‘t bat an eye. ―You indicated the claim was for ‗tort 

and property‘ claims against Nancy Madore; correct?‖ 

―Right.‖ 

―Alright. And you put down a value as of the date of your 

filing of—‖ 

―Value unknown!‖ exclaimed Bob. 

―You put ‗value unknown‘?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―Did you put down a value?‖ asked Scott. 

―The program requires that a value be placed!‖  



―And what did you put down for the value?‖ 

―Because the information was—‖ 

―Sir, you‘re an experienced lawyer,‖ said Scott. ―What‘s the 

number that you put down?‖ 

―Value unknown!‖ insisted Bob. ―Don‘t distort things, 

counselor. I know that‘s what you‘re trying to do. The value put 

down was $1.00, but we took care to put—parenthetically—to put 

‗value unknown.‘‖ 

―So you‘ve just described all of these terrible things that had 

gone on from 2005 to 2007, all of these material things that Miss 

Madore was doing to you,‖ said Scott. ―And in September of 2007, 

when having to answer something under the pains and penalties of 

perjury—correct?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―You put down $1.00; didn‘t you?‖ said Scott. ―You put down 

one dollar.‖ 

―Counselor, you are being dishonest on the record,‖ argued 

Bob. ―You‘re being dishonest. You‘re distorting things.‖ 

―Did you put down $1.00?‖ 

―I put down $1.00 and ‗value unknown.‘‖ 

―Thank you,‖ said Scott.  

―The computer put down one dollar!‖ amended Bob. ―I 

answered that for you. The computer required a number.‖ 

―And, sir, you elected to put down $1.00,‖ said Scott. 

“Because the losses could not yet—‖   

―As an experienced attorney, sir, you didn‘t know that you 

were owed $6,000.00 because [Daddy] wouldn‘t pay the bill that 

Nancy Madore was guaranteeing?‖ asked Scott. ―You didn‘t know 

that? Is that your statement there in September 2007?‖ 

―Counselor, no!‖ 



―And, as a matter of fact, sir, you knew that if you had put 

down a value of a million dollars—that you have a million dollar 

claim against Nancy Madore or anyone else—certainly, the trustee 

wouldn‘t be abandoning the claim; would he?‖ 

―I don‘t know,‖ said Bob. ―I don‘t know. Now, as a matter of 

fact, my experience and my dealings with John Turner were that he 

made his own independent evaluation as to the likelihood of 

collecting on a claim. And I think he even asked me about my entry 

with respect to Miss Madore and [Maryann] at some point. I don‘t 

recall if it was at the 341 Meeting or at a later time. But at that time, 

I told him what it was about. And that, at that point, I couldn‘t value 

what it was about. I said; ‗It may well be that these people are 

judgment proof. We might not be able to collect on it anyway, but 

it‘s there.‘‖ 

This, more than anything, defined the Bob that I knew—and 

it made me sick. Bob had put my brother through a living hell with 

accusations that he had intentionally mislead the bankruptcy court 

by failing to report a dead claim that he had no intention of 

pursuing, while here was Bob, plotting to file a million dollar 

lawsuit as soon as his bankruptcy went through—after convincing 

the bankruptcy court that his claim against me was worthless!  

But there was still more to come.  

Scott now asked Bob if the accounts receivable from his old 

law firm had been inherited by him personally. If they had, and he 

knew beforehand that they were coming to him—which, let‘s face it; 

he had to know because he was the one who set it up that way—then 

he was required to list them on his personal bankruptcy as well.  

Daddy‘s bill was among those accounts receivables—which is 

probably why Bob didn‘t mention my owing that bill when he listed 

me on his personal bankruptcy for ‗tort and property.‘  

Bob pretended not to understand the question.  

―Let me break it down,‖ said Scott. ―Your business had 

dissolved in September of 2007; correct?‖ 

―Nadeau and Associates, P.A., did, yes.‖ 



―Who owns the liability and assets at that point in time?‖ 

―The assets were owned by the individual shareholder.‖  

In other words; Bob. 

―And what about the liabilities?‖ 

―That‘s a separate issue,‖ said Bob. And he was right. While 

the ‗individual shareholder‘ got all the assets, the bankruptcy court 

absorbed the debt. 

―When you filed your personal bankruptcy, did you indicate 

that you owned those assets—including your claim for $6,000.00 

against Nancy Madore?‖ asked Scott. 

―The answer is not simply, yes or no,‖ said Bob. ―So, if you‘re 

looking for that, you‘re not getting a complete answer.‖ 

―Did you indicate that she owed you?‖ 

―My answer is: After it winds down its affairs—and knowing, 

as I reported to Mr. Turner that it would be also eventually filing 

bankruptcy—it simply did not make sense to take the accounts 

receivable of the corporation out of the name of the corporation; 

but simply to schedule them all as part of the corporation, and 

eventually the bankruptcy, which was exactly what was done.‖ 

―Exactly,‖ said Scott. ―And that‘s the discussion that was 

being referred to in the petition against you.‖ Scott pulled out a 

document. ―I‘m reading from Miss Phoebe Morse‘s ‗Complaint to 

Revoke Discharge,‘ which has been marked as Exhibit 2; ‗The 

Defendant was asked by the Trustee at the Meeting of Creditors on 

October 4th, 2007, whether the Defendant held any notes or 

accounts receivable personal. And he answered, ‗No.‘‖ 

―That‘s true,‖ said Bob. ―That was an accurate statement.‖ 

And it was, because Bob hadn‘t actually gotten the accounts 

receivable yet. Timing is everything, and Bob had timed everything 

just right. 

―Okay,‖ said Scott. ―And then in paragraph number ten: ‗The 

Defendant was further asked at the Meeting of Creditors whether 

the assets of Nadeau and Associates had been transferred to a new 



entity. And the Defendant replied that the account receivables of 

Nadeau and Associates had not been transferred, that collection of 

the account would be applied to the debts of that entity, and that 

Nadeau and Associates would soon be filing a separate 

bankruptcy case.‘ Correct?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―And, in fact, that is specifically the basis for the claim that 

was being made that, per paragraph fifteen; ‗The Trustee relied 

upon the representations of the Defendant at the 341 Meetings, 

that both the Defendant and the law firm had abandoned any 

interest in the law firm‘s accounts receivables on account of Ocean 

National Bank‘s security interest.‘‖ 

To translate, Bob was claiming to ‗abandon‘ his old law firm‘s 

accounts receivables because they were collateral on a defaulted 

loan to Ocean‘s Bank.  

―No!‖ exclaimed Bob. ―I can‘t tell you what was in the 

Trustee‘s mind! I have no idea. What I do know is what John 

Turner testified in that proceeding later on. He specifically said: ‗I 

don‘t believe you intended to commit any fraud whatsoever.‘ So, if 

that‘s the direction you‘re going—‖ 

―Your testimony is that Mr. Turner said what?‖ interjected 

Scott. 

―He said—in answer to a question about whether he 

thought—‖ 

―No,‖ interjected Scott. ―You said he thought or he believed.‖ 

―I‘d have to—‖ 

―Well, you were an authority just a few moments ago,‖ said 

Scott. ―Why don‘t you tell us exactly what your memory is that you 

authoritatively said that Mr. Turner was saying about an opinion 

that he had relative to whether you were committing fraud or not?‖ 

―I can‘t tell you the specific words.‖ 

Actually, what Bob said was; ―John Turner specifically said; 

‗I don‘t believe you intended to commit any fraud whatsoever.‘‖ 



 ―What I can tell you is that his state—‖  

―Don‘t speak to his state of mind,‖ said Scott. ―You can‘t tell 

me what his words were; is that true?‖ 

―Not the exact words. I can tell you generally what they 

were.‖ 

―Is it your contention that Mr. Turner was going on record 

that you were not committing fraud?‖ demanded Scott. ―Is that your 

testimony here under oath?‖ 

―He did not believe—fraud is a subjective issue.‖ 

―That‘s the word you used,‖ Scott reminded him. 

―One, it‘s not relative to this case,‖ said Bob. ―Two, he did say 

that he did not believe that I engaged in, and intended to commit, 

any kind of fraud or misrepresentation there. It was along those 

lines. That was coming straight from him.‖ 

Scott decided to let the matter drop—for the moment. 

―Now, back to Nancy Madore; you‘ve identified Exhibit 

number 4, which is the part of her grievance complaint where she 

indicated that she had complaints with regards to what she believed 

about you. And you indicated that she said some terrible things in 

her grievance. Could you point those out to me?‖ 

―Well, collectively, the grievance certainly was malicious,‖ 

said Bob as he picked it up and began to read from it. "‗My 

grievance, in this matter, is over Robert Nadeau‘s unprofessional 

and unethical behavior.‘ I'm quoting what she wrote.‖ 

―So, when she said what she believed, that‘s defamation; is 

that correct?‖ 

―That was defamation, yes, it was,‖ said Bob. ―And then she 

goes on: ‗Since then, I have had the misfortune of seeing firsthand 

how irresponsible and unethical and inept Nadeau really is. I have 

filed a separate complaint for that matter. And, therefore, I am 

submitting for your review my knowledge of his actions in that 

previous case,‘…She makes it pretty clear that she‘s getting some 



information from [Maryann], who in her deposition, incidentally, 

from what I recall—‖ 

―Sir, you‘re not being responsive to the question,‖ said Scott. 

―Point out to us, please, where you described in questioning relative 

to defamation, that Nancy Madore was defaming you in that 

document.‖ 

―I touched upon some things so far. Let me keep reading.‖ 

Bob scanned the document for a while and then argued; ―The 

fact that the issues that she‘s writing about were already before the 

board dismissed.‖ 

He‘s referring to the emails he sent to Maryann‘s ex-husband 

and Dr. Love back in 2005, violating her attorney-client privilege, 

which he insists the Bar already dismissed during their review of 

Maryann‘s bar complaint.  

―I didn‘t ask you that question,‖ said Scott. ―Read her words 

that you say are defaming.‖ 

―Do you want me to tell you?‖ asked Bob. ―Because the 

context eludes why this was defaming.‖ 

―Okay. Thank you,‖ said Scott. ―I believe you answered the 

question. Now, sir, let‘s turn to the first document Nancy attached 

to her complaint. [It is an email] from you to [Dr. Love], which is 

dated May 6th of 2005. Do you recognize this document?‖ 

―Yes, I recognize it,‖ said Bob. ―It was dismissed and was 

now being resurrected by your client.‖ 

Bob was so insistent about these emails being reviewed and 

‗dismissed‘ by the Bar back in 2005 that, immediately after this, I 

requested a copy of Maryann‘s bar complaint. And just as I 

suspected, the emails were never mentioned. In fact, throughout 

those 2005 proceedings, Bob always maintained that it was his 

attorney who communicated with Maryann‘s ex-husband and Dr. 

Love, not Bob—and only for the purpose of acquiring evidence for 

his defense, namely, the tape recordings of Maryann‘s telephone 

conversations about the affair. But even this limited contact was 



criticized by the Bar. They considered Bob‘s attempt to get those 

tapes—even through his attorney—an infraction on Maryann‘s 

rights, and refused to admit them into evidence.  

Getting back to the deposition, Scott held up Bob‘s email to 

Dr. Love. ―Now, sir, in May of 2005—was that one of the time 

periods that you were living or involved with [Maryann]?‖ 

―No,‖ said Bob. ―We got back together about a month and a 

half later, and I gave her full access to my emails then, so that she 

could see everything that was transmitted or communicated 

concerning that case. But not for the purpose of transmitting them 

to your client, which is what she did.‖ 

The nice thing about Bob is that he lies faster than he can 

think.  He just confirmed what I‘ve been saying all along—which is 

that his unethical email to Dr. Love wasn‘t discovered until a month 

and a half after the bar hearing, when he and Maryann got back 

together and she found it on his computer!  

―In your email to [Dr. Love], was there a hearing that was 

coming up?‖ asked Scott. 

―Yes.‖ 

―What was the hearing about?‖ 

―It was pertaining to [Maryann‘s] grievance against me that 

was filed in 2003 but was still pending.‖ 

―And the hearing was involving allegations of unethical 

behavior concerning you; correct?‖ 

―Those were the allegations, yes.‖ 

―And what you wanted was, you wanted [Dr. Love] to help 

you for the purpose—‖  

―That‘s what my attorney wanted, but, yes,‖ said Bob.  

―Well, sir, the attorney who was representing you had every 

opportunity, fair?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 



―Alright. And you wrote this communication to [Dr. Love]; 

didn‘t you?‖ 

―I did.‖ 

―Okay. And as a matter of fact, is it your suggestion that 

there is nothing unethical about this letter relative to you and you‘re 

writing it? That‘s your position; isn‘t it?‖ 

―The Bar rules first of all,‖ said Bob, relying, once again, on 

the Bar‘s supposed dismissal of that email back in 2005. 

―I didn‘t ask you that,‖ said Scott. ―Is it your position that 

there is nothing unethical about this letter?‖ 

―Within the context against a bar grievance, it‘s permitted,‖ 

said Bob. 

―Okay. Now, I‘m not asking you that question,‖ said Scott. 

―And it‘s not relevant to your client‘s case either!‖ argued 

Bob. 

Scott was momentarily taken aback. Questions about the 

contents of my bar complaint were not relevant to Bob‘s lawsuit 

alleging that my bar complaint was defamatory? 

―We‘ll agree to disagree,‖ said Scott. And with that he began 

to read from Bob‘s email to [Dr. Love]; ‗I am a Maine attorney and 

part-time elected judge. Like you, I directly and indirectly, my 

wife, children, and many others affected by resultant ordeals, am 

also a victim of the sexual, adulterous prowess and charms and 

subsequent Bar complaint of your former patient, [Maryann].‘ 

Now, I read that correctly; didn‘t I?‖ 

―Sounds like it.‖ 

―And did you know [Dr. Love] at the time?‖ 

―I didn‘t know him, no.‖ 

―Never met him personally?‖ 

―No.‖ 



―Right,‖ said Scott, returning his attention to the letter. 

"‗Through extensive efforts I will not address at this point, I have 

learned about the torrid, adulteress sexual affair you had with 

[Maryann].‘ I read that correctly; didn‘t I?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―And in 2003, you had represented [Maryann] in a divorce 

case; hadn‘t you?‖ 

―For a time I did.‖ 

―And that‘s how you met her; wasn‘t it?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―Alright. And it‘s your testimony in prior filings and 

testimonies, that immediately after telling Maryann that you no 

longer could be representing her, you had a sexual encounter with 

her?‖ 

“Yes.‖ 

―Okay. And up until that point in time, according to you, you 

had been acting as her attorney for a period of how long?‖ 

―Three or four months.‖ 

―And she confided in you; didn‘t she?‖ 

―Yes, she did—on some things—yes.‖ 

―And she conveyed confidences to you regarding her life, her 

marriage, her problems and difficulties, as she‘s going through this 

difficult time period; fair?‖ 

―To some degree, yes. She didn‘t tell me everything, but to 

some degree, yes.‖ 

―And did she tell you or discuss with you [Dr. Love] during 

that period of time?‖ 

―No.‖ 

―No?‖ 

―She claims she did, but she didn‘t.‖ 



―Right. So, it‘s your testimony that she was telling you about 

a torrid, adulteress sexual affair that she had with a married man, 

after you began to live with her?‖ 

―No, she didn‘t. She did! She did discuss it after we were 

living together. She did mention—I don‘t recall the name, but she 

had told me that she had extracted a settlement from him. And—no. 

Wait a minute. She didn‘t tell me that when we got back together 

again. I learned about [Dr. Love] because her [In-law] contacted me 

at the time about that.‖ 

―So, when you were communicating with [In-law]?‖ 

―I didn‘t really communicate with her. She contacted me. I 

got this email that said something to the effect: ‗Are you the 

Attorney Nadeau that was involved with [Maryann]? And then she 

had a couple of negative things to say about [Maryann], and I just 

hit forward on the email to my attorney, and asked her, you know, 

what do you think of this?‖ 

―Alright. And how would you have known about [Dr. Love] 

at that time?‖ 

―Because [In-law] then communicated with [my attorney], 

and that led to [In-law] revealing to [my attorney] information that 

[Maryann‘s] ex-husband had related to her concerning [Maryann‘s] 

activities while Maryann and her ex-husband were married.‖ 

I could swear those email communications were between 

Bob and Maryann‘s ex-husband. Actually, you could swear that too, 

because you saw them earlier in this book. 

―So, for you to defend yourself relative to a claim of your lack 

of ethical behavior, it was necessary that you inquire as to the 

sexual life of [Maryann]?‖ 

―These people were volunteering this information to me,‖ 

said Bob. 

―You said, ‗these people.‘ I know you‘ve mentioned one 

name.‖ 



“Well, also [Maryann‘s ex-husband] accidentally contacted 

me.‖ 

It wasn‘t quite accidental. He was answering an email from 

Bob. 

―And who else?‖ 

―I don‘t know.‖ 

―Are you saying you never communicated with [Twinkle]?‖  

―Not during that time, no. Not that I recall.‖ 

―Well, I‘m asking you right now, today, as of June the 15th, 

2011, have you ever communicated with [Twinkle]?‖ 

―I did communicate with [Twinkle] in early 2008. That was 

after [Maryann] and I had split up for the final time, yes.‖ 

―Okay. Was it just one communication that you had with 

her?‖ 

―No, we communicated a few times, as it was always—‖ 

―Fair to say it was a regular basis?‖ 

―And we‘re going to have an ongoing objection regarding the 

relevance of all of this,‖ said Bob. 

―You‘re defense is that Miss Madore said you are totally 

unethical,‖ said Scott. ―You‘re saying that‘s defamation. All of this is 

relevant because [Twinkle] happens to be the wife of the man whose 

former wife you were representing in her divorce; weren‘t you?‖ 

―At the time in 2008, she was, to my knowledge, his then 

wife. Whether they‘re still married, I have no idea.‖ 

―And you were communicating with her, [In-law] and [Ex] 

on a regular basis; weren‘t you?‖ 

―No, not at all,‖ replied Bob. ―Back in 2005, around the time 

that you‘re referring to in that grievance, there was—I wasn‘t 

communicating with [In-law]. I mean, that was pretty much 

between her and my attorney. But, she then had [Maryann‘s ex-



husband] contact me because he wanted to share information with 

me for my defense.‖ 

―Isn‘t it true, sir, that for a period of years, when there was 

an ongoing custody matter involving [Maryann] and her ex-

husband, that you were regularly providing assistance, and help, 

and information to [Ex] and [In-law] and [Twinkle]?‖ 

―No, it‘s not true.‖ 

―It‘s not true? So, any representation that you were providing 

assistance and information to the ex-husband of your client, who 

you represented in a divorce action, would be false; is that what 

you‘re saying?‖ 

―No. Privileged information, outside—‖  

―I didn‘t ask you that.‖ 

―Well, that‘s what you‘re going to get.‖ 

―No, sir. We‘re going to stick with my question, not your 

twisting of my question. Very specifically: Isn‘t it true, sir, that you, 

on a regular basis—‖ 

―No.‖ 

―Isn‘t it true, sir, that you provided information, assistance, 

and accusations from your knowledge, regarding [Maryann] to 

[Maryann‘s ex-husband] after you had ceased your representation 

of [Maryann]?‖ 

―My representation,‖ said Bob. ―In June of 2003—my 

communications with [Ex]—they were extremely limited thereafter. 

There were two blocks of time when there were communications.‖ 

―Sir, I‘m giving you a very general question,‖ said Scott. ―It‘s 

not that hard. Isn‘t it true, that you provided information and 

assistance to the ex-husband of your former client, after you ceased 

representation of her?‖ 

―No, it‘s not.‖ 

―And isn‘t it true, sir, that you were communicating with his 

new wife regarding assistance to [Maryann‘s ex-husband] and a 



custody battle that was going on between [Maryann‘s ex-husband] 

and [Maryann]?‖ 

Bob had become unresponsive, so Scott turned to his 

attorney. 

―Sir, you‘d better talk to him.‖ 

―In 2008, there were communications between us that 

related to ongoing issues concerning, at best, the interest, well-

being, and the state of the children,‖ relented Bob. ―It had nothing 

to do with anything from 2003 and-or prior.‖ 

―I‘ll ask you again,‖ said Scott. ―Using the word, ‗regularly,‘ 

as it is meant in the ordinary context of usage by reasonable people; 

Isn‘t it true, sir, that you were regularly providing assistance and 

information to [Ex], [In-law] and [Twinkle] for purposes of an 

ongoing litigation slash battle that was ongoing between your 

former client and the ex-husband of your former client, 

[Maryann]?‖ 

―I communicated with them. But the answer is not the way 

you phrase it, counselor. So, if you want me to explain, I can, but, 

all right?‖ 

―Please…the words are helpful.‖ 

―I communicated with them in 2008 for a short period of 

time.‖ 

―And this is after your relationship with [Maryann] was over; 

correct?‖ 

―I was concerned about the children in 2008 because it 

appeared to me that [Maryann] had no stable residence,‖ said Bob. 

―How would you know that?‖ 

―Based on what she had told me.‖ 

―You were separated from her?‖ 

―No, but she had told me. We had just separated.‖ 

―In 2008?‖ asked Scott. ―Pardon me, but you were with her 

for three days.‖ 



―But we had talked about her circumstances.‖ 

―All it would have taken is one email to say that you‘re 

concerned about the children. They don‘t have any place to live; 

correct?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―At any point in time, were you concerned about this 

relationship that she was having with Bill?‖ 

―Well, I didn‘t know anything about the relationship other 

than what she had alleged, but it did concern me that she was 

quickly moving in with him from the information that [Maryann] 

was relating to me. She was quickly moving in with some other 

person, exposing the children to some new person that she was 

living with after having lived with me. It seemed a little 

inappropriate.‖ 

―So, what you did is, you conducted a search?‖  

―At that time I did, yes.‖  

―Because you were concerned about the children,‖ added 

Scott. ―So, you figured you‘d look into this guy that she‘s now 

associating with; correct?‖ 

―At the time, I was concerned about the children. And, 

frankly, I was still emotionally attached to [Maryann], and I was 

conflicted in terms of whether I still wanted to be together with her 

or not.‖ 

―Now, sir, you had heard that she had taken up with this guy 

Bill because that‘s what she told you from January 1st to January 

4th?‖ 

―Again, none of this is relevant,‖ said Bob. ―We‘re going to 

have this ongoing objection. But go ahead, counselor.‖ 

―So, you took it upon yourself to conduct your own private 

investigation to find out; who‘s Bill?‖ 

―I did, yup.‖ 

―Because you were concerned about the children?‖ 



―In part, yes. But—‖ 

―What was the other part? Were you mad?‖ 

―No, I was emotionally attached to [Maryann], though. And I 

was concerned about her, just kind of—what I thought at the time 

was—just throwing herself at someone else. As I learned later on, 

that‘s pretty much the way she does things.‖ 

―This person that you‘ve spoken to—you would agree with 

me that the documents are voluminous? That they were—well, 

we‘ve already read how you described her ‗sexual, adulteress, 

prowess, charms, and torrid, adulteress, sexual affairs.‘‖ 

―Those are certainly her ex-husband‘s words to me.‖ 

―There‘s some nasty stuff, wouldn‘t you agree, in your letter 

of May 6th, 2005?‖ 

―That‘s a matter of opinion.‖ 

―This is your former, married client; and you‘re talking to her 

ex-husband about her. And you‘re saying that you never knew about 

[Dr. Love] when you were her attorney. But, you were able to find 

out about this guy.‖ 

―When [Ex] contacted me in—I don‘t know—April or May of 

2005,‖ replied Bob, forgetting his earlier testimony that it was 

Maryann‘s In-law who told him about the affair. 

―But you just turned that information over to your attorney,‖ 

Scott reminded him. 

―I did. I informed my attorney about it also, and she 

encouraged me to speak with [Dr. Love] and get the information. 

―And yet you wrote; ‗Through extensive efforts I will not 

address at this point, I have learned about the torrid, adulteress, 

sexual affair you had with [Maryann].‘ My question is: What 

‗extensive efforts‘ did you take?‖ 

―The communications that [Maryann‘s ex-husband] initiated 

with me,‖ said Bob. ―There were a few exchanges. And, ultimately-‖ 



―My question is: When you said, ‗through extensive efforts,‘ 

what extensive efforts?‖ 

―The extensive efforts included securing the tape recordings 

that [Maryann‘s ex-husband] had in his possession, that he 

reported to me, relating to his discovery of the affair between 

Maryann and [Dr. Love]. So [Maryann‘s ex-husband] sent them. 

We made efforts for him to get those to me. I shared them with my 

attorney. We listened to them.‖ 

―So, you took tape recordings, from when she was married, 

and living in?‖ 

―Massachusetts,‖ provided Bob. 

―You took these tape recordings that were made in 

Massachusetts, and you disseminated them to someone else?‖ 

asked Scott. 

Bob paused. ―No, I didn‘t.‖ 

―You didn‘t give them to anybody else?‖ 

―No, I didn‘t.‖ 

―What did you just testify to?‖ 

Bob‘s testimony was; ―I shared them with my attorney. We 

listened to them.‖ 

Bob remembered it as; ―I listened to them.‖  

―You listened to them,‖ said Scott. ―We‘ll start there. So, 

what you did was, you listened to them, and then you took those 

tape recordings from somebody, and you gave them to two people. 

Who did you give them to?‖ 

―I didn‘t give them to anybody other than my attorney. I 

think I shared them with her.‖ 

―So, you gave them to her?‖ 

―That was it,‖ said Bob. But then, as an afterthought he 

added; ―And I‘m not sure that I did, but I may have just shared the 

substance of it with her.‖ 



―Okay. You took those tape recordings made of someone in 

Massachusetts—of their communications—you listened to them, 

and then you gave them to someone else; correct?‖ 

―No, I didn‘t give them to anybody else.‖ 

―You gave the contents of the information, which is referred 

to as ‗dissemination,‘ to your attorney; correct?‖ 

―With the permission of the tape recordings‘ owner, 

[Maryann‘s ex-husband].‖ 

―You think that that protects you in Massachusetts with 

regards to Massachusetts recordings?‖ asked Scott. Bob didn‘t 

answer. ―Okay. You‘ve said plenty. We‘ll move on.‖  

Scott picked up Bob‘s email to [Dr. Love] and continued 
reading. ―‗With the assistance of my retained counselor, I have 

managed to obtain hard copies of several emails, mostly from 

[Maryann] to you, but also from you to her.‘ How did you get those 

emails?‖ 

―[Maryann‘s ex-husband] must have transmitted them to 

me,‖ said Bob. ―I don‘t know. I don‘t even recall the emails at this 

point, but—‖ 

―Is that truthful or is that false—that representation you‘re 

making to [Dr. Love] that you possess emails?‖ 

―I‘m sure it was true. I just don‘t recall them at this point.‖ 

―I‘m going to represent to you,‖ said Scott, ―that 

Massachusetts General Law, Chapter 272, Section 99, is extremely 

lengthy.‖ 

―I‘m familiar with that, counselor,‖ said Bob. 

―Specifically about crimes involving interception of 

communications.‖ 

―I would say extremely,‖ agreed Bob. 

―Thank you for having said that,‖ said Scott. ―You‘re aware of 

the crime of interception of verbal and oral communications then. 

And being an attorney, what actions did you take when you became 



aware in 2005, as a Massachusetts attorney, that there was 

somebody who was intercepting and conspiring with somebody to 

intercept these communications of [Maryann]? What actions did 

you take at that time?‖ 

―I did not reach the conclusion—‖ 

―I‘m not asking you that. What actions did you take? Not 

what your conclusions were. What actions did you take? You‘ve 

already told us, under oath, that you‘re familiar with Chapter 272, 

Section 99. What actions did you take?‖ 

―Well, the problem with your question, counselor, is that 

there are legal conclusions in your question,‖ said Bob. ―So, the 

answer is; You‘re question is improper. And because, in my view, 

there were no illegal actions, I took no action.‖ 

―So, your answer to my question is; When you possessed 

these tapes from the taping of someone‘s communications on the 

phone, you did nothing with it. You listened to it, examined it; and 

then turned it over to your attorney. That‘s what you testified.‖ 

―I—the information—I don‘t know if I turned the tapes over.‖ 

―Well, you indicated that you listened to them, and you 

examined them—because you were talking about extensive efforts; 

right? Do you remember that?‖ 

―That was part of it.‖ 

―So, you listened to them, and then you turned them over to 

somebody else?‖ 

―No, that‘s not true.‖ 

―The information got turned over,‖ said Scott. 

―Thank-you, counselor,‖ replied Bob, forgetting, I guess, that 

he had also tried to ‗turn those tapes over‘ as evidence at his Bar 

hearing for Maryann‘s complaint. It occurs to me that the Bar also 

had a moral obligation to report this Chapter 272, Section 99 

violation when Bob tried to disseminate these communications to 

them.  



In fact, Bob is still ‗disseminating‘ the information from 

those tapes. In his twenty-seven page letter to Dr. Bill, he wrote; 

―[Maryann‘s ex-husband] provided me with a tape recording of a 

subsequent telephone call he clandestinely made, in which 

[Maryann] can be heard bragging about and explicitly describing 

the fourth floor intercourse [with Dr. Love] to [a friend from 

Pittsburgh]. [Maryann‘s ex-husband] also provided me with a tape 

recording of a conversation he had with [Dr. Love], in which he 

admitted to [Maryann‘s ex-husband] in clear trepidation, when 

challenged, that he had sex with [Maryann] but that it was only 

oral sex on each other…I also saw several hard copies of emails 

[Maryann] sent to [Dr. Love], in which she wrote such things as 

offering to give him oral sex as he drove, if she could ride with him 

to the airport to catch a flight on one occasion…I also heard a tape 

recording [Maryann‘s ex-husband] made of [Maryann] 

ultimately, telephonically complaining to [Dr. Love], ‗I mean 

nothing to you!‘ I still have those tapes.‖ 

Meanwhile, back at the deposition; ―And you took no action 

relative to the conduct that you say that [Maryann‘s ex-husband] 

was providing you physical evidence of, and verbal communications 

about what he had done; correct?‖ asked Scott. ―You took no action 

from a legal perspective or an ethical perspective; correct?‖ 

―I am not aware that there was any action that was required 

to be taken.‖ 

―I didn‘t ask you that,‖ said Scott. ―You took no action. Just 

so the record is clear.‖ 

―Other than turning the information over to my attorney, 

no.‖ 

―And listening to them, and examining the tapes; correct?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

(And disclosing the contents to at least one of the Dr. Bills) 

―Were you ethical or not?‖ asked Scott. ―Because if you‘re 

unethical, then this is all relevant.‖ 



―No, it‘s not,‖ said Bob petulantly. ―Your client‘s actions 

preceded all of this. You know better. You are just being hateful, 

counselor, and you know it. And your client—let the record reflect 

that your client is laughing.‖ 

And let the record reflect that every lawyer and judge reading 

this is also a witness to this clear violation of a Massachusetts 

statute by a lawyer and a judge.   

What action will YOU take? 

 ―Okay,‖ continued Scott. ―Now, you had already indicated to 

this gentleman that you needed his help. Your hearing was coming 

up on May 19th and 20th. Were you threatening him, sir?‖ 

―No. I was telling him, though, that my attorney wanted to 

subpoena him for—‖ 

―No, sir. As of this point in time in the letter, there‘s no 

mention that your attorney was going to subpoena him. I‘m asking 

you, with that comment, are you threatening him?‖ 

―No, not at all. And we subsequently spoke on the telephone, 

and that was made clear to him.‖ 

Isn‘t that the phone call that left Dr. Love ‗pleading and in 

tears?‘  

Scott continued reading; ―‗Further, I have uncovered very 

considerable evidence establishing that you are very far from 

being [Maryann‘s] first co-adulterer and very far from being the 

last.‘ What information do you possess that he was very far from 

being Maryann‘s first co-adulterer?‖ 

―It was information that [Maryann‘s ex-husband] gave to 

me,‖ testified Bob.  

I found this interesting, considering that when Bob asked 

Maryann‘s ex-husband for specifics about her supposed affairs, 

what he actually said was; ―I think either I misspoke in one of the 

conversations I had with you or we just got our wires crossed 

somehow…I only suspect that something may have happened 

during that time, but have no hard evidence to back it up.‖ 



And later, when Bob pressed him again, Maryann‘s ex-

husband wrote; ―Well, here is where we kind of get into conjecture 

and theory and not much hard fact.‖   

These comments are a far cry from the ‗considerable 

evidence‘ Bob claimed to have received from Maryann‘s ex-husband 

regarding her many affairs. 

―Okay,‖ continued Scott, ―and how about, ‗is very far from 

the last?‘ Same thing? [Maryann‘s ex-husband]?‖ Scott smiled. 

―Those are quite the conversations you‘re having with [Ex].‖  

―Yes,‖ agreed Bob. ―That was his impression. He stated that. 

Of course, [In-law] had indicated that to my attorney, from what I 

recall, and it was my impression as well, frankly.‖ 

Ah—there it is. We finally get to the real source of Bob‘s 

claims at the very end there. It‘s Bob. 

―So, what you are doing is, you are engaging, on a regular 

basis, with your client‘s ex-husband—your client, who you 

represented in a divorce—about the affairs and stuff that were 

ongoing during the course of their marriage, including the taping of 

her private communications and—‖ 

―For the limited purpose of my defense!‖ insisted Bob. ―We 

were not getting into [Maryann‘s]—we were not getting into any 

matters that were outside the scope of the defense.‖ 

―It was relevant to your defense, because—what did she 

charge you with?‖ asked Scott. 

―She claimed that I had engaged in an affair with her while 

she was still a client,‖ said Bob. 

―Okay. And how would her private communications 

regarding her sex life, found by, or received, or gotten by her ex-

husband; how would that be relevant to a defense?‖ 

―In my attorney‘s opinion it was very relevant,‖ said Bob. 

―She referred to [Maryann]—and her favorite word that she used 

very often, which I thought was strange, was ‗floozie.‘‖ 



Did you notice what he did there? When Bob can‘t explain 

his behavior, he simply blames someone else and then throws out a 

nasty little insult to further muddy the waters. This is classic Bob. 

Scott asked him how Maryann‘s previous sex life would be relevant 

to her claim that Bob had sex with her while she was still a client. 

Instead of explaining how its relevant, Bob claims that it was his 

attorney who thought it was relevant—which is belied by the fact 

that his attorney obviously wanted nothing to do with it, otherwise, 

why wouldn‘t she have contacted these people herself? Next, he 

throws in the observation (also from his attorney) that Maryann is a 

‗floozie,‘ and voila! Scott‘s question is all but forgotten.  

―It was [Maryann‘s] fault the relationship occurred?‖ asked 

Scott. 

―She bore some responsibility—that‘s one of the problems 

you and your client have, as well as [Maryann].‖ 

―Do you bear any responsibility?‖ asked Scott. 

―I certainly did, and I had to pay the consequences of that. 

But the bottom line is; just because they‘re not lawyers doesn‘t 

mean that they don‘t have to accept responsibility for their actions 

too. And, instead, they—like you—always turn around and just go 

after the person who is attacking them,‖—Bob paused here to 

correct his little slip—―…requiring them to be accountable,‖ he 

amended. ―They don‘t like that.‖ 

―Sir, you know that there were sexual relations prior to the 

date that you terminated,‖ said Scott. 

―We had sexual relations that began at the time of 

termination of my representation of her as an attorney on, I think, 

the date was June 20, 2003.‖ 

―And isn‘t it true, that, even if they accepted as true what you 

represented, the Bar frowned upon your actions?‖ asked Scott. ―Yes 

or no?‖ 

―For one reason, yes!‖ exclaimed Bob. ―For one reason! I 

didn‘t get the court‘s permission to withdraw. I needed to do that 

first. The motion—it had already been prepared.‖ 



―And what happened is,‖ continued Scott, ―even according to 

your version of the facts, is; ‗here‘s this person in my office and,‘ 

according to you, ‗she wanted to get it on.‘ So, you withdrew. You 

advise her that you are withdrawing as her attorney, and then you 

get it on. Is that how it went down?‖ asked Scott. 

“It was a little more mutual than that,‖ said Bob. ―At least, I 

thought it was.‖ 

Scott picked up Bob‘s email to Dr. Love and resumed 

reading. ―‗While you may feel free to contact me at my law office 

address, it would be preferable and more expeditious if you were 

to contact me at my home email address…I do request, however, 

that you contact me by 5:00 today to arrange a candid telephone 

conversation between us, and that you provide me with a 

telephone number, date, and time when I may reach you within 

the next forty-eight hours to thoroughly discuss [Maryann].‘ Did I 

read that accurately?‖ 

―It sounds like you did.‖ 

―So, you gave him until the end of the day to contact you; is 

that correct?‖ 

―Sounds like I did.‖ 

―Alright,‖ said Scott, returning to the document. ―‗And you 

may be assured that I will not require you to discuss physician-

patient protected information. But, you should also understand 

that adulteress conduct between a physician and patient is not 

privileged.‘ Sir, you had an attorney. Why didn‘t you let your 

attorney contact him?‖ 

―She asked me to do it.‖ 

―She asked you to do it—because you have a way with 

communicating?‖ 

―No. Because she was already busy preparing the case, and 

she wanted to know.‖ 

―So, it‘s your attorney who wanted you to contact [Dr. Love] 

and speak to him personally?‖ 



―Yes.‖ 

―And did anyone advise you to speak to [Scapegoat] 

personally when you had your [client funds] hearing coming up?‖ 

―Objection!‖ exclaimed Bob‘s attorney. 

―She contacted me and asked me to speak with her!‖ said 

Bob. ―She was concerned. She contacted me. I didn‘t search her 

out.‖ 

Scott raised the email again. ―‗I met [Maryann] in March 

2003, when she made an appointment to begin a divorce 

proceeding. She was twenty-nine; I was forty-eight. She told me 

many things about her relationship with [Ex] and about her 

allegedly innocent, vulnerable past and of her allegedly 

historically unhappy marriage, as well as, surprisingly without 

any solicitation or need whatsoever, very graphic sexual 

information concerning her experiences with and unhappiness 

about [Ex], all of which I later learned were untrue.‘ Did I read 

that correctly?‖ 

―Sounds like it.‖ 

―She‘s telling you all of this graphic stuff about her terrible 

relationship with [Ex]?‖ 

―After we—‖ 

―Began a sexual relationship?‖ 

―Yes. I mean, most of the real—real details were after we 

were a couple.‖ 

―Okay. And, so, during the course of the representation for a 

divorce, were there any discussions that she had with you? ‗She told 

me many things about her relationship with [Ex].‘ Did she talk to 

you when you were representing her about her relationship with 

[Ex]?‖ 

―It was limited,‖ insisted Bob. ―I mean, she stated that she 

was unhappy. She wanted a divorce.‖ 



―So, four months—it was four months that you were 

representing her regarding her divorce from [Ex]—you had ‗very 

limited conversations‘ with her about her relationship with [Ex]? Is 

that your answer?‖ 

―Pretty limited. She was very unhappy, and I don‘t know how 

appropriate it is for me to get into what she did tell me while I was 

her attorney.‖  

Scott read again from Bob‘s email. ―And about her allegedly, 

intolerable past.‘ Did she talk to you during the months that you 

were representing her in a manner where she was talking to you 

about how she viewed her intolerable past?‖ 

―I don‘t recall that, no,‖ said Bob. 

―My question, sir: For months you‘re representing her about 

a divorce from [Ex], and you‘re saying it‘s very limited, the 

conversation she had with you about [Ex], and you don‘t remember 

anything during that representation about her talking to you about 

her intolerable past; correct?‖ 

―I don‘t really recall much about that. Again, the concern I 

have is how much I can talk about that without her authorization or 

your authorization, as per her attorney, in terms of what she told 

me, generally.‖ 

―Because you would agree with me, sir, that if  you were 

disclosing communications that you had with [Maryann] regarding 

her communications with you during the course of your 

representation; that is one of the number one forbidden things to 

do for an attorney; correct?‖  

―It may be,‖ said Bob. ―Depending upon the context in which 

it‘s used. We were dealing with a bar defense. All of this information 

was also known to [Maryann] well before that bar complaint that 

involved, in part, [Dr. Love]. And the information with [Dr. Love] 

was dismissed. So it‘s all—it‘s res judicata. Your client wanted to 

resurrect it. Quite frankly, you‘re clutching at straws.‖ 



Res judicata is Latin for ‗it‘s already been adjudicated.‘ In 

other words, according to Bob, the matter of the Dr. Love letter is 

closed. The Bar found nothing unethical there.  

―During the course of your representation, did [Maryann] 

talk to you about her historically unhappy marriage?‖ asked Scott. 

―Again, do I have her permission to discuss what she 

discussed with me during the time I represented her?‖ 

―Sir, what is your answer?‖ asked Scott. 

―What I‘m saying is; that, under the circumstances, I don‘t 

feel comfortable discussing with anyone here what she told me 

during the course of representation to the extent that it‘s not for my 

defense.‖ 

But he‘s comfortable discussing it with everyone else?  

―Sir, in fact, did [Maryann] ever indicate to you during the 

course of your representation that she had a ‗historically, unhappy 

marriage?‘ Yes or no?‖ 

―Do I have her permission?‖ 

―Yes, you do,‖ said Scott. 

―She made it clear to me that she was very unhappy in her 

marriage. She felt that since [Ex] had—‖ 

―Okay. So, she did. And you disclosed that to [Dr. Love], 

correct, in this letter?‖ 

―My understanding was—‖ 

―Did you write it? Did you write that she had an allegedly 

historically unhappy marriage? Isn‘t it true you wrote that?‖ 

―That‘s what she claimed, and that‘s what I wrote. Right.‖ 

―So what [Nancy] claimed that you were doing is, in fact, 

what you did?‖ 

―And it‘s what [Maryann] was relating to [Dr. Love] when 

she was having her affair with him and pursuing him—and I 



imagine she, well, that she was pursued. I‘m sure she talked about 

all of her woes in the past.‖ 

Scott picked up the email and continued reading. ―‗As well 

as very graphic, sexual information concerning her experiences 

with, and unhappiness about [Ex].‘‖ 

―Now, that information she didn‘t impart to me during the 

time that I represented her,‖ insisted Bob. ―That was much later 

that—when we were together—that she got into those things.‖ 

―So, during the time that you‘re representing her for divorce, 

she didn‘t say anything about very graphic, sexual information 

concerning her experiences and her unhappiness with [Ex]?‖ 

―No. Nothing graphic, no,‖ Bob testified under oath. 

―Alright. So the very, graphic sexual information—her 

experiences and unhappiness—she started to talk about that when 

you were living together; right?‖ 

―Yes, after we started living together.‖ 

Back in 2005, when Bob was defending himself against 

Maryann‘s bar complaint, he told a very different story:  ―During a 

somewhat lengthy initial consultation, [Maryann] gave me a 

detailed, often vivid and quite angry history regarding her 

marriage…During her initial and some subsequent meetings, 

[Maryann] related her frustrations regarding [Ex‘s] reported 

sexual disinterest in her, which included, among other things, [Bob 

lists three explicit sexual issues that I don‘t feel comfortable 

disclosing here], his alleged persuasion of her to [more explicit 

information I‘m not comfortable sharing] and his alleged own 

deviant sexual preferences, in her view. It was unclear why she 

chose to bring up such matters to me.‖  

Back then, Bob was making the argument that Maryann was 

the one who had acted inappropriately, by discussing all this 

sexually charged information with him while he was her attorney. 

He was, after all, only human. 

Meanwhile, back in the deposition room… 



―Do you blog?‖ asked Scott. 

―No, I don‘t.‖ 

―You don‘t blog?‖ 

―I don‘t even—I do know. I‘ve seen things that, I think, 

people call blogs on the internet.‖ 

―Do you recall writing, on or about November 4th of 2010, a 

blog or communication, however you want to refer to it, about your 

relationship with [Maryann]?‖ 

―I don‘t recall. If you want to show me something, 

counselor—‖ 

Scott picked up a printed copy of the blog he was referring to 

and began reading; ―‗As Kenny Rogers wrote: ‗Have you ever 

kicked a good man when he was down just to make you feel 

strong? Tell it all, sister.‘ You signed it ‗Robert MA Nadeau.‘‖ 

―I recall something to that effect, yes.‖ 

―What about [Former Partner]?‖ 

―What about [Former Partner]?‖ 

―Is that the [Former Partner] that you were in business 

with?‖ 

―Back in the early 2000‘s, yes.‖ 

―So, these are all names that you‘re familiar with?‖ 

―Yes, we‘ve got an ongoing objection, again, I just don‘t—‖  

―The ‗Maine Board of Bar Overseers,‘‖ continued Scott. ―Do 

these words that I‘m using, and these inferences, or people being 

written about, refresh your memory about writing a blog for 

publication over the internet?‖ 

―I didn‘t write on a blog.‖ 

―What would you call what you wrote?‖ 

―I wrote something to some column. I think it was some 

column.‖ 

―And what was it that you wrote about?‖ 



―It was in response to something that someone had written 

about me.‖ 

―Someone wrote something about you, so you decide to write 

about somebody,‖ said Scott. ―Who did you write about primarily?‖ 

―I‘m not sure whether I had been writing at all on this site,‖ 

said Bob. ―But I did see this. And I wrote some kind of a response. 

And you have it in front of you. So, at this point, you know more 

about its content than I do.‖ 

―I‘m asking what you remember writing about.‖ 

―Without seeing the document, frankly, counselor, I don‘t 

recall all of the specifics. So, you‘d have to show me the document. 

If you would be kind enough to do that—you‘re interrupting me, 

counselor, then I will, will be—‖ 

―Sir, you‘re rambling.‖ 

“…obtuse, counselor,‖ continued Bob. ―And if you stop being 

obtuse, I would be happy to answer your question.‖ 

―Sir, isn‘t it true that you‘re obsessed with [Maryann], even 

up to and including today?‖ asked Scott. 

―No!‖ said Bob. But then he paused looking around the room 

thoughtfully, as if considering the question. ―Am I?‖ he asked, as if 

genuinely curious to know the answer himself. It took him a few 

seconds to decide. ―No,‖ he finally concluded, shaking his head. 

―Not at all.‖ 

In that moment, when Bob paused and looked around the 

room, I was reminded of a scene in the original adaptation of the 

movie, The Stepfather. Bob‘s manner as he considered the question 

of whether or not he was obsessed with Maryann was chillingly 

similar to that of Jerry Blake (played by Terry O‘Quinn), when 

confronted with an equally confounding question. This is the scene, 

for those of you who are unfamiliar with the movie: 

Jerry Blake comes home from ‗work,‘ whistling a cheery little 

tune, when his wife confronts him. She‘s upset because she called 

his office and was told that he no longer worked there.  



And it‘s true. Jerry doesn‘t work there anymore. His days 

have been spent preparing an entirely new life for himself, with a 

new name, a new job and a new family for him to play ‗stepfather‘ 

to. Only he isn‘t quite ready to make his final transformation yet, 

and this confrontation from his soon to be dead wife throws him for 

a loop.  

First, he expresses outrage at the ‗inept, ‗new‘ receptionist at 

the office, and even picks up the phone to call his boss so that he 

can get her fired. His wife tries to stop him, assuring him that the 

poor girl probably just got the name wrong. 

―What‘s to get wrong?‖ he demands, announcing his name as 

if it were the simplest name in the world. Only it isn‘t his name—at 

least, not the name his wife knows him by. They both freeze. 

―Wait a minute,‖ he says, looking around the room. ―Who am 

I here?‖ 

―Jerry,‖ whispers his wife—full of concern. 

 ―Ooooh yeah,‖ he says, smiling as dawning finally comes. 

―Jerry Blake!‖ He turns to his wife. ―Thanks honey.‖  

And then he slams the phone into her head. For you younger 

readers, this wasn‘t some little iPhone, or even the larger Android. 

This was one of those phones that used to be attached to the wall 

with a long, curly wire. They were so heavy that you could dent a 

hardwood floor just by dropping it.  

I don‘t care who you are; when the stepfather hits his wife in 

the head with that phone you‘re going to jump.  

I always considered that scene one of the scariest moments 

in ‗horror‘ history—right up until Bob questioned whether or not he 

was obsessed with Maryann. Of course, that wasn‘t a movie (though 

it could be one day), and instead of getting slammed in the head 

with a heavy phone I got hit with an expensive lawsuit. 

I just watched that scene again online (it can be found on 

YouTube by googling; ‗stepfather who am I here‘), and I was 

astounded by the many other similarities I noticed between Bob 

and the stepfather‘s character, Jerry Blake. His conviction when 



lying is probably the most compelling, but let‘s not forget the 

threats whenever someone challenges him—and that rage! I can‘t 

help thinking that if knives had been Bob‘s weapon of choice  

(instead of lawsuits), we would all—Maryann, Daddy, Rusty and I—

be sliced to ribbons.  

―And as a matter of fact, sir,‖ continued Scott, ―I know that 

you claim to be the happiest guy in the world relative to your 

current, ongoing marriage—and I certainly hope that you are. But 

even recently, you were writing a ledger about your experiences 

with [Maryann]; weren‘t you?‖ [BLOG1] 

―My wife and I—at that time—had briefly separated,‖ said 

Bob. ―And I was at that point feeling free to address the damages 

that had been done by [Maryann]. One of the problems—‖ 

―I‘m not asking about any of your problems,‖ Scott 

interjected. ―You wrote that you were a ‗caring, faithful husband 

and father—‘‖  

―Until I met [Maryann], yes,‖ finished Bob. 

―Okay. ‗Then I immediately told M‘—the ‗M‘ is [Maryann]; 

correct?‖ 

―Well, yes, I didn‘t name her.‖ 

―‗…that I was required to cease being her lawyer.‘ That‘s 

what you wrote; correct?‖ 

―I believe so.‖ 

―So, you were electing to put out over the internet your 

relationship identifying yourself and your relationship with 

[Maryann]; correct?‖ 

―Counselor.‖ 

―I‘m just asking you: Yes or no?‖ 

―You‘re taking it out of context as you always do.‖ 

―‗I then immediately told ‗M‘ that I was required to cease 

being her lawyer before anything physical between us occurred.‘" 

http://asmainegoeslolz.com/2010/plain-old-snarkiness/very-bad-decision/


―That information was already—I was writing what was 

public record already.‖ 

Scott continued reading. ―‗She immediately agreed to and 

did immediately hire a replacement counselor without missing a 

beat in the continuing, effective handling of her divorce via her 

new attorney. I also then immediately informed and left my wife. 

M and I eventually lived together and did so very happily for the 

next two months. However, feeling great guilt about the effects on 

my children that my new, unexpected relationship—not a mere 

affair—was having, I struggled and initially decided to attempt 

marriage counseling with my then wife to show my children that I 

was paying attention to their constantly stated, as well as visible, 

emotional needs and was giving reconciliation a try that I 

privately had extreme doubts about in view of how I felt about M.‘ 

Did you write all of that?‖ 

―I believe I did.‖ 

―And as a matter of fact, sir, you end up blaming all of the 

people for all of your problems in the ensuing paragraph; don‘t 

you?‖ 

“That‘s your argument,‖ said Bob. ―I explained what 

happened.‖ 

―Let‘s read it.‖ 

―Where is the blame?‖ asked Bob. ―Who am I blaming?‖ 

―Well, let‘s see,‖ replied Scott. ―We‘ll continue.‖ 

―Tell me who!‖ demanded Bob. 

Scott resumed his reading. ―‗But that reconciliation 

devastated M, and in private, me. And, so, M, out of great hurt and 

confusion, went against what she knew about what really 

happened and followed the advice of others by claiming that I 

must have been unethical.‘ So, sir, you are saying that she must 

have been following the advice of others?‖ 

―She was following the advice of others that I was unethical,‖ 

agreed Bob. 



Scott returned to the blog. ―‗So, what would have been an 

inevitable, permanent return to M became tremendously 

complicated by two years of adverse publicity instigated by two 

young, catty, underperforming attorneys employed by me;‘ 

correct? So, what you‘re saying is that the years of hell began 

because of ‗two young, catty, underperforming attorneys 

employed by me, who didn't hesitate to publicize my affair for 

their own economic advantage, as an unsuccessful strategy to 

extract a financial settlement from me while they proceeded to 

complete their already, previously held plans to leave my law firm 

anyway, and to establish their own partnership elsewhere.‘ Did I 

read that correctly?‖ 

―Sounds like it.‖ 

―So, you‘re now blaming your unhappiness that‘s ongoing on 

the two, catty employees in your employ?‖ 

―That‘s not correct.‖ 

―And then, in the next sentence: ‗The voracious media and 

highly media-conscious legal system spear-headed by those 

former associates and their attorney, and eventually by the Maine 

Board of Overseers of the Bar, and certain unelected judges 

always concerned about public perceptions concerning their 

alleged unwillingness to go after one of their own, went after me 

to the ninth degree and more, in a succession of court proceedings 

involving the former associates fighting over accounts, board 

proceedings, a distorted judicial conduct finding pursued by a 

political opponent that, with all due respect, was simply wrong, 

and an entirely one-sided, abusive divorce judgment.‘ So, sir, not 

only were you inaccurate with your earlier answer that you weren‘t 

blaming anyone; but you are blaming two catty attorneys, the 

media, the media conscious legal system—and their attorney, the 

Maine Board of Overseers of the Bar, certain unelected judges, a 

distorted judicial conduct finding pursued by a political opponent 

that was simply wrong, and an entirely one-sided, abusive divorce 

judgment. You blamed all of those other entities, peoples and 

findings?‖ 



―I also blamed myself.‖ 

―Did I read that accurately?‖ asked Scott. ―And there‘s no 

mention of Nancy Madore, is there? When you were blaming 

everyone for your unhappiness in your writing?‖ 

―There sort of is, unrevealed,‖ said Bob. 

―How did you mention her?‖ 

―I didn‘t name her specifically by name. ‗The advice of 

others.‘‖ 

―Where is ‗the advice of others?‘‖ 

―You read it to me a while ago.‖ 

―Where does it say about others that you‘re blaming or the 

indicators?‖ 

―The seventh line down on page three of your exhibit reads, 

to refresh your memory, counselor; ‗…[Maryann] went against 

what she knew about what had really happened and followed the 

advice of others by claiming that I must have been unethical.‘" 

―So, in the context of blaming [Maryann] for what she‘s 

saying about you, from ‗others,‘ you're referring to Nancy Madore?‖ 

asked Scott. 

―I wasn‘t really blaming her. I was referring to others. 

‗Others‘ would be, from what [Maryann] told me, Nancy Madore.‖ 

―Okay.‖ 

―And, apparently, [Maryann‘s] successor attorney or 

attorneys,‖ added Bob. I guess it didn‘t occur to him that he might 

not want to keep adding to this already overlong list. 

―This document that‘s been marked as Exhibit number six, 

is, in fact a blog; correct?‖ asked Scott. 

―Well, it‘s a response to some blog that someone created, 

yes,‖ admitted Bob. 

―I‘m going back now to what has been marked as Exhibit 

four, which is the letter to [Dr. Love] from you,‖ said Scott, picking 



up that document. ―‗I ended my professional relationship with 

[Maryann], by verbal agreement with her, on Friday afternoon, 

on June 20, 2003, and immediately gave her a referral to outside, 

successor counsel, to take over and finish her divorce case. Several 

days prior to doing so, I had unwittingly obtained a court order 

for [Maryann], requiring [Ex] to vacate the marital home by July 

5th, 2003, at [Maryann‘s] insistence. Little did I know that, by that 

date, July the 5th, I would have been caused by [Maryann] to 

separate from my beautiful wife of twenty-two years and three 

adoring children, and to be invited by [Maryann] to move in with 

her and her two children, as then I did.‘‖ Scott looked at Bob. 

―[Maryann] caused you to separate from your wife?‖ 

―My feelings for [Maryann] did, yes.‖ 

―Well, you seem to be blaming [Maryann]. ‗I would have 

been caused by [Maryann] to separate from my beautiful wife and 

three adoring children.‘" 

―Well, what was meant to be said was; ‗I was caused by my 

feelings for her and her reaction towards me to do that,‘ yes.‖ 

Scott continued; ―‗In any event, within minutes after 

terminating my professional relationship with [Maryann] and 

referring [Maryann] to outside counsel on June the 20th 2003, she 

stood up, walked around my office desk, leaned over as I sat, 

placed her hand on my cheek, passionately kissed me, and all 

sexual hell broke loose.‘" 

―Okay,‖ said Bob. 

―Now, sir, these are all matters that you are providing, as of 

the date of this letter, to an unwitting [Dr. Love] who has no idea 

who in the world you are?‖ 

―They were also subject of very public meetings. So, it was all 

subject to the public, counselor.‖ 

―That you had engaged in a sexual affair with her, leaving 

your wife and children as a practicing judge in the area; correct?‖ 



―Well, not as a practicing judge. That was one of the things I 

did as a human being. And I happened to be an attorney as well as a 

judge.‖ 

Scott continued reading.  ―‗As I now realized, [Maryann], 

who had reportedly been an almost daily visitor to my office 

searching for me when I was usually in court, had purposely 

scheduled a late afternoon appointment to enable herself to be 

present shortly before the staff left, thereby giving her presence in 

my office the appearance of legitimacy. She talked about legal 

stuff until staff departed for the weekend, whereupon, as stated 

above, the purpose of her office visit very rapidly changed.‘ Sir, in 

that entire paragraph, you‘re blaming [Maryann]; aren‘t you?‖ 

―I am blaming both of us, and I think I took a great deal of 

responsibility for what happened. She‘s a big girl, too, counselor.‖ 

―Right. ‗During my relationship with [Maryann], she 

induced me to buy her a diamond ring and to become engaged.‘ 

She even induced you to buy her a diamond ring?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―Okay. How did she do it? What did she do?‖ 

―She asked me: ‗Where is this all going?‘‖ 

―So, literally, from July 5th, 2003 to the second week of 

August 2003, she was pressing you to marry her?‖  

―Sooner than that. You weren‘t—we—well, obviously, the 

divorce was going to be filed. In fact, I filed it very quickly.‖ 

―Right. Because you wanted to divorce your wife?‖ 

―I did. And [Maryann] had asked me, geez, just days after 

she came back from Pennsylvania. She was gone for a couple of 

weeks after June 20th and came back. And when we were traveling 

in a car from Portsmouth one night, very early on, she asked these 

questions. And she said: ‗Well, I want a ring.‘‖ 

Scott went back to the email. ―In any event; ‗By the second 

week of August, 2003 while continuing to live with [Maryann], I 

came to realize that things were not as rosy as they seemed and 



that [Maryann] had been dishonest with me about things she had 

told me when I was her attorney.‘‖ 

―Okay,‖ said Bob. 

―You were referencing communications that she had given 

you when you were her attorney, weren‘t you?‖ 

―I‘m referencing—whether I followed that—that, what you 

read.‖ 

―Okay. ‗I also did not understand why she had worn a birth 

control patch on her abdomen on June the 20th, 2003, but never 

again thereafter upon learning that I‘d had a vasectomy, 

inasmuch as she had previously volunteered, during one of our 

earliest office consultations, that due to her alleged hatred of [Ex], 

she had not had sexual relations for almost a year.‘" 

―Okay,‖ said Bob. 

―So, indeed, in one of the earliest consultations you‘d had 

with her when you were representing her as an attorney, she told 

you of her hatred of [Ex]; correct?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―Okay. So, your earlier answers that these matters weren‘t 

discussed in that period of time; in fact, you had been discussing 

with her the fact that she was hating [Ex]; correct?‖ 

―I never denied that. Your question was—‖ 

―And that communication to you in the context of when you 

were her attorney, you disclosed to [Dr. Love]—that she told you 

that she hadn‘t had sex for a year.‖ 

―It was in the context of reliability, and that was all to her.‖ 

―Sir, just answer the question.‖ 

―I probably would have said, you should—if you think that‘s a 

bar violation—because this is your time. Otherwise, it‘s dead.‖ Bob 

was stammering. 



―Sir, you admit that you disclosed two communications that 

she had given to you in the earliest consultations when you were 

representing her as an attorney; correct?‖ 

―It appears—based on what you‘ve read, yes,‖ Bob finally 

admitted. 

With this admission, Scott wound down the deposition and 

brought it to a close. The testimony that he had extracted from Bob 

was sufficient to get us to trial, where Scott would expound upon 

the key points that he had explored here.  

The purpose of these depositions is to gather and verify 

information. Assuming that the judge deems the material relevant, 

the lawyer will then be allowed to expand upon those key points at 

the trial. So if Scott‘s questioning seems incomplete, it‘s because he 

got what he needed to pursue the matter at the trial. This is the 

proper procedure for discovery, as opposed to Bob‘s method of 

fishing for information to harass and intimidate the witnesses with 

outside the trial. 

I was actually looking forward to the trial after this 

deposition. 
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I was confident that I had a ‗good case,‘ but I wondered if 

that was enough.  

By this time, Bob seemed omnipotent to Maryann and I. He 

had broken the most fundamental rules—repeatedly—and gotten 

away with it. He had even been permitted to seek vengeance against 

the people who tried to hold him accountable.  

One day, as Maryann and I were expressing these concerns 

to Scott, he got up, selected a book called Supreme Judicial Court 

Rules from the enormous book case in his conference room, and 

flipped through it until he found Rule 1.9, which was entitled 

―Conflict of Interest; Former Client.‖  

Scott handed the book to Maryann and asked her to read 

part ‗a.‘  

―A lawyer who has formerly represented a client in a 

matter shall not thereafter represent another person in the same 

or a substantially related matter in which that person‘s interests 

are materially adverse to the interests of the former client unless 

the former client consents after consultation.‖ 

Then Scott asked Maryann to read part ‗c.‘  

―A lawyer who has formerly represented a client in a 

matter or whose present or former firm has formerly represented 

a client in a matter shall not thereafter, unless the former client 

consents after consultation; (1) use confidential information 

relating to the representation to the disadvantage of the former 

client, to the lawyer‘s advantage, or to the advantage of a third 



person, or; (2) reveal confidential information relating to the 

representation.‖ 

Immediately after reading this, Maryann burst into tears.  

Each of these things had been done to her, repeatedly and 

without remedy. In fact, Bob was still doing them and there didn‘t 

seem to be any way to stop him.  

Even I had to wonder; ‗What‘s the point of these rules?‘ I 

mean, countless lawyers and judges—including those sitting on the 

Board of Overseers in Maine—had seen evidence of Bob‘s 

misconduct in black and white. Yet all he had to do was to distract 

them with a few disparaging comments about Maryann and I, and 

suddenly the rules didn‘t matter anymore.  

To Bob‘s claim that I owed my brother‘s legal bill, Scott 

planned to argue that, as an attorney, Bob knew better than anyone 

that he needed a signed contract if he wanted to hold me 

accountable for that bill. In fact, all of his correspondence with me 

is conspicuously lacking in confirmation that I agreed to pay the 

bill—right up until the time when Bob and I had our final falling 

out.  

Bob‘s failure to include my brother‘s bill when listing me on 

his bankruptcy casts an even darker shadow on it, because Bob had 

been planning to sue me. He told the bankruptcy Trustee that his 

lawsuit against me would be for ‗tort and property‘ claims. By 

putting a value of $1.00 on the claim, it seems clear that Bob was 

doing one of two things: either he was planning to file a frivolous 

lawsuit that he knew was worthless, or he was intentionally 

misleading the bankruptcy court about a valuable asset.  

Meanwhile, our lawsuit had racked up more hours than most 

murder cases. There were over five ‗legal‘ boxes overflowing with 

documents. Bob had invested quite a lot of time on this $1.00 claim.  

Why? 

Not to mention that Bob‘s ownership of Daddy‘s bill was 

questionable, at best. Bob had offered his law firm‘s receivables up 

to Ocean‘s Bank as collateral on a loan that he defaulted on. Later, 



he would testify that the court dismissed that loan in a subsequent 

litigation. 

―The court said you don‘t have to pay the loan?‖ he was 

asked in 2015, to which he replied; ―In fact, that was the effect of 

the judgment.‖  

But according to an order that was issued in June of 2013, it 

was only Bob‘s old law firm that was off the hook. Per that order; 

―Nadeau remained as a guarantor who was personally liable to 

the bank on that promissory note to his law firm.‖ 

Since Bob personally inherited that loan, along with its 

collateral (the company‘s accounts receivables), I think an 

argument could be made that Ocean‘s Bank was the owner of my 

brother‘s legal bill, not Bob.  

The bankruptcy court obviously had an issue with the way 

Bob was handling things as well. That‘s why they threatened to 

charge him with fraud. In fact, Bob‘s personal bankruptcy never 

actually went through. This, too, was revealed in his deposition. 

―What you have repeatedly stated is that the trustee was 

dismissing the adversary proceedings and actions that you were 

committing fraud on the court,‖ said Scott. ―When, in fact—what 

happened was—there was an agreement. You cut a deal; didn‘t 

you?‖ 

―There was an agreement because, frankly, I‘m sure they felt 

that they could not prove fraud, alright?‖ said Bob. ―And rather 

than arguing the point any further, they agreed to a dismissal of the 

discharge. Because I said, you know what? I don‘t know that I really 

need the discharge anymore or care about it.‖ 

―How much debt had you discharged in your personal 

bankruptcy?‖ asked Scott. 

After numerous attempts to avoid this question, Bob finally 

admitted that his personal bankruptcy listed just over a million 

dollars of debt. 

―So, sir, is it really your testimony that you didn‘t care about 

the discharge of a million dollars of debt?‖ asked Scott. 



―Yes,‖ insisted Bob, ―because most of the debts had already 

been abandoned by the creditors at that point.‖ 

So Bob elected to withdraw his bankruptcy rather than to 

face charges of fraud—and why not? Two years had passed. Bob‘s 

creditors had already written off his debts, believing, no doubt, that 

his bankruptcy had gone through. To Bob‘s mind, this left him free 

to pursue the assets he had personally inherited from his old law 

firm at his leisure. 

On a side note, do you think Bob contacted all those 

creditors to let them know that he was no longer protected under 

the bankruptcy laws, leaving them feel free to collect on the money 

he owed? I think you know the answer to that. And yet I‘m sure Bob 

would argue that the bankruptcy court sent out a notice that his 

bankruptcy had been ‗dismissed‘ instead of ‗discharged.‘ But who 

reads those things? If you‘ve ever been listed as a creditor on 

someone‘s bankruptcy, you know that you receive countless notices 

from the bankruptcy court—all of which are pretty much 

unintelligible. Most people just write off the debt and throw the 

notices away. And how many people would know the difference 

between ‗discharged‘ and ‗dismissed‘ anyway? The words are 

deceivingly similar. 

Oh—and did you know that cancelled debts that are not 

protected under the bankruptcy umbrella are considered taxable 

income? It‘s true. Which makes me wonder; Did Bob remember to 

include that million dollars in cancelled debt on his taxes that 

following year (which would be 2009, in case you‘re an IRS agent 

who‘s as curious about that as I am)? I‘m sure he must have. As an 

experienced bankruptcy attorney, he certainly knew that he was 

supposed to do that.  

The upshot of all this is that Bob got rid of a million dollars 

in personal debt (even though his bankruptcy didn‘t actually go 

through because of alleged fraud), and as a bonus, he got 

somewhere in the vicinity of $50,000.00 in receivables from his old 

law firm (which was also absolved of its debt), and which was 

supposed to belong to Ocean‘s Bank for a secured loan. Finally, he 



was able to use the confusion he had created in all this as an excuse 

for having spent $70,000.00 in client funds!  

The point of all this, though, is that Bob‘s claim that I owed 

my brother‘s legal bill had a bunch of holes in it.  

As for the other claims in Bob‘s lawsuit, they were too 

ridiculous to worry about. Bob had not been able to produce a 

single public statement coming from me, let alone to prove that it 

was ‗defamatory.‘ None of his financial problems could be traced to 

me either. And as for my bar complaint, the only shame attached to 

that belongs to the Board of Overseers of the Bar in Maine.   

However, I don‘t doubt that my bar complaint caused Bob 

‗pain and suffering.‘ The claims I was making must have cut way too 

close for comfort. Though it wasn‘t enough to actually prompt Bob 

to stop breaking the rules, it was enough to make him good and 

angry.  

Shortly before the trial, Bob ‗withdrew‘ all but one of his 

claims against me. To withdraw all of his claims would have been 

the same as admitting that he had filed a frivolous lawsuit. So he 

kept the claim that I owed my brother‘s legal bill.  

After two years of excruciating litigation (which Bob would 

later testify cost him somewhere in the vicinity of $100,000.00 in 

legal hours and fees), the case had gone from a million dollar 

lawsuit to a matter for small claims court.  

Of course, Bob‘s attorney made it clear that any offer of 

settlement would be accepted. He suggested $100.00 but, at that 

point, I think Bob would‘ve taken the original $1.00 amount that he 

had listed on his bankruptcy. Much like his bankruptcy, his lawsuit 

against me had ‗served its purpose.‘  

I didn‘t take Bob‘s offer to settle. After everything I‘d been 

through, I wanted my ‗day in court.‘ Besides, all that was left was 

the trial.  

Bob responded to my refusal by filing two more extremely 

lengthy motions. 



―Any judge reading these motions will see what he‘s doing,‖ 

Scott assured me. One of the pleadings was a Motion in Limine, 

which normally runs about two or three pages long. Bob‘s was over 

sixty pages.  

Scott had an idea, by this time, who the judge might be. ―If 

it‘s who I think it is, he won‘t like this one bit,‖ he said. 

When my day in court finally came, Superior Court Judge 

Richard Welch was presiding, just as Scott had anticipated. Scott 

was thrilled.  

―This judge is a stickler for the law,‖ he said. ―All we have to 

do is state our case in points of law and I expect we will be in good 

hands.‖ Since Bob‘s claim had no legal merit, Scott was convinced 

that Judge Welch would rule against him. 

 ―Bob‘s antics won‘t endear him to this judge either,‖ added 

Scott. ―Welch doesn‘t tolerate that kind of behavior in his 

courtroom.‖ 

Scott may have been right about Judge Welch‘s being a 

‗stickler‘ for the law—but I think he might have miscalculated who, 

exactly, that law applied to. Ninety percent of Scott‘s cases involve 

people who are charged with a crime. It‘s one thing for a judge to 

come down hard on an alleged ‗criminal‘ who tries to manipulate 

the court, but a different thing altogether when an attorney—and a 

fellow judge—does it. This miscalculation would prove fatal to my 

case. 

―Just answer the questions honestly and directly,‖ advised 

Scott. ―If there‘s one thing this judge can‘t stand, it‘s a witness who 

refuses to answer questions.‖ 

But it appeared that this, too, only applied to the ‗criminals‘ 

visiting Judge Welch‘s court, because Bob avoided almost every 

question put to him—even those asked by his own attorney—and it 

didn‘t seem to bother Judge Welch in the least. In fact, at one point, 

the judge turned to Bob and said, very kindly; ‗Mr. Nadeau, what 

your attorney is asking you, is‘—and then he actually proceeded to 

break the question down and explain it to him!  



Even Bob‘s attorney seemed to be losing patience with him, 

yet here was the judge, treating Bob like a shattered little girl 

testifying against her abusive parents, instead of an experienced 

lawyer and judge. 

But even the judge‘s gentle prompting didn‘t motivate Bob to 

answer the questions. Like a petulant child, he just kept insisting, 

no matter what question was put to him; ‗Ms. Madore promised me 

she would pay the bill‘—referring to some imaginary telephone 

conversation that seemed to become more real for him every time 

he alluded to it.  

When it was my turn to take the stand, I made a point to 

answer every question as accurately as possible, believing that, by 

comparison, the judge would see that I had nothing to hide.  

There was a point in the proceedings when Scott objected to 

one of the questions and, nervous as I was, I forgot that ‗sustained‘ 

meant I didn‘t have to answer, so I opened my mouth to speak. 

―I said sustained!‖ bellowed the judge, making me jump. 

For me, the trial was over in that moment. Having watched 

Judge Welch coddle Bob throughout his testimony, his treatment of 

me made it clear where he stood. 

Scott was more hopeful. He had seen it before, where a judge 

would grant one party a little extra leeway after having already 

formed a negative opinion of their case. By extending Bob every 

courtesy, it was possible that the judge was simply ensuring that 

Bob wouldn‘t have a basis for appeal. 

I tried to be hopeful too. But deep down, I knew.  

―Shouldn‘t we bring up some of the other issues in this case?‖ 

I asked Scott. ―I mean, there are countless hours of litigation here, 

not to mention the hours spent trying to get Maryann arrested and 

my brother‘s bankruptcy overturned. Couldn‘t we argue that Bob‘s 

motives in filing this lawsuit are clearly not to collect on a $5000 

legal bill?‖ 

But technically, all that other stuff was now ‗irrelevant,‘ since 

the claims it related to had been withdrawn by Bob.  



Scott stuck by his instincts. Judge Welch ‗respected the law.‘ 

He would not rule in Bob‘s favor because Bob‘s claim had no legal 

merit.  

The verdict came by mail, nearly a month after the trial 

[ORDER2]. The thing that struck me most was that Judge Welch 

believed every word Bob said, disregarding my testimony almost 

entirely. For example, he agreed that Bob and I were good friends, 

stating that Bob was ‗an individual whom [Nancy Madore] had 

shared dinner with and further social interaction.‘ This left me 

stumped. What dinner or social interaction did Bob and I ever 

share, aside from that one night when I met him for the first time in 

his red parrot shirt? Is a ‗social interaction‘ supposed to leave you 

so traumatized that you can‘t even remember the event?    

As further evidence of our friendship, the judge quoted a rare 

email from ‗Happy Bob,‘ who wrote; ‗Nancy, you‘re simply a 

terrific person!‘ I guess this cancels out the four or five thousand 

emails denouncing me as an incorrigible slut. Or maybe ‗Happy 

Bob‘ was the guy on trial.  

The judge also found that I; ‗was the only person—other 

than one brief meeting with [Daddy]—that Attorney Nadeau had 

any contact with in connection with [Daddy‘s] litigation.‘ While I 

might have been the person Bob relied on to get messages to my 

brother, my brother has me beat in personal encounters with Bob. 

They met in person and in Court. I happen to know of at least three 

separate meetings they had—which has my one and only meeting 

with Bob (where my brother was present) beat. But the simple fact 

is that Bob never requested any further meetings. If the lack of 

‗contact‘ with his ‗client‘ was an issue, it was an issue that began and 

ended with Bob. 

The judge also ruled that I ‗was the person who received the 

billing statements.‘ This, too, is wrong. Though I received 

occasional emails asking me to remind my brother that a payment 

was due, the billing statements, outlining what was due and why, 

were sent directly to my brother. In fact, I wouldn‘t receive my first 



real statement until after Maryann and Bob broke up in 2007, after 

Bob suddenly started claiming that I owed the bill. 

Although Judge Welch believed Bob over me, he still couldn‘t 

bring himself to rule in Bob‘s favor. But what he could bring himself 

to do—and did—was to tweak Bob‘s claim a little to make it work. 

Removing his judicial gown and donning his legal briefs, the judge 

submitted a brand new claim, argued its point, and ruled in its 

favor. It was all tied up neatly together in his order.  

Basically, Judge Welch‘s case hinged on an email that I had 

sent Bob after my brother fired him. You may recall that when Bob 

finally got around to filing my brother‘s lien, he sent me an email, 

blaming my brother for the delay. He claimed that he had been 

‗trying to reach [Daddy] by phone or mail.‘ But Bob had never 

tried to reach my brother ‗by phone or mail‘ before. He always 

emailed me when he needed to get a message to my brother. In a 

later deposition, Bob even denied having my brother‘s phone 

number!  

Bob‘s sudden email about ‗trying to reach my brother‘ took 

me completely by surprise. I had no idea what was going on with 

the case. In his email, Bob also claimed there was some time 

sensitive thing that had to be done. So I immediately contacted my 

brother, but he was traveling and had neither the time nor the 

desire to talk about the case, other than to say that he was hiring a 

different attorney. He reluctantly agreed to let Bob handle the ‗time 

sensitive‘ work, provided it didn‘t cost more than a few hundred 

dollars. He asked me to get the bill ahead of time.  

I was still almost entirely in the dark when I passed this 

information on to Bob. As for the ‗time sensitive‘ work, I wrote; ‗We 

will pay for this in advance—just let me know how much it is.‘  

Shortly after I sent that email to Bob, my brother and talked 

again. He explained that his lien was never filed and, in his third 

attorney‘s opinion, his case was ruined. Bob denies that he did 

anything wrong, and both the Bar and Judge Welch have agreed 

(although I‘m not sure how they can determine this without 

reviewing my brother‘s entire case).    



In his order, Judge Welch introduced a legal argument that 

hadn‘t been presented at the trial. The general idea is that an 

entirely new contract was enacted when I sent that final email to 

Bob, authorizing that last bit of work, because the old contract 

between Bob and my brother was terminated when my brother fired 

him. Therefore, my use of the word ‗we‘ in that email could now be 

construed as my ‗explicitly‘ requesting work and ‗explicitly 

promising to pay.‘ And that is exactly how Judge Welch construed 

it. He quotes me as saying; ‗We will pay for this in advance—just 

let me know how much it is,‘ and in particular, where I added; 

‗Whoever does the billing can call me and I will pay her by phone.‘  

But Bob never called back with an amount to pay up front—

probably because he knew that my brother would never agree to pay 

the exorbitant amount he intended to charge for the ‗time sensitive‘ 

pleadings that didn‘t matter at all, as it turned out.   

At any rate, Judge Welch felt that I was responsible for that 

last bit of work (which came to roughly $1,900.00).  

There are several arguments I could‘ve made to this new 

claim—not the least of which is that Bob did this work before 

informing us of the cost, which we specifically requested, in writing. 

But of course, we were never given the opportunity to argue Judge 

Welch‘s case. 

It was not a very large award, especially in light of all the 

litigation, but for Bob, it was an enormous victory. It had been a 

close call. Anyone else would‘ve settled out of court just to get away 

from him—but I had fought to the bitter end. If I had won, there‘s a 

good chance I would‘ve gotten my legal fees back. But Judge 

Welch‘s order legitimized Bob‘s lawsuit, even with so small an 

award. Bob had a valid claim. A judge had said so.  

But it‘s more than that. By giving Bob the benefit of the 

doubt on the smaller issue of that final bill, Judge Welch let Bob 

walk on the bigger, more important issues, such as perjury, abuse of 

process and criminal harassment. It‘s like awarding a killer the 

costs for treating a finger that was injured in the course of pulling 

the trigger.  



We were all Bob‘s victims, yet Bob was the one awarded 

damages.  

Scott was devastated. 

―My trust and belief in this judge was completely misplaced,‖ 

he said, stunned. But in retrospect, he added; ―Welch never ordered 

Bob to answer the multitude of questions he was refusing to answer. 

Yet the one time you made a mistake—it‘s like it was a completely 

different playing field.‖ 

At any rate, Bob had lost a little skin on this one. Scott had 

seen to that.  

And it wasn‘t quite over yet.  
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After my loss in court, it was generally understood that no 

one was to mention the name ‗Bob Nadeau‘ in my presence again. 

Not for any reason. Not ever. Even Maryann managed to abide by 

this rule, except on two occasions.  

In November of 2012, Maryann called to tell me that Bob had 

been re-elected as probate judge in York, Maine.  

I was surprisingly calm. In fact, I felt nothing.  

―You should forget Bob Nadeau and get on with your life,‖ I 

advised her.    

The second time was about eight months later, on June 20, 

2013—the tenth year anniversary of that day in Bob‘s office that so 

irreversibly altered Maryann‘s life. She was sitting in a chair on my 

patio, drinking a vodka tonic, while I was moving plants around in 

my garden. I was blissfully unaware of the day—until I noticed that 

Maryann was crying. 

I stopped digging. ―What‘s the matter?‖ I asked. 

―It‘s June 20th,‖ she said. 

I resumed my digging. 

―He ruined my life!‖ she screamed. 

I stopped digging again.  

I remember it as a beautiful day, a little warm for June 

maybe, but that might‘ve been because I was trying to dig a hole in 

an area full of rocks. 

―All the horrible things he‘s done,‖ she sobbed miserably. 

―And he‘s still a judge.‖  



I just stood there, looking at Maryann. The strangest feeling 

was coming over me. I was invigorated from working in the garden, 

but it was more than that. I felt strong, fearless and full of righteous 

indignation. And my mind was buzzing with ideas.  

I can only imagine how I must‘ve looked, covered in dirt, a 

shovel in my hand, my hair frizzed out from the humidity—and a 

look of fierce determination on my face. I felt a little like Scarlet 

O‘Hara in Gone with the Wind when, returning to Tara, half-

starved from the war, she choked down that rotten carrot from the 

garden. 

I even think I heard a voice, from deep within me, crying out; 

‗As God is my witness, I‘ll never eat carrots again!‘  

But there was another voice rising up to declare; ―As God is 

my witness, I‘m going to keep eating carrots until they stop tasting 

like dirt!‖  

Meanwhile, Maryann was making an effort to pull herself 

together. ―I‘m sorry,‖ she whimpered miserably. ―I know you have 

your own problems to worry about.‖ She was referring to my 

youngest son, who I had just discovered was addicted to heroin.  

Actually, that‘s not quite true. I hadn‘t ‗just discovered‘ that 

he was addicted to heroin. I had only just accepted it.  

That‘s not right either. I had just been forced to accept it 

after a series of events made it impossible to keep denying it.  

There we go. Touchdown.  

I had spent that previous year denying that my son was 

addicted to heroin because, frankly, I didn‘t want to accept it. Like 

Maryann—and my brother—I didn‘t want to face the pain of 

actually dealing with the problem. And of course, avoiding it only 

made the situation worse. 

But I wasn‘t thinking about my son just then. I was trying to 

talk myself out of eating more carrots.  

So Maryann and I just sat there for a while, engrossed in our 

own thoughts.  

I was the first to speak. ―Let‘s write the book,‖ I said. 



Maryann‘s eyes grew wide with astonishment (or maybe it 

was horror). ―But…you lost your case and Bob‘s a judge again,‖ she 

objected. ―He won!‖ 

―That just makes the story more interesting,‖ I said. A kind of 

tranquility was settling over me. ―In fact, I like the story better this 

way. It‘s more important.‖ 

Maryann snorted. 

―Think about it,‖ I said. ―Is it really all that surprising that 

there are people out there, like Bob, breaking the rules left and 

right?‖ 

―Did you catch the part about him being a judge?‖ she asked. 

―That‘s exactly my point,‖ I laughed. ―By protecting Bob, 

these lawyers and judges are, in a sense, protecting themselves. 

That‘s what corruption is.‖ 

―But when I brought this up before, you said we would never 

get a publisher without a judgment to verify that what Bob did was 

wrong.‖  

―We don‘t need a judgment to tell us that what Bob did was 

wrong,‖ I said. ―And we don‘t need a publisher. We‘ll self-publish 

on Amazon.‖  

―But…what if Bob sues us?‖ she asked. 

―Oh, he‘s definitely going to sue us,‖ I told her. ―But this 

time, we‘ll expose his courtroom behavior to the public.‖ 

Maryann just stared at me. We both had that look on our 

faces—the look you get when you‘re contemplating something really 

reckless. 

And it was really reckless, because we were dealing with a 

very powerful man who didn‘t play by the rules. 

―In fact,‖ I continued after a moment, ―we‘ll post copies of 

everything online. That way readers can verify that it‘s true.‖ 

Maryann was definitely perking up. ―Are you sure this is 

legal?‖ she asked. 



―I don‘t see why not,‖ I replied. ―Bob‘s a public figure. But 

even if he wasn‘t, he‘s using the public judicial system to harass and 

terrorize people. That makes it a matter of public interest.‖ 

―Really?‖ 

―Well…I don‘t know if that last part‘s true actually,‖ I 

admitted (it is). ―But if it isn‘t, it should be. Lawyers are granted 

way too much power to be allowed to just use our courtrooms 

however they want. Think of how Bob was able to force us to give 

him our personal information—just so he could turn around and 

use it to hurt us. It‘s the same with client funds. All sorts of funds 

get handed over to lawyers for safekeeping. You don‘t think that‘s a 

public issue?‖ 

―It makes sense when you say it,‖ conceded Maryann, ―but 

that doesn‘t mean the courts will agree.‖   

―The biggest thing we have going for us is that our story is 

true,‖ I insisted. ―In fact, we‘ll only discuss the stuff Bob put in 

writing.‖ 

Maryann laughed. ―He put everything in writing!‖  

―Which just goes to show how arrogant he is,‖ I said. ―He 

really believes he‘s above the law.‖ 

―I believe it too,‖ said Maryann. ―That‘s why I‘m so surprised 

you want to do this.‖ 

There were certainly drawbacks to writing the book—not the 

least of which involved dealing with Bob. But the biggest drawback 

for me—the thing holding me back during my Scarlett O‘Hara 

moment—was my fear that writing this book would infringe on the 

boundaries I had set up for myself concerning Maryann. The last 

thing I needed was more drama in my life. 

Another drawback was the timing. I was up to my neck in a 

new project that was commanding my full attention.  

After Shoozies went belly up, I (perhaps foolishly) passed on 

another contract with Harlequin so that I could begin this ‗dream 

project‘ that I sometimes feel like I‘ve spent most of my life working 



toward. It‘s a series of books I have since called The Legacy of the 

Watchers.  

I had given up a lot to write the series, not the least of which 

was the progress I had made in my writing career as a bestselling 

author of erotic romance. I was changing genres, abandoning my 

readers and giving up my publisher—all for the opportunity to write 

this story that had become such an integral part of my life. It‘s 

pretty much always been there, in the back of my mind, although it 

wasn‘t until about a decade ago that I was consumed with the desire 

to actually put it down on paper. Having spent most of my life 

studying ancient history, religion and mythology, I now started 

compiling data. My goal was to connect the dots from the earliest 

ancient legends to our current day events.  

Through this speculative-fiction, ‗mystery‘ series, I‘ve been 

able to develop theories about the ‗fallen angels,‘ and their 

offspring, the ‗Nephilim‘ giants (which I believe are connected to 

the ‗djinn‘ of Arabian legend and the ‗gods‘ of ancient Greece). I 

explore the many different societies that have developed since the 

‗dawn of our civilization,‘ when, simultaneous to claims of these 

superior ‗beings‘ appearing on the earth, the first ‗societies‘ started 

to emerge. I speculate about what happened to those ‗angels,‘ ‗djinn‘ 

and ‗gods‘—and how they are affecting us today. This isn‘t as much 

of a leap as you might think. Most of our beliefs, fears and 

behaviors have been shaped by the ‗legends‘ that came out of that 

period in history. Even our wars can be traced back there. 

The best thing about the series is that I‘ve been reunited with 

my favorite characters from the past. Lilith, Gilgamesh, King 

Solomon and Poseidon all grace the pages of my books, along with 

too many others to mention here. From a historical viewpoint, I‘m 

staying true to the historical data (for whatever that‘s worth). 

I was about halfway through the third book in the series 

when I made the decision to write The Ethics of Judge Nadeau. It 

was no easy thing to set Lilith and Poseidon aside to write about 

Bob! 



But writing about Bob has helped me come to terms with 

everything that has happened. And it has opened my eyes to a few 

things as well. For one thing, I realized that Maryann had been 

‗throwing me under the bus‘ pretty regularly throughout her 

relationship with Bob. Not only did she tell him that she was out 

with me when she wasn‘t, but she often claimed that I was the 

reason she was going out to begin with. She used whatever was 

closest at hand to do it—from an argument I might‘ve been having 

with my boyfriend to an upcoming shoe show I needed a hand with. 

The thing is; I can‘t remember a single instance when I ever turned 

to Maryann for help. First and foremost, she was always the one in 

need. But even if I had needed help, she would‘ve been the last 

person I would‘ve asked, because I wouldn‘t have wanted to add to 

her problems (or mine), by incurring the wrath of Bob.  

The worst thing about Maryann using me this way was that 

she was giving Bob information about me. Of course, it‘s impossible 

to know what, exactly, Maryann told Bob, because I don‘t believe a 

word he says, but it‘s clear from some of the claims he‘s made that 

he knew things about my life that he could only have learned from 

Maryann. 

This hurt, but I didn‘t dwell on it because I didn‘t blame 

Maryann. I knew how fragile she could be, and anyway, it didn‘t 

excuse Bob‘s behavior. There is nothing she could‘ve said or done 

that would justify the things that he‘s done to me.  

Still, my feelings for Maryann were changing. It might even 

seem a little shallow of me, but being Maryann‘s best friend wasn‘t 

fun anymore. She was so bitter all the time. I found myself avoiding 

her calls.  

Although Bob remained the focal point of Maryann‘s anger, 

it was definitely starting to spread to others.  

―I hate everyone!‖ she would exclaim in almost every 

conversation we had that summer—and I happen to know that 

many of the people she included in that blanket statement were 

genuinely trying to help her. This was not the Maryann I knew. The 



Maryann who had made me her ‗best friend‘ was kind, generous 

and appreciative. This woman was a miserable bitch.  

Meanwhile, I published the first edition of this book, which I 

had written from Maryann‘s first-person perspective in an effort to 

get her more involved. This turned out to be a mistake. For one 

thing, Maryann lost interest in the project before it even got off the 

ground. After years of listening to her talk about nothing else, 

suddenly I couldn‘t get her to pick up the phone to verify a detail. In 

fact, I got the distinct impression that I had been downgraded from 

‗best friend‘ to the ‗I hate everyone‘ group of incompetents who, in 

their efforts to ‗help‘ Maryann, had only managed to piss her off.   

The early reviews of the book were not good. For starters, 

many readers found it hard to sympathize with Maryann. Most of 

them felt that she should‘ve taken a more proactive approach to her 

life. As well, readers complained that there was too much of Bob in 

the book. I can‘t say that I blame them there. I had quoted many of 

his emails in their entirety—which often ran into four or five 

thousand words—and frankly, that much hate is too much for most 

people to stomach. And finally, the readers found the legal parts 

difficult to understand. I had quoted a lot of it verbatim (in 

anticipation of being sued).   

From a marketing perspective, the book was an even bigger 

disaster—and this goes back to writing it from Maryann‘s first 

person point of view. That point of view focused on the relationship 

between Bob and Maryann. But the people of Maine—who are my 

target audience for getting this book off the ground—are sick of ‗Bob 

and Maryann.‘  

Meanwhile, the media wouldn‘t touch the book with a ten 

foot pole and neither would any of the local attorneys (not even 

Bob‘s most hated enemies). I suppose many of them hadn‘t forgiven 

Maryann for retracting her bar complaint. They didn‘t trust her, 

and they certainly weren‘t willing to stick out their necks for her. 

What if they publicly supported the book and she wrote another 

retraction saying that it was all lies? 



I always try to see failure as a learning experience, but that 

first edition offered lessons I should‘ve already known. I had set out 

to write a book about the failure of our judicial system to hold a 

local judge accountable, and my message was completely lost. 

Those early reviewers could not have been more correct in their 

assessment of the book, and I am indebted to all of them for their 

good advice. 

There were two readers whose opinions were of particular 

interest to me. The first was Bob, who wrote a very scathing review 

of the book on Amazon, which he later deleted (but not before I 

saved it [Review 1]).  

The second reader was a woman by the name of Cynthia 

Magill. Though I have no first-hand knowledge of her situation, I 

was deeply moved by what she wrote: 

―In 2009, I contacted the New Hampshire Bar Referral 

Service in search of an attorney to handle a civil estate case where 

I am Executrix. The service highly recommended Robert Nadeau 

as having a perfect record. I paid the referral fee and hired him on 

the spot. 

―The four years that followed were pure torture for me. 

Robert Nadeau could never get the estate accounts to balance or 

turn them in on time. He double and even triple billed me for 

mistakes he made or things he simply forgot to do. He tried to 

blame me for the numerous accounting mistakes, even though I 

didn‘t have access to the account.  

―Rob had told me he was a former math teacher. OK, a 

math teacher who couldn‘t explain where the estate money was? I 

caught him in too many lies to count. When I questioned his 

unethical behavior, he got mean and threatening. I felt bullied and 

harassed. Finally, in 2013, the other side of my case actually joined 

forces with me in order to rid the estate of this parasite.  

―This was when I learned that Robert Nadeau did not have 

a perfect record, as the New Hampshire Bar Referral Service 

assured me in their recommendation. I would never have hired 

him if I had known about the incidents in Maine. I contacted the 



referral service to complain. The woman I spoke to responded, in 

writing, that they would not have recommended Robert Nadeau if 

they had known. She also told me that an attorney is supposed to 

report any issues on his record when registering to practice in 

other states.  

―This information has hit me very hard. I was so upset that 

I wrote the Bar of Overseers in New Hampshire. So far, nobody 

wants to do anything. And Robert Nadeau is still listed in the New 

Hampshire directory with a perfect record. 

―With my new attorney, my costs have dropped by more 

than ninety percent and there have been no issues with the estate 

balances. I am so glad to have Robert Nadeau out of my life. 

―I could write a book and I also have a ‗Crazy Rob file‘ along 

with thousands of emails from day one. The rants, the tirades…I 

was convinced he was manic and I also felt he had sundowners. 

Nancy, my opinion; he is a danger to himself and everyone around 

him!  Just like in your book, he would send emails alluding to 

previous discussions we never had. My sister, who was following 

the string of emails, would call and say; ‗Did I miss an email here?‘ 

I found the best way to get him to do something was to engage in 

nauseating behavior: ‗Oh Rob, I am so fortunate to have you as 

my lawyer.‘ Gag. He would send my confidential emails over to 

the opposing side.  

―Reading your book has stirred the pot with so many 

horrible details about my own experience with Crazy Rob/Bob. 

Rob Nadeau cost the estate upwards of $60,000.00 with his 

shenanigans and emotionally took five years of my life from me 

when I was also dealing with melanoma. He divided my 

family.  Your book has given me some peace.‖ 

Though I had no idea who Cynthia Magill was when she first 

contacted me, I believed every word of her story. And I am 

convinced that there are hundreds—if not thousands—of Bob‘s 

clients that have similar stories to tell. 

Since that email, I‘ve had the opportunity to get to know 

Cynthia, and I find her to be both credible and fair. She‘s also kind, 



loyal and extremely courageous (she even agreed to let me use her 

real name). She has the most delightful outlook on life and a great 

sense of humor—which just goes to show that something wonderful 

can come out of every situation, no matter how bad. I can‘t tell you 

how happy I am to have found this new friend. 

Meanwhile, things between Maryann and I just kept getting 

worse until I finally reached the end of my rope.  

I wish I could say that I handled it with grace and dignity, 

but unfortunately, we both acted like total bitches. Things were 

said. Terrible, terrible things were said—things that I will not repeat 

here or ever. 

―I‘m pulling the book as soon as I get my expenses back!‖ 

was my final word on the matter.  

―Go ahead and pull it!‖ she retorted.  

I had already figured out that the book needed a re-write but 

frankly, my heart wasn‘t in it. It wasn‘t just the fight with Maryann. 

The truth is that I wasn‘t all that confident that my first person 

perspective would be any better than Maryann‘s. I‘m too idealistic, 

too emotional and much too short tempered.  

Let‘s face it; this story lacks a heroine. And I‘m not even sure 

that anybody wants one. There are times when I feel like nobody 

cares. The general consensus seems to be that this kind of behavior 

is to be expected from lawyers. We‘ve all heard the jokes. 

Q. What do you call a lawyer who doesn‘t know the law?  

A. A judge. 

Q. What‘s the difference between a leech and a lawyer? 

A. The leech stops sucking you dry after you‘re dead. 

Q. Why does the bar association prohibit lawyers from 

having sex with their clients? 

A. To prevent clients from being billed twice for essentially 

the same service. 

(Maryann can certainly attest to that last one.) 



I had already interrupted my Legacy of the Watchers series 

to write the first edition of The Ethics of Judge Nadeau. I was 

delighted to be back where I belonged. I had just finished the third 

book in the series, entitled Masquerade, and was working on the 

next book, entitled The Fourth Trumpet. And I liked what I was 

doing. Speculative fiction provides a wonderful distraction from 

reality. The last thing I wanted was to think about Bob. I had pretty 

much decided not to re-write the book. 

And then I was hit with the second lawsuit. 
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How can I describe what it feels like to be sued by Bob for a 

second time? It‘s like having to listen to a song I never liked, being 

played over and over again…on a scratchy old record.  

Most people would say I was crazy for writing a book in the 

first place. Part of me would agree. I was so close to that light at the 

end of the tunnel. Bob had put me through the ringer, but at least I 

could finally limp away. 

Only I couldn‘t. 

Another part of me was crying out for accountability. 

Actually, it was screaming. Direct contact with our American 

Justice System was having a really negative effect on me. It wasn‘t 

just Bob‘s lawsuit, although that certainly exacerbated the problem. 

But even before that, I was deeply affected by what happened to my 

brother, who had been failed (and even scorned) by the various 

legal bodies that are supposed to protect him (and then terrorized 

by his own attorney). I had watched the exact same thing happen to 

Maryann. I guess it shouldn‘t have surprised me when my turn 

came around and my rights as a joint owner in a property were 

completely disregarded, along with the rights of my brother—an 

innocent third party who had contributed materials and labor to 

make improvements to that property.    

In each of these instances, all I wanted was to see some 

modicum of justice. Even the appearance of justice would‘ve 

satisfied me. But there wasn‘t even a pretense. The collective apathy 

of the judges in all three of these cases was absolute.  



This apathy clears the way for the strongest, meanest and 

least principled to steal the victory. 

In the course of all this, I lost something important. It wasn‘t 

even something I actually thought about until it was gone. It was 

just there, in the background, helping me to believe that everything 

would be alright.  

Justice! What a glorious concept! It gives us hope when 

things are difficult, and keeps us in line whenever we feel that little 

stab of rebellion about having to pay taxes, tolls, or even worse, a 

ticket. The penalties whenever we make the slightest mistake can be 

galling, but we ‗tow the line‘ because we believe that our collective 

efforts are supporting the system we value so much. 

But what happens when you find out that that ‗system‘ is a 

sham?  

Of course, I could be wrong about this. It‘s possible that I‘m 

just a poor loser. Or maybe, like Bob has been claiming all these 

years, I really am one of those people who will do anything to get 

out of paying a bill. Maybe justice was done in the various cases I‘ve 

discussed in this book. Maybe a person who invests $120,000.00 

worth of traceable checks without signing a contract doesn‘t deserve 

any recourse when his ‗partners‘ embezzle all the money for 

themselves. Maybe a divorcee who sleeps with her attorney doesn‘t 

deserve her share of her marital assets. And maybe someone who 

reports behavior she believes to be unethical is getting just what she 

deserves when she‘s hit with a million dollar lawsuit. Maybe all of 

this is American justice.  

But it had a devastating effect on me. I didn‘t even know 

what was happening at first. I was suddenly seized with bouts of 

debilitating panic.  

The first time it happened was on an airplane. I‘ve always 

loved to fly, but suddenly I had to get out of the plane. And I mean 

that literally. I would‘ve broken one of the little windows and 

squeezed myself out into the white, fluffy clouds if I could have. I‘ve  

never known such terror in my life. It took away my reason. 



And from there it only got worse. Crowds, cars, elevators, 

even a country road could scare the daylights out of me. No place 

was safe. I didn‘t feel like I could trust anyone or anything. Nothing 

was what it seemed. 

I suppose this is similar to what Maryann was going through. 

Ridiculous as it might‘ve seemed for her to be terrified of going to 

jail for throwing a piece of paper, experience had told her that Bob 

could do anything he wanted and get away with it. She had no belief 

in our judicial system at that point, and it left her feeling 

defenseless.  

But I‘m not the sort of person to let a little thing like ‗panic‘ 

slow me down so, once I confirmed that the episodes were, in fact, 

psychological (I thought I was having a heart attack at first), I 

immediately began interviewing therapists. I was looking for a 

quick fix, but it ended up taking over four years of intense therapy 

for me to finally accept the reality that corruption and injustice are 

an inevitable part our lives, even here in America. I can‘t change 

that and neither can you. The best we can do is to constantly and 

vigilantly attempt to beat it back so that it won‘t threaten our way of 

life.   

This book is my attempt to beat back the corruption I have 

witnessed in my little corner of the world, by using the ‗power of the 

pen‘ to hold one judge—and the system he operates within—

accountable. I hope my story inspires others to do the same. As 

Albert Einstein so aptly wrote; ‗The world will not be destroyed by 

those who do evil, but by those who watch them without doing 

anything.‘ 

Bob‘s second lawsuit against me isn‘t about bills or bar 

complaints—although Bob is trying his damnedest to convince 

everyone that it is. The issue here is ethics and, in particular, the 

ethics of a very prominent judge in the state of Maine. You would 

think that this subject matter would put Bob on his best behavior, 

but the weird thing is; I‘ve never seen him behave so badly.  

And that‘s ultimately what changed my mind about re-

writing the book. Being exposed to his unethical behavior yet again 



has re-confirmed my resolve and given me that extra push I needed 

to, not only write the book all over again, but to make a better effort 

to do it right this time.  

Bob reminds me of a terrorist in that he is willing to suffer 

himself in order to inflict pain. You can see this philosophy at work 

in his many lawsuits—nineteen that I know of in this last decade. 

These disputes have virtually crippled his law firm. As the judge in 

Bob‘s divorce pointed out all the way back in 2007, Bob spends 

‗hundreds upon hundreds of hours [in personal litigation] of what 

would otherwise be billable time.‘ I‘m certain that his ever 

diminishing case file still suffers from his preoccupation with these 

ongoing personal disputes, which have only become worse since 

then. 

Bob‘s first lawsuit against me is a case in point. There was 

easily $50,000.00 in billable hours in that case ($100,000.00 

according to Bob) for a $1,900.00 payoff. Even so, Bob is extremely 

proud of this ‗win.‘ He brings it up in almost every correspondence, 

gloating shamelessly over it and insisting that my motive for writing 

the book is yet another attempt to get out of paying that bill. The 

lengths I‘ll go to, in Bob‘s mind, to get out of paying bills is  nothing 

short of insane. 

I think it‘s obvious that Bob will always be fighting with 

someone, but the point is that it didn‘t have to me this time. Bob hit 

the nail on the head in one of his more recent emails, where he 

wrote; ―You just couldn‘t leave well enough alone.‖ For the first 

time since I met Bob all those years ago, he actually said something 

about me that was true.  

Then he had to go and ruin it with; ―You are very stubborn, 

dishonest and foolish. You don't want peace. The Japanese didn‘t 

either.‖ 

I‘m not sure my book could be equated with Pearl Harbor, 

but I think I did want an opportunity to go back and finish the fight. 

Initially, Scott had filed an appeal on that other case, but that didn‘t 

really represent the issue for me. I didn‘t want to fight over a bill. I 

wanted to fight over the real issues, which are the issues I brought 



up in my bar complaint. I wanted to challenge Bob‘s ethics. Writing 

this book has done that, and Bob‘s subsequent lawsuit has put these 

issues back into the courtroom, where they belong. 

 This time around, I don‘t want to just ‗survive‘ the fight, or 

even to get it over with. This time I want to experience it. I want to 

challenge myself to be stronger and wiser. But most importantly, I 

want to kick the shit out of the bad guy. After more than a decade of 

dealing with Bob, I feel a little like that Spanish guy in The Princess 

Bride, who refused to give up no matter how many injuries he 

sustained. 

‗My name is Inigo Montoya. You killed my father. Prepare 

to die.‘ 

Now you might reasonably ask: Why, then, are you 

representing yourself this time around?  

Well, first of all, I‘m not made of money. Alongside of my 

various successes over the years there have been just as many 

failures. Especially as far as my writing is concerned, I‘m definitely 

still in the ‗struggling‘ category. The life of an author is challenging, 

to say the least. Success is extremely difficult to achieve—and then, 

often, short-lived. I knew going in that I would have to put this 

lawsuit on a budget. 

Naturally Scott Gleason will be coming in for the trial (I‘m 

not a complete fool). But I knew that if I hired Scott at the onset 

Bob would simply bury him in paperwork—like last time. The 

amount of time Bob was willing to invest in that previous lawsuit 

was astonishing—and that was just for revenge. This time Bob has 

more at stake. He needs to eradicate this book that could expose 

him to the world (should anyone actually decide to read it). Since 

everything in the book is true, the only way to get it off the shelves 

is to get me to pull it. Bob‘s only hope, therefore, is to make me cry 

‗uncle.‘ 

Am I afraid? Sure. Sometimes I feel like I‘m out on a 

tightrope all alone. Even the people who are supposed to be 

manning the rope—the Overseers of the Bar and the various judges 

in court—have abandoned me. But I get a great deal of comfort from 



knowing that help is on the way. I can‘t wait for Scott to come riding 

in on his white horse, the ‗Dudley Do Right‘ to my ‗Snidely 

Whiplash.‘ 

Fortunately (or unfortunately, however you happen to look 

at it), just about everything that happens in a civil lawsuit is a 

complete waste of time. This is especially true when that lawsuit 

involves Bob, who is trying to wear me down with the same old tired 

games (and a few new ones). He‘s still abusing the discovery 

process and tampering with witnesses, but now he‘s added failing to 

copy me on stuff he sends to the court, and he even was sending me 

monthly statements for his time spent in suing me.  

As usual, the judges refuse to do anything about it, even 

when they notice his misconduct. One judge called his behavior 

‗outrageous and unacceptable,‘ but when I asked another judge 

when they were going to hold him accountable, he threatened to 

charge me with contempt (in Massachusetts, they rotate judges, so 

the sense that nobody cares is magnified).  

Maryann was a co-defendant in this lawsuit, but she never 

showed up in court or responded to any of Bob‘s pleadings, so he 

filed a separate lawsuit against her in Maine for ‗harassment‘ (we‘ll 

get to that a little later). 

Bob‘s new lawsuit makes the claim of defamation again, 

along with all the accompanying claims, such as emotional distress, 

professional harm and that nasty rash on his balls.  

Now this is where I‘m supposed to let you know that I don‘t 

actually have any hard evidence that Bob has a ‗nasty rash‘ on his 

balls (of course, I don‘t have any hard evidence that he doesn‘t have 

one either). He just seems like the sort of guy who might have one. 

And that‘s the difference between the truth and defamation. I‘m 

admitting that it‘s my own personal impression of Bob (and my 

belief in karma) that makes me think that he might have a ‗nasty 

rash on his balls,‘ whereas, if this were Bob writing that statement, 

it would be an ‗oozing, pus infested rash‘ that had already been 

‗confirmed by many.‘  



Adding that ‗nasty rash‘ bit to Bob‘s lawsuit wasn‘t just to 

illustrate the difference between truth and defamation. It‘s also my 

way of saying that, basically, Bob is suing me for all of his problems.  

According to Bob, my book—which has sold around a 

hundred copies—is the reason he‘s broke and miserable and has no 

clients (this is pretty much why he sued me the last time too). Of 

course, he‘s swearing up and down that this ‗decline‘ in his clientele 

occurred ‗suddenly‘ and ‗atypically‘ on the exact day when I 

published the first edition of this book. You tell me, Reader—has he 

or has he not been whining about this ‗decline‘ for almost a decade 

now?  

Of course, this time around, I‘ve actually put something out 

in there, in the public, so Bob‘s already miles ahead of his previous 

lawsuit against me in that respect. But in order to prove 

defamation, he will need more than that. First and foremost, he will 

need a ‗false statement.‘ Next, as a public figure, Bob will have to 

prove that the false statement was made with ‗malicious intent.‘ 

And finally, supposing Bob proves defamation and malicious intent, 

he has the added burden of proving that the hundred copies I sold 

are what brought about all these problems in his life. 

We were about six months into the lawsuit before Bob would 

finally reveal which statements in the book were defamatory. In 

fact, I had to make a formal demand for them in a ‗Request for 

Interrogatories‘ (which is lawyer talk for ‗questions you must 

answer‘).  

But while Bob has been fairly secretive about the defamation, 

he‘s been extremely forthcoming about my ‗malicious intent.‘ He 

has used the word ‗malicious‘ in just about every statement he‘s 

made about me. I expect he‘ll use this tactic with the jury as well, so 

that by the end of the trial the word ‗malicious‘ should be 

synonymous with my name. 

―I am so sick of your purely stupid, malicious actions,‖ he 

wrote in an email to me.  ―You are going to see the financial and 

professional consequences of your actions.  Mark my words.‖ 



Bob has even gone so far as to suggest that, in light of such 

maliciousness, he won‘t even need a defamatory statement.  

―As you may know,‖ he wrote in an email to me on July 12, 

2014, ―malice is an alternative element of proof of defamation.‖   

This from a guy who, when threatening to write a blog about 

Maryann‘s ―fake, grossly oversized boobs and flabby butt with 

thick upper legs,‖ added; ―Truth is an absolute defense to 

defamation.‖  

Bob‘s only three quarters of the way into left field with his 

claim that ‗malice is an alternative element of proof of defamation.‘ 

He‘s referring to an outdated law that wouldn‘t apply to him 

anyway, as it was written for private citizens. The idea behind the 

law is that you can‘t go around maliciously revealing embarrassing 

secrets about private citizens—even if they‘re true. With the internet 

the way it is, it‘s hard to imagine how this law could be enforced 

these days, but, like I said, as a public figure, it wouldn‘t apply to 

Bob anyway. 

Taking this a step further, a legal argument could be made 

that, even if Bob weren‘t a public figure, the things I have written 

about are not protected under this law. What happens in our public 

courtrooms affects us all, and therefore it is a matter of ‗public 

concern.‘ 

You see, I‘m starting to think like a lawyer. And now that I‘m 

representing myself, I get to talk like a lawyer too.  

Lawyers have a great way of phrasing things, which can 

greatly influence how the people around them are perceived. For 

example, the question; ‗Were you away from home last night?—

can be made much more alarming by saying; ‗Now sir, isn‘t it true 

that you were away from home last night?‘ And that‘s another 

thing—everyone is either ‗sir‘ or ‗ma‘am‘ (pronounced with just the 

right amount of disdain).  

Another thing I like about being my own lawyer is that I 

don‘t have to settle for incomplete answers. I can always dig deeper, 

with such probing legal questions as; ―What is it, exactly, that you 

don‘t remember about that night?‖    



But there are also times when a lawyer doesn‘t want 

complete answers. For these, I have that delightful little phrase; 

‗Just answer yes or no.‘  

It takes practice, but it‘s worth the effort. Interrogating 

people is fun! And it really comes in handy around the house. It‘s 

almost like having a reset button with the kids, when you foil their 

little plots to take over the household with as simple an inquiry as; 

―So when you indicated at dinner that you were ‗full‘—were you 

lying on the record?‖  

Even my fiancé finds himself at a loss when I hit him with 

something like; ―So is it your testimony here today that these pants 

don‘t make my butt look big?‖   

You can also ‗let the record reflect‘ things that might not be 

noticed otherwise. This is especially handy when you want to 

incorporate something into the ‗record‘ that isn‘t really there. In his 

depositions, Bob seemed to enjoy having the record reflect ‗that the 

Defendant is yelling‘ whenever I responded in a way he didn‘t like 

(even though he was speaking in a louder tone of voice than I was). 

Perhaps he plans to use them as evidence of my ‗malicious intent.‘ 

Naturally, Bob‘s depositions in this case have been just as 

invasive and irrelevant as the depositions in his other cases. Would 

you believe he actually fought (and won) the right to get the contact 

information of a reader who emailed me to express her appreciation 

for the book (remember Cynthia Magill)? Imagine the 

consequences if such a ruling were to be made into case law. 

Anyone expressing a private opinion about something in the media 

could be dragged into a deposition room and interrogated! It‘s 

unthinkable, it‘s completely unconstitutional, and the judge who 

ruled in favor of it is the ‗Honorable Judge Lang‘ of the Lawrence 

Supreme Court in Massachusetts.  

Luckily, Bob didn‘t go after Cynthia Magill. I don‘t think he 

wanted to tangle with her again. But he should never have gotten 

the opportunity—especially in light of his past abuses (all of which 

Judge Lang had been made aware). Had Bob wished to, he could‘ve 

made her life a living hell. And that‘s the issue. These seemingly 



small moments in our courts are critically important. Have you, 

Reader, ever contacted an author to comment on their book? If so, 

do you think a court should have the authority to order that author 

to hand over your contact information to anyone who might have a 

different opinion from yours? 

Taking this a step further, what‘s to prevent the courts from 

demanding the release of your information based on your book 

reviews? And why leave it at books? I‘m sure there are plenty of 

people out there who would like to know who is watching some of 

the more controversial movies. It‘s a slippery slope, but a very 

dangerous one—which is why I felt I should expose Judge Lang‘s 

decision here. No one got hurt this time. But I do worry about the 

next time. 

Bob‘s ‗discovery‘ involved everything from the identities of 

my readers (as if I knew) to the details of my twenty year old 

divorce. He was particularly interested in my children, and made 

several attempts to get my oldest son into a deposition room. 

My discovery, on the other hand, consisted almost 

exclusively of trying to get Bob to tell me what was defamatory 

about the book. When at last he finally provided me with a list of 

defamatory statements, I called him in for a deposition. But 

although my questions followed his list point for point, Bob and his 

attorney objected to almost all of them. And they didn‘t just object. 

They argued, they lectured and they even taunted me. In this way, 

they managed to run up the clock while providing almost no 

information [DEPO4].  

The most disturbing thing about that deposition was the 

commentary between Bob and his attorney. ―Look how malicious 

her expression is,‖ Bob would whisper gleefully when I showed 

signs of frustration. ―We‘ve got her now!‖ 

It cost me over a thousand dollars to endure what turned out 

to be just another opportunity for Bob to abuse the system (and 

me). 

Meanwhile, Bob‘s list of defamatory statements was as 

frustrating as everything else. I had asked for ‗specific statements,‘ 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Depo-Robert-Nadeau-2015Mar.pdf


but what I got were long lectures and commentary about how 

malicious I am.  

Though Bob‘s list doesn‘t provide much insight into his 

defamation case, it does offer an interesting perspective on the 

book. For starters, it appears that Bob is more upset by what I 

didn‘t write than what I did. He doesn‘t deny, for example, that he 

conspired with Maryann‘s ex-husband in the case he had 

represented her in, or that he threw all of her belongings outside 

(destroying everything she owned), or even that client funds had 

been used to pay his law firm expenses. His issue is that I didn‘t ask 

him why these things occurred. According to Bob, I ‗didn‘t care 

enough‘ to let him explain why none of it was his fault.   

He also didn‘t like the way Maryann and I were portrayed in 

the book. He wrote; ―The Defendants attempt to paint themselves 

as virtuous, honorable women, when that is far from reality, and 

to have the gall to nevertheless attack and distort in many, many 

unconscionable ways my own character and ethics for the 

purposes of harming me…‖ He references Maryann‘s ‗affairs‘ and 

‗undisclosed sexual escapades‘—all of which he promises ‗will be 

addressed during upcoming depositions.‘  

I guess the idea here is that Bob‘s behavior wouldn‘t look so 

bad if we had presented ourselves the way he sees us. The problem, 

of course, is that Bob‘s view is skewered by rage and self-hatred. He 

imposes false motives onto others based on his own motives for 

doing things. He‘s given himself away more than once with this 

critical fault. 

But the reality is that Maryann and I could be every bit as 

terrible as Bob describes and it still wouldn‘t make any difference. 

As an ‗officer of the court,‘ Bob has a standard to maintain. The bare 

minimum of this standard is that he not abuse the trust awarded 

him as a lawyer (and a judge). My depiction of everyone else in the 

story is irrelevant because there is no excuse for Bob‘s behavior. But 

as a matter of fact, I have made every attempt to present Maryann—

and particularly myself—in the most honest light. I‘m sorry to burst 

Bob‘s bubble, but this is who I am.  



Bob‘s inclusion of this in his list of ‗specific defamatory 

statements‘ reveals a fundamental error in his ethics as a lawyer, 

and even more importantly, as a judge. It is the equivalent of a 

rapist complaining that his victim wasn‘t such a great person either. 

It‘s irrelevant in the way he‘s using it, but it‘s very relevant to his 

lack of integrity. For this reason, I was glad that he put it in writing. 

Another issue Bob has with the book is the title: The Ethics 

of Judge Nadeau. He claims it‘s defamatory because the book is 

describing things he did as an attorney, not as a judge.  

Yes; he actually makes that argument. 

I asked him in his deposition if he thought a person‘s ethics 

change from one activity to the next. He danced around the 

question for a while and then finally conceded that a person‘s ‗basic 

principles‘ remain the same. 

―Those basic principles are what I am speaking of when I 

speak of ethics, isn‘t that right?‖ I asked.  

 ―I don‘t know what you are speaking of,‖ replied Bob. 

―When you‘re talking about ethics, aren‘t you talking about 

basic principles?‖ 

―Ma‘am, the question is not, at this point, my speaking about 

ethics,‖ said Bob. 

I sighed in frustration. ―Aren‘t principles the same as 

ethics?‖ I persisted. 

―I don‘t really understand your question, ma‘am,‖ said Bob. 

I decided to go about it another way. 

―Do you remember a judge by the name of Brooks?‖  

―David Brooks,‖ clarified Bob. I could tell he was startled to 

hear the name. ―The judge I succeeded when I first became probate 

judge in 1997.‖ 

―You ran against him?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―And do you remember what you handed out to the public 

for your advertising campaign in that election?‖ I asked. 

―Again, I really fail to see the relevance of this,‖ objected Bob, 

although, surprisingly, he answered the question. ―I don‘t recall all 



of the specifics of what may have been handed out in that campaign 

but I know that there was an issue relating to the fact that Judge 

Brooks, in his private capacity as an attorney, received some form of 

bar discipline prior to that election.‖ 

―You don‘t remember what the discipline was?‖ 

―I recall it was a public reprimand but I don‘t recall what it 

was about.‖ 

―So he got a public reprimand and you made copies of it and 

handed them out to the public when you were campaigning for 

office of judge; is that correct?‖ 

―I don‘t recall that. I know that it had been mentioned in the 

course of the campaign.‖ 

―Are you saying you didn‘t hand out copies?‖ 

―I am saying I don‘t remember,‖ said Bob. ―I don‘t know that 

I did. It‘s possible, but I don‘t recall. I do know that it was an issue 

in the campaign.‖ 

―What you did to Brooks—if you handed out those flyers—

would that have been defamatory?‖ 

―No, because it was true,‖ said Bob. ―It related to an actual 

finding.‖ 

―But you weren‘t calling him on anything he did in the 

capacity of a judge, were you?‖ I asked. 

―No. It related to his capacity as an attorney, but it affected 

his qualifications to serve as a judge, for purposes of electability, or 

re-electability.‖ Perhaps Bob realized, finally, where I was going 

with this, because he added; ―And in the limited confines of an 

election, authorized communications regarding qualifications 

and…,‖ Bob paused, as if to collect his thoughts. ―During an 

election, anyone who might run against me or in the past, when I 

ran for judge, had the right and has the right to let the world know 

about things that relate to my qualifications as long as it‘s truthful, 

just as what I did was truthful.‖ 

―Are a person‘s ethics part of their qualifications as a judge?‖ 

I asked. 

―It can be examined or considered,‖ allowed Bob. ―People 

can make evaluations at that point. Your book was not published 



during any election. It was published while you were being required 

to pay a judgment you didn‘t want to pay while an appeal was 

pending.‖ 

―So it‘s only during the election period that judges‘ behavior 

is held up to public scrutiny?‖ 

―As among judicial candidates in the context of an election, 

judges can only comment on the qualifications of other 

judges…while the election process is occurring,‖ replied Bob. 

It sounds like Bob is saying that a judge‘s behavior can only 

be scrutinized during an election—and only by the other candidates 

who are running against him.  

Curious, I researched this, and I discovered that the First 

Amendment protects ‗public scrutiny of all elected officials‘ before, 

during and after the election. The Supreme Court has taken this one 

step further for judges by adding, in its Judicial Court Rule 3:09, 

Canon 2, that; ―A judge must avoid impropriety and the 

appearance of impropriety in all of his activities.‖ It even goes so 

far as to say that a judge ―must expect to be the subject of constant 

public scrutiny.‖  

Moving on, you might want to brace yourself for the next 

item on Bob‘s list. Nancy ‗Madore‘ is not my real name. It‘s my 

business name. It‘s also my maiden name. What happened was this; 

I got married…and then I got divorced. I never bothered to legally 

change my name back to ‗Madore‘ after the divorce because, for 

some reason, my married name never really took. People still 

thought of me a Madore. 

I hope you will still think of me as a Madore too. 

―How is my using my maiden name defamatory to you?‖ I 

asked Bob in his deposition. 

―I didn‘t say that is defamatory,‖ he replied, forgetting, I 

guess, that he had included it in his list of ‗specific defamatory 

statements.‘ 

He also listed some broken links he found in my book.  

―How are broken links defamatory to you?‖ I asked. 

―I don‘t understand your question ma‘am,‖ he replied.  



―Well, in your list, you say that there are broken links—that 

some of the links don‘t work. How is that defamatory to you?‖ 

―It‘s indicative of your lack of candor that, simply points out 

your videos can no longer be found,‖ he said. ―I imagine it‘s because 

you realized that they are going to not be looked upon favorably and 

you therefore pulled them.‖ 

What could I do, besides move on to the next item on his 

list? 

In the first edition of this book, Bob‘s office was described as 

having a shelf full of legal books behind his desk. According to Bob, 

the book shelf wasn‘t located behind his desk. 

―So the location of the books is defamatory to you?‖ I asked. 

―I didn‘t say that was defamatory,‖ replied Bob.  

I was beginning to wonder if Bob understood the whole 

‗specific defamatory statements‘ thing. Maybe I should have been 

more…specific.  

I have since removed the reference to legal books in Bob‘s 

office. And I want to publicly apologize to Bob for having written 

about them in the first place. It is my sincerest hope that no one will 

ever accuse him of having legal books in his office again (they 

certainly won‘t ever accuse him of reading them).  

Bob is also challenging the book‘s version of events leading 

up to the sexual encounter in his office, where we quoted him as 

saying; ‗I‘m in love with you…and have been for months .‘ Bob 

explains; ―When our professional relationship ended and our non-

professional relationship began in my office, [Maryann] had only 

been my client for three months, so it was impossible for me to 

have developed and been ‗in love with‘ her ‗for months‘ as the 

Defendants falsely claim in their book.‖ 

―What evidence do you have that you didn‘t say that to her?‖ 

I asked him. 

―My testimony!‖ he announced haughtily. 

I couldn‘t help but smile. ―So it‘s your word against hers?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 



I wasn‘t smiling because Bob‘s word is worth so little 

(although that‘s certainly something to smile about). I was smiling 

because, even if the Court accepted Bob‘s word as gospel, I would 

still win on this point.  

On August 24th, 2003, in that letter Bob sent to Maryann 

through her second attorney, he wrote about that infamous day in 

his office;  ―I told you that I felt that I was in love with you .‖  

Four years later, on December 7th, 2007, in a mass email sent 

to forty-four lawyers in Maine, Bob went over the details of their 

affair yet again; ―[Maryann] has been put through great difficulties 

due to a first marriage from hell, causing her to come to me in 

2003 for divorce representation. [Maryann] and I ended up falling 

in love a few months later—something I never dreamed would 

ever happen between me and a client.‖ 

He even wrote about it on that blog: ―I actually fell deeply in 

love with someone, [‗M‘], nineteen years younger than me, while 

representing her.‖ 

As for it being ‗impossible‘ to fall in love so quickly, four 

months is actually a rather long time for someone as passionate as 

Bob.  

―Where did you meet your second wife?‖ I asked him a little 

while later. 

―After [Maryann] pulled the stuff in late July of 2007, I 

rejoined Perfectmatch.com,‖ he replied. The ‗stuff‘ he‘s referring to 

is Maryann‘s Protection From Abuse (PFA) claim against him. 

―You met her on ‗Perfectmatch‘?‖ 

―Within a few days, yes. In August.‖ 

―In mid-July you joined up again?‖ 

―No. Early August.‖ 

―In August you joined up again. Okay. And in mid July 2007, 

you claim [Maryann] broke off your engagement when she saw your 

divorce judgment. Is that what happened?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―And during that same month, weren‘t you already in 

another relationship?‖ 



―No.‖ 

―You hadn‘t already been discussing this wonderful woman 

who adored you by the third week in July?‖ 

―No,‖ said Bob. Then, as an afterthought; ―I may have 

rejoined ‗Perfectmatch‘ at the end of July, but it was around the end 

of July or early August. 

―Weren‘t you already in a relationship with [Wife #2] at the 

time when this divorce judgment came in?‖ I asked. 

―No,‖ said Bob. 

I entered an exhibit. ―This is an email dated August 6, 2007, 

from you to [Maryann‘s ex-husband]. And you are talking about 

something [Judith] told you, right? 

―You would have to show me the document,‖ he replied 

warily. 

I began reading from the document. ―It says; ‗[Judith] told 

me that [Maryann] is a very bad liar, manipulator and makes her 

feel very uncomfortable. [Judith] also told me the following 

things…,‘ and then you enumerate the things. Does that look right?‖ 

Bob examined the document. ―Um-hum.‖ 

―So you wrote this letter to [Maryann‘s] ex-husband, trying 

to talk him into going for child custody because she is such a 

terrible mother, correct?‖ 

―I don‘t recall.‖ 

I decided to help him out. ―You testified in another 

deposition that the only reason you contacted [Maryann‘s ex-

husband] is that you were concerned about the kids, because 

[Maryann] was such a terrible mother. So is that why you were 

contacting him?‖  

―Yes.‖ 

―Okay. And so, what you say at the end of this email is: ‗And 

just so you know, I am already deeply involved in a new 

relationship with a beautiful blonde nurse, 48, and very normal 

and fun.‘ Did you write that?‖ 

―I did.‖ 

―Why did you add that sentence; ‗Just so you know…?‘ What 

did he care if you were in a relationship?‖ 



―So he would know I was involved in a different 

relationship,‖ replied Bob. ―This was not something—that I was 

hung up on [Maryann]. I moved on. So that is why I did that.‖ 

―You wanted him to know that you weren‘t being malicious?‖ 

I couldn‘t help asking. 

―No!‖ he snapped. ―I was concerned about their children. As 

I said, I had joined ‗Perfectmatch.‘ Based on that e-mail, I must 

have joined it by the end of July, after you and [Maryann] pulled 

your stuff.‖ 

―And you were ‗deeply involved‘ with [Wife #2] after a 

week?‖ I asked. 

―We hit it off really fast,‖ he insisted. 

It had only taken a few minutes for Bob to forget all about his 

earlier claim that he couldn‘t possibly be ‗in love‘ with someone 

after only three months. 

That‘s the problem with lying. You need a good memory to 

do it well. 

  Bob also had an issue with the book‘s claim that Maryann 

never received a divorce settlement on her ‗uncontested‘ divorce. 

He felt this claim ‗falsely depicted‘ him, as her attorney.  

Where on earth did we come up with this stuff? 

For me, the whole living in poverty in a one bedroom cottage 

seemed to confirm Maryann‘s consistently stated claim that she 

never located those marital assets. But as compelling an argument 

as Maryann‘s existence of squalor would make, I always find 

evidence that comes directly from Bob more satisfying. But here 

again, it depends on which Bob you‘re talking to.  

In May of 2005, a very desperate Bob wrote to Dr. Love; 

―[Maryann‘s] Maine divorce was granted and she was essentially 

awarded everything.‖ 

But then in October of that same year (after Bob and 

Maryann got back together), he described her case a little less 

optimistically; ―As you can probably appreciate, [Maryann] feels 

that [Attorney #3] accomplished very little for her and simply 

permitted the marital estate–particularly her ex-husband‘s 



retirement funds–to be imprudently depleted in lieu of having 

those assets secured by court order to satisfy marital debt.‖    

Actually, Maryann ‗feels‘ that Attorney #1 was the biggest 

obstruction to getting those marital assets ‗secured by court order,‘ 

but I guess this admission that it still hadn‘t been done by Attorney 

#3 is the best we‘re going to get out of Bob.  

According to Bob, the book also ‗distorts‘ the truth by 

disclosing the fact that he billed Maryann for that June 20th 

appointment when they had sex in his office. He doesn‘t deny that 

he had sex with her that day, nor does he deny that he billed her for 

that day. What he denies is my implication that this is somehow 

wrong.  

In fact, I never said it was wrong. Much like Bob, I figured 

that went without saying.  

Another thing Bob didn‘t appreciate was how I portrayed his 

representation of my brother. He maintains that he did everything 

he was required to do as an attorney. In fact, Bob, the Bar and the 

court have all agreed that spending $90.00 out of pocket to file a 

lien for a client with a $3,000.00 balance due is over and above 

what any attorney should be expected to do. It didn‘t matter to any 

of them that everything Bob had done up to that point—which had 

already cost my brother $8,000.00 in addition to the $3,000.00 he 

still owed—wasn‘t worth the paper it was written on without that 

filed lien.  

Again, these are my opinions. I‘m not a lawyer. The little I 

know about the judicial system makes me wish I knew less. But I do 

know what it looks like when an attorney cares about his client. I‘ve 

seen it in Scott Gleason, who goes over and above the minimum 

requirements for all of his clients—even the nonpaying ones.  

Where is Bob‘s concern for the incredible losses my brother 

suffered when those properties he had invested so much in were 

never secured? Or Maryann‘s marital assets, which were also never 

secured? Or even the client funds that had been used to pay Bob‘s 

office expenses? Bob has refused to take any responsibility for any 

these things. He shows neither remorse nor compassion. In fact, he 



actually goes out of his way to harm the clients that dare to 

complain.  

In writing about Bob‘s treatment of my brother, my focus has 

always been on Bob‘s incredible contempt, and even vindictiveness, 

toward his former client. Bob actually illustrates this in his list of 

defamatory statements, where he writes; ―[Nancy] also fails to 

inform the reader that [Nancy], not her stupid brother, was the 

person who specifically instructed me from the start of the legal 

representation to direct all communications to [Nancy‘s] 

attention…Instead the defendants assert in their book that I was 

somehow, suddenly expected to try to locate and speak with her 

ghost of a brother.‖ 

Incidentally, it was Bob who claimed to be ‗trying to reach‘ 

my ‗ghost of a brother,‘ when he needed an excuse for not filing that 

lien. The bar believed him, and that‘s why they concluded it was my 

brother‘s ‗negligence‘ that caused the delay. Meanwhile, as Bob 

himself reveals in his own written statement, my brother hadn‘t 

heard a word from Bob.  

In his list of defamatory statements, Bob also denies writing 

Maryann‘s retraction letter to the Bar. I pursued this in his 

deposition (I‘ve had to cut much of the exchange due to the 

numerous interruptions from Bob and his attorney): 

―How credible is Maryann…as a witness, on a scale of one to 

ten?‖ I asked.  

―My experience is that she has zero credibility,‖ he replied. 

―Did you write her retraction letter to the Overseers of the 

Bar?‖  

―No.‖ 

―Who wrote it?‖ 

―She did.‖ 

―She wrote it all by herself?‖ 

―Yes,‖ said Bob. ―I came home and she had already written 

it.‖ 

―On a scale of one to ten, how well did she state her case on 

your behalf in that retraction letter?‖ I asked. 



―I don‘t think it was all that well stated,‖ he hedged, ―but it 

was her perspective so it is what it is.‖ 

―You wouldn‘t give her a ‗10‘ for that retraction letter?‖ 

―No, I wouldn‘t,‖ insisted Bob. 

―Okay. Well, the Bar was going to take action against you, 

weren‘t they?‖ 

Bob refused to answer this question, so I submitted the Bar‘s 

finding in that matter and had him read it into the record. 

Bob read; ―In light of the foregoing factors, the panel 

concludes that…probable cause exists for Attorney Robert M.A. 

Nadeau‘s suspension or disbarment.‖ 

―They were recommending your suspension or disbarment; 

isn‘t that right?‖ I asked. 

―Yes.‖ 

―So [Maryann‘s] retraction letter must have been one hell of 

a letter; is that right?‖ 

―I don‘t know how to answer your question,‖ replied Bob. 

―She wrote a retraction letter.‖ 

―What happened after she sent the retraction letter?‖ I asked. 

―What action did [the Bar] take?‖ 

―The dismissal?‖ 

―So you were facing disbarment and got a dismissal?‖ 

―Ultimate dismissal with a warning, yes.‖ 

―Is it your testimony that [Maryann] wrote that letter with no 

assistance whatsoever from you?‖ I asked. 

―She got input from me, but she wrote the letter herself.‖ 

Okay, so now we‘ve got ‗input.‘ 

―Would it have been wrong to tell her what to write in that 

letter?‖ I asked. 

―I would not have done that,‖ said Bob. ―I didn‘t do that.‖ 

―Would you tell a witness what to say?‖  

―No,‖ said Bob. 

I presented an email from Bob to Maryann‘s ex-husband, 

which was sent right after that Bar hearing recommending Bob‘s 

‗suspension or disbarment.‘ 



I began reading from the exhibit; ―The one other thing you 

could do is to write to and e-mail [Bar Attorney], to tell her that 

she and the hearing panel in my case have done a very grave 

injustice by refusing to consider your affidavit…Please tell [Bar 

Attorney] that…[Maryann] has perjured herself about 

[Maryann‘s] sordid, deceitful past…and that I am being unfairly 

harmed by this horrible, dishonest person, and that only she can 

prevent that. And tell her that you request that she take the 

extraordinary step of notifying the panel that heard my case 

immediately about these things in fairness and justice, so that an 

injustice can be prevented.‖ 

―Did you write that?‖ I asked Bob. 

―It sounds like something I wrote, yes,‖ said Bob. ―What is 

your question?‖ 

―So, as a matter of fact, you would tell someone what to say 

in a letter to the Bar, wouldn‘t you?‖ 

Watch how he wiggles out of this one.  

―No,‖ said Bob. ―If there is a suggestion—to suggest to 

someone that they say something they didn‘t believe is true, the 

answer is no,‖ he said. ―These statements were consistent with 

representations he had made to me. All right? So that information 

was then imparted to him. He was still free to write whatever he 

wanted to write.‖ 

I looked over Bob‘s very specific instructions to Maryann‘s 

ex-husband again. ―It sounds like you‘re telling him what to write.‖ 

―I didn‘t write anything for him,‖ he argued. ―He was free to 

write whatever he felt he wanted to write or not write.‖ 

True, but I didn‘t ask Bob if Maryann‘s ex-husband was free 

to write what he wanted. I asked if he would tell a witness what to 

write. And that‘s exactly what he did. 

―And in the next paragraph, are you suggesting that you will 

help him in a child custody case against your former client, 

[Maryann]?‖ I asked. 

―No, ma‘am,‖ said Bob. ―Here is another area where you are 

confused…Any person, including a former attorney, has the right, 

and, in fact, has a moral obligation to report harm and neglect 



associated with a child or children to others who would have the 

ability to do something about that.‖ 

I was glad Bob brought this up. ―And you were a judge back 

then, too, weren‘t you?‖ I encouraged. 

―My communications related to private matters and were not 

written in the context of being a judge,‖ he said. 

―But, I mean, as a judge…you saw that these kids were in 

danger. That is why you contacted her ex-husband, correct?‖ 

―Yes.‖ 

―So what action did you take to protect those kids?‖ 

―Someone would have to file a case in court and frankly, if 

any such case were filed involving [Maryann], I would have 

immediately disqualified myself and not heard the case. Some other 

judge would have heard the case.‖ 

―I didn‘t ask you that,‖ I said, determined to get around his 

childish avoidance tactics. ―As a judge, if you witness a crime—‖ 

―A crime?‖ interrupted Bob. 

―Isn‘t child abuse a crime?‖ 

―It can be.‖ 

―Okay. If you witness a crime—as a judge—when you see 

children being abused, you don‘t have an obligation—as a judge—to 

take action?‖ 

―I don‘t see those things,‖ said Bob. ―I hear cases as a judge. 

Whatever may have happened; happened outside the courtroom in 

someone‘s home or somewhere else. I am only hearing about those 

things in court because someone has filed a case and asked me to 

hear their evidence.‖ 

Do you see what I had to deal with? Bob knows I‘m asking 

about his judicial responsibility extending beyond the bench.  

―So if you see evidence yourself, on the street, you don‘t have 

an obligation to do something about that?‖ I persisted. 

―I would attempt to stop it,‖ said Bob. ―I would contact the 

authorities perhaps, or I would contact other responsible adults 

connected with the children, yes.‖ 

―But do you have an obligation, as a judge, to take action 

where you see a crime taking place?‖ 



―First of all, what I see in my private capacity while not 

wearing a robe—I am a private individual at that point.‖ 

I took this as a ‗no.‘ As a judge, Bob felt no obligation to 

uphold the law ‗while not wearing a robe.‘  

―Did you go back to [Maryann] after you sent that e-mail to 

[Ex]?‖ I asked. 

―If your question is; did we reunite a couple of months later, 

yes, we did.‖ 

―At that time of reuniting, did you address the abuse issue 

with the children in the home?‖ 

―At that point in time, after discussing with [Maryann] what 

was going on and hearing her point of view with reference to the 

allegations that [Ex] made, his allegations did not appear to be 

valid,‖ said Bob.  

―I am not talking about the allegations [Ex] made,‖ I said. ―I 

am talking about the allegations you made!‖ 

―What allegations are you saying that I made,‖ Bob asked 

innocently. 

Let‘s have a look at the allegations Bob has made over the 

years, shall we? 

In that email in question, dated May 30, 2005, after telling 

Maryann‘s ex-husband, word for word, what to say to the Bar, Bob 

wrote; ―In closing, your kids are definitely being harmed 

emotionally and psychologically, with every day that goes by 

while they remain in [Maryann‘s] care.‖  

But Maryann‘s ex-husband didn‘t actually write that letter 

that Bob dictated for the Bar. So Bob ‗reunited‘ with Maryann, and 

about a month later, on June 28, 2005, Bob wrote to Maryann‘s ex-

husband; ―[Maryann] is the best mother I‘ve ever seen (and I‘ve 

seen lots of parents, both as an attorney and from the bench in 

very heated, emotional child custody disputes through the years).‖ 

But then in July of 2007, after Maryann filed her PFA 

complaint, you may remember that Bob contacted Maryann‘s ex-

husband again, to say; ―I very, very strongly urge you to rescue 

your children immediately…There are very serious psychiatric 

issues with [Maryann], in my opinion. She is violent, seemingly 



bipolar and manic-depressive, very lazy, irresponsible, 

narcissistic, schizophrenic and probably more, in my opinion, and 

I have seen many people with various combinations of those 

afflictions.‖ 

A few months later, in December of 2007, Bob wrote in a 

mass email to forty-four attorneys in Maine; ―[Maryann] is a 

wonderful mother.‖  

But then in March of 2008 Bob wrote to Dr. Bill; ―I have no 

doubt at this point that [Maryann] should no longer have custody 

of those children.‖ In fact, you might recall that Bob felt so strongly 

about this that, a ‗few weeks earlier‘ (while wearing his judicial 

robe), he actually ‗refused custody‘ to a woman who reminded him 

of Maryann—and handed the kids over to an ‗alcoholic father.‘  

So you might be wondering; was Maryann a good mother or 

a bad mother? 

It depends on which Bob you ask.  

Bob also felt that it was defamatory of me to write about his 

big ‗spending spree‘ right before he filed bankruptcy. He claims that 

I have once again left out the pertinent details about how that 

bankruptcy was everybody‘s fault but his own. He claims that the 

million dollars of debt came from ‗supporting‘ Maryann and her 

children, and was exacerbated by an unfair divorce judgment that 

left him without the means for paying back the debt.  

I happen to know that Bob had already hatched his plan to 

file bankruptcy before his divorce judgment came in, because 

Maryann told me he was filing for bankruptcy before his divorce 

judgment came in. She had finally discovered the reason behind his 

big spending spree, which we had been pondering over for weeks. 

Of course, there‘s always the possibility that my clairvoyance has 

rubbed off on Maryann. 

Bob‘s list of defamatory statements goes on like this for a 

while, but the majority of his claims come down to Bob‘s word 

against mine and Maryann‘s. 

Now, every new ‗plaintiff‘ gets a little ‗welcome to court‘ gift 

the minute the ink dries on his or her complaint. It‘s called ‗the 



burden of proof‘ and it comes in a number of shapes and sizes. 

Every Plaintiff must meet their specified ‗burden‘ in order to ‗prove‘ 

his or her case.  

For example, a district attorney only needs ‗probable cause‘ 

to search your house, but their burden jumps up to ‗beyond a 

reasonable doubt‘ if they‘re actually going to get you convicted for 

whatever they find there. ‗More likely to be true than not‘ is 

sufficient for most divorce cases (which is why everyone comes out 

the loser in those) and so on. 

As for the Plaintiff in a defamation case (or ‗Bob,‘ as I like to 

refer to him), the burden that must be reached is ‗clear and 

convincing evidence.‘ This means that the jury must have a ‗firm 

belief or conviction‘ in the evidence Bob presents. If that evidence 

comes down to somebody‘s word, they better be credible. 

Speaking of credibility, this is probably as good a time as any 

to mention that Bob lost his harassment lawsuit in Maine against 

Maryann.  

The order [ORDER3] (against which Bob has filed three 

‗Motions for Reconsideration‘ and an ‗Appeal‘) found that; ―each 

party has their credibility issues, but that [Maryann] was 

significantly more credible than [Bob].‖  

And that judge up in York isn‘t the only judge to remark on 

Bob‘s lack of credibility. There are at least three other judges (that I 

know about) who have included it among their ‗findings of fact‘ in 

their final orders. As Bob would say; ‗Res judicata.‘ The courts have 

spoken! 

In fact, not only did that York judge determine that Bob 

wasn‘t being harassed, but he seemed inclined to draw the opposite 

conclusion with his observation that; ‗No credible evidence was 

produced to explain how [Bob‘s behavior] was anything other than 

his harassing [Maryann].‖ 

Incidentally, Bob‘s list doesn‘t dispute the serious stuff I 

wrote about in the book, like his repeated violations of the attorney-

client privilege or his being charged with fraud in his bankruptcy. I 

http://www.nmadore.com/images/RobertNadeau/Order-Robert-Nadeau-2015May.pdf


guess it‘s his hope that all that other stuff will go away along with 

my ‗defamatory‘ statement about where he keeps his books. 

There was, however, one item on Bob‘s list that gave the ‗beta 

blockers‘ that stop my heart from racing a run for their money. Bob 

is adamant that what I wrote about his psychological evaluation is 

false.  

First, let me just assure you that I have no doubts about what 

I wrote; 

―Going from memory, I recall such words as ‗narcissist‘ and 

‗sociopath.‘ The general gist was that we were looking at a person 

who had no remorse for his actions, and absolutely no ability to 

empathize with others. We read page after chilling page in 

stunned silence.‖ 

 This accurately reflects my memory from that day to this.  

‗Narcissist‘ and ‗sociopath‘ were just two of the words that 

stuck out for Maryann and I. Maryann actually read them out loud 

before handing me the page, so that I could see them for myself. 

She must have repeated those words twenty times that day—and 

countless times ever since.   

However, Bob denies being diagnosed as a ‗narcissist‘ or a 

‗sociopath.‘ In fact, he‘s been rather consistent in his claim that he 

was granted a ‗clean bill‘ of mental health.  

You may even recall that when Bob wrote about this to Dr. 

Bill, he claimed that the psychiatrist marched him down to the 

nurses‘ station and adamantly declared: ―There is nothing wrong 

with this man! He shouldn‘t be here! He is to be discharged at 

once!‖ 

At my request, the court agreed to subpoena the record from 

the hospital so that we could settle the matter once and for all. And 

guess what, Reader. The diagnosis of ‗narcissist‘ and ‗sociopath‘ 

wasn‘t there!  

In fact, there was no diagnosis at all. The file consisted of 

intake sheets describing Bob‘s history leading up to the event 

(according to Bob), some basic medical history forms and a 



separate ‗log‘ for every time a nurse or aid entered his room . Of 

course there wasn‘t any ‗clean bill of health,‘ but neither was there 

any other stated conclusion relating to Bob‘s state of mind upon his 

release.  

 Despite my distinct memory of that day, I became a little 

nervous at this point. I mean, what the hell happened to the record 

Maryann and I saw? 

That‘s when I remembered Clark, who was also at that PFA 

hearing. I went to see him, and I can‘t tell you how relieved I was 

when he agreed to view the record we got from the hospital and 

testify as to whether or not it was the same one we saw at the PFA 

hearing.  

But then I was thrown into another tailspin when Clark 

emailed me a few weeks later to say that he was ‗backing off‘ due to 

a ‗threatening letter‘ he received from Bob (actually, the letter was 

written on the letterhead of Bob‘s attorney, but it had Bob‘s DNA all 

over it). When I mentioned this to the court, Judge Lang didn‘t even 

bat an eye. 

Now I was really starting to sweat.  

But in the end, my anxiety over Clark‘s defection was 

cancelled out when the judge in Bob‘s harassment case against 

Maryann ruled that the medical record was a moot point because; 

―Neither party was able to produce the original exhibit for the 

Court's comparison.‖ 

And that‘s when it hit me. That original record didn‘t come 

from the hospital. It was entered into evidence by Bob—which 

meant that some (or all) of it may have come from a different 

source. Bob had been on and off ‗meds‘ for as long as I had known 

him. It was entirely possible that he had included other records in 

his exhibit. Of course, that still doesn‘t explain why there‘s no 

diagnosis in the York Hospital file, but I‘ve learned that, with Bob, 

anything is possible. All I know for certain is that the record we got 

from the York Hospital is not the same record I wrote about.  

The point is that the record can never be duplicated—and 

therefore, it can‘t be used to verify content.    



Res judicata baby! 

There is another option. We could diagnose Bob again, right 

there in the court room during his trial!  

According to Wikipedia, the narcissistic personality disorder 

describes a person who ‗is excessively preoccupied with personal 

adequacy, power, prestige and vanity, mentally unable to see the 

destructive damage they are causing to themselves and others .‘ 

Meanwhile, a sociopath is described as ―a person with a 

personality disorder manifesting itself in extreme anti-social 

attitudes and behavior, and a lack of conscience.‖ 

Do these sound like anyone you know? 



 

2 8  

L e s s o n s  I ’ v e  L e a r n e d  

 

 

Taking on a bully is a lot like bullfighting. You‘re pretty much 

stuck in a pit with him, wearing a bright red cape. 

I‘m not sure how long I‘ll be wearing this cape. I mean, I‘m 

on my second lawsuit with Bob and I‘m re-writing the book. This 

could take a while.  

Meanwhile, I want to get back to my Legacy of the Watchers 

series. 

‗What!‘ you exclaim in outrage. ‗How dare you take us this 

far without an ending!‘ 

I‘m sorry. This is what you call ‗the trickle-down effect.‘ 

Politicians have tried to apply it to wealth but, as we all know, that 

only trickles up. However, I‘ve found that misery and suffering 

trickles in all directions. 

The sad fact is that this case could easily drag on for years. 

I‘m pretty much stuck in this pit for as long as it takes, but you don‘t 

have to be. Go out there and live your life! And if you find yourself 

wondering how I‘m doing, check my website. I‘ll be posting updates 

periodically.   

I will tell you that I‘m pretty optimistic this time around. I 

mean, this case is about ethics and even Bob can‘t get around that. 

Besides, I have no intention of entrusting my fate to another judge. 

I want it brought before a jury of my peers—whom I still have a 

tremendous amount of faith in. 

There will be two opposing issues that will present the 

highest conflict for the jury. Hopefully they will cancel each other 



out, so that the case can then be heard on its merits. Weighing 

heavily on one side of the scale is an unconscious bias. People who 

serve jury duty tend to have a deep regard for our American Justice 

System. Their instincts will be to side with the system—which 

includes Bob. They might even be willing to accept a certain amount 

of corruption from that system.   

On the other side of the scale—the side that I‘m hoping will 

balance this out—is the extremity of Bob‘s corruption. His behavior 

goes so far beyond the ‗norm‘ that the jury may see him as a threat 

to the very system he‘s operating within. And that‘s exactly what he 

is. Unchecked corruption is like an invasive disease. Each time it is 

allowed to spread further it comes closer to destroying its host.  

Bob‘s corruption is so blatant that a jury can‘t miss it. I don‘t 

let it bother me that the judges have missed it, because they haven‘t 

even been paying attention. But a jury is a captive audience. They 

have nothing else to do but pay attention. 
The only chance Bob had, in my opinion, was to play it 

straight for once. He could‘ve shown the jury that he is capable of 

acting ethically by doing so in this litigation. That would‘ve been my 

strategy.  But I think Bob is just so drunk with power that he doesn‘t 

see himself as anything but a force to be reckoned with. 

So that‘s where things stand, as of the date of publishing this 

second edition of The Ethics of Judge Nadeau. Though the book 

lacks a proper ending, you don‘t have to walk away empty handed. 

In fact, I‘m offering you something better than an ending. I have 

‗lessons‘ to share!  

Now, before you toss the book aside in disgust, you might 

want to hear me out. These lessons could prove invaluable to those 

of you who find yourselves caught up in a nasty civil dispute.  

Thank you, Reader. I‘m glad you decided to stick around. I 

hope you won‘t regret it. And I mean that literally (this seems as 

good a time as any to let you know that you can‘t hold me 

responsible for any legal consequences you suffer as a result of 

following the advice in this book). 



The first lesson I‘ve learned is that you don‘t have to be  in 

such a rush to hire an attorney. Take your time—and be very wary. 

Whatever you‘re dealing with from your opponent is nothing 

compared to the can of worms you could be opening by hiring the 

wrong attorney. I‘ve heard so many stories over the years (this topic 

seems to come up a lot in my conversations) and you wouldn‘t 

believe how many attorneys will manipulate a case according to 

how much money they can fleece from the overall ‗estate,‘ rather 

than what‘s best for their client.  Be particularly distrustful of 

attorneys who strongly urge against cooperating with the other side, 

or who promise you an unrealistic outcome. If you think it‘s too 

good to be true, it is. Trust me on this; no one is objective in this 

type of crisis. A lawyer who plays on your anger is a bad lawyer. 

Period. 

And anyway, there‘s nothing all that critical that has to be 

done in the first year or so. In fact, I‘ve come to think of this phase 

of the civil lawsuit as the ‗pointless pleadings phase.‘ I think its 

purpose is to weed out the faint of heart (those are the people who 

will ultimately settle out of court). Or maybe it‘s to rack up the bill 

while you‘re waiting for trial. I feel like the money is much better 

spent on a kick-ass outfit for the trial and, of course, a great pair of 

shoes.  

Now, in this pointless pleadings phase, you will receive a 

steady stream of pointless pleadings (hence the name). Don‘t let 

them ruffle you. They are mere child‘s play—and once again, I mean 

that literally. 

Remember when you were a kid and some little tattletale 

ratted you out? Do you remember what you did? Chances are you 

defended yourself with something like; ‗He started it,‘ or ‗He was 

doing it too!‘  

Well, when it comes to a civil lawsuit, your instincts were 

right! Much like your parents, the judges won‘t know who to 

believe.  Ultimately, they will have to pick a side, but they won‘t do 

it during the pointless pleadings phase. The many accusations 

flying back and forth at this stage are nothing more than scare 



tactics. If you play your cards right, the judge will simply order both 

of you to ‗stop‘ whatever it was you were (or were not) doing, and 

send you on your way.  

This can be tremendously frustrating if you‘re the one telling 

the truth, so it‘s best to fib just a little, if only to keep your sanity. 

And never, under any circumstances, call a lie a lie. Judges hate 

that. They‘re called ‗misrepresentations.‘  

The point is, you have to have at least as much against the 

other guy as he has against you, otherwise you‘ll look like the guilty 

one. Here‘s a little trick I learned from Bob: when the other side 

files a motion against you, simply copy and paste the contents of his 

or her pleading into your ‗response‘ and then change ‗the Plaintiff‘ 

to ‗the Defendant‘ (or vice versa, depending on which one you are).   

That‘s pretty much it. Now you‘re accusing them of 

everything they accused you of. You won‘t believe how well this 

works! 

Of course, in my case, I didn‘t have to ‗misrepresent‘ 

anything. Bob was breaking the rules left and right. He even failed 

to copy me on some of the documents he sent to the court, and 

anyone who‘s ever watched My Cousin Vinnie knows you have to do 

that. But I guess Bob never saw that movie.  

To cover his tracks on that copying issue, Bob simply accused 

me of not sending him copies of things. Meanwhile, I had sent the 

court proof that Bob hadn‘t copied me, as well as proof that I had 

copied Bob. But guess what. It didn‘t matter. The judge simply 

ordered that we both ‗comply with the rule on copying.‘ To date, not 

a single judge has called Bob on this huge violation of the 

Massachusetts Rules of Civil Procedure.  

In fact, Bob has broken so many rules that one of the judges 

actually got mad at me for bringing them all to his attention. And 

that‘s another lesson we learn as kids. No matter what happens, it‘s 

always the ‗tattletale‘ that the adults want to strangle. That‘s why I 

now limit my accusations against Bob to the amount of accusations 

he‘s making against me. 



If it seems like the other person is coming out ahead during 

this pointless pleadings phase, don‘t worry. It only matters if gets 

you out of the game. Both sides will be back at square one for the 

trial.  

You may be noticing that, in many ways, you revert back to 

childhood when you enter a courtroom. You‘re the ‗child‘ who can‘t 

solve your problems for yourself, so you need the symbolic ‗parent‘ 

to set you straight. If you think about it that way, the next lesson 

makes sense.  

Remember how your parents were always too busy for you? 

Remember that exasperated look they gave you when you went to 

them with everything from a brilliant epiphany to a terrible 

tragedy? Either way, it was all drivel to them.  

It‘s the same with the judge. He could care less about your 

little problems. He has important stuff going on in his life—like 

being a pillar of the community, a leader, possibly a candidate for 

office or—dare I say it—the president of the United States!  

Now don‘t you feel stupid for wasting his time? 

There‘s nothing you can do to make your problems any more 

important than they are. But what you can do is make them faster. 

Get to the point. The judge doesn‘t want to hear about the things 

that matter to you. Tell him the things that matter to him. As a 

general rule of thumb, if you can‘t make your case in three minutes  

or less you‘re screwed. A judge‘s attention span won‘t last any 

longer than that. Find that high point in your argument and 

embellish it until it has impact (but not so much that it‘s an outright 

misrepresentation).  

As far as Bob‘s defamation case goes, I don‘t even need three 

minutes. I can summarize my case in three seconds: ―Everything in 

the book is true.‖  

As luck would have it, though, Bob has hardly mentioned his 

claim for defamation throughout our entire pointless pleadings 

phase—which just goes to show how pointless it is. In fact, he‘s 

brought up everything but. 



Of course, Bob can get by with stuff that you and I can‘t 

because he has something that you and I don‘t have. And that 

brings me to my final lesson: 

Always give the appearance of innocence. I can‘t stress this 

enough and, here again, it‘s something we learn as children. I can 

remember so clearly how upset some kids would get when they 

landed in the hot-seat for something they didn‘t do. Their faces 

would turn beat-red with anger and their eyes would fill up with 

tears. Nobody suspected that the little angelic creature standing 

serenely off to one side was the real culprit. 

You‘re probably thinking; ‗What are you talking about? Bob 

doesn‘t even possess the fossilized remains of innocence.‘  

True, but Bob has something better than innocence. He‘s a 

judge, and let‘s face it; that trumps innocence every time—which 

means I have to appear ten times more innocent than the average 

person.  

Of course, innocent people get angry right along with the 

guilty ones, but in the courtroom, anger is always taken for a sign of 

guilt. Perhaps it‘s the court‘s way of saying; ‗How dare you doubt 

us!‘ They don‘t like to see you sweat (they like to make you sweat; 

they just don‘t like to see it). 

So the worst thing you can do is to show any hint of anger (or 

its first cousin, fear). You have to appear completely serene. I‘ll be 

honest with you; I haven‘t mastered this one yet. I don‘t know if you 

figured this out, but I was always that kid with the red face and 

tears. I could never be calm in the face of injustice. However, I like 

to think I‘ve improved since that day when the two security guards 

had to ‗escort‘ me out of the courtroom. Of course, knowing my 

weakness in this regard, Bob does everything he can think of to 

push me over the edge. My former self would‘ve had to be led in and 

out of the courtroom in chains by now, much like Hannibal Lector. 

But so far, I can still come and go as I please.  

It‘s not easy. Picture this: You‘re at a pointless pleadings‘ 

hearing. In walks a disgruntled judge, all eyebrows. Fifteen minutes 



has been set aside for this hearing. Your opponent takes twenty, 

during which time he tells fourteen misrepresentations. 

The judge turns to you after glancing at the clock, and says; 

―You‘ve got three minutes.‖  

Now I ask you; how do you not tell that judge what he can do 

with his three minutes? 

This actually happened to me. Luckily, I was prepared with 

my three minute strategy, and somehow I managed to stay calm. It 

helped that I was looking particularly innocent that day (looking 

innocent always makes you feel innocent).  

 Don‘t expect miracles. You just want to get through the 

pointless pleadings and on to the trial. 

Of course, as I am writing this, I haven‘t actually made it to 

the trial yet, so…you know…feel free to consider that my disclaimer.  

It seems like I should have learned more lessons after all 

these years of dealing with Bob. But the fact is that there really isn‘t 

all that much to it. Match your opponent, accusation for accusation, 

keep it short and try to look innocent.  

 Oh, and if you do make it to the trial in one piece, hire the 

best damned attorney money can buy!  

 Wish me luck! 



 

A C K N O W L E D G M E N T S  

 

 

Where would we be without friends? They lighten the burden 

just by being there. I‘m grateful for all of my friends. However, 

there are a few that I feel compelled to mention here.  

First, I will always be indebted to my editor, Mark 

Hackenberg. I can‘t even begin to describe how much he has 

contributed to my work, particularly my Legacy of the Watchers 

series (but The Ethics of Judge Nadeau as well). He is one of my 

dearest friends, and it would be nice to sell some books so that I can 

thank him with more than just words! 

A long time ago, a pretty cheerleader by the name of Brenda 

Bolduc took me under her wing when I showed up in one of her 

classes in the middle of the school year. To this day, she remains 

one of the kindest people I know. It‘s not just that  she reads all my 

books—although that is certainly kind of her—but I am particularly 

appreciative for her thoughtful advice, which I am certain made this 

a better book. 

As well, I have to give a shout out to my newest friend, 

Cynthia Magill (and her sister Susie). After all, it was Bob who 

brought us together!  Plus, she‘ll be supplying the popcorn for the 

trial.  

And, of course, I am deeply grateful to Maryann for sharing 

so much of her life with me. I will never forget the good times we 

had.  

Incidentally, Maryann got married. I saw a picture of her 

online with her new husband. She looked so beautiful—and so 

happy! I want to wish her the best, along with my hopes that she 

can finally put the pain of the past behind her.  

And finally, thank YOU for reading The Ethics of Judge 

Nadeau. I hope you enjoyed it! 
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