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At that time he worked in the fields all alone. 

He sat on a tractor. He sat on a tractor and mowed alfalfa.

In this large field. Easily 35 to 40 acres. And you’d go around in a square, the square becomes smaller. 
But sometimes after  lunch you’d start to doze on the tractor. Because it has an exhaust pipe. Sticking up 
from the engine.

Pop pop pop pop.

Pretty soon after you’d been out there a month or so you started singing songs to the beat of the exhaust.

You were singing them to yourself. You were singing every song you ever knew.

And a friend of mine who was in high school at the time, Adolf Stephan, he fell asleep driving the tractor. 
When he woke up, he was going up a haystack. Mowing the alfalfa he was sound asleep. Going up!

Ah well, but we sang every song we knew. God, we sang every song we knew. You just sing ’em!
Make ’em up. Who cares?

I guess a lot of guys in Nebraska become song writers.





Then I went for basic training in the air force. And I left basic training, graduated, and I went to 
Cali Base for my intelligence training. 
I went to cryptologics codebreaking school, tactical analysis school – intelligence. 

And ah, ---  anyway.













This is a song I heard down there and it always made me think of Texas. 

I always think of Texas when I hear this song.

It’s about a man and a woman, a relationship. And the relationship ends and he’s always got her on his 
mind until one day she’s  no longer on his mind.

(sings)

                                                                           Well it don’t hurt anymore
                                                                           All my teardrops have dried
                                                                            No more walking that floor
                                                                               With that hurtin’ inside

                                                                              Just to think it could be
                                                                             Time has opened the door
                                                                               And it’s wonderful now
                                                                                 It don’t hurt anymore.

(laughs)

                     TEXAS!   TEXAS!  Texas early fifties.





When I heard this song first time, I learned those lyrics... I learned those. I could do that one!













In those days the music that I learned was Jazz. ’Cos those days my friends knew music.
They knew music I didn’t know.

These guys were coming out of upstate New York, San Francisco and they knew music I didn’t know.
I couldn’t believe what I was hearing on the radio. I was hearing Dave Brubeck, Cal Jater.
These guys I never knew.

They turned me on to it. They turned me on. And I used to listen to it everyday. Everyday.

And up to this day that’s my favourite – that’s my music.

Jazz.

That’s when you get into song writers. Those good singers.  Ella, Sarah, Billie. They had the great songs. 
They picked up on the good lyrics.

They got the good songs.



















Growin’, 

the world of cars, going to college, going to the miltary – women and new friends – new thoughts – new 
drinks...

It was all new. A new way of thinking.

What goes on out there? What are they thinking in Europe, what are they thinking in Asia? 

What are they thinking?



















That was something  –  I probably never studied and prepared so hard in all my life.

To pass this. You know I started in a class of fifty-nine students. Six graduated.

And one of them had a heart attack on the stage getting his diploma. That made five, ’cos he was dead 
within two months. Another one died within a year.

It was terriffically hard.

And then the California State Bar examination. 
Three days, one question per hour. Fifty two issues. And only thirty-seven per cent ever passed the test.

That means sixty-three per cent failed and they had gone through lots of work.

I passed that test. Being married. Having four children. Working. 

I was so happy.

That night I drove the car with my wife and three or four children. Three. Fourth one wasn’t born yet.
And drove up the hills. The Mission Hills. Drove past the house and looked at the mailbox.

There was one letter inside. This is my life! You know, you must imagine – my life in a mailbox.

I can’t open this letter. My wife goes and gets it. She’s come back to the car and we all sit there together.

                                     

                                                   Passed!                      I passed the test!!!

Oh my god, we were so happy! We were so happy. We drove to Bob’s Big Boys restaurant. We didn’t have 
any money.  I was making a little money so we drove to that franchise restaurant for hamburgers.

That’s how we celebrated.

But that night it was my responsibility to invite all my classmates and their wives to the house for dinner 
and drinks all night long. Of course I had to do that.

Party, party, party.

And it so happened.





















It just so happened that at that time I was a private investigator. 

In this particular case Eastman Kodak – a film corporation – wanted to franchise a photomatic corpora-
tion. In every state in the United States. One of the ten-million-dollar lines of credit from Eastman Kodak 
for their film to be used in their kiosks. To sell it.

And Eastman Kodak wanted a background investigation on the CEO of Photomatic Corp. at Mohoyo.
So I was chosen to go out there and interview Clifford Graham of Photomatic Corporation.

920 Pine Street, Mohoyo.

I interviewed him for two hours. This is a  little man. No bigger than five foot six. Underwater demolition 
diver in Korea during the war. Face completely blown off. 

Underwater demolitions.

Tough little man.





We finished the interview and he turns to me and says

 --- What are you doing these days? ---

I said

--- I graduate from law school tomorrow. ---

He says

 --- You looking for a job, you can work in my legal department straight away. ---

He had his chief legal officer come and they gave me the money I wanted and that’s how I started working 
as a lawyer.

Because of that interview with Clifford Graham.

That tough little man.



















So one month later they threw me in jail. 

They threw me in! 

My law school professor was a judge and he threw me in jail. Every lawyer and every judge in the city 
was upset. 

They were on my side. 
But he threw me in.

You don’t really want to start out this way.  But he threw me in because I was late to court.
And I was late to court because a higher judge had asked me to defend somebody. In his court.

What was I supposed to do?

And all the judges...    Ah...   all the judges knew that judge had made a mistake. They came to my help. 
They got me out of jail.

That was pretty nice. One month of practice and the judges know who I am.



For a start one judge gives me all these one kinds of cases. All the prostitute cases of ... ah ...

transvestites.

Every one of them he sends them to me. And I get every one of them off!

                                                                                 Acquitted!

                                                                                 Acquitted!  

                                                                                 Not guilty! 

                                                                                 Not guilty!   

                                                                                 Not guilty!

Cos I learned the trick of the trial. All their clients were in the US Navy. They were military guys.
And there is no way they’re gonna come to court and testify they were in bed with a man! 
’Cos they’d get discharged from the Navy.

                                                                               Dishonoured.

So how do you get out off it? You don’t show up for court. I learned they would not show up.

Trial!   Yes we’re going to trial.

Prosecutor would say  

--- We’re not ready. No witness. ---

Case dismissed.

(clap)

My clients  could stand up and walk out.

                                            
                                                             I won ’em all! Every one of them!

I mean like sixty or seventy of them. That was my beginning as a lawyer. That was my beginning.



















I became known as mean John Green in the court room. Mean John Green. ’Cos I would get 
A police officer in the stand and I would cross-examine him until he broke. Till he admitted he 

lied.

I won a lot of cases.

I never – I’ll say this – this is my only claim to fame as a lawyer. I never refused to represent anybody 
because of money. I never cared if they had no money. I would treat 
them the same as a million-dollar client. He would get the best I have.

And I always told everybody: I will go to prison before you go. They will lock me up first.

Twelve thousand cases and I only had five go to prison.

So the first felony case I had was a guy charged with armed robbery.  Just got done serving five years in 
prison in Texas.
Here he is – charged all over with  the same crime in California.

Going to trial your honour.                        Not guilty!

(laughs)

Everybody in the court room laughs ’cos this is my first big case and the judge was an old judge lined up 
for the federal bench. Not the state bench. Judge Nielsen.

And the prosecutor, Chuck Patrick, says, tells the judge  – he says

--- Mr Green’s only defense is he has an alibi witness that his client was somewhere else at this time.
And we’re asking for the name of that witness, but Mr. Green refuses to give us that name. ---

Judge Nielsen looks down at me in this big court room. Filled with lawyers.

You know  I’d been out there one month!

He says  

--- Is this right Mr Green? ---

--- Yes ... ---

--- Right John, I’m gonna order you to tell him the name or  I’m gonna put you in jail. ---

I ask if he is willing to put that on record.

--- Yes, I am. ---

--- Then I’ll tell him. ---

I had no witness.  One week of trial. I lose.



Two weeks later I have a motion for a new trial.

                                          

                                                           Written!                Submitted!

Motion for a new trial.

                                                                   Judicial misconduct!

The judge cannot order to reveal a witness. Or threaten a lawyer to do so. He made a mistake and he’s 
up for federal bench, you know!

He reads my material and he recognizes that I am right and he is wrong. 

He says 

--- John ... ---
 

And this was when I learned how law is really practised.

He says 

--- Your client is supposed to go to prison for five years, but if you withdraw that paper,
if you take that piece of paper away, I’ll give him four months and he’ll never serve again. ---

Right then and there I knew how law was really practised.

                                                                                   Deal.
                    

                      You never stop dealing.

                      Till the deal is done.

                                                  And the last dealer is the judge.

That judge wanted the federal bench. He wanted that judicial report and nothing should screw that up.

He would rather give my guy four months, which is no time, than have me reveal that he made a 



















But then came my next big case.  Federal court! And my client was from Salt Lake City.

                                               Heroin addict.     Heroin smuggler.

Out of Mexico. He and three other people went to Mexico to get a load of dope, bring it back 
and  sell it.
He was in the lead car to see if the coast was clear and the dope car came in behind.

Of course they got popped! They got busted!

My client made it through, but they claimed he  –  he was the guy in charge.

(breathes deeply)

So we went to trial.





In the federal court and the judge was old judge Turntine. 

Judge Turntine’s sister lived four houses from me at the beach. She was a total alcoholic. My wife would 
go down every day and take care of her. The judge’s wife. 

The judge’s sister!

He knew who I was. He had a reputation. You lose – you go in for the maximum.

How can you do this? Oh God.

First for the prosecution. Three people testifying against my client. I’m fucked. They
Have the police officers, the border patrol and the three other defendants.

Testifying against my client.

And there was my one guy with me.

--- We’re ready your honour! ---
(laughs)

Four days of trial. The last afternoon is my closing argument and the place is packed. Full of lawyers wan-
ting to listen to what my closing argument is going to be.

I argued before the jury for over two hours. And the court reporter, beautiful girl, she fell in love with me 
during this trial.

 I was told later.

In front of the whole jury...
I stood there and I told the jury 

that if you believe those...

-----------    At this point there is a break in the audio source of one minute and thirty-four seconds  -------

------audio continues with :     

                                                 
                                                         .. for dinner to your home tonight.

Ah ... hm  ... murmurs.

Place was packed and waiting. Jury was out forty-five minutes. 

They came in.











---The verdict? ---

---Yes sir. ---
---What is your verdict? ---

---Not guilty! ---

How could this be???

(laughs)

My client went back to jail that night and says --- I’m free!! He won again!!!

The judge looks down on me, Judge Turntine, and says

                                       --- John, you’re a lucky son of a bitch. ---

(laughs)

Aah man.                  YES! I did it again.







                                                                                               Hard to believe.

                                                                                               You never know.

                                                                                               You never know.



      (laughs)




