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In the fall of 1973 during my second year of law school at the University of Southern California, as was 

the custom, I interviewed on campus with several Los Angeles law firms and was invited back for full day 

interviews to three or four of them.  Fortunately for me as it turned out, Ed Cazier did the on-campus 

interviews that day for his firm, Hahn Cazier Hoegh & Leff.  At one point during my allotted twenty 

minutes, Mr. Cazier asked me “Do you know George Moody?”  “Yes.”  I knew him very well, in 

fact.  George was a USC alum, lived in Chicago and served with my mother on the USC Midwest Alumni 

Club.  George was a fervent –strike that—fanatical USC supporter and, over the years, was responsible for 

hundreds of kids from the Chicago area applying and gaining admission to USC, including me.  Mr. Cazier 

exclaimed “My God, you’re the fellow he told me about!  George and I have been close friends since World 

War II.  In 1968 he called me and said ‘Casey Gauntt is coming to USC as a Trustee Scholar and if he ever 

decides to become a lawyer, Ed,  you have to hire him.’  That was over five years ago.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Well, that couldn’t have gone any better.  Mr. Cazier invited me to visit his firm and the following week I 

had full afternoon of interviews with several partners and associates.  My last interview was with the 

senior partner, Horace L. Hahn.  Horace was at the time 60 years old (hard to believe my age now as I 

write this).  After we were introduced, I was seated opposite him at his leather topped desk occupied by a 

couple of neat stacks of papers and an ashtray full of butts of some unfiltered brand.  The walls of his 

corner office were paneled in dark oak and all of the windows covered with shutters made of the same 

wood.  He was ruggedly handsome with close-cropped reddish-gray curly hair, broad shoulders, military-

like posture, and a deep booming voice and boisterous laugh.  Although I rarely pay attention to these 

kinds of things, I couldn’t help but notice the gold ring on his right hand—two eagles with their wings 

outstretched perched on a large diamond.  He spoke with an air of aristocracy.  I instantly liked him.  We 

chatted for a few minutes about this and that, I don’t remember what, and then he became very 

serious.  He leaned forward with his hands on his desk and, with his eagle-like eyes boring into mine, 

asked (more like a command) “Mr. Gauntt, tell me the worst thing that has  happened to you in your 

life.”  I was momentarily stunned by the question. 

 



No one during all my other interviews, or ever before for that matter, had asked me that.  Looking back 

I’ve thought “What a good question to ask.”  Definitively more probing than, What made you decide to go 

to law school? or  What do you want to be when you grow up?  I now ask that question myself from time 

to time when interviewing attorney candidates.  The interviewee is likewise taken aback, their answers of 

course vary, and most are instantly forgotten.  ”I didn’t get into Stanford law school” (who does?); “I 

didn’t make the varsity soccer team in high school;”  “I didn’t get as high an LSAT score [the exam you 

take for applying to law schools] as I would have liked.”  One response that did stand out was from a 

young, second generation, Vietnamese woman who said her grandmother, emigrated from Saigon in the 

1970s,  passed away before she could see her, the first of her children or grandchildren, graduate from 

college. 

There was no doubt what my answer would be to Mr. Hahn’s question—only hesitation at opening this 

basement door. 

“My father committed suicide a few days before Christmas of 1970.  He shot himself at his office the night 

I came home to Itasca, a Chicago suburb, for the holidays.  We thought he was in Panama on a business 

trip and returning home the next day. My mother woke me the next morning with the news and I came 

out to the living room with my thirteen year old sister to meet with two DuPage County Detectives.  I was 

twenty years old and a junior at USC.” 

I can’t specifically recall what either of us did or said.  He may have said something like “Thank you for 

telling me that,” and I might have said something to the effect, “I never talk about this and I’m not sure 

why I told you,” but I do know for a fact at that moment a bond was formed between us that would only 

become stronger over the many years to follow until he passed away in January of 2003.  Horace Hahn 

came close to being a second father to me.  I now wear his eagle ring every day. 

Shortly after starting at Hahn Cazier as a full time associate in September of 1975, I began to work with 

Jon, a senior associate specializing in everything that wasn’t litigation.  Jon was a very bright, hard 

working, energetic and excitable lawyer. He was impulsive and prone to fits of temper. I worked closely 

with him and he trained and mentored me in a wide variety of matters.  One of his major clients was a 

chain of extraordinarily successful Mexican food/night club restaurants that had a number of interesting 

real estate and corporate matters.  One of its founders had a rather serious drug habit and had everything 

(meals, laundry, documents—everything) brought to his house by taxicab. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Jon was intemperate.  He liked to get a drink or two after work and he asked/dragged me along many a 

time, much to my wife, Hilary’s, chagrin.  There really was no such thing as “one or two” with Jon.  More 

like ten or more,  and always scotch and sodas, tall.  However, this was invaluable time spent.  This is 

when I learned everything about firm politics, how the partnership worked, the compensation system, 

what you had to do to make partner, how the personalities of the partners shook out, who to work for and 

who to watch out for.  I also got all the gossip and details of what went on in the partners meetings.  Jon 

made partner about a year after I started. 

Jon was also very ambitious.  He had landed a new client, Steve, about his age and also a lawyer, who 

was starting a new bank.  Jon often railed at how unjust it was that his clients were making so much 

money, far more than he was as a lawyer, when he was infinitely smarter and they were piggybacking on 

his intellect to make their fortunes.  Jon also did not hide from his partners, or me, his feelings that he 

was undercompensated and underappreciated by the firm. So, in 1978 Jon left Hahn Cazier and set up his 

own firm.  He continued to do a lot of work for Steve and the bank he helped him form and, shortly 

thereafter, quit his law practice and went to work full time for the bank and reap his fortune.  Hilary and I 

moved to Solana Beach, CA in 1979 and I went to work for Hahn Cazier’s recently opened San Diego 

office.  Jon and I lost touch. 

Three years later in 1982, a Wednesday afternoon, Jon called me from out of the blue and he asked if I’d 

heard the news.  “Yes.”  I’d recently read in the papers that a seventy-two count criminal indictment had 

been filed by the U.S. Atttorney in Federal Court in San Diego against Steve, Jon and others involving 

misapplication of funds, check kiting and fraudulent loans by their bank.  He said he was  in San Diego 

and asked if I had time to get a drink.  “I’d really like to talk to you, but understand its short notice and 

all.”  There was something in his voice. 

“Sure, where shall we meet?” I said 

“Well, actually I’m calling you from the bar in your building. I’ve been here a while.” 

When I got there a few minutes later, he was sitting at the bar and on the phone.  We shook hands and 

he gave me the “one minute” sign.  I found an empty booth in a corner and slid in.  When he got off the 

phone he came over with his drink (scotch rocks) and boomed “Casey Gauntt!  How the hell have you 

been?”  Jon ordered a back-up from the trailing waitress and for me,  the usual— Dewars soda, tall. 

He asked about Hilary and our daughter, Brittany, who was three.  I asked of his wife, Rosemary, and 

their two teenage daughters.  They were still living in their fabulous house in Pasadena, a classic, 

designed by Green and Green.  We talked about Hahn Cazier and some of his former partners.  I’d made 

partner two years earlier.  Jon was smoking, Winstons as I recall, and I bummed from him the first of 

several that night.  “Gauntt, don’t you ever buy your own cigarettes?”  Sometimes.  In those days I liked 

to smoke when I was out for cocktails. 

After a half hour of catching up, and a fresh round of drinks, the conversation turned serious and Jon 

proceeded to tell me what was going on.   Starting about a year earlier the bank began to have liquidity 

problems.  In an attempt to right the ship and keep the regulators at bay, some of the bank’s officers 

began to manipulate the bank’s accounts, make sham loans, and cook the bank’s books.  “At first I didn’t 

realize what was going on.  But then I did; and I became involved.  I should have quit right then.   I 

thought we could work the bank out of its financial problems and legitimately repair its books and balance 

sheet before the regulators figured out what was really going on.  It was stupid, wishful thinking.”  The 

bank was seized by the regulators, he was out of a job, and the criminal indictments had been filed 

against them.  A number of civil lawsuits had also been filed against Jon and other bank employees by 

disgruntled borrowers and shareholders seeking damages in the millions of dollars.  Jon was broke.  He’d 

already spent a small fortune, his savings, on his criminal defense attorneys and was afraid he was going 

to lose his house; everything.  Our waitress brought more drinks, and I reminded Jon “we” were also out 

of cigarettes.  He raised his eyebrow at me and asked her for a fresh pack of Winstons. 



“Ok, here it is.  This afternoon my lawyers and I met with the U.S. Attorneys handling the case and we cut 

a deal.  I will plead guilty to some felony charges and cooperate with their investigation against the others 

and, in return, their office will recommend a sentence of 5 to 8 years.  It will be up to the judge–could be 

more, could be less–bottom line, I’m going to jail.”  His head and his shoulders slumped; he looked beat 

and defeated.  “When does this happen?” I asked.  He said it would take a couple of days for the plea 

agreement to be prepared and then several weeks before he went before the judge for sentencing. 

“I’ll lose my ticket, you know.  When you plead to felonies like this the California Bar takes your 

license.  I’ll never be able to practice law again.  Hell, I’ll never get another job.” 

Jon stared into his near-empty drink ( the back-up waiting on the table) for a long time and then looked 

sideways.  With the back of the hand not holding the cigarette, he rubbed away the tears that began to 

fall from his puffy eyes—his shoulders shaking.  “Casey, I fucked everything up.  I’ve thrown it all 

away.  Everything.  My girls—how can I tell ‘em?  How do I go home and look at my wife and my girls and 

tell them “Guess what?  Daddy’s going to jail.” Oh for Christ’s sake, how the fuck can I go to jail?  How do 

I do that?”  And then he got very quiet before he looked at me and said “I can’t do it.”  And it was the way 

he said it—the look— the hollow sound in his voice.  He had made a decision; one he’d probably been 

turning over in his mind for weeks.  I saw the cocktail waitress coming with another round.  I waived her 

off and she spun away on her heel.  We spent the next hour locked in the most serious conversation I’d 

ever had with somebody. 

“Jon, I know this is bad.  It’s hard to imagine how you will ever be able to live with this or get beyond it.  I 

know you think this will never get better; it will only get worse.  But I need to tell you something and I’m 

speaking from experience.  You know my father killed himself—shot himself—in 1970.  Right?”  (he 

nodded)  “I was twenty, my brother was twenty-three and my sister thirteen, in the eighth grade.  My 

sister adored my dad; he was her favorite person in the whole world, and she was his princess.  Jon, I 

know you think if you check out that will make it better for your family; make it easier for them.  Take it 

from me, it won’t.  It makes it worse.  And it’s worse for a long, long time.  Rosemary and your girls will 

be hurt and embarrassed if you go to jail and they will cringe when asked by their friends “Where’s Jon?” 

“Where’s your dad?”  “What does he do?”  Most of them already know.  Bad news spreads fast.  And your 

daughters will eventually deal with it.  But Jon, they may never be able to deal with the loss, the 

emptiness, if you check out.  I haven’t, and its been twelve years since my dad took his life.  If you do 

this, you won’t go to prison.  But, believe me, you’ll be handing your wife and daughters a life sentence.” 

I told Jon my dad’s and his company’s financial problems. 

“I believe for my dad they became insurmountable and he was exhausted from battling them over and 

over in his mind.  As it turned out the “insurmountable” was resolved over the next few years after his 

death.  The company had to sell some assets.  The $160 million lawsuit brought against my dad and his 

company over one of its construction jobs was settled for $100,000 primarily attributed to the fact that in 

the plaintiff’s files was a letter from my dad  effectively absolving the company from wrong-doing.  All 

together, a couple of hundred thousand fucking dollars! That was the mountain that couldn’t be crossed.” 

“Your problems are bigger than what my dad was facing. No question.  But bottom line, I don’t care how 

bad it gets for you.  It will never come close to the pain and trauma you will bring on your family if you do 

this.  Jon, your family loves you; they want you; the rest of this crap will fade away, and  you have to 

ride this out for your girls.” 

We both were crying at this point. 



We talked a little more and I encouraged—begged actually— Jon to check into the hotel next door.  I 

walked him up to the check in desk to make sure he did it and asked him to call me in the morning.  I 

drove home, a stupid thing to do given “the couple” of drinks I had,  but the adrenaline was pumping and 

all my senses were firing. I hoped I’d get that call, but I wasn’t sure what would happen.   I got to the 

house around midnight; my wife and baby were sound asleep. 

The next morning I awoke exhausted and hung over and was back at the office around eight.  I debated 

whether to call or go down to the hotel and see if Jon was there or awake.  I admit a big part of me was 

afraid to find out and I ended up doing nothing, except worry.  A couple of hours later I got a call.  It was 

Jon and  he was back in Pasadena.  He said he got up early and drove home.  He had just finished telling 

Rosemary about the plea bargain, and they would tell the girls when they got home from school.  He 

sounded pretty good.  He said he’d probably be back in San Diego in a few weeks and maybe we’d get 

together then.  He signed off with “And thank you,……..for everything.” 

The next time I saw Jon was in the Metropolitan Correction Facility (the Federal prison) in San 

Diego.  He’d been sentenced to three to five years and was spending a few weeks downtown until they 

figured out which prison facility to send him to.  He was trying to sort out all of the civil cases pending 

against him and figuring out ways to keep his house and a few bucks for his family. Bankruptcy was 

likely.  Jon looked good.  He’d lost some weight and had been off the booze for over a month. 

Jon ended up serving a little less than two years in a minimum security prison in Boron, California.  I saw 

him a couple of times after he got out, the last at a retirement party for Horace Hahn at Olvera Street in 

Los Angeles in March of 1987.  Shortly after his release, Jon went to work for one of Hahn Cazier’s 

clients.  He had stopped drinking and looked as fit as I’d ever seen him.  Jon and Rosemary were together 

and his girls were doing well.  He seemed happy.  That was the last time I saw or spoke with Jon.  He died 

of pancreatic cancer in 2002. 

At around 12:30 pm on Friday, August 15, 2008, Hilary and I exited the Mandeville Auditorium on the 

UCSD Campus in La Jolla, California.  The memorial service for our son, James (Jimmy), had just 

concluded.  We watched his friends, his pallbearers, lift his casket into the hearse parked next to the 

auditorium.  We tried to  greet and hug as many of the over one thousand family and friends in 

attendance as we could.  Our twenty-four year old son had been walking home from a party in the early 

morning six days earlier, was struck by an automobile and instantly killed. 

There were several folks in attendance from my years at Hahn Cazier, including Ed Cazier.  A woman 

came up to me.  She appeared to be in her mid sixties.  I didn’t recognize her, but she looked familiar.  I 

went to shake her hand and she gave me a hug instead.  ”You may not remember me.  I’m Jon’s wife, 

Rosemary.  Casey, I’m here for you today because you were there for Jon and us all those years 

ago.  Thank you and God bless you and your family.” 

She walked away wiping tears from her eyes, as I did from mine. 

 

 



 

A fortuitous addition to this story - About a year ago, the “Dawes” band played a show at the well-

known BellyUp in Solana Beach. Ryan Richter, a good friend of ours and occasional sit in steel guitar 

player for Dawes, had called me a week before their show to encourage us to see these guys, and since 

we live about a five iron away from the Belly Up, I invited the boys over for one of Hilary’s fantastic meals 

before the show. Towards the end of their wonderful performance, Taylor Goldsmith, the lead singer, 

dedicated their song “A Little Bit Of Everything” to Hilary, our daughter Brittany and me at the show. We 

had never heard it before—we had never met Dawes before this day—but through Ryan, they had heard a 

little bit about us, and our loss of our son and brother Jimmy. We were deeply touched. 

 

A couple of weeks ago, I was driving home from work. I had a CD playing and A Little Bit of Everything 

began to play. I’d been routinely skipping over this song. But I was having a heavy day and in the mood, I 

guess, for a heavy song. I started to cry after the first verse—did the cop talk him out of it? When I hit the 

off ramp at Via Del Valle, Taylor was singing about the man in the food line ordering his biscuits and 

beans—the man who’d lost his only son. I broke into full blown sobs by the time I hit the stop light at the 

end of the off ramp. Sitting on the corner to my left was a homeless man—shaggy long hair, maybe in his 

late 20s—hard to tell—so weathered by life. He was a holding a sign upon which he scrawled some 

message—I didn’t read it. We made eye contact and I motioned him over to my car. I reached into my 

console were I keep some emergency money and when he got to my window I handed him a $20 bill. He 

saw I was crying and as he took the bill he said ‘God bless you, man. It’s gonna be all right.” And he 

walked down the row of cars with a spring in his step. 

As the light turned green and I pulled away, I wondered “who just helped who right then?” 

The song played on. I had finally let it go deep into my heart. And I missed my dad, my son and my old 

friend Jon. 

I’m humbled to share Dawes’ song with this story. It only took me a year and a deep connection at an 

intersection to figure out they were meant for one another. 

Taylor Goldsmith is singing, and his younger brother, Griffin—the Art Garfunkel clone— and the drummer 

for the band, is sitting to his left. Tay Strathaim is on piano. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.bellyup.com/


Lyrics to It’s A Little Bit Of Everything: 

 
With his back against the San Francisco traffic, 

On the bridges side that faces towards the jail, 

Setting out to join a demographic, 

He hoists his first leg up over the rail. 

And a phone call is made, 

Police cars show up quickly. 

The sergeant slams his passenger door. 

He says, “Hey son why don’t you talk through this with 

me, 

Just tell me what you’re doing it for.” 

“Oh, it’s a little bit of everything, 

It’s the mountains, 

It’s the fog, 

It’s the news at six o’clock, 

It’s the death of my first dog, 

It’s the angels up above me, 

It’s the song that they don’t sing, 

It’s a little bit of everything.” 

An older man stands in a buffet line, 

He is smiling and holding out his plate, 

And the further he looks back into his timeline, 

That hard road always had led him to today, 

And making up for when his bright future had left him, 

Making up for the fact that his only son is gone, 

And letting everything out once, His server asks him, 

Have you figured out yet, what it is you want? 

I want a little bit of everything, 

The biscuits and the beans, 

Whatever helps me to forget about 

The things that brought me to my knees, 

So pile on those mashed potatoes, 

And an extra chicken wing, 

I’m having a little bit of everything. 

 

Somewhere a pretty girl is writing invitations, 

To a wedding she has scheduled for the fall, 

Her man says, “Baby, can I make an observation? 

You don’t seem to be having any fun at all.” 

She said, “You just worry about your groomsmen and 

your shirt-size, 

And rest assured that this is making me feel good, 

I think that love is so much easier than you realize, 

If you can give yourself to someone, 

Then you should. 

Cause it’s a little bit of everything, 

The way you choke, the way you ache, 

It is waking up before you, 

So I can watch you as you wake. 

So in the day in late September, 

It’s not some stupid little ring, 

I’m giving a little bit of everything. 

Oh, it’s a little bit of everything, 

It’s the matador and the bull, 

It’s the suggested daily dosage, 

It is the red moon when it’s full. 

All these psychics and these doctors, 

They’re all right and they’re all wrong, 

It’s like trying to make out every word, 

When they should simply hum along, 

It’s not some message written in the dark, 

Or some truth that no one’s seen, 

It’s a little bit of everything. 

 


