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Description :

Prsentation de I'diteurlt's a deadly game of blackmail. And they're making him play.Full of twists and turns
and reminiscent of The Firm, The Associate is vintage John Grisham.Kyle McAvoy is one of the outstanding
legal students of his generation: he's good looking, has a brilliant mind and a glittering future ahead of him.
But he has a secret from his past, a secret that threatens to destroy his entire life.One night that secret catches
up with him in the form of a deeply compromising video of the incident that haunts him. Kyle realises that
he no longer owns his own future that he must do as his blackmailers tell him, or the video will be made
public, with al the unpleasant consequences.What price do they demand for Kyle's secret? It isfor Kyle to
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takeajob in New York as an associate at the largest law firm in the world. Kyle won't be working for this
company, but against it passing on the secrets of it's biggest trial to date, a dispute worth billions of dollarsto
the victor.Extrait1The rules of the New Haven Y outh League required that each kid play at least ten minutes
in each game. Exceptions were allowed for players who had upset their coaches by skipping practice or
violating other rules. In such cases, a coach could file areport before the game and inform the scorekeeper
that so-and-so wouldnt play much, if at all, because of some infraction. Thiswas frowned on by the league;
it was, after al, much more recreational than competitive. With four minutes left in the game, Coach Kyle
looked down the bench, nodded at a somber and pouting little boy named Marquis, and said, Do you want to
play? Without responding, Marquis walked to the scorers table and waited for awhistle. His violations were
numerousskipping practice, skipping school, bad grades, losing his uniform, foul language. In fact, after ten
weeks and fifteen games, Marquis had broken every one of the few rules his coach tried to enforce. Coach
Kyle had long since realized that any new rule would be immediately violated by his star, and for that reason
he trimmed hislist and fought the temptation to add new regulations. It wasnt working. Trying to control ten
inner- city kids with a soft touch had put the Red Knightsin last place in the 12 and Under division of the
winter league. Marquis was only eleven, but clearly the best player on the court. He preferred shooting and
scoring over passing and defending, and within two minutes hed slashed through the lane, around and
through and over much larger players, and scored six points. His average was fourteen, and if allowed to
play more than half a game, he could probably score thirty. In his own young opinion, he really didnt need to
practice. In spite of the one-man show, the game was out of reach. Kyle McAvoy sat quietly on the bench,
watching the game and waiting for the clock to wind down. One game to go and the season would be over,
hislast as a basketball coach. In two years hed won a dozen, lost two dozen, and asked himself how any
person in his right mind would willingly coach at any level. He was doing it for the kids, hed said to himself
athousand times, kids with no fathers, kids from bad homes, kidsin need of a positive male influence. And
he still believed it, but after two years of babysitting, and arguing with parents when they bothered to show
up, and hassling with other coaches who were not above cheating, and trying to ignore teenage referees who
didnt know a block from a charge, he was fed up. Hed done his community service, in this town anyway. He
watched the game and waited, yelling occasionally because thats what coaches are supposed to do. He
looked around the empty gym, an old brick building in downtown New Haven, home to the youth league for
fifty years. A handful of parents were scattered through the bleachers, al waiting for the final horn. Marquis
scored again. No one applauded. The Red Knights were down by twelve with two minutes to go. At the far
end of the court, just under the ancient scoreboard, a man in adark suit walked through the door and |eaned
against the retractable bleachers. He was noticeabl e because he was white. There were no white players on
either team. He stood out because he wore a suit that was either black or navy, with awhite shirt and a
burgundy tie, al under atrench coat that announced the presence of an agent or a cop of some variety.
Coach Kyle happened to see the man when he entered the gym, and he thought to himself that the guy was
out of place. Probably a detective of some sort, maybe a narc looking for adealer. It would not be the first
arrest in or around the gym. After the agent/cop leaned against the bleachers, he cast along suspicious ook
at the Red Knights bench, and his eyes seemed to settle on Coach Kyle, who returned the stare for a second
before it became uncomfortable. Marquis let one fly from near mid- court, air ball, and Coach Kyle jumped
to his feet, spread his hands wide, shook his head asif to ask, Why? Marqguis ignored him as he loafed back
on defense. A dumb foul stopped the clock and prolonged the misery. While looking at the free-throw
shooter, Kyle glanced beyond him, and in the background was the agent/cop, still staring, not at the action
but at the coach. For atwenty-five-year-old law student with no criminal record and no illegal habits or
proclivities, the presence and the attention of a man who gave al indications of being employed by some
branch of law enforcement should have caused no concern whatsoever. But it never worked that way with
Kyle McAvoy. Street cops and state troopers didnt particularly bother him. They were paid to simply react.
But the guysin dark suits, the investigators and agents, the ones trained to dig deep and discover
secretsthose types still unnerved him. Thirty seconds to go and Marquis was arguing with areferee. Hed
thrown an F-bomb at aref two weeks earlier and was suspended for a game. Coach Kyle yelled at his star,
who never listened. He quickly scanned the gym to see if agent/cop No. 1 was alone or was now
accompanied by agent/cop No. 2. No, he was not. Another dumb foul, and Kyle yelled at the referee to just
let it dlide. He sat down and ran hisfinger over the side of his neck, then flicked off the perspiration. It was
early February, and the gym was, as always, quite chilly. Why was he sweating? The agent/cop hadnt moved
an inch; in fact he seemed to enjoy staring at Kyle. The decrepit old horn finally squawked. The game was



mercifully over. One team cheered, and one team really didnt care. Both lined up for the obligatory high
fives and Good game, good game, as meaninglessto twelve- year- olds asit isto college players. AsKyle
congratul ated the opposing coach, he glanced down the court. The white man was gone. What were the odds
he was waiting outside? Of course it was paranoia, but paranoia had settled into Kyles life so long ago that
he now simply acknowledged it, coped with it, and moved on. The Red Knights regrouped in the visitors
locker room, a cramped little space under the sagging and permanent stands on the home side. There Coach
Kyle said all the right thingsnice effort, good hustle, our game isimproving in certain areas, letsfinish on a
high note this Saturday. The boys were changing clothes and hardly listening. They were tired of basketball
because they were tired of losing, and of course all blame was heaped upon the coach. He was too young,
too white, too much of an Ivy Leaguer. The few parents who were there waited outside the locker room, and
it was those tense moments when the team came out that Kyle hated most about his community service.
There would be the usual complaints about playing time. Marquis had an uncle, a twenty-two year-old
former al-state player with a big mouth and a fondness for bitching about Coach Kyles unfair treatment of
the best player in the league. From the locker room, there was another door that led to adark narrow hallway
that ran behind the home stands and finally gave way to an outside door that opened into an alley. Kyle was
not the first coach to discover this escape route, and on this night he wanted to avoid not only the families
and their complaints but also the agent/ cop. He said a quick goodbye to his boys, and as they fled the locker
room, he made his escape. In amatter of seconds he was outside, in the alley, then walking quickly along a
frozen sidewalk. Heavy snow had been plowed, and the sidewalk was icy and barely passable. The
temperature was somewhere far below freezing. It was 8:30 on a Wednesday, and he was headed for the law
journal offices at the Yale Law School, where he would work until midnight at least. He didnt make it. The
agent was leaning against the fender of ared Jeep Cherokee that was parked parallel on the street. The
vehicle was titled to one John McAvoy of Y ork, Pennsylvania, but for the past six yearsit had been the
reliable companion of his son, Kyle, the true owner. Though his feet suddenly felt like bricks and his knees
were weak, Kyle managed to trudge on asif nothing were wrong. Not only did they find me, he said to
himself as he tried to think clearly, but theyve done their homework and found my Jeep. Not exactly high-
level research. | have done nothing wrong, he said again and again. Tough game, Coach, the agent said when
Kyle was ten feet away and slowing down. Kyle stopped and took in the thick young man with red cheeks
and red bangs whod been watching him in the gym. Can | help you? he said, and immediately saw the
shadow of No. 2 dart across the street. They always worked in pairs. No. 1 reached into a pocket, and as he
said Thats exactly what you can do, he pulled out aleather wallet and flipped it open. Bob Plant, FBI. A real
pleasure, Kyle said as al the blood |eft his brain and he couldnt help but flinch. No. 2 wedged himself into
the frame. He was much thinner and ten years older with gray around the temples. He, too, had a pocketful
and he performed the well- rehearsed badge presentation with ease. Nelson Ginyard, FBI, he said. Bob and
Nelson. Both Irish. Both northeastern. Anybody else? Kyle asked. No. Got a minute to talk? Not really. You
might want to, Ginyard said. It could be very productive. | doubt that. If you leave, well just follow, Plant
said as he stood from his slouch position and took a step closer. Y ou dont want us on campus, do you? Are
you threatening me? Kyle asked. The sweat was back, now in the pits of hisarm...Revue de
presseGRISHAM HAS A FIELD DAY The Associate grabs the reader quickly and becomes impossible to
put down. Janet Maslin, The New Y ork TimesGrishams confident style hasnt changed, and THERES
SUSPENSE APLENTY . PeopleGrisham makesit easy for usto keep flipping the pagesA DEVASTATING
PORTRAIT OF THE BIG-TIME, BIG-BUCKS LEGAL WORLD. Patrick Anderson, The Washington
PostThroughout, Grisham unwinds the spool of his narrative at a MASTERFUL, page-turning pace that
pulls readers in and keeps them wanting moreThe Associate is an absorbing thriller that's A FITTING
FOLLOW-UP TO THE FIRM. The Boston GlobeCOMPULSIVELY READABLEY ou're peering into a
secret world of power and money. What more could you or any red-blooded American ask for? Time
magazineA PAGE-TURNERKYle McAvoy recalls Mitch McDeere from Grisham's breakout novel The
Firm. He's young, ideadlistic, handsome, alittle too cocky for his own good, but a brilliant lawyer who gets
pulled in over his head and given an education in how the world really works. The Los Angeles TimesFrom
the Hardcover edition.



