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Prologue

sat down for a bite to eat when suddenly I heard
hone. I’d just that moment turned it on to check
en into the habit of turning it off every morning
courthouse, and sometimes I would be so caught
of the trial, I'd forget to turn it back on until very
fay. But fortunately 1 remembered this time, and it's a
lid. This was one phone call I did not want to miss.
minutes past eleven o’clock on the morning of
ber 8, 2005. My husband, Brooks, and I, along with
rooms, were in a cafeteria located in the building
County Superior Court house in Atlanta, Georgia.
d from our home in Charlotte, North Carolina to
‘of Michael Benjamin Leleune, the man accused of
n Ronnie Allen Davis and mutilating his body on
. It was a savage, brutal killing, described by the
tigator who examined our son’s body-a man who
over 1,000 crime scenes, including close to 400
ourse of his 16-year career-as the most heinous
d ever seen.
ndays into the trial, and by all accounts, things were
ite some deft maneuvers on the part of Leleune’s
ution continued to back the defense into a corner,
e of strong witnesses, including one whose testi-
escribed as “cross-proof.” Though we missed Ron
ued to grieve over how viciously his life had been
ch day we could sense how close we were to seeing
























