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whispers a few things into his client’s ear, and
speaks briefly with the judge (addressing him
only as “Judge”) about the drunken-driving
charge before the pre-trial hearing ends.

Later that day, McCluer, a black belt, will
spend hours planning his upcoming karate
tournament, his energy fueled by the several
cans of Red Bull he slams each day.

In Winona, a Mississippi River town known
for its characters, McCluer and Plachecki— trial
lawyers, partners at Price, McCluer & Plachecki
and friends—rise above the crowd. They are
criminal-defense legends in the southeast part
of the state, and even their clients are atypical.
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meanwhile, was still in Boston and thinking
about heading to Wall Street.

Then, in 1994, his mother sent him a news
clipping. It was on McCluer, a name vaguely
familiar to Plachecki in the way small-town
people never forget a surname. McCluer had
left private practice to take a job as a roving
public defense attorney (someone who serves
a judicial district, rather than a county), work-
ing for the state’s Third District, which includes
Winona, Dodge, Olmsted and Wabasha coun-
ties. The article was Plachecki’s mother's way of
saying there was an opening back home.

Plachecki thought hard. Because of his
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BlackBerry.

Despite the duo’s disparate working styles,
they tackle all serious felony cases togeth-
er. They have complementary personalities.
Plachecki is a prodigious talker and storyteller;
McCluer is contemplative and direct. At 53,
McCluer is seven years older than Plachecki
and often the designated lead in the courtroom,
questioning witnesses and handling hearings.

“J.P. is more congenial and collegial in
dealing with the prosecution,” McCluer says.
“Sometimes I'm a little too hardheaded. ...

- It’s very much like a campaign. I'm the field

general and JP. is the diplomat who says,












