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BOOK REVIEW —
The Worlds of Chippy Patterson
by Arthur H. Lewis 
Harcourt, Brace and Company (1960) (311 pp.)

An explanation for the belated nature of this 
review, written 60+ years after the book’s publi-
cation in 1960: In the Spring of 1970, when I 
was 3 years out of law school, my wife’s Uncle 
Bob gave me this book with the assurance that I 
would like it.  I thanked him and the next day put 
it on a bookshelf in my office with the thought 
that I would get to it when I was not so busy. 
A couple of months ago, 50+ years later, having 
never cracked it, I took the book off the shelf to 
make room for a recent acquisition. It occurred 
to me that, before chucking it, I owed it to Uncle 
Bob to read a few pages and so I did. And was 
completely hooked.

Chippy Patterson (Chiffy to those who, in the 
author’s words, “wore the old school tie”), for-
mally C. Stuart Patterson, Jr., was born into a 
prominent Philadelphia family in 1875 and died 
in 1933 at age 58. In spite of his patrician roots, 
he ended up as a criminal defense lawyer, usually 
working for no fee.  When I first started prac-
ticing in 1967, older lawyers would sometimes 
tell stories about one case or another in which 
Chippy had achieved a remarkable result.  Now I 
find that there are not many younger lawyers to 
whom his name means much.

So why write this review?    Because there are 
some lawyers, there are some books, that ought 
not be forgotten.

Chippy’s credentials as a blueblood are not open 
to question. His first ancestor in The New World, 
The Reverend Hendric Cuyler, arrived in New 
Amsterdam in about 1649. One of Chippy’s 
ancestors served as aide-de-camp to George 
Washington during the Revolutionary War. By 
reason of intermarriage with other prominent 
families over several generations, the Patterson 
family’s social standing was well assured. When 
Chippy’s father, C. Stuart Patterson, Sr., mar-
ried, his parents gave him and his bride a four-
story house in the 2000 block of Delancey Street, 
one of the City’s most elegant blocks, near 
Rittenhouse Square.  Quite a starter house. It 
was there that Chippy was born.  Patterson, Sr., 
went on to become a millionaire in his own 
right (when that meant something) and to serve 
as President of a Bank, Chief Counsel for the 
Pennsylvania Railroad, Dean of Penn Law School, 
and President of the Union League.

As children, Chippy and his brothers and sis-
ters played tag and other games with the likes of 
George Wharton Pepper (if there were any such 
likes), who later became a U.S. Senator and then 
founder of the Pepper law firm. Pepper was one 
of scores of judges, lawyers and others whom the 
author, Arthur H. Lewis, interviewed to get the 
material for this book, published 27 years after 
Chippy’s death.   As a reporter for The Philadel-
phia Inquirer, Lewis came to know the City well.
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Chippy’s own education was Philadel-
phia-centered: Delancey Academy, Ger-
mantown Academy, Penn undergrad, 
Penn Law School. Curiously, his obitu-
ary in The Inquirer noted his attendance 
at the first two schools and Penn Law 
but made no mention of his undergrad-
uate degree from Penn, perhaps revealing 
what was deemed important in Phila-
delphia in 1933. Before beginning his 
legal career, Chippy served as a second 
lieutenant in the Spanish-American War.

Chippy stumbled into trying criminal 
cases quite by accident. He happened 
to be in Courtroom 453 of City Hall 
one day when Judge Craig Biddle was 
looking to appoint a lawyer for the  
defendant in a murder case that was to 
start trial the next morning. The Judge, 
who likely knew Chippy’s family socially, 
appointed him on the spot and thereby 
launched Chippy’s career as a criminal 
defense lawyer.   Chippy, and soon the 
rest of the legal world, discovered that 
he was, as they say, a Natural. He was 
not a spellbinding orator in the mold of 
Clarence Darrow. But he was well read 
in the classics, which provide plenty of 
ammunition for any first-rate trial law-
yer, and he had an  innate  earnestness 
that persuaded judges and jurors. In one 
case, in response to an objection that the 
witness could not testify to something 
muttered by another witness on the 
ground that a mutter was an unintelligi-
ble sound, Chippy responded by reciting 
from memory the opening lines of   
Riddle  by Catherine Maria Fanshawe: 
“’Twas whispered in Heaven, twas mut-
tered in Hell, and echo caught faintly 
the sound as it fell.” Objection overruled.

Meanwhile Chippy’s struggle with alco-
hol had also been launched. Damn near 
killed him before he was 30.

After getting himself clean and sober, 
Chippy resumed his career as a criminal 
defense lawyer,  usually, as noted,  work-

ing for no fee. He moved his office from 
place to place as one  landlord after an-
other evicted him. When he could not 
find new  office space, he would work 
out of a phone booth in the Broad Street 
Train  Station.  Though he was a Beau 
Brummel dresser  — does that term 
still have meaning? — in his youth, as 
time went on, his dress became increas-
ingly eccentric as he took to wearing a 
tight-fitting, dirty, checkered cap, high 
fishing boots (even in court), and a tat-
tered overcoat, the pockets of which con-
tained the briefs to be submitted that day.

Chippy’s record in 401 homicide cases 
was truly outstanding: 171  acquitted; 
222 to prison for an average of 6 years; 8 
to the electric chair. The average prison 
time was so low because Chippy did 
not abandon his clients after they were 
sentenced; he had an extraordinary 
record of success before the Parole Board. 
Many of his clients were denizens of 
the Tenderloin, Skid Row, Red Light 
and Chinatown districts of the City 
and could have been Damon Runyon 
creations. For those of us who love war 
stories, there is much here to savor.

Besides providing free legal services 
to those unable to pay, Chippy often 
gave away the fees he did earn. Thus, 
he formed the Patterson Athletic As-
sociation, the purpose of which was to 
pay for the burials of penniless gangsters.

Chippy’s personal life was not untrou-
bled. He and his father became es-
tranged, although his father had tried 
to help him through difficult times. No 
way to untangle all of that now. Suffice 
it to say that when Chippy learned soon 
after his father’s passing that he had been 
disinherited, he graciously remarked, 

“My father left me his good name. No 
son could ask for more.”

He was married only once and then for 
only a short time. He was fond of wom-
en, and they of him. These liaisons were 

never enduring, though his final one 
might have lasted had Chippy not suc-
cumbed to a heart ailment. It appears 
that for Chippy the law was, indeed, “a 
jealous mistress.”

The three worlds of Chippy Patterson 
identified by the author are the world of 
privilege and wealth (where his life be-
gan), the world of criminal defense prac-
tice (where he spent most of his years), 
and the world of the inner man, which 
we are left to divine for ourselves. As to 
the third world, when I put the book 
down, I was reminded of the legendary 
last words of the promiscuous Dutch 
priest Andreas Wouters: “A fornicator 
I always was, but a heretic I never was.” 
(Those words and a Calvinist noose 
earned Wouters sainthood.) Chippy 
could say exactly the same thing. Except 
that his faith was not in things religious, 
but in the American jury system.

I am glad to say that the book is still 
available at a number of local libraries. 
Or a hardback first printing (which is 
what Uncle Bob gave me), which sold for 
$4.50 in 1960, is now available through 
Amazon for $135 (30 times its original 
price). The book’s substantive value, like 
its commercial value, has held up well.

Dennis R. Suplee 
Philadelphia, PA

EDITOR’S NOTE:  The Journal’s policy 
is that it does not review books written 
by Fellows.  Many of us are authors.  But 
let’s be honest.  While some of us are 
good writers, some of us should stick to 
our day jobs.  And rather than have to 
pan some Fellow’s work or, worse, have 
to dissemble with false praise, we simply 
hide behind the policy and decline to re-
view anything.  But we do review books 
written by others that might be of inter-
est to Fellows, and Dennis’ piece here is a 
perfect example, albeit half a century or 
so tardy.




