
Dyer, who has been practicing law 
for 25 years now, has strong support 
from many of his peers in the legal 
profession. They feel his eventual 
elevation to a seat on the Bench would 
send two clear, strong and important 
messages: One, that people can and do 
turn their lives around; and two, due to 
his personal and professional back-

ground, he would bring strong creden-
tials — knowledge, caring, compassion 
and understanding to the Juvenile and/
or District Court Bench. He’s walked 
the walk.

“I first met Rick when I was his 
lawyer his last time around,” said 
David Sobol. “He was sentenced to 
probation.  He had this hard-driving, 

focused personality, and I knew it 
would lead to something good if he 
ever turned his life around, but it 
would kill him if he didn’t. He didn’t 
know how to do anything half-way 
back then, and he still doesn’t.” 

The son of a Brighton (a working-
class neighborhood of Boston) fireman 
and a stay-at-home mom, Dyer had an 

Massachusetts Governor Deval Patrick has already made history by be-
coming the first African-American governor in that state’s history and he may one day 
soon be faced with the opportunity to make history again. He’s being urged to appoint 
former felon Richard Dyer to a Juvenile or District Court judgeship. 
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older brother and three other siblings 
(along with a couple of foster children 
his mother cared for), but he was the 
only child to head down a bad road. 
And he traveled it almost to the end. 
He now feels very fortunate to still be 
alive.

“At eight or nine years old, like a 
most other kids, I began building mod-
el airplanes … but once I got a whiff 
of that glue, man, did I like the way it 
made me feel,” said Dyer. “From there 
I started using psychedelic drugs, this 

was in the late 60s, and by the time I 
was 14, I’d discovered heroin, which 
was all over my neighborhood.  It 
wasn’t long before I wanted nothing 
to do with reality, I just wanted to nod 
off… to be ‘comfortably numb’ as the 
song goes. When I was high on drugs 
I was as big and tough as the guy next 
to me, and as rich as the guy down the 
street.”

To support his habit, which soon 
was growing by leaps and bounds, he 
learned a trade: He became a car thief. 
His best friend Jimmy, who was also 
abusing drugs, became his crime part-
ner.  They’d met an older guy who sup-
plied them with a master key to foreign 
cars like Jaguars, MGs, Triumphs, and 
taught them how to change the vehicle 
identification numbers and make up 
a fraudulent bill of sale. “Back then 
you didn’t need a title in the State of 
Massachusetts to sell a car, so we were 

stealing a couple of cars a week that 
we could sell for $2,000, to $2,500, but 
we were shooting the money up as fast 
as we made it.”   

And of course they started getting 
arrested. “Around the time I first began 
catching cases there were a ton of drug 
programs available. In District Court 
I’d raise my hand and say I was an 
addict and they would immediately put 
me in yet another program … I became 
a master of going from one program 
to the next. I learned how to ‘game’ 

the system. It was a revolving door of 
recidivism.”

Dyer’s life however, filled with 
drugs and booze, began to unravel. “I 
was getting sentenced to six months 
here, eight months there, but as soon as 
I got out I was right back at it. I would 
put anything I could get my hands on 
into my veins. This went on for around 
seven years, and by the time I was 21, 
I lost the use of my legs for awhile… I 
was physically in that bad a shape.”

But he still had to hit rock bottom, 
and that happened while he was in jail. 
“My sister came to visit me and told 
me that Mikey, one of my friends from 
the neighborhood, had gotten killed 
trying to rip some guy off for some 
drugs, and then, not long after that 
Jimmy caught life on a murder beef. 
He’d killed some guy outside a metha-
done clinic. I just knew that I would be 
next. One day, when I heard my name 

called out I thought it was for a visit, 
but when they told me I was going 
in front of the parole board I lost it, I 
froze. I was absolutely terrified they 
were going to release me. I’d become 
institutionalized … I was scared to 
death of going back out in the street, I 
knew I couldn’t make it out there, I’d 
wind up dead.”

It was at that point things began to 
change. “If I could have killed myself 
I would have, but I was too much of 
a coward. But I was given the gift of 

desperation. I had no hope, no faith, 
nothing. That was when a Higher 
Power came into my life.”

After finishing up his six month 
sentence (and acquiring a GED) he 
went to yet another halfway house, 
where his mother, who had never given 
up on him, came to visit.  “My mother 
said to me, ‘Richard, I know how you 
must feel right now, but I want you 
to know that you’re not helpless and 
you’re not hopeless. What I want you 
to do is … I want you to borrow my 
hope until you find your own.’ That 
was it for me … that did it. I’ve heard 
it called many things, a moment of 
clarity, a spiritual awakening, but what-
ever it was, it changed me for good.”

Dyer was familiar with every clean 
and sober program ever devised. “I’d 
gone to them all, but for all of the 
wrong reasons, but this time was dif-

JUDGE CONTINUED ON PAGE 12
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“I tried a bunch of law schools and 
none of them would let me in. 

Finally Northeastern University Law School took a chance 
on me, even though no one thought I’d ever be admitted 

to the bar...But by that time I just wanted to prove 
I had what it takes to make it through...”
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ferent. Instead of hanging around with 
the losers, I hung out with the win-
ners.” He even got a job, became a Big 
Brother, and enrolled in college.

“The first course I took was on alco-
holism, and I got an A. I felt great. And 
then, for the first time in my life I did 
something good for myself: I went and 
bought myself an ice cream cone. It 
was a monumental challenge for me to 
walk into that store because I’d never 
done anything good for myself because 
I never felt as if I deserved anything 
good. Man, I’ll never forget how good 
it made me feel, buying that ice cream, 
as opposed to my being dope-sick and 
waiting for some dealer to meet me in 
some dark alleyway,” he said.

When he got out of the halfway 
house Dyer enrolled in Boston State 
College. “There were all of these good 
people who wanted to help me, who 
wanted to see me become success-
ful, and I soaked it up like a sponge. 
Acquiring knowledge made me feel 
great, I just loved it.”  Once he discov-
ered night school he tore through the 
four-year program in two and a half 
years, and graduated with the honor of 
“Scholar of College.”

After graduation he began work-
ing for a prisoners’ rights program, but 
within a year some of the people he 
worked with began encouraging him 
to go to law school. “I told them that 
with my eight or 10 felonies and half 
dozen misdemeanors, I didn’t think I’d 
be able to go to law school … but they 
thought otherwise. So I tried a bunch 
of law schools and none of them would 
let me in. Finally Northeastern Univer-
sity Law School took a chance on me, 
even though no one thought I’d ever 
be admitted to the bar, even if I could 
pass the exams. But by that time I just 
wanted to prove I had what it takes to 

make it through, to earn the degree, 
I wasn’t concerned with what came 
next.”

While in law school the same judge 
who had sentenced Dyer to his last 
number (and had written a letter of 
recommendation to help him get into 
law school) also helped him pursue 
and secure a governor’s pardon in 
1983, a rare feat in Massachusetts. But, 
although he graduated from law school 
with flying colors, he failed the bar 
exam … a couple of times.

“I had to go before the State Board 
of Bar Overseers, and they wouldn’t 

tell me if I was going to be admitted, 
even if I passed the exam,” said Dyer. 
“But I eventually did pass, but there 
were a lot of people who were saying 
‘no’, I didn’t deserve to be a lawyer. 
So the Board wouldn’t rule on it, they 
kicked it up to the Massachusetts Su-
preme Court, and the Court was split.”

But then, what can only be de-
scribed as a Divine Intervention oc-
curred. The Supreme Court, for some 
reason, reversed itself and Richard 
Dyer was admitted to the practice of 
law in the State of Massachusetts. 

Attorney Victoria Kelleher said, 
“Rick Dyer brings all of his life experi-
ences with him. He finds some very 

creative ways to offer safe and sane 
solutions to some real tough cases 
involving juveniles. I don’t know that 
I’ve ever met another lawyer with the 
skills he has in these types of cases.”   

As a practicing attorney Dyer fig-
ures he owes a whole bunch of people 
a hell of a lot, and he works diligently 
everyday trying to pay it forward. 
“I go into prisons two or three times 
some weeks, and do a lot of work in 
Juvenile Court. I’m always preaching 
about education, since it was the way 
out for me. But in a way I was a lucky 
one … I’d been raised by this strong 
mother and father, so I had some home 
training, something to go back to when 
I got my head straight. A lot of these 
kids I work with today, they don’t 
have that, they never have had a stable 
environment. Some of them are trying 
to go to school while being raised by 
two junkies. I know a little bit about 
that, so I know how to bring a different 
perspective to some tough situations.” 

Patrick “Pat” Casey was a long-
time heroin abuser when he met Dyer 
a couple of years ago. “I’d been in 
and out of the joint since I was 18, 
every time for a crime related to my 
addiction. Meeting Rick turned my 
life around. I’ve had more lawyers 
represent me than I can count, but he 
was the first one who could relate to 
me. After he told me his story, he put 
his hand on my shoulder and told me 
that I wasn’t destined to be a loser, that 
I could be a winner … he made me, 
for the first time, believe in myself. He 
went the extra mile for me … no way 
am I going to let him down.”  

And that’s why some members of 
the State Bar feel Richard Dyer can 
make a real difference and why Gov. 
Patrick should want to bring his knowl-
edge and wisdom to the Bench. Dyer 
said, “It’s all about giving back, about 
being of service to the community.” 
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“I’ve had more lawyers 
represent me than I can count, 

but he was the first one 
who could relate to me…

he made me, 
for the first time, 

believe in myself.”
– Patrick “Pat” Casey
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