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				About the Book

				Leo Maxwell grew up in the shadow of his older brother, Teddy, a successful yet reviled criminal defence attorney, who racked up enemies as fast as he racked up acquittals.

				The two are at lunch when Teddy is shot, the gunman escaping through a crowd. As Teddy lies in a coma, Leo realises that the search for his brother’s shooter falls upon him, as Teddy’s enemies are not just among his criminal clients but embedded within the police department as well . . .

				Leo must navigate the seedy underbelly of San Francisco, but the deeper he digs into his brother’s life, the more questions arise: about Teddy and his estranged ex-wife, about the ethics of Teddy’s career, and about the murder that tore their family apart decades ago. And somewhere, the person who shot Leo’s brother is still on the loose, and there are many who would happily kill Leo in order to keep it that way.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				About the Author

				Lachlan Smith is a civil rights lawyer whose work has appeared in the Best New American Voices series. He lives in Tuscaloosa, Alabama and Bear is Broken is his debut novel.
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				Chapter One

				This is how it happens. I am standing on the sidewalk with my brother, Teddy, while he listens to this morning’s phone messages. We are outside Coruna, where Teddy always eats when he’s in trial at 400 McAllister, the Civic Center courthouse, which has increasingly been forced to receive the overflow from San Francisco’s criminal docket at 850 Bryant, down under the elevated freeway eight and a half blocks south of Market.

				Message after message, client after client, he listens long enough to identify the caller, then deletes. It is 1999, and cellular telephones have only recently become universal accessories. Teddy is one of the few private criminal defense lawyers I know who gives out his cell number to clients. I’m not sure why, since he never answers the phone and always deletes the messages before he hears them.

				It’s the last week of November and warm as summer, the kind of day people think of when they imagine how it must be to live in California. I got my bar results last Friday and took the attorney’s oath Monday morning.

				I thought Teddy might at least take me to dinner, give me some subtle but unmistakable sign that, in his eyes, I’ve become someone. In wishful daydreams I imagine him leading me to the empty office beside his own, unused since he and Jeanie split two years ago, and telling me, ‘This is yours now, kid. Try to remember how ignorant you are and you might make a good lawyer. Now you’re just a half-trained monkey in a suit, but with God’s help someday you’ll be a man.’ My brother often talks like this, although he hasn’t done anything so magnanimous as offer to bring me into his practice. Jeanie’s office is still locked, her unwanted stuff still boxed up in there, the desk coated with dust, and I am still my brother’s monkey boy, as he calls me, and it does not occur to him to trust me with any task more complicated than filing papers with the court clerk’s office. My workspace is a precarious corner of Teddy’s desk, with hardly room to balance a legal pad.

				I catch the sound of a woman’s quavering voice serving up unheard entreaty; then Teddy hits DELETE one last time and slides the phone into his pocket. The car is coming, though neither of us can know to look for it. It must have already turned off Market onto McAllister. Probably it’s waiting in the throng of noontime traffic behind the red light at Leavenworth. My brother stabs out his cigarette in the sand bucket and turns to me with a sardonic look, as if to say, You’re still here? I open the heavy door of the restaurant, wait for a group to come out, then nod to Teddy, and follow him in.

				The hostess smiles at him, and he leans in close to whisper something into her ear, looking past her with a wolfish smile. I don’t know what he says, but it causes her to blush, her hand going to the base of her jaw as she turns to lead us to our table, giving Teddy a smile and a hand on the shoulder as she does so. At two hundred fifty pounds, you would think my brother would have lost some of his attractiveness to women; you’d also think he would be slow on the tennis court, but on both counts you would be wrong. My brother reminds me of one of those glamorous movie stars starting to go to seed, a bloated Brando or Welles. A brilliance realized most fully in its decadent form.

				He is brilliant – no one doubts that. Through win after win Teddy has become one of the most sought-after criminal defense lawyers in northern California.

				He likes Coruna for precisely the reason many other lawyers avoid it: At lunchtime it’s packed with city hall types, people who come to see and be seen. A juror or two invariably wanders in, and there’s my brother sitting at his table in this upstanding establishment as calmly and seriously as if he hasn’t any doubt of winning the case, as if he’s already won, his briefcase unopened on the bench beside him. He hasn’t explained this to me, but after four months of shadowing him and doing what he calls his monkey work, I’m beginning to understand.

				The waitress comes, and Teddy orders what he always orders, the Caesar salad with double anchovies and a glass of cabernet. I get the club sandwich and fries. We were up half the night practicing his closing statement, and my head feels stuffed with cotton. Almost as soon as Teddy begins the argument he will abandon his prepared script, yet he’s compulsive about certain things, treating preparation as a superstitious ritual, like the extra anchovies on his salad or our father’s cuff links on his wrists.

				The shooter must be out of the car now, crossing the street to the restaurant, the driver continuing around the block to the parking lot that adjoins the back patio. We hear nothing, see nothing. We wait for our food. Teddy looks up with a smile. You wouldn’t know he got only four hours of sleep. He looks animated, fresh. He has evidently decided to be charming. The shooter must be coming through the door now, walking toward us between the tables in the crowded dining room. ‘I ought to let you close this one,’ Teddy says, tilting his head and giving me a pondering look. I know he must be kidding – he hasn’t let me so much as question a foundational witness or even be alone in a room with one of his clients – but I feel a rush of warmth. It’s only a scrap he has thrown me, but it gives me a fleeting giddiness to finally be recognized by my brother as a fellow lawyer, a member of the California bar, someone who in theory could stand up and give this afternoon’s closing argument in his place.

				And now the stranger has come up behind me. Aiming over my shoulder, he shoots my brother in the head.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter Two

				My ear was still ringing, and the fabric of my suit was starting to stiffen. The smell was in my nostrils, and the taste was in my mouth, as if I’d been drinking from a rusty can. I hadn’t even seen the guy, and the shot was so close that I didn’t really hear it, like a punch to the head, but I hadn’t been touched. All I saw was my brother. I didn’t realize Teddy had been shot. I didn’t know what had happened.

				The police were there within minutes. I was sitting on the floor with my brother’s head in my lap. Then someone was coaxing me up, pulling me by the arms, while two paramedics wearing latex gloves moved in to take my place.

				I sat very still in the chair where the cops propped me, my eyes on the back of the paramedic kneeling beside my brother, working on him.

				‘He didn’t even blink, he just kept walking,’ I heard. ‘Did you hear a car squeal its tires back there?’ A woman was sobbing, but soon the police got the diners out of there. I gathered that the killer, a man in a Giants cap and sunglasses, wearing a heavy sweatshirt and baggy pants, had walked in, calmly pulled a nine-millimeter handgun, and shot my brother before Teddy or I had a chance to see the weapon. He then put away the gun and, walking slightly faster, proceeded through the restaurant and out the back door to the patio, where he hopped the low fence and jumped into a waiting car.

				They kept trying to get me out of there, but I wouldn’t budge. I would have fought them rather than be moved from where Teddy was. I’d walked in there with my brother, and it looked like I was going to walk out alone.

				Teddy had raised me, more or less, getting me out of bed and off to school each morning from the Potrero Hill apartment where we’d lived with a series of housekeepers after our mother died and our father went to prison, while Teddy worked to establish his practice. He was twelve years older than I was and my only close relative unless you counted our father serving a life sentence across San Francisco Bay at San Quentin. We didn’t.

				They had Teddy on the stretcher and were lifting him, no easy task. It took four paramedics, one at each corner, plus a fifth to hold the oxygen mask, and a sixth with the IV bag. I tried to stand up but my legs wouldn’t hold me. There was a pair of bricks in my chest where my lungs should have been. I wanted to go with him but I couldn’t.

				Two men in suits, one black and thin, the other husky and redheaded, with badges around their necks and guns at their waists, stood near the pool of blood on the floor pointing out details to each other. They wore thin blue latex gloves. As my lungs opened and I breathed the sweet air of life, the black detective prodded the white one and the white one came over to me, stripping off his gloves and offering me his right hand.

				‘You’re the brother?’

				‘Where are they taking him?’ I didn’t know what I wanted from him, but the need was powerful.

				‘Think you’d be up to riding down to the station and giving one of the technicians there a composite?’

				‘A what?’ I said, though I knew what he meant. ‘I need to go wherever they’re taking Teddy.’

				‘A composite drawing. From your description of the shooter.’ He flipped open a notebook. ‘Black, white, brown?’

				‘I didn’t see him. He was behind me.’

				‘You didn’t look to see who shot your brother?’

				‘I was looking at my brother.’

				He flipped the notebook closed. ‘So you didn’t see anything?’

				A thought passed through his eyes, like the sun breaking through clouds.

				‘Or you didn’t want to see anything.’ Nothing in his face had changed, but his eyes became venomous.

				He didn’t believe me. He thought I was stonewalling. It was as if he assumed that Teddy or I had a dirty secret, that any defense attorney who got shot probably got what was coming to him. ‘That was my brother they just carried out of here. You don’t think I would tell you what I saw?’

				I noticed the black detective shoot the white one a glance.

				‘All right, all right,’ the one I was talking to said. ‘You say you didn’t see anything, then I agree, you didn’t see anything.’ He lifted a pair of linebacker’s shoulders, then let them fall. ‘There are plenty of people who did.’

				‘You got a name, Detective?’

				He was of that pink complexion that registers the slightest change in blood-vessel dilation as a flush. If he was embarrassed at having treated me so brusquely, his face gave no sign. ‘Anderson.’ He handed me his card.

				There seemed to be some confusion. Two men in blue jumpsuits with MEDICAL EXAMINER patches had wheeled in a gurney. Now they stood looking at the mess and the blood, clearly thinking, Where’s the body? There’s supposed to be a body here. For some reason they hadn’t gotten the information they needed, that, alive or dead, Teddy was in the ambulance.

				They exchanged glances and by wordless assent went to sit at one of the tables. Maybe they thought the body might be coming back, and they should wait for it. Not yet, I wanted to tell them, he’s not dead yet. The table had been abandoned just after the food arrived, giving the former occupants time to take only a bite or two. Two orders of burgers and fries. One of the ME’s men eyed the plate before him. After a moment I watched his hand dart down and seize a fry while the man’s head swiveled lazily toward the window. The head seemed to have no inkling of what the hand was doing, even as the hand popped the french fry into its mouth. An instant later it struck again. This time, on its way to the mouth the hand managed to swipe the french fry in a pool of ketchup.

				My stomach lurched. The room was wavering, sweat filming on my forehead.

				The detective had to repeat his question: ‘Your brother seem worried about anything recently? Like he knew someone had it in for him?’

				‘No,’ I said.

				‘Any conversations that sounded strange to you? Unexplained meetings?’

				‘No,’ I said, and realized this was wrong only after I said it. There had been something, but instinctively I held it back. Anderson wouldn’t have given a damn for my reasons.

				‘You spend much time with your brother?’

				‘Every day for the last four months, since August, after I took the bar exam. I’ve been shadowing him.’

				‘Thinking of following in your brother’s footsteps?’

				‘Hoping to.’

				He made a noise in his throat and stepped back, studying me with his head tilted, disapproving of what he saw, and wanting me to know it. Most cops, along with a substantial crosssection of American society, do not differentiate between the criminal and the lawyer who defends him, and I could see that Anderson was of this stripe.

				‘So tell me, Counselor,’ he said, and through my grief I felt the same confused rush of professional pride I’d felt in those seconds just before Teddy was shot, when he made that joke about me giving the closing argument. ‘When we catch the scumbags who did this, what should we do with them?’

				I just looked up at him from where I sat in my chair, covered in my brother’s blood.

				‘Suppress the evidence? Maybe these bullet casings? Maybe the gun if we manage to find it? Maybe suppress the confession if we grab one of these guys and he talks before we finish reading him his Miranda rights? Maybe after that we should just let these animals plead to disturbing the peace?’

				He was watching me closely.

				‘No, I didn’t think so,’ he went on. ‘Just remember this the next time you’re in court trying to embarrass some honest cop, make him look as bad as the shitbag you’re trying to defend. Remember what it feels like to be a victim, pal.’

				I sat looking at him in astonishment. He watched me for a moment more, then gave a dismissive shake of his head. Turning away, he suddenly turned back. ‘Let me see that card again.’

				I was still holding the card, and I handed it to him. He scrawled on the back. ‘This is my home number and my cell. The city has killed off the very idea of overtime, but I want you to call me when you decide you want to remember something. And I mean right away. It doesn’t matter if it’s nighttime or daytime or if the goddamn state is sliding off into the Pacific Ocean. Your brother defended the scum of the earth, and he ruined a lot of good cops, and I will personally piss on his grave as soon as they get him in the ground, which isn’t fast enough for me, I shit you not. And just to shove it up his ass I’m going to find the people who did this, and I’m going to give the DA a case so tight even your brother couldn’t get that tiny little dick of his inside it, and I’m going to make sure the people who did this go to prison. I don’t care that your brother probably did something to deserve what he got, that he had it coming from eight different directions. Whatever shit he was into, you can be damn sure I’ll be in it. This is my city, and no one’s going to light up a restaurant a block and a half from city hall and get away with it.’

				He finished writing on the back of the card, then flicked it at me. It hit my chest and slid down into my lap, where my hand caught and clutched at it. ‘I’ll need a list of your brother’s clients. You can fax it to me at the number on the card.’ He turned away, and all of a sudden his face was blank, placid. His partner, still standing over the crime scene, met my eyes with a rueful smile and gave me a long, slow shake of the head, as if to say, There he goes again.

				‘Officer, drive this man to San Francisco General Hospital,’ Anderson said to one of the uniformed officers milling over near the bar.

				The medical examiner’s men were just finishing the hamburgers.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter Three

				Teddy would have taken heart from that little scene. I have never known a person to thrive on confrontation as he did. What makes that so especially remarkable is that I have no memory of my brother losing his temper or raising his voice in anger, not even when I was provoking him, giving him every reason to shout at me. I’m talking about those dark years when Teddy was establishing his legal reputation, and I was fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, living behind a wall of punk-rock music and cannabis and focusing my considerable store of anger, confusion, and resentment onto him.

				The detective’s feelings were no surprise. Teddy was the lawyer responsible for the now infamous acquittal of Ricky Santorez, who four years ago killed two San Francisco police officers as they served a search warrant on his Mission District home. The DA charged Santorez with murder, but Teddy argued that the cops had failed to follow departmental procedure and that Santorez did not know they were police officers when he picked up his illegal assault rifle and fired a fusillade at the men breaking down his door. One of the more notorious acquittals in the city since the Twinkie defense, the case sparked outrage. For several weeks after the verdict, the press and the city power structure made out my brother to be public enemy number one.

				I followed the uniformed cop out into the early afternoon sunlight. In the car he didn’t try to make conversation, either out of respect for me or knowledge of who my brother was.

				It was as if they’d brought Teddy home. That’s because after my mother’s death we’d lived for several years not four blocks from the hospital. Returning to the neighborhood only strengthened the certainty in the pit of my stomach that he was going to die.

				People turned to look at me as I walked into the emergency room. My clothes. Not to mention the way I was moving – too slowly for that busy place. The emergency room at San Francisco General is the collection point for the city’s misery and violence, a place of blood and weeping. People looking more or less like me walked into that waiting room every day. Probably not many of them were wearing suits, though.

				At noon on an autumn Wednesday the waiting room was not at its fullest. I went to the desk and asked after my brother. The nurse seemed to know who I was before I spoke. The clothes again. ‘Teddy Maxwell?’ she asked. ‘I’ll get a doctor out to talk to you.’

				She lifted a phone, and I heard a page.

				A young resident appeared after a few minutes, pulling down his mask with one hand while offering me the other. He introduced himself as Dr Singh and told me that they were resuscitating my brother, trying to get his blood pressure and oxygen up. If they stabilized him, he would undergo an emergency CAT scan, then surgery if the doctors thought it was warranted.

				‘Warranted?’

				He hesitated. ‘If they think your brother has any chance of recovery.’ The good news, he went on, was that either Teddy had moved at the last instant or the shooter had terrible aim, because the path of the bullet had been glancing, and only Teddy’s right frontal lobe appeared to have been damaged, leaving the rest of the brain intact. That was how it looked from the outside, anyway. Only after a CAT scan would they know for sure. ‘Realistically, for patients with this type of injury, the survival rate is below ten percent. His chances depend on how responsive he appears in the next few days and on whether we’re able to control the pressure in his brain.’

				He stretched the paper mask back over his face and disappeared back through the doors.

				I used my brand-new cell phone to call Jeanie, Teddy’s ex-wife and former partner. I left messages on her cell, her home answering machine, and on her voice mail at the Contra Costa County Public Defender Office. This last had a message saying that she’d be out of the office until Monday. When I rang the front desk they had no idea where she was or how she could be reached. I called Teddy’s office and left a message for Tanya, his secretary, who took long lunches and might conceivably not return, since she’d be expecting us to be in trial the rest of the afternoon.

				There was no one else I could think to call. Few of my friends knew Teddy. I’d formed a habit early on of dividing my life into compartments, each hermetically sealed from the others – the effect of having a father in prison, I suppose. I could have called my cycling friends, or my law school friends, or the few friends I still kept in touch with from high school. People always come through when you need them – but then I would have had to admit needing someone.

				Around two o’clock a hurried-looking doctor, not Singh but another resident, came to tell me that Teddy had just been taken into emergency surgery to remove a blood clot. At six the same guy returned to tell me that Teddy was out of surgery. I would be able to see him in a few hours, whenever he was moved from recovery into a regular room. He was on a respirator, with minimal brain activity, and I should prepare myself for the chance that he would be dead before morning. The doctor spoke with the clipped bluntness of someone who disliked the human aspects of his job.

				Sitting alone, thumbing through the same grubby six-month-old magazines I’d already thumbed through once, I realized that my brother was going to die. My skin crawled. I was afraid, and I didn’t even know of what – seeing him hooked up to machines, I guess, all his weakness so terribly obvious.

				I stood and walked straight out through the front entrance and into a cab that had just let off an elderly woman. ‘Civic Center,’ I told the driver. Maybe some part of me thought that I could go back to Coruna, sit at our table, and finish our lunch.

				The cab let me off on Market Street, and I nearly stepped in front of a Muni streetcar when a pedestrian grabbed my arm and yanked me back to the curb. I didn’t hear what the person said to me, or how I replied, if I did. When I came back to myself, I was in the gaudy rococo elevator heading up to my brother’s fifth-floor office down at Mission and Sixth.

				It was only when I got to the office door that I remembered Teddy hadn’t given me a key. I stood outside the door and laid my forehead against the cool pebbled glass. Why couldn’t he just have made me a key? He must have been afraid that once I got in, I wouldn’t leave, that I would contrive some way of making him let me stay on after I passed the bar. And to be perfectly honest, I suppose that was my intention.

				I don’t know how long I stood there, but when I opened my eyes again the light was different. It was dusk. The ding of the elevator brought me to my senses. I just had time to square my shoulders before Tanya came toward me in her hip-hugging skirt, her body perched forward atop ultrahigh heels. As she walked she fumbled in her purse for her keys.

				She nearly ran into me, then gave a start. She stood looking at me in frozen horror, then seized my arm so hard that I felt her nails almost meeting through the layers of flesh and clothing. She opened the door and pushed me into the office.

				Tanya was five feet four inches tall, and amply padded. Her body and face were a testament to years of ill use. Her hair was bleached blonde, a puffy helmet that drooped over her eyes. Her shapeless body was contained by undersized skirts, blouses, and undergarments. At some point her nose had been broken and badly reset. It was hard to imagine that there had ever been anything tantalizing about her, but before her rehabilitation at Teddy’s hands she’d made her living on the street. I had no doubt that even now a man could meet a quick end by surprising her at the wrong moment.

				‘I went over to the courthouse,’ she said. ‘They sent the jury home.’

				‘Teddy’s in the hospital. He’s not expected to make it. Someone shot him in the head at Coruna.’

				‘Well, I can see that,’ she said, raising her voice in outrage and incomprehension.

				I looked down, then smelled myself. My hands were shaking too badly again to be of use to me. I got my jacket off okay but couldn’t manage the shirt buttons. Tanya stood there watching me, her hands at her sides. The shirt was ruined. I grabbed it by the lapels and yanked downward, popping off the buttons, like Superman casting off his secret identity, but I was the same person underneath. Just Leo.

				Her eyes went straight to the tattoo. They registered no emotion, no reaction, but they were fixed, almost entranced. Probably she didn’t realize what she was seeing, but part of her saw, and later she’d remember. On my upper left arm I have a fist-sized rendering of the Batman symbol, the stylized bat inside the oval. This is the symbol Gotham City sends into the nighttime clouds by spotlight whenever the Dark Knight is needed. I got it when I was seventeen and beset by the conviction that my life couldn’t keep going the way it had been going, that without change I might do something crazy, hurt myself or someone else.

				When I got the tattoo I was in need of strength and protection, and somehow it worked. It still works. Whenever I’m feeling beleaguered or inadequate or wronged, I have only to think of that tattoo beneath my shirt, and I am suffused with peace and strength, as if my true powers are a secret I’ve been keeping from the world.

				The tattoo changed nothing, of course; it was just the outward sign of changes I’d begun to make in myself. I got it around the same time I bought my first racing bike and began riding on Saturday mornings instead of moping around the apartment or hanging out in Golden Gate Park and smoking dope, waiting for something bad to happen. Cycling wasn’t a purpose in life, but it helped me blow off steam. And it got me out of my self-created prison. The summer after I graduated from high school I bought a used mountain bike and, with a friend, rode through California, Oregon, and Washington, then took the ferry to Alaska.

				I had no other clothes at the office. This was my only suit. ‘I need you to go out and buy me slacks and a shirt. Can you do that?’

				Tanya didn’t answer. She was still staring at my arm, and her gaze had turned derisive.

				‘Tanya.’ I wanted to snap my fingers in her face. ‘Please, there are things I need to be doing, things I need to take care of, people I need to talk to, and I have to be back at the hospital as soon as possible. Please,’ I repeated. ‘I’ll give you my credit card. Just go to Men’s Wearhouse.’

				Her gaze slowly rose to my face as if she were seeing me for the first time, not understanding who I was or what I was doing here. Then she reached out and took the card.

				I wrote out my measurements, and with a doubtful backward glance she left me standing there, feeling too soiled to sit, though it hadn’t bothered me at the hospital, and too distraught to think of spreading a newspaper over a chair.

				As I waited, I replayed the past few days. I wondered if I really had noticed something or if it was just hindsight playing tricks on my imagination. And if what I’d noticed was meaningful, I wondered if I should tell the cops about it.

				What I was thinking of had occurred a week ago, during one of the recesses in the prosecution’s portion of my brother’s current trial, the one in which he was supposed to give his closing argument this afternoon. It was a domestic violence trial, an ugly case. Ellis Bradley was a middle-aged man whose wife, Lorlee, had accused him of raping her. Teddy had successfully defended Bradley ten years ago on a battery rap; there was almost a cozy atmosphere in the pen each morning as he and Teddy sat together going over the day’s strategy like two old friends. I tried not to let it bother me that Teddy seemed easier and more natural with a client accused of a violent crime than he was with me, his own brother.

				After Lorlee had finished describing what Ellis had done to her, the judge called a ten-minute recess. I’d gathered the heavy trial binders in my arms and followed Teddy to one of the small conference rooms just outside the courtroom.

				As we came down the aisle, a small, muscular man stood up in the back row. This was Car, the private investigator Teddy used in all his most important cases. Car’s neck was covered with abstract tattoo work of tangled foliage, and he carried so little fat on his body that his face might have been sculpted by a flint knapper. He looked about nineteen, but in his eyes you could see many more miles than that. He had a knack for tearing apart the work of law enforcement, going back over ground the police had covered and spotting inconsistencies they’d glossed over, evidence they’d missed or disregarded, the seemingly harmless but potentially meaningful lies they’d told to cover the inevitable shortcuts in their investigations. When he succeeded, Car’s reward was to play a starring role as Teddy’s chief witness. When Car testified, Teddy usually won.

				That day he was wearing his standard uniform of black jeans and high-tops and a brown hooded sweatshirt, his wallet attached to his belt by a chain. Over at 850 Bryant he fit right in. You wouldn’t look twice. He might be a defendant waiting for a court appearance or a plainclothes cop waiting to testify. Here at Civic Center, where the typical fare was multimillion-dollar asbestos cases, where the hallways were floored in marble and the courtrooms were oak-paneled visions of civic taste, with not a scrawled gang symbol in sight, anyone not wearing at least a five-hundred-dollar suit looked out of place.

				Car had fallen into step with Teddy, forcing me to drop back. He put his arm at the small of Teddy’s back and leaned in close to whisper something that made my brother draw himself up and shoot Car a look. They went on out through the doors.

				Dumping the trial binders in the conference room, I’d followed them. The hallway in a courthouse is a terrible place to have any kind of private conversation, and they were making for the stairwell. The windows to my left showed the gold dome of city hall, the parking lot, and kids’ playground in back. My brother glanced back furtively as they went through the door. If he saw me, his face didn’t show it.

				I was stopped a foot from the door by an explosion of curses from Car. ‘Well, you’ve got to fix it,’ my brother said. My hand was on the handle but I didn’t open it. I heard a series of angry, stomping footsteps coming up: my brother’s. Then I heard Car’s lighter steps going down a flight below, all but running, a final loudly spoken ‘God damn!’ and the echoing report of the fire door slamming against the wall at the bottom three flights down.

				My brother was just on the other side of the door. I heard him breathing deeply, as if catching his wind after mild exertion. I waited for him to appear, but he didn’t move. After a moment I turned away as if I’d forgotten something and walked back toward the courtroom.

				I was sitting in the conference room when Teddy came in a moment later, looking calm and composed, as if he and Car had just been having a quick strategy consultation. He sat next to me, pulled a binder toward him, and began taking out documents he thought would be useful in his cross-examination of Lorlee. He was about to confront her with the fact that she’d supposedly told her best friend, Sharla, who happened to be sleeping with Ellis, that she’d fabricated the rape charges to get custody of the children.

				When we went back into the courtroom it was the Wild West. Sharla, Teddy’s only witness, fell apart under the DA’s cross, coming across as a skank and a sneak and a liar, and Teddy accused Lorlee of lying when he recalled her for questioning, after Sharla testified about the phone conversations in which Lorlee admitted to fabricating the rape story. ‘So you told nothing but the truth in your testimony here,’ he said, then reminded Lorlee of her oath, asking if she understood that perjury was a crime. Then he went into her reasons to lie, the divorce she and Ellis were going through, her admitted desire to deny him custody of their children.

				It was a pretty typical case, so I didn’t think anymore about what happened or didn’t happen in the stairwell until my brother was lying in the hospital with a hole in his head.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Chapter Four

				The phone rang three times before my grief-addled brain registered the sound. I was going to let it ring, but then I picked up. ‘Law office,’ I said, because that was what Tanya always said when she answered. My voice sounded like the voices you sometimes hear between elevator floors.

				There was a tremendous amount of noise in the background on the other end of the line, shouts and echoes reverberating off concrete. ‘Who’s that? Monkey Boy?’

				It was Ellis Bradley calling from the lockup down at 850 Bryant.

				I flushed. I hadn’t ever heard Teddy use that nickname in front of him. ‘Yeah, Mr Bradley, it’s Leo.’

				‘Okay, I only got five minutes, so listen close. They brought me back over here after lunch, said no court this afternoon. So I’m sweating, wondering what’s going on with my trial that all of a sudden there’s no court and no lawyer to tell me why. When I get back in here I’m hearing lots of stories, the kind I don’t want to believe. So you tell me straight. What happened to your brother?’

				‘A guy walked into the restaurant at lunchtime and shot him. Right in front of me. Shot him in the head. He’s probably going to die.’

				Ellis let out a long, wondering exhalation. ‘I am sorry to hear that, Monkey Boy. Real sorry. Your brother’s the best. Ask anyone in here. I can’t take a leak in here without some dude asking for his number.’

				‘I thought they had it written on the wall in there.’

				‘Yeah, they keep erasing it, changing the numbers. The ones who know your brother, they want to cut out the competition.’

				‘It’s a hard world,’ I said, but Ellis didn’t deserve my attitude. It was only natural for him to worry about his situation. The shooting meant he would have to find a new lawyer, who’d be forced to retry the case from the beginning. I doubted the evidence would come out as well for him the second time around. The DA wouldn’t be caught by surprise by Sharla’s testimony this time, that was for sure. Bradley had paid Teddy his cash retainer rather than try to make bail. I doubted he’d be able to afford to go to trial with the new lawyer, who would likely do little more than negotiate with the DA for the best plea bargain he could get. The DA would have him over a barrel.

				We had to wait for some echoes to die away before either of us was able to hear the other. This was all too much to break to Ellis over the phone. I would have to sit down with him face-to-face and explain the situation, and his options. I would need to do this for all Teddy’s clients who were in jail awaiting trial or sentencing or something else. I didn’t feel in any shape to give legal advice, but someone would have to pick up the pieces of Teddy’s practice.

				‘Look, Mr Bradley, I’m going to come see you tonight or tomorrow. We need to talk about what’s going to happen with your case now that Teddy isn’t going to be able to continue, and there’s too much to cover over the phone. I want to assure you that I’m going to do what I can to help you find another lawyer. A good one.’

				‘I know you will, Leo. I’m sorry to trouble you at a time like this, with your brother lying in the hospital. You want to be with your people. But I’m in a bad situation here. I don’t think I can go through this all over again.’

				‘I understand. We’ll talk. I’ll be seeing you soon.’

				I ended the call, then dialed the hospital, and learned that Teddy was now in the recovery room. He wouldn’t be allowed any visitors until the morning, starting at six. I left my cell phone number, then dialed Jeanie again, hoping that she’d heard the news, that I wouldn’t have to be the one to break it to her. I was relieved when the call went to voice mail. I left a second message telling her that Teddy was out of surgery and clinging to life, that no one would be able to see him until morning, and that she could reach me at his office.

				I hung up and went to stand in the window. My people, Ellis had said. The very idea was like a foreign concept. Who should I be with now, I wondered – Jeanie? The guys from my cycling club? Around my normal friends, the very idea of Teddy seemed unreal.

				Even at the height of the dot-com boom, the neighborhood around Teddy’s office was mostly free clinics, residence hotels, and liquor stores. This time of year the sun hit the west side of Sixth midmorning, the east side midafternoon, rousing the homeless from their doorways. In the evenings from Teddy’s window we watched the hookers parade toward the feeding grounds at Tenth and Mission. Those are some of the unfortunates on whose shoulders Teddy built his practice in the early years, when much of his income came from court appointments on cases where the public defender’s office had declared a conflict of interest.

				The area is considered a dangerous neighborhood, but there’s danger and then there’s danger. You can come to feel a grudging affection for the drunks and addicts, the stink and the noise and the squalor. I know Teddy did. He made a life for himself among those people and their problems. The city you live in comes to feel like a projection of yourself, mirroring both your aspirations to splendor and your darkness. In the same way that Teddy felt more comfortable with clients than he did with ordinary people, even his own brother, I know that Teddy only really felt at home in those parts of the city avoided by others.

				Not that he lived in such a place. He and Jeanie had been building a house in Contra Costa County, in the hippie enclave of Canyon, over the first range of East Bay hills. The divorce two years ago had interrupted construction. Teddy had left the house as it stood, half-finished and barely habitable. He worked late most nights and often missed the last BART train. He kept a room at one of the neighborhood residence hotels, the Seward – the manager was a former client who’d given him the room in lieu of a fee – and on nights when he didn’t make the train, he’d sleep there, oblivious to the noise of the drunks, junkies, and prostitutes.

				I heard the rattle of the elevator, then the clacking of Tanya’s heels in the hall. She came in wiping her eyes, with a vinyl suit bag over her shoulder. She’d gone to Nordstrom instead of Men’s Wearhouse, and she’d bought me a suit and two shirts instead of a shirt and slacks. ‘They had a sale,’ she said, handing me the credit card and receipt.

				Even on sale the suit had cost seven hundred dollars.

				‘Teddy bought all his suits at Nordstrom,’ she said.

				There was nothing for me to do but change if I expected to go out in public. I borrowed one of Teddy’s ties from the closet, then went back out front and asked Tanya to pin up the unhemmed pant legs.

				‘Men’s Wearhouse,’ she said with a sniff of disdain.

				While she knelt beside me I asked her to get together the list of Teddy’s clients for Detective Anderson. Though I’d decided not to tell Anderson about that argument in the stairwell, at least not until I knew what it was about, I intended to do everything else in my power to help him find the shooter. It seemed to me that the client list was the logical place to start.

				She was holding a pin in her mouth as I spoke. There was a frozen moment in which neither of us moved a muscle. Then with a sharp inward breath she took the pin and jabbed it hard into the top of my foot. I jumped back away from her, hopping on one foot to avoid stepping on the other unpinned leg.

				‘Are you out of your mind?’ she asked, rising and taking a menacing step toward me.

				I stepped backward again, my hands up. ‘He wasn’t running a candy store. They can’t all be satisfied customers.’

				She was still advancing, still holding the pin, her eyes making little darting movements to different parts of my body, her shoulders rigid, as if she might strike again at any moment. ‘We’re not giving the police any list,’ she said in a low voice. ‘We’re not giving them anything from this office. Until Teddy recovers, I’m in charge of this law practice, and you’d better do as I say, or you’ll get a lot worse than you already got. Monkey Boy.’

				I flushed. ‘Don’t you think Teddy’s killer is probably connected to a case?’

				Her voice came from deep in her throat. ‘Teddy’s clients loved him. No matter how their cases turned out, he always did right by them, and they knew it.’ She had taken up a position between me and the tall oak filing cabinets, indicating her willingness to defend Teddy’s secrets with violence.

				‘It’s not just about the clients. What about witnesses, victims? Someone Teddy might have humiliated, somebody who thinks they didn’t get justice.’ There was a person like that in literally every case, a whole sorry trail of Lorlees littering my brother’s career. My foot was throbbing but I didn’t want to acknowledge it. Passing the bar exam had not prepared me to deal with a legal assistant who resorted to corporal discipline in matters of attorney–client ethics.

				‘Teddy always did right by his clients,’ she repeated, ‘and now you want to have the cops all up in their business, busting them for no reason. People who are just trying to put the past behind them.’ Her voice kept breaking. She might have been speaking of herself. ‘You know what the cops are going to do with that list. You give them the names, they’ll start busting doors, bringing people in for parole violations, probation violations, bullshit charges, busting them for whatever they’ve got in their pockets, anything they can think of to haul someone in and lock him up. That way they can pretend to be doing something, but in reality they’re just undoing all your brother’s work, getting back at him for all the times he made cops look like morons. That’s how you want your brother to be remembered, as a lawyer who sold his clients down the river?’

				‘I don’t see how they can avoid taking a look at the clients. They’re going to do it one way or another. Someone walked up to him in that restaurant and shot him. Tried to murder him. He’s probably going to die. The police are on our side this time, Tanya. Let’s try to separate courtroom rhetoric from reality, here.’

				‘It wasn’t a client. It wasn’t anyone who had anything to do with any of Teddy’s cases. And the San Francisco Police Department is not on our side, and they aren’t on Teddy’s side, either. They’re glad he got shot, but that’s not enough for them. They have their own ax to grind.’

				I rubbed my brow. I felt very tired. I would have liked nothing better than to stretch out on the couch and close my eyes, sleep until morning, and be on my bike as the sun came up, riding across the bridge into the hills of Marin County, or better yet, with saddlebags and a trailer heading up the Pacific Coast; I’d often dreamed of repeating that long trip. ‘How can you be sure the killer wasn’t connected with one of Teddy’s cases?’

				She tossed her head but gave no answer.

				‘Do you know something, Tanya?’

				‘I don’t know anything.’

				I wanted to ask her whether Teddy had been mixed up in anything serious enough to be shot over, but I didn’t want to ask that question until I had a better sense of what she might be hiding. I stood rubbing one knuckle into my eye. ‘Better get that list together, then.’

				‘No.’

				‘Get the list together or pack up your desk.’ I felt tired enough now that I didn’t really care whether I had any authority to fire her. I was no longer afraid of her, or maybe I was coming to see that her pugnacity was mostly bluster, a shield for her grief at what had happened, maybe also for her fear of what would become of her without my brother. Teddy had meant just as much to Tanya as he did to me, maybe more. In one way or another she depended on him for every aspect of the life she had now.

				Her eyes narrowed, and she crossed her arms, but there was no longer threat in her posture. I went on: ‘If you want to go down the list and call anyone you think might benefit from a warning, do that. But until we’ve got a more definite lead, the cases are all we have to go on. I want the cops to find this guy. You want it as much as I do, I’m sure. And that means offering our cooperation, even if it goes against the grain of business as usual around here. So we’re going to give the police that list, and you and I are going to spend a whole lot of time together going through every file.’

				I walked past her to the cabinet and tugged open one of the heavy drawers. It was so full that you couldn’t have inserted a sheet of paper between any of the folders. I knew that each of the four drawers in each of the five cabinets was as tightly packed as this one. All the much-thumbed yellow file folders were raggedy with notes and documents, transcripts, and photographs. Here and there were gaps marking the smaller bulk of audio- and videotapes. To my eyes all the layers of information took on almost geologic significance as the fossil record of Teddy’s career.

				I slid the drawer closed and fingered the handle of another one. I felt strongly that I was in the presence of my brother’s would-be killer, that somewhere in all these documents the shooter’s name was written. If I just knew what to look for, his identity would stand out as obviously as if it were written in blood.

				I turned back to Tanya. ‘I’ll also need a list of Teddy’s active cases and the files themselves. For me, not the police. Someone’s going to have to sit down with each of his clients in the next few weeks, if not sooner, and explain what’s happened and what their options are. I suppose I’ll have to be the one to do that, now that Jeanie’s gone.’

				She went slowly around behind the desk, sat down, and made a note. ‘Okay.’ A pause. ‘I’m sorry about your foot.’

				I nodded, preferring to pretend it hadn’t happened.

				I grabbed a pad and fastened the top button of my new suit coat.

				‘Are you going somewhere?’ she demanded.

				‘I’m going to see Mr Bradley.’
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