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An old man suffering from the implacable advance of Alzheimer’s is found dead, an empty morphine vial by his side: obviously suicide. Or did someone – a loving son, perhaps – help him die? Who would blame him?




But Graham Russo insists he had nothing to do with his father’s death. A claim that, as more and more incriminating evidence comes to light, even his lawyer, Dismas Hardy, finds increasingly hard to believe. But despite his unease about his engaging but unreliable client, Hardy knows there is no way he can abandon Russo when the politicians turn him into the pawn at the heart of the media issue of the year . . .
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Suffering is a fact of life; suffering is caused by attachment

      The First and Second Noble Truths of Buddhism






      Prologue

      The past kept unraveling, tangled in an endless present.
      

      Afternoon sunlight slanted through the open window, warming the skin of the old man’s face, throwing into bright relief the
         two-day gray stubble. Salvatore Russo reclined in an ancient Barcalounger that he’d pulled over to catch the rays. God knows,
         balmy weather was rare enough in San Francisco. You took it when you could.
      

      He had his eyes closed, remembering another sun-dappled day. But to Sal it didn’t feel as though he were remembering it. It
         was more immediate than that. He was living that long-ago moment all over again.
      

      Helen Raessler was nineteen and the light shone off her honey-colored hair. She was lying on her back on the sand in a dune
         at Ocean Beach. Even now he could feel the warm sand. They were sheltered by the contours of the land, by the surrounding
         sedge.
      

      In spite of the difference in their backgrounds Sal knew that Helen loved him. She loved his big hands – already heavily calloused
         from work and from baseball – and his thick hair and powerful chest. He was twenty-five.
      

      No, he is twenty-five.
      

      He pulls away from their kiss so that he can see her perfect face. He traces the line of her jaw with his workman’s hand and
            she takes it and brings it down over her sweater to her breast. They’ve been seeing each other for a little more than a month,
            and the heat between them has scared him. He’s been afraid to push her, physically, in any way. They haven’t done even this
            yet.
      

      They are kissing again and a sound escapes her throat. It is hunger. He can feel the swollen nipple under the fabric of the
            sweater. He realizes that she has purposely worn no bra. A gull screeches high overhead, the waves pound off in the distance over the dunes, the sun is hot on him.
      

      And then his shirt is open and her smooth hand is under it, pinching at his nipple, drawing her nails down his side, his belly.
            He pulls away again to see her.
      

      ‘It’s okay,’ he says. ‘I’ll stop.’

      ‘No.’

      His hand has found her and she nods.
      

      Hurry. She pulls at his belt and gets it undone.
      

      She wears only a short skirt and it is up near her waist now and he is on top of her, her panties moved to one side.
      

      She arches once into him. There is a moment of resistance, but she pushes violently then – once – with a small cry, and he
            is in her and she sets him, and the world explodes in sensation.
      

      Opening his eyes, he looked down, surprised and absurdly pleased with his erection.

      Well, what do you know? he thought. Ain’t dead yet.

      But the thought, as they all seemed to, fled. As did the tumescence. His headache returned – the sharp, blinding pain. Frowning,
         he brought his hands to his temples and pressed with all his might.
      

      There. Better. But, Lord, he could certainly do without that.

      He looked around. The room was furnished in Salvation Army. Sal’s lounger had bad springs and canted slightly to one side,
         but it was comfortable enough. Over the sagging green couch hung a piece of plywood upon which, sixteen years ago, Sal had
         watercolored his old fishing boat, the Signing Bonus. The grain of the wood showed through the faded paint, but in the right light – now, for instance – he could make out what
         he’d done.
      

      There was a coffee table in front of the couch and a couple of pine end-tables, scarred with cigarette burns and water stains,
         on either side of it. The wall-to-wall carpeting was worn to its threads.
      

      But Sal didn’t need much, and he had more than most of the other people who lived in this building. A corner that got some
         sun. The place was small, okay, but had three legitimate rooms, this one and the kitchen and bedroom, plus its own bathroom.
         What the hell more did anybody need?
      

      There was still most of a bottle of Old Crow next to a half-filled tumbler on the low table and Sal leaned forward, picked up the glass, and smelled to see what was in it. He didn’t remember
         pouring any of the booze, but that’s what it was, all right. He drank it off, a mouthful.
      

      Something was nagging at him. What day was it? He ought to get up, check the calendar in the kitchen. He was supposed to be
         somewhere, but damned if he could remember.
      

      He closed his eyes again. The sun.

      On his face, making him squint against it. He’s on the third-base side, a weekend day game at Candlestick, and everybody’s
            shocked it’s so nice out. Where’s the wind? The whole family’s down on the field – Helen’s holding his hand and smiling, proud
            of their oldest, Graham, out in the middle of the diamond now, by the mound, getting his fifty-dollar U.S. savings bond for
            winning his age in the finals of the city’s hit-and-throw contest. Kid’s only eight and hits a hardball a hundred and fifty
            feet off a tee.
      

      He’s gonna be another DiMag – you wait and see.
      

      Six-year-old Deb holds her mom’s other hand and, embarrassed at being out in front of thirty thousand fans, holds on to her
            old man’s leg at the same time. Her little brother, Georgie, begs himself a shoulder ride and now bounces up there, bumping
            his heels against his dad’s chest, holds on to his hair with both hands, pulling. But it doesn’t hurt. Nothing hurts.
      

      Sal’s got Helen and he’s got the kids. His own boat. He’s his own boss. The sun is shining on him.
      

      But it’s gotten cold. He should get up. Dusk was coming on and where’s the day gone?

      He walked over to the window and pulled it down against the breeze, sharp now. He could see the fog curling around Twin Peaks.

      Straightening up, he stopped still, his head cocked to one side. ‘God damn it!’ He yelled it aloud and raced into the kitchen.
         The day was circled on his calendar. Friday!
      

      Friday, you fool, he told himself. Business day. Customer day. Make-your-rent day. Keep your life together the one day you’ve
         got to!
      

      ‘No, no, no!’ Yelling at himself, stomping on the floor, furious. He swore again, violently, then kicked at the chair near
         the table, but it just sat there, obstinate. So he grabbed the back of it and sent it flying across the room, where it slammed into the
         cabinets, cutting new gouges into the pitted wood.
      

      He left the chair where it was on the floor, then stood a long moment, forcing himself to calm down, to think.

      This was one of the signs, wasn’t it? He’d warned himself to be sure to recognize them when they got here, and now he wasn’t
         going to go denying them. His mind was going to leave him someday – inevitably – and in the lucid moments he was clear on
         his strategy. He wasn’t going to go out mumbling with shit in his diapers. He was going to die like a man.
      

      He had the syringes, the morphine. He still knew where they were. Thank God for Graham – his one good son. The one good thing,
         when he looked back over it all.
      

      He would call Graham. That’s what he’d do.

      He walked back through the living room. How had the window gotten closed? He was sure he’d been sitting in the chair and then
         he’d remembered it was Friday and he’d gone into the kitchen . . .
      

      All right. The syringe. He remembered. He could still remember, God damn it.

      But then he saw his watercolor and stopped again, lost in the lines he’d painted so long ago, trying to render his old boat.
         A foghorn sounded and he stared at the window again – the closed window. He stood in the center of the room, unmoving. He
         had been going somewhere specific. It would come to him.
      

      Another minute, standing there, trying to remember. And another blinding stab of pain in his head.

      Tears ran down his face.

      The vials – the supply of morphine – were in the medicine cabinet with a couple of syringes, and he took the stuff out and
         laid it on the dresser next to his bed.
      

      He went back to the kitchen. Somebody had knocked the chair over, but he’d get that in a minute. Or not. That wasn’t what
         he’d come in here for.
      

      He’d come in to check . . . something. Oh, there it was. The fluorescent orange sticker taped to the front of the refrigerator.
         Opening the freezer, he found the aluminum tube where he kept the doctor’s Do Not Resuscitate form. It was still inside the
         tube, where it should be, where the paramedics would look for it. The form told whoever found him to let him alone, don’t try to
         help him, don’t hook him up to any damn machines.
      

      He left the form in the freezer. In his bedroom again, he gathered the other paraphernalia and went back into the living room,
         where he laid it all out on the coffee table next to his bottle of Old Crow.
      

      The window drew him to it. The thin ribbon of light over the fog. He sat himself on the couch and poured himself another couple
         of fingers of bourbon for courage.
      

      He hadn’t heard any approaching footsteps out in the hallway, but now someone was knocking on his door.

      Suddenly he realized he must have called Graham after all. To save his life for this moment. It wasn’t time for him to die
         yet. It was close, maybe, but it wasn’t time.
      

      He had called Graham – he remembered now – and his boy had come and they would find some way to work it all out until it really
         was time.
      

      Dignity. That was all he wanted anymore. A little dignity. And perhaps a few more good days.

      He got up to answer the door.
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[image: image]

      
      
   



      
      
      1

      
      Dismas Hardy was enjoying a superb round of darts, closing in on what might become a personal best.
      

      
      He was in his office on a Monday morning, throwing his 20-gram hand-tooled, custom-flighted tungsten beauties. He called the
         game ‘20-down’ although it wasn’t any kind of sanctioned affair. It had begun as simple practice – once around and down the
         board from ‘20’ to bull’s-eye. He’d turned the practice rounds into a game against himself.
      

      
      His record was twenty-five throws. The best possible round was twenty-one, and now he was shooting at the ‘3’ with his nineteenth
         dart. A twenty-two was still possible. Beating twenty-five was going to be a lock, assuming his concentration didn’t get interrupted.
      

      
      On his desk the telephone buzzed.

      
      He’d worked downtown at an office on Sutter Street for nearly six years. The rest of the building was home to David Freeman
         & Associates, a law firm specializing in plaintiff’s personal injury and criminal defense work. But Hardy wasn’t one of Freeman’s
         associates. Technically, he didn’t work for Freeman at all, although lately almost all of his billable hours had come from
         a client his landlord had farmed out to him.
      

      
      Hardy occupied the only office on the top floor of the building. Both literally and figuratively he was on his own.

      
      He held on to his dart and threw an evil eye at the telephone behind him, which buzzed again. To throw now would be to miss.
         He sat back on the desk, punched a button. ‘Yo.’
      

      
      Freeman’s receptionist, Phyllis, had grown to tolerate, perhaps even like, Hardy, although it was plain that she disapproved
         of his casual attitude. This was a law firm. Lawyers should answer their phone crisply, with authority and dignity. They shouldn’t just pick up and say, ‘Yo.’
      

      
      He took an instant’s pleasure in her sigh.

      
      She lowered her voice. ‘There’s a man down here to see you. He doesn’t have an appointment.’ It was the same tone she would
         have used if the guest had stepped in something on the sidewalk. ‘He says he knows you from’ – a pause while she sought a
         suitable euphemism. She finally failed and had to come out with the hated truth – ‘your bar. His name is Graham Russo.’
      

      
      Hardy knew half a dozen Russos – it was a common name in San Francisco – but hearing that Graham from the Little Shamrock
         was downstairs, presumably in need of a lawyer’s services, narrowed it down.
      

      
      Hardy glanced at his wall calendar. It was Monday, May 12. Sighing, he put his precious dart down on his desk and told Phyllis
         to send Mr Russo right on up.
      

      
      Hardy was standing at his door as Graham trudged up the stairs, a handsome, athletic young guy with the weight of this world
         on his shoulders. And at least one other world, Hardy knew, that had crashed and burned all around him.
      

      
      They had met when Graham showed up for a beer at the Shamrock. Over the course of the night Hardy, moonlighting behind the
         bar, found out a lot about him. Graham, too, was an attorney, although he wasn’t practicing right at the moment. The community
         had blackballed him.
      

      
      Hardy had had his own run-ins with the legal bureaucracy and knew how devastating the ostracism could be. Hell, even when
         you were solidly within it, the law life itself was so unrelentingly adversarial that the whole world sometimes took on a
         hostile aspect.
      

      
      So the two men had hit it off. Both men were estranged from the law in their own ways. Graham had stayed after last call,
         helped clean up. He was a sweet kid – maybe a little naive and idealistic, but his head seemed to be on straight. Hardy liked
         him.
      

      
      Before the law Graham’s world had been baseball. An All-American center fielder at USF during the late eighties, he’d batted
         .373 and had been drafted in the sixth round by the Dodgers. He then played two years in the minor leagues, making it to Double-A San Antonio before he’d fouled a ball into his
         own left eye. That injury had hospitalized him for three weeks, and when he got out, his vision didn’t come with him. And
         so with a lifetime pro average of .327, well on the way to the bigs, he’d had to give it all up.
      

      
      Rootless and disheartened, he had enrolled in law school at Boalt Hall in Berkeley. Graduating at the top of his class, he
         beat out intense competition and got hired for a one-year term as a clerk with the Ninth Circuit Court of Appeals. But he
         only stayed six months.
      

      
      In early 1994 – the year of the baseball strike – about two months after he passed the bar, he quit. He wanted, after all,
         to play baseball. So he went to Vero Beach, Florida, to try out as a replacement player for the Dodgers.
      

      
      And he made the team.

      
      At the Shamrock he’d made it clear to Hardy that he’d never have played as a scab. All along, all he’d wanted out of the deal
         was for the Dodgers to take another look at him. The fuzziness had disappeared from his vision; he was still in great shape.
         He thought he could shine in spring training, get cut as a replacement when they all did, but at least have a shot at the
         minors again.
      

      
      And that’s what happened. He started the ’94 season with the Albuquerque Dukes, Triple A, farther along the path to the major
         leagues than he’d been seven years earlier.
      

      
      But he couldn’t find the damn curveball and the new shot at his baseball career, upon which he’d risked everything, lasted
         only six weeks. His average was .192 when he got cut outright. He hadn’t had a hit in his last seven games. Hell, he told
         Hardy, he would have cut himself.
      

      
      Graham had a lumberjack’s shoulders and the long legs of a high hurdler. Under a wave of golden hair his square-jawed face
         was clean shaven. Today he wore a gray-blue sport coat over a royal-blue dress shirt, stonewashed jeans, cowboy boots.
      

      
      He was leaning forward on the front of the upholstered chair in front of Hardy’s desk, elbows on his knees. Hardy noticed
         the hands clasped in front of him – the kind of hands that, when he got older, people would call gnarled – workingman’s hands,
         huge and somehow expressive.
      

      
      
      Graham essayed a smile. ‘I don’t even know why I’m here, tell you the truth.’

      
      Hardy’s face creased. ‘I often feel the same way myself.’ He was sitting on the corner of his desk. ‘Your dad?’

      
      Graham nodded.

      
      Salvatore Russo – Herb Caen’s column had dubbed him Salmon Sal and the name had stuck – was recent news. Despondent over poor
         health, his aging body, and financial ruin, Sal had apparently killed himself last Friday by having a few cocktails, then
         injecting himself with morphine. He’d left a Do Not Resuscitate form for the paramedics, but he was already dead when they’d
         arrived.
      

      
      To the public at large Sal was mostly unknown. But he was well known in San Francisco’s legal community. Every Friday Sal
         would make the rounds of the city’s law workshops in an old Ford pickup. Behind the Hall of Justice, where Hardy would see
         him, he’d park by the hydrant and sell salmon, abalone, sturgeon, caviar, and any other produce of the sea he happened to
         get his hands on. His customers included cops, federal, municipal, and superior-court judges, attorneys, federal marshals,
         sheriffs, and the staffs at both halls – Justice and City – and at the federal courthouse.
      

      
      The truck appeared only one day a week, but since Sal’s seafood was always fresher and a lot cheaper than at the markets,
         he apparently made enough to survive, notwithstanding the fact that he did it all illegally.
      

      
      His salmon had their tails clipped, which meant they had been caught for sport and couldn’t be sold. Abalone was the same
         story; private parties taking abalone for commercial sale had been outlawed for years. His winter-run chinooks had probably
         been harvested by Native Americans using gill nets. And yet year after year this stuff would appear in Sal’s truckbed.
      

      
      Salmon Sal had no retail license, but it didn’t matter because he was connected. His childhood pals knew him from the days
         when Fisherman’s Wharf was a place where men went down to the sea in boats. Now these boys were judges and police lieutenants
         and heads of departments. They were not going to bust him.
      

      
      
      Sal might live on the edge of the law, but the establishment considered him one of the good guys – a character in his yellow
         scarves and hip boots, the unlit stogie chomped down to its last inch, the gallon bottles from which he dispensed red and
         white plonk in Dixie cups along with a steady stream of the most politically incorrect jokes to be found in San Francisco.
      

      
      The day Hardy had met Sal, over a decade ago, he’d been with Abe Glitsky. Glitsky was half black and half Jewish and every
         inch of him scary looking – a hatchet face and a glowing scar through his lips, top to bottom. Sal had seen him, raised his
         voice. ‘Hey, Abe, there’s this black guy and this Jew sitting on the top of this building and they both fall off at the same
         time. Which one hits the ground first?’
      

      
      ‘I don’t know, Sal,’ Glitsky answered, ‘which one?’

      
      ‘Who cares?’

      
      Now Sal was dead and the newspapers had been rife with conjecture: early evidence indicated that someone had been in the room
         with him when he’d died. A chair knocked over in the kitchen. Angry sounds. Other evidence of struggle.
      

      
      The police were calling the death suspicious. Maybe someone had helped Sal die – put him on an early flight.

      
      ‘I didn’t know Sal was your father,’ Hardy said. ‘Not until just now.’

      
      ‘Yeah, well. I didn’t exactly brag about him.’ Graham took a breath and looked beyond Hardy, out the window. ‘The funeral’s
         tomorrow.’
      

      
      When no more words came, Hardy prompted him. ‘Are you in trouble?’

      
      ‘No!’ A little too quickly, too loud. Graham toned it down some. ‘No, I don’t think so. I don’t know why I would be.’

      
      Hardy waited some more.

      
      ‘I mean, there’s a lot happening all at once. The estate – although the word estate is a joke. Dad asked me to be his executor although we never got around to drawing up the will, so where does that leave
         it? Your guess is as good as mine.’
      

      
      ‘You weren’t close, you and your dad?’

      
      Graham took a beat before he answered. ‘Not very.’

      
      Hardy thought the eye contact was a little overdone, but he let it go. He’d see where this all was leading. ‘So you need help with the estate? What kind of help?’
      

      
      ‘That’s just it. I don’t know what I need. I need help in general.’ Graham hung his head and shook it, then looked back up.
         ‘The cops have been around, asking questions.’
      

      
      ‘What kind of questions?’

      
      ‘Where was I on Friday? Did I know about my dad’s condition? Like that. It was obvious where they were going.’ Graham’s blue
         eyes flashed briefly in anger, maybe frustration. ‘How can they think I know anything about this? My dad killed himself for
         a lot of good reasons. The guy’s disoriented, losing his mind. He’s in awesome pain. I’d’ve done the same thing.’
      

      
      ‘And what do the police think?’

      
      ‘I don’t know what they can be thinking.’ Another pause. ‘I hadn’t seen him in a week. First I heard of it was Saturday night.
         Some homicide cop is at my place when I get home.’
      

      
      ‘Where’d you get home from?’

      
      ‘Ball game.’ He raised his eyes again, spit out the next word. ‘Softball. We had a tournament in Santa Clara, got eliminated in the fourth game, so I got home early, around six.’
      

      
      ‘So where were you Friday night?’

      
      Graham spread his Rodin hands. ‘I didn’t kill my dad.’

      
      ‘I didn’t ask that. I asked about Friday night.’

      
      He let out a breath, calming down. ‘After work, home.’

      
      ‘Alone?’

      
      He smiled. ‘Just like the movie. Home alone. I love that answer. The cop liked it, too, but for different reasons. I could
         tell.’
      

      
      Hardy nodded. ‘Cops can be tough to please.’

      
      ‘I worked till nine-thirty . . .’

      
      ‘What do you do, besides baseball?’

      
      Graham corrected him. ‘Softball.’ A shrug. ‘I’ve been working as a paramedic since . . . well, lately.’

      
      ‘Okay. So you were riding in an ambulance Friday night?’

      
      A nod. ‘I got home around ten-fifteen. I knew I had some games the next day – five, if we went all the way. Wanted to get
         some rest. Went to sleep.’
      

      
      ‘What time did you go in to work?’

      
      ‘Around three, three-thirty. I punched in. They’ll have a record of it.’

      
      
      ‘And what time did they find your dad?’

      
      ‘Around ten at night.’ Graham didn’t seem to have a problem with the timing, although to Hardy it invited some questions.
         If his memory served him, and it always did, Sal had apparently died between one and four o’clock in the afternoon. This was
         the issue Graham was skirting, which perhaps the police were considering if they were thinking about Graham after all. He
         would have had plenty of time between one o’clock and when he checked into work near three.
      

      
      But the young man was going on. ‘Judge Giotti, you know. Judge Giotti found him.’

      
      ‘I read. What was he doing there?’

      
      Graham shrugged. ‘I just know what everybody knows – he’d finished having dinner downtown. He had a fish order in and Sal
         didn’t show, so he thought he’d check the apartment, see if he was okay.’
      

      
      ‘And why would the judge do that?’

      
      The answer was unforced, Graham recounting old family history. ‘They were friends. Used to be, anyway, in high school, then
         college. They played ball together.’
      

      
      ‘Your father went to college?’

      
      Graham nodded. ‘It’s weird, isn’t it? Salmon Sal the college grad. Classic underachiever, that was Sal. Runs in the family.’
         He forced a smile, making a joke, but kept his hands clamped tightly together, leaning forward casually, elbows resting on
         his knees. His knuckles were white.
      

      
      ‘So. Giotti?’ Hardy asked. Graham cast his eyes to the floor. ‘You weren’t his clerk, were you?’
      

      
      The head came back up. Graham said no. He’d clerked for Harold Draper, another federal judge with the Ninth Circuit.

      
      ‘I guess what I’m asking,’ Hardy continued, ‘is whether you and Giotti – him being your dad’s old pal and all – developed
         any kind of relationship while you were clerking.’
      

      
      Graham took a moment, then shook his head. ‘No. Giotti came by once after I got hired to say congratulations. But these judges
         don’t have a life. I didn’t even see him in the halls.’
      

      
      ‘And how long did you work there?’

      
      ‘Six months.’

      
      Hardy slid from the desk and crossed to his window. ‘Let me be sure I’ve got it right,’ he said. ‘Draper hired you to become a clerk for the Ninth? How many clerks does he have?’
      

      
      ‘Three.’

      
      ‘For a year each?’

      
      ‘Right. That’s the term.’

      
      Hardy thought so. He went on. ‘When I was getting into practice right after the Civil War, a federal clerkship was considered
         the plum job of all time right out of law school. Is that still the case?’
      

      
      This brought a small smile. ‘Everybody seems to think so.’

      
      ‘But you quit after six months so you could try out as a replacement player during the baseball strike?’

      
      Graham sat back finally, unclenched his hands, spread them out. ‘Arrogant, ungrateful wretch that I am.’

      
      ‘So now everybody in the legal community thinks you’re either disloyal or brain dead.’

      
      ‘No, those are my friends.’ Graham took a beat. ‘Draper, for example, hates my guts. So does his wife, kids, dogs, the other two clerks, the secretaries
         – they all really, really hate me personally. Everybody else just wishes I’d die soon, as slowly and painfully as possible.
         Both.’
      

      
      Hardy nodded. ‘So Giotti didn’t call you when he found your dad?’
      

      
      Graham shook his head. ‘I’d be the last person he’d call. You walk out on one of these guys, you’re a traitor to the whole
         tribe. That’s why I came to you – you’re a lawyer who’ll talk to me. I think you’re the last one who will.’
      

      
      ‘And you’re worried about the police?’

      
      A shrug. ‘Not really. I don’t know. I don’t know what they’re thinking.’

      
      ‘I doubt they’re thinking anything, Graham. They just like to be thorough and ask a lot of questions, which tends to make
         people nervous. This other stuff with your background might have made the rounds, so they might shake your tree a little harder,
         see if something falls out.’
      

      
      ‘Nothing’s going to fall out. My dad killed himself.’
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      ‘Well, maybe he didn’t after all.’
      

      
      Hardy was having lunch with Lieutenant Abraham Glitsky in a booth at Lou the Greek’s, a subterranean bar/restaurant across
         the street from the Hall of Justice.
      

      
      The place was humming with humanity today, and their booth was littered with the remains of their bowls and the fortune cookies
         that had come with their lunch special of tsatsiki-covered Hunan noodles – yogurt and garlic over sesame oil, pita bread on
         the side. Lou the Greek’s wife was the cook, and she was Chinese, so the place always served polyglot lunches, many of them
         surprisingly edible, some not. Today wasn’t too bad.
      

      
      When Glitsky smiled, it almost never reached his eyes. This kept it from being the cheerful thing that smiles were often cracked
         up to be. The effect wasn’t much enhanced by the thick scar through both his lips. Hardy knew that the scar had come from
         a boyhood accident on playbars, but Abe the tough cop liked to leave people with the impression that it had been acquired
         in a knife fight.
      

      
      The two men had been friends since they’d walked a beat as cops together twenty-some years before. This was their first lunch
         in a couple of months. Hardy and Graham Russo had spent half an hour covering questions about Sal’s ‘estate’: the old truck,
         some personal effects, thrift-shop clothes, a few hundred dollars. This discussion had left Hardy wondering what might really
         be going on, so he’d decided to call Abe.
      

      
      It was one thing to speculate about what the police might be thinking. It was another – and altogether preferable – to get
         it from the source. Except, perhaps, when the information was unwelcome, as it was now. ‘What do you mean, maybe Sal didn’t
         kill himself?’
      

      
      
      Glitsky kept the infuriating nonsmile in place. ‘What words didn’t you understand? None of them had too many letters.’

      
      For which Hardy wasn’t in the mood. He was happy enough to help Graham out with estate issues, but that was as far as it went.
         Although he had defended two murder cases in his time and won both of them, he had no intention of getting involved in another
         one. They invariably became too consuming, too personal, too agonizing.
      

      
      And now Glitsky was hinting that Sal might not have been a suicide. ‘It wasn’t so much the words as the meaning, Abe. Did
         Sal kill himself or didn’t he?’
      

      
      Glitsky took his time, draining his teacup, before leaning across the booth, elbows on the table. ‘The autopsy isn’t in yet.’
         The humor vanished, mysterious as its appearance. ‘You got a client?’
      

      
      This was tricky. If someone had sought Hardy’s help in connection with a homicide, then that very fact would be relevant in
         the investigation of the death. But Hardy didn’t want to lie to his friend. He hadn’t accepted anything like criminal defense
         work with Graham, so he shrugged. ‘I’m helping one of the kids on the estate.’
      

      
      ‘Which one?’

      
      A smile. ‘The executor’s. Come on, Abe, what do you hear?’

      
      Glitsky spread his hands on the table. ‘What I hear is that there was trauma around the injection site.’

      
      ‘Meaning?’

      
      ‘Meaning maybe he didn’t stick himself. Maybe he jerked, pulling away, something like that.’

      
      ‘Which would mean what?’

      
      ‘You know as well as me. I’m reserving judgment, waiting for Strout’ – John Strout, the coroner – ‘although the investigation,
         as they say, is continuing. As you know, we roll on homicides until Strout calls us off.’
      

      
      Hardy sat back. Glitsky waited another moment, then gave in. ‘Sal’s got a DNR in his freezer, a sticker telling about it on
         his coffee table. He was somewhere between very sick and about to die. The death itself is pretty humane – booze and morphine.
         Ends the pain.’
      

      
      ‘I didn’t read about pain. I thought the story was he had Alzheimer’s.’ Although Hardy knew that Graham had said his dad was in pain, he didn’t think this was public knowledge.
      

      
      Glitsky’s eyes had turned inward. He reached for his empty teacup, sucked at it, put it back on the table.

      
      Hardy was watching him. ‘What?’

      
      The two guys used a vast vocabulary of the unsaid, a shorthand of connection. Glitsky nodded. ‘We got our first woman inspector
         in the detail, up from vice. Sarah Evans. Very sharp, good, solid person. She got teamed with Lanier and pulled the case.’
      

      
      ‘And she doesn’t think it looks like a suicide?’

      
      ‘Your insight never lets up, does it?’

      
      Hardy nodded genially. ‘It’s why people both love and fear me,’ he said. ‘So this Sarah Evans is hot for a righteous murder
         investigation, and you’re afraid she might be seeing things that aren’t there?’
      

      
      This time Glitsky’s smile bordered on the genuine. ‘You got it all figured out. Why do you need me?’

      
      ‘I don’t. You’re just such a blast to hang out with. But I’m right?’

      
      ‘Let’s say you’re not all wrong.’

      
      ‘But there was this trauma? Evans noticed the trauma?’

      
      ‘And a couple of other things.’

      
      Sarah Evans fancied herself a no-nonsense professional police person, and not too many people would disagree with her. After
         a decade of hard work she had conquered the perils of the job and the myriad sexual stereotypes of her superiors. Finally
         she’d attained her personal career goal and had been promoted to sergeant inspector of homicide.
      

      
      She had spent the weekend working on the death of Sal Russo. From the outset something hadn’t felt right about it to her.
         She’d sensed that Sal’s apartment was trying to tell her something, though she knew how stupid that would sound if she verbalized
         it. She didn’t know how to convey the idea to her partner, a veteran male named Marcel Lanier. (A redundancy, she realized,
         since all veteran homicide inspectors in San Francisco were male.)
      

      
      Still, the chair in the kitchen in Sal Russo’s apartment had been overturned, there were fresh chip marks in the counter.
         Other things, impressions really, struck her: the bump under Sal’s ear, the expression on the old man’s face, so far removed
         from what she would call peaceful.
      

      
      His position on the floor. Why should he be on the floor? she wondered. If he’d decided to kill himself, she thought he would
         probably have sat in the comfortable chair, given himself the shot, gone to sleep. But he’d been on the floor, curled fetally.
         It just didn’t feel right, although she wasn’t completely certain how things ought to feel.
      

      
      Was feeling part of it at all? Or was it, as Lanier had already repeated too many times, more cut and dried? The evidence
         points here or doesn’t point there and that’s all there is to it.
      

      
      The homicide detail was mandated to investigate any unnatural death until the coroner called them off, but Lanier had seen
         a lot more homicides than she had, and he thought this one was obviously a suicide. If they wanted to work the whole damn
         weekend, Lanier told her they could more productively spend their time interviewing witnesses from their other homicides.
         They had several, he’d reminded her. A domestic-violence homicide. A poor kid whose best friend’s father had kept his loaded
         .45 in the unlocked drawer next to his bed. Some gangbangers shooting each other up. It wasn’t as if there wasn’t work to
         do.
      

      
      But Sarah hadn’t wanted the trail with Sal, if there was one, to go cold. Not until Strout’s decision, anyway. So Marcel went
         out and interviewed the elder son, Graham, whose name had been supplied by Judge Giotti.
      

      
      Sarah had spent all of her Saturday with the Crime Scene Investigations team at Sal’s apartment, going through the closets
         and drawers and kitchen cabinets and cardboard boxes and garbage cans, finding more bits of what she was calling evidence
         – the large, rather substantial safe that lay on its back under the bed, the other syringes, more morphine, paper records.
         She asked the fingerprint expert to dust all of it, which he was inclined to do in any event.
      

      
      There was more paper than she would have imagined – crammed under the mattress, in the cardboard file boxes next to Sal’s
         dresser and along one wall, in the three wastebaskets. This was going to be a whole day’s work by itself. But there was one
         sheet of paper in the wastebasket in the bathroom that particularly caught her attention. It contained a long column of numbers,
         three to a group. Obvious enough. She went over to where they’d pulled the safe out from under the bed and tried them all.
      

      
      The last one, 16-8-27, worked. For all the good it did her. Except for an old leather belt the safe was empty.

      
      By Sunday afternoon she’d read Lanier’s interview with Graham. His story was that he and his dad hadn’t gotten along. Salmon
         Sal had abandoned his entire family when Graham had been fifteen years old. It wasn’t the kind of thing you forgot. Or forgave.
         Graham told Lanier that he didn’t know where the morphine had come from. He’d been up to the old man’s dump once or twice,
         sure. His father knew he had gotten a law degree and wanted him to help with his ‘estate,’ such as it was. But it wasn’t as
         though they were friends.
      

      
      Lanier had gotten the names of the rest of the family from Graham, and Sarah got lucky making some Sunday phone calls.

      
      Debra, Sal’s daughter, also hadn’t seen much of her father, but she volunteered that she didn’t have the impression that his
         estate was as worthless as Graham had implied. She told Sarah that her older brother was probably lying, or hiding something.
         Graham wasn’t very trustworthy. Debra knew for a fact that Sal had had a baseball card collection from the early 1950s. He
         never would have gotten rid of that. Hadn’t the cards, Debra asked, been in the apartment?
      

      
      Sarah felt sure that there was something more Debra could have said about Graham, but in midconversation she seemed to think
         better of blabbing out all of her feelings to the police.
      

      
      Which in itself was instructive.

      
      The younger brother, George, was an officer at a downtown bank and didn’t like the fact that he was involved in a police investigation
         on any level. He hadn’t seen his father in years – in fact, he didn’t even consider Sal his father. His stepfather, Leland
         Taylor, had raised him. George had formed the impression that he, Graham, and Debra might come into some money when the old
         man died, but he’d called Graham when he got word of Sal’s death and Graham told him there wasn’t any money.
      

      
      Evans thought it interesting that George, like his sister, conveyed the impression that Graham was lying.

      
      
      Hardy was serious about not wanting to handle any more murder cases.

      
      He’d never bought into the ethic of his landlord, David Freeman, a truly professional defense attorney. Hardy did it for the money; Freeman’s vision of life and the law accepted the necessity, and even the rightness, of defending bad people for heinous acts they had actually committed.
      

      
      Hardy had been a cop for a couple of years after college and a hitch in Vietnam. After that he spent a few years as a prosecutor
         for the district attorney’s office. When his first marriage broke up in the wake of the accidental death of his son, he took
         close to a dozen years off to tend bar and contemplate the universe through a haze of Guinness stout.
      

      
      Eventually, the haze lifted. He became part owner of the Little Shamrock. He married again. Frannie was the younger sister
         of Moses, his partner in the Shamrock. He returned to the law – again as a prosecutor.
      

      
      Office politics, not a philosophical change of heart, had driven him from the DA’s office and a benevolent fate had delivered
         him to defense work. He had believed in the innocence of his first two clients, and his instincts had been right.
      

      
      After that there were opportunities to get ‘not guilty’ verdicts for other clients, but this was not the same thing as the
         clients themselves being innocent.
      

      
      Hardy wasn’t going to defend criminals and use his glib Irish tongue to get them off on legerdemain, on legal technicalities.
         He did not feel any kinship with criminals, and didn’t much care what societal influences had made them go bad. He didn’t
         want to help keep them out of jail, even if it put bread on his table. Not that he didn’t believe that defendants were entitled
         to the best defense the law allowed. Personally, though, he just wasn’t going to provide it.
      

      
      So his professional life had devolved into estate planning, business contracts, litigation. Occasionally, he’d take a fee
         for walking a client through the administrative maze of a DUI or shoplifting charge.
      

      
      He often dreamed of dropping the pretense altogether, go back to his bar and pour drinks full-time – but that was another
         problem. The world was a different place than it had been before the kids.
      

      
      In those days he and Frannie felt rich. They had money in the bank. Hardy’s house was tiny but paid off. Every six months
         they got a profit-sharing check from the Shamrock in the five-thousand-dollar range that cleared their credit cards. He’d
         made some money on those first two murder cases. They’d been able to get by, comfortably, on three grand a month.
      

      
      Now they needed nearly three times that. Home insurance, medical insurance, life insurance, saving for college (assuming his
         kids went), the loan payment for the house addition they’d built. Food, clothing, the occasional sortie into the nonchild
         world of restaurants and nightlife.
      

      
      He couldn’t afford to stop working at the law. Loving what you did was a luxury he couldn’t permit himself anymore. Frannie
         was talking about going back to work next year when Vincent started first grade. This was an issue – they both knew she’d
         be lucky to break even on the day care they’d need.
      

      
      Of course, there was a second option: she could go back to school in family counseling, incur another mound of debt, possibly
         position herself to make more money (‘In family counseling?’ Hardy would ask) so that in ten years . . .
      

      
      This was the downsized American nineties. You tightened the belt and everybody pitched in and worked all the time and maybe
         someday your kids would have it only a little worse than you did now.
      

      
      Hardy knew he wasn’t ever going back to his little bar where he could get by on tips. He was going to keep his nose at his
         desk and bill a hundred and fifty hours every month – which meant he actually worked two hundred – until he died.
      

      
      Adulthood. He was developing a theory that it might be one of the country’s leading causes of death. Someone, he thought,
         ought to do a study.
      

      
      Life was too short as it was. He wasn’t doing any more murder cases.

      
      He did, however, follow Glitsky back across Bryant Street and into the familiar unpleasantness of the Hall of Justice, a huge,
         square, faceless, blue-gray monstrosity. Its address, seven increasingly depressing blocks south of Market, did not begin to convey the light-years of distance between the Hall and the
         sophisticated center of culture that it served.
      

      
      Since Hardy’s last visit the huge glass-front doors had been backed by graffitied plywood – a less-than-inspired design solution,
         if part of the building’s visual statement was to make the citizenry feel safe. A cattle chute led through a metal detector
         into the lobby.
      

      
      At the elevator banks, frothing with vulgarity, Glitsky was stopped by a young Hispanic man who started talking to him about
         a case. The kid seemed to be an assistant DA, as Hardy had once been. Had he been that young?
      

      
      Hardy contemplated as the elevators came and went. The DA’s office had truly undergone a sea change if this youngster had
         made it to prosecuting homicides already. But he was talking to Glitsky, so that’s what it had to be about. Glitsky wasn’t
         exactly Mr Idle Chitchat.
      

      
      Abe finally got around to introductions, pointing a finger around. ‘New guy, Eric Franco. Old guy, Dismas Hardy. Hardy doesn’t
         work here anymore. He’s moved on to greener pastures. Private practice. Franco’s got his first one eighty-seven’ – a murder
         case – ‘he’s a little nervous.’ From Glitsky this qualified as an oration.
      

      
      The doors opened. The elevator was empty. They all moved. Eric took up the patter, at Hardy. ‘You on a homicide here, talking
         to the lieutenant?’
      

      
      Hardy shook his head. ‘Social.’ Followed it with, ‘Hard to believe, I know.’

      
      The doors opened on three and Hardy nearly got out from force of habit. This was the floor for the DA’s office, where he once
         had worked. Glitsky and the homicide detail were on four. When the doors closed on Franco, Hardy looked over at Glitsky. ‘How
         old is Eric?’
      

      
      ‘I don’t know. Twenty-five, thirty?’

      
      ‘And he’s pulled a murder?’

      
      A shrug. ‘Probably a no-brainer.’

      
      ‘Still,’ Hardy persisted, ‘how many trials can he have done?’

      
      The doors opened. ‘I don’t know, Diz. I didn’t hire him. The DA hired him. You want his resume, it’s downstairs. Check it
         out.’ Without looking back he led the way down the hallway to the homicide detail.
      

      
      Hardy followed, wondering how a man of Eric Franco’s age and experience could have been assigned to try a murder case in superior
         court and be expected to win even a no-brainer.
      

      
      ‘He’s not, is the simple answer,’ Glitsky said. ‘It’s politics.’

      
      Hardy was standing in the doorless cubicle Glitsky used for an office. Outside in the detail, fourteen paired desks vied for
         floor space in the big open room. There were a couple of structural columns poking up here and there, festooned with wanted
         posters and yellowing memos, joined to watercoolers or coffee machines. Years before, forty square feet in the corner had
         been drywalled off and an ‘office’ created for the lieutenant. Some years after that the door had been removed for painting
         and never replaced.
      

      
      Glitsky was behind his big, cluttered desk, catching up on paperwork. He’d had no objection to Hardy coming up to the detail
         to talk to inspectors Sarah Evans or Marcel Lanier – the Sal Russo investigating team – if they’d let him. If they didn’t
         want to talk, they wouldn’t be shy about letting him know. If they did, Hardy might get a hint about what Evans had found
         at the old fisherman’s apartment that had set off her warning bells: Sal might not have been a suicide.
      

      
      But both inspectors had been out in the field, so Hardy went down to the bathroom, then wandered back into Glitsky’s space
         and asked again about the kid Franco and got told it was politics.
      

      
      ‘Losing trials is politics?’

      
      ‘You really ought to go down there’ – meaning the DA’s offices – ‘it’s a whole new world.’ Glitsky put down his report. ‘You’re
         not going to leave me alone, are you? Let me get back to my work?’
      

      
      Hardy clucked. ‘I want to. I really do. I’m trying, even.’

      
      ‘I’m confident you can do it.’ The lieutenant picked up his report again. ‘Get the door on the way out, would you?’

      
      David Freeman was in his trademark brown rumpled suit and wrinkled rep tie. Sitting in the low leather couch in Hardy’s office,
         smoking a cigar, his tattered brogues crossed over the rattan-and-glass coffee table, Freeman, the wealthy, famous landlord of the building, could have been mistaken for a destitute
         client. The man was retirement age or better, and sported tufts of white hair from the tops of his earlobes and eyebrows.
         Bald on top, round in the middle, liver spots wherever skin showed, he was still a force in the courtrooms of the city.
      

      
      ‘The reason it’s politics,’ he was saying – Hardy had worried it all the way back to his office – ‘is Sharron Pratt, our esteemed
         DA.’
      

      
      Hardy knew the story of the election well enough. Pratt had beaten a reasonably popular incumbent named Alan Reston the preceding
         November. Although Reston was a Democrat, as nearly all elected officials in San Francisco had to be, and African-American
         to boot – potentially an even bigger plus – he was a career prosecutor. Many people in the city, including Hardy, found it
         ironic that what had done in Reston, running for the job of chief law-enforcement officer in the city, was his tough stance
         on crime.
      

      
      Sure, the DA was supposed to prosecute people who’d done bad things, but Reston seemed unable to make the leap of faith that
         this didn’t mean they were bad people. He thought they were bad people. He thought people who committed crimes ought to be punished, and punished hard.
      

      
      Pratt, on the other hand, while she agreed that many criminals, indeed, had done bad things – murder, rape, burning kittens
         for Santeria rites – she did not agree that this necessarily made them bad people. They were misunderstood, surely, but she
         believed that with counseling and guidance, many of them could again become productive members of society.
      

      
      Also, it hadn’t helped that Reston, a black man, had been a supporter of Proposition 209, the California Civil Rights Initiative.
         He opposed affirmative action, believing that trial lawyers, like brain surgeons, for example, ought to be hired and retained
         because of their ability to do their jobs getting convictions at trial and putting criminals in jail.
      

      
      When he’d come aboard, Reston looked around the office he ran and saw that there were a lot of women, some people of color,
         a lot of old white guys. The job was getting done. When there were new openings, he hired the best person from a diverse pool
         of applicants – black, white, male, female, Asian, Hispanic – he didn’t care. Pratt did care, though. And Pratt got elected.
      

      
      ‘So this relates to how Eric Franco pulled a murder?’

      
      ‘Pratt unloads all the old white guys, she’s still stuck with the cases, so to prove her theory that anybody can do this work,
         she hires her quotas and willy-nilly assigns the cases, and her people lose and it doesn’t matter. Eventually they might win.’
         Freeman raised his shoulders expansively. ‘Who knows, it could happen. Almost everything happens sometimes.’
      

      
      After he threw out Freeman, Hardy realized he’d blown nearly the whole day on Graham Russo’s problems, satisfying his own
         curiosity, catching up with the bureaucracy, city politics. He shouldn’t have done it – he couldn’t really spare the time
         – but somehow it had gotten inside him.
      

      
      But the piper would have to be paid.

      
      Hardy did not work within the organization of David Freeman & Associates, but Freeman’s overload was keeping him afloat. His
         life over the past six months had been dominated by a contractor’s liability lawsuit with the Port of Oakland over the failure
         of a loading transom. A container-load of personal computers – ten tons and over $18 million worth – fell sixty-some feet
         before glancing off the deck of the ship that was to take the computers to Singapore for distribution to the Asian market
         then sank into the bay. The accident had caused over $5 million in additional damages to the ship and, of course, delayed
         delivery of everything else on board.
      

      
      As tended to happen, the lawsuits proliferated. The Port of Oakland was contending that the computer hardware manufacturing
         company – Tryptech – had overloaded its container. That had caused the transom’s failure. Other shippers who’d lost revenue on their own deliverables were lining up to sue both
         Tryptech and the Port. One of the workmen who’d been on deck at the time was claiming that he’d wrenched his back trying to
         avoid flying metal. He was seeking over a million dollars from one of the parties, whichever might be found at fault.
      

      
      In the normal course of events a private practitioner like Hardy would never find himself involved in any of these lawsuits.
         The various litigants’ insurance carriers would slug it out through their mega-law firms and eventually somebody would settle or win and the attorneys would make a lot of money regardless.
      

      
      But in this case Tryptech’s insurance carrier had refused to pay for its loss of computers because it had come to the conclusion
         that Tryptech had misrepresented the number of units in its transom. So the company’s president, a silver-haired Los Altos
         smoothie named Dyson Brunel, had come to David Freeman. He needed his own personal lawyer representing his own interests outside
         of the insurance chain.
      

      
      There was a potentially large settlement down the road, he believed, and Freeman stood to collect a third of it. Deciding
         that Brunel’s lawsuit against the Port had reasonable merit, Freeman accepted the case on a contingency basis plus expenses,
         and had farmed it out to Hardy, paying him by the hour.
      

      
      It was a good fit all around.

      
      So Hardy spent the rest of the afternoon and into the early evening crunching numbers. Now Tryptech seemed to be playing a
         game with him, its own attorney, on the number of computers that had actually been in the container, which was still sitting under forty-five
         feet of water at Pier 17 in Oakland. It was beginning to appear to him that his clients had, in fact, overloaded their container.
      

      
      But Tryptech would contend – and Hardy would have to argue if he wanted to keep getting paid – that this, even if true, didn’t
         matter because the containers still weighed far less overloaded than the threshold strength of the transom . . .
      

      
      And so on.

      
      At eight o’clock Hardy packed it in, and it was dark by the time he finally found a parking space four blocks from his house.
         He was going to have to tear out his beautiful, tiny front lawn one day and put in some kind of parking structure. He could
         see it coming, the day he’d be getting home at ten-thirty, unable to find parking within a mile of his front door.
      

      
      Instead, maybe he should give up his car. But that left the Muni, which was unthinkable. Even if the city bus system had worked,
         it wouldn’t fit his haphazard schedule, and it didn’t work anyway, so the point was moot. Urban living.
      

      
      Maybe they’d have to move out of the city. That was it. Cash their little place in, move to the suburbs, spend half a million
         dollars on a three-bedroom, two-bath, in Millbrae, be the proud owner of his own garage.
      

      
      Sighing, beat, lugging his fat lawyer’s briefcase and feeling a hundred years old, he arrived at his gate and stopped to take
         in the feel, the look, of his home.
      

      
      There was no denying it: he loved the place. It was the only free-standing house on a street that was otherwise crammed to
         the lot lines with three-and four-story apartments. He was irrationally taken with the postage-stamp lawn, the white picket
         fence, the little stoop where, on evenings when he had gotten home before dusk – almost never anymore – Frannie and the kids
         would be out waiting for him.
      

      
      Now the lights were on, inviting. He picked up the faint strains of music coming from inside, pushed open the gate.

      
      Abe Glitsky was a surprise, sitting on his kitchen counter, carefully picking nuts out of the bowl next to him. ‘What are
         you doing here? You better have saved me some cashews.’
      

      
      Hardy’s wife, Frannie, came up against him – long red hair and green eyes that were shining with good humor and perhaps a
         little Chardonnay. She was wearing black Lycra running shorts, tennis shoes, and a green-and-white Oregon sweatshirt as she
         pecked at his cheek, slipped an arm around his waist. He gave her a hug and felt the quick reassuring pressure of her thigh
         against him.
      

      
      ‘Abe was in the neighborhood with Orel,’ she said, ‘—soccer at Lincoln Park. I said I expected you any minute, he should wait.
         Orel’s back with the kids.’
      

      
      Hardy heard the unmistakable child noise from the back of the house. Orel was Glitsky’s youngest son – a twelve-year-old –
         and Hardy’s two kids – nine and seven – worshiped him. Glitsky, digging at the bottom of the nut bowl, looked up. ‘I’m afraid
         the cashews have vanished. I don’t know where they could have gone to.’
      

      
      ‘I asked them to stay for dinner,’ Frannie said.

      
      ‘He’s already had it.’ Hardy went over to the refrigerator. ‘Did he drink all my beer too?’

      
      Glitsky slid off the counter. ‘I don’t drink beer. In fact, I don’t drink at all.’

      
      
      Frannie was smiling at Glitsky. ‘We know you don’t drink, Abe. That’s all right. We still like you.’

      
      Hardy wheeled. ‘How can you like a guy who eats all your cashews?’ He opened a bottle of Sierra Nevada pale ale, took a sip,
         faced his friend. ‘So what’s up?’
      

      
      As though they’d been discussing it all along, Glitsky reported, ‘We got the autopsy back on Sal. I thought you’d want to
         hear. Strout’s going with homicide/suicide equivocal.’
      

      
      Frannie didn’t like how this sounded. She put her wineglass on the counter and crossed her arms in front of her. ‘What’s this?
         What homicide?’
      

      
      ‘Just a case,’ Glitsky said, getting a pained glance from Hardy for his troubles.

      
      ‘Abe’s,’ Hardy said. ‘Not mine.’

      
      ‘That’s funny.’ Frannie wasn’t buying it. ‘It seemed like it had something to do with you.’

      
      ‘No. A client of mine, that’s all. His dad. Estate case.’

      
      ‘And that’s why Abe was telling you about it? Abe the homicide cop?’

      
      Hardy had another pull of his beer. He shrugged. ‘One of life’s little coincidences. My client’s dad. It looked like he killed
         himself, but maybe somebody else did it. Doesn’t have anything to do with my client, necessarily. Right, Abe?’
      

      
      A straight-faced nod. ‘Right. Not necessarily.’

      
      Taking a beat, Frannie reached for her wineglass again. ‘Not necessarily, that’s good. That’s a nice show of solidarity. I’m
         impressed.’
      

      
      ‘Frannie doesn’t want me to take on any more murders.’

      
      ‘I gathered that.’

      
      ‘She thinks homicide equivocal can mean murder.’

      
      ‘Well, she’s not all wrong there.’

      
      Hardy came back to his wife, gave her his biggest phony grin. ‘So, what’s on for dinner?’

      
      Glitsky was gone.

      
      As it turned out, Frannie had cooked a delicious chicken breast entrée with white wine and cream and artichoke hearts over
         rice. The kids had dominated the table talk with gross-out jokes – ‘What’s green and goes backwards? Snot’ – that kind of
         stuff, until the adults told the little darlings they could be excused. Abe’s ‘homicide equivocal’ didn’t get a chance to raise its
         head again.
      

      
      But now, almost eleven o’clock, the kids finally in their beds, Hardy and Frannie stood in the center of the kitchen, surveying
         the wreckage of the dinner, the pans and dishes.
      

      
      Hardy grabbed a sponge and turned on the hot water, started washing up. ‘This is why when I die I’ll be welcomed into heaven
         with fanfare and trumpets,’ he said.
      

      
      But singing her husband’s praises wasn’t on Frannie’s agenda at the moment. She went back out into the dining room, brought
         in a load of dessert dishes, put them on the drain. Then she stopped and leaned against the counter. ‘Okay. What about this
         client? What client?’
      

      
      ‘Graham Russo.’

      
      ‘I’ve never heard you mention him. When did he become your client? Is it a big estate?’

      
      ‘Not really, and pretty recently, come to think of it,’ Hardy said. ‘Roughly this morning, in fact.’

      
      ‘And his dad was murdered?’

      
      Hardy turned the water off. ‘He’s not charged with the murder, if it was a murder. I’m just helping the guy, Frannie. He’s
         a good kid. I know him from the Shamrock. He thinks the cops are hassling him.’
      

      
      ‘He thinks Abe’s hassling him? Abe doesn’t hassle people.’

      
      Hardy shook his head. ‘No, not Abe. Abe’s just pushing paper anymore. It’s one of the new inspectors. Maybe.’

      
      ‘So your client is under suspicion?’

      
      ‘That may be a little strong. He’s worried that it may get there. He needs his hand held, that’s all. It’s no big deal.’

      
      She was silent, arms crossed again. After a minute she said, ‘It’s no big deal, but the head of the homicide department came
         by here especially to tell you about it as soon as the autopsy was finished?’
      

      
      Hardy put the sponge all the way down. He turned to face her. ‘I don’t want another murder case, Frannie. I’d probably turn
         it down if it got to that. I don’t have the time anyway. It just got my interest, that’s all. There are some elements that
         might be slightly more fascinating than Tryptech’s transom accident, if you can believe that. Graham’s dad evidently had Alzheimer’s. It looks like he killed himself, but it might have been an assisted
         suicide.’
      

      
      ‘So maybe Graham did do it?’

      
      ‘He says not. He wants help with the estate, that’s all.’

      
      ‘And you believe that?’

      
      Hardy averted his eyes. ‘I don’t disbelieve it, not yet.’

      
      Frannie nodded. ‘Very strong,’ she said. Her arms were still crossed. She sighed. ‘He’s going to get charged, and you’re going
         to wind up defending him, aren’t you?’
      

      
      ‘No.’

      
      ‘You promise?’

      
      ‘Frannie, I couldn’t defend him. First, I’ve got Tryptech, which is pretty full-time, you might have noticed. Next, Graham’s
         got no money, certainly not close to what he’d need for a murder defense, even at my rock-bottom rates. If he gets charged,
         he’ll take a public defender. It’d be a high-profile case – other defense sharks are going to swarm all around it.’
      

      
      ‘I didn’t hear a promise that you wouldn’t take it.’

      
      ‘It won’t get to there.’

      
      She sighed again. ‘Famous last words.’

      
      The autopsy report had been on Sarah’s desk when she and Lanier had come in from the field at the end of the day. That made
         it official. She remained late at the office, catching up on paper-work, and was there when the fingerprint expert checked
         in with his report. Graham Russo’s fingerprints were all over his father’s apartment – on the safe, on the morphine vials,
         on the syringes. Graham had told Lanier that he didn’t know how his father had come upon the morphine, had only been to the
         apartment ‘once or twice.’ Sarah’s suspicions took a quantum leap forward.
      

      
      If the coroner was saying it wasn’t a definite suicide, then she and her partner would find out what it definitely was. And
         Sarah knew where they’d start. She figured they had probable cause to search Graham’s residence, see what else they could
         turn up. The judge who signed the search warrant agreed with her.
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      Next to Hardy’s bed the world began jangling all at once. He pulled himself up with a moan from what felt like world-record
         REM sleep and slapped at the alarm. There was a moment’s silence, then another jangle.
      

      
      ‘The phone too,’ Frannie said.

      
      Hardy grabbed at the receiver and noted the time on the digital clock – seven o’clock. ‘Grand Central Station.’

      
      ‘They just woke me up with a search warrant. What am I supposed to do now?’

      
      ‘They’ve got a warrant?’

      
      ‘I just said that.’

      
      ‘Take it easy, Graham. You’ve got to let them in.’

      
      ‘I already have.’

      
      Hardy threw a glance out his bedroom window. A heavy fog had rolled in during the night. ‘What are they looking for?’

      
      ‘Just a second.’ Graham sounded like he was reading from some official paper. ‘Morphine vials, used or unused syringes, baseball
         cards, sports memorabilia, documents reflecting number combinations of safe or safety deposit box . . .’
      

      
      ‘Why do they think you might have any of that stuff?’

      
      ‘They won’t tell me. They just showed me the warrant, not the affidavit. They’re doing me a favor letting me call you.’

      
      Hardy knew this was true, so it couldn’t be too bad. Not yet. He hoped.

      
      The police had rung Graham’s doorbell at exactly seven o’clock, the earliest possible moment. Because it tended to bring to
         mind visions of jackbooted Nazis breaking down doors in the middle of the night, the police were prohibited from serving search
         warrants between ten P.M. and seven A.M. unless there was immediate danger that evidence would be destroyed, or the suspect would disappear, or something specific of that nature.
      

      
      So the fact that they hadn’t come in the middle of the night meant that this was probably a relatively routine search. On
         the other hand, ringing Graham’s bell at the first allowable second was not a good sign.
      

      
      Hardy let out a breath. ‘Okay, you hang in there. Don’t be hostile. Give me your address, I’ll be right over.’

      
      He swung out of bed. As he was pulling on his pants, Frannie spoke. ‘That would be Graham Russo?’ She was sitting up in bed,
         arms crossed over her chest. Children’s sounds came from the rooms farther back.
      

      
      ‘My psychic wife.’

      
      ‘The one who has nothing to do with a murder case?’

      
      Hardy smiled. ‘That’s him. They’re hassling him, that’s all. He’s got some enemies downtown.’

      
      ‘Evidently.’

      
      ‘I’ve got to go, be there for him. Keep him calm.’

      
      ‘I know you do. Don’t worry about the kids, I’ll get them fed and clothed and off to school.’

      
      He gave her a look. ‘I’ll do it tomorrow. It’ll be a trade, sharing those special parental moments.’

      
      ‘But I do have a real idea,’ she said.

      
      ‘My favorite kind. Let’s hear it.’

      
      ‘On the way to his place, start thinking about a defense attorney you can recommend for him. David Freeman, maybe?’

      
      ‘Maybe.’ A pause. ‘If he needs one.’

      
      Hardy had his map out. He stopped for a minute to consult it at the corner of Stanyan and Parnassus. Graham’s street was well
         hidden. He turned right, went a block, then hung a left onto a nearly vertical lane that he thought was the equal of any incline
         in the city. Street signs warned off trucks and delivery vehicles – too steep. Another sign informed him that this was not
         a through street. Whoever lived up here, Hardy thought, didn’t want anybody else to know about it.
      

      
      He checked his map again. With the fog he couldn’t see more than a hundred feet up the hill. He wished he’d gotten directions
         to Graham’s place instead of simply the address, but he was stuck now. Nothing to do but keep going. If he was lost, he’d find a phone.
      

      
      He nosed his old Honda up the steep hill, ran into another ‘Not a Through’ street that snaked off to the right and took it,
         and then suddenly – miraculously – the fog was gone. He’d climbed right out of it.
      

      
      Into, it seemed, a wonderland.

      
      Edgewood Avenue was paved with red bricks, lined with custom gingerbread houses, bathed in bright morning sunlight. On either
         side of the street a variety of trees were in full white and pink blossom. He rolled down his window and heard birds chirping.
      

      
      What was this place? Hardy had lived in San Francisco for nearly all of his adult life, and he’d never been here, never heard
         anyone mention it, although it was less than half a mile from the Little Shamrock.
      

      
      He pulled over at an open space at the curb, farther up the hill, just about to the copse of pine and eucalyptus that marked
         the end of the amazing dead-end street. He stood a moment outside his car, marveling at the red bricks, at the scented air.
         The fog below was a blanket of thick billowing cotton. The red spires of the Golden Gate jabbed through it.
      

      
      But beyond the fog, to the east, the downtown skyscrapers’ windows twinkled in the morning sun. Ships were moving on the bay.
         Across the water Treasure Island seemed close enough to touch. A ribbon of traffic was moving on the freeways, coming in over
         the Oakland Bay Bridge.
      

      
      He found the address at the end of a driveway, a front door cut into stucco where once, obviously, there had been a garage.
         Standing at the door, he paused a moment.
      

      
      As soon as he knocked and entered Graham’s converted-garage mother-in-law flat, he was going to fall into the role, representing
         the rights of his client. And then if the police did find anything, he would be hip deep in Graham’s defense.
      

      
      Could he extricate himself after that, even if he wanted to? All his protestations to the contrary, would he really want to
         get out?
      

      
      He was aware that his pulse had quickened. It never did that when he contemplated the mounds of paperwork and number crunching
         with Tryptech that awaited him in the office. But he couldn’t afford the luxury of loving his work, he told himself again. He had other priorities now. He was a grown-up.
      

      
      Then there was some noise from inside, and he took in a breath and rapped on the door.

      
      ‘Your client isn’t cooperating, so we don’t either.’ Hardy wasn’t through the door yet. Inspector Marcel Lanier, whom he’d
         known for years, wasn’t letting him in. ‘We’re conducting a search. You’re not entitled to be in here. It’s simple.’
      

      
      Hardy lowered his voice. ‘How’s he not cooperating?’

      
      Lanier shrugged. ‘My partner’s got some questions. He said if he’s a suspect, he’d like his lawyer present.’

      
      ‘He’s smart, that’s why. That’s his right.’

      
      ‘Absolutely. I couldn’t agree with you more. But it’s not his right to have anybody present while we look around here. People
         have been known to take things. You wouldn’t believe. So as soon as we finish up here, you can come on in and we’ll all have
         a nice talk on the record.’
      

      
      Hardy could see Graham – barefoot, in running shorts and tank top – sitting at the huge country table by the floor-to-ceiling
         window, louvered shades blocking most of the sun and view in the back of the long, narrow one-room apartment. Lanier’s female
         partner was back talking with him.
      

      
      It was a beautiful street, all right, but Hardy didn’t want to stand out in it for the better part of the day. Lanier wasn’t
         a bad guy. He’d just gotten his feathers ruffled. Hardy would have to talk to Graham about his behavior around the police.
         They could make life very difficult if you made them dislike you, even if you’d done nothing wrong.
      

      
      ‘Is he under arrest?’ Hardy asked.

      
      ‘He’s being detained.’

      
      Hardy kept his patience. ‘Let me talk to my client. You guys’ being here freaked him out, that’s all. I’ll calm him down,
         maybe he’ll have something to say, something you can use.’ Hardy’s face cracked. ‘Come on, Marcel. If you do find something,
         you’re not going to want to tell Glitsky you had a chance to talk to your suspect and didn’t take it when it was easy.’
      

      
      Lanier took a beat, then stepped back and motioned Hardy in. ‘All right. Sit at the table and don’t touch anything.’

      
      
      Graham’s apartment was spotless and orderly. Hardy thought it was a fantastic living space. There was the huge picture window
         that dominated the back wall. Graham had adjusted the shades, and over the fog the view of downtown and points east was world
         class. There was a dark hardwood floor, Oriental carpets. The furniture was a mix of Danish and antique – heavy woods and
         teak – that somehow achieved a balance.
      

      
      The wall to Hardy’s right was lined nearly to the ceiling with books. There was a tall wine rack nearly filled with expensive
         wines. Three tiny vertical windows above the shelves. The rest of the right wall, near the back of the house, was given over
         to a kitchen area, stove, overhead racks, good cookware.
      

      
      The apartment radiated good taste. Graham Russo might be a jock, but there appeared to be a lot more to him than that. A further
         consideration raised its ugly head, though, and Hardy couldn’t put it aside: a place like this, and the lifestyle that went
         with it – the wine alone, for example – cost some serious money, and Graham was, at best, underemployed. He wondered how his
         young client could afford to keep all this up.
      

      
      But he’d find that out on his own time. For now, he was here to hold hands, and that’s what he’d do. He asked permission to
         put on a pot of coffee and – another peace offering – offered it around.
      

      
      He and Graham found themselves talking baseball at the table. Lanier was on the low leather couch on the left side of room,
         going through a stack of magazines, seeking stuff that might be tucked into them.
      

      
      In her search for syringes and vials of morphine Sarah Evans had been looking through things in the bathroom, a small cubicle
         with a sink, shower, and toilet that had been patched onto the back corner of the room.
      

      
      Hardy thought that Evans had a really wonderful, sincere smile. Like the Hispanic DA he’d met with Glitsky yesterday, she
         barely seemed old enough, in his eyes, to be a Girl Scout, much less a homicide inspector.
      

      
      When Hardy poured the coffee, she came out and sat down with the men, smiled, and placed her pocket tape recorder on the table
         between them. Shoulder-length dark hair framed a freckled oval face, set off by widely spaced green eyes. A compact and athletic, very attractive body was evident under the utilitarian
         work-clothes. ‘You don’t mind?’ she said, still smiling. ‘Two birds with one stone.’
      

      
      Graham knew the law. He knew that talking to a police officer during an official investigation was a very serious matter.
         He had called his attorney first thing because he hadn’t wanted to be tricked.
      

      
      But then, after he’d admitted the two officers into his apartment, he’d really seen Sergeant Evans. He fancied that she’d noticed him as well. They were about the same age. The law was one thing, he knew,
         but this was a pretty woman and he had had some experience with them. He had no doubt that he could charm her and get her
         on his side, in spite of what her job might be, her professional role.
      

      
      This went beyond the law. It was only common sense to take advantage of the way people worked. He would be in control. Talking
         to her would be a smart move, although the book recommended against it.
      

      
      Sometimes you just had to go on what you felt.

      
      Hardy began, ‘No. I’m sorry, but my client doesn’t—’

      
      ‘It’s all right.’ Graham held out his hand, stopping him. ‘You said it, didn’t you, Diz? I might as well cooperate. I don’t
         have anything to hide.’ He shrugged, casually looked over at Evans. ‘Shoot, Inspector.’ A broad smile. ‘Not literally, of
         course.’
      

      
      Sarah returned the smile and took a sip of her coffee. She appraised him for another longish moment, then looked down, gathering
         herself, tucking away the last hint of the smile.
      

      
      All right.

      
      She launched into the standard police interview intro for the transcriber, then began. ‘When you talked to Inspector Lanier
         on Saturday, you said you didn’t know your father had morphine at his apartment—’
      

      
      ‘Wait a minute,’ Hardy said again. ‘I really have to object to this. You shouldn’t answer that, Graham.’
      

      
      But the boy had gotten himself relaxed. ‘Diz, I want to explain.’ He focused on Inspector Evans. ‘That’s not exactly what I said. I said I didn’t know how it got there.’
      

      
      Lanier abruptly closed the magazine he was leafing through, shifted on the couch, said, ‘Wait a minute.’ His face clouded.
         ‘No, all right.’ He grabbed the next magazine on the pile.
      

      
      Evans asked, ‘But you knew it was there, the morphine?’

      
      ‘Graham.’ Hardy might be upsetting his client, but he had to speak up again. He really didn’t want Graham saying any of this.
         It could not help him. As a lawyer Graham must know this. What was he thinking? Didn’t Graham understand that this wasn’t
         casual conversation? It was being recorded and would be transcribed and perhaps used against him. Maybe Hardy’s getting inside
         wasn’t going to be worth the cost, and that worried him even more. ‘We can talk about this later, when we’re alone.’
      

      
      Graham ignored him, smiled at the pretty inspector. ‘The morphine? I showed him how to give himself shots. He was in a lot
         of pain.’
      

      
      The pain again. Graham kept bringing up the pain.

      
      ‘What from?’

      
      ‘I don’t know.’

      
      ‘You didn’t ask?’

      
      ‘No. My father wouldn’t have told me. He would have said mind your own business. He didn’t want anybody to pity him.’

      
      ‘So you went up to your father’s apartment and showed him how to administer these morphine injections to himself?’

      
      ‘That’s right.’

      
      ‘Even though you weren’t particularly close?’

      
      Graham cast a glance at Hardy. Looking for approval? Hardy couldn’t say. The horse was already a couple of acres from the
         barn and still running. Hardy had tried to stop Graham when it might have done some good. If his client reined himself in
         now, he would just look worse. So Hardy sipped his coffee and waited.
      

      
      ‘Just because we weren’t close, I didn’t want the guy to suffer.’ Graham shrugged. ‘He asked me to show him. I showed him,
         but I didn’t shoot him up. I knew what he was going to do.’
      

      
      ‘And what was that?’

      
      Graham wasn’t blinking in the face of the questions. He leveled his gaze at her. ‘What he did do. Kill himself.’
      

      
      Hardy thought he’d convey a little relevant information that his client might not know. ‘The autopsy came in last night, Graham,’ he said. ‘It didn’t rule out homicide.’
      

      
      Graham stopped his cup halfway to his mouth, put it down on the table, sat all the way back in his chair. ‘Well, that’s bullshit.’

      
      Hardy nodded. ‘Maybe, but it’s why these guys are here.’

      
      Graham leaned forward, elbow on the table, and looked right at Evans. Again, the expression struck Hardy as a little much.
         The old eye-to-eye for sincerity was, he suspected, no guarantee that the truth was next up. ‘I didn’t kill my father. He
         killed himself.’
      

      
      Sarah Evans wasn’t giving anything away. She nodded, moved the tape recorder slightly, sipped from her mug. ‘So how often
         would you say you saw your father in the last six months?’
      

      
      ‘I don’t know. Six, eight times.’

      
      ‘More than once a month, then?’

      
      ‘He was getting senile. He had Alzheimer’s, you know. He’d call me, then forget he called me. He didn’t remember where he’d
         put things. I’d come up and find them.’
      

      
      ‘The morphine?’

      
      A pause. ‘Sure, yeah.’

      
      ‘What was the pain from?’ she asked again. ‘Who gave him the morphine?’

      
      He smiled broadly this time. ‘You already asked that.’

      
      ‘And you said you didn’t know.’

      
      ‘That’s right. Still don’t.’

      
      She shifted gears on him. ‘Don’t you work for an ambulance company?’

      
      ‘I’m a paramedic. I ride in ambulances.’

      
      ‘And you carry syringes and—’

      
      Hardy couldn’t sit still any longer. ‘Excuse me, but Graham already said he didn’t know where the morphine came from.’

      
      ‘I know,’ she said. ‘But I’m asking now about the syringes.’

      
      ‘It’s the same—’

      
      But Graham put a hand over Hardy’s arm, stopping him. ‘I may have brought some syringes, left some there. I wanted to make
         sure he had clean needles.’
      

      
      In the silence that followed, Lanier turned another page of his magazine. Graham leaned across the table and adjusted the
         louvered blinds. The room lightened up by half again. It was a great day above the fog here on Edgewood.
      

      
      Evans took another tack. ‘You’re the executor for your father. What do you know about the safe?’

      
      Graham got to the bottom of his coffee mug. His eyes shifted out to the view, then back. ‘Not much,’ he said.

      
      ‘What did your dad keep in it?’

      
      ‘I doubt anything,’ Graham said. ‘He didn’t have anything worth saving.’

      
      ‘What about his baseball cards? Where did he keep them?’

      
      ‘I don’t know.’

      
      ‘Don’t you want to ask what baseball cards?’
      

      
      ‘No. I know he had a collection once. I don’t know what happened to it. Maybe it was in the safe. I don’t know.’

      
      But Evans was closing in on something, and Hardy wanted to get there first and head her off if he could. The questions were
         rattling Graham. ‘Anybody want another cup?’ he said.
      

      
      No takers.

      
      Hardy got up and went to the machine, but Evans kept right on. ‘But you never – personally – saw inside the safe, or opened
         it, or anything like that?’
      

      
      ‘No. I think the safe was just a prop. Sal liked to pretend he was doing great, he didn’t need anybody, he had lots of money.
         But you saw where he lived.’
      

      
      Lanier was leafing through the swimsuit edition of Sports Illustrated. Suddenly he held up a piece of paper, stationery from a Motel 6, and said, ‘Hey.’
      

      
      

         Dear Graham,

         Whatever anybody else thinks, I am proud of you. I don’t know what that means after all this time, but I am. I’ve been following
            you as best I could – the one hope I had left among my kids. Your mother doesn’t make it any too easy, and you all made it
            clear enough you didn’t want me around. Your mom, I guess, what she told you.
         

         But I did keep an eye out. Your career in the minors, you know, and then law school. I know where Deb lives with that husband
            of hers, and Georgie. How’d they get so messed up? Me leaving. I suppose that was it.
         

         Did your mom ever let on that I would call and ask about you? No, I guess not. Every three months, four, I would, though. You ought to know that. That’s how I found out about you
            quitting the law job, trying for baseball one last time.
         

         I saw you play today. Two triples. Remember how we used to say you’d rather hit a triple than a homer any day? Most exciting
            offensive play in the game, am I right? So, anyway, plus you started that beautiful 3-6-4 double play. You owned the field,
            son, and I am so proud of you for trying baseball again.
         

         That’s all any of us can do, and few enough try, and I just wanted – whether it means anything – I just wanted to say good
            on you, doing what you were born to do. Somebody appreciated it.
         

      



      
      While Hardy looked over the letter, a heavy silence hung in the room. Then Lanier took the page out of Hardy’s hand. He looked
         down at it again, showing it to Evans. ‘This last is in a different handwriting. Sixteen, eight, twenty-seven.’
      

      
      ‘What’s that?’ Hardy asked. He felt sick that this was going on and, really, it was his fault, his stupid mistake. You simply
         don’t let your client talk to the police, and he’d not only done that, he’d facilitated it. The fact that Graham wasn’t telling
         them anything they couldn’t find out for themselves mitigated his self-loathing, but only slightly.
      

      
      Evans knew what the numbers were right away. ‘That’s the combination to Sal’s safe. The one Graham here says he knows nothing
         about.’
      

      
      It was after eleven o’clock.

      
      Evans and Lanier weren’t about to let Graham go into the bathroom and close the door behind him to take a shower, so he was
         still in the clothes he’d slept in.
      

      
      Graham and Hardy still sat, mostly in silence, at the large table by the back window. The blinds were completely open by now
         and the city outside, with the fog gone, shimmered in the sunlight. Graham had slid open the window a few inches and a light
         breeze freshened the air from time to time, but it was mostly quiet and unpleasant.
      

      
      From Hardy’s perspective, the two inspectors – buoyed by their discovery that Graham had a means of knowing the combination to Sal’s safe – had increased the intensity of their search.
         Working as a team, they had begun again at the front door, working slowly, opening every book and drawer, lifting everything
         that wasn’t nailed down, checking pockets of clothes in the closet, canisters in the kitchen.
      

      
      They had to be getting near the end, Hardy thought, and if the letter was all they wound up finding, it wouldn’t be too bad.
         Graham had even made the argument as soon as they’d found the letter: so what if he might at one time have known the combination
         to the safe? He didn’t even remember the letter from his father had been stuck in the magazine. Did they honestly think he
         cared about the combination to the safe? He didn’t even remember why he’d written it down. He just didn’t know.
      

      
      Hardy wished his client hadn’t talked so much, but it appeared to be over now, and little real damage had been done. The two
         inspectors were back by the dining table with Graham and Hardy, having thoroughly searched from stern to, nearly, stem. Lanier
         had just pulled up a chair and opened the drawer to a small desk table next to the Murphy bed when Evans lifted a Skoal chewing
         tobacco can from the utensil drawer and shook, then opened, it.
      

      
      ‘Six keys,’ she said, raising her eyes to her partner. She lifted the plain metal ring, and jingled the keys.

      
      Suddenly Graham was a deer caught in headlights. The moment passed as quickly as it had come, but to Hardy it was worrisome.
         There was real fear in his eyes. He’d been hiding something in plain view that he hadn’t expected them to notice, or if they
         did notice, he hadn’t expected them to connect it to anything. And now they had.
      

      
      Sarah Evans turned back to Graham and dropped the ring onto the table. ‘Let’s play “Name the Keys.” What do you say?’

      
      He raised his shoulders, drummed his hands – da da dum – on the edge of the table. He gave her his big smile. ‘I really don’t have a clue. They’re just keys. Everybody’s got a
         container full of keys.’ He reached over and picked up the ring. ‘These two are duplicates for my car, I guess. This one is
         the dead bolt for here.’
      

      
      Evans held up one of them. ‘You got a safe deposit box? That’s what this looks like. What bank are you with?’

      
      The smile faded. From his seat at the small table across the room, Lanier turned and looked over at the silence.
      

      
      Just as Hardy put his hand up to warn Graham not to answer, he blurted out, ‘I don’t know.’

      
      Lanier tapped on the desk with something he’d extracted from the drawer. ‘Checkbook here is from Wells Fargo. The branch isn’t
         five blocks away. We get done here, we ride down and take a look. Maybe get a brand-new warrant.’
      

      
      Inspector Sergeant Sarah Evans pulled a chair up and sat upon it. ‘Graham,’ she said, ‘you’re telling me you don’t know if
         you have a safe deposit box? Is that what you’re saying?’
      

      
      Graham just didn’t seem to get it – he was making some bantering noises at Evans, trying to make light of the situation here,
         keep things casual, apparently unable to envision himself as a man with handcuffs in his future.
      

      
      Hardy had no idea what was in the safety deposit box, but judging from Graham’s reaction, when he found out, it was going
         to be ugly.
      

      
      Hardy put a hand on Graham’s shoulder and stood up. The interview was over.

      
      He was thoroughly disheartened. It had been a long and wasted morning. He hadn’t done much for Graham Russo up until now,
         and he knew there wasn’t anything he’d be able to do until this chapter had played itself out.
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      Mario Giotti sat at his regular table at Stagnola’s on the Wharf. He sipped his iced tea and gazed with a studiedly placid
         expression down to the fishing boats moored outside his window. He was a well-known man in the city and he thought it important
         to maintain a dignified, serene persona in public. In any event, it was a gorgeous May morning, a Tuesday, and when he’d arrived
         at the restaurant, he’d apparently been in fine spirits.
      

      
      And why not? He was a U.S. federal judge, appointed for life, and he lived in the best city in the world. A vibrant sixty-year-old,
         he kept his sparkplug of a body in terrific shape by either jogging or spending an hour a day at the workout room in the basement
         of the federal courthouse. With his steel-gray eyes, his unlined face, the prominent nose, he knew he cut a dignified figure.
      

      
      Although just at this moment, he was struggling to control his expression. The judge’s wife was late. He was peeved with her
         and didn’t want to show it.
      

      
      He hated to wait, always had. Fortunately, in his life nowadays, people most often waited for him, waited on him. He never
         had to stand in a line. He came into his courtroom and he had a staff that made damn sure that the day’s business was ready
         to proceed upon his entrance. But he still had to wait for his wife. Always had, probably always would.
      

      
      As he looked down at the fishing boats, a sigh escaped him. He wasn’t even aware of it. Coming here to Stagnola’s – which
         he did at least once a week when he wasn’t traveling – wasn’t so much a nostalgic experience as it was a return to his roots.
      

      
      That’s how he felt about the place. It was his true home, his psychic touchstone. For sixty-five years, over three generations, the building had been Giotti’s Grotto.
      

      
      The judge’s great-grandfather had opened the first cioppino stand here in the middle of the Depression, and it had stayed
         within the family, adding onto itself, growing into a Fisherman’s Wharf landmark, until Joey Stagnola had bought it from Mario’s
         father, Bruno, in 1982.
      

      
      Mario was the last male of the Giotti line. But he’d been a lawyer, with dreams of becoming a judge. He wasn’t going to run
         a dago restaurant on the Wharf. His father, Bruno, understood – if he himself were young again and college educated, if he’d
         had the same options as his son, he’d do the same thing.
      

      
      But Mario knew that secretly it had broken the old man’s heart. He sold the restaurant to Stagnola and, six months later,
         sitting in a red booth by one of these back windows, had died here. (He had just finished an after-lunch Sambuca and the coroner
         found three coffee beans – good Italian restaurants served them floating in the aperitif for luck – in his mouth, unchewed.)
      

      
      ‘More iced tea, Your Honor?’

      
      Mauritio, the maître-d’, had sent the youngster over to check the judge’s glass. Mauritio always took good care of him.
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