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About the Book


Late one night, fostered teen Anlya Paulson plummets to her death from the overpass above San Francisco’s Stockton tunnel.


But did she fall … or was she pushed?


Rushing to produce a suspect, homicide inspectors focus on naïve school teacher Greg Treadway, who volunteers as a Special Advocate for foster children. But by the time Greg’s murder trial is underway, lawyer Dismas Hardy and his daughter, Rebecca, have unearthed some alternative harrowing possibilities: a missing stepfather, a roommate who ran an escort service, and Anlya’s own birth mother.


How will they get these theories in front of the jury?


And, if they can, what price will they have to pay?




As always, to Lisa
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THE BODY FELL straight out of the sky.


Those were the words in her original statement, and that was exactly how it had appeared to Robyn Owen. No foreshadowing, no warning. She had just turned right out of the Sutter-Stockton garage and was about to enter the tunnel when all at once the body fell out of the sky and landed on the hood of her brand-new Subaru. The head bounced against the windshield, shattering the safety glass into a spiderweb. Robyn had slammed on her brakes as she screamed. She’d been going fast enough to send the body flying, rag doll–fashion, what seemed an impossibly long distance in front of her.


The time was exactly 11:03 P.M. on her dashboard clock. She was leaving the parking garage after a nice dinner at Campton Place—and no, she was not drunk!, as she’d told the police officers about a hundred times, blowing into a breathalyzer twice to prove it.


Before turning, she had checked to her left for oncoming traffic in her lane and noted the car about a block down, coming toward her. This turned out to be the BMW that had tried to stop after Robyn had slammed on her own brakes, but still plowed into her after the impact. Robyn hadn’t been speeding. The Beemer had not been speeding, either: It hadn’t forced her to super-accelerate out into her lane; it was a normal safe distance from her when she had turned. Robyn did not lay rubber coming out of the garage. She couldn’t have stopped or slowed to keep from hitting the woman, because she never saw her, never had even a hint of her existence, until she landed on the Subaru’s hood. There hadn’t been anything she could have done that would have led to a different outcome.


And who was going to pay for the repair to her car? Did insurance cover bodies that fell out of the sky? She suspected it did not.
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AT ONE A.M. on what was now Thursday morning, San Francisco’s police Homicide chief Devin Juhle rolled over in bed and said to Connie, “It’s no use. I’m not going back to sleep. I might as well go down.”


Connie didn’t argue. When her husband felt he had to go to a crime scene, there was no stopping him. Although she wondered why his inspectors lately seemed to feel that they had to contact him as soon as they got a call that someone had been killed. They were the ones doing the initial investigating—Devin’s job was mostly administration and coordination. Determining the basic facts of a case wasn’t usually up to her husband, so she did not understand his need to be there. Back when he’d been an inspector, he’d tried never to call his lieutenant to a crime scene. It had been a matter of pride.


But the department had changed. The city had changed. Hell, their lives had changed, and her man was dressed now, heading out in the middle of the night to see about a dead person.
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TWO AND A half hours after the incident, traffic in both directions on Stockton Street inside the tunnel remained stopped. Gridlock prevailed downtown to the south and all the way up to North Beach. Devin Juhle knew his way downtown on Bush Street, but it didn’t help him; he wound up having to park on the sidewalk all the way back on Leavenworth, six blocks away.


Yellow crime scene tape blocked off Bush above the tunnel, and Juhle held up his ID as he came up to the small knot of uniformed officers standing around. One of them directed him to take the second set of steps, which led down to the northbound side.


Before he started down, Juhle stopped at about the spot where he reasoned the victim must have gone over. Cars clogged the streets in every direction as far as he could see. Horns blared in staccato down below. Juhle looked down over the low parapet. It seemed to be about thirty feet to the asphalt below, maybe a little less. Although the rule of thumb was that you would survive a fall less than three times your height, it was an inexact formula at best. Juhle looked down again. If you were going to kill yourself by jumping, he thought, you should opt for a longer drop. Unless, of course, you wanted to kill yourself and decided to land on a car coming in this direction on the street below.


With the constant cacophony of car horns in his ears, Juhle followed the slick, steep concrete steps, over the old newspaper pages and the glittering glass shards—the remains of beer or liquor bottles—crackling under his feet. Halfway down, the passage widened and Juhle noted the sign high up on the wall, assuring him that for his protection, this area was under constant video surveillance.


Something to keep in mind, he told himself. He hoped it was actually true.


The second flight of steps, around to his right, brought him down to street level, and he took in the klieg-lit scene with a practiced eye. To his right, sixty or seventy feet away, what he presumed to be the body still lay surrounded by techs—measuring, photographing—on the asphalt in the middle of the lane inside the tunnel. In front of him, a late-model Subaru with a shattered windshield sat sideways, blocking both lanes, at a right angle to a BMW with a smashed front end. On the sidewalk inside the tunnel, a small group huddled around a young woman who sat wrapped in a blanket. The driver of the Subaru?


At Juhle’s appearance at the bottom of the steps, Eric Waverly, the Homicide inspector who, along with his partner, Ken Yamashiro, had drawn the call, looked over and peeled off from the others. Waverly wore black: shoes, slacks, heavy down ski jacket. A boyish face seemed to belie his prematurely gray hair. He might have been any age up to forty-five—in fact, he was thirty-two, young for the Homicide detail.


As Waverly got close to his lieutenant, down in the tunnel, another car horn blared, prompting others to join in as Juhle nodded in greeting. “We’ve got to get some of these cars out of here, Eric. This is insane.”


 “I know. But there’s no place to put ’em. The tunnel’s packed. There’s nowhere to turn around. What are you gonna do? At least I hear we’ve got people backing out the other side now. They’re saying it ought to clear in another half hour or so. At least enough to get some tow guys in. But if I was a terrorist and ever wanted to shut down the city, this is where I’d start.”


“Good to know you have a contingency plan,” Juhle said. Shifting gears, he inclined his head up toward the victim. “So what have we got?”


“Young black woman, probably under twenty-five, maybe younger. No ID.”


“Did she jump?”


“Maybe not. We’ve got a witness, one of the waiters at the Tunnel”—a restaurant at the corner up on Bush—“who was cleaning up at one of his front tables. He says he heard a woman’s scream, abruptly cut off, right before the squeal of tires down below, and then the sound of the car crash.” Waverly paused. “If she screamed, she didn’t jump.”


Juhle immediately realized this conclusion—that the woman did not jump but was murdered—was the reason Waverly had thought it wise to request his lieutenant’s presence at the crime scene early in the process. For the past several months, Juhle’s Homicide department, as well as the city’s district attorney’s office, had been defending themselves—separately and sometimes together—against mounting accusations that the PD was soft-pedaling investigations into, and the DA was mishandling trials of, killers of African-Americans.


In the last eight murders of African-Americans, the police had made no arrests. During the same time period, the district attorney had gone to trial six times to prosecute suspects in the homicides of African-Americans and gotten zero convictions. Logically, there was no connection between these facts—crimes that went to trial had happened years before the eight current murders. But to the public, there seemed to be a pattern.


Juhle did not know the reason for this anomaly, or even if there was one, but the plain fact remained that though the nonwhite-to-white murder rate in the city was nine to one, there had not been one successful murder case involving a black victim in the previous six months. Asian victims, yes; Hispanic victims, yes; Pacific Islanders, several; whites, yes; but African-Americans, no.


A city supervisor with mayoral ambitions named Liam Goodman was riding this political magic carpet for all it was worth, talking about more than just cutting the Homicide budget. Juhle had heard rumors that the board of stupidvisors, at Goodman’s urging, was actually discussing a wholesale reshuffling of the detail, including Juhle’s own job, a complete restructuring of the chain of command.


It was just politics, of course, but with serious implications for Juhle and his Homicide inspectors.


If this woman were a murder victim—and that appeared to be the early interpretation—then bringing her killer to justice would take on a whole new importance.


This would be a high-profile case before they even knew the victim’s name.
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AS IT TURNED out, four other witnesses came forward before the night was out. Taken together, they painted a very clear picture of a murder, not a suicide.


Zhang Jun was having a cigarette on the sidewalk during a break from his job in the cashier’s office of the Sutter-Stockton garage. He saw Robyn Owen’s Subaru make its turn and then heard the scream and the subsequent crash.


Up on Bush Street, Mercedes Johnson and her husband, Deion, were a block down toward Chinatown when they heard male and female voices raised in anger and saw what they said looked to be a fight of some kind at the top of the tunnel, punctuated by that scream. Immediately afterward, a man running down the opposite side of the street had passed them, although it was too dark to make any further identification.


The fourth witness was a homeless man who had settled down for the night on the midway landing of the stairway. The fighting above had woken him up, and after the scream and the crash, he’d gathered his stuff and found a recessed doorway to a convenience store down beyond the garage’s Bush Street entrance, which was where the initial officers at the scene found him. This man’s identity remained a mystery—he never identified himself, and after he’d told the officers what he’d seen, although instructed to remain there, he had wandered away into the milling crowd of stopped motorists, who were getting restless.


At a little after ten the next morning, Devin Juhle, who had been awake since an hour after midnight, was resting his eyes, his head on his arms. Someone knocked on his door. Straightening up and stifling a yawn, he told whomever it was to come in.


Waverly and Yamashiro, back from the lab where they had taken the young woman’s fingerprints, were obviously pumped up from their success—the dead woman’s name was Anlya Grace Paulson.


“An-LEE-ah?” Juhle asked. “Another brand-new name I’ve never heard.”


“There you go,” Waverly said. “Keeps you flexible. Anyway, she was seventeen years old, fingerprints in two separate databases—California driver’s license and Child Protective Services.”


“CPS? She’s a foster kid?” Juhle asked.


“Or was,” Yamashiro replied. “Either way, we’ve got a home address. It’s someplace to start.”


“It’s a good place,” Juhle said. “Don’t let me keep you.”


“We just wanted you to know,” Waverly said. “You said you particularly wanted to stay in the loop on this one.”


“And I do,” Juhle said. “I remember.” He brushed some dust off his desk, frustrated with himself. “Don’t mind me. I’m barely awake. But you guys haven’t slept, either, have you?”


“Not much,” Yamashiro replied.


“Well,” Juhle said, “drive carefully.”


When his inspectors had left, closing his office door behind them, Juhle considered putting his head down again but resisted the temptation. Instead, he checked his watch—it should be late enough by now—and picked up his telephone.


“Hey, Treya,” he said to the district attorney’s administrative assistant. “This is Devin. Does his lordship have a minute this morning?”


“Maybe one. I’m expecting him momentarily, and his first meeting’s at ten-thirty, so if you hustle on down, you might get lucky.”


“I’m on my way.”
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WES FARRELL WAS closing in on four years as district attorney. During that time, he’d come to understand that the duties and responsibilities of the job were serious, and his day-to-day demeanor reflected the change in his worldview. When he’d run for the office, he’d worn his hair over his ears and taken pride in his informality—many days he wouldn’t wear a coat or tie. He almost always sported a T-shirt with some wise-ass message, such as How the heck did I get so sexy? or Yeah, you need gum. He’d reveled in unveiling a new one to colleagues (and reporters) nearly every day.


Though rumor had it that the T-shirts remained in his arsenal, his public act had taken a strong turn toward the grown up. Now, with his Armani suits, Italian shoes, muted silk ties, and conservative coif, he cut an imposing, no-nonsense figure. Further burnishing the non-Bohemian image, he’d gotten married to Samantha Duncan, his longtime live-in girlfriend. He didn’t like to admit it, but he’d come to believe that all this shallow, superficial, external stuff mattered, at least to enough people that bowing to the conventions was worth it if he wanted to get reelected to his fascinating and challenging job.


But all the externals in the world couldn’t change the essential character of the man. When Treya waved Devin Juhle into Farrell’s office this morning, the lieutenant was struck—as he almost always was—by the similarities between Farrell’s office and the playrooms in his children’s preschools. Maybe, he thought, Farrell was really making the not so subtle statement that most of the people he entertained here were children.


There was no desk, for example. Farrell eschewed the hierarchy of the desk. He preferred low, comfortable chairs and couches, random seating arrangements (if any), and a wide assortment of games and sports paraphernalia—chess and checkerboards, a Nerf basketball setup, several baseball bats, some footballs, a dartboard. Buster Posey’s jersey adorned the right-hand wall. Recently, Farrell had installed a Ping-Pong table to take the place of one of the library tables.


Juhle couldn’t hold back a smile. “I’ve got to get some of this stuff for my office.”


His suit coat draped next to him, Farrell sat perched on the remaining library table, a Nerf basketball in his hands. “Beware of possessions,” he said, “lest they come to possess you.”


Juhle kept his smile on. “Thanks,” he said, “I’ll try to keep that in mind. But I’m thinking a dartboard, for example, might liven up some of the dull hours.”


“Except if you’re not careful, it’ll eat up your whole day. My favorite”—he held it up—“is the classic Nerf ball. One or two shots, bam, the tension’s gone. Even if you miss. Plus, if you miss with the Nerf, and you will, you don’t have to deal with all those little holes in the wall. About which, trust me, Maintenance will give you hell.” Farrell boosted himself down to the floor, set, and pumped a shot at the basket he’d set up on the bookshelf, missing by a foot. Shrugging, he came out with his own “what can you do” smile and extended his hand, which Juhle took. “But I’m thinking that’s not why you came to see me today. What’s up?”


“Did you hear about the logjam in the tunnel last night?”


“I did. Somebody jumped, was that it?”


“Not exactly. We’ve got some witnesses now, and the consensus is the girl—a black girl—got pushed or thrown over during a fight. So it’s probably a homicide, likely a murder.”


Farrell’s eyebrows went up. “Ah, another opportunity for you guys to drag your feet on your investigation and otherwise deny justice to the African-American community.”


“Pretty much, yeah. Just before you guys get another chance to blow the trial and fail to convict. To avoid all that, I thought you’d want to know about the bare facts tout suite.”


“Well, I appreciate that. But you say it was a fight?”


“Three witnesses say they heard a man and a woman fighting.”


Farrell frowned. “So probably manslaughter, not murder.”


“I don’t know about that. I just bring ’em in. You get to charge ’em.”


“Thanks for reminding me. I’m just saying it would be super-helpful if we could get to murder,” said Farrell with unmistakable irony. “That would prove our commitment, wouldn’t it? Going large on the charge. ‘Large on the charge’—that should be our motto on this.”


Juhle said, “I’d settle for being able to charge somebody with something, and not have to write this off as an accident.”


“Anything resembling a suspect?”


“No. We’ve just now identified her by her prints. Her assailant was male, but that doesn’t narrow things down a lot, does it?”


“Slightly less than half of humanity. It’s something.” Farrell smiled again and let out a breath. “Well,” he said, “forewarned is forearmed.” He scrunched up his face. “Is that how that saying goes?”


“Something like that, I think. But I know what you mean. Anyway, I’ve got a good team on it—Waverly and Yamashiro—and they’re aware of the urgency, if you want to call it that.”


Farrell took a beat. “You don’t think JaMorris might be a little better?”


Juhle frowned at the suggestion. JaMorris Monroe was an excellent Homicide inspector but no better than the team already working the case; the difference was that JaMorris was black. “As you know, Wes,” Juhle said, “inspectors get assigned randomly. Eric and Kenny were on call and drew this one, so it’s theirs.”


“Okay,” Farrell said, holding up his hands. “Just sayin’. It was a thought.”


“I know, and not bad from one perspective, but this whole Liam Goodman crusade lately is bogus, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to play that game.”


“You might get hammered for it if you don’t.”


“I’ll take that chance.”


“For that matter, I’ll back you up. But it would be nice for both of us if we get ourselves a suspect identified in the next week or so.”


“Right. Yeah. Of course. But it ought to be the guy who actually did it, don’t you think?”


Farrell nodded. “In a perfect world, that would be preferable, I agree.”
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A LAWYER NAMED Dismas Hardy slipped into the corner window booth at Boulevard, an upscale restaurant in the Audiffred Building at the corner of Mission and Embarcadero. It was a cool and sunny morning in the first week of May, and he’d walked briskly all the way down from his office on Sutter Street, ten minutes early for his lunch appointment. He settled into the comfortable leather seat and ordered a Hendrick’s martini straight up.


 Hardy normally didn’t drink hard liquor at lunch, although he often had wine, but today was a bit of a special occasion—lunch with one of his former law partners—and he didn’t think it would do him any harm. He had to be a little careful with alcohol because he was moonlighting a couple of nights a week at the Little Shamrock, the bar he co-owned out on Lincoln Way. If he had gin at lunch, and a couple of glasses of wine, and then went to the Shamrock and had a pop or two … well, it added up.


Back when he was just out of college, Hardy had joined the Marines. He’d gotten out of Vietnam alive, then become a cop in San Francisco while attending law school. After passing the bar, he’d worked for a year as an assistant district attorney. Then came what he called the lost years, spent in a semi-alcoholic haze while bartending at that same Little Shamrock after his first child had died in a crib accident and then—in the wake of that—after his first marriage had broken up. Ages twenty-nine to thirty-seven, gone.


He didn’t want to go back there.


But today that didn’t seem remotely likely.


Life had changed for Hardy since then in a way that made Wes Farrell’s transformation seem comparatively trivial. Hardy had remarried successfully, now going on twenty-six years, to Frannie, whose child, Rebecca—“The Beck”—was Hardy’s adopted daughter. She was also the newest legal associate at his firm.


After The Beck’s birth, he’d left bartending behind and gone back to work as a full-time lawyer, this time on the defense side. Frannie and he had a son together, Vincent, who was twenty-three years old and doing something at Facebook that Hardy didn’t understand but that paid handsomely.


Hardy had won a lot of cases over the years, some of them nationally prominent. He had helped form a major city law firm—Freeman Farrell Hardy & Roake—and become its managing partner. In the past six years, the firm had shrunk from its all-time high of twenty-two lawyers and changed its name—it was now Hardy & Associates—but they were back up to an even dozen attorneys, and the work seemed to be flowing in.


So the martini wasn’t a threat to him or his future. Not today. He took his first sip and almost laughed out loud, it was so outrageously delicious. Roses and cucumbers as botanicals. Who woulda thunk?


He raised his hand in a subdued greeting to one of his business clients across the restaurant by the entrance, then a minute later to one of the city’s superior court judges, out with her husband. For a cultured and sophisticated city, San Francisco remained in many ways a small town, one of the things Hardy loved about it. He could not imagine living anywhere else.


He sipped again, closing his eyes to savor the drink, and when he opened them, Wes Farrell was making his way through the press of citizens, shaking hands here and there, heading toward Hardy, greeting him with a “Yo.”


“Yo, yourself. I would have ordered you a drink if I thought you were going to be this close to on time.”


Farrell checked his watch. “Am I not two minutes early?”


“My bad.”


“It certainly is. But luckily, here’s Steven, just in time to slake my thirst and save you from my wrath.”


The waiter took Farrell’s cocktail order, the tasty yet unfortunately named Negroni, and Hardy said, “If I were a public figure such as yourself, I wouldn’t order that drink on general principle. Somebody misinterprets or hears it wrong, and five minutes later, everybody thinks you’re a racist.”


“If that happens, I’ll just tell ’em I’m not, which, up until this year, my record clearly supports. Meanwhile, I get the drink I feel like drinking. Life’s complicated enough. If they gave it another name, that’s how I’d order it, but I think for now we’re stuck with the one it’s got.”


“Maybe we could start a campaign.”


“You go ahead. One campaign is plenty for me. Farrell for DA.” Steven arrived and set Farrell’s glass down before him. “Ah, just in time to drink to my reelection.” The men raised then clinked their glasses—“Four more years!”—and sipped.


“So you’re really going ahead?” Hardy asked.


“I never thought I wouldn’t, to tell you the truth. The longer I’m in it, the more obvious it is that this is the job I was born to do. I’m just surprised it took me so long to realize it. Although some days, speaking of the job and racism …” Wes launched into a quick recital of the events of the previous night, concluding with Devin Juhle’s entirely orthodox decision to leave the murder investigation in the hands of the non-black officers who had caught the case.


“You really think it would make any difference?” Hardy asked.


“You mean in the case itself? Hell, no. But in the perception that we’re not putting the most motivated people on it …” He shrugged. “I don’t know. As if Waverly and Yamashiro aren’t motivated. Christ! It’s their job. These are skilled cops, seasoned inspectors, Diz. It’s taken them years to make Homicide. Of course they’re motivated. You don’t think the PD has black inspectors investigating crimes with black victims?”


“I bet it does.”


“Damn straight.” Farrell took a breath, leaned back, and turned sideways in the banquette, his arm out along the top of it. “What do they want us to do? Juhle needs a solid case before he can arrest anybody, and we need even more before we bring anybody to trial. Imagine the outcry if Homicide just beat the bushes and started bringing in suspects on little or no evidence. The damn thing is, we get accused of that, too. I mean, how do either of us win here? You tell me.”


Hardy cracked a small grin. “I thought you loved the job.”


Farrell nodded in sheepish acknowledgment. “I do. I know. I must be an adrenaline junkie, to add to the long list of my failings. But this is just a false crisis. Liam Goodman wants to be mayor. Here’s this rich white dude holding himself up as the go-to empathy guy for poor black victims. My heart goes out to the victims, too. Their families, friends, everybody. Really.”


“I believe you.”


“As if I want murderers to get away with it. As if I don’t care about black victims.”


“As if,” Hardy said.


Farrell reached for his drink. “Go ahead,” he said, “patronize me.”


Hardy kept his grin on. “Just ’cause it’s so much fun. But I do have a suggestion.”


“Shoot.”


“How about you put Abe on this thing?” Abe Glitsky was Hardy’s best friend in the world and, after a long career in the SFPD, now an inspector in the DA’s Investigations Unit. Glitsky was half-black. “Make him a plenipotentiary grand poobah or something to oversee these investigations, or at least this one.”


Farrell considered the suggestion. “Actually, Diz, that’s not a completely goofy idea.” It was not unheard of for the DA to assign one of his own investigators to assist the regular police department. “I get Juhle on board, then we both have ownership of the investigation. At least there’d be no finger-pointing between us about who wasn’t doing the job right. It’s an important homicide, we put on a united front. Who’s going to criticize that?”


“Goodman will find a way,” Hardy said, “but at least you’ll be out in front of it.”


“I’ll talk to Devin, get him on board. I’ll be damned if I’m going to stab him in the back.”


“Spoken like a man with actual ethics.”


“Now, now,” Farrell said, “let’s not get all carried away.”
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WAVERLY AND YAMASHIRO wasted some time trying to track down where Anlya lived. The address on her driver’s license—apartment 5 in a building south of Geary Street on Divisadero—was no longer current. The resident in 3, an elderly woman who’d resided in the building for fifteen years, told them that Anlya and her brother had moved out a few years before. Anlya’s parents had fought a lot and moved somewhere shortly after, she couldn’t say where.


Since Anlya’s fingerprints were also in the Child Protective Services database, Yamashiro put in a call to that office and left a message on a machine, the bored tones of which did not inspire confidence. Someone, the voice assured him, would be back with him shortly, a term of limited specificity that in this case turned out to be three hours.


So it was early afternoon before they had another couple of addresses—one at Anlya’s mother’s house down near Daly City, and another at a group foster home on McAllister near Webster, not too far from the address where they’d struck out earlier and in the general area where they still found themselves. The two inspectors knew that the medical examiner’s office would be contacting Anlya’s mother as next of kin, a task neither of them envied. They decided to start at McAllister Street instead.


The house was a large three-story Victorian, freshly painted in bright colors so that it stood out on the street as a welcoming spot. The two inspectors parked right in front and climbed the twenty-two concrete steps to the covered front porch, then rang the bell.


The woman who opened the door looked to be around fifty. Packing maybe forty extra pounds on her medium frame, she wore a green and yellow cotton dress over blue jeans; she also had an apron tied around her waist. Sporting a graying Afro, she identified herself as Nellie Grange. She exuded a weary serenity, but as soon as the inspectors introduced themselves, what seemed to be a hopeful kindness in her eyes faded to a dull acceptance of what she clearly knew would be bad news.


More bad news.


“Is this about Anlya?”


Waverly nodded. “I’m afraid it is.”


Nodding, she said, “She didn’t come in last night, which sometime happen, but it always got me thinkin’ the worst.”


Waverly came right out with it. “Anlya’s been in an accident. I’m so sorry to have to break it to you, but she’s dead.”


Nellie shot a helpless look at both of them, then brought her hands up to her mouth, hung her head, and closed her eyes. “Oh my Lord.”


Yamashiro asked if they could come in for a minute. She ushered them inside, where the large circular first room on the right was cheerfully bright due to its huge, curved glass windows. Surrounded by an assortment of mismatched chairs, an enormous circular wooden table filled the center of the room.


The inspectors took their seats next to each other, but Nellie remained standing, gripping the back of a chair. “You mind I ask how it happen?”


“We’re not completely sure,” Waverly said. “She went over the parapet of the Sutter-Stockton tunnel downtown. There is some indication of a struggle.”


“So somebody pushed her? Off a tunnel?”


“We don’t know that,” Waverly said. “That’s what we’re trying to find out.”


“You’re saying somebody killed her.”


“That’s not definitely established,” Waverly said, “but it appears that might be the case.”


Yamashiro took over. “Do you know who she might have been with last night?”


“No.”


“She didn’t have to sign out or anything like that?”


The caretaker shook her head. “It’s not like they’re locked up.”


“What about a curfew?”


“None of that. We try to be home to these girls. They don’t need no jailers or curfews, no lockup, just a room and a safe place to stay. There’s not a single one of them bad.”


“How many girls live here, Ms. Grange?” Yamashiro asked.


“We got eighteen … well, now seventeen.” The number seemed to catch in her throat. “But we’ve been as high as twenty-three.”


“And what’s the age range?”


“Nobody really comes here until they’re fourteen. When they’re eighteen, they’re out of the program. So all of them are in that range.”


“Was Anlya close to any particular one of them? Or some of them?”


With a sigh, Nellie pulled out the chair she had been holding and sat on it. “We all get along most of the time. But, you know, teenage girls …”


Yamashiro nodded. “I’ve got two of ’em at home myself.”


“So you know. Some days … nothing anybody can do. But mostly they all good to each other, more like family.”


“Might Anlya have gone out with another of your girls last night?” Waverly asked.


“I don’t know. Like I say, we don’t keep track of them. They’re free to come and go.”


Waverly kept the questions coming. “Are any others of them here now?”


“No.”


“Do you know where they are?”


“Not for certain. Probably they’re in school. They start getting home any time now.”


“Sometime in the near future we’ll want to talk to each of them, if that’s all right with you.”


“Fine with me. But I don’t decide. You have to ask them one by one.”


Yamashiro asked, “How long has Anlya been living here?”


“Just about a year and a half.”


“And how’d she wind up here?”


“Same as them all. She got delivered one day. Some trouble at her home, the CPS come and do the evaluation and take the kids, but by the time they get here, mostly I don’t ask. Don’t tell, neither. The point is, they’re here and they’re welcome.”


“We heard she has a brother,” Waverly said. “Can you tell us anything about him?”


“Oh.” A fresh wash of emotion. “That poor child. Her twin, you know. Max.”


“Do you know where he’s staying?”


“With his auntie, I believe. Someplace in the city it must be, but I don’t know where.”


“This auntie, she couldn’t take Anlya, too?” Waverly asked.


“You mean to live with them? It ain’t like it’s free, you know, takin’ on a child. Even if you getting some money from the foster people, that ain’t going to cover it all,” Nellie said. “His auntie, his actual blood, she took him, and there’s a miracle by itself. But Anlya and Max, they still were seeing each other. Another miracle. He’s come by here a few times. A good boy.” Running her hands through her hair, she spoke in a strangled voice. “How does something like this happen? You want to tell me that?”


NELLIE WAS ACCURATE about when the girls would start showing up. The first one—Felicia Rios—came into the house in the next minute or two. After she heard the news, she walked halfway around the table before she shrugged out of her backpack and lowered herself onto a chair. She didn’t cry, but the news clearly rocked her. She stared at Nellie, cast quick glances at the two inspectors. “So,” she said, “are you saying somebody killed her?”


Yamashiro nodded. “We don’t know. Was she a good friend of yours?”


She shrugged. “I knew her okay. She was nice. We didn’t hang out together much. She was older, you know.”


“How old are you?”


“Sixteen. But she’s seventeen and a senior, and smart, way smarter than me. She helped me with homework sometimes. Helped everybody, really, whoever asked.”


“And did that happen frequently?” Waverly asked.


She lifted her shoulders, let them drop. “If the timing worked. It wasn’t like organized or anything, but we all knew we could go to her if we got stuck on stuff.” Suddenly, the enormity of it seemed to strike her. “I mean, she’s really just dead, and that’s all? She’s gone?”


Yamashiro nodded. “I’m afraid she is. Did you see her last night, Felicia?”


“No.” The girl turned to Nellie. “Was she even at dinner?”


Nellie frowned, trying to recall. “I don’t think so. I’m trying to think if she came home. I don’t remember seeing her.”


“Honor might know,” Felicia volunteered.


“And Honor is?” Waverly asked.


“Honor Wilson,” Nellie said.


Felicia’s expression clouded. “Her BFF. Or used to be, anyway.”


The front door opened again—more teenage-girl chatter—and Nellie pushed back her chair and stood up with a sigh, on her way out to intercept them and convey the horrible news.


BY THE TIME Honor came in at a little past four o’clock, more than half of the places around the table were taken, and through some sort of social osmosis, nearly all of the girls were teary-eyed. The inspectors hadn’t learned too much more about Anlya: Everyone seemed to agree that she was nice, smart, a bit of a loner, but always willing to chip in and help with homework or housekeeping. No one knew where she’d gone the previous night, whom she’d met, what she’d been doing downtown. The consensus was that she hadn’t been home for dinner.


Honor stood out in the hall and took in the situation at a glance. “What’s going on?”


At the sound of her voice, Yamashiro did a double take, so different did Honor come across. Almost everyone else at the table was recognizably a teenage girl; they mostly reminded him of his own mid-teenage daughters. Honor Wilson, by contrast, was immediately and obviously a woman. He had assumed that the maximum age in the group home was eighteen—this was when people typically left the foster system to go out on their own—but he realized that there must be exceptions to the rule and that Honor must be one of them.


She was made up like a cover girl. Her hair looked as though it had been professionally done. There was no backpack, no sign that she’d just come in from a day in high school. She wore tight designer jeans, a leather jacket, and fashionable low-heeled shoes. Two gold chains encircled her neck. An emerald on one of those chains matched her earrings and plunged into an impressive cleavage.


She repeated her question. “What’s happening? What’s going on here?”


As a chorus of sobs broke around the table, Nellie turned to face her. “It’s Anlya.”


“What’s Anlya?” She waited impatiently, until all at once her eyes flashed and she slapped the wall next to the door with her palm, an enormous sound in the subdued space. Adding to that, her voice doubled in volume. “What the hell? What are you saying? Is she dead, is that it? Are you saying she’s dead?”


Nellie nodded. “She’s dead, Honor.” Then “This here is the Homicide police.”


Honor’s eyes raked the table, maybe hoping for a different, better answer. Not getting one, she went still again, then with a small pained cry, she turned and ran off down the hallway.


A HALF HOUR later, Nellie persuaded Honor to come down and talk to the two Homicide policemen. They were here to investigate what had happened to Anlya, and surely, if Honor had information that might shed any light, she would want to share it with them, wouldn’t she? They were here now. This would be the easiest, most convenient time to talk to them.


At last she agreed to come down.


For a little more privacy, Waverly and Yamashiro had moved to the room Nellie used as her office, not much more than a large closet behind the kitchen with one outside window, a wall half-full of cardboard packing boxes doubling as file cabinets, a bare lightbulb hanging from a wire in the ceiling, two wooden chairs on one side of a linoleum-topped kitchen table, and a saggy green love seat facing it on the other.


Honor came in, said hello, and closed the door behind her. Yamashiro was on the love seat and Waverly sat behind the table. She pulled out the only seat left for her, sat, and started right in. “Anlya was my friend. I still can’t believe it. But I don’t know anything that could help you find out what happened to her.”


“So you don’t know where she went last night?” Waverly asked.


“No.”


“One of the girls said that you two went out together.”


“That’s not true. We left the house together. But then she went wherever she was going, and I went to meet some friends.”


“She didn’t say what she was doing?”


“No, but she’d gotten herself dolled up. I think she was going to meet a guy.”


“Do you know who?” Yamashiro asked.


“Not really, no.”


As Yamashiro had expected, Honor was totally unwilling to drop a name to the police. Nevertheless, he kept asking. “She didn’t have a regular boyfriend?”


“Not that I knew.”


“How about guys in her past?”


Honor’s head tracked from side to side. “Not really. I’m sorry.”


“Hey,” Waverly said, “if you don’t know, you don’t know. Can you think of anything else you can tell us that might be helpful?”


“About last night?”


“About anything, really. If something had been bothering her. If her behavior had changed. Maybe something at school? Anything you can think of.”


Honor shook her head. “She was just a normal girl. Somebody else here might know something, but it’s all …” She shrugged. “I just don’t know anything.”


Waverly said, “But you were best friends. If you wouldn’t know about her, who would?”


Honor just looked at him.


Yamashiro spoke from the love seat. “You know, Honor,” he began in a conversational tone, “I’ve got a couple of daughters near your age at home. They’re as different from each other as you can imagine, but if there’s one true thing about both of them, it’s that they know what’s going on with the social lives of their friends. One of them or any of their friends has a boyfriend or gets a new one, it’s topic number one. Somebody’s having trouble at school, the word goes around. Somebody has a fight, or says something bitchy, or tells a secret they were supposed to keep, everybody knows before the sun goes down.


“I don’t imagine things are so different here, which is why it doesn’t feel like you’re telling us what you know about Anlya. She must have had a life, and if you’re her best friend, we’ve got to believe that you know a little something about it, at least more than you’re telling us.


“Somebody might have killed Anlya last night, Honor. I know that’s scary for all of you here. You might even think you have an idea who it could have been, but you’re afraid of what he might do to you if you talk to us. Okay, but I’m here to tell you that we can protect you. If you know something about Anlya that might have led to her death, anything at all, you won’t necessarily have to give a formal statement about it. Nobody needs to know that you’re involved. We’re just looking for a place to start on this investigation, and it seems you might know something more that you’re not telling us. Are you sure there isn’t something? Any little thing?”


As he spoke, Honor’s expression hardened until at the end it had completely clamped down, lips tight, brow drawn. “I’m telling you the truth,” she said. “We used to be better friends, but we haven’t been that close for a year. I’m sorry she’s dead, but we haven’t really hung out in a while. I don’t know what she was doing last night, or last week, or anything. Really. And you can either believe that or don’t. Can I go now?”


Waverly nodded. “Of course. But if you think of anything …”


But she was already out of her chair, turning for the door. “Got it,” she said.


WHILE THE TWO inspectors were at Anlya’s home, and since she had her own room, as long as Nellie didn’t object, they decided to check it out.


It was not large. The wall across from the door had the room’s only window, covered with white lace. Under that window squatted a three-drawer oak dresser with a runner of more white lace. On the lace, Anlya had framed pictures of a smiling young black man and a snapshot of a slightly older—mid-twenties?—white guy on a beach somewhere with the inscription, “All My Love, G.” Also on the runner were a collection of small colorful beach stones in a jade jar; three votive candles, never lit, on small red plates; and an empty teak box. In lieu of a closet, Anlya had a wardrobe with a mirrored front along the right-hand wall. Her backpack, stuffed with schoolbooks, class binders, tennis shoes, a couple of pairs of plain white underwear, and a light sweater, huddled in the corner.


She had made her bed, pulling up a pale green comforter with the wrinkles patted out and squared off at the corners. The pillow was fluffed, perfectly centered on the bed, and covered with a lacy white case. Three books sat on a bedside table made out of cinder blocks and driftwood. A poster of Nelson Mandela hung on the wall over the bed’s pillow; on the remaining wall, she had two other posters, Beyoncé and Obama.


Of the books on the bedside table, two were paperbacks—one of the Twilight books and Maya Angelou’s I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings—and the other, at the bottom of the stack, was a leather-bound hardback. This turned out to be a diary and, from the looks of it, one that she’d written in nearly every day.


May 6, 2014


I decided that if I wanted him to really know me, and really love me for who I am, I had to tell G. all about what really happened with L., how far it went. G. needs to know that I’m damaged goods, not so that he can forgive me, since it really wasn’t my fault and there’s nothing to forgive, but just so he isn’t under any illusions, thinking I’m all young and don’t know what it’s really all about. I mean, the whole thing of having to be eighteen to be legal shouldn’t really apply to me since everything that could happen already has happened, and when I was fourteen and fifteen.


I’m just still so surprised and happy that I have these feelings of wanting to get together with G., that I’m not just sickened and turned off forever by the idea of sex because of how it was when L. was hounding me. I feel like I’ve come out the other side of this nightmare, that some kind of real life is going to be possible, that some righteous man might find me attractive and worthwhile. 


I’m going to tell him tomorrow. How I really feel. Not have him need to guess about it anymore. We have a real date and we’ll be alone and I know it won’t scare him off. If he needs to wait until I’m eighteen, okay, we’ll wait, but at least he’ll know for sure where I stand and we can take things from there.


Maybe we can even start living together when my time runs out here.


Hopes and more hopes.


“I’LL TELL YOU what,” Waverly said as they got into their car after they’d finished their search, “I’d like to have a talk with this guy L., not to mention G.”
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ABE GLITSKY WAS a lifelong policeman, and even in plainclothes, all six feet two inches of him looked it. He weighed two hundred and twenty pounds and came across as rock-solid, no-nonsense, more than a bit sardonic. He’d been everything from patrolman to Homicide lieutenant to deputy chief of inspectors, and for the past few months—after a squabble with Vi Lapeer, the chief of police, had led to his resignation—he’d been nominally under Wes Farrell’s command as an inspector with the DA’s Investigative Division. Abe’s father was Jewish, his mother had been African-American, and he split the difference about equally between them, with milk chocolate skin, kinky hair, blue eyes, and a prominent nose. Easily trumping all of his other distinguishing characteristics was the slash of white scar that ran top to bottom through his lips, which he let people believe was the result of a knife fight sometime in his misbegotten youth, although its true source had been a grade school playground accident on the climbing bars.


Glitsky’s wife was Wes Farrell’s administrative assistant, Treya. At the close of business, Wes came out of his door to find Abe sitting on the edge of Treya’s desk.


“You busy?” Wes asked.


“Just putting some moves on this babe here.”


Wes said to Treya, “If he’s harassing you, I can have him arrested.”


“He hasn’t crossed the line yet. I’ll let you know.”


“Can I borrow him for five?”


“Ten if you want.”


“Hey!” Glitsky said. “Do I get a vote here?”


Farrell held open his office door. “I doubt it,” he said. “Inside. Please.”


IN THE INNER sanctum, the door closed behind them, Glitsky picked up a handy football and tossed it absently hand to hand. “What up?” he asked.


Farrell got right to it. “You’ve heard about the young black woman who got killed last night at the Stockton tunnel?”


“Sure. Thrown off, I understand.”


“Right.” Wes ran down the details and concluded with a little riff on the quality of Juhle’s staff, particularly Waverly and Yamashiro, and his confidence in them. By the time he finished, Abe had stopped tossing the football and lowered himself onto the arm of one of the love seats. “It sounds to me as if they’ve got everything under control.”


“I’m sure they do.”


“Okay?”


With an embarrassed smile, Farrell said, “I haven’t run this by Juhle yet, but if he’s good with the idea, what if I asked you to assist in this investigation?”


Abe frowned. “You want to tell me why? I mean, it’s not like I don’t have my own cases. Besides, I used to be the boss of these guys, even Devin. It might be a little awkward. Why would they need a DA investigator? And why, specifically, me?”


“I’ll bet you can guess.”


“The obvious strikes me as pretty offensive.”


“That’s a good call. But sometimes ugly has a place.”


“And this is one of those times?”


“As a way to deflate Liam Goodman and his ilk? Yes.”


Glitsky made a face. “Really? And me because I’m half black?”


“Not just that.”


“No? What’s the other part, then?”


“You’re a good cop. Everybody respects you.”


“Nice try, Wes, but not true. Vi Lapeer, our very own chief of police, hates me and thinks I’m a menace.”


“Okay. Not her. But everybody else. If you join the team, this office is actively aiding Juhle and the PD. So they won’t be able to pick us apart as two separate entities.”


“Which we are.”


“Yes, but evidently, we—and by ‘we,’ I mean all of law enforcement in the city—don’t care about justice for crimes perpetrated against black people. We don’t put enough priority on finding and convicting the people who committed them. Finding is the cops. Convicting is us. Not really related, except in the public consciousness somehow, and putting you on the team addresses that issue. In fact, takes the teeth right out of it. We’re all in it together, trying to get and convict the bad guys.”


“The idea that we don’t care about crimes against black people? That’s nonsense.”


“I know it is. But it doesn’t stop people from believing it.”


“People believe in Santa Claus, too.”


“True,” Wes said, “but not as many.”
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MAX’S AUNTIE JUNEY was, in his opinion, the world’s best person. She was a couple of years older than her messed-up sister, Sharla—Max and Anlya’s mother. He’d been living with her in her tiny walk-up on Broderick ever since CPS had taken him and his sister from their mother and her boyfriend, who themselves had been embroiled in mind-altering substances and domestic violence as a way of life.


Max had some vestigial good feelings for his mother, but no recollection at all of his birth father, Daniel, and no good memories of his common-law stepfather, Leon, who was psychologically unbalanced, a crackhead, an alcoholic bully, and not least by a long shot, a child molester who had several times forced himself sexually on Anlya, threatening to kill her if she told, right under Sharla’s nose.


Just over three years ago, Leon and Sharla had broken up, and shortly after that Leon had been arrested for the murder of one of his homies in a bar fight; he had been found mentally incompetent to stand trial. Since then he’d been institutionalized in the state’s care at the Napa medical facility, where he would remain until he was found competent to face a trial, which Max thought unlikely because Leon was a complete whack job. Max believed that Leon being in custody made the world a better place. Leon had screwed up not only his and Anlya’s life but his mother’s as well, with drink and drugs. Sharla might never recover. At least Max had given up on believing she would.
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