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  “Rosato & Associates,” Mary DiNunzio said into the receiver, then kicked herself for answering the phone. The caller was Premenstrual Tom, a man who wanted to

  sue the Philadelphia Police Department, the United States Congress, and a local cantaloupe. He’d been calling the office at all hours, and Mary felt sorry for him. He was obviously off his

  meds and had reached one of the few lawyers in the city who wouldn’t sue fruit.




  “This is Mr. Thomas Cott!” he shouted. “Who’s this?”




  “I’m Mary DiNunzio. We spoke yesterday—”




  “Get me Ms. Benedetta Rosato!”




  “Ms. Rosato is gone for the day, sir.” Mary checked her watch. 10:16 P.M. Everyone had gone home hours ago, and until now, the offices had been blessedly

  quiet. “The office is closed.”




  “Then what are you doing there, Ms. Mary DiNunzio?”




  Good question, Mr. Thomas Cott. Mary was working late again, reading until her brown eyes turned red and her contacts dried to the crispness of breakfast cereal. Documents blanketed the

  conference table like a legal snowstorm, and her compact figure had been curled into the swivel chair for so long she felt like a meatball. “Mr. Cott, I’ll take a message and tell

  Bennie—”




  “I refuse to leave any more messages! Get Ms. Benedetta Rosato on the line! I demand to know why she won’t represent me! She specializes in constitutional rights, it says so on the

  computer!”




  “The computer?”




  “In the library! The website, your website! It says it right there! That’s false advertising! What about my constitutional rights? They don’t matter? I

  don’t matter?”




  “Mr. Cott, no lawyer can take every case,” Mary answered, then hesitated. Bennie had told the associates not to engage Premenstrual Tom, but if she could explain it to him, maybe

  he’d stop calling. “I think Bennie told you she didn’t think your case could prevail in court. She’s practiced constitutional law for a long time and has excellent judgment,

  so—”




  “All those judges are in on it! All of them are crooked, every single one of them! City Hall is a pit of conspiracy and corruption! They’re all in the mayor’s

  pocket!”




  “Mr. Cott, the judges in City Hall aren’t crooked, and your case would be in federal court anyway—”




  “You’re not fooling me, either of you! Put Ms. Benedetta Rosato on the telephone right now! I know she’s there! She must be, she’s not at home!”




  Mary blinked. “How do you know she’s—”




  “I went to her house! I knocked on her door, I waited for her to answer! The windows were dark!”




  Mary stiffened. “How did you get her address?”




  “It’s in the phone book, I looked it up! What do you think I am, incapable? I may not have a fancy law degree, but I am not incapable, MS. MARY DiNUNZIO!”




  Mary suddenly stopped feeling sorry for him. He was shouting louder now, almost screaming.




  “I SAID, get MS. BENEDETTA ROSATO on this telephone RIGHT NOW! I KNOW she’s right there with you!”




  “Mr. Cott, if you’ll just—”




  “DON’T LIE TO ME! Don’t you DARE LIE TO ME!”




  “Mr. Cott, I’m not—”




  “I’ll come down there, you LYING WHORE! I’ll come down there and SHOOT—”




  Mary hung up, shaken. The conference room fell abruptly silent. The air felt charged. It took her a moment to process what had just happened. Okay, Premenstrual Tom had morphed into Psychotic

  Tom, and it wasn’t funny anymore. Bennie was at an ACLU dinner, but it would be ending soon. She could be going home. Mary had to warn her. She reached for the phone to call the boss’s

  cell.




  Rring, rrriiinng! The phone rang underneath Mary’s hand, jarring her. Rrrriiinng! She gritted her teeth and let it ring twice more so voicemail would pick up. She should

  never have engaged Premenstrual Tom. When would she learn? Her good-girl reflexes—Help Out, Be Nice, Tell the Truth—sucked in the practice of law.




  Mary pushed the button for her direct phone line and called Bennie, but there was no answer. She left a detailed message, then hung up, uneasy. She’d call her back in five minutes to make

  sure the boss had gotten the message.




  Mary eased back in her swivel chair, wishing suddenly that she weren’t alone in the office. She eyed the doorway to the conference room, surprised to find the threshold dark. Who turned

  out the lights in the reception area? Maybe the cleaning people, when they’d left.




  I’ll come down there and shoot




  Mary eyed the phone, daring it to ring again. She didn’t leave it off the hook because the drill was to record threatening messages for evidence, in case the office had to go for a

  restraining order, like with Premenstrual Fred. Mary wondered fleetingly if she could find a career that didn’t attract garden-variety homicidal rage or bad television commercials.




  She told herself to get over it. Premenstrual Tom had been blowing off steam, and there was a security desk in the lobby of the building. The guard wouldn’t let anybody upstairs without

  calling her first, especially after business hours, and nowadays you couldn’t get past the desk without a driver’s license and a mortgage note.




  She got back to work, tucking a dark blonde tendril into its loose French twist, and picking up the document she’d been reading. It was a letter dated December 17, 1941, from the provost

  marshal general’s office, a federal agency that no longer existed. Its type was grainy because it was a Xerox copy of a photocopy of a carbon copy, and on another night, Mary would have

  gotten a charge out of its vintage. Everybody in the office called her case the History Channel, but she loved the History Channel. Mary loved mostly everything on cable except The Actor’s

  Studio, which she wouldn’t watch at gunpoint. But she didn’t want to think about gunpoint right now.




  Mary scribbled USELESS on a Post-it, stuck it on the letter, and set it in the USELESS stack in front of her. She ignored how tall the USELESS stack was getting because it would be USELESS.

  Documents surrounded her and sat packed in boxes along the side wall of the conference room. Somewhere in these papers was the file for a man named Amadeo Brandolini. Amadeo had emigrated from

  Italy to Philadelphia, where he’d married, had a son, and built up a small fishing business. When World War II broke out, he was arrested by the FBI and imprisoned along with ten thousand

  other Italian-Americans, under an act better known for authorizing the internment of the Japanese. Amadeo lost everything and eventually committed suicide in the camp. His son’s estate had

  hired Mary to sue for reparations, and she couldn’t help but mourn him. Very few shows on the History Channel had happy endings, which was why everybody watched Fox.




  Rring! The phone rang, and Mary jumped. It had to be Premenstrual Tom calling back, because she had told Bennie to call her on her cell and she didn’t have anybody else to

  call her, which was why she was working late. Perhaps these things were related, but Mary was in no mood for introspection. She tensed all over. Rrriiinng! Rrriiinng!




  Finally the ringing stopped. The conference room fell silent again. Mary waited for the silence to seem more like friendly-silence and less like scary-silence, but that wasn’t happening.

  The reception area was still dark. She tried to relax but couldn’t. She glanced over her shoulder even though she was thirty-two stories up. It was dark outside, and in the onyx mirror of the

  windows, she saw the sparkling new conference room, a messy table dotted with Styrofoam coffee cups, and a Drama Queen with a law degree.




  I’ll come down there and shoot




  Mary turned back, picked up the phone, and pressed in Bennie’s cell number. Again there was no answer, so she left another warning, slightly more hysterical. She hung up and checked her

  watch again. 10:36. It was late. She didn’t want to sit here while he called back again. She couldn’t concentrate anyway. Time to go. She got out of the chair, stuffed her briefcase

  with documents, grabbed her purse, and left the conference room.




  Leather chairs and a matching couch loomed in the darkened reception area, and Mary scooted past the terrifying furniture for the elevator, which didn’t come fast enough. Once inside, she

  breathed a little easier, and when the elevator reached the lobby, she stepped off and glanced around, her pulse slowing to normal. The fake-marble lobby was bright and empty, except for a

  fake-granite security desk manned by a guard too sleepy for her comfort level. Bobby Troncello, an amateur boxer Mary knew from the neighborhood, undoubtedly dozing over the sports page.




  “Wake up, Bobby,” she said, making a beeline for the desk. She set her briefcase on its glistening surface and peeked over the edge. “We got trouble.”




  “What do you mean?” Bobby looked up, edging the maroon cap he hated over his thick eyebrows. His brown eyes were glassy-wet, his nose wide and dotted with large pores, and his mouth

  a slash that was usually swollen from the gym. The Daily News lay open on his desk, tabloid-size, its pages cut in a soft zigzag fringe, and a can of Coke warmed beside an oily white wrapper

  from a cheesesteak dinner. Only the end of the long hoagie roll remained, with a brownish knob like an elbow.




  “I just got a phone call from a very angry man named Tom Cott. I don’t know what he looks like, but he threatened to come here tonight and shoot me.”




  “Uh-oh.” Bobby’s forehead knit unhappily.




  “You’re supposed to tell me not to worry.”




  “Don’t worry, Mare. Bennie already told us to watch out for this Cott guy. Nobody gets upstairs, you know that. He comes in my lobby, I’ll take care of him myself. I

  wouldn’t let anybody hurt my homegirl.”




  Mary smiled, almost reassured. “He went to Bennie’s house tonight. He said he looked her up in the phone book. I called her and left a message warning her, but I’m

  worried.”




  “About Rosato? I’d worry about him.” Bobby laughed, rising to stretch arms that strained against the seams of his maroon blazer. His lapels parted as he reached

  up, releasing a heady combination of Drakkar Noir and fried onions. “If that knucklehead tussles with her, she’ll kick his ass from here to Broad Street.”




  “But he said he’d shoot me, or us. I think.” Mary couldn’t remember much Premenstrual Tom had said after shoot, and his calling her a whore bothered her more than

  it should have, especially when it was part of a death threat in general. “What if he has a gun? What if he goes to Bennie’s house with a gun?”




  “So what? Rosato carries concealed.” Bobby snorted. “She’d bust a cap in him before he could find his pants pocket.”




  Strangely, I feel worse. “Is this your best stuff, Bobby?”




  “Don’t worry, everything’s fine. You been workin’ too hard, night after night. Lemme get you a cab.” Bobby grabbed Mary’s briefcase, walked around the

  security desk, and looped an aromatic arm around her shoulder. “By the way, what did you decide about my friend Jimmy? You gonna let me hook you up?”




  Mary hid her dismay. Bobby had been trying to fix her up with his fellow boxers, a continuous loop of Joeys, Billys, and a stray Pooch. Lately, everybody was playing matchmaker, as if

  they’d all decided Mary wasn’t allowed to be a Young Widow anymore. She hadn’t known there was an official cutoff.




  “I told you about Jimmy. We went to Bishop Neumann together, he’s a real nice guy. Works his dad’s plumbing business, got a nice car. Season tickets to the Eagles. Club

  level, Mare.”




  “Thanks, but I don’t think so.”




  “You sure?” Bobby led her to the polished brass door, opened it for her, and gentled her outside onto the sidewalk. The night air felt crisp, and there was almost no traffic at this

  hour. Rosato & Associates had moved to nicer offices uptown since they started doing class action work, and the ritzy new location made it easier to get cabs. Bobby hailed one almost instantly.

  “Come on, Mare, whyn’t you give Jimmy a shot?”




  Mary smiled. “Give him a shot? You’re a poet.”




  “You gotta get back in the saddle, girl.” Bobby opened the cab door with a wink.




  Yowza. “Another time, thanks.” Mary tucked herself inside the backseat of the cab, waved good-bye to Bobby, and gave her address to the cabbie, a bald, older man. He merely

  nodded in response, strangely taciturn for a Philadelphia cabdriver, and for a minute she thought he didn’t speak English, but his ID card read John Tucker. They lurched off, rattling through

  the dark, empty streets of the city, and the cab took on an oddly hollow feel in the interior. Or maybe it was just too clean inside. The black carpet reeked of strawberry spray, the vinyl seat

  shone with Armor All, and the seat belt actually worked. It was all too topsy-turvy for Philly, and Mary felt disoriented.




  “You keep your cab very clean,” she said pleasantly, but he didn’t answer. Maybe he hadn’t heard.




  “This cab is so neat!” she said, louder, but he still didn’t say anything, so she let it go and slipped lower in the seat, glancing out the window as they barreled up Walnut

  past a darkened Burberry’s and Kiehl’s. A few businesspeople walked down the street, the men with ties loosened, the women with purses swinging. A raggedy homeless man shouted from the

  corner of Eighteenth and Walnut, reminding Mary of Premenstrual Tom. She reached in her purse, retrieved her cell, and pressed redial for Bennie. Again the boss didn’t answer, and she left

  another message. She flipped the phone closed and watched the rearview mirror for the cabbie’s reaction. He said nothing, but his gaze shifted hard-eyed to the right. They traveled in silence

  to her neighborhood, and he swung the cab more roughly than necessary onto her street. Mary felt unaccountably as if she’d wronged him, so when they pulled up in front of her house, she

  handed him a ten-dollar bill on a six-dollar fare.




  “Keep the change,” she said, but he only nodded again. She opened the door, gathered her belongings, and had barely climbed out of the cab before the cabbie hit the gas and sped off,

  leaving her alone at the curb.




  I’ll come down there and shoot




  The voice echoed in Mary’s head, and then it struck her: Premenstrual Tom could have looked up where she lived. He knew her name; she was in the phone book, too. The realization startled

  her, then she wondered why she hadn’t thought of it before. He could be here, on her street. Watching her. Right now. With a gun.




  Her gaze swept the street, a skinny alley lined with small brick trinities. Its one streetlight, at the far end of the street, wasn’t bright enough to reassure her. Some of her neighbors

  had mounted lights beside their front doors, but they cast little illumination except on their own front stoops. The sidewalks were vacant. Everybody was inside. A few city trees planted at

  curbside rustled in the breeze, and Mary sized them up with suspicion. Their trunks looked too thin for someone to hide behind, but Premenstrual Tom could be skinny. If he wasn’t retaining

  water.




  I’ll come down there and shoot




  Mary felt a panicky urge to get in her house. Her front light was off, and she hurried up the front stoop in the dark, shoving a hand into her purse for her keys. She could hear the sounds of an

  argument coming from two doors down; the Mendozas, who never fought. Odd; everything seemed strange tonight. Was it a full moon or what? She was fumbling with her key ring when the phone began

  ringing inside her house. She slid in her key, twisted the lock, and hurried inside, running through her darkened living room for the phone. “Hello,” she answered, and it was Bennie,

  laughing.




  “You don’t listen, DiNunzio. I told you guys not to talk to him.”




  “I thought I could help. I just got in. Where are you?” Mary had never been so relieved to hear that it was her boss on the phone. Actually she had never been relieved to hear

  that her boss was on the phone, but that didn’t mean she wanted her dead.




  “I’m at home, safe and sound.”




  “Is Premenstrual Tom there?”




  “Of course not. Thanks for worrying about me, though. Remind me at evaluation time.” Bennie laughed again, and Mary guessed she’d enjoyed the ACLU dinner, evidently celebrating

  her First Amendment right to chocolate martinis.




  “Bennie, I think you should be taking this more seriously.”




  “Relax, child. There’s nothing to worry about with him. He’s all talk.”




  “How do you know he’s all talk? You don’t know that.”




  “I know that.”




  “A hundred percent?” Mary didn’t add that she was a little worried for herself, too. Or that Premenstrual Tom had called her a name that hurt her feelings when he threatened to

  kill her. “He’s such a creep!”




  “Absolutely, he is. It’s a given that he’s a creep, but that doesn’t end the inquiry.”




  Almost convinced, Mary flopped down on her couch, flicked on the glazed lamp on the end table, and kicked off her pumps. The shoes went skidding across the nubby Berber, and the left one landed

  heel-up near the front door. She glanced idly in its direction, then frowned. A skinny strip of light shone from the threshold underneath her front door. Had she not closed the front door behind

  her?




  “Trust me, child,” Bennie was saying. “I defended murder cases forever. There’s the creeps you worry about and the creeps you don’t. I’ll tell you which is

  which.”




  Mary watched her door. Was it open? Where were her house keys? Her hand was empty, she didn’t have them. She must have left them in the front door!




  “The creeps you worry about are the ones who don’t threaten you first. Believe me, they’re the dangerous ones. They’re the ones who don’t broadcast

  it, or give any warning at all.”




  Mary’s front door edged open. She went rigid. Was it a breeze? Or was someone out there? Opening her front door?




  “The dangerous ones, the truly murderous ones, lie in wait. And then, when the moment’s right, they strike.”




  “Yikes!” Mary blurted out, dropping the phone and bolting for the door. She darted across the room, wrenched her keys from the lock, and slammed the door shut with both hands.

  Good. Yes. Phew. She laughed with giddy relief. She twisted the deadbolt knob to lock the door and inserted the brass chain for the slide lock. Then she turned to go back to the phone, which

  was when she saw it.




  A shadow of a man, flitting past the shutters that covered her front window.




  Mary froze. Then he was gone. She listened. She didn’t hear the sound of footsteps, but then again, the walls of her house were too thick. Maybe she should open the door and see?




  OF COURSE NOT! ARE YOU NUTS? She hurried back to the phone and couldn’t hide her panic.




  “Bennie,” she said, out of breath. “The weirdest thing just happened! A man just ran past my front window!”




  “What did he look like?”




  “Like a shadow!”




  “Stay calm. Was there anybody out there when you came in?”




  “No.”




  “And you said you just got in.”




  “Right.”




  Bennie chuckled. “Then there’s nobody out there now.”




  “But I saw him!”




  “A shadow. A shadow’s not a man, DiNunzio.”




  “What if it was Premenstrual Tom? He looked up where you live, he could have looked up where I live. He’s not incapable.”




  “Oh, he gave you the ‘incapable’ speech, too.” Bennie laughed. “You’re getting carried away. It’s nighttime, there are shadows. You’re a little

  spooked is all.”




  A little?




  “Now, are you okay or do I have to come over there?”




  No! “Yes!”




  “Good, go to bed. I’ll deal with our new best friend in the morning. Leave it to me, and thanks again for the call. Good night, kiddo.”




  “Good night,” Mary said, but she hung up worried. Had she seen a man at the window? Had he opened the door? Had she been imagining it? Was it Premenstrual Tom? She rose uncertainly

  and padded barefoot to the window. The shutters were unhooked in the center, and she peeked out of the tiny opening between them. She could see only a cross section of her street; a sliver of red

  brick from the house opposite hers, a strip of flat asphalt roofline, and a slice of the black sky. Clouds rendered even heaven opaque, hiding the stars and keeping the moon a secret.




  Mary stayed at the window, wondering. It seemed unlikely that Premenstrual Tom could be out there, but it wasn’t impossible. There were dangerous people in this city; she knew because one

  of them had taken her husband’s life. They had been married only two years, and Mike had been killed while he was riding his bicycle on the West River Drive, intentionally struck by a car.

  That his murderer had eventually been caught gave Mary no comfort. She was a lawyer still trying to understand the meaning of justice. She understood completely the meaning of loss.




  She hooked the shutter closed, turned away from the front window, and switched off the light.




  Plunging herself into a familiar blackness.
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  “Go away,” Mary said without looking up. She was in her usual spot in the conference room, having spent another full day reading government documents. She still

  hadn’t found Amadeo’s file and she had three billion documents to go. Many lawyers would have balked at the task, but not Mary. She grew up in South Philly, where she’d learned to

  pop her gum, wear high heels, and work overtime. One of these skills would prove useful in life. Guess which.




  “Come on, you need a break,” called a voice from the threshold. Judy Carrier, fellow associate and best friend. “Let’s go, it’s time for dinner!”




  Mary finished reading her document and went on to the next. Only 2,999,999,999 to go. If I never eat again, I can be finished by menopause. Yippee!




  “It’s almost seven o’clock. Aren’t you hungry? I’m starving.”




  “That’s because you move around too much. Sit still. Work.” Mary knew it was futile, even as she said it. Judy Carrier was from Northern California, where she climbed mountains

  for fun. Mary couldn’t relate. Once she saw a photo of Judy’s family wearing waist belts, ropes, and clips, and she thought they all worked for Comcast Cable.




  “Let’s go to the sushi place across the street. I hear that superhot guy from Dechert goes there, his name is Nicastro. Stephen Nicastro.” Judy brightened. “He must be

  Italian, like you!”




  “Then we belong together. Register us at Blooming-dale’s.”




  “Also if we go now, we can be back when Premenstrual Tom calls. Boo!” Judy had been ragging Mary all day and had even left a box of Midol on her desk.




  “That’s very supportive. Now go away. Let me work. Leave.”




  “Thanks. Don’t mind if I do.” Judy walked into the conference room and plopped into a swivel chair.




  Mary looked up, vaguely annoyed. Judy was pretty in a wide-open, all-American way, with round, bright blue eyes, a small, straight nose, and an easy, optimistic grin. Her chin-length hair had

  been dyed most recently the canary of legal pads, which Mary hoped was coincidental. And in contrast to Mary’s stiff navy suit, Judy wore a tie-dyed T-shirt, baggy jeans, and yellow clogs

  that looked like bananas for the feet. The total effect was Business Casual meets Cirque du Soleil, but Mary didn’t say so. Best friends know when to shut up. “So you just gonna sit

  there and stare at me?”




  “I want you bad.”




  “Weirdo.”




  “When can we eat?”




  “After I find Amadeo’s file.” Mary held up the paper she’d been reading. “These are inventory sheets of property and bank accounts from other internees. If I find

  his inventory sheets, I’ll know what happened to his boats.”




  “What’s the difference?”




  “If I can trace what happened to his boats, I can get his estate reimbursed for their loss. All the money he had he put into that business and it was lost when he was interned. You read

  the Korematsu case, you know the great dissent by Brennan. That’s the justice part.”




  “True, except that the dissenters in Korematsu were Murphy and Jackson. You and Bennie always get that wrong. Brennan wasn’t even on the Court at the time.” Judy smiled.

  “And justice can wait until after dinner.”




  Mary knew Judy was kidding, at least about justice. An honors graduate of Boalt Hall, editor in chief of the Law Review, and a former law clerk to the Chief Judge of the Ninth Circuit

  Court of Appeals, Judy Carrier had legal credentials that enabled her to correct everybody in the office, and far surpassing others who dyed their hair with Jell-O.




  “Wait a minute,” Judy said, frowning at the documents scattered over the conference table. “You must have read these documents at the National Archives when you Xeroxed them.

  Did you see Brandolini’s file then?”




  “No, but I’m double-checking. I could have missed it. It has to be here.” Mary skimmed the next document and sent up a silent prayer to St. Jude, Patron Saint of Lost Causes

  and Document Productions.




  “You miss it?” Judy’s eyes flared in blue disbelief. “You never miss anything. You’re the most careful girl I know.”




  “Except for the dissenters in Korematsu. Besides, I couldn’t concentrate when I was Xeroxing. I had to find the right files and I could only use the copy machine for five

  minutes at a time. They had so many rules, between the declassification stickers and the Identicards and the one-folder-at-a-time.” Mary didn’t add that she’d gotten distracted by

  just being at the National Archives. The College Park building was sleek, modern, and beautiful, a fitting edifice for the documented history of her country. She’d loved every minute of her

  research there, down to the cheery red pencils they gave you for free and the sign that read THIS IS YOUR HERITAGE!




  “Mare, you’re wasting your time.”




  “My time is officially worthless. This case is pro bono, remember?” Mary finished reading the letter, which was USELESS, too. She reached for a Post-it, slapped it on the letter, and

  instead of USELESS, scribbled THIS SUCKS. For variety.




  “Okay. Fine. You force me to Plan B.” Judy produced an almond Hershey bar from her jeans and unwrapped the tinfoil. She took a huge first bite, ignoring the perforations around the

  chocolate rectangles. Judy didn’t like to be told what to do, even by candy.




  “Don’t get chocolate on my files,” Mary said, but Judy was already chomping a coveted almond and soon would begin excavating all of them, saving for last the nutless chocolate

  remnants. It was one of her saturated fat fetishes. “Jude, I mean it, with the chocolate.” Mary set her letter aside and scribbled THIS SUCKS, TOO on a Post-it. “Don’t touch

  anything.”




  “Hey, what’s this?” Judy picked up a sheaf of papers, which Mary grabbed back.




  “Please! They’re Amadeo’s personal papers.” Mary set the stack safely on her side of the table, but when she looked up, Judy was picking up something else. “Stop!

  That’s an original, too!”




  “An original what?”




  “It’s his alien registration booklet.” Mary grabbed it back, relieved to see it wasn’t chocolate-covered. A pink booklet, it measured slightly larger than her palm and

  its faded paper cover was as soft as her old Catechism manual. It bore a round purple stamp dated MAR 6, 1941. “Amadeo had to register as an enemy of the country, even though his son fought

  for us in the same war. I can’t believe that my country did this to its own people, to Amadeo. It’s not the American way.”




  “Amadeo wasn’t an American.”




  “He was too. He lived here for thirty years. He offered up his only son to the war, to fight for the country. If that isn’t an American, what is?”




  “But he wasn’t a citizen, was he?”




  “You’re being legalistic.”




  “I’m a lawyer. What do you expect? Don’t get your thong in a bunch.”




  “I don’t wear thongs. What kind of girl wants people to think she doesn’t wear underwear?” Mary sounded crazy even to herself, and Judy was looking at her like she was

  nuts. “All I’m saying is that I’m Catholic, okay? I welcome visible panty lines.”




  Judy put up a hand. “You’re hungry, that’s why you’re so cranky. So let’s go walk my dog, then eat.”




  Mary returned to the booklet. The caption read, United States Department of Justice and under it, Certificate of Identification. There was an inky, rolled-out fingerprint on the left, and on the

  right, a black-and-white photo of Amadeo Brandolini, who was movie-star handsome. His eyes were dark under a strong forehead, his full mouth formed an easy smile, and his thick black hair

  glistened, evidently pomaded for his meeting with his adopted government. Mary held up the photo. “Doesn’t Amadeo look like George Clooney?”




  Judy squinted at the thumbnail-size photo. “No, freak, he looks nothing like George Clooney.”




  “He does, too. Exactly.”




  “You’re getting bizarre. It’s like you have a crush on him or something.”




  “Don’t be ridiculous.” Mary’s gaze shifted to the right page of the booklet, which recorded that Brandolini was five seven and only 155 pounds. Under Distinctive Marks,

  someone had written scar on forehead left side. It said that he was born on August 30, 1903, in Ascoli-Piceno and had resided at 4933 Thompson Street in Philadelphia. Under Length of

  Residence in United States, someone had written 32 years. Mary shook her head. Thirty-two years in this country, but he’d never applied for citizenship because he couldn’t read

  and write. It would be his undoing.




  “Where did you get that registration book? That wasn’t at the National Archives, was it?”




  “No, it was in his son Tony’s personal effects. I got it from the lawyer for the estate, Frank Cavuto.” Mary looked at the last page of the booklet. On the line that read

  Signature of Holder was scrawled a scratchy X. Next to it, someone had written his mark. Mary couldn’t stop looking at that X. The unknown.




  “Girls!” came a shout from the door, startling them both. It was Bennie Rosato towering in the threshold, her thick blonde hair piled into an unruly topknot. She wore jeans and a

  Fairmount Boat Club sweatshirt and hoisted a heavy handbag, trial bag, and black suitcase. She didn’t look at all hungover to Mary, which was only one of her superpowers. “I gotta go to

  New York, I got called to trial in Preston on Monday. I’ll be two weeks, tops. Can you tykes hold the fort?”




  “Is a raise involved?” Judy asked with a smile, but Mary didn’t have the guts, especially since Bennie carried concealed.




  “That’s almost funny, Carrier. Now. DiNunzio.” The boss fixed her intense blue eyes on Mary. “I left two of my cases on your desk. They both have depositions this week.

  Take one and defend the other. Thanks.”




  “Sure. Yes. Fine.” Eeeeek! “What about Premenstrual Tom? I heard he called again today.”




  “I didn’t take the call, and you’d better not take any more while I’m away. He didn’t come to my house last night, did he? He didn’t come to the office today,

  did he? See? He’ll go away, they always do.”




  Premenstrual Fred didn’t. “What about that man, at my window?” Mary asked. She’d slept lousy last night and couldn’t shake her bad mood. Even Conan

  O’Brien hadn’t helped, when he did his little hip dance.




  “That man was a shadow.” Bennie shook her head. “Now tell me what’s new in Alcor and Reitman. I heard they were getting active.”




  “No, they’re quiet right now.” Because I’m ignoring them.




  “I don’t want you spending all your time on Brandolini, I told you that. We’re just recovering from last year, so this isn’t the time to let down.” Bennie’s

  eyes narrowed. “Bill some time, ladies. Clients who pay deserve justice, too.”




  “Got it. Right.” Mary set the papers down, and Bennie kicked the back of Judy’s chair with a worn running shoe.




  “Carrier, I almost forgot. I left the Neely Electric file on your desk, you’ll see the notes on it. I need a summary judgment motion drafted and emailed to me by the end of the week.

  Tell me that’s not a problem.”




  Judy laughed.




  “Excellent. All right, I got a train to catch. I told Marshall to call me if we hear from Premenstrual Tom, and I’ll stay on top of it. DiNunzio, don’t forget about your other

  cases. And Carrier, don’t pierce anything else. Bye, kids.” Bennie rapped the threshold smartly, then disappeared. The associates remained silent until they heard the ping of the

  elevator that carried her away, then they burst into chatter.




  “Don’t pierce anything else?” Mary leaned forward. “What does she mean by that? And why does she know before me?”




  “Tell you on the way to dinner.” Judy leapt to her bananas and rounded the table, where she grabbed Mary by the sleeve of her jacket and hoisted her to her pumps. “Now, girl!

  Out! You’re coming to dinner with me.”




  “No, stop! I hate sushi!” Mary tried to stay rooted, but it was USELESS. She was a fireplug, but Judy was a Sequoia.




  “We’re not having sushi.” Judy tugged Mary toward the conference room door. “I have a better idea.”




  “Better than piercing whatever?”




  “Yes!” Judy yanked Mary to the elevator, got her downstairs, and stuffed her into a cab. Only then did Judy reveal where they were going.




  And what she had pierced.




  
 





  3




  Mercer Street was a typical side street in South Philly, only one-Ford wide and lined with attached rowhouses of red brick, each a squat two stories. Every rowhouse had two

  windows on the second floor, and on the first, a bay window that generally displayed a plastic statue of the Virgin Mary and a miniature flag of Italy, the United States, or the Philadelphia

  Eagles. There were minor variations in the front doors, but everybody owned a screen door that displayed a scrollwork initial. On Mercer Street, the scrollwork initial was usually D. When Mary was

  young, she thought the D stood for Door, then her family got one and she realized it stood for DiNunzio, D’Orazio, DiTizio, D’Agostino, DeMarco, DiAngeli, D’Amato, DeCecco, Della

  Cava, and finally, Dunphy. Whose wife was a DaTuno.




  Mary and Judy climbed the front stoop of her parents’ house and were just about to open the screen door when a gleaming black Escalade barreled down the narrow street. Nobody drove like

  that down Mercer, and Mary turned in annoyance, just in time to get a glimpse of the driver. He wore a black shirt and was burly, with his head slightly down and his cheeks pitted with acne scars.

  She was about to holler at him for driving too fast when Judy yanked her inside.




  Familiar odors of fresh basil, homemade tomato sauce, and lemon Pine-Sol filled the tiny kitchen, and crackling palm fronds and dog-eared Mass cards remained stuck behind an ancient cast-iron

  switchplate. Colorized photos of Pope John, Jesus Christ, and JFK were still taped to the wall with yellowed off-brand tape, and the slop basket sat tucked in its customary corner of the white

  porcelain sink. Nothing would ever change in the DiNunzio house, which was still mourning the demise of the Latin Mass. Mary missed the Latin Mass, too, although when Mike was murdered, she

  realized that she and God didn’t speak the same language anyway.




  “Maria, Maria!” Vita DiNunzio gave her daughter a hug, wrapping herself around Mary’s waist in the kitchen, but her embrace didn’t feel as strong as it always did. Her

  grip was loose, and her arms as delicate as the wings of a wren. She seemed thinner, and the softness in her back had vanished. She was wearing her favorite flowered housedress, but it hung on

  newly knobby shoulders.




  “Ma, you okay?” Mary hugged her closer, burying her face in her mother’s stiff pink-gray hair, teased like cotton candy to hide her bald spot. Her coif smelled wonderfully of

  dried oregano and Aqua Net but reached only as high as Mary’s chin. Three weeks ago, it had reached to her nose. When did her mother shrink? Can you afford to shrink if you’re

  only four eleven? Mary broke their clinch. “Ma, really, are you okay?”




  “So pretty, my Maria,” she purred, her round brown eyes smiling behind her impossibly thick glasses. Her nose was strong and smile soft, and she patted Mary’s arm with

  fingerpads pasty from pilled flour. “It’s so nice, you come viz,” she said. Born in Italy, she usually dropped her last syllables, unwittingly proving they were superfluous. But

  Mary noticed that she hadn’t answered the question.




  “Ma, I’m serious, did you . . . lose weight?” Mary didn’t want to say evaporate.




  “No, no, no, a little.”




  “How much? Maybe you’re doing too much, taking care of Gabrielle?” Her mother had been baby-sitting part-time, helping out the receptionist from Rosato & Associates. Mary

  had thought it was renewing her energy, but maybe she’d been wrong. “Ma?”




  “I’m fine, fine. Sit.” Her pasty hand slid down Mary’s arm and she led her to the kitchen table. Her mother had been making gnocchi, and sifted flour dusted the Formica

  table, covering stains and knife marks Mary knew by heart. Homemade pasta dough lay in long, skinny ropes, covered with the soft indentures of her mother’s fingers. Later her mother would cut

  the fresh dough into tiny pillows, then pinch each pillow in two, roll it with her fingertips, and send it skidding across the floured table with a shhhppp. Mary eased into the padded chair,

  and her mother looked happily down at her. “You have coff’. You and Jud’. I put onna pot.”




  “Ma, I want to know why you’re so skinny.” Mary couldn’t hide her dismay. Here, in the House of Things That Stayed the Same, something had changed. The most

  important thing.




  “MRS. D, I’M STARVING!” Judy shouted. She would get away with it because Mary’s parents adored her. Also because she got away with everything, even with bringing her

  golden retriever here for a visit. Mercifully small for a golden, Penny went everywhere with Judy and had better manners. “Help me, Mrs. D! I need food. Feed me!”




  “Jud’, Jud’!” Laughing, Mary’s mother fluttered over to Judy and gave her a big hug, while Penny lapped water noisily from a chipped bowl that Mary’s father

  had set on the linoleum floor. Her father was all-business now, having greeted Mary at the door with a hug that crushed her cheek to his white shirt, stiff with baked-in spray-starch. Although

  Matty DiNunzio had long ago retired as a tile setter, he always wore his short-sleeved shirt, black Bermuda shorts, and his hearing aid when Mary came home. He also loved seeing Judy, who was now

  hamming it up:




  “Mrs. D, Mary wouldn’t go out to eat with me and you know why? Because she’s working too hard!”




  “Maria,” her mother said, waving a gnarled index finger. “Maria, I tella you, no work so hard! I tella you and Bennie! She no listen? You no listen?”




  “I listened, she listened, we all listened.” Mary felt vaguely as if she had just conjugated something. “Don’t start, Ma. It’s for Amadeo Brandolini, and

  there’s a lot to be done.”




  “BUT FIRST WE EAT!” Judy said, hugging her mother again. “How can I help, Mrs. D?”




  “No, no, you sit! Sit!” her mother replied, waving her off as she always did, because the kitchen was her exclusive territory and offers to help were construed as insults.

  “Sit!”




  “Talked me into it.” Judy took a seat across from Mary. Meanwhile, Penny, who had finished drinking, ran a dripping pink tongue over her chops and trotted over to the kitchen table,

  her black nose in the air, undoubtedly sniffing for Aquanet.




  “Okay, I make gnocchi for you, and coff’!” her mother said.




  Mary scrutinized her mother as she picked up a plate of gnocchi layered with waxed paper for freezing, carried it to the counter, and set it down. Her mother seemed to move nimbly enough as she

  filled the dented spaghetti pot with water, took it to the burner, and twisted the knob to HI for the flame. Mary had to find out what was going on, but she needed a secret plan. Italian mothers

  had force fields that deflected the fears of their children, even when their children reached thirty years old. Actually, the force field got older, too.




  “Ma,” Mary began, talking to her mother’s flowered back, “so what’s the matter with Mrs. DiGiuseppe? I saw her outside and hardly recognized her.”




  “She’s got the cancer,” her father interrupted. He evidently didn’t understand about the force field and the secret plan. He scuffed in black slippers to the cabinet and

  retrieved two cups and saucers, which he brought to the table and clunked down in front of Mary and Judy. Mary straightened her cup in the chipped saucer, happily mismatched, and took another

  shot.




  “What kind of cancer, Ma?”




  “Liver,” her father interrupted again, but he missed the dirty look Mary shot him. He turned around and headed for the silverware drawer, retrieved two forks and two spoons, then

  brought them to the table. “How she suffered, with the chemo. It’s a sin.”




  “She looks so thin, Ma.” Mary would need Kryptonite to crack this force field. Or her father would have to shut up. “She even looks shorter. Smaller. What could make her

  shrink, Ma?”




  “It happens when you get older,” her father said, coming to the table with two dishes. Mary caught his eye with a meaningful glare, and he met her gaze, his milky brown and a little

  sad behind his bifocals. And then she knew. Her father wasn’t being dumb, he was playing dumb. He was hiding something.




  “Dad?” Mary said, involuntarily, but he waved her off.




  “Nothing to worry about.”




  “For real?” Mary’s heart lodged somewhere in her throat. They both knew they weren’t talking about Mrs. DiGiuseppe.




  “Not now,” he said firmly, easing into his seat at the tiny round table.




  Mary’s gaze shifted to her mother at the stove, where she was shaking salt into the gnocchi water and stirring it with her wooden spoon. Then she turned on the burners under the pot of

  gravy and the old-fashioned coffeepot they had used forever. In a few minutes, everything would boil, bubble, and percolate, and Mary would pretend everything was all right, at least for the time

  being. On the sidelines, a mystified Judy looked from Mary to her father, staying silent. She had been around the DiNunzios long enough to know that English was their second language and their

  first was Meaningful Eye Contact.




  “So how’s Angie?” Mary asked, about her sister. A former nun, Angie had gone on a mission in Tajikistan, teaching English and helping build homes for poor people. Because of

  Angie’s life and works, the entire DiNunzio family had an E-ZPass to heaven. The girl took pro bono to a new level, and Mary couldn’t help but miss her. “You hear anything

  lately?”




  “Not since last month,” her father answered. “Tell us about Brandolini’s case. They been askin’ at church.”




  “I haven’t gotten anywhere. I haven’t even found his file yet.” Mary filled him in against the throaty gurgling of the coffee, and in the next moment, its aroma scented

  the already fragrant kitchen. And just when the room was too small to fit even one more smell, the tomato sauce started to bubble.




  “Brandolini was sent to a camp in Montana?” Her father’s eyes widened. The DiNunzios never left the house, much less traveled, and their only summer vacations had been

  to Bellevue Avenue, in an Atlantic City that no longer existed. “Montana? That where they shipped him? Why?”




  “I don’t know, not without the file, anyway. There were forty-something internment camps around the country, and I haven’t figured out the reason for who went where.”




  “But Montana!” Her father smacked his bald head, as if she’d said Pluto. “That’s way out. That’s cowboy country!”




  “They packed the internees on trains, and when they got to Missoula, they called it bella vista.”




  “Beautiful sight,” her father translated, undoubtedly for Judy’s benefit.




  “Right, because there were mountains and all. Or at least that’s the propaganda the government was putting out.” Mary had researched Fort Missoula, read a book about its

  history, and pieced together what she could from the other internee files. “Most of the Italian internees at Fort Missoula were from cruise ships that were at sea when war broke out. Some had

  been waiters at the Italy Pavilion at the World’s Fair in New York. Amadeo was one of the ones from Philly.”




  “How did they keep the records?” Her father was a smart man, albeit uneducated. Mary, who had graduated from the University of Pennsylvania and its law school, didn’t think

  she’d ever be as smart. In fact, lately she’d considered asking for a refund.




  “I think they were kept at Fort Missoula, and when the camps were opened and the internees released, the files ended up in the National Archives.”




  “So maybe not all the files made it.”




  Mary shrugged. The coffee was done. She wanted to get it herself, but that was against the rules. Her father was already on his slippers, fetching the pot and bearing it back to the table.

  Simultaneously, her mother reached over and turned off the burner, one of the smoothest moves in their kitchen dance. Mariano and Vita DiNunzio had been married forever, and it showed.




  “Maybe his file got taken out, because he died in the camp.” Her father poured hot coffee into Judy’s cup in a glistening brown arc. She thanked him and dumped in three spoons

  of sugar, followed with the light cream that was always on the table after dinner, next to a plastic napkin dispenser of the Praying Hands. “Maybe it got sent somewhere when he died and

  didn’t end up in the same place as the others. Did anybody else die in the camp?”




  “From my research, three other Italian internees, all of natural causes. None by suicide except for Amadeo.” Behind her, Mary heard the hiss of fresh gnocchi hitting the boiling

  water and the gurgling of the gravy in the pot next to it, bubbling its heady brew of ripe tomatoes, extra virgin olive oil, and bits of chicken cooked until it melted off the bone. As delicious as

  she knew the meal would be, none of it tempted her. Between her mother and Amadeo, she was too bummed to be hungry. “I’m double-checking the files for references to him. Maybe that will

  lead me to whatever happened to his boats and business.”




  “Poor guy.” Her father poured Mary’s coffee, and she thanked him. “So what else is new, girls?”




  “Mary has another date coming up,” Judy chirped. “With a lawyer, a friend of Anne’s.”




  “That’s nice,” her father said, before Mary could start whining. “It is about time, you know, Mare? If Anna likes this young man, you should give him a chance.” Her

  father returned to the stove with the coffeepot, and as soon as he turned his back, Mary flipped Judy the bird. Judy flashed her an L for loser. They were really good friends.




  “I am, Pop. I will.” Mary nodded. She knew when she was beat. Her parents had loved Mike as much as she did, but lately even they were trying to fix her up, most recently with an

  accountant who lived with his mother on Ritner Street. Her father returned to the table and eased into his chair, his movements stiffer than before the subject of Mike came up. Behind him, her

  mother was pouring cooked gnocchi into the colander, then shaking it to drain off the excess water. Slap, slap, slap. Steam billowed out of the sink. Nobody said anything, letting the empty

  moment pass.




  “Is ready!” Mary’s mother turned from the counter with a steaming plate of gnocchi, then picked up a metal ladle and poured gravy in a tomatoey ring on top. Everyone brightened

  at the sight of the meal, and her mother bore it to the table and set it in front of Judy with pride. “Alla fresh for Jud’! Cheese onna table!”




  “Thank you, Mrs. D!” Judy said, grabbing her tablespoon and digging into the hot gnocchi. She would burn her mouth, but nobody warned her because she wouldn’t listen anyway. In

  the next minute, her mother was setting a plate in front of Mary.




  “This looks great, Ma,” she said. Her mother looked so happy that Mary swore she’d eat, hungry or not. “Thanks.”




  “Okay!” Her mother stroked her back, then segued into scratching it like she always did. It made Mary feel like a treasured kitten, and she looked down at her gnocchi, speared a

  forkful, and ate, causing third-degree burns to the roof of her mouth. Her mother kept scratching her back. “Maria, you pray to Saint Anthony for the paper?”




  “Paper?”




  “Brandolini. You look for his paper.” Her mother made an arthritic circle in the air, and Mary understood. She hadn’t realized her mother had been listening to the

  conversation, but she should have known better. In addition to force fields, Italian mothers had sonar.




  “You mean Amadeo’s file.”




  “Sì. You pray to Saint Anthony to find?”




  “Well, yes,” Mary admitted, breathing gnocchi fire. She’d learned the prayer in grade school: Saint Anthony, Saint Anthony, please come around. For something is lost and

  cannot be found. To be on the safe side, she had prayed to Saint Jude, too, because she wasn’t sure who had jurisdiction.




  “Then, they take,” her mother said, with typical finality.




  “Who takes what?” Mary reached for her cup and tried to cool her mouth with scorching coffee.




  “Somebody. They take his paper.” Her mother frowned deeply. “Brandolini’s paper. Somebody take it!”




  “You think somebody took his file?”




  “Sì. They want nobody to see. So somebody, they take.” Her mother snatched the steam that curled upward from the plate of gnocchi, and when she opened her palm,

  the steam had vanished. Mary was surprised by her mother’s cool hand tricks, but not her suspicion. Vita DiNunzio was always vigilant to the Devil At Work, especially in law firms.




  “I doubt it, Ma.”




  “This, I feel. This, I know!”




  “Nobody took the file, Veet,” her father said wearily, his forehead creased all the way to his liver-spotted scalp. “Don’t jump to conclusions. The government loses more

  papers than it hides.”




  But Judy had stopped eating, and her azure eyes glinted with doubt. “It’s a toss-up, Mr. D. I’d believe that somebody would deep-six the file of a suicide in federal custody.

  It’s a no-brainer. There was liability there. Maybe they were afraid of getting sued. After all, that’s exactly what’s happening, with Mary on the case.”




  “Nah.” Matty DiNunzio shook his head. “I lived through that time, kiddo. Suing woulda been the last thing on anybody’s mind, then. People didn’t sue each other like

  they do now. And the government, who would sue them? Especially during the war.”




  “It’s not completely impossible, Pop,” Mary said, thinking out loud. “Amadeo’s suicide had to be an embarrassment for the camp and for the government. Hell, for a

  long time they tried to keep the entire Italian internment a secret.”




  Vita DiNunzio wagged a crooked finger. “Maria, this I feel, something evil! You pray and you no find? Then somebody take!”




  And Mary, who had never before put that kind of faith in Saint Anthony, couldn’t say that her mother was mistaken.
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  Mary eyed her latest blind date, one Jason Pagonis, as he read his menu. He was tall, cool, and reasonably handsome, with close-cropped black hair and brown eyes behind hip

  little glasses. His smile was pleasant and his manner friendly. He was her age, apparently healthy, with good teeth. He wore a black sport jacket over a black T-shirt, with jeans. In short, there

  was nothing wrong with him. Mary would have to work hard to find something.




  “So what are you having?” Jason asked, looking up unexpectedly.




  Mary reddened. “Don’t know. What’s good here?”




  “Everything. I love this place. It’s owned by Masaharu Morimoto, one of the Iron Chefs. You’ve heard of them.”




  “Sure.” Mary nodded. Her mother was an Iron Chef.




  “I love the design elements here. The aesthetic. It’s interesting, isn’t it?”




  “I guess.” Mary glanced around. She had never seen a restaurant like this except on The Jetsons. The tables and chairs were sculpted of transparent Lucite and lit from within

  with colored lights, so they actually glowed. Not only that, but the hue of the tables and chairs changed constantly, so at the moment, Mary’s chair was blue, turning her butt blue, too. Two

  minutes ago her butt was green, having segued from a bright yellow. Mary wasn’t sure it was a good look for her.




  “The restaurant has an incredible website, too.”




  “I bet.” Mary was suspicious of restaurants with websites. In fairness, she was suspicious in general, tonight. She’d worked the whole day, read approximately 129,373

  documents, and still Saint Anthony hadn’t found Amadeo’s file. Could it really have been taken by the government? And was it behind this stupid decor, too?




  “For an appetizer, I’d start with the shira ae.”




  “I always do.”




  Jason looked up. “You’ve eaten here?”




  “No, I was joking around.”




  “Oh.” Jason shot her a mercy smile, and Mary vowed instantly to stop joking around. Joking Around evinced a Bad Attitude, and she would fall prey to everyone’s claim that she

  Just Wasn’t Trying.




  Jason was saying, “Shira ae is asparagus with sesame oil.”




  “Mmm.” Barf. “What’s a good entrée?”




  “The ishi yaki burl bop.”




  Mary wondered what language Jason was speaking. She squinted at the menu but couldn’t read it in the orange haze emanating from the table. “What is whatever you said?”




  “It’s yellowtail on rice, and it’s great. And for dessert, I’d have the togarashi.”




  Mary blinked.




  “Japanese sweet potato cake.”




  “Great. I like cake. Cake, I understand. Cake is great.” Mary closed her menu, and Jason closed his.




  “Great.”




  Now that everything was great, Mary wanted to leave, but she knew she was expected to Make Conversation. “So you went to Stanford Law, with Anne.”




  “Yes, how is she?”




  “She’s on vacation, in St. Bart’s.” Having just opened the subject of her fellow associate, Mary realized that she had to close it right away. Anne Murphy was the hottest

  girl ever to earn a J.D. degree. No guy who was thinking of Anne would want to be in a multi-colored restaurant with anyone else. Mary tried to think of something else to say. “You were on

  Law Review, right?”




  “Yeah, until I quit to spend more time with my band.”




  Mary blinked. The only thing cooler than making Law Review was quitting Law Review. “You had a band? What kind of band?”




  “Beginner Foo Fighters. I still play a little, with a pickup band. On a good day, we sound like Wilco.”




  “Wilco?”




  “Spoon?”




  “Got one, thanks,” Mary said, but when she peered at the table setting through a now-yellow cloud, only chopsticks were there. “Oh, I guess I don’t have one.”




  “No. Spoon is an indie rock group. Like Flaming Lips, ever heard of them?”




  “No.” Mary didn’t know what he was talking about and found her thoughts straying back to Amadeo. Where was his file? Then she stopped her train of thought. It’s not a hot

  date if you find yourself fantasizing about work during it. She was pretty sure it was supposed to be the other way around.




  “How about Vertical Horizon?”




  “Huh? No.” Mary was worrying that she would never find anything of Amadeo’s, that there was nothing he had left behind. Why did it bother her so much? Then she knew. Because it

  made it seem like Amadeo didn’t matter, and he did. Everybody did. Mike mattered, even though he was gone. She loved him still. She had learned a long time ago that you don’t stop

  loving somebody just because they die.




  “What kind of music do you like, Mary?”




  Huh?




  “Do you like music?”




  “Sure.”




  “What kind?”




  Mary was too preoccupied to think of the right answer, so she told the truth. “Sinatra,” she said, and she could see Check, please flutter behind Jason’s eyes.




  “Frank Sinatra?”




  The question was so absurd, Mary didn’t know what to say.




  “I heard Frank Sinatra sing a duet with Bono, and it was great. Bono is great, don’t you think?”




  Bono wishes he were Sinatra.




  “I heard there was a mural of Frank Sinatra, somewhere in town.”




  “There is, at Broad and Reed.” Finally, something Mary knew about. “It’s almost seven stories tall. It’s a painting of that photo where he has his jacket slung over

  his shoulder and his hat is tilted. It’s really amazing.”




  “I don’t know that photo.”




  “Oh.” Great. Maybe it wasn’t a good time for Mary to mention she was the only member of the Sinatra Social Society under age sixty-five, now that Yolanda had passed.




  They fell silent.




  Mary said, “Mario Lanza is on a mural, too, at Broad and Dickinson.”




  “Mario Lanza? Who’s he?”




  Ouch. Mary felt stupid for knowing, which seemed somehow ironic. “Mario Lanza was a great tenor and he was born in Philadelphia.” She didn’t add that Mario Lanza was her

  mother’s favorite. Or that Vita played his classic “Be My Love” on a continuous loop every Sunday, after Mass. These were colorful details Jason Pagonis would never hear. He was

  missing the best parts of the conversation. “They even have a new museum to him, on Montrose.”




  “Montrose, where’s that?”




  “In South Philly.”




  “I’ve never heard of him,” Jason said, his tone surprised. “When did he sing? Or perform?”




  “In the forties.”




  “The nineteen forties?”




  Again, Mary didn’t know what to say. Yes, Frank Sinatra.




  “That was a long time ago.”




  That’s what makes it classic. Mary broke into a sweat. She couldn’t relax. She needed a drink but she didn’t drink, especially not Japanese sake, which tasted like warm

  balsamic and came in ceramic thimbles too small for Italian noses.




  “So.” Jason cleared his throat. “Anne tells me you’re working on a really interesting case. Wanna tell me what it’s about?”




  No. “Sure. It’s to get reparations for a man who was interned during World War II and committed suicide.”




  Jason’s eyes flared. Suicide didn’t get guys hot, and Mary tried to recover.




  “I went to the National Archives and saw all these documents that were typed on real typewriters. The documents are from 1941—”
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