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  ONE




  Mary DiNunzio sat across from the old men, deciding which one to shoot first. Her father, Matty DiNunzio, was the natural choice because he was the most stubborn, but his three

  friends were tied for second. They sat next to him at the conference table, a trinity of Tonys—Pigeon Tony Lucia, Tony-From-Down-The-Block LoMonaco, and Tony Two Feet Pensiera, who was called

  Feet, making him the only man in South Philly whose nickname had a nickname.




  “Pop, wait, think about this,” Mary said, hiding her exasperation. “You don’t want to sue anybody, not really.” She met her father’s milky brown eyes,

  magnified by his bifocals, as he sat behind an open box of aromatic pignoli-nut cookies. Her mother wouldn’t have let him visit her, even at work, without bringing saturated fats. Besides the

  cookies, waiting for her in the office refrigerator was a Pyrex dish of emergency lasagna.




  “Yes, we do, honey. The club took a vote. We wanna sue. It’s about honor.”




  “Honor?” Mary tried not to raise her voice. She loved him, but she was wondering when he’d lost his mind. A tile setter his working life, her father had always been a practical

  man, at least until this meeting. “You want to sue over your honor?”




  “No, over Dean’s honor.”




  “You mean Dean Martin?”




  “Yeah. He was a great singer and a great man.”




  “Plus a great golfer,” said Tony-From-Down-The-Block.




  “Great golfer,” repeated Feet. “And Bernice disrespected him. In public.”




  “But Dean wasn’t there.” Mary stopped just short of saying, He’s dead. Or, Are you insane, too?




  Tony-From-Down-The-Block nodded. “Dean Martin wasn’t his real name, you know. It was Dino Crocetti.”




  Mary knew. Dean Martin, born in Steubenville, Ohio. Adored his mother, Angela. Everybody Loves Somebody Sometime. She hadn’t grown up her father’s daughter for nothing. In his

  retirement, her father had started the Dean Martin Fan Club of South Philly, and she was looking at its four copresidents. Don’t ask why there were four copresidents. The fifth had to step

  down from prostate problems.




  Mary asked, “How does it avenge his honor if you sue?”




  “Mare,” Feet interrupted, indignant. “Bernice insulted him. She called him a drunk!”




  Mary winced on Dean’s behalf. Her father shook his head. Tony-From-Down-The-Block reached for another pignoli-nut cookie. Feet’s slack cheeks flushed with emotion, trumping his

  Lipitor.




  “Mare, she hollered at him like a fishwife, in front of everybody. The mouth on that woman. So Big Joey hollered back and before you know it, he’s holding his chest and

  falling down onna floor. She gave him a heart attack.” Feet pushed up the bridge of his Mr. Potatohead glasses. “That can’t be legal.”




  “I saw on Boston Legal, it’s motional distress.” Tony-From-Down-The-Block brushed cookie crumbs from a red Phillies T-shirt, which matched his unfortunate new haircolor.

  He was single again, a fact that his red hair blared like a siren. Also that he might not own a mirror.




  “That’s how they always are, that club,” her father said. “They never shut up. Sinatra this, Sinatra that. They think Frank was the best, but Dean had the TV show. They

  forget that.”




  “Dean was the King of Cool, ’at’s all,” added Tony-From-Down-The-Block, and Mary’s father turned to him.




  “Don’t get me wrong, Sinatra was good, my Vita loves him. But he hogged the spotlight. A show-off.”




  “A showboat,” Tony-From-Down-The-Block agreed, and Mary listened to the two men have the same conversation they’d had a thousand times. Pigeon Tony sat silently on the end,

  dunking a cookie into his coffee. At only five foot two, he was more wren than pigeon, with his bald head inexplicably tanned, his brown-black eyes small and round, and his tiny nose curved like a

  beak. He was quiet because his English wasn’t that good, and for that, Mary felt grateful. Two Tonys were enough for one lawyer.




  “But, Pop,” Mary interrupted, trying to get them back on track. “Big Joey’s fine now, and Bernice didn’t cause his heart attack. He weighed three hundred

  pounds.” Hence, the Big part. “In an intentional infliction case, you have to prove that the act caused the harm. And the statement she made wasn’t outrageous

  enough.”




  “How can you say that, honey?” her father asked, stricken. “It’s outrageous, to us.” His forehead wrinkled all the way to his straw cabbie’s hat. He was

  wearing an almost transparent sleeveless shirt, dark pants with a wide black belt, and black socks with pleather sandals. In other words, he was dressed up.




  “Mare,” Tony-From-Down-The-Block interjected, “the drinking wasn’t for real on Dean’s TV show. They put apple juice in the glass, not booze. It’s show

  business.”




  Feet’s face was still flushed. “Yeah. They just spread that rumor to make Dean look bad. They’re always trying to ruin his reputation. Can we sue about that, too? If Dean was

  alive, he could sue, so why can’t we? He can’t help it he’s dead.”




  Mary sighed. “Slow down, gentlemen. It costs money to sue. Even if I don’t charge you, there are filing fees, service fees, all kinds of fees. You have to have money.”




  Feet said, “We have money.”




  “Not this kind of money.”




  “We got seventy-eight grand in the kitty.”




  “What?” Mary couldn’t believe her ears. “Seventy-eight thousand! Where’d you get that?”




  “Dean’s got a lot of fans,” Feet answered, and her father added:




  “Dead fans. Angelo, you know, the barber down Ritner Street. Remember, his wife Teresa passed two years ago, and they had no kids. Also Mario, who had the auto-body shop on Moore, and Phil

  The Toot, got that nice settlement from the car accident. He passed, too, poor guy.” Her father paused, a moment of silence. “They left their money to the club. We had three hundred and

  twelve dollars before that, but now we’re rich. We can sue anybody we want.”




  “Anybody says anything bad about Dean, we’re suing,” Feet said.




  “We don’t even care if we lose,” said Tony-From-Down-The-Block. “It’s the principle. We’re sick of Dean gettin’ kicked around. It’s gotta stop

  somewhere.”




  “Right!” Mary’s father pounded the table with a fleshy fist, and Pigeon Tony looked up from his coffee. Her father and the Three Tonys looked determined, their lined faces an

  Italian Mount Rushmore.




  “Gentlemen, how’s it gonna look if you sue?” Mary fought the urge to check her watch. She had so much else to do and was getting nowhere fast. “Your club is mostly male,

  right?”




  “Yeah, it’s true.” Her father shrugged his soft shoulders. “What are you gonna do? Dean was a man’s man.”




  “It’s ’cause of the Golddiggers,” Feet explained, and Tony-From-Down-The-Block sighed like a lovesick teenager.




  “Weren’t they somethin’ else?”




  Mary gathered the question was rhetorical. “As I was saying, your club is mostly men. Isn’t the Sinatra club mostly women?”




  Feet interjected, “It’s not a real club, like us. They call it the Sinatra Social Society. They don’t even have bylaws, just parties.”




  “Their name don’t even make sense,” Tony-From-Down-The-Block said. “It has too many s’s. You oughta hear ’em. Sounds like snakes with dentures.”




  “Women,” Feet said, but Mary let it pass. A flicker of regret crossed her father’s features. He knew where she was going, and she went there.




  “Pop, let’s say you take the Sinatra club to court and even that you win. How’s that gonna look? A group of men beating up on a group of women? Is that really what you

  want?”




  Her father blinked.




  Feet and Tony-From-Down-The-Block exchanged looks.




  Pigeon Tony dropped his cookie into his coffee. Plop, went the sound, and a pignoli nut bobbed to the black surface.




  Mary pressed on. “Is that what Dean would have wanted?”




  “No, he wouldn’t want that,” her father said, after a minute.




  “But we don’t like people insulting Dean,” Feet said.




  “Plus, we gotta set the record straight,” said Tony-From-Down-The-Block, and Mary got an idea.




  “Tell you what. Why don’t I call Bernice and ask her to apologize. Then you get what you want and nobody gets sued. You can even put it in the newsletter.”




  “You sound like your mother,” her father said with a wry smile, and Mary laughed, surprised. Her mother would have sued. Nobody loved a good fight more than her mother. She’d

  take on all comers, armed with a wooden spoon.




  “Bernice Foglia will never apologize,” Tony-From-Down-The-Block said, and Feet shook his head.




  “She buried two husbands, both from heart attacks.”




  “Let me try, gentlemen. Let’s not get crazy.” Mary needed to resolve this fast. She had three hundred things to do. Her slim BlackBerry Pearl sat next to her on the table, its

  e-mail screen dark and its phone set on Silent. She hated being tethered to the device, but it was corporate oxygen nowadays. Mary touched her father’s hand. “Dad, why don’t you

  take the money you’d use on a lawsuit and do something positive? Something good, in Dean’s memory. Something that honors him.”




  “I guess we could buy somethin’ for the playground,” said her father, cocking his head.




  “Or sponsor a softball team,” said Tony-From-Down-The-Block.




  “Or have a party,” said Feet, and on the end, Pigeon Tony looked up.




  “O andare al casinò.”




  And for that, Mary didn’t need a translation.




  Fifteen minutes later, she had ushered them out of the conference room, hugged and kissed them all, and walked them out to the reception area. The elevator doors slid open, and the Tony trifecta

  shuffled inside, followed by her father, to whom she gave a final hug, breathing in his characteristic spice of mothballs and CVS aftershave.




  “I love you, Pop,” Mary said, surprised by the catch in her throat. It was paranoid, but she always wondered if it would be the last time she would see him alive. The man was

  perfectly healthy, but she couldn’t shake the thought. It was a child’s fear, and yet here she was, over thirty, with no excuse except a congenital flair for melodrama.




  “Love you, too, honey,” her father said softly. He patted her arm and stepped back into the elevator. “I’m so proud a you—,” he was saying when the

  stainless-steel doors closed, leaving Mary facing her blurry reflection, wearing an unaccountably heartsick expression and her best navy blue suit.




  “Mare?” said a voice, and Mary turned, recovering. It was Marshall Trow, their receptionist, walking from the hallway in a blue cotton shirtdress and tan espadrilles. Her usual smile

  had vanished, and her brown eyes were concerned. “I just put a friend of yours in your office. I didn’t want to interrupt your meeting.”




  “No problem.” Mary switched her BlackBerry back on, and e-mail piled onto the screen, making a mountain she could never climb, like an electronic Sisyphus. “What

  friend?”




  “Her name is Trish Gambone.”




  Trash Gambone is here?




  “You know her, right?” Marshall blinked.




  “Sure, from high school. Here?” Mary couldn’t process it fast enough. Trash, er, Trish, Gambone personified every slight she’d suffered at St. Maria Goretti High

  School, where Mary had been the myopic straight-A president of the National Honor Society, the May Queen, and the all-around Most Likely to Achieve Sainthood. During the same four years, Trish

  Gambone had flunked Religion, chain-smoked her way through Spanish I twice, and reigned as the quintessential Mean Girl.




  “She said she had to see you and it was confidential. She was beside herself.”




  “Upset?”




  “She was crying.”




  “Really?” Mary felt her heartbeat speed up. A classic fight-or-flight reaction, but she didn’t know which to do.




  “I wouldn’t have taken her into your office, but I couldn’t leave her here, hysterical.”




  “No, sure, you did the right thing.” Mary slipped the BlackBerry in her pocket, where it began to vibrate like crazy. If it were in her pants, she’d be having a really good

  time.




  Marshall handed her a thick stack of phone messages. “These are for you. I put your mail on your desk, and don’t forget you have the Coradinos coming in fifteen minutes, then the

  DiTizios and Mrs. Yun.”




  “Thanks. Get my calls, please?” Mary hurried from the well-appointed reception area, passed the gold-plated Rosato & Associates sign, and hustled down the hallway, where her best

  friend Judy Carrier called out from her office.




  “Mary!” Judy’s lemony blond head popped through her doorway. She had large, sky blue eyes, chopped chin-length hair, and a gap-toothed grin, which somehow looked good on a face

  as round as a dinner plate. “How about hello? Time for how-was-your-weekend.”




  Mary was about to burst with the news. “Guess who’s in my office right this minute.”




  “Who?” Judy had on a hot pink T-shirt, yellow cargo pants, and Kelly Green Dansko clogs. Read, dressed like the colorblind.




  “Trash Gambone.”




  “That bitch!” Judy’s eyes flew open. “She’s here?”




  “In the flesh.” Mary appreciated that Judy reacted with the appropriate hate, even though she’d never met Trash. Only a true girlfriend would hate someone on your say-so. In

  fact, that’s what girlfriends were for.




  “She’s a jerk,” Judy added, for emphasis.




  “A skank.”




  “A slut. What does she want?”




  “I have no idea. Marshall said she was crying.”




  “Goody!” Judy clapped. “Maybe she’s in trouble with the law?”




  “We can only hope.” Mary almost cheered, then caught herself. “Wait. I feel guilty.”




  “Why? She deserves it.”




  “I thought I was nicer than this, but I’m not.”




  “It’s human nature. Delight in the pain of your enemies. The Germans have a word for it. Schadenfreude.”




  “The Catholics do, too. Sin.”




  “It’s not a sin to be human,” Judy said with a smile, but Mary let it go. Of course it was, but she’d given up on saving Judy’s soul. Her clothes alone were sending

  her straight to hell.




  “I can’t believe Trash needs my help. What should I do?”




  “I smell payback.”




  But deep inside, all Mary smelled was nervous. Trish and the Mean Girls had bullied her during lunch, assembly, and Mass; anywhere you could make someone feel smaller, uglier, and more myopic

  than she felt already. Was she the only person who had posttraumatic stress syndrome—from high school?




  “Did your dad bring us food?” Judy asked, hopeful.




  “In the conference room.”




  “Woot woot!”




  Mary hurried down the hall, passing Bennie Rosato’s office, which was empty. She was glad that Bennie had a jury trial this week because she didn’t want the boss to see her dark

  side, which she didn’t realize she had until this very minute. She’d always heard that what goes around, comes around, but she didn’t know that it really happened.




  I smell payback.




  Mary reached for her office door, with its MUST WEAR SHIRTS sign. Lately, she had so many clients from South Philly that the sign had become necessary. She was pretty sure that was a first for a

  law firm.




  And when she opened the door, her hand was shaking.




  

     

  




  TWO




  Mary stepped into her office, which reeked of perfume and cigarette smoke, Obsession with notes of Marlboro Lights. Trish Gambone was sitting in the club chair opposite the

  desk, facing away from the door. A curly tangle of raven-haired extensions trailed down the back of her flashy fox jacket, and she wore a black catsuit that ended in black boots, with stiletto

  heels that met the legal definition of a lethal weapon.




  Trash? “Trish?” Mary closed the door behind her.




  “Hey, Mare.” Trish looked up and swiveled around in the chair, barely over her crying jag. She looked like a streetwise Sophia Loren, but her lovely features were drawn with anguish

  and her flawless skin mottled under a spray tan. She dabbed a soggy Kleenex to eyes as brown-black as espresso, but they were bloodshot from tears.




  “Are you okay?” Mary asked, hushed.




  “What do you think?” Trish shot back, her voice thick.




  Mary cringed, as if Trish had swung a machete and hacked off her self-esteem. She flashed on them both in their white shirts with Peter Pan collars, heavy blue jumpers with the SMG patch, and

  white stockings worn with navy-and-white saddle shoes, like Britney Spears before rehab.




  “You look so professional.” Trish checked her out quickly. “Better than you did in school.”




  “Thanks.” Kind of. Mary reminded herself that she wasn’t fifteen years old and there was no such thing as an esteem-whacking machete. She knew she looked better than she

  had in high school; she had a nice smile now that her braces were off and she’d grown into her strong cheekbones and nose, so that her husband used to call her striking, even beautiful.

  She’d traded her glasses for contacts, so her round brown eyes showed better, and she’d cut her thick, dark blond hair to her shoulders. She reached only five foot two, but she had a

  compact, curvy figure. All in all, Mary wasn’t a troll anymore.




  “Sit down, will ya?” Trish blinked wetness from her eyes. “I’m so freaked, I’m runnin’ outta time.”




  “So what’s the matter?” Mary walked around to her desk chair, sat down, and placed her phone messages on the stack of morning mail.




  “I need help. I’m in real trouble.” Trish pursed her perfectly puffy pair of lips, their lipstick long gone. She had always been the sexiest girl in their class, but she looked

  older than her years. Dark eyeliner emphasized her eyes, and she still had the smallest nose that qualified as Italian-American.




  “Okay, fill me in,” Mary said.




  “First off, I’m not askin’ you for nothin’ I can’t pay for.” Trish swabbed at her eyes, leaning forward in the chair. Her fox jacket parted, revealing a

  killer body—curvy hips, a tiny waist, and breasts that had been a healthy C cup, even in sixth grade. “I’m not asking you to do anything free ’cause we’re Goretti

  girls.”




  Don’t worry. “Okay.”




  “I’m the top colorist at Pierre & Magda’s. I make good money. I know lawyers are expensive and I can pay in installments, like layaway.” Trish pulled another Kleenex

  from a large black Gucci bag.




  “We’ll work it out.” Mary became vaguely aware that she wasn’t looking directly at Trish, as if eye contact could be dangerous, like with Medusa. She picked up a pen and

  wrote on her pad, WHAT IF SHE CAN SMELL FEAR?




  “I came to you because you were always a major brain.”




  Mary wrote, WHICH YOU MADE FUN OF, BUT NEVER MIND.




  “It’s my boyfriend, I gotta get away from him. I can’t take it anymore, I hate him, I just hate him.”




  “That’s so terrible.” Mary wrote, THAT’S SO JUICY.




  “He’s a bully.”




  NOW YOU KNOW HOW IT FEELS.




  “My mom had his number from day one, ’cause my dad used to knock her aroun’, and my girlfriends hated him, too. But I didn’t listen to any of ’em. You remember

  them—Giulia, Missy, and Yolanda.”




  “Sure.” Mary suppressed an eye roll. Giulia Palazzolo, Missy Toohey, and Yolanda Varlecki. The Mean Girls, who evidently took literally the F in BFF.




  “They all hate his guts. They been tellin’ me to leave him, but they don’t know the whole story. Lemme tell it in order or I’ll get messed up. It started with him

  screamin’ and yellin’ at me, all the time. He’s crazy jealous, even though I’m not runnin’ around, and he calls my cell like thirty times a day. If I don’t pick

  up, he calls the shop.” Pain etched Trish’s features, and she needed no encouragement to continue, the story pouring out with a force of its own. “He’s drinkin’ more

  and more, and that makes it worse. He calls me ‘pig,’ ‘whore,’ the whole nine.”




  “That’s terrible.” Mary felt a pang of sympathy despite her better judgment.




  “He won’t let me go out except to go to work. The house has to be perfect, the dinner on a table. His clothes have to be perfect. I even iron, everything perfect.”

  Trish’s words fell over themselves, coming out in an urgent rush with a South Philly accent. “Last year, he started hittin’ me, then he’d feel bad after. Now he hits me all

  the time, he never feels bad. If I do somethin’ wrong, he hits me. If I do it right, he hits me.”




  “He hits you?” Mary forgot about payback. Trish was desperate, and she was beginning to understand why.




  “He’s smart, too, he hits where you can’t see. Punches my belly, my back. Kicks me on my ass, or my arms, even when I’m on the ground. I tol’ my friends and my mom

  that he roughs me up a little, but that’s it. I didn’t tell how bad it is, or they’d go crazy. Last week, when he was drunk, he did this.” Trish reached for the collar of

  her catsuit, pulled the zipper down to her ample cleavage, and moved a heavy gold necklace and her black jersey to the side. Above her breast was a vicious, ugly bruise. “You see this? He

  bites me during sex. He likes that. It turns him on.”




  Mary felt disgusted. She didn’t know where to start. “You have sex—”




  “He makes me. I won’t show you the rest.” Trish zipped up the catsuit, her lower lip trembling. “Last week he said he was gonna kill me, and when I saw the look in his

  eyes, I knew he meant it. That’s when I realized, like, from a stupid Oprah show, that I’m abused. That girl on TV, that girl’s me.” Suddenly Trish’s voice

  broke and she stifled a deep sob, pressing the Kleenex to her nose. “You believe that? Me, livin’ afraid all the time, like a little mouse? Like you?”




  Mary’s heart went out to her, despite the insult. “Did you take any pictures of your injuries?”




  “Yeh, I kep’ a diary, too.”




  “Good.” Mary was drafting a restraining order in her mind. She had gotten two in her time, in far less ugly cases. “Did you go to the doctor or the hospital?”




  “No way.” Trish wiped her nose. “He told me he’d kill me if I did.”




  “Your neighbors must hear it, when he yells.” Mary was thinking about potential witnesses.




  “We live next to the corner store, Filantonio’s, only now it’s Korean and they don’t speak English. You remember, back in school, it was my corner.”




  “I remember.” Mary didn’t hang on the corner, she memorized Latin declensions. But back to business. “Do they hear him yelling in the store, do you think?”




  “No, he yells at night when they’re closed, and he has a gun. He carries it, a Glock.” Trish hiccupped another sob. “He points it in my face, he holds it to my head.

  Yesterday he stuck it down my throat, like he was gaggin’ me.”




  Mary gasped.




  “Don’t worry, I have a gun, too, a Beretta. I bought it a long time ago for protection, and I got one for the girls and my mom, too, for Christmas.”




  In another mood, Mary would have made a joke. One size fits all.




  “Only thing is, he knows how to use one and I don’t. Alls I got to help me shoot straight are the Pink Sisters.” Trish laughed sadly, an abrupt break in the stormclouds.

  “You remember the Pink Sisters?”




  “Of course.” Mary managed a smile. The Pink Sisters were a cloistered order of nuns in the Fairmont section who would pray for you if you slipped a request in their front gate. They

  had gotten Mary through the bar exam, her wedding day, and her husband’s funeral. She asked, “When did you go to the convent?”




  “I didn’t. They have a website that takes prayer requests now. You believe that?” Trish smiled, wiping her eyes, and Mary felt a flicker of closeness to her.




  “Incredible. And did you hear there’s no more limbo?”




  “I know, right?” Trish smiled again, and the moment passed, her beautiful face falling into fearful lines, her forehead wrinkled with anxiety. “It’s hell, Mare. I’m

  walkin’ on eggshells all the time. Yesterday he told me he’s got a big surprise for me on my birthday. That’s today.”




  Yikes. “Happy Birthday.”




  “Yeah. Real happy.” Trish’s lower lip trembled, but she maintained control. “This is why I hadda see you, I’m outta my mind. I think the surprise is he’s

  gonna propose, and if I say no, he’ll kill me. Tonight.”




  Mary had heard enough. She set down her legal pad. “Trish, you don’t have to live like this another minute. On these facts, especially with your diary, we can get you a restraining

  order. The court requires a reasonable fear of imminent danger, and we can go over there right now and—”




  “No, I can’t do that.” Trish’s reddish eyes flared with new fear. “I can’t go to court.”




  “Why not?”




  “He’s connected.”




  “To what?”




  Trish snorted. “Where’d you grow up? Duh.”




  Whoa. Mary felt stricken. Everybody in South Philly had a love/hate relationship with the Mob, but her relationship was more hate/hate, except when it was hate/terrified.




  “He deals drugs for them, heroin and coke.”




  Mary took mental notes. I’M NOT HEARING THIS.




  “Also he’s takin’ a cut on the down.”




  “What’s that mean?” THE MAFIA DOES NOT EXIST.




  “Takin’ money. Skimmin.’ If they find out, he’s dead. They don’t play that.”




  THE MEDIA CREATES A VICIOUS STEREOTYPE OF ITALIAN-AMERICANS.




  “I never sleep anymore. Alls I can see is them breakin’ down the door, shootin’ us both up. He’s not made, so we got no protection. He’s playing craps with my life.

  If he don’t kill me, they will.”




  IT’S ALL TONY SOPRANO’S FAULT. ALSO AL PACINO’S.




  “And, trust me, he knows how to use that gun.”




  YOU DIDN’T JUST SAY THAT.




  “I don’t know what to do.” Trish’s voice thinned with fright. “I’m dyin’ here. What do I do? You get my problem?”




  “Yes—it’s how do you break up with a mobster, right?”




  “Right!” Trish wailed. “It’s, like, no-win. What do I do? I’m trapped.”




  Mary’s thoughts raced ahead. “Hold on, not yet. How about we go to the cops? I’m sure you have information they could use, and we can get you into the witness-protection

  program—”




  “Are you nuts?” Trish fairly shouted. “He’ll kill me. They’ll kill me!”




  “You can’t be sure of that.”




  “I’m sure, believe me. What are you, stupid?”




  Mary let it go. There had to be a solution. “You sure you won’t go to court? We can get the protective order and—”




  “They’re not worth the paper they’re printed on.”




  “But maybe he’d pay attention to it, knowing you’d haul him into court. He certainly doesn’t want that exposure.”




  “He’d kill me before I got there. Wise up! You’re not helpin’!” Trish started to get upset again, her eyes welling up.




  “Stay calm. We can figure this out. How about you get out of town? Just go.”




  “Where’m I gonna go? He’ll find me wherever I go.”




  “No he won’t.”




  “Yeah, he will, and what do I do when I get where I’m goin’?” Trish threw up her hands. “What’m I supposed to do? Leave my mom, my friends, my job? It took me

  years to build up my book at work. I don’t wanna leave my life.”




  “Your life is on the line, Trish.”




  “It won’t work anyway, Mare. He’ll find me. He won’t stop until he does.” Trish edged forward on the seat. “Mare, don’t you get it? Nothin’

  you’re sayin’ will work. The man is an animal, and you’re talkin’ law!”




  “I’m a lawyer,” Mary said, nonplussed.




  “Well, the law isn’t helpin’! You’re smart, think of somethin’!”




  Mary wracked her brain. “Okay, wait, listen. If you don’t want a legal solution, then I’m telling you what I’d do. Go far away. Take a vacation. I’ll even lend you

  some money.”




  “This is what you’re tellin’ me, Einstein? Get outta town?” Suddenly Trish leaped to her boots. “How’s that different from the witness

  protection?”




  “It’s not like witness protection, that’s forever. I’m saying just go for a while, a month or two.” Mary rose behind her desk, softening her tone. She’d never

  seen Trish have a moment’s self-doubt, much less a meltdown. “By the time you come back, he’ll have cooled down and—”




  “It won’t work. He loves me. He’s obsessed. He’s not gonna get over it, Mare.” Trish shook her head, then covered her face with her hands. “I can’t

  believe this is really happening. I can’t believe this is my life. He was so sweet, so great, in high school. Why didn’t I see it then?”




  “Stay calm, Trish—”




  “We always thought we’d get married, everybody did.” Trish uncovered her face, and her skin was flushed with emotion, her eyes frantic. “How did I get myself into this?

  You remember how nice he was? How sweet?”




  “I don’t know him.”




  “Yes, you do. He went to Neumann.”




  Great. Bishop Neumann, Goretti’s brother school, was graduating mobsters now. Mary wished for her legal pad. WONDER WHAT HE GOT IN RELIGION?




  “What was I thinking?” Trish raked manicured fingernails through big hair. “I thought I was so lucky. He was the hottest thing. We were so in love.” Then Trish said his

  name.




  Oh my God. Mary’s heart stopped. The room slipped out of focus.




  Trish was saying, “We dated in high school, senior year, remember?”




  So did we.




  “I broke up with him but then I went back. What a mistake. He was obsessed with me even then, I used to think he was so romantic. Now I know he’s crazy.” Trish kept shaking her

  head, then stopped abruptly. “So what are you tellin’ me to do, Mare?”




  Mary snapped out of it. “If you won’t leave or go to court—”




  “I can’t! He’ll kill me! Tonight!” Trish hollered, full bore, all of her anguish channeled now to rage. “And you’ll sit there and do

  nothin’!”




  “The only way out is—”




  “I need help! Help me!”




  “I’m trying but—”




  “Screw you, Holy Mary!” Trish exploded. “That’s what we all used to call you, you know that? Holy Mary, Mother of God! Little Miss Perfect, that’s you!

  Thanks for nothin’!” She whirled around, grabbed her purse, and stalked to the door, then flung it open and left.




  “Trish, wait!” Mary went after her, but Trish was running down the hall toward the reception area.




  “Please, wait!” Mary almost caught up with her, but let her run for the exit stairs when she saw a surprised receptionist and a waiting room full of uncomfortable clients, all of

  whom were hers. There were Dawn and Joe Coradino and daughter Bethann, a well-dressed family from Shunk Street; Jo-Ann Heilferty, whose new yard needed regrading; and Elka Tobman, who wanted a new

  business incorporated. They’d heard the shouting and were waiting for an explanation. Mary collected herself and managed a shaky smile. “Dawn and Joe, the doctor will see you

  now.”




  And when she turned to lead them back to her office, an exuberant Judy Carrier was standing in the hallway, flashing her a joyful thumbs-up.




  

     

  




  THREE




  Mary and Judy walked among the crowds packing the sidewalk at lunchtime. Men wore ties and wrinkled shirts, their ears plugged with iPods and Bluetooth receivers, and women

  talked and laughed in groups, toting oversized purses and undersized cell phones. Sunlight filtered through the new leaves of skinny city trees, and everybody but Mary was enjoying the freshness of

  the cool day, one of the nicest so far in a chilly March. She felt haunted after the morning meeting with Trish.




  Judy walked along, wrinkling her upturned nose. “You have nothing to feel bad about. You tried to help her even after all she did to you. She made your life miserable.”




  “That was high school.” Mary walked with her head down, making her feel even shorter than usual next to Judy. Her best friend, at a full foot taller and from northern California, was

  like a walking sequoia.




  “I wasn’t mean in high school, and neither were you.”




  “Still, she doesn’t deserve what’s happening to her.”




  “Okay, there I agree with you.”




  Mary couldn’t shake her bad feeling. She’d had Trish in the back of her mind all morning, unable to concentrate on her mail, e-mail, meetings, or phone calls. She’d even

  forgotten to call Mrs. Foglia about Dean Martin. “What if Trish is right? What if he kills her tonight?”




  “If she won’t get help, there’s nothing you can do.” Judy looked grim. “I’d say we should call the police, but that could endanger her further, and what she

  told you is privileged anyway.”




  “I called the salon but she hadn’t come in yet, and her home number is unlisted.”




  “Gangsters like their privacy.”




  Mary didn’t laugh, and Judy touched her shoulder.




  “Don’t worry. It sounds like he’s an abuser, not a murderer.”




  “I hope you’re right.” Mary couldn’t believe he was either, not the way she remembered him.




  “Also you said she was a drama queen in high school.”




  “But I feel really scared for her. I have a bad feeling, like my mother, you know how she gets vibes? She can tell things.”




  “You mean like that evil eye business?” Judy scoffed. “You’re just upset.”




  “I feel guilty.”




  “You wake up guilty.”




  Mary managed a smile. “Did I let Trish down?”




  “No. She got herself into this mess. How could she fall for such a loser?”




  Mary kept her own counsel, studying her navy pumps. She wasn’t about to tell Judy that she’d dated him, too, and that he was the most popular guy in their class, a football player

  with a wacky sense of humor. All the girls loved him, and when he asked Mary out, she was sure he did it for free tutoring.




  “What is it about bad boys?”




  “He wasn’t bad,” Mary blurted out, but Judy was looking at her funny.




  “Did you know him?”




  “Not well, and that was pre-Mob.”




  “What’s that? Like pre-med, with weaponry?” Judy grinned, but it faded. “Look, you couldn’t have done more than you did. If Trish won’t leave town or go to

  court or the cops, there’s nothing you can do. You’re a lawyer, and the law has its limits.”




  Mary looked up, almost comforted. Judy’s white-blond hair caught the breeze, and it blew her bangs back, the strands fine as dandelion seeds. She loved the law, having caught the bug in

  law school. Mary never did; she still vacillated about whether she wanted to be a lawyer. At work, she daydreamed about other jobs and at night, she cruised www.monster.com like it was online

  porn.




  “Now, Mare, enough about Trish. I have big news.” Judy stopped on the pavement, holding a brown bag of their leftovers, take-out Chinese. The scent of chicken lo mein wafted from the

  bag’s open top, and foot traffic flowed around them. “I got a call from Marshall this weekend because she couldn’t figure something out on payroll. So I went over and got to see

  the billing for everyone in the office. You, me, Bennie, and Anne.”




  “Isn’t that confidential?”




  “Not when Marshall needs help, it isn’t. So here’s the amazing thing I learned.” Judy’s blue eyes glittered. “You are responsible for bringing in more

  fees to the firm than Bennie.”




  “What?” Mary couldn’t have heard her right.




  “You’re billing the most hours, of all of us. You’re at almost 215 a month, which is killer. Anne and I come in at about 160 each, and so does Bennie. We’re all busting

  our asses, but you, my dear, bill more time and collect on more bills than Bennie, and that’s been true for the last three quarters.”




  “Quarters?”




  “Business quarters, dufus. Bennie bills you out at $250 an hour, but pays you only $125. Same with me and Anne, but we do her work, not our own clients, like you.”




  Mary was getting confused. It had been a long morning. The conversation felt vaguely illicit. “So what’s the point?”




  “The point is, the income you bring in is huge. You’re a profit center.”




  “That can’t be. None of my bills is more than five grand and they’re all defective sunroofs, storm windows that leak, and garage doors that don’t open. This morning, I

  arbitrated a dispute between Dean Martin and Frank Sinatra.”




  “Whatever, they pay on time.”




  “Well, that’s true.” Mary knew that her base clients, the children of immigrants, were like her parents; they paid their bills before the due dates, in the naive belief that it

  maintained their reputation with the American aristocracy, which existed only in their own minds.




  “Right now, and for almost the entire year, you’ve been bringing in more in fees than Bennie does.”




  “Huh?” Mary was astounded. “But Bennie is the owner.”




  “Right, and you’re keeping her firm afloat, as far as I can see.”




  Mary couldn’t wrap her mind around it. It was topsy-turvy.




  “Your numbers look like they’re growing. Bennie has big cases, mostly trials, and they only pay, like, once every two years. Those civil rights cases, and the police brutality, they

  don’t pay until the court approves the fee application. Take it from me, those are the matters I work on, and I haven’t billed anybody in three months.” Judy’s eyes focused

  with a piercing clarity. “You know what that means?”




  “No.”




  “You should ask Bennie to make you a partner.”




  “What?” Mary looked around nervously, for no reason except that the conversation was high treason. Luckily no one was listening, and the only attention they were getting was

  because of Judy’s crazy outfit. “That’s so wrong.”




  “No, it’s so right.” Judy grinned, but Mary didn’t.




  “I feel sick.”




  “You should feel great. You attract clients. You should be a partner.”




  “But we’re associates.”




  Judy shook her head happily. “Anne and I should be, but not you. You’re the rainmaker of South Philly. Think of it. Rosato & DiNunzio.”




  Mary felt her knees give way. She looked around for support but the closest object was a grimy fire hydrant, which she lurched toward and sank onto anyway. “Ouch.”




  Judy followed with the fragrant bag, and bypassers flowed around them. “I’ll e-mail you the docs. They’ll show you your billings and Bennie’s.”




  “Don’t. I don’t like knowing things I’m not supposed to know.”




  “You really should talk to Bennie about making you partner.”




  “That would be like Pluto asking the sun for equal billing, and Pluto’s not even a planet anymore. It got demoted, like Saint Christopher, who I always liked.” Mary shifted on

  the fireplug. She felt queasy. It had to be the lo mein, wafting in her direction. “And now there’s no limbo. Purgatory’s next. What’s going on in this world?”




  Judy was looking at her funny. “Mary. Don’t you want to make more money? Or, at least, keep more of the money you generate for the firm?”




  “I make enough money,” Mary answered, but they both knew she wanted a house and still couldn’t afford the down payment, though she was close to the amount, having saved like a

  city squirrel. She shook it off. “That’s not the question. I don’t want more money if I have to take it from Bennie.”




  “She’s taking it from you, right now. You earned it. It’s yours.”




  “No, it’s hers. I work for her.” Mary had never thought about it any other way. She recorded her hours, sent her bills out on time, and the rest took care of itself. She was a

  born employee. It could be worse. She could be in the Mob, which didn’t exist.




  “I knew you’d freak.” Judy smirked.




  “I’m not freaking.”




  “Are, too. You look green.”




  “It’s the reflection off your clogs.”




  “Very funny.”




  “I thank you,” Mary said, channeling Feet.




  

     

  




  FOUR




  Mary walked to her last meeting, through the forty blocks that seemed to define her. South Philly was a small town in a big city, where everybody knew everybody else, if they

  weren’t first cousins. Twilight was coming on, and a coppery sun, useless as a penny, dropped behind the flat asphalt roofs. Satellite dishes and loopy TV antennae made a familiar silhouette

  against the darkening sky, crisscrossed with sagging phone and cable wires. Old brick rowhouses lined skinny streets parked with older cars, and blackened gum and grime pitted the sidewalks.




  Mare, don’t you get it? Nothin’ you’re sayin’ will work.




  Soft light filtered through gauzy sheers in the front windows, which displayed plastic flowers, Virgin Marys, and little Italian and American flags, as each family declared its identity in its

  front window, a bumper sticker for the home. It had been this way for as long as Mary could remember. The new immigrants—Vietnamese, Korean, and Mexican families—displayed their stuff,

  too, proving that tackiness was universal.




  The man is an animal, and you’re talkin’ law!




  Mary’s heels clack-clacked on the pavement, a clatter behind her thoughts of Trish. She hadn’t been able to reach her and prayed she’d be safe tonight. Suddenly a front

  door swung open on her right, interrupting her thoughts. The bluish gray head of elderly Elvira Rotunno popped out, followed by her flowered dress and an apron, accessorized with terry-cloth

  slippers. She was one of Mary’s clients, and her hooded eyes lit up behind rimless trifocals. “Mare, you here to see Rita?” Elvira hollered.




  “Yes.” Mary stopped at her steps. “You know, her name is Amrita, not Rita. She’s Indian, not Italian.”




  “I know that, so what?” Elvira waved her off. “She’s an Indian religion where they think God is an elephant. It’s okay by me. I got a cat, and he thinks

  he’s God.”




  Mary let it go. “Great talking to you, but I’m late.”




  “I know. You were supposed to be here a half hour ago, but Rita won’t mind. I tol’ her, you’re better than Matlock.” Elvira pointed up with a knotted index finger.

  “See my new awning? It’s beautiful! You saved me twelve hundred bucks. You didn’t let ’em take advantage.”




  Mary smiled. “Thanks, Elvira.”




  “Mare, why’n’t you stop in, have somethin’ to eat after you’re done with Rita? Dom’s not workin’ tonight, and I got tiramisu.”




  “I can’t, thanks. ’Bye now.” Mary kept going. She was never getting fixed up again and especially not with Dominic Rotunno, who still lived at home and was trouble from

  the third grade. Maybe she should resign herself to a life of celibacy. Sister Mary DiNunzio, Esq.




  He bites me during sex. He likes that. It turns him on.




  She reached Amrita’s house, walked up the stoop, and rang a black metal doorbell. The front window contained a child’s diorama inside a gray-and-orange Nike box. The scene showed

  Noah’s ark, and a McDonald’s French-fry container, cut in half, served as the bright red ship for animals of molded plastic. Green camels and pink lions from the dollar store. The front

  door opened, and Amrita let her in with a weary half smile. A dental tech, she was still in her scrubs, decorated with smiling molars in red sneakers.




  “Sorry I’m late.” Mary stepped inside.




  “No worries, I just got in myself,” Amrita said, in her Anglo-Indian lilt. She and her husband were Londoners, transferred to Philly because of his job. She brushed back a black

  tendril and tucked it into her long ponytail. “How are you, Mary?”




  “Fine. And you?”




  “Crazy busy.” Amrita’s eyes, wide set and almond shaped, flickered with fatigue, and her generous mouth turned down slightly.




  “How’s Dhiren?” Mary asked, and Amrita gestured behind her as she shut the door. A boy in a striped T-shirt and tan shorts flopped on a patterned couch, and his head of wavy

  dark hair was bent over his Game Boy. His legs, dark skinned and skinny, dangled over the couch. He was nine years old, a fourth-grader at the local public school, where he was going under.




  “Dhiren, say hello to Ms. DiNunzio,” Amrita said, but the boy kept playing. “Dhiren, I won’t tolerate such bad manners. Please.”




  “Hello, Miss DiNunzio,” Dhiren answered in his cute accent, but he didn’t look up. Amrita frowned, about to rebuke him when Mary put an arm around her shoulder.




  “Let it go. I want to talk to you first. By the way, why didn’t you warn me that Elvira’s trying to fix me up?”




  “I expected you could handle the situation. Run screaming, my advice.” Amrita smiled, motioning Mary through the dining room to the kitchen, the standard layout for rowhomes. They

  entered a cozy kitchen, smelling of fish and cooking oil, and Mary pulled up one of the wooden chairs around a small table, with two places marked by yellow plastic mats.




  “Did you eat?” Amrita opened a refrigerator plastered with Dhiren’s crayoned dogs and giraffes, from before it had all gone wrong.




  “Yes, thanks,” Mary lied. Amrita had enough to do without serving her dinner.




  “Tea, then?”




  “Yes, thanks. Just plain is fine.” Mary pulled a file and a legal pad from her briefcase. “We still haven’t heard from the school district.”




  “I assumed so.” Amrita filled a mug with water, scuffed to the microwave on the counter, and pressed the button after she put the mug inside. “They just wear one down.

  That’s their strategy.”




  “It won’t work with me. I thrive on rejection.” Mary was losing sleep over this case. Dhiren could barely read and write.




  “I don’t know why they make it so hard.” Amrita stood by the microwave, and inside the mug turned around and around, a spinning shadow behind frosted glass. “The child

  cannot read. This, they know.”




  “I understand, but we need them to test him. They have a legal obligation to identify him and initiate the testing.”




  “They should simply hand him a book. Watch him struggle, like I do.” Amrita punched the button to open the microwave door. “My parents have been saying it for years. He’s

  dyslexic. They know, they are physicians, both.” Her voice was edged with an anger that came off as haughty, but Mary knew better.




  “The tests measure IQ, cognitive ability, and achievement.” She had been boning up on special-education law. “If there’s a significant disparity, they’ll find him

  eligible for special ed and pay for the right school.”




  Amrita frowned. “I told you his IQ. It’s 110. Very high. Obviously, he should be reading better. He should be writing better. His writing is unintelligible.”




  “I know that, too.” Mary had Dhiren’s papers, with words that faced backward or looked like alphabet soup. “But they won’t take our word for it, and they

  won’t give him an IEP without the tests.”




  Amrita plopped a teabag into the cup. “I never make a proper cup anymore. This will have to do. Don’t tell Barton.”




  “I won’t.”




  “So what do we do, Mary? What is our plan?” Amrita fetched a spoon from the silverware drawer and the mug of tea, its paper tag fluttering like the tiniest white flag. She came to

  the table and set the spoon and mug down, the tea releasing a humid cloud.




  “We’ve requested the testing, so they have sixty days.”




  “In the meantime, Dhiren suffers.” Amrita sat down heavily in the opposite chair.




  “There’s another way, but it’s expensive. We can do an independent evaluation, but it costs. Three thousand dollars.”




  “We can’t afford that. Can’t you get us somebody sooner, cheaper?”




  “I’ll look around.”




  “Let’s crack on, then.”




  “Will do.” Mary got the gist of the Briticism and noted that Amrita made the decision without Barton. A software programmer, he traveled for work and wasn’t Indian, which Mary

  sensed had strained the relationship with Amrita’s parents. “Now, tell me how Dhiren is.”




  “Not good. I don’t know what I’d do if I worked full-time. He says he’s sick, most mornings. He doesn’t want to go to school.”




  “That’s typical. They call it schoolphobic. How many days did he go last week?”




  “Two only.” Amrita closed her eyes, trying to remember. “Before that, he went three days. Of course that only makes it worse. He falls behind. He misses class

  discussion.”




  “Did you start volunteering at school?”




  “Yes, twice, as you asked. I see what happens now.” Amrita sighed. “They started a new unit on the Revolutionary War. They write entries in a battlefield diary, as if from

  Valley Forge, and read them in class.”




  Mary’s heart wrenched. It would be a disaster for Dhiren.




  “I helped him with the diary, but he had to read it himself, out loud. They mocked him. Dummy, they called him, instead of Dhiren. They mocked his accent as well. This I heard with my own

  ears.” Amrita’s expression remained stoic. “Imagine, with all this talk against bullying on the TV, on the news.”




  Mary thought again of Trish.




  “Last week, he got into a fight. One of the other boys called him dummy, and Dhiren hit him. The teacher, appalled, sent Dhiren home. I had a strop, a hissy fit, you call it, and now, it

  gets worse. I’ll show you.” Amrita stood up. “Dhiren, please come here.”




  “I got a present for you, Dhiren.” Mary reached into her briefcase, and by the time she’d pulled out the bag, the boy had arrived at the threshold, his dark eyes shining. She

  handed him the wrapped package. “I don’t know how to work this, but I expect a smart guy like you does.”




  “Cool!” Dhiren ripped off the paper and pulled out a shrink-wrapped box, a new game for his Game Boy.




  “Say thank you, Dhiren.” Amrita frowned.




  “Thank you!”




  “Hope you don’t have this one, it’s called Dogz.” Mary pointed to the word, though its corrupted spelling wouldn’t help the cause. “You choose a puppy and you

  get to name it.”




  “Dhiren, bend your head down for me,” Amrita said, and the boy bent over while his mother rooted around in his gorgeous hair, then exposed a bloody scab on his scalp. “See,

  Mary. Look at this.” Then she let the hair go and displayed another scab behind his ear, bloodier. “And see this, here.”




  “Who did this to him?” Mary asked, disgusted. “The kid he fought with?”




  “Not him.” Amrita removed her hand, and Dhiren straightened up, his knees wiggling again. “Son. Tell Miss DiNunzio what happened in school.”




  “Did someone hit you?” Mary asked, softly.




  Dhiren shook his head.




  “No,” Amrita answered for him. “The hair is gone in patches. It’s pulled out at the root.”




  “Yikes.” Mary could only imagine how much that hurt. “Who pulled your hair, Dhiren? Please, tell me.”




  Amrita answered, “He goes in the boys’ room and pulls it out himself.”




  Mary gasped, astonished, but Amrita remained impassive.




  “He does it himself. He’s so upset, so frustrated, he’s tearing his own hair out. It started last week. Tell her why you do this, son.”




  Dhiren kept looking down, his new video game forgotten. “I don’t know. I go and do it. I can’t help it.”




  “You can help it,” Amrita snapped. “You must not do it. Simply, you must not.”




  “Dhiren,” Mary interrupted, “can I ask you a favor? When you feel like pulling out your hair, could you please pretend your hair is like a puppy and pat it instead? Like in the

  game?”




  Dhiren nodded. “Can I go now?”




  “Yes, you can,” Mary answered, though she knew he was asking his mother. “Go. Play. Have fun.”




  Dhiren hurried off, leaving the two women in the still kitchen.




  Amrita’s features slackened, and she surrendered to a sadness as familiar as an old sweater. “Please, Mary,” she whispered, over the untouched tea. “Won’t you save

  my son?”




  “I’ll do everything I can,” Mary answered, sick at heart. She had no better answer. The law was failing everyone today. Or she was.




  Outside the kitchen window, it was getting darker.




  And nightfall was Trish’s deadline.




  

     

  




  FIVE




  A troubled Mary left Amrita’s house and stood outside for a moment, surveying the street. A cold night had fallen but lights were on in the rowhomes, glowing a warm gold.

  TVs flickered behind gauze curtains, sending bluish flashes into the night. Down the street, a young woman stood smoking on her stoop, the cigarette tip burning red.




  He’ll kill me. Tonight.




  Mary slid her BlackBerry from her purse, ignored the e-mail, and hit Redial. She listened to the phone ring and ring, but there was no answer at Trish’s mother’s house. Where was

  Trish now? Was she okay or was she lying dead somewhere? Mary hit End, slid the phone back into her purse, and scanned the city skyline, looking for answers that weren’t there.
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