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To Lisa Marie Sawyer, again, and yet again


When skating over thin ice, our safety is in our speed.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson
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IF OPENING DAY wasn’t the happiest landmark in Dismas Hardy’s year, he didn’t know what was.

From the time he was eleven—when the Giants had arrived in San Francisco—until he was eighteen—the year before his father died—he had never missed attending the yearly ritual with his dad, first at Seals Stadium and then at Candlestick Park.

Adding to the mystique, in an era that pretty much ignored the concept of father-son bonding, Hardy’s father had considered this time he spent with his only son a major priority, far more important than the vicissitudes of everyday life, including his own job or his son’s time in the classroom. The renegade in Joe Hardy had believed that a man must keep his priorities straight, and some rules were made to be broken. He had no problem declaring Opening Day a de facto holiday, regardless of the opinion of the administrators at his son’s schools.

He would pass this flexibility along to his son.

For Dismas, those days in the company of his father, watching big-league baseball in person, were among the most cherished experiences of his young life. It didn’t matter that they had occurred in the cramped bandbox of Seals Stadium or the freezing wind tunnel that was Candlestick Park.

Great as those days had been, he thought that this one was better.

Part of it, of course, was AT&T Park, which to his mind was essentially the platonic ideal of the ballpark. (Although, of course, how could Plato have known?) His seats, courtesy of a client who’d moved to Oregon and sold his season tickets to Hardy to keep or sell off as he saw fit, were as good as it got—in the last row on the Club Level, fifty feet from the broadcast booths, shaded from the sun and occasional drizzle, mere steps from the closest bar.

He looked down at the sun-drenched field, warm and windless at the moment, a half hour to go until game time. Five minutes ago, the band Train had sung “Save Me, San Francisco” and now attendants were clearing the bandstand from the infield. Some of the players were still doing wind sprints or long toss out in left field.

Soon his son Vincent (impossibly, twenty-six years old and playing hooky from his job at Facebook) would return carrying two beers, a couple of bratwurst, and an order of garlic fries.

Hardy dabbed at his eye and took a breath against a wash of emotion. By all rights, he knew he shouldn’t be here. He shouldn’t be alive at all. About a year before, he’d taken two bullets—one to his chest that had bounced off a rib that deflected it away from his heart, and one superficially to the side of his head—bloody but not serious.

These last couple of bullet wounds made it four in his lifetime, surely more than the average allotted number for a mostly sedentary sixty-something lawyer, albeit a former Marine whose first experience of getting shot, in the shoulder, had come while he was pulling a guy who would become his brother-in-law out from under enemy fire in Vietnam.

But still . . .

Four?

•  •  •

TROGLODYTE THAT HE was, Hardy had completely turned off his cell phone nearly an hour earlier, as soon as the Opening Day festivities and announcements had begun.

Vincent, who could probably survive without air for longer than he could live if he were not connected to the cloud or the World Wide Web or whatever, for the first four innings kept up a steady and knowledgeable patter with his father about the game, his job, his girlfriend Jennifer, and the general state of his physical and mental health—all good.

At the same time, his thumbs never seemed to stop tapping the face of his iPhone.

Finally, with the Giants coming up in the bottom of the fourth, Hardy could stand it no more. “Who are you talking to all this time?”

“Everybody.”

“About?”

“Whatever.”

“Work?”

“Sure. A little.”

“I thought you were taking the day off.”

“I am.”

“But you’re also working?”

“Dad. Really? Come on. That’s the great thing about my job. I don’t have to be there. I mean physically.”

“So what about here, where you are physically?”

“What about it? I’m having a great day with my old man, having some brewskis, watching the ball game. I’m totally here right now. Bottom of the fourth coming up, three to two, Padres. You’re thinking about cutting back to half-time for the summer. The Beck’s had two offers to change firms and turned them both down. Mom’s joined a women’s hiking club and you think they’re pushing it too hard. But if you want, I can go dark.”

“Not necessary.”

“But you’d prefer it?”

“No,” Hardy lied. In fact, he would have preferred it, but far more important to him was that he didn’t alienate his son, to whom this was the norm, and who was, after all, living in the world in which he’d been raised. “I just need to get used to it. Multitasking in the modern age.”

“But you already are. Here we are, watching the game, you and me catching up on the home stuff, enjoying our beer. I’d call that multitasking, too. Wouldn’t you?” He looked down at his phone and chuckled.

“What?” Hardy asked.

“Just a text from Ron.” His roommate.

“Saying?”

“You really want to know?”

“Sure.”

“Okay. Why’d the cowboy buy a dachshund?”

“I give up. Why?”

“He wanted to get a long little doggie.”

Hardy’s lips twitched up slightly. “Good one,” he said, though not, he thought, necessarily worth the interruption.

Like so much of the rest of it.

But continuing to push the conversation in that vein, he knew, was not going to be a fruitful line of discussion. He was just an old fart, unfamiliar and—it seemed suddenly, only in the past couple of years—slightly uncomfortable with the way so many of the young people he knew were living.

He was the one who had to get over it, change with the times, go with the flow. “Hey,” he said, getting to his feet, “I’m on a mission for another beer. You want one?”

Vincent’s thumbs were back flying over his phone’s screen; looking up for the briefest of instants, he nodded absently. “Sounds great.”



2

ANOTHER MAN WHO, during the previous year, had suffered a gunshot wound—although only one—was an SFPD homicide inspector named Eric Waverly.

Just as the Giants were taking the field in the top of the sixth inning on this beautiful Thursday afternoon, Waverly was a few miles to the west, near the panhandle of Golden Gate Park, ducking under a ribbon of yellow crime scene tape that responding officers had strung across the entrance to the six-unit apartment building on Stanyan Street. A couple of these uniforms were standing around downstairs in the small lobby with their sergeant from Park Station, but there wasn’t any other police presence yet.

Waverly had been out finishing lunch with his mother—struggling with her divorce after twenty-six years of marriage—at a small French restaurant on Clement when his partner, Ken Yamashiro, texted him from downtown about the homicide. Waverly, relatively close to the crime scene, had hustled right over, beating the rest of the pack.

He had barely flashed his badge when one of the uniforms said, “Number four, upstairs.”

The other one told him that the rest of the building was empty.

And the sergeant, perhaps redundantly, added, “It’s not pretty.”

Waverly knew that homicides actually were typically fairly antiseptic—something about the absolute finality of death transformed the corpse into an object of interest, but rarely of horror. Watching a man die was very emotional; looking at a dead man simply wasn’t.

He took the stairs slowly, at a methodical pace. Since he’d been shot, he’d stopped taking stairs two or sometimes even three at a time the way he used to. His regular daily jog had turned into a walk, sometimes barely a stroll. He had given up jumping rope, given up sparring with the heavy bag. Any impact of feet on ground caused pain.

His doctor told him that his shoulder was completely healed, but if that were the case, Waverly wondered, why did it still plague him so? He was thirty-three years old, a natural-born athlete, and felt that he was altogether too young to let a physical condition negatively affect his performance and his life. But every time he tried to push it, his body pushed back.

Hard.

It really pissed him off. In fact, truth be told, he was angry now almost all the time, and didn’t seem to be able to do anything about it. Stopping at the top of the first flight, he turned back and called out in a harsher tone than he perhaps intended. “Hey! If nobody’s here, who called it in?”

“An old lady in the next building over. She heard the shots. Two of ’em. We’ve got her name and numbers. She said she’d be around.”

Swell, Waverly thought. She’d be around. Except if she wasn’t. Fucking clowns, he thought. Did they even train patrol officers anymore? This was a goddamn crime scene—hell, a homicide scene, and—

He felt blood pulsing in his ear.

He continued on down to where the door stood ajar. He wondered if it had been open when the officers arrived. And the front door to the building, too, for that matter. He’d have to ask. If they had noticed. Which they probably hadn’t.

But he was up here now. He could have pushed the door open, but he kicked at it instead, harder than he needed to, and it opened all the way. He saw nothing in the short hallway. In the apartment’s living room, directly in front of him, a bank of three windows let in a lot of light, cascading over a seat in the corner, over a sofa and coffee table against the left wall. The light reflecting off the hardwood floor glared up at him.

He brought his hand up, shading his face, stopping to let his eyes adjust. When he looked again, he saw the body. A circle of blood under the head had spread out over the cupped and ancient hardwood, haphazardly following the little gullies in the individual slats. The right-hand wall, in front of him, featured white cabinets under shelves of books that extended to the ceiling. On those cabinet doors, even to the naked eye, he could identify little splotches of white and red—undoubtedly where brain matter and blood adhered.

The sergeant downstairs hadn’t been kidding about it not being pretty.

The victim, an Asian male, had apparently been shot twice, which comported with the neighbor’s statement. One entry wound was clearly visible in the short hair just above the collar of his dress shirt. The second shot, under the middle of the jaw, would have been the coup de grâce that removed the top of the man’s head.

To better view the carnage, he went down to one knee, then blinked and swallowed against the onset of another mild nausea attack, another side effect of his pain pills. Balancing himself, his hand on the floor, he willed himself up to his feet.

Walking back down to the lobby, his temper in check for the moment, he asked the responding officers if they’d like to try to locate the old woman who’d placed the 911 call and get her back there. Then, after asking a few more questions about the building as they’d found it, he left the sergeant guarding the entrance to the scene and went back upstairs to stand by the apartment door and wait for his partner to arrive.

•  •  •

YAMASHIRO SHOWED UP on the heels of the stripped-down three-person (budget, budget, budget) Crime Scene Investigation team, under the direction of the always sartorially splendid head of that unit, Len Faro. Before they’d all tromped in, four of them waited out on the staircase landing while today’s photographer, Victoria Lacy, shot a few stills and five minutes’ or more worth of video to document the scene before it got disturbed.

Now all five of the cops were standing over the body in the apartment’s living room. After a decent interval of respect for the dead—say, four seconds—Faro decided not to wait for the coroner; he leaned down and, reaching into the back right pocket of the victim’s khaki slacks, carefully removed a wallet. Straightening up, flipping it open to the driver’s license, he said, “David Chang, thirty-one years old. Lives right here in this apartment. Ring a bell for anybody? No?”

He cast a glance to the cabinet doors with their spatter of gore, to the open archway that led into the kitchen, over to the reading chair under the front window. Finally, down again to the body resting in its darkening pool of blood, almost pure black now at its surface and where it gunneled in the slats.

Annoyed at something, Faro pulled at the perfectly trimmed soul patch under his lower lip, flapped the wallet closed and handed it to Waverly, then asked, “Anybody touch anything before you got here?”

“They say not. I think I believe ’em. This door wasn’t locked or even closed when I got to it, but the outside door downstairs was both. It locks automatically on closing. I walked in about to here, touched nothing, and then turned around and walked out to wait for you.”

•  •  •

THE PARTNERS HAD cleared out of the apartment again to let Crime Scene work its magic. They had already gone downstairs, where they learned that the old lady who was their only witness had answered neither her doorbell nor her cell phone. The patrolmen who had let her walk away were confident that she’d be back any minute from wherever she’d gone.

“I love that,” Waverly said. “They’re confident.” They were waiting in line for their drinks to be called at the Starbucks on Irving. “And what, you might ask, makes them so confident? Is it their years of experience rounding up and interviewing witnesses? Do they have any idea about how hard it is to get somebody to talk to us once they’ve had a while to think about the repercussions it might have? I don’t know about you, but I’m taking it as a bad sign that she’s not answering where she said she’d be. You?”

Yamashiro shrugged. “She’ll probably show up, Eric. She’s the one who called nine-one-one, remember? So we know she’s not afraid to get involved. Maybe she’ll turn out to be a good citizen.”

“Yeah, and maybe the pope will canonize her like Mother Teresa. But I still wish they’d kept her here for us to interview her.”

“I think you made that point clearly enough.”

“Okay, yeah, but can you believe those fuckers? It’s not like there’s a lot to remember. We ought to write ’em up, get it on their record.”

“I think that might be a little harsh.”

“Fuck harsh. And fuck them. And who gets blamed if this all goes to shit and we never find her? Tell me that.”

Yamashiro looked balefully across at his partner. “You’ve got to chill out a little, dude. Seriously.”

Waverly met Yamashiro’s gaze. “What’s taking this coffee so goddamn long? Are they growing the fucking beans out in the back?”
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WITH A WIN for the home team under his belt, Dismas Hardy hugged his son good-bye outside of MoMo’s restaurant and considered dropping into the bar there for a postgame cocktail. But he’d already had those two beers at the game, and any more alcohol during the daylight hours would render him sloppy if not downright comatose. Somebody should do a study, he thought, about why drinks in the afternoon hit so much harder than they did at night. It was one of life’s profound mysteries.

But rather than conducting more research on that topic, he shrugged, buttoned his suit coat, and turned west on Townsend, walking into a growing afternoon breeze that seemed more biting than usual.

He hadn’t gone more than a block when he remembered to turn on his cell phone and, on doing so, was immediately rewarded—if that was the word—with two text messages, six emails, and an equal number of voicemails.

Half of the voicemails were from his office, which undoubtedly meant Phyllis, his secretary, had been trying to reach him throughout the game. The concept of the managing partner of a law firm taking time off for recreation of any kind had never worked itself into Phyllis’s psyche. She clearly believed that all that was needed for something bad to happen was Hardy’s absence. And in that eventuality, the legal work they missed out on might go to another firm. And if that occurred often enough, the firm would find itself in big trouble; it might even go under. She knew that it was a brutal and competitive world out there, and if Hardy let down on his vigilance even for a second, there would be no telling what would happen, but whatever it was, it would be bad.

And it would all be Hardy’s fault for having left the office.

Suddenly wishing he had stopped off at MoMo’s after all, Hardy stepped into a doorway out of the wind and punched up his work number.

Phyllis answered on the first ring—of course—and without preamble Hardy said, “Three calls in three hours? Tell me somebody died.”

“Didn’t you listen to your voicemails?”

“No. I had my phone turned off.”

“Then how could you have gotten your messages?”

“I couldn’t, Phyllis. That was kind of the point. I was watching the ball game and, lo, the world did not end. Did somebody in fact die?”

“No.”

“Well, there’s a relief. So what up?”

He heard her exhale in frustration. “What up?” was not lawyerspeak, he well knew. Hardy remained a disappointment to her in so many ways. Maybe, he thought for the ten thousandth time, he should put her out of her misery and fire her. If only she weren’t a brilliant organizer and mind reader . . .

“You got a call just after you left the office this morning from a woman named Abby Jarvis, who said she had just been arrested and she needed you to come down to the jail right away and help get her out. She sounded truly panicked, sir. Which was why I felt I had to keep trying to reach you. She said it was an emergency.”

“And she was already in jail?”

“That’s what she said.”

“And when was that again? The call.”

“Eleven forty-two a.m.”

Hardy glanced down at his phone and made a face. “Four plus hours.”

“Yes, sir. Do you know her?”

“She’s a former client.” Hardy didn’t add that, except for the Christmas cards she’d sent him every year, he hadn’t heard a word from Abby Jarvis for almost a decade, since he went to her wedding about a year after she’d gotten out of prison (two years early) after serving seventeen months for vehicular manslaughter. Since these Christmas cards eventually came to include her child, Veronica, as well, and had made a point of highlighting the fact that Abby had made it another year living clean and sober, Hardy had let himself entertain the always uncertain hope that her legal troubles were behind her.

But, judging from today’s news, apparently not.

If she’d gotten all the way to being arrested, and not merely cited for some infraction, she was in the middle of something at least relatively serious. “Did she say,” he asked, “what they’d brought her in for?”

“I thought I’d mentioned that.”

“Not yet, no.”

“It must have been on one of my voicemails.”

“I’m sure it was, Phyllis, but I think I’ve mentioned that I haven’t had a chance to listen to them yet. How about you just say it again?”

Her exasperated sigh sang through the connection.

“Murder,” she said at last. “They arrested her for murder.”
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ALTHOUGH HE’D ONLY been on his phone and tucked into a doorway for a few minutes, when Hardy stepped back out onto the sidewalk, the wind was gusting, kicking grit and dust up from the street into his face, while the temperature had dropped precipitously, perhaps fifteen degrees. Leaning into the gale, pulling the coat of his suit up tight around him with an impatient tug, he grimaced at the stabbing pain he’d just brought on at the site where the latest bullet had creased his rib.

Hardy knew that calls out of the jail were recorded. Arresting officers or other interested parties weren’t supposed to listen to attorney-client calls, but they did lots of things they weren’t supposed to. So the only time that Hardy would ever talk to a client about a case was face-to-face. Meanwhile, at Seventh and Harrison, the jail was only six blocks away—long, cold, blustery blocks, to be sure, three of them west into the teeth of the wind—but still, walking there offered better odds of talking to his prospective client sooner than any other option.

And so he walked, teeth clenched, eyes blinking, hands jammed into his coat pockets, silently swallowing a litany of obscenities.

•  •  •

THE JAIL ABUTTED the back of San Francisco’s Hall of Justice, the four-story slate-gray block of stucco and glass that seemed to draw its architectural inspiration from any number of Cold War–era public buildings from the Eastern Bloc. To those who might be tempted to view the practice of criminal law as a glamorous or romantic profession, the Hall of Justice offered a mute yet powerful rebuttal.

The building was home to the district attorney’s office and its investigators, the San Francisco Superior Court, and a random sampling of other police units, such as Homicide, Domestic Violence, Fraud, and Sex Crimes.

Early in his career, laboring on the prosecution side of the fence as an assistant district attorney, Hardy had worked for a couple of years in the Hall, up on the third floor. Over his years as a defense attorney, he’d also been involved in an almost uncountable number of trials—from DUIs and other misdemeanors to murders—in one or another of the myriad courtrooms, which for whatever obscure reason were called departments. So to say that he was comfortable in the building would be something of an understatement.

But today, though the Hall itself wasn’t his destination, he decided to take the shortcut through it on his way to the jail. He passed without being challenged through the metal detector by the Bryant Street front doors. Eyes down to avoid seeing the inadvertent acquaintance who would delay him, he hung a right, crossed the lobby—which as always was throbbing with mostly unwashed humanity—then went out the back door, ignoring the big sign that said, “No Exit—Alarm Will Sound.” Hardy wondered idly if they had ever installed the alarm or whether it had never worked, for over the last several years he was sure hundreds of people had used this exit unimpeded. The corridor outside led to the coroner’s office on the right and the seven-story semicircular jail on the left.

One might suppose that, after a thousand or more regular appearances here checking in at the reception counter as an attorney visiting his clients, Hardy would be at least a vaguely familiar figure to the deputies at the gate and be accorded a degree of recognition or even welcome. But one would be wrong.

Defense attorneys had no leverage. Anything Hardy got would be at the mercy and even whim of any sheriff’s deputy he encountered.

Today’s desk sergeant was Bob Grassilli and Hardy had met him, identifying himself and checking in at least fifty times in the past couple of years. Nevertheless, when Hardy got to the counter, the sergeant looked him up and down as if he were a block of wood.

“Name, please.”

“Dismas Hardy.”

“To see?”

“A client of mine, Abby Jarvis. J-A-R-V-I-S.” Abby was not technically his client yet, but Hardy wasn’t going to open that can of worms.

Grassilli left the counter and went to a computer on one of the desks in the reception area, tapped the keys for a moment, shook his head, and then returned to the counter. “She’s not in the system.”

“She was just arrested this morning, Sergeant.”

“What time?”

“She called me from here at quarter to twelve. She should have a cell by now.”

“Maybe not. It’s Opening Day, you know, and odds are there was a long line of drunks waiting to get processed ahead of her. It could be a few more hours. To say nothing about half our deputies being out at the game itself, so we’re short-staffed. In any event, if she’s got a cell already, I don’t have it.”

Hardy, his temper already pretty well frayed, grabbed at a breath to buy a minute and not explode. “Could I trouble you to please call intake and see where they’ve put her, Sergeant?” he asked with an exaggerated calm. “She’s been here for almost five hours.”

Grassilli checked his watch. “Your math’s good,” he said.

Never more aware of the leverage he didn’t have, Hardy broke a cold smile. If he even inadvertently pissed off Sergeant Grassilli with a show of impatience, he might not get an opportunity to see Abby anytime today. “I’d really appreciate it if you could double-check for me. She’s a good kid, Sergeant, and she’s scared to death.”

Grassilli clearly did not appreciate this imposition on his precious time, but Hardy had obviously hit just the right obsequious tone. The sergeant sighed deeply, went back to his desk, picked up the phone. After a short discussion, he hung up and returned to the counter. “They’re processing her in right now. Maybe another ten minutes.”

“Thank you, Sergeant. I’d be happy to wait in the attorney-client conference room if it’s not being used right now.”

Grassilli gave him the dead eye for several long beats before he nodded once, then pointed off to Hardy’s right. He pushed the button that allowed Hardy’s access to the back and, in a startling display of largesse, allowed Hardy to proceed unescorted. “Second door on your left.”

“Thank you, Sergeant. I know where it is. I’ve been here before.”

•  •  •

TEN MINUTES?

In his dreams.

Hardy spent thirty-eight minutes cooling his heels in the large, semicircular space that was the attorneys’ visiting room. The room was perennially cold and antiseptic in its fluorescent glare, its curving wall made of green-tinged glass block. It had something of the feel of a locker room without showers.

A brisk double knock on the door broke Hardy from his anger-stoked reverie as he sat in suspension at the metal table. That table, like the chair he sat on and the other two in the room, was bolted to the floor: jailed prisoners in their frustration and fury had been known to pick up large objects and try to throw them at their attorneys, their deputies, the walls.

Hardy all but jumped out of his chair. The door opened and a deputy stood in the doorway. “Are you Hardy?” he asked. “For Jarvis?”

“That’s me.”

The deputy was holding Abby by the upper arm out in the hallway behind him. Now he turned and brought her into Hardy’s field of vision, all but pushing her into the room.

She could have been the poster child for someone who’d spent many hours of a long day being “processed” into the criminal justice system, and it wasn’t pretty. Already decked out in one of the jail’s orange jumpsuits, which seemed to swim on her, she appeared tiny, beaten down, scared, and helpless. In fact, without prior knowledge of who she was, he probably could not have picked her out as the naïve twenty-three-year-old he’d represented all those years ago.

Hardy was no stranger to the visceral wallop of seeing someone he’d known in other circumstances enter this room or one like it looking almost unrecognizable. But that didn’t make him immune to registering the moment as a punch in the gut.

Or to dealing with the other standard indignities. “The shackles and cuffs aren’t necessary,” Hardy said gently. “I’ll take full responsibility for my safety.”

The deputy looked his prisoner up and down, then shrugged and said, “Your funeral.”

Hardy and Abby waited, maintaining silent eye contact while the job got done, after which the deputy excused himself, gathered up the chains and other hardware, and closed the door on his way out.

Hardy came up out of his chair and around the table. Abby took a few tentative steps toward him and he found himself holding out his hands. Hesitating only for a second, she stepped into his embrace. He brought his arms up around her.

As he held her, her shoulders began to shake and a sob escaped, then another. He patted her back. “It’s all right, Abby,” he whispered. “It’ll be all right.”

She shook her head against him. “Nothing’s all right.” Extricating herself, she backed away and looked up into his face. “But thank God you’re here.”

“About the delay with me getting down here. I was—”

“It doesn’t matter.” She looked up into his eyes. “I’m just so sorry, Mr. Hardy,” she said. “I am so, so sorry.”

Hardy didn’t like the sound of all these early apologies, since they indicated that she’d done something she regretted.

Well, he thought, whether it was from guilt of wrongdoing or self-pity that she now found herself in these straits, he’d know soon enough.

“It’s been a while,” he said, “but I think we’d gotten around to where you were calling me Diz. Why don’t we pick it back up there?”

•  •  •

“I NEVER COULD have killed him. Or even hurt him. He was an amazing man who’d never been anything but wonderful to me.” She had gotten her tears and apologies under control and eventually taken one of the chairs along the short side of the table, diagonally across from Hardy.

After he’d gotten used to the jumpsuit, the tousled hair, the washed-out makeup, and the years since he’d last seen her in person, he realized that, now in her midthirties, she had grown into quite an attractive woman—perhaps more so, in fact, than she’d been in her twenties. The lines around her deep-set brown eyes brought character to what had been a nice-looking but really unremarkable face that had also lost the last of its baby fat, accentuating her cheeks, bringing into relief a mouth that was still generous, full-lipped.

In the past five minutes, Hardy had already learned that the deceased was Grant Wagner, the sixty-two-year-old fourth-generation owner of Pipes & Valves, a specialized plumbing and fixtures company where Abby had worked continuously as its bookkeeper almost from the day she was released from prison.

“I loved him.”

Hardy raised an eyebrow.

But she shook her head. “Not like that.”

“Like how, then?”

“Just as a guy, as a boss, as a friend. I mean, how many people would have hired me just out of prison and given me a chance? Guess zero and you’re on the nose. And then kept me on all those years? Even during the recession, when everybody was getting laid off? But, no, I was one of the family. We’d all cut corners and wait for things to turn around and start going again. And that’s what they did.”

“How did you find him to begin with?”

“Pure luck. Gloria—his youngest daughter?—we were roommates and best friends all through college. Two accounting majors. Yuck, right? But we totally bonded as the only two people with personalities in the whole program. Then after the . . . after the accident, she came and saw me down at Chino as often as she could—like, every month or so the whole time I was in. She was my rock, Diz. Truly my rock. Then when I got out, Mrs. White—P&V’s bookkeeper before me—she was getting set to retire and the timing was right and I started in under her and then took over when she left.”

Hardy sat back. All this was well and good as far as it went. But Abby had just gotten herself arrested for Grant Wagner’s murder. Somebody must have thought she had a reason to kill him, so he asked her, “Do you have any idea why anyone would suspect you of Mr. Wagner’s murder?”

“I have a good guess.” Sighing, she threw a glance at the ceiling. “How it started anyway, their suspicions. The inspectors.” She paused and took another breath, then delivered it straight. “He left me a million dollars.”

Holy shit, Hardy thought. “That’s a good-sized hunk of money,” he said.

“It is. But in context it’s really not so . . . well, no, I guess it is, no matter what. But Grant had a lot of money. The company’s worth somewhere around twenty-five million dollars. If they decide to look for a corporate buyer on the open market—say, a Kohler or a Home Depot—it might go for seventy-five or even a hundred million dollars. So, even though it sounds like a million is a lot, Gary’s new salary is half that every year, and—”

“Gary?”

“The new CEO. The oldest son.”

“Is he trying to sell the business?”

“Nobody knows yet. But anyway, as to my million . . . I thought it was wonderful, of course, except if it’s why I got arrested for this, for killing Grant, and I think that might really be the reason. That, and me having been arrested before.”

“You’re right. That never helps.”

“If I didn’t have a previous record, I don’t think they ever would have even looked at me. But it’s, like, as soon as that got into the picture, they decided it had to be me. But listen, I wasn’t even going to quit working, so the million would have just made it easier for me and Veronica. It wouldn’t change our lives in any real way. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t turning it down, but it was no reason for me to kill him.”

“Veronica’s your daughter, right? Is she all right? Do you know where she is now?”

“She’s okay. She’s with my mom. When I couldn’t reach you, they gave me a second phone call, and I got through to my mom. She’s a saint.”

Hardy, relieved that these domestic issues seemed to be under control, brought the conversation back to the case. “So do you think that’s it? The million dollars? That can’t be all they have on you. They must have tried to talk to you. Did you make any statements? What did they ask you?”

“Well, the first time, they just asked me a lot about Grant. But just now, when they arrested me and told me about the indictment—”

“Indictment? You’ve been indicted? There was a grand jury indictment?”

“That’s what they told me. But I don’t know what that means.”

It meant, thought Hardy, that there was a hell of a lot more going on here than inheriting some money. At least twelve grand jurors must have thought that there was direct evidence tying Abby to this killing. “It means there’s an awful lot I need to know if I’m going to represent you.”

She gave that a long moment of consideration, then finally shrugged. “I honestly don’t know what else there could be.”

“Okay. At least maybe you can catch me up a little. How did this guy die?”

“Well, that’s interesting, too. Because it changed. At first they said it was a heart attack, and then they went back and looked again . . .”

“Why did they do that?”

“Because Gloria asked them to. Grant was in great shape. He worked out every day. He’d evidently—like, two months ago—just had a major full-body workup—EKGs and MRIs, the works—and he passed with flying colors, so Gloria couldn’t believe his heart would just go out, and she came down here and begged the district attorney to ask the medical examiner to take another look; and the second time around he found something else, because they told the family it was either suicide, which for some reason they decided it probably wasn’t, or somebody killed him.”

“And how long ago was that? The new finding.”

She lifted her shoulders, let them drop. “Well, Grant just died a month ago. So it must have been sometime in there.” Suddenly, she sat up straighter. “But in terms of the inheritance, you know, I’m nowhere near the only person who stood to make money from this whole thing. I mean, the whole family’s on the payroll, and everybody—I mean the kids—got a huge raise, like at least fifty thousand each . . . and that’s right now, in salary, before any buyout or whatever.”

“And how many kids are there again?”

“Four. Gary, Grace, Gene, and Gloria. Let’s hear it for the G-Team. Except Gary’s raise—plus the move up to president—was two hundred and fifty.”

Hardy digested these facts. “So,” he said at last, “I’m afraid I’m still not clear on why they picked you to arrest, Abby. They must have had something beyond the million dollars.”

“If they do,” she said, “I don’t have any idea what it could be.”

Across the room, a knock resounded, the door opened, and a new deputy stepped inside toward them.

“Can I help you?” Hardy asked. “We’re not quite done here.”

“If she doesn’t come now, she misses dinner,” he said. “Take it or leave it.”

Hardy huffed out a breath in frustration. He had roughly a thousand other questions to ask Abby, including the sometimes prickly topic of what it would cost for her to remain his client. He knew that he would have to meet with her again tomorrow, when she would probably be arraigned. They would have to decide on some of the details before the arraignment: whether she could afford to retain him, her plea, a bail strategy if it was available. He needed much more information on the G-Team, including the former top G, Grant Wagner. On the company they all worked for. The extended family.

But the immediate issue was dinner. He looked his question at his potential client.

“No lunch, either,” she said. “And now that he mentions it, I’ve got to say I’m starving.”

Hardy gave her a bleak smile. “That settles it, then. Are you going to be okay here?”

She nodded. “I guess I’ll have to be. When will I see you again?”

“I’ll make sure, but probably tomorrow in court for your arraignment.”

The deputy came forward, this time carrying a pair of handcuffs.

“Hands behind you,” he said.

She gave Hardy one last look before the deputy turned her, unceremoniously clicked on the cuffs, and led her out the door and into the hallway.
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ERIC WAVERLY AND Ken Yamashiro never did hook up with their elderly female witness who had called 911 on the David Chang homicide. And so they made essentially no progress on the case. This failure did not improve Waverly’s mood to the extent that at around four thirty his partner told him to take the rest of the day off along with a chill pill and maybe tomorrow they’d have better luck being methodical and following up leads as they developed.

And by the way, Yamashiro added, really, maybe Eric needed to talk to somebody about his anger issues.

•  •  •

AT ERIC’S TWO-BEDROOM duplex on California Street, his five-year-old elder son Jon kicked his latest tantrum into high gear. At issue was a Mowgli plastic drinking cup that three-year-old Michael had had the effrontery to usurp for his chocolate milk when he knew good and well that it was Jon’s favorite cup and had been ever since they’d seen The Jungle Book.

And so Jon had, reasonably enough, grabbed it back from his younger brother, in the process dropping it and spilling its contents all over the floor.

This finally got their mother, Maddie, involved.

She awarded the refilled cup back to Michael because it wasn’t really Jon’s cup. It was a family cup that—all right, she’d admit, was Jon’s favorite; but that didn’t mean that Michael couldn’t use it from time to time, like today, when he’d just happened to be the one who picked it up first.

“But it’s mine!” Jon insisted at the top of his lungs. He then made the tragic mistake of trying to grab it back from Maddie. But she held on and Jon had gotten ahold of it again with both hands and pulled all at once, losing his grip on it and flipping the cup behind him, where it knocked their framed family portrait off the sideboard and onto the floor, where it shattered.

“Look what you’ve done! Look what you’ve done! Watch out for the glass!”

But of course, lurching again for the Mowgli cup, diving for it where it lay on the floor, Jon didn’t watch out for the glass at all. And suddenly pure bedlam ensued and there was blood seemingly everywhere.

And this was the peaceful and serene oasis to which Eric opened the door.

“Jesus Christ! What the fuck is going on around here?”

Into the shocked sudden silence, Michael whined, “Daddy said a bad word.”

•  •  •

BY EIGHT THIRTY the boys were bandaged and asleep. They’d mopped up the milk; gotten, they hoped, all of the glass off the floor. The family portrait was a dead loss.

Dinner had been hot dogs and sauerkraut and Kraft macaroni and cheese, washed down with a couple of glasses of milk, basically leftovers from the kids’ dinner. Eric spent most of the meal recounting the many disappointments of the day: his mother’s depression, the idiot patrolmen who’d let their one witness get away, Yamashiro’s almost sublime indifference to the lack of progress on their cases, the madness greeting him when he got home.

And all of it colored by the goddamn unending pain where he’d been shot. He was starting to think that his shoulder would never heal. But he didn’t want to tell anybody at work about it because they might think he was unable to keep up with the physical demands of the job. But, really, just between him and Maddie, the damn thing wasn’t getting any better.

Pain, pain, pain. All of the time.

Rubbing his shoulder, he shook his head; then, in the middle of bringing some hot dog up to his mouth, he suddenly put the fork down, pushed back from the table, and stood up.

“Are you okay? Where are you going?” Maddie turned at the table, watching him.

He didn’t answer her. Instead he reached up and opened the cupboard right above the refrigerator where they kept their hard liquor. Pulling a bottle of Bulleit bourbon down from the shelf, he took a glass from the drying rack by the sink and filled it a little over halfway.

“Do you really think you need that, hon?” she asked. “Didn’t you just take your pills?”

“Yes, I just took my damn pills. But guess what? They’re not working worth a shit.”

She sighed.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“No, really. What?”

“It’s just all your swearing lately. Even with the kids around.”

“The kids were out of control when I got home, Maddie. What, am I not allowed to have a reaction to that kind of madness? After all I put up with all day? To say nothing of—”

“I know. The pain.”

“You don’t think it’s real?”

“No. I believe it’s real. I feel terrible for you. It’s got to be awful.” She hesitated, drew in a breath, decided to go on. “But you’ve got to figure out a way to deal with it without getting so mad about everything. Without swearing at everything.”

He squeezed his glass so that his knuckles shone white. “It’s my house,” he whispered. “If I want to swear in my own goddamn house, I think I’m allowed to do that.”

“That’s not how you used to be, Eric.”

“Well, no shit. You know why that is?”

She started to gather the plates and stand up. “Yes, I do. But I don’t have to listen to you swear at me and have the kids be afraid of you.”

“They’re not afraid of me. And I’m not swearing at you. Don’t be ridiculous.”

“I’m not being ridiculous.” Holding the plates, she was facing him. “Can I get by?”

He didn’t move.

“Eric. Please. I know you’re angry and I know you’re hurting.” She indicated his drink. “But that’s not going to help. You need to figure out what to do. Not drink it away.”

“You don’t know.”

“No, I don’t. But I’m here for you, whatever you need. It’s not always a picnic being with these children all day, either, you know. I need a partner here.”

“That’s what I am.”

“Maybe not so much.” Again she pointed at the drink. “And to be honest with you, that’s not helping. Can I please get by?”

Shaking with pent-up rage, Eric turned. “You don’t want me to have this drink?”

“I’m just saying I don’t think it’s going to help.”

“Here, then, take it,” he said. “Throw the goddamn thing in the sink.”

She paused, put the plates down, then turned back and took the glass from him, placing it on the counter.

Eric stood immobile for a moment, shaking in fury. “Goddamn it!” And then, with no further warning, he slammed his fist into the wall between the kitchen and their tiny dining room, blasting a hole into and all the way through the drywall on both sides.

Maddie jumped back with a muffled scream and, in the back bedroom, one of the kids started to howl.
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GLORIA WAGNER WAS on her second lemon drop at the Battery’s high-end bar in one of the city’s most exclusive venues, beautiful people at every seat. She was getting more and more upset, telling her fiancé Chad Loring that she’d placed multiple calls all day to both of the inspectors—Yamashiro and Waverly—who had come into the office that morning and arrested Abby. Neither had called her back. The whole thing was a travesty and she felt it was all her fault.

“How could any of it be your fault?”

“Because I’m the one who pressed for the second autopsy. I didn’t believe my dad had just up and died of a heart attack.”

“And you were right, as it turns out.”

“But if I’d have known they’d go after Abby . . .”

“How about if they went after her because she did it, Glor?”

“No. I can’t really believe that. If I would have thought that . . .”

“What? You wouldn’t have wanted to know if your dad was murdered or not? Of course you would have, whatever the fallout.”

“Yeah, but not Abby.”

“Not the same Abby who killed that woman and crippled her kid?”

“That was ten years ago, Chad. More than that. And a total accident.”

“Not so total. If she hadn’t been drunk, it probably wouldn’t have happened. Right?”

Gloria pouted and sipped at her drink. “You sound just like the cops.”

“The cops are not always wrong, as it turns out.”

“But she loved my dad. I know she did. She couldn’t have killed him. Plus, she’s a wonderful person. She’s not a killer of anybody. And not my father especially.”

“That’s the hardest part to me,” Chad said. “I mean, I didn’t know him all that well, but I still thought he was a terrific guy. It’s hard to imagine anybody deciding to kill him.”

Gloria’s eyes started to glisten with unspent tears. “It’s one tragedy on top of another. First Dad and now Abby. And it’s just all so wrong.”

Chad tipped up his martini. “If it’s not Abby, could he have killed himself?”

“No. Not that way. He wouldn’t have poisoned himself ever, I don’t think.”

“Why not?”

She shook her head. “Because it’s Dad. He would have wanted to be sure, as in positive. Poison would have been too risky. I mean, it might not work. But even if he did go that way, or however he would have done it, more than that, there’s no doubt he would have left some kind of note for the four of us, the kids. He would have explained, or tried to. Plus, definitely he would have had some instructions for each one of us about how we should be living and what we should do with the business. There’s no way he would have just checked out.”

“I agree. You’re right. Okay, so if he didn’t kill himself and it wasn’t Abby, then who?”

“I don’t want to be blaming people, Chad.”

“Yeah, you do. That must have been why you’ve been calling the cops all day. You want to give them somebody else to think about.”

“Not really. They’ve obviously already decided.”

“But . . . ?”

“But I don’t know if they’ve even glanced at Stacy, who was hurt and furious and felt super-betrayed, and I can’t really even say that I blame her.”

“Yeah, but she and your dad broke up when? Two months ago?”

“Something like that. But if you remember, it was bad. And anything but mutual. I mean, Dad just decided it wasn’t working and dumped her.”

“And so she came back six weeks later and killed him?”

“At least she had a real reason, Chad. She hated him. He betrayed her. Which was nowhere near the case with Abby. And do you remember who Stacy works for?”

“No.”

“Probity. Big Pharma. All the drugs in the world.”

“Hmm,” Chad said.

Gloria nodded. “Just sayin’.”

•  •  •

IN SEMIDARKNESS, HAVING come back downtown after a family dinner at home, Gene Wagner sat stewing at his desk on the second floor of the enormous P&V warehouse on Eighteenth Street and Sanchez in the Castro District.

The building’s renovation, ten years before, had moved all of the private offices upstairs, vastly increasing the storage capacity and accessibility to their products down below on the ground floor. Five of the six new offices were identical in size, and each of those five—all in a row along the elevated walkway that looked out over the aisles down below—featured three wooden sides and an eight-foot glass wall into which a glass door had been set.

Signifying openness.

Grant’s idea was that this arrangement would also promote a feeling of equality among the siblings. The only objective difference between the offices, after all, was proximity—in sibling age order—to their father’s corner office, which was twice the size of all the others and which had no open glass wall. His father, Grant, the president, probably never supposed that closeness to his own big office could be a source of jealousy and conflict among his children.

His father, Gene knew, had in many ways been blind.

The way it worked in real life was that Gary—eldest child, heir apparent, and CEO—had the office next to Grant’s. Then came the office of Grace, mother of four, who worked at most part-time as the sales and marketing director, a position and title that had no real meaning, since the source of almost all of the company’s work was Grant’s charisma and connections. Only next, three doors away from his father, and more than halfway down the length of the building, came the office of the chief financial officer, Gene.

Equality?

He thought not.

In any event, beyond his office, to his left as Gene sat fuming, was Gloria’s. She was Gene’s favorite sister, smart and efficient and a great person, but the idea that she somehow carried a burden equivalent to the ones shouldered by the other siblings in the company’s business was ludicrous. In spite of her official title of “inventory specialist,” she actually functioned more as a glorified secretary, doing piecemeal chores for whoever needed whatever. In fact, most of the time Gloria simply hung out, gossiping and laughing, in the office of Abby Jarvis, the bookkeeper, whose office was the last one down the line, farthest from Grant’s.

Gene had come in tonight fully intending to get on Abby’s computer and review some of the nuts-and-bolts decisions she’d made over the past months in the day-to-day running of the office—decisions that he assumed had evidently played a major role in her arrest this morning. Whatever she had done, Gene was confident he could get to the bottom of it. After all, he was a licensed certified public accountant and—Abby’s and Gloria’s bookkeeping degrees notwithstanding—the only one in the family or the company with any real financial background.

But when he’d arrived, the door to Gary’s new digs—the big corner office formerly inhabited by his father—was yawning open, a dim light shining out from within. It drew him like a moth to a flame.

He had wondered for a second if Gary was back at work, too—or if he had, with all the drama of the day, simply forgotten to lock up.

But before he got there, he passed Gary’s former office, its bookshelves empty, the desk pristine. Deserted. He knew the basic fact, of course, that his brother had moved to his father’s office, but suddenly, in the otherwise empty building, the enormity and reality of it kicked in with a vengeance. He put his hand up against the glass wall, sucked in a breath, and only after a long moment got his bearings again.

Now, instead of being pulled toward it, he found he had to force himself to step into the sanctum sanctorum. Turning on the overhead light, he saw that the room was still comprised of the bones of his father’s office, all dark wood and leather, with built-in floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a custom liquor trolley, picture windows on the two outer walls, diplomas and awards and pictures with clients and some local celebrities.

But in only a few weeks Gary had already put his stamp on it: the Madison Bumgarner autographed baseball on the credenza; the framed picture of Gary’s family where Grant’s photo of his own nuclear family with all the sibs had been on the desk; the terrarium with the turtles; Gary’s shotgun leaning in the corner.

Finally, Gene got himself seated back at the desk in his own office.

How had he let things come to this? With his father’s death, his understanding was that everything would go on the same for a time, as in fact it had. But the future direction among his brother and sisters had been clear, or at least he thought it had been clear: they were going to position the company to sell and divide the proceeds equally. There would be enough for all of them to retire, to get off the treadmill, to live better lives. But now, suddenly, that plan seemed ephemeral at best, impossible at worst. Gary would never sell, because the company was his life, as it had been for their father. Gene did not and had never felt that way. To him, P&V was where he worked. It was a job and eventually, perhaps, an escape route from having to work until he was an old man.

Or maybe not.

And meanwhile, somehow, the salary structure had shifted in the aftermath of Grant’s death. His father had written down his suggestions for the succession, and big brother Gary had come out light-years ahead of the rest of them; his new salary, now that he would be both president and CEO, would increase by a quarter of a million dollars, while Gene and the girls got piddling raises of only $50,000, not even three thousand a month after taxes.

Gene and the girls!

As though the sisters’ jobs were comparable, as though their salaries should be the same as his. Always Gene and the girls, an afterthought.

Whereas Gary always shone with a light all his own.

It was wrong. So wrong.

Gene had truly believed that his father’s death was going to set him free. And now it seemed that it had just tightened the shackles.
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DISMAS HARDY’S HOUSE, a “railroad style” Victorian on Thirty-fourth Avenue near Clement, was the only stand-alone home on a street otherwise packed with duplexes and apartment buildings. About ten years earlier, a fire had pretty much ruined the place, but he and Frannie had rebuilt on the same footprint, adding a second story for their bedroom and a spacious front porch that looked out over the expanse of their postage-stamp lawn.

With the wind having picked up and then died down after sunset, the night was comfortable in a frigid sort of way, and Hardy sat bundled in a down jacket on one of the Adirondack chairs under the porch’s overhang. He’d brought his book—Daniel James Brown’s The Boys in the Boat—out with him and turned on the porch light, but he hadn’t yet gotten around to picking up where he’d left off. The book lay with its spine cracked, facedown on his lap.

He heard the creak of the front door opening, then Frannie’s voice. “Oh, here you are.”

“Here I am.”

“Aren’t you a little cold?”

“Only where my skin shows. Mostly I’m toasty.”

She crossed over a few steps and put a hand against his cheek.

“That would be a bare-skin area,” Hardy said.

“Decidedly not toasty, though. Are you all right?”

“Relatively. Probably.” He paused. “Just pondering.”

“About anything specific?”

“Don’t worry. It’s not the Neanderthals.”

Over the past few weeks, spurred on by his friend Abe Glitsky’s contention that Neanderthals had sailed the Mediterranean and were probably light-skinned with reddish or blond hair, Hardy had done a few hours of research into the topic, regaling Frannie with every new factoid or theory that he’d uncovered—many of them, in his opinion, mind-blowing. Intermarriage with Homo sapiens, language, weapons—amazing stuff, if true. And yet, inexplicably, he thought, Frannie did not share his fascination, which of course did not extinguish, and quite possibly fanned, the flames of his enthusiasm.

Now she broke a tolerant smile and said, “Well, that’s good to hear. I think you’ve pretty much pondered the Neanderthals to death.”

“Not just death,” Hardy corrected her. “Extinction.”

“That, too. And now that we know you’re not pondering Neanderthals anymore, that leaves a tiny little gap.”

Hardy sighed. “I’ve tried not to think about it all night.”

“I knew there was something.”

“No flies on you.” A last hesitation. “You know how I’ve solemnly sworn not to get involved in another murder case, no matter what?”

Frannie pulled the other Adirondack chair up behind her and sat on the front edge of it. “It vaguely rings a bell,” she said. “Something about not wanting to get shot at anymore.”

“To say nothing about actually getting hit. I mean,” Hardy said, “I’ve got a thriving law practice with a partner and six associates, all happily billing away. I don’t need murder cases to squeak by and pay the rent.”

“You certainly don’t. Damn straight.”

“There you go. That ought to settle it.”

Frannie reached out and put her hand over his. “So who is it?”

Hardy let out a breath. “Abby Jarvis.”

Frannie frowned. “I don’t remember her. Him?”

“Her. DUI manslaughter. I got her a good deal—first offense, yada yada. She was a young kid when it happened back in aught three, and she’s been employed and sober ever since she got out of prison. I get a Christmas card from her every year at the office. She’s got a seven-year-old daughter now, too.”

“And she’s up for murder?”

“Already arrested. I went and saw her at the jail after the game.”

“And who’d she kill?”

Hardy gave her an out-from-under look. “Nobody, my dear. She didn’t kill anybody.”

Frannie broke a wide smile. “I know,” she said. “I was kind of teasing you there.”

“Got me,” Hardy said. “My bad. Anyway, she’s charged with killing her boss because in his will he left her a million dollars.”

“That’s a great boss.”

“I thought so, too.”

“So she was his lover?”

“I don’t know. Apparently not. I don’t know the whole story yet. But she swears she didn’t kill him . . .” He held up a hand. “I know, I know. That’s what they all say. But in this case I’m tempted to give her the benefit of the doubt. That is, if I’m going to be involved at all, which is—as you may have guessed—why I’m out here pondering.”
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