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PART ONE

The Red Halo


1

Bosch walked between the headstones, checking names as he passed. These days he suspected that he knew more people belowground than above. He moved slowly, using the cane for support.

He saw Talbot up ahead, standing at the foot of his first wife’s grave. It had been a while since Bosch had seen him. He had less hair and a thicker waist. As expected, he wasn’t happy to see Bosch approaching with his vase of fresh tulips.

“What the fuck are you doing here, Bosch?” Talbot said.

“I could ask you the same thing, Talbot,” Bosch said.

“She’s my wife.”

“Was your wife.”

“Fuck you. Do you even still have a badge?”

“Lucky for guys like you, I hung it up a long time ago.”

“Then what the fuck? You bringing my wife flowers? You got a thing for dead women, Bosch?”

“Twenty-fifth anniversary. I didn’t expect anyone else to be here. Least of all the guy who put her in the grave.”

“Fuck off, Bosch. You’re a loser. And guess what — I come every year.”

“To gloat.”

“To mourn.”

“I’m sure she appreciates it.”

Sarcasm delivered, Bosch looked down at the grave. The marker was simple and inexpensive.

TALBOT
1962–2001

Her husband hadn’t even put her first name on the stone.

“It’s under your skin, isn’t it?” Talbot said. “All these years … the case you couldn’t solve.”

“Nobody bats a thousand in homicide work, Talbot,” Bosch said. “But this one I did solve. I just didn’t make the arrest. There’s a difference.”

The two men held each other’s eyes in a serious stare-down. Talbot looked away first. The guilty man always does.

There was something different about him but Bosch couldn’t place it. It wasn’t the hair or the potbelly.

“You know, this is harassment,” Talbot said. “You and your baseless accusations. I had nothing to do with it, so why don’t you just get the fuck out of here and leave me alone.”

“Yeah. I’ll go. I’ll just leave the flowers. I remember the tulips in the house that day. Never figured out where they came from.”

Bosch bent over and put the vase down in the grass in front of the granite stone. He adjusted the angle so it offered the best display of the yellow and red flowers. When he straightened up, he was hit with a jolt of vertigo. He leaned heavily on the cane till it passed.

“You okay, old man?” Talbot asked. “That would be something, huh? You dying in a graveyard.”

“Yeah, something,” Bosch said. “I’ll leave you to it.”

It was the absence of glasses. Talbot used to wear eyeglasses. He must’ve gotten contacts or had his vision surgically corrected.

“That’s right,” Talbot said. “Take your cane and your slow ass back to the old folks’ home.”

“Catch you later,” Bosch said.

Bosch made his way back to his car, which was parked on one of the cemetery’s narrow access roads. He thought about how, twenty-five years before, he’d come within minutes of getting a confession out of Talbot. His estranged wife, Jennifer, had been found beaten to death in the apartment she had recently moved into. The scene was staged to look like an intruder had broken in and waited for her to come home from work. She had been sexually assaulted with an unknown, never recovered foreign object, but at autopsy it was determined that some of the assault had occurred postmortem. It was part of the staging. So were the tulips — left to help sell the misdirection that whoever delivered the flowers had seen the recipient as vulnerable and come back later to break in and commit the crime. All of that made Bosch focus on the husband, Gregory Talbot. In the interrogation room, Talbot waived his rights and agreed to talk. They went two hours in a cat-and-mouse interview, Bosch slowly closing in, using inconsistencies and a leaky alibi to back him into a corner. But then Talbot ended it by playing the lawyer card. Bosch left the room knowing the killer was Talbot but with nothing to charge him with.

By the time Bosch made it from the grave site to his car, his left leg was burning with pain. It was the longest he had walked and the longest he had stood since getting the knee replacement four weeks before. His recovery had been without incident but he had pushed it going to the cemetery to confront Talbot.

He took the bottle of Tylenol out of the glove box and downed two pills without water, first crunching them in his teeth so that they might hit his bloodstream sooner. The taste was acrid. He started the car and drove through the main gate of the cemetery to Santa Monica Boulevard.
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Bosch turned right onto Gower and pulled to the red curb behind a white van with READY ROOTER painted on its side. He got out of his car and walked up to the van. He rapped his knuckles on the side door, and it was opened by Renée Ballard.

“Anything?” Bosch asked.

“We’re getting some stuff,” Ballard said. “He’s talking to her and he doesn’t care much for you, Harry.”

“I noticed that.”

“Climb in.”

Bosch glanced down at what looked like an eighteen-inch step up from the curb. Ballard noticed his dilemma.

“Tom, help him in,” she said.

Tom Laffont took his headset off and rolled his chair to the van’s door. He reached a hand out to Bosch and managed to pull him in, with Harry putting minimal stress on his new knee.

“Take my seat,” Ballard said. “Ozzie, put it on speaker.”

Ozzie was John Osmond of the tech unit. Bosch remained standing. New knee or not, he didn’t like the idea of taking a seat from the woman in charge. The van had an extended top and he didn’t have to crouch.

Osmond flipped a switch on the monitoring equipment and a one-sided conversation came through the van’s speakers. Laffont slid the van’s door closed.

“No, you had to laugh. You had to make me feel small.”

It was Talbot talking to his dead wife. His murdered wife.

“Twenty-five years,” he said. “We could still be together. We could be happy. But you had to laugh when a man opened his heart to you.”

“There’s your motive,” Laffont said.

“Maybe,” Ballard said.

There was a prolonged silence and then Talbot’s visit to his wife’s grave was apparently over. The bug in the tulip vase picked up Talbot’s footsteps walking away in the grass.

“Oh, baby,” Laffont said. “We’re this close.” He held a thumb and forefinger an inch apart.

“What did I miss?” Bosch asked.

“He started with the usual blame-the-victim rant,” Ballard said. “The It was all your fault schtick.”

“But nothing specific?” Bosch pressed.

“Not really,” Ballard said.

Bosch shook his head. He knew it had been a long shot but he’d hoped that with his prodding and the tulips, Talbot would be goaded into lashing out verbally and solidly incriminating himself. Bosch had waited a year for this. The tip had come after the previous anniversary. A gravedigger had overheard Talbot yelling at his dead wife and gloating at getting away with murder. But that hadn’t been taped and the gravedigger was not a good witness, having a felony assault conviction on his record.

“We’ll play this for Paul, see what he thinks,” Ballard said.

Paul Masser, like Laffont, was one of Ballard’s volunteers on the cold-case unit, where she was the only full-time sworn LAPD officer. Masser was a former prosecutor who would give an opinion on whether they could file a case on Talbot based on what they had recorded.

“But I tell you what, Margaret Atwood sure got it right,” Ballard said.

“About what?” Bosch asked.

“She said men fear that women will laugh at them,” Ballard said, “and women fear that men will kill them.”

“That’s cheery,” Laffont said.

“But true,” Ballard said.

“Let me know what Paul thinks,” Bosch said. “I’m going home.”

Bosch was turning toward the van’s door when a rustling sound came from the speakers.

“Somebody picked up the vase,” Ballard said.

“Did Talbot come back?” Laffont asked.

Nobody answered. They could hear footsteps on the grass and fallen leaves, then footsteps on asphalt, followed by a car door opening.

“Uh, what are we going to do?” Osmond asked. “We can’t lose the bug — my boss will have my ass. That’s a two-hundred-dollar piece of equipment.”

Laffont got up and pushed through a black curtain to the van’s front seats. He moved between them and sat behind the wheel. He turned the key that was already in the ignition.

Talbot’s voice suddenly burst from the van’s speakers.

“Fuck you and your tulips, Bosch,” he said.

“Tom, wait,” Ballard said. “It’s him.”

She held her hand up for silence and Laffont killed the engine. She tapped Osmond on the shoulder.

“Ozzie, we’re still recording?” she asked.

“Still recording,” Osmond said.

They heard a car engine come to life.

“You think you rattle me?” Talbot said. “Think again, motherfucker.”

It was bizarre. It was like he knew Bosch could hear him. Then there was a sound of a cell phone ringing and Talbot put the call on his car’s speaker and answered.

“You heading home?” a woman asked.

“On my way,” Talbot said. “And, hey, I’m bringing you flowers.”

“Aww. But you better not have stolen them off a grave.”

“Nah, I picked them up on the way to visit the bitch.”

“Don’t speak that way of the dead, Greg.”

“Yeah, well, that’s what she was.”

“I know. It’s just that — ”

“And guess who was there at the grave.”

“How would I know?”

“Bosch.”

“The detective?”

“Harry fucking Bosch.”

“What did he want?”

“What do you think? To let me know he knew it was me. To bust my balls one more time.”

“You better be careful with him. He doesn’t give up.”

“Relax. If they had anything, they would have arrested me a long time ago. They would have arrested us.”

“Don’t talk like that. Just get home.”

“He’s an old man now. He can’t do anything — he’s not even a cop anymore. He retired or they kicked him out. He fuckin’ walks with a cane.”

“Doesn’t matter. He’s like a dog with a bone, that one.”

“You gotta calm down, Gloria. He’s got nothing. I got rid of everything that could connect us a long time ago.”

“Well, he must have something if he’s still coming around after twenty-five years.”

“He thinks he does, but he doesn’t have shit. Believe me, we’re in the clear.”

“I’ll believe it when he’s permanently in the graveyard with her and we don’t have to worry about him no more.”

“That can be arranged. We’ve done it before.”

“Stop. I don’t want to hear that. Just come home.”

“On my way.”

“Pick up some sourdough at the Vons first. We’ll have it tonight. I’m making Bolognese.”

“Can’t wait. I’ll hit the Vons.”

Talbot disconnected and turned on the radio. Yacht rock, Steely Dan’s “Deacon Blues.” The engine revved as he started to drive.

Ballard clapped Osmond on the shoulder and spoke urgently:

“We got that, right, Ozzie?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah, we got it,” Osmond said.

“Then we got him,” Laffont said.

“I think we got them both,” Ballard said. “You hear that, Harry? He said, ‘We’ve done it before,’ and she didn’t deny it.”

Before Bosch could answer, the sound from the speakers — the Steely Dan song — faded away as Talbot drove out of transmission range.

“What about the bug?” Osmond said.

“You don’t have to worry about the bug, Ozzie,” Ballard said. “We know who has it. If things work out, we’ll be knocking on his door with an arrest warrant very soon. You’ll get your bug back then, okay?” Osmond nodded reluctantly. “Harry, what were you about to say?”

“I don’t want to rain on anybody’s parade, but you didn’t get a warrant to bug the guy’s car, right?” Bosch said. “So is what we got even going to be admissible?”

“Good question,” Ballard said. “We’ll run it by Paul and if he okays it, we’ll take it to the DA.”

“No matter what the DA says, I say we take both of them down,” Laffont said. “Separate them and put ’em in jail. I’ll put money on the wife making a deal.”

“We’ll see,” Ballard cautioned. “We don’t want to blow it. Harry, was Gloria in the picture back when the murder went down?”

“Not at first,” Bosch said. “But when we started looking at him, he trotted her out as his alibi.”

“Okay,” Ballard said. “If we make a move, I’ll let you know.”

“If you knock on Talbot’s door, I want to be there,” Bosch said.

Ballard held up a fist. Bosch bumped it with his.

“Good work,” she said.

“Let’s hope so,” he said.
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As Bosch approached his house he saw a small white car parked at the curb in front of it. Through its rear window he could see the silhouette of someone behind the wheel. Someone waiting. Bosch glanced into the vehicle as he passed and pulled into the carport. The driver was recognizable. It was the car that was not.

Bosch got out and walked out to the curb just as the front door of the small car opened and Mickey Haller stepped out.

“What happened to the Lincoln?” Bosch said. “I thought you were the Lincoln Lawyer.”

“That’s the old me,” Haller said. “The Lincoln’s not a good look for a public interest lawyer.”

He gestured to the car.

“It’s electric,” he said. “Autonomous.”

“What’s that mean?” Bosch asked. “No hands, like a Waymo?”

“Like Waymo.”

“I wouldn’t be caught dead in one of those things.”

“Why doesn’t that surprise me.”

“Everything all right? I feel like the last time you actually came up here, it wasn’t good news.”

“This time it is. You’re going to come into a chunk of money. The county is settling all the MacLaren lawsuits to the tune of four billion dollars. That’s billion, with a b.”

Bosch was momentarily stunned.

“Where’s the county going to get four billion dollars?” he asked.

“It’s paid out over five years,” Haller said. “It’s going to affect all county services, but at least they’re acknowledging responsibility. Can we go inside? I need to explain a couple things.”

Bosch headed to the front door, unlocked it, and entered, Haller trailing behind him. He threw his keys down on the hall table.

“Want a beer or something?” Bosch offered.

“Just water,” Haller said.

“Right. I forgot. You all right if I have a beer? My knee is killing me and Tylenol isn’t working.”

“Of course. Be my guest.”

Bosch went into the galley kitchen, got a Modelo out of the refrigerator, and filled a glass of water from the faucet. When he walked out of the kitchen, he saw Haller was on the back deck, looking down at the Hollywood Freeway. Bosch went over and put the glass down on the flat railing next to him.

“It’s better to look up than down,” he said.

“How do you mean?” Haller asked.

“I like to look at the treetops, not the freeway. We’ve got red-tailed hawks, ravens, even a great horned owl in the trees here.”

“Nice. So you’re a birder now?”

“I spent four hundred dollars on night-vision binoculars. So, yeah, I guess I am.”

Bosch pointed to the glass of water.

“I don’t have any fancy water,” he said. “That’s out of the tap.”

“Water is water,” Haller said.

“Tell that to my daughter. She carries around a bottle that uses ultraviolet or something to purify it.”

“I have one of those things too.”

Haller held his glass up in a toast.

“So how much do the lawyers get of the four billion?” Bosch asked.

Haller spread his arms wide as if shocked by the insulting question from his own half brother.

“You mean the lawyers who got this deal for every child who was abused?” he asked.

“Yeah, how much do they get?” Bosch pushed.

“You’ll be happy to know that under the terms of the deal, our fees are capped.”

“At what?”

“Fifty thousand per client per tier.”

“What does that mean?”

“The settlement amounts are based on severity of abuse. The most grievous cases are in tier one, the more moderate cases in tier two, and so on.”

“And who decides who goes in which tier?”

“A special master.”

“A special master decides whether a kid getting raped was grievous one or two.”

“Not that simple. Like with you — you were physically abused but not sexually assaulted. You’re in tier two.”

“How many clients did you end up with on this?”

“Nineteen.”

“What tiers?”

“Most are like you, tier two.”

“What do we get?”

“The settlement means you get four hundred thousand paid out over five years, less the fifty that will go to me. So seventy K a year for five years. You could buy a boat, go see the northern lights, do whatever you want to do with it.”

“I don’t want to do anything with it. You can take your share, but I don’t want mine.”

Haller started to laugh, then realized that Bosch was serious.

“What do you mean?” he asked. “We’ve been fighting this fight for two years.”

“I didn’t do it for the money,” Bosch said. “I did it for Charlie Lamb.”

“I get that, but if there is no punishment, there is no justice.”

“Yeah? Who pays for this justice?”

“Ultimately, the taxpayers.”

“Most of them weren’t even alive when this went down.”

“It’s the way it works. The county was responsible. It should have protected those children. It should have protected you. But it didn’t. It looked the other way. Now it has to pay.”

“Well, I don’t want it. Give mine back.”

“What about Maddie? You could give it to her. Put it in a savings account for when … you’re no longer around.”

“I’ve already got things set up for her. You’re my lawyer, right? You work for me on this.”

“Yes, you know I do.”

“I appreciate what you’ve done, and I want you to get paid, but I don’t want the money. So do what I ask.”

“All right. I think you’re making a mistake, but all right.”

“There is something I do want, though.”

“Okay, what’s that?”

“A copy of the discovery.”

“What do you mean?”

“I want everything they turned over to you lawyers. That’s why I joined the lawsuit.”

“That might be a problem.”

“How so?”

“It was sealed as part of the settlement. Very common in cases involving minors and sexual assault.”

“But you have it, correct?”

“I do, yes, but under the settlement, I have to delete all files.”

“Don’t I have to sign off on this settlement?”

“You do. That’s why I’m here.”

“I’m not signing off until I get a look at the discovery.”

“Harry, you’re not going to be able to hold this up. You have a choice: Take the settlement or don’t. Either way, the judge seals the discovery.”

“Is there a deadline?”

“End of the week. I thought this would be a no-brainer, but you’re turning it into something else. Charles Lamb died more than sixty years ago. Is there a chance in hell that there’s a suspect still alive out there? You really think you can solve something that old?”

“Maybe not, but there’s a chance that there are answers out there.”

“And say you get answers, what do you do with them?”

Bosch looked down at the traffic clogging the freeway through the Cahuenga Pass.

“I don’t know,” he said. “But I’m coming by your office tomorrow to look at the discovery before you delete it.”

“Fine,” Haller said. “If you insist.”

Bosch nodded.

“I do,” he said.

“Then I’ll make a deal with you,” Haller said. “I’ll have everything ready for you at nine a.m. tomorrow if you take the night to think about the money.”

“Fine. See you then.”

“See you then.”


4

1963

Harry watched the new kid as he navigated the food line and then stepped out of it to find a spot. Harry remembered the hollow feeling you got when no one had explained things and you were left on your own.

The kid scanned the tables in the dining hall. Most were full or half full. There wasn’t one completely empty table the kid could seek refuge at. When the kid’s eyes came to him, Harry gave a slight nod that was taken as an invite. The kid came to the table.

“Can I sit here?” he asked.

“It’s a free country, isn’t it?” Bosch said.

The kid nodded and started to put his tray down. He was so relieved to have a spot to eat that he flubbed the landing and came in at a bad angle, knocking his apple off the tray. It rolled across the table and over the edge. Harry shot out his left hand and caught it. He gave it back.

“Here,” he said.

The new kid sat down. He was short and wore the same striped shirt that a lot of kids had. It came from a store that had donated last year’s styles. His eyes were a startling green. Harry didn’t think he had ever seen a Black kid with green eyes.

“Thanks,” the kid said.

“You know, they haven’t had apples in a long time,” Harry said.

“How come?”

“There was a food fight and people were throwing them. One kid got hit in the eye and now he has a patch, so they went into this big thing about banning hard foods you can throw.”

The kid started digging into his ham steak. Harry watched him.

“What’s your name, anyway?” he asked. “I’m Harry.”

“Charlie,” the kid said. “My friends call me Chops.”

“That short for Charlie?”

“No, it’s on account of my last name being Lamb. So, like, Lamb Chops.”

“You ever been in a place like this before, Chops?”

“Nah, first time.”

“What happened to your parents?”

“They weren’t around. My grams was taking care of me and then she died.”

Harry just nodded. Every kid had a story like that, including himself.

“What dorm they put you in?” he asked.

“I’m in the gym,” Chops said. “They waiting on a opening for me in a dorm.”

“Damn place is so crowded.”

“How long you been here?”

“Two years. You got anybody else out there?”

“My sister, but they split us up. I wish she was here with me.”

“I don’t think you should wish that for anybody. Especially a girl.”

“How come?”

“Because it’s bad for them here.”

“How come you asking me who I got out there?”

“’Cause I know where you got that shirt. It means you got nobody to bring you stuff. Like me.”

Before Chops could respond, another two trays came down hard on the table and two boys sat down. One was Eaton and the other was Stokely. Bosch braced for trouble.

“Hey, new guy,” Eaton said. “The colored kids eat at those tables.”

He pointed to the far corner of the dining hall, where there were two long tables with bench seating. It was where Blacks and Mexicans sat — if they didn’t want trouble.

Chops looked indignant, but he also looked a bit scared.

“I’ll go with you,” Harry said.

They both got up and walked away from the table, side by side.

“It’s not worth it with those guys,” Harry said. “They want you to fight them, so the best thing is to stay away.”

They got to the long tables and climbed into spots across from each other. At two years in, Harry had been at MacLaren longer than most of the other kids. He knew everyone at the table.

“Hey, this is Chops,” he told them. “He’s new.”

“He better be new,” said an older girl named Velvet. “Otherwise he shouldn’t never been anywhere near those two crackers.”

“We were there first,” Chops said.

“That don’t mean shit, little brother,” Velvet said. “Not with them two.”

Harry looked across the table at Chops, waiting to catch his eye. When he did, Harry just nodded. He was telling Chops that he was safe. For the moment.
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After a morning walk without the cane to work out the stiffness in his new knee, Bosch drove to the arts district in downtown to the address Haller had texted him. Bosch recognized the place as a former taxi depot he had visited decades before on a case involving the murder of a cabdriver. Bosch had come to interview the employers of the victim. Now it had a small sign over the door that said MICHAEL HALLER AND ASSOCIATES. It did not say what services Haller and his associates provided. That was just something you had to know.

The door was unlocked, and Bosch stepped into what had formerly been the space where cabs were stored and repaired. There were three open, deep bays behind closed garage doors. It still had the indelible smell of engine oil, even though the concrete floor was clean and polished the way so many repurposed industrial spaces in the arts district were.

“Hi, Harry.”

It was a greeting from Lorna Taylor, Haller’s office manager and second ex-wife. She stood up from an L-shaped desk to welcome him. They awkwardly hugged. Bosch had never been good at that stuff.

“Lorna, how are you?” he asked.

“I’m good,” she said. “I’ve got you all set up in here. Mickey has court, but he should be back before you leave. It’s going to be a quick appearance.”

She led Bosch to what looked like a room in one of the other bays, created with walls and a ceiling of chain-link fencing. There were what appeared to be rolled-up curtains made of copper mesh. Through the fencing, Bosch could see a long folding table with a computer on it. Next to the table was an industrial-size printer.

“This is our Faraday cage,” Lorna said.

Bosch had no idea what that meant, and his face must have shown it.

“We drop the copper mesh over it if we have to deal with, shall we say, competitive cases,” Lorna explained. “It creates an electromagnetic shield. Nothing gets in, but more important, nothing gets out.”

“You mean like with hackers?” Bosch asked.

“Exactly. We needed it on the AI case Mickey had last year. He was worried the tech bros were going to try to hack our files.”

Bosch nodded.

“Did they?” he asked.

“They might have tried, but thanks to Faraday, they were not successful,” Lorna said. “I mean, as far as we could tell.”

“At least according to Faraday?”

“There is no Faraday. I mean, there was, but he died in, like, the 1860s. It’s just named after him. But there is a company that built this for us.”

They entered the cage and Lorna gestured to the chair in front of the computer.

“We’re not worried about hacking today,” she said. “This is just the spare computer. I pulled up the discovery file we put together on Charles Lamb. There wasn’t a whole lot. Mickey said you called him Chops.”

“Well, yeah, that’s what they called him back then,” Bosch said. “As in lamb chops.”

“It’s sad, what happened.”

“Yeah, I guess. So can I print stuff if I want?”

“You can — hit command P. But don’t tell me or Mickey about it.”

“Because it’s supposed to be sealed?”

“Uh-huh. So I guess I’ll leave you to it. Let me know if you need anything. I could make you a coffee if you want. A latte?”

“No, I’m good. I had coffee already.”

“Yeah, you don’t seem like a latte sort of guy.”

“Uh, yeah, I guess not.”

“Okay, well, I’m here if you need me.”

She left the cage and Bosch sat down in front of the computer. He touched the space bar and the screen came to life. On it was the MacLaren intake report for Charles Edgar Lamb. It was dated May 1, 1963, and identified Lamb as a thirteen-year-old Negro born in Los Angeles and declared a ward of the county after his parents abandoned him and the grandmother who was raising him in Watts died. In the three months prior to his arrival at MacLaren, he had been cared for by a sister who was only one year older. A photo of Lamb was attached. He stared sullenly at the camera. Bosch stared back at him for several moments before moving on.

After the intake report there were several disciplinary reports in the file stretching through 1964 and into 1965. Lamb had been punished multiple times for fighting and for stealing food from other wards. Bosch knew that both these offenses were common, and the reports on the fighting did not distinguish between aggressor and defender. The punishment was always the same: The offender was sent to the isolation space under the stairs that the kids called the hollow. Sometimes both combatants were put in the hollow together so they could work out their differences in the dark.

Bosch counted nine disciplinary reports for fighting in Lamb’s file. Most didn’t say who the other combatant was, but on two of the handwritten reports another child’s name was mentioned: Kevin Rance. Harry remembered him. He was big for his age, with ruddy cheeks. Kids called him Rancid but never to his face unless their intention was to throw down with him. Apparently, Lamb did intend that on occasion.

Two of the disciplinary reports cited staff members as victims of Lamb’s aggression. These reports noted dates and times but did not include the names of the staffers allegedly assaulted. Bosch took a small notebook out of his jacket pocket and wrote the salient details down. He knew from his own experiences at MacLaren that when a kid was disciplined for assaulting staff, it could mean a lot of things, and it was often what was put in the report when the alleged victim was actually the aggressor. Those who were sent to the hollow didn’t get to write the reports.

The final disciplinary report involved an unnamed staff member as victim. The document that followed was the report of Lamb’s death dated the very next day, April 2, 1965. The account was basic, simply stating that he was found unresponsive in the sleeping quarters at the seven a.m. wake-up. It referred the death investigation to the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department.

That was all the discovery file on Charles Lamb contained. Bosch printed the reports and then stepped out of the cage and went over to Lorna’s workstation. She was typing something, and he waited to speak until she stopped and turned to him.

“Find what you need?” she asked.

“Uh, no, not really,” Bosch said. “I was wondering if you could help me with something in there.”

“The printer jammed again?”

“No, it’s working. I want to ask you how to search for something.”

“Sure.”

She got up and they went back to the cage. Bosch signaled her to the seat in front of the computer.

“Okay, I have a specific date,” he said. “Actually, two dates. Is it possible to search through all the discovery for reports filed on those two dates?”

Lorna took a moment to comprehend the request and then nodded.

“I think so,” she said. “Let’s try. Give me the first date.”

“April first, 1965,” Bosch said. “The second date is the next day.”

“Okay, let’s start with April Fools’.”

Lorna began typing. Soon the screen filled with lists of reports. She scrolled down and then onto a second screen.

“Fifty-nine entries,” Lorna said. “Are you looking for something in particular?”

“No, I want them all,” Bosch said. “Can you print them out?”

“I just have to open each one and print it.”

“Well, I could do that if you have to get back to what — ”

“No, it’s fine. Let me do it so I can get to the next day too.”

“Thank you.”

Lorna went to work, and the big printer started humming and delivering pages into the tray on top of the reports Bosch had already printed. Lorna was an adept typist and opened and printed each file much faster than Bosch could ever hope to do. A few minutes later, Lorna searched for the April 2 reports, and there were even more of those.

“Okay, I think you can take over from here,” she said. “You’ve got seventy-two results on April second. Must’ve been a busy day at MacLaren.”

“Yeah,” Bosch said. “Thank you, Lorna.”

“Let me know if you need anything else.”

She relinquished the seat and left the cage. Bosch sat down and started opening and printing files one by one. He did not read any of them as he went. He was focused on getting the printing done. His plan was to review everything back at his own workstation — his home. He preferred it to being in a cage.

Before he was finished with the task, Mickey Haller arrived from court.

“How’s it looking?” he asked, coming into the cage.

“I’m just printing stuff out,” Bosch said. “I’ll read it all later when I get home.”

“It would be better if you and the printouts stayed here.”

“Are you telling me that’s how I have to do this?”

“No, I’m just covering my own ass.”

“Okay, then it’s covered.”

As Haller stood behind him, Bosch printed another document.

“What is significant about April second, 1965?” Haller asked.

“It’s when they found him dead,” Bosch said.

“We’re talking about Chops?”

“Charlie Lamb, yes.”

“Is this a good thing for you to be doing? I mean, delving into your own past like this?”

“I started talking to someone about it as soon as you filed the lawsuit. I’m fine.”

“Hope so. Did you think about the money like I asked you to?”

“I did and I changed my mind. I want to donate it.”

“Okay. Where’s it going?”

“Hope in a Suitcase.”

“What’s that?”

“An organization that gives suitcases full of clothes and stuff to kids going into the foster system. Most kids don’t have anything when they go in.”

“Okay, cool. I’ll set it up. You want each annual payment to go there?”

“I do. In the name of Charles Lamb.”

“Got it. They’re a five-oh-one charity, right?”

“Pretty sure.”

“Then at least you’ll get a tax credit.”

“Don’t need it. I don’t make any money.”

The last printout slid into the tray. Bosch got up, removed the stack, then turned to Haller.

“I’m going to go,” he said. “Thanks for this.”

“De nada,” Haller said. “Just don’t let those printouts get out into the world, okay? The judge will not be happy if he gets wind of that.”

“Don’t worry, they won’t.”

“Okay. I’ll let you know when I set things up with the charity.”

“Thank you.”

“And don’t be a stranger. We should get together with our girls one of these days.”

“That sounds good.”
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When Bosch told Haller he’d started talking to someone about MacLaren and the haunting memories he carried from his days there, he was slightly stretching the truth. He was indeed meeting regularly with a highly qualified therapist who knew his history as both a cop and an orphan. But it was no longer a professional relationship. Carmen Hinojos had worked for the LAPD’s Behavioral Sciences Unit, and on more than a few occasions she had counseled Bosch on a professional basis. Now she was retired and a widow, and Bosch was alone. They shared good meals at restaurants and good music at local clubs. Good music was, in fact, how this turn in their relationship had begun. Hinojos had gone alone to the Baked Potato one evening to see Tom Scott play the saxophone. She recognized Bosch sitting at the bar by himself and came over to say hello. Soon after, they were hitting the Vibrato, the Verve, and the Catalina regularly. Before long, they were spending nights at one or the other’s home. But they each maintained their private time, and sometimes days went by without the two of them speaking. Bosch wasn’t troubled by this. He wanted to move slowly. He didn’t want to risk ruining a good thing with any missteps.

After leaving Haller’s office, Bosch drove up to Studio City, parked, and slipped into a booth across from Hinojos at Art’s Deli on Ventura Boulevard. It was walking distance from her home on Laurelgrove.

“How are you, Harry?” she asked.

“Coming from a retired psychotherapist, that question always seems loaded,” Bosch said, smiling.

“I’m about as retired as you are. But you’re avoiding the question.”

“I’m doing good. How are you, Car?”

For several years, back when their relationship was strictly professional, Bosch had called her Dr. Hinojos. Now it was Carmen or Car, and he found it hard to get used to. She was almost ten years younger than him, but he considered her ten years smarter when it came to interpreting and understanding human behaviors. He had always found her attractive, even back when he’d sit across from her in a psych-eval situation. She wore her hair short. She always had. It was now naturally gray with streaks of her darker original color running through it. It reminded him of Joan Baez’s hair at the end of her touring days. Her skin was a light brown that contrasted with her deep brown eyes, which were usually behind black-framed glasses.

“I can’t complain,” she said. “No cane today?”

“I left it in the car,” Bosch said. “I think I’m about to retire it.”

“Good for you. How did it go with Mickey?”

“Fine, I guess. I mostly printed stuff. I’ll go through it later.”

“Stuff about Charles Lamb?”

“Yeah. Disciplinary reports mostly. I also got records of things that happened the day he died and the previous day so I can see what was going on in that place.”

“Once again: Are you sure you should be doing this? Is it necessary?”

Bosch didn’t answer, because their regular waitress came to the table and put a plate with half a turkey sandwich on it in front of Hinojos.

“Cup of soup, Harry?” she asked.

“Ah, make it a bowl, Stevie,” Bosch said. “Thanks.”

“Sure thing. And an iced tea.”

“Right.”

Stevie went away. Bosch looked at Hinojos.

“You ordered without me?” he asked.

“You’re never on time,” she said. “I didn’t know how long I’d be sitting here twiddling my thumbs, so I ordered in case you stood me up. You’re avoiding my question again.”

“Which was?”

“Why are you doing this at this point in your life?”

“What you’re asking is why I’m worried about something that happened sixty years ago when I’ve got so little time left?”

“You said it, not me.”

“By that thinking, why’d I get a new knee? I’m not going to need it for very long.”

Hinojos started laughing.

“You know, your logic defies logic sometimes,” she said.

“Not really,” Bosch said. “I’m trying to ease the pain of my final years, okay? Physically and mentally. These past couple years, the lawsuit and all that, it woke something up in me. I’m not sure what it is but it’s something I have to make right. That’s all I can tell you.”

“Even if making it right for others might make it wrong for you?”

“That’s a risk I’m willing to take, I guess.”

“Is it guilt that’s driving this? You feel guilty about this boy’s death? There but for the grace of God go I — that sort of thing?”

“No, it’s something else. Me and Chops … we were pretty tight from the start. From his first day there. And then I got placed and he didn’t — it seemed like the Black kids never really got placed with fosters. For me, it didn’t last, and when they put me back in the Mac, they told me he was gone. He died there.”

“So you think you could have saved him if you were there? Harry, you were, what, fourteen years old?”

“Fifteen, actually, and, yeah, I might have done something about it. I don’t know. I never really knew what happened. I’m trying to find out. I made one call about it a long time ago. I was newly minted in homicide and I called over to the sheriff’s — MacLaren was their jurisdiction. This was at least twenty years later, and some guy pulled the file and told me it was a homicide. No arrests, no suspects; cause of death: BFT.”

“BFT?”

“Blunt-force trauma — he was beaten to death. His head was smashed against something hard.”

“How awful.”

“It happened all the time there, assaults like that. If it wasn’t the probation officers, it was the inmates.”

“You were called inmates?”

“We were wards of the state, but the place was overseen by the probation department, so it was basically run like a prison. It was surrounded by twelve-foot-high walls and they put barbed wire on top. They said that was to keep people out, but they weren’t fooling anybody. It was overcrowded, and in some of the dorms we slept on the floor on mattresses made in the prison shop up at San Quentin.”

“It’s amazing anyone survived it.”

“Over twenty thousand kids went through that place during the six years I was there. It was a polio hospital in the fifties. Then, when the vaccine wiped that disease out, the county bought it and started stuffing kids in there. It was supposed to be separate from juvenile detention, but that was on paper. In practice, they brought in kids who were thugs and gangsters. They ran the place. Some of those kids the probation officers were even afraid of.”

Stevie brought Bosch his bean and barley soup. It came with bagel chips on the side. He dunked them in the soup so they would soften. He stopped talking as he began to eat.

“I’m sorry you had to experience that at such a formative age,” Hinojos said. “And I think it had a lot to do with who you became later.”

“And I thought you were retired,” Bosch quipped.

“I’m retired from treating you. But sometimes I can’t help myself.”

“Let’s talk about something else.”

“Okay. How’s your daughter?”

“She’s doing good. She made detective based on her work with the cold-case team. They put her on a fraud table.”

“Is that good?”

“Better than auto-theft detail — that was where I started. That’s just pushing paper and dealing with insurance companies. But I’m glad she’s off the street. Not so sure she is, though.”

“She liked it out there.”

“Most of the time.”

“How often do you get to see her?”

“Not enough. But she’s got a boyfriend and her own life.”

“He’s a cop, right?”

“No, that one didn’t work out. This new one’s a writer. A freelance journalist. She met him on a story he was writing.”

“You like him?”

“Don’t know him well enough yet. I was thinking of asking them if they want to join us when we go see the Pacific Jazz Orchestra. Would that be okay? I reserved a table for four.”

“Sure. I’d like to see her and meet him. You think they like jazz?”

“She heard jazz in my house the whole time she was growing up.”

“In that case, great. I can’t wait.”

Bosch pushed his bowl aside. It was a heavy soup and he had eaten enough. He wanted to go home and get to work on what he had printed out in the Faraday cage.
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Bosch cleared the dining table of the medical-billing documents and post-treatment instructions from his recent knee-replacement surgery, spread out the printouts from the Faraday cage, and set to work. He created three stacks: the reports from the Charles Lamb file, the staff reports from April 1, and the staff reports from April 2, the day Lamb died.

He was most interested in the reports from April 1, 1965, because he believed these had been filed with appropriate department heads or supervisors before the death in the facility. After the death, there would likely have been a bureaucratic hesitation to document anything. Bosch remembered that whenever a child died at MacLaren — and there had been more than a few while he was there — a general hush fell over the place, from the administration level to the probation officers who enforced the rules. They walked quietly and whispered low while awaiting the fallout from the death of one of their charges, no matter its cause.

It didn’t take Bosch long to zero in on three April 1 reports regarding injuries to Poes — as the kids called the probation officers — that required medical attention; two were treated at the facility’s nursing center and one at the emergency room at El Monte Hospital.

One Poe, Franklin Gentry, was treated at the nursing center for “cuts and bruises” suffered while breaking up a fight between two boys. It did not give the names of the boys or note what the fight was about. The injuries were declared minor
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