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      PART I

      [image: image]

      July 2, 1893

      
      
      It is ever easy for us when motive and crime are in open connection: greed, theft; revenge, arson; jealousy, murder; etc.
            In these cases the whole business of examination is an example in arithmetic, possibly difficult, but fundamental. When, however,
            from the deed to its last traceable grounds, even to the attitude of the criminal, a connected series may be discovered and
            yet no explanation is forthcoming, then the business of interpretation has reached its end; we begin to feel about in the
            dark.
      

      
      —HANS GROSS, Criminal Psychology





      
      
   



      
      
      Chapter 1

      
      THERE WAS SOMETHING STRANGE ABOUT THE STONE, BUT Frank Cosgrove liked the feel of it. He’d first held it less than an hour ago. Since then it had remained hidden safely inside
         a cloth sack stuffed into a deep pocket of his coat. In the time it took him to make his winding, moonlit journey across Portland,
         Maine’s maze of angled streets, he’d already formed the habit of running his fingertips over it. A handful of etched symbols
         marred a surface polished as smooth as glass. Even though the carvings proved otherwise, some corner of his brain was tempted
         to believe the impossible notion that the stone had never been worked by human hands. The stone had a calming effect; it took
         his mind off the dull ache that was working its way up his leg.
      

      
      Still, Cosgrove would never think of paying good money for it, not even a tenth of the amount he was getting paid to steal
         it. That was the beauty of this type of thing, a one-off piece. Cash was cash, never more than a flat deal. But something
         like this stone, there was always someone with enough taste to pay a lot for it. They called it taste, but Frank knew that was just another word for a guy with one of two problems: Either he suspects he’s got too much money
         on his hands or he’s got a woman who wants him to prove it.
      

      
      He turned right onto Walnut Street and stared at his pocketwatch in the moonlight. Five minutes to three; he was right on
         time. The uphill walk was starting to take its toll, and part of him regretted his selection of a meeting place, but the end
         was in sight. Another block ahead, just past the intersection with North Street, he saw the steep earthen embankment of the
         Munjoy Hill Reservoir. The massive four-acre structure marked a sort of outpost at the edge of the working-class neighborhood.
         The land to the north and east was about the last open, undeveloped space on the Neck, the peninsula that made up almost the
         entire city. Besides being a quiet area where he was unlikely to be noticed this late, the reservoir had the added virtue of being a perfect
         dumping ground. If any police showed, he could heave the stone over the bank. The reservoir was forty feet deep inside and
         held twenty million gallons of water. He’d be out of Maine long before anyone ever managed to bring the stone back up.
      

      
      Cosgrove made his way around the well-cemented hardpan that constituted the lower portion of the embankment. Farther along
         Walnut Street, a couple of houses stood in darkness. In the other direction, the grassy slope fell away to reveal the darkly
         shimmering surface of Portland’s Back Cove. The wooden span of Tukey’s Bridge crossed at the point where the nearly enclosed
         tidal cove narrowed and emptied out into Casco Bay.
      

      
      As he neared the northeast corner of the reservoir, Cosgrove slowed his pace when a figure stepped into view. Even in the
         dark, he could tell that this wasn’t his man.
      

      
      “What’s this?” Cosgrove’s entire body tensed, preparing to bolt at any sign of trouble. “You’re not—”

      
      “Just a minor alteration, Mr. Cosgrove. You needn’t worry; your money’s all here.” He shook a small leather traveling bag.
         The contents gave off a dull shuffling sound as they bumped against the bag’s rigid frame. “You have it?”
      

      
      “I wouldn’t bother coming empty-handed, would I?” Cosgrove asked.

      
      “No. That would be a mistake.”

      
      Cosgrove drew the cloth sack out of his coat pocket. He held it up for the man to see. The gibbous moon was enough for the
         outline of the object to be visible: a smoothed, oblong shape of about eight inches in length.
      

      
      “That’s good,” the man said. “Very good, Mr. Cosgrove.”

      
      “The deal I had was for five hundred.” The sudden appearance of a stranger was an unannounced shift in the plan, and Cosgrove
         couldn’t hide his irritation. He’d been in jail plenty of times over the years. He viewed predictability in his business transactions
         as the one thing that would keep him outside a cell. Minor alterations to plans were not welcome, especially any attempt to
         change his payout.
      

      
      
      “I’m well aware. Here.” The man took a step and tossed the bag forward. It landed between them with a thud. “As soon as you’re
         satisfied, we can conclude this bit of business.”
      

      
      Cosgrove crouched down on the thin, browning grass. He needed to peer close to better see the latches on the leather money
         bag. He set the cloth sack down, near at hand. If need be, the sack could be spun overhead; the weight of the stone at the
         bottom would make a crippling weapon. The rigid leather bag opened at the top, but he couldn’t get the second of its two latches
         to turn.
      

      
      As Cosgrove tried to force the bag open, he kept throwing glances at the man. “It’s stuck.”

      
      “Turn both latches together but in opposite directions,” the stranger said.

      
      With the solution in hand, and the promised money so soon to follow, Cosgrove felt himself smiling. He focused on twisting
         each of the latches, one clockwise, the other counter. The bag top popped open. He reached in and pulled out the top stack
         of money, secured with a thin strip of paper around the center. Cosgrove had asked for ones and fives, since that would never
         raise eyebrows when he spent it. Something felt wrong to his expert touch; the weight of the bills was off. He held the stack
         close to his face with one hand and let the tops of the bills flick past his other thumb so he could check the whole wad.
         Only the few on the top and bottom of the stack were dollar bills. The center was nothing more than blank paper. Surprise
         ignited to anger in the mere second before he could speak.
      

      
      “What the—”

      
      Cosgrove was still close to the ground and saw only the flash out of the corner of his eye. He heard the bang at the same
         time as the blow hit him in the chest. It was as if someone had hauled off and swung a hammer, driving the head straight into
         his ribs. The force of it rocked him, and he tumbled backward, hands flailing as he tried to steady himself.
      

      
      His vision went blank for a second; then he was looking up at the sky. He wanted to push himself off the ground, but his hands
         had instinctively gone to his chest. He stared at his left palm. It was wet, covered in slick, black oil. No, it only looked
         black in the dark. It was red. With the fingertips of his other hand, he brushed at his palm, but the dark stain wouldn’t wipe off. What was wrong with his hands? He remembered that he’d been holding something just a moment
         before. He looked to his left and saw the bills. The stack was ripped apart, and the papers were loose, skittering along the
         ground. Was this real? It had to be. He caught a glimpse of movement. The man was crouching nearby.
      

      
      “What are you doing?” Cosgrove’s voice was nothing more than a whisper. He stopped caring even as the words left his mouth.
         The man no longer mattered. Cosgrove rolled and flung his right side over. He landed facedown, tasted dirt and grass, and
         felt a searing pain spread through his chest. He could do nothing but watch as the fake bills started to flutter away in the
         night’s gentle sea breeze.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter 2

      
      THE CORPSE SEEMED TO DEFY GRAVITY. THE BODY SLUMPED severely to the right, ready to slip off the side of the rickety wooden chair and collapse in a pile on the bare floor. The
         only thing holding the man up was the unlikely fact that the suit coat he was wearing had come down over the thin back of
         the chair. The buttons were undone, and the pull of the dead man’s weight stretched the coat awkwardly, but the seams had
         not yet given out.
      

      
      Deputy Marshal Archie Lean of the Portland police had been circling the body and staring at it for several minutes, making
         some sense of the horribly scarred and disfigured face. Cracked blisters dotted the blackened skin, the charred bits flaking
         away from the underlying musculature and bone. It wasn’t so much that he expected to see anything new, but there was nothing
         else to draw his attention away. Apart from the chair and its disturbing occupant, the dingy second-floor room was merely
         an attic that had been finished off to its short peak with old barn boards. The space held nothing more interesting than empty
         booze bottles, old newspapers, and a few other scraps of litter. He circled his forefinger and thumb across his sandy, well-trimmed
         mustache. It didn’t satisfy the restlessness in his hands. Lean wanted to light a cigarette but didn’t want to disturb the
         air, which already held a strong smell, like that of a struck match or spent gunpowder.
      

      
      According to the neighbors, the old house hadn’t been occupied in six years. After the last owner’s death in 1887, the place
         had passed to an out-of-state relation who had paid it no heed. The house had suffered badly enough from neglect even when
         it had a resident. The past few years had sped it on toward its inevitable condemnation. The property had been left to occasional
         use by vagrants and transients, and more constant abuse by neighborhood kids.
      

      
      
      Lean heard the clatter of the horse-drawn carriage’s wheels rattling over paving stones. He went to the room’s single small
         window facing the front. There was no curtain, but Lean had to yank his handkerchief from his pocket, spit on the glass, and
         give it a firm rub in order to see through the stubborn layer of grime. Even from a distance, he recognized the man at the
         reins as Rasmus Hansen. The quiet but reliable man had formerly worked as the driver for Dr. Virgil Steig, before the latter’s
         untimely death last summer. The old city surgeon had been a trusted ally and a good friend. His murder in the course of duty,
         a death that could have been prevented, remained a painful memory for Lean. Still, he allowed himself a hint of a smile at
         the thought of the carriage’s current occupant.
      

      
      He strode across the room, careful to avoid stepping on the sooty footprints that marked the dull, scuffed floorboards. Leaving
         the door open, he made his way down the creaking stairs. He kept his feet to the outer edges of each board, again to avoid
         damaging the prints, but also out of concern that the worn and cracked treads might not support his sturdy frame. The front
         parlor was mean and empty except for bits of trash along the baseboards and a clinging odor of dampness tinged with urine.
         Every stick of furniture that had ever been in the house was long since sold, stolen, or smashed to kindling and burned in
         the room’s small fireplace.
      

      
      Lean eased open the front door of the run-down little building and stepped outside, onto the crooked stoop. He stared once
         more at the blackened shape of a hand, fingers splayed, that was scorched into the door. A few people stood in a doorway along
         the narrow, unpaved stretch that led from the house down to Vine Street. More faces craned in from the sidewalk where this
         alleyway ended. A uniformed patrol officer, Harrington, made sure none of the overly interested neighborhood gawkers got any
         ideas about wandering close. Lean was glad for the timing of it, ten a.m. on Friday. The demands of the weekday had already
         thinned the early-morning crowd of schoolchildren and men walking to work.
      

      
      After fumbling in his pocket for a match, Lean lit a long-overdue cigarette. He was glad that Harrington was the officer at
         hand. The man was a veteran whose combination of solid nerves and blunted imagination kept him from getting keyed up at crime scenes. At the moment, Harrington was staring in the direction of the newly arrived
         carriage.
      

      
      A man in a lightweight frock coat had exited and now stood examining the house and its environs. Lean recognized the sharp
         features of Perceval Grey peering out from beneath the brim of a black brushed-felt hat. He recalled a similar arrival by
         Grey a year ago, in the dead of night, at the scene of a young woman’s gruesome murder. That night he’d met the man for the
         first time in an atmosphere of desperation, skepticism, and irritation at Grey’s condescending arrogance. Now he simply smiled,
         glad to see his onetime partner again.
      

      
      “Y’know,” Harrington began, without taking his eyes off Grey, “the more I think on it, the more I’m sure I’ve seen that guy
         up there.” He jerked a thumb over his shoulder, toward the upper floor of the house. “Course, can’t say for sure with his
         face the way it is.”
      

      
      “It’s Frankie the Foot,” Lean said with all the enthusiasm of a desperate card player forced to reveal his own middling hand.

      
      “What?” The announcement was startling enough to yank Harrington’s attention away from the new arrival for a moment. “That’s
         impossible. Frankie’s—”
      

      
      “Yes.” The look of utter disbelief that greeted Lean was exactly what he’d expected. “He certainly is.”

      
      “Then how the hell could he be here? And looking like that?”

      
      “The question of the day, right there.” Lean blew out a cloud of smoke and watched it disintegrate above him.

      
      An uncomfortable silence settled over the deputy and the patrolman, as if Lean had just committed an embarrassing gaffe with
         a pronouncement that caught Harrington so far off guard. A guttural sound escaped from Harrington’s throat as Grey approached
         and that man’s slightly dark complexion, inherited from his Abenaki Indian father, became apparent.
      

      
      “Not this one.” Harrington’s raspy voice was suddenly thick with disapproval. He sounded like a man readying himself for a
         confrontation. “Such a high-talking windbag.”
      

      
      Lean knew that Grey’s work was earning him a reputation around the city, one not fully appreciated by the other members of
         the police department.
      

      
      
      “It’s all right. He’s here at my request”—

      
      Lean fished about for the right way to justify calling on a private detective during a police investigation—“as a sort of
         expert on … unusual matters.”
      

      
      The look in Harrington’s eyes still bordered on hostility, so Lean suggested the man take a stroll past the onlookers down
         the alley, to see if anyone had had a change of heart and now wanted to offer up something useful.
      

      
      “Deputy Lean.” Grey touched the brim of his hat, then cast a dubious glance at the ramshackle building. “Forgive me for showing
         up empty-handed. Your note didn’t mention that this was to be your house-warming.”
      

      
      Lean chuckled. “Good of you to come, Grey.”

      
      “I was surprised to hear from you so soon.”

      
      Lean tilted his head. “We haven’t spoken in nearly a year.”

      
      “Yes, but during that last bit of business, you voiced your hope that we wouldn’t need to renew our professional acquaintance.”

      
      “Yes, well, I missed that radiant bonhomie of yours.”

      
      “Bonhomie?” Grey chuckled. “Good to see that the Vocabulary for Policemen correspondence course is paying dividends.”

      
      He looked again at the building. The paint was peeling from the sides. Dry rot was visible in the sills below the few narrow
         windows. Many of the panes were cracked, and all of them held several years’ worth of dust and grime.
      

      
      “Judging by the air of morbid curiosity among our crowd of onlookers, and the absence of any signs that a financially motivated
         crime would even be possible at these premises, I assume that the offense was one of bodily violence.”
      

      
      “Violence to the body would be a very apt description,” Lean said.

      
      “And yet there’s something else at hand that concerns you?”

      
      “Several bizarre pieces of evidence. The type of thing that, after our previous work together, I thought might be of interest
         to you.”
      

      
      Lean led the way over to the building. The front door was just a step up from the alley. The single granite block had been
         level at one time. Though the idea seemed foreign now, in the heat of July, the step had clearly fallen victim to decades
         of severe frosts that had caused the ground underneath to heave and buckle. Now it sloped noticeably to the right. It fit the building, which also sagged and slouched
         with age.
      

      
      “This isn’t just a stain,” Grey said as he peered at the hand-shaped mark on the door.

      
      “No—it’s actually burned into the wood.” Lean slid past, into the front room. The unkempt space was poorly lit, and the walls
         had gone a flat gray from lack of wiping. Years of scuffing by soles tracking in dirt had left the wooden floor dull and soiled.
         Still, a new series of blackened footprints stood out, leading from the front door across to the staircase on the far side
         of the room.
      

      
      Grey knelt and examined one of the footprints closely. He ran a finger through the mark, then sniffed the sooty material.
         Lean felt a bit uncomfortable watching the man dirty the knees of his expensive-looking trousers. Grey came from money on
         his mother’s side and, apart from his earliest years, had been raised to be a gentleman. He dressed accordingly, always in
         impeccably tailored suits. As if to balance the ledger, Lean straightened his waistcoat and tightened the tie he’d been loosening
         over the course of the warm morning.
      

      
      With the close inspection of the ashen marks finished, Grey returned to the front door. He then crossed the room, comparing
         his own track to that of the blackened footprints.
      

      
      “I’d say a man of average height, in no particular hurry, wearing mismatched shoes and intent on leaving a trail.”

      
      Lean nodded in agreement. “The body’s upstairs.”

      
      Grey held up a finger, wishing to pause a moment as he checked the other two rooms on the ground floor. The back room was
         small and held nothing other than a door to a dark, narrow closet. The kitchen, which never boasted running water, had been
         greatly abused, with the drawers and cupboard doors all having been removed, presumably for use as firewood. The brief examination
         complete, Grey started for the staircase, but Lean stepped in front of him.
      

      
      “Something I want to show you before we enter the attic.”

      
      The door at the top of the staircase was open, but Lean stopped short so he could close it. A small, four-paned window admitted
         enough light to reveal an image on the front of the faded, whitewashed door. Grey paused and studied the crudely drawn figure. A rough-shaped face, traced in ashes, stared back at them. It lacked a nose or
         mouth, the only features being two slitlike eyes that appeared to be drawn in blood. Above these was a small pentagram. The
         face narrowed at the chin, giving the look of a short, pointed beard. The head was topped with two curving horns, completing
         the malevolent, inhuman impression. Above the face, scrawled in greasy ash, was a two-word message:
      

      
      “‘Hell Awaits,’” Grey read, then motioned Lean to proceed. “Onward now. Impolite to keep your acquaintances waiting.”

      
      They entered the room, and despite the grisly sight ahead of them, Grey focused on the scent that permeated the space. He
         continually sniffed the air as he approached the body.
      

      
      “Like sulfur. Cheap eggs or expensive matchsticks—which have you been indulging in?”

      
      Lean nodded at the body. “His fault.”

      
      Grey bent forward, close to the seated corpse, and sniffed again. “So it is.”

      
      He briefly examined the man’s shoes, then stepped back. “That explains the difference in the footprints. He has a deformity—clubfoot,
         probably.”
      

      
      Grey began to slowly circumnavigate the room, patiently looking into every corner and occasionally stopping to consider the
         dead body from various vantage points. After a few minutes, he arrived back in front of the body, staring at a face scorched
         beyond recognition.
      

      
      “All in all, this is quite the case of fire and brimstone, eh? Well, we can officially eliminate what it seems we were meant
         to assume as obvious. The man was, of course, not actually on fire when he entered the house. The footprints do not reflect
         his deformity. Also, they’re too evenly and closely spaced. No one suffering the unbearable pain of being burned alive would
         have been able to walk up the stairs and find his way to a chair with so measured a step as this trail would have us believe.”
      

      
      Grey stepped closer and lifted the dead man’s arms one at a time, checking the palms. The back of each hand was charred, but
         the palms looked undamaged.
      

      
      “Furthermore, neither palm is burned, which refutes the right handprint on the outside door as being made by the victim. If
         such a ludicrous possibility even needed to be disproved.”
      

      
      
      After a close study of the face, which was swollen and horribly blistered, Grey tugged at the man’s collar, enough to glance
         down his neck. “No burns on the torso.”
      

      
      “Arms or legs neither,” Lean said.

      
      Grey pointed to the dead man’s mouth and then the right side of the head. “He’s missing teeth and part of his ear, but they
         could well be old injuries. Difficult to tell with the extensive damage from the facial burns. Has the photographer been here?
         And the city surgeon?”
      

      
      “Photographer’s come and gone,” Lean said. “Dr. Sullivan preferred to wait at Maine General and view the body there.”

      
      Grey’s dark eyes flashed a bit of surprise. Lean thought he saw a hint of annoyance as well, even though Grey had no formal
         ground on which to object to the surgeon’s choice. The deputy just shrugged.
      

      
      “In any event,” Grey said, “the scorch marks are placed selectively. His hair is only partly singed, the clothes are largely
         fine, though it looks like he may have taken a roll in the dirt. The soles of his shoes are slick with soot, but the laces
         are knotted loosely. They were tied by someone else, in a hurry and at an awkward angle. There’s something seriously out of
         place with this body.”
      

      
      “I’m glad to see that your powers of observation have remained sharp,” Lean said.

      
      Grey raised an eyebrow at the comment, and the faintest hint of a smile appeared. “As has your keen wit. I’m not speaking
         of him being burned and dying, but rather the order of those two events.”
      

      
      He stared at Lean for a few seconds. “Each one of my observations has been obvious. No inference I’ve drawn from the scene
         has been surprising. You didn’t need me to come here and tell you that all of this is a false design, some kind of hoax. So
         what is it that you’re not telling me, Lean?”
      

      
      The deputy feigned insult. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      
      “It means that, based on our past dealings, I’ve come to expect that you have an opinion on this. Furthermore, you usually
         find it difficult not to share your opinions. Which leads me to believe that you must have an ulterior motive for standing
         there so quietly.”
      

      
      “Well, I know how you like to form an unbiased opinion of a crime scene, without the rest of us ruining the canvas with our
         foolish observations and—what do you call them?—preconceived notions.” Lean allowed himself a smile. Though he knew it was a touch
         immature and unprofessional, there was an undeniable bit of delight in knowing some elusive fact that Perceval Grey was only
         able to guess at.
      

      
      “Still waiting.”

      
      “His name is Frankie ‘the Foot’ Cosgrove. Knew him from those missing teeth—and he lost that ear in a fight years ago.”

      
      “I recognize the name,” Grey said. “Burglar, good with locks and safes.”

      
      “Usually small stuff, though. Nothing worth getting killed over. But he was shot early Sunday morning, the second. Single
         bullet to the chest. Small service, then they buried him over in Evergreen on Wednesday.” Lean wandered across to stand behind
         the dead man. He rested a hand on the back of the chair. “I was there in case any of his few friends started mouthing off
         about him getting shot. Came away empty-handed—or so I thought. Heard they had an open casket at the viewing the day before.”
      

      
      Grey took in the expression on Lean’s face. “I see. So at least you know for a fact that the late Mr. Cosgrove here went into
         the ground without a burn mark on him.”
      

      
      “You’re right, Grey. I didn’t need help in seeing through this ghoulish display.” Lean left the body and slowly approached
         Grey, gathering his thoughts. “Maybe it’s my lurid imagination getting the better of me. Maybe it’s the smell of the burned
         body, bringing back memories. It’s hard to get past that. But I can’t help feeling that once again there’s something … more lurking beneath the surface. And what I do need is a clue as to what it all means. Why would someone go to such lengths to
         desecrate a dead body so horribly?”
      

   



      
      
      Chapter 3

      
      ONLY A FEW SCATTERED VISITORS MEANDERED ALONG THE manicured pathways that crisscrossed the two hundred—plus acres of Evergreen Cemetery. Grey and Lean stood close to the ground’s
         eastern edge, where a few broad-canopied elms and maples provided a bit of shelter from any prying, morbid eyes. A uniformed
         officer was also present, watching the two gravediggers haul up the empty remains of Frank Cosgrove’s casket.
      

      
      The men set it down atop the small mound of freshly turned earth that was supposed to be covering the man’s body for a peaceful
         eternity. Lean stepped close to get a better look at the plain pine box. The top third of the casket was shattered, and pieces
         of thin wood littered the area. Scattered about in the dirt and debris were the mangled remains of a wreath of flowers. Lean
         glanced at the diggers, who had already backed away from the grave. Even the patrolman had a skittish look about him.
      

      
      “What do you think?” Lean asked.

      
      Grey glanced up, then redirected his attention to the ground. He had one knee in the earth as he gathered up shards of the
         pine box, trying to fit them together like pieces of some ghoulish mosaic. After a minute, Grey settled on one section of
         pine board in particular, which he brought to the casket and held in various spots, trying to gauge its original location.
      

      
      “Here’s our answer.” Grey held the pine board aloft to view it in the sunlight.

      
      “Proof that Cosgrove was as dead coming out of the grave as he was when he went in?” Lean’s loudly voiced question had its
         desired effect, drawing the patrolman and cemetery workers closer to hear what he knew would be a perfectly rational explanation
         of the events.
      

      
      “Of course. Look here: The edges have been deeply scored to weaken the cover, and right here a small, perfectly round cut.
         Someone drilled a hole in the casket lid.” Grey then handed the piece of wood to Lean. “Look at the interior of the bore hole.”
      

      
      Lean raised the board to let sunlight stream through the hole. He saw several thin strands. He plucked one away and held it
         in front of his nose.
      

      
      “Rope fibers.”

      
      “Exactly,” Grey said. “The perpetrator covertly placed a rope inside the coffin with one end threaded through this hole. The
         wreath of flowers decorating the top hid the rope end and also disguised his further tampering. The grave robbers only had
         to dig a narrow hole into the loose soil of Cosgrove’s fresh grave, recover the end of the rope, and pull. The lid, weakened
         by cuts, would give way with ease, providing access to Cosgrove’s corpse.”
      

      
      “Then they could recover the body without digging up the entire coffin, and the shattered lid gave the appearance that Cosgrove
         somehow crawled out of his grave. Very clever.”
      

      
      “Makes sense.” A thick reluctance clung to the nearby patrolman’s words.

      
      “Still …” added a digger, who also volunteered a tilt of his head, which comprised the full measure of his insight into the
         matter.
      

      
      “Still.” Grey repeated the word like an accusation and gave Lean an incredulous look. “And there you have it. The scheme of
         our unknown corpsenapper achieves its purpose. An impossible event is disproved, but the belief that it happened still cannot
         be dislodged from the superstitious mind. People are scared. But who, exactly, is he trying to frighten? And why?”
      

      
      Lean glanced at the gathered faces. He wanted them to hear Grey’s explanation and so be able to spread the word that the dead
         body coming out of the grave was definitely a hoax. He did not, however, want them all over town doling out whatever potentially
         bizarre theory Grey might be about to conjure.
      

      
      “Let’s walk a bit,” Lean said to Grey.

      
      “Deputy, what about the hole?” the patrolman called after him. “And the box?”

      
      “Leave the hole; we’re going to rebury Cosgrove as soon as Dr. Sullivan’s done with the body. The coffin …” He looked sideways
         at Grey, who shook his head.
      

      
      
      “It’s told us all that it can.”

      
      “Get rid of it,” Lean ordered the diggers.

      
      The ground sloped away in front of them, and they passed a series of grass-covered mounds rising out of the hillside. The
         front of each mound held the door of a granite-faced vault that looked out over the back end of the cemetery.
      

      
      Lean broke the silence. “This whole business is a tremendous amount of work for someone to go through, and for what? A grudge
         against Cosgrove?”
      

      
      “Seems unlikely. If someone was angry enough at him to dig up his body, burn it, and drag it all the way across the city,
         why would they have killed him so cleanly in the first place? The single shot to the heart was a rather workmanlike murder.
         It doesn’t seem motivated by any personal animosity.”
      

      
      “Could be two totally separate culprits,” Lean offered. “Someone didn’t get his chance to settle a score with Cosgrove before
         he was killed. Took it out on him afterward.”
      

      
      “Possible.” Grey had his head bent forward, studying the ground as they walked. “But consider where he was found. Taken from
         here into the city to be arranged in that abandoned house.”
      

      
      “There’s nothing interesting about that property.”

      
      “Exactly. It stands to reason that the house was chosen because it would get attention. It provided shelter so that the criminal
         could make his arrangements, but the place is frequented by tramps and neighborhood kids, ensuring that the gruesome sight
         would soon be found. And few people spread rumors as quickly and wildly as do drunks or children. Add in the elaborate nature
         of the hoax: faking burned handprints and such. I suspect that these actions were not aimed at Cosgrove. This was intended
         for an audience that can appreciate the message—one that’s still with us.”
      

      
      “A threat, perhaps. At Cosgrove’s killer—someone seeking vengeance,” Lean suggested.

      
      “Or a message from the killer, scaring off Cosgrove’s associates or threatening someone else who might have been a part of whatever got the
         man shot to begin with. All speculation. More facts are needed.”
      

      
      Ahead the ground evened out, and the men continued on toward a group of four ponds that marked Evergreen’s far boundary. Benches
         and arbors adorned a perimeter trail around the three closest ponds. Tiny islands dotted the waters, and short wooden bridges
         spanned some of the narrow sections. A couple of families with small children loitered about, tossing crumbs to the swarms
         of geese, ducks, and wayward seagulls that patrolled the water.
      

      
      “The devilish images and words, dead bodies being moved. It’s hard not to think about the last time,” Lean said.

      
      “Jotham Marsh and his followers. The idea had occurred to me.”

      
      The occult murderer they’d pursued last summer had been a onetime member of Dr. Marsh’s mystical society, the Order of the
         Silver Lance. Marsh claimed to have previously severed ties with the killer over the latter’s desire to pursue the study of
         black magic. Lean had found the man to be creepy and somewhat suspicious. Grey had a stronger reaction, thinking that Marsh
         had some blood on his hands by the time that tragic investigation ended.
      

      
      “There’s not a shred of evidence that Marsh has any involvement here,” Lean said.

      
      “True,” Grey said. “But I wouldn’t want to delay inquiries in that direction too long. I can’t help but consider how things
         might have ended differently last year if we’d fully understood the breadth of Marsh’s society. The worst of dangers can arise
         from unexpected corners. We should never again let Jotham Marsh and his cronies be a surprise.”
      

      
      The detectives entered onto one of the pond’s walkways, passing through a massive tree crotch overturned so that the two diverging
         trunks formed a pedestrian archway.
      

      
      “The only thing that’s sure is that the guilty party needed access to this coffin. You’ll have to talk to the undertaker,”
         Grey said.
      

      
      “What, not curious enough to come along?”

      
      “On the contrary, I’m quite intrigued. But I have a prior commitment, one that’s already been postponed twice.”

      
      “How pressing can it be if it keeps getting pushed off?” Lean asked.

      
      “The man’s lack of consciousness has prevented the previous two meetings. I’m told he’s unlikely to last the week.”

      
      “Well, I know when I’m beat,” Lean said. “I’ll let you know what the undertaker has to say.”

   



      
      
      Chapter 4

      
      THE BUTLER MET GREY IN THE GRAND ENTRYWAY OF HORace Webster’s house and promptly handed over a small envelope.
      

      
      “This was left for you by Mr. Dyer, the attorney.”

      
      Before Grey could inspect the letter, the butler started walking. Grey slipped the envelope into his pocket and followed,
         down a wide hallway lined with dark wood paneling, toward a sweeping staircase. Grey noted the fraying edges of the worn rugs
         and the marble-topped table that held two expensive vases, the flowers wasting away like forlorn prisoners in beautiful porcelain
         cells. Although the house was well appointed, the décor was outdated. He recalled hearing that Mrs. Webster had passed away
         many years before; the house missed her touch.
      

      
      The solid oak door to a side room opened ahead of the butler, who paused at the sight.

      
      “Consider what I’m saying,” said a plaintive voice from inside.

      
      “I’ll consider the source first, and, as usual, that settles the matter.” The second man’s response rattled through the hall
         like a cannon shot.
      

      
      “You don’t understand what’s involved here,” the first speaker insisted.

      
      “There’s a blasted fool involved, and more like you lurking behind, no doubt.” A tall, solidly built man with gray hair and
         a handlebar mustache stormed into the hallway. He nearly barreled into the butler, who neatly stepped aside. The mustachioed
         man glared at the butler before noticing Grey.
      

      
      “Who the hell are you?”

      
      The butler cleared his throat. “Mr. Euripides Webster, this is Mr. Perceval Grey.”

      
      As Euripides took closer notice of Grey, his weathered face recoiled a bit. The man continued to stare, as if Grey’s dark tan complexion were some unspecified transgression that demanded a further
         explanation.
      

      
      “It’s true. I’m Perceval Grey.” When that failed to appease Euripides, Grey added, “I was requested.”

      
      “Not by me. It’s the old man that wants to see you. Damned if I know why.” Euripides brushed past, heading for the front door.

      
      “Mr. Grey, I’m Jason Webster.” The first speaker had emerged from the side room, his plaintive voice now amiable. The slender,
         light-haired man held out his hand. Grey estimated him to be about fifty years old.
      

      
      “And that whirling dervish of indignation was my older brother.” Jason dismissed the butler with a nod. “I’ll take him up.”

      
      While Jason led Grey upstairs, he said, “I admit I’m equally in the dark about why our father wishes to see you. But, having
         witnessed how annoyed it makes Euripides, let me just say a thousand welcomes to you, good sir.”
      

      
      They arrived at a room that held a settee and two separate chairs. On the opposite wall was another door, which opened just
         as Jason was about to speak. An older man with thick spectacles and a head crowned by only a few meticulously placed strands
         of hair emerged. The man’s hands were full, but he managed to ease the door closed behind him. In one hand he held a lit taper
         in a candlestick, which he now blew out.
      

      
      “How is he, Dr. Thayer?” Jason asked.

      
      “I’ve just given him a sedative.” The doctor held up a syringe as proof of the statement. He set it down on a sterile cloth
         laid out on a side table next to his leather medical bag. Grey noted the single, pathetic-looking bit of blood, not enough
         to form a drop, that lingered indecisively at the tip of the needle.
      

      
      “You should have a minute or two to speak with him, if you wish. Phebe’s inside, trying to get him to eat a little something.”
         The physician gathered up his belongings, then moved toward the hall. “As I told her, send word if there are any changes.
         Otherwise I’ll check back tomorrow morning.”
      

      
      “If you don’t mind, Mr. Grey, I’ll let you enter alone. I don’t like seeing him in this state.” Jason lit the candle again
         and handed it to Grey, who received it with a puzzled look.
      

      
      
      “Sorry, but bright lights bother his eyes,” Jason explained.

      
      Horace Webster’s modest bedroom was dimly lit. Curtains shielded two close-set windows. Apart from Grey’s candle, the only
         other light in the room was a stub on the bedside table. Horace Webster’s meager form occupied a narrow bed in the corner.
         Seated beside it was Phebe Webster, who looked up and watched Grey approach. The dark-haired woman held a porcelain bowl of
         soup on a silver platter, which she now set aside. As Grey neared, he caught hints of chicken broth mingled among the scents
         of various medicines, most notably camphor. None of these, however, could overcome the stale odor of the old man’s dying body
         in the poorly ventilated space.
      

      
      “Miss Webster, I’m Perceval Grey.” He kept his voice to a whisper, since the old man in the bed appeared to be sleeping. The
         man looked ancient in the candlelight, the shadows accentuating the deep wrinkles on his face.
      

      
      Phebe held out her hand from where she was sitting. “Yes, Grandfather was asking for you a while ago.”

      
      Grey took the offered hand and gave a short bow of his head. “Has the sedative taken effect already?”

      
      Phebe shook her head no. She leaned close to the bedridden man, rubbing his left arm while she whispered into his ear. Grey
         studied Phebe. He put her in her mid-to late twenties. Now that he was closer, he could see that her hair was actually auburn,
         with streaks of red highlighted by the candle’s glow. She would not likely be thought a classical beauty by most; her form
         was somewhat lanky, and her facial features were slightly sharp and angular. Still, there was a depth and surety in her gaze
         that Grey found arresting.
      

      
      Phebe leaned back, and Grey saw that Horace’s eyes were now open and focused on him. One eye anyway; the left looked cloudy,
         and the flesh on that side of his face sagged as if he’d suffered some form of palsy. The old man gave a barely perceptible
         nod.
      

      
      “Come closer, please,” Phebe said. “His voice is weak.”

      
      The bed was not tall, so Grey kneeled down in order to get within eight inches of Horace’s face. Quarters were tight by the
         bedside, and he apologized to Phebe for brushing against her crossed leg. She accepted this with an understanding smile. Grey
         focused on Horace Webster, and long seconds passed with only thin sighs of breath passing from the old man’s lips.
      

      
      A slight croak escaped Horace’s throat, followed by his rasping voice, quiet but desperate to be heard. “Help her. Dig deeper.”

      
      The man’s gaze remained locked on Grey. He felt Phebe’s hand come to rest lightly on his shoulder, but Grey wasn’t sure if
         the gesture was for his benefit or for hers. He glanced sideways and watched a passing cloud of distress float across Phebe’s
         features. Horace’s breathing eased, and Grey saw that the man’s eyes had closed. He and Phebe made their way softly across
         to the door and out into the sitting room, where Grey repeated the old man’s message.
      

      
      “That’s all?” Jason’s face held a mixture of amusement and disappointment. “This big to-do about summoning the renowned detective—and
         the old codger manages a grand total of four words.” Jason released a curt laugh, almost a cackle. “How fitting. He graces
         the family with another riddle. The perfect ending to an imperfect life.”
      

      
      “Really, Jason. I don’t think this is the time for one of your … commentaries.”

      
      “You’re right, dear, how untoward of me. Please excuse my disappointment, Mr. Grey, though I’m sure yours must be running
         quite high at the moment as well. I’m not certain what there is for you to do from here, but good luck to you.” Jason smiled
         and nodded to the pair of them before he slipped out the door.
      

      
      “I truly must apologize for both my uncles, Mr. Grey. I heard Euripides bellowing downstairs earlier. My grandfather’s condition
         has frazzled all our nerves.”
      

      
      “There’s no need for you to apologize, Miss Webster. A man’s character is only what he chooses to make of what he’s been given.
         Your uncles’ characters would have been firmly set long before they ever had the opportunity to benefit from your acquaintance.”
      

      
      “You’re most kind. I suppose we all know what it’s like to deal with an odd assortment of family members.”

      
      Grey said nothing at first, but Phebe’s eyes called for an agreement, and he answered, “I can imagine.”

      
      “Well, I suppose I ought to check in on my grandfather again. If you don’t mind?”

      
      
      “Not at all. But before I go, and I hope you don’t mind my asking, when he said ‘Help her,’ do you suppose your grandfather
         was referring to you?”
      

      
      Phebe seemed happy to have a reason to smile. “I can assure you, Mr. Grey, I am not in need of your assistance. Thank you
         all the same.”
      

      
      She seemed genuinely amused by him, which was not a sentiment that Grey was particularly used to. He was more accustomed to
         initial encounters where people reacted with some level of discomfort. They weren’t always sure what to make of him. His mannerisms,
         tailoring, and choices of phrase were not what white people would let themselves expect from a man with his deeper skin tone.
      

      
      “I’m sorry you’ve used up your morning for a mere four words,” Phebe said. “Seems rather a pointless errand for you after
         all.”
      

      
      “Perhaps. I’ll reserve judgment for the time being. Four words could prove to be quite telling. Countless men have used far
         greater numbers to say far less.”
      

      
      “You have a fascinating way of seeing things, Mr. Grey.”

      
      “It’s been my experience that there’s no limit to what you can see if you’re willing to look close enough.” Grey’s eyes were
         fixed on hers.
      

      
      “Words to make any woman nervous.” She gave a small chuckle. “I’ll have to remember to keep you at arm’s length. Life’s a
         bit more comfortable for all of us if you men let us have our little secrets.”
      

      
      Phebe bade him good day and slipped back into her grandfather’s room. Grey made his way down to the front hall, where the
         butler handed over his hat and walking stick. Once on the sidewalk, Grey slid his hand into his pocket to recover the letter
         left for him from Horace Webster’s attorney. He broke the seal and pulled out a single handwritten page on letterhead from
         the firm of Dyer & Fogg, Counselors-at-Law.
      

      
      

         Mr. Grey,
         

         My apologies for not being present to shepherd you through your meeting with the Webster family. I trust you survived relatively
               unscathed. I am sure you have questions that remain unanswered, and I am afraid they will remain so for a short while. I do
               have additional information to provide you regarding the business arrangement that Mr. Webster is proposing. However, I request a further bit of patience from you. Given Mr. Webster’s uncertain condition,
               I am understandably preoccupied with various legal matters that require prompt attention while my client is still of sound
               mind. Please indulge me a few days longer, and I’ll contact you again at the first practicable opportunity.
         

         Regards,
         

         Albert Dyer

      



      
      Grey glanced back at the house, and his eyes were drawn to a slight motion in one of the two central windows on the second
         floor. He made the mental calculation and determined that these were the pair of close-set windows in Horace’s bedroom. The
         curtain on his right was fully drawn. The left, however, was pulled aside about six inches. He saw a woman’s figure; Phebe
         Webster was watching him. His eyes settled onto hers for a second, but the distance between them was too great for him to
         read anything in her gaze. A moment more and she stepped away, letting the curtain drop back into place.
      

   



      
      
      Chapter 5

      
      DEPUTY LEAN STOOD JUST INSIDE THE MORGUE AT THE Maine General Hospital. The space was built mostly underground, which helped keep the room cool. Still, rather than being
         refreshing, the quality of the air was dulled by the heavy scent of chemicals that, in Lean’s mind anyway, couldn’t fully
         mask the underlying currents of dead bodies.
      

      
      The paunchy, gray-haired surgeon, Dr. Sullivan, was across the room rinsing his hands in a washbasin. In the space between
         the two men, a table held the laid-out body of Frank Cosgrove. A crisp white sheet covered everything but the man’s charred
         face.
      

      
      “I’m really not certain my services were required to review Mr. Cosgrove’s body yet again. He was already murdered last Sunday.
         Not as if you can add a second murder charge for digging him back up.” Sullivan dried his hands and threw the towel aside.
      

      
      “I do appreciate your indulging me.”

      
      “That’s it, isn’t it? An indulgence. Not my business at all. Not as if I’m paid any extra for repeating an examination on
         the likes of this petty thief.”
      

      
      “Yes, the examination,” Lean said, trying to steer the surgeon away from whatever was distressing him and back to the business
         at hand.
      

      
      “Well, even without the burns he’s in worse shape than the last time I saw him. He wasn’t embalmed.” He added the last bit
         with contempt, as if it were a personal failing of the deceased.
      

      
      “Is that unusual?”

      
      “I’m the city physician,” Dr. Sullivan declared with a shrug, annoyed to be bothered with such a question. “Ask the undertaker.
         The burn marks are posthumous. Common lamp oil, I suspect. There’s a scent of it around his collar and his cuffs.”
      

      
      
      “What about his fingernails?”

      
      Dr. Sullivan shook his head. “What about them?”

      
      “Cracked? Any dirt beneath? Signs he’d been digging?”

      
      Dr. Sullivan’s expression went from inconvenienced to downright exasperated.

      
      “No, I’m not mad, and I don’t think he crawled from his grave, Doctor. Rather I’m wondering about the people who perpetrated
         this hoax. How elaborate and detailed were they in their efforts?”
      

      
      “No. No signs of dirt under the nails. However, there was dirt all through his hair, in his pockets, and in the cuffs of his
         trousers.”
      

      
      Lean moved closer to the body. “Gathered as he was pulled up out of the burial plot.”

      
      “It would appear so. By means of a rope, most likely.” Dr. Sullivan took hold of the sheet and lowered it from Cosgrove’s
         neck down to his waist. He moved the dead man’s arms away from his sides. “See here. Marks around the chest and in the armpits.
         Inflicted after death.”
      

      
      Lean bent in for a look at the discolorations. There were faint scuff marks, signs of stress on the skin, but no actual rope
         burns. No direct contact. They’d somehow managed to tie a rope around him after he was in his funeral coat, then later dug
         down to the coffin and pulled him to the surface.
      

      
      “Anything else, Doctor?”

      
      “I have nothing further to add.”

      
      “Meaning that the body reveals nothing further or that there is something else and you just don’t care to say it?”

      
      “There is nothing further. I consider my involvement in the matter concluded.”

      
      Lean continued to stare at the man.

      
      “Let’s be clear, Deputy. I’m not Virgil Steig. I won’t be sharing his degree of involvement in any of your cases. Nor his
         fate.”
      

      
      “I’m not certain what you’re referring to.”

      
      “Dr. Steig reviewed a peculiar homicide victim for you shortly before his death.”

      
      “Dr. Steig suffered a heart attack in his study.” Lean recited the lie in good conscience and with a casual fluidity. He’d
         repeated it many times in the past year. The doctor’s niece, Helen Prescott, had insisted on it in order not to cast a shadow on the legacy of the late doctor’s work with some of his mentally troubled patients.
      

      
      “I’ve heard rumors otherwise.”

      
      “Then you’ve been misled. You’re correct about one thing, however.”

      
      “Which is?”

      
      “You are not Dr. Steig. He was a consummate professional and a good man.” Lean tipped his hat and exited the morgue.

      
      The memory of Dr. Steig’s unhappy end was painful in its own right. More so because of Lean’s insistence on second-guessing
         what he and Grey could have done differently last summer. Their misplaced certainty over the identity of the killer they were
         pursuing had allowed the true madman to claim a final victim. Lean forced himself to at least realize that it could have been
         worse. After the doctor’s death, they had managed to save Helen Prescott and her young daughter, Delia. The whole grisly ordeal
         had left Helen and the girl shaken, of course. Helen had taken a sabbatical from her post at the historical society and gone
         to stay with some distant relations in Connecticut. She’d been planning to return to Portland eventually, but Lean hadn’t
         heard anything recently, and so he could only wonder and hope that the woman and her sweet child were doing well.
      

      
      He shook his head, trying to sweep away the cobwebs of last summer’s tragic events. This was a new case; he needed to focus
         on his next step and figure out who could have tampered with the dead man’s coffin.
      

      [image: image]

      
      “WHEN I WAS YOUNG, it was cabinetmakers who used to make coffins,” said the undertaker, Harry Rich. “The old boxes with six sides, narrow at
         the foot. Even when I first started, after the war, coffins were still made by hand, good and solid.”
      

      
      “Last a lifetime?” Lean suggested. He didn’t think the undertaker would mind. The man was far more animated than Lean had
         expected. He couldn’t shake the foolish preconception that all undertakers should be tall, gaunt men with serious expressions
         and voices as quiet and somber as the turning of the pages in a Bible.
      

      
      “So to speak,” Rich said with a chuckle that shook his rotund belly. “They’d last a lot of years anyways. But there’s no undertakers
         left in town who make their own coffins anymore. The manufacturing of them’s a business of its own these days. In most of the large
         manufactories, they’re done with machinery.”
      

      
      The man led the way from the funeral parlor’s vestibule into the chapel. Rows of chairs faced a casket surrounded by a generous
         selection of floral arrangements. Lean paused at the sight.
      

      
      “So the coffin that Frank Cosgrove was buried in was …”

      
      “The least expensive that we had on hand. Eleven dollars. Coffins can cost up to fifty. Though we don’t sell as many these
         days. Cloth-covered caskets is what most folks want. Some of those can go for hundreds.”
      

      
      “Honestly?”

      
      The undertaker wiped his small, round glasses with a handkerchief. “It all depends on the inside trimmings: a good satin or
         velvet or even silk. Of course, there’s always been a range of costs. It used to be that even rich folk would be buried in
         regular coffins, only they’d be made of San Domingo mahogany. Try laying your hands on that anymore.”
      

      
      “I thought Cosgrove’s thin pine box was a thing of the past. I mean, they even have metallic ones now.”

      
      “Yes, but they’ll never take the place of good chestnut, oak, or walnut. The iron generally corrodes, so they’re not used
         much anywhere in New England. I hear they do better in the South—better suited to the climate, I suppose. Besides, they’re
         terribly heavy just to move about properly.”
      

      
      “You handle all the bodies yourself?” Lean asked.

      
      “Me or my son. Unless it’s a female who’s died. We have a woman who’ll go round the house, prepare the body, and get everything
         ready so that we can come by with the carriage and place the body in the icebox.”
      

      
      “The icebox. That reminds me, Cosgrove’s body wasn’t embalmed. Why not?”

      
      The undertaker showed a bit of surprise at Lean’s knowledge on that point. “Embalming a body costs another fifteen. Even when
         folks can afford it, it’s not always done. People aren’t always educated up to it. Many relatives have an idea that the body
         has to be cut open or mutilated for the embalming to work. A body that has been embalmed presents a more natural appearance
         than if it were placed on ice. Even so, it works best in winter. A hot spell in the summer … well, there’s no guarantee the embalming will last.”
      

      
      “I thought embalming was more or less permanent? Like mummies and all.”

      
      “Proper old-time embalming is a lost art. Today’s process is very simple, just an injection of a prepared fluid. But the chemical’s
         action isn’t permanent. A New York doctor, name of Lowell, has made improvements, however.” The man’s eyes’ lit up as he launched
         into a monologue on the technicalities of his work.
      

      
      Lean strolled up the aisle, ignoring all the talk of arteries, chloride of zinc, and albumenoids or some such. He reached
         the casket that patiently awaited its visitors and laid a hand on the polished wood.
      

      
      “Eleven dollars isn’t much of a payment for a coffin, is it? Not enough to keep you in business for long.”

      
      “On the bright side, it came without a struggle. More than I can say if his friends were paying for a richer casket.” The
         undertaker gestured toward the dark, handsome casket beside them. “Likely only get five dollars at the front, on the installment
         plan. Practically the twentieth century, but folks are still superstitious about paying a man’s funeral costs right off. Afraid
         it might mean another death will follow quick after the first.”
      

      
      Mr. Rich noticed that Lean was watching him closely. “You know, Deputy, you never actually said just why it is that the police
         are still interested in Mr. Cosgrove. Even after he’s dead and buried.”
      

      
      “It’s not exactly Frank Cosgrove I’m interested in. Rather I’m curious about who might have paid you to make any unusual arrangements
         with the body or the casket? While it was here, in your possession.”
      

      
      “Well, he didn’t have any immediate family, if that’s what you mean. We were paid from the funds found on him at the time
         of his death. Enough to replace the shirt he was wearing, covered in blood. But we had to bury him in the same suit he was
         killed in. There weren’t any unusual arrangements to be made. I can’t say that I’m comfortable discussing such private matters.”
      

      
      “I suggest you make yourself comfortable, Mr. Rich. You see, certain things have come to light. Some irregularities with the
         contents of Mr. Cosgrove’s coffin.” Lean rapped on the nearby casket. “And since, as the undertaker, you were the only one
         handling Mr. Cosgrove’s body …”
      

      
      
      “What sort of … irregularities?”

      
      “Serious ones. So if no one else had access to the body and the opportunity to take any liberties with the arrangements of
         his coffin, then I’m afraid you’re going to have to come down to the patrol station and answer some rather unpleasant questions.”
      

      
      “Well, now. Wait just a minute. There was a visitor—a cousin. Came the night before the burial after the viewing was over.
         He was rather beside himself, asked if he could have a few minutes alone with Mr. Cosgrove.”
      

      
      “Describe the man.”

      
      “Average height, dark hair, I think. A regular-looking fellow. Wore a long, heavy coat.”

      
      “In this weather?”

      
      “He said he was in from out of town. Just come from the train. He was carrying a small suitcase.”

      
      “And you showed him the body?”

      
      “Yes, right back here.”

      
      The undertaker hurried forward, eager to leave behind the spot where accusations of misconduct had been suggested. He led
         Lean to an inconspicuous door at the back of the chapel. Inside was a small, windowless room, undecorated except for a crucifix
         hanging on one wall with a sepia-toned portrait of Jesus opposite. A pewlike bench was set beside the doorway.
      

      
      “We sometimes keep the caskets in here before the next visitation.”

      
      “How long was this cousin in the heavy coat alone with the body?”

      
      “He came out maybe thirty minutes later. Asked that we seal the coffin right then and there. Couldn’t bear the thought of
         seeing his cousin again, because of the violent nature of his death. He stood by silently while my son and I nailed it shut.”
      

      
      “I was at the church and the graveside.” Lean worked his hands together, cracking a few knuckles. “Trying to recall the scene.
         Not sure I remember any such person.”
      

      
      “That’s the odd thing, isn’t it?” Rich’s eyes were wide within the circular lenses of his spectacles. “After all that to-do,
         the cousin didn’t even bother showing up for the burial.”
      

   



      
      
      Chapter 6

      
      LEAN WALKED DOWN THE WINDING, ALLEYLIKE SPACE BEhind a row of tenements. Ahead was what looked like a short, windowless barn. At one point it may have served as a large shed
         or maybe a small stable. Now it pretended to be a sort of saloon, the kind that served rum so cheap that even the men drinking
         at this hour could afford it. Lean pushed open the plank-board door. Two tiny windows and a hanging oil lamp provided a bare
         minimum of light. A wide beam atop two standing barrels formed the bar. To Lean’s surprise the place actually held a billiards
         table, though its legs had all been replaced by crates and the felt was barely hanging together.
      

      
      Only half a dozen souls, or what passed for souls, occupied the place. They all glanced up. Lean recognized most of the men.
         A couple that weren’t familiar figured out who he was quick enough from the looks and body language of the regulars. Lean
         scanned the faces and settled on the man with a cue stick in hand.
      

      
      “Barney Welch, you’re going to tell me what you know about Frankie the Foot.”

      
      Lean stepped farther into the room, leaving the door for those who suddenly had someplace else to be. He kept his eyes on
         Welch, who stood straight up and clutched his pool stick in both hands. Welch was of medium height and thin, but not weak.
         He sometimes picked up work on the docks when he was sober enough. When he wasn’t, he made his rum money by stealing whatever
         he could. The man’s bloodshot eyes darted around the room. Lean had the sense the man was scared, more than he ought to be
         just over getting questioned. And his panicked looks hadn’t been directed at Lean but at the others in the place, men who
         were now slipping out the door. Within seconds only the stocky, bearded bar-keep remained with them in the room.
      

      
      
      Lean gave the man a glare. “Catch a five-minute break, why don’t you.”

      
      As soon as they were alone, Welch muttered, “I don’t know nothing ’bout Frankie.”

      
      “You know enough. You’ve worked with the man. Thick as thieves, as they say.”

      
      “The man’s dead. Can’t you leave his name in peace?”

      
      “Someone else wouldn’t let him lie, so now I can’t either,” said Lean. “I need to know who that someone is. Who did it to
         him?”
      

      
      “Swear to God I ain’t heard nothing.” Welch’s grumbled words held little conviction.

      
      Lean almost smiled. “You know, some people swear an oath like that and you know they mean it. You, on the other hand …”

      
      He rounded the edge of the ramshackle pool table. With his hands closer to the tip, Welch hauled off and swung his cue back
         over his shoulder. He meant to settle matters with one blow, but the big windup gave Lean plenty of time
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