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        Thursday, September 14, 1882

        San Francisco

      

      

      The young man shouldered open the weather-beaten wooden door to the dilapidated barn, swearing at the rank scent of moldy hay, urine, and excrement that assaulted him.

      He detested this part of the job, hated the man who forced him to do it, and despised the stupid people who made the job so easy to pull off.

      Putting the wicker basket down, he walked forward a few feet. As he lifted up the lantern, its light revealed multiple metal cages crammed along the wall on his left, six of them occupied.

      The greyhound, used to this sort of confinement, lay curled in a tight ball and didn’t bother to look up. The large, ugly mastiff lunged at his cage door with a vicious snarl. This prompted the two fox terriers in the next cage to start barking hysterically. For a panicked moment, he thought the next cage was empty, until he saw the long snout of one of those low-slung German dogs peeking out from under a pile of straw.

      The last occupied cage held a small pug, laying on its side, wheezing.

      Skinflint owner better cough up the dough quick or her pampered darling isn’t going to make it. Wouldn’t put it past the bloody Brit to blame him and add the loss to his never-ending debt.

      Putting the lantern down, he went back to the basket, unlatched the top flap, and grabbed the small, silky-haired, brown-and-white spaniel by the scruff of her neck. He strode quickly over to one of the empty cages and threw her in, slamming the door shut.

      The spaniel squealed as she hit the back of the cage. Then she bared her teeth and growled. Rubbing the side of his hand where she’d bitten him earlier as he put her in the basket, he looked sadly down at the dog.

      Feisty little bugger, aren’t you? You’ll be singing a different tune in a couple of days when you’ve spent a few days in this hell-hole. Just be glad you’re not the right breed to be turned into a fighter.
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        Saturday mid-day, September 16, 1882

      

      

      “Dog Lost—A greyhound stolen or lost from Dr. Bome’s residence, 829 O’Farrell st. A reward will be given if the puppy is returned within a week.” —San Francisco Examiner, September, 1882

      Jamie Hewitt hurried down the wooden sidewalk to the corner of Bush and Mason where his friend Ian Hennessey waited for him, reading a carefully folded newspaper.

      As he skidded to a stop, Jamie said, “Sorry I’m so late.”

      Ian shrugged. “You have trouble selling all your papers?”

      “Not really.” Jamie looked down at his small black-and-white terrier, who sat at his feet gently panting. “As usual, Dandy wanted to check out every new smell on the way here. What really made me late was this lady who stopped me on Clay and insisted on making a fuss over Dandy. She wanted to know what breed he was. When I said he was a Boston Terrier, she had to tell me how she once lived in Boston and started quizzing me about Samuel Adams and the Tea Party. Worst part, I didn’t even have a paper to sell her! You been waiting long?”

      “Bout ten minutes.” Ian leaned over to scratch Dandy behind his short, upstanding ears, then let the dog push his squashed-in muzzle against his hand to give it good sniff. “Yes, Dandy, I smell like another dog, you’re right. A man walked by with a blood hound, slobbered all over my hand.”

      Jamie pointed to the paper Ian had tucked under his arm. “Looks like that’s a copy of the Examiner; don’t tell me you paid good money for it?”

      “Naw, someone threw it away.”

      Jamie nodded. That made more sense. Ian wouldn’t waste three pennies on a rival newsboy’s paper, not now, not when school had started and they weren’t able to clear more than two dollars a week a piece.

      During the summer, they each had been making at least seven dollars by selling the Chronicle every morning, including Sundays. More money than Jamie’d ever made in his life and certainly more than he made from running an occasional errand for Mrs. Dawson, who owned the O’Farrell Street boardinghouse where his mother and he lived.

      Made him feel so proud to help out, especially during the summer when his mother could only make a little money tutoring. She even insisted he keep fifty cents each week for himself, which he used to buy his favorite hoarhound candies and save up to pay for birthday and Christmas presents.

      But his mother and Ian’s sister said that during this school year, now that they were in the eighth grade, they could only go out to sell the Evening Bulletin on Friday afternoons after school and the Chronicle on Saturday mornings.

      He and Ian had argued that they could handle their school work after they got home from selling the evening edition of the Bulletin, but all they had gotten was the vague promise that if they kept their grades up, they might be permitted to sell the Sunday Chronicle as well. The shift from making seven dollars to only two or three dollars was a big adjustment. And he knew from experience he couldn’t even count on making the full two dollars every week. Bad weather, a slow news day, a rival newsboy horning in on his regular customers could all mean that he’d end up with ten or more papers unsold in a day. This, in turn, meant he would have even less money to buy the next set of papers.

      Last week, he’d only made a dollar seventy-five, leaving only a nickel for spending money. His mother said he could still keep fifty cents, give her less. But that didn’t seem right. He knew that often the school board didn’t pay their teachers on time, and the money he turned over helped his mother save up for when that happened.

      It wasn’t as if Mrs. Dawson, who worked hard herself doing some sort of accounting work for people, could afford to forgo getting the monthly rent from her boarders. If she did, then how would she be able to pay the cook, Mrs. O’Rourke, or the two servants, Kathleen and Tilly?

      Made his head spin sometimes thinking about how every one at the boardinghouse depended on everyone else to do their part to support each other. Like Emmaline helping her aunts with sewing when Miss Minnie’s arthritis got too bad or Tilly skipping her night out that time Mrs. O’Rourke was down with a bad cold or Mrs. Dawson’s husband, Mr. Nate, doing his lawyerly thing for free to get Kathleen full guardianship over Ian so his friend could come live in the boardinghouse.

      Somehow, knowing he was doing his bit made it easier for Jamie to accept that he wasn’t always going to be able to buy his favorite candy. He knew Ian felt the same way. Maybe even more so. Having grown up so poor, Ian was really careful about money.

      Ian used his earnings to pay for his own room and board. Even though Mrs. Dawson didn’t make him pay full price, since he was sharing a room with Jamie, what Ian made during the summer was barely enough to cover what she did charge him, which meant Kathleen had to help out during the rest of the year.

      That’s why Ian kept pushing his sister to let him sell papers after school the rest of the week, or at least to sell the Sunday Chronicle. But Kathleen said that Ian doing well in school was more important than him making more money. Jamie knew she was right. When Ian had been living with an uncle, trying to juggle working full time and going to school, he’d almost killed himself. Kathleen said that now that she wasn’t turning almost all of her wages over to that uncle for Ian’s support, she was practically rolling in dough.

      Ian interrupted this thought, saying, “Do you want me to carry Dandy? He’s looking tuckered out.”

      “No thanks. It’s downhill the rest of the way. That steep hill between Clay and California is what gets to him. Let’s go; I’m famished.”

      He and Ian had left the boardinghouse around three-thirty that morning, in order to get close to the front of the line of newsboys and girls that gathered at the Chronicle offices, waiting to collect that morning’s edition. They had crammed their pockets with hardboiled eggs, left-over dinner rolls that were liberally smeared with butter and jam, and some of Mrs. O’Rourke’s large oatmeal cookies. But, that was nearly eight hours ago, and he’d forgotten to grab some of the jerky he usually brought to feed Dandy, so he’d had to share the rolls with his dog. No wonder he was starved.

      As they started down Mason towards O’Farrell Street, Ian took the newspaper out from under his arm and said, “You won’t believe what I saw in the Lost and Found section of the Examiner. There were six ads for lost dogs, every one of them offering a reward for the return of their precious animals.

      “A reward? How much?” Jamie looked down at Dandy and thought how awful it would be if he lost him, guessing he’d pay most anything to get him back.

      Ian answered, “Only one mentions an amount, but that one says the reward is ten dollars! How great it would be if we could find one of those dogs.”

      “You bet!” Jamie watched Dandy giving a spot on the sidewalk a thorough sniff and said, “Dandy could help; you know what a good tracker he is.”

      Ian put the paper in front of Jamie and said, “Just what I was thinking. Look at that first ad. Some doctor who lives four blocks west of us on O’Farrell lost his greyhound, and the ad says he’ll give a reward if it’s returned within a week.”

      “Maybe we could go to his house, ask him to let Dandy smell something of the dog’s, like something he slept on,” Jamie said. “Then we could see if Dandy would take us to where the dog went. Could be he’s hurt, huddled in some nearby alley.”

      Jamie suddenly realized that image wasn’t something he, and certainly not Ian, wanted stuck in his head, added hurriedly, “I wonder what kind of reward he’d give to get his dog back?”

      Ian shrugged. “No telling. Not with a greyhound. Lots of men, like this doctor who’s probably rich since he lives west of Van Ness, race greyhounds. Bet big money on them.”

      Jamie, reading the ad, exclaimed, “Hey, it says the dog could be stolen. Didn’t Patrick McGee just tell us something about there being a ring of thieves stealing dogs in town ?”

      “Yeah, he was making a big fuss about how he didn’t think it was a good idea for us to ever let Dandy off the leash, even for a moment. As if we’d ever let him out of our sight. Anyway, if Mrs. Stein and Mrs Dawson were all right with us letting Georgie’s new puppy and Dandy chase the ball last weekend at Jefferson Square park, seems it isn’t his place to tell you what you can do with your own dog. You’re always careful, and Dandy’s got his tag on his collar.”

      Patrick McGee was Kathleen’s beau, and a San Francisco police officer. Jamie liked him a lot, although Ian grumbled that he acted as if he had the right to tell Ian what to do, just because he was courting his sister.

      Jamie, not wanting to get into that long-running argument, said, “What if all these dogs are being stolen, not just wandering away. Imagine how much reward money we could make if we could figure out who’s kidnapping dogs in town and find where they’re holding them?”

      They had just reached O’Farrell Street when Ian stopped and clapped Jamie on the shoulder. “Jamie, that’s a terrific idea. But how would we go about finding out who’s taking all these dogs?”

    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Other Works by Author
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Other Works by Author


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/dognappers_1600x2560-final.jpg
DANDY AND THE
DOGNAPPERS

A Victorian San Francisco Novella

M. LOUISA LOCKE





