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Chapter I

	 

	Monday, May 11, 1931

	 

	“I


	 saw Milo run last week.”  Jack Stone smoked a cigarette, the end blinking reddish-orange. He paused long enough to build up tension. “I know why you want Ace.”

	Henry Langford mirrored Jack’s silence. He couldn’t afford to sound overly anxious. The night air was cold, and the animal smell lingered. Despite the close proximity of almost thirty dogs, only crickets and the nearby river provided background noise. Greyhounds were a quiet breed. “I’m still waiting for a price.”

	“Two thousand.”

	Langford choked. “I’ve never seen a dog go for that much.”

	“A proven winner from out of state, unknown here, who just happens to be a dead ringer for that mutt of yours . . .” Stone started walking down the hill. A path worn through the scraggly weeds led from the abandoned textile mill—now housing a small track—to several mismatched sheds that had been converted into kennels.

	“If you know what I’ve got planned . . .”

	“You’ll stand to win a lot more than two grand.” His tone challenged. He glanced sideways at Langford, his face hidden in the shadows. “If you can pull it off.”

	“Sure, but in the meantime . . .” Langford stepped ahead to open the shed door. The dark interior space was lined with individual kennels. Nothing but vague outlines and gray shapes were distinguishable in the darkness.

	“You don’t have two grand?” Moonlight streamed in behind them. Stone looked down at Milo, sleeping on his back in the straw. Black, with a white, triangle-shaped patch on his chest. All four paws were splayed in the air, and his muscles twitched. “I suppose, not the way your dog runs.”

	“That’s too much for a dog.” Langford held his breath and tried to keep his nerves steady. He needed the dog, no matter what. “There’s no guarantee the plan will work. It’s still a gamble.”

	“The bookies have never set longer odds.” Stone kicked the kennel door. Milo snarled instantly, flipped over, and launched straight into the air. The dog landed in the straw and put his head down, whining softly, as if embarrassed by his reaction to being startled.

	“One thousand,” Langford countered firmly. “I only have your word for it that Ace is a winner, and I still need something left to bet with.”

	“Two gees.” Stone faced Langford with a hard glare. “Not a cent less.”

	“Fifteen hundred—”

	Footsteps outside thudded down the path. A short, chunky man appeared in the doorway, red-faced and panting frantically. “Lenny!” Drew Pratchett leapt into the building and grabbed Langford’s arm, jerking him back toward the doorway. The annoying squeak in his voice made him easily recognizable. He was a good friend, but excitable and not very bright. “Lenny, I’ve got something to tell you. It’s important!”

	“I’m busy.” Langford jerked his arm away and lowered his voice to a harsh whisper. “And I told you not to call me that anymore.”

	“Frank’s dead.” Drew tugged on Langford’s arm again and babbled, but the rest of his words blurred. His voice rose in an arc that ended with a whine.

	Franklin Wagner . . . dead. Langford’s blood froze. He forgot to breathe. “What happened?”

	“I dunno, but when I got there, the police were swarming all over the place.” He flailed his arms to illustrate the point, but looked like a frantic chicken. “I saw Frank carried out on a stretcher, and was his head ever a mess.”

	Langford nudged Drew out through the doorway. He needed the cool air to clear his thoughts. “Who did it?”

	“Some cowboy in a white hat got brought out in handcuffs and shoved into a cop car.” Drew panted and stared with a doglike expression. Loyal, but uncomprehending.

	“Buster Cardwell,” Langford muttered. He’d become an annoyance recently, and he wanted information that only Wagner had. Specifically, the names of three men. “Do Victor and Raymond know?”

	“I caught up with Vic at his restaurant hours ago, and gosh, was he ever upset. Ray wasn’t home again, but I told his wife.”

	“Alright.” Langford paced and tried to light a cigarette. His hands shook too badly to strike the match.

	“Here.” Drew lit the match and held it for him. “What are you gonna do without the print shop?”

	“Frank was a liability, anyway.” The cigarette barely settled Langford’s nerves. He paced in a wider arc. Stepping off the path, weeds tangled around his feet. 

	Nearby, Jack Stone watched.

	Langford led Drew farther away. “The print shop was almost irrelevant since our insurance business ended. Ray was trying to keep that going, but . . .” He shook his head. “What worries me is the records Frank stored there.”

	“The way the police were going over the place . . .”

	“Damn.” Langford kicked at the weeds and thought for several minutes. The insurance racket with Vic and Ray had been profitable, until an investigator named Whittaker had finally caught up with them, and it became too risky to continue. Changing his name from Leonard Calloway to Henry Langford had taken a chunk of money. The rest had gone to the dogs. 

	With no income, in only a few months, he’d moved from a penthouse to a flophouse. Any lower and he’d find himself sleeping in the kennel. He needed cash to leave town. If the police went through Frank’s papers, he would need it in a hurry.

	Drew whined. “Are you in trouble?”

	“No, just upset about Frank,” Langford lied. Drew wasn’t involved in much more than running errands, and Langford preferred to keep it that way. He was also too much of a liability.

	“What do you want me to do?”

	“Keep tabs on Vic and Ray,” Langford said. Giving orders to Drew made him feel in control of at least some small aspect of the situation. “I shouldn’t be seen with them. You can find me here if they have any news.”

	“Sure, Lenny.” Drew patted his arm. “You can count on me.”

	“Thanks.” Correcting him about the name again wouldn’t have done any good. 

	Drew scampered up the hill like a clumsy rabbit, moonlight shining on the seat of his faded overalls. Langford lit a new cigarette from the old one, dropped the butt on the ground, and crushed it under his shoe.

	Behind him, Stone cleared his throat. “Well, that was interesting. Lenny.”

	“Don’t ever call me that. And I’m still not giving you two grand for a dog.”

	“How about one thousand now, and . . .” He made strong eye contact. “More later.” 

	“Deal.” Langford accepted Stone’s handshake and returned the firm, threatening squeeze. He held his glare until Stone awkwardly released his hand and looked away.

	If Jack Stone thought he could get away with blackmail, he would be in for a surprise. After all, Langford—or rather, Calloway—had already killed Tim Whittiker.


Chapter II

	 

	“A


	bout the list . . .” Tuesday morning, Detective Lieutenant Marx set a handful of papers on Lowan’s desk. He glanced back at the door, making sure that Fritz Gallop had left.

	“It is not my case.” Lowan ignored the papers. Instead, he took out his wallet and put away the crisp fifty-dollar bill that Gallop had just paid him—a debt owed since St. Patrick’s Day. The money itself meant less to him than enforcing a principle. He didn’t like being cheated.

	Marx looked from the papers to Lowan and back again. Lowan felt Marx’s thoughts spinning. As often as they worked together, Marx had begun to rely on him far too much. He didn’t mind sharing information when he had it, but as a private investigator, he wasn’t obligated to handle police cases for free.

	The awkward silence lengthened. Lowan circled his desk and sat. Though the day had hardly begun, he was already eager to rest his feet. Rita, his secretary, watched them from her desk across the room.

	“Uh . . .” Marx fidgeted. “There were the three names on the first list, the men who were presumed dead in the fire. Leonard Calloway, Victor DeSalvo, and Raymond Mercer. Then there were three names on the second list, and judging by how strongly Wagner refused to give it up, it might be what they changed their names to by using fake documents from the print shop. Henry Langford, Guido Genovesi, and Lester Strickland. We couldn’t find much on Strickland or Langford, but Genovesi owns a restaurant and seems pretty harmless for the moment.” He trailed off and looked away.

	“Where do you intend to start?” Lowan wanted to be encouraging, but without implying that he would help. Mostly, he wanted Marx to leave so that he could enjoy a quiet day without getting dragged into another case. “With Genovesi?”

	“I think he’ll keep. Of the three names on the first list, only Calloway had a record, a couple of armed robberies and an assault. I’d like to go after him first. If the two lists are in the same order, that would make him Langford, but I couldn’t find an address.”

	“Then . . .”

	“Calloway was obsessed with dog racing. If he’s still in the area, he wouldn’t have given it up.”

	“Dog racing?” Lowan looked for a clearer image of it in Marx’s mind. “I have never heard of such a thing. Not horses?”

	“Greyhounds.” Marx shivered and put his hand to his forehead. He imagined tall, thin dogs with long legs, but the details were blurry. “It’s illegal. There was a track in town that got shut down a few months ago, but they probably set up again somewhere else. We just haven’t found it yet. I was going to ask around at the butcher shops if they have any large orders of meat for dog food that isn’t coming from a kennel or breeder.”

	“A good starting point,” Lowan agreed. “The police are capable of handling that without me.”

	“Sure.” Marx looked down and scuffed his shoe on the floor. He still wanted another favor. “I just thought you’d want to know what’s going on, since you found the list of names.”

	“I appreciate the update. If you find Calloway, let me know.”

	“I was wondering . . .” He risked a glance, but didn’t quite make eye contact, and his naturally quiet voice sank into a hesitant whisper. “Could you have O’Malley ask around? Since the same kind of crowd who goes to the Green Light would also go to places like an illegal dog track. . . . I mean, if you’re not going to help find Calloway . . .” He barely looked up, his brown eyes like an abandoned puppy’s.

	“I will ask him.” Lowan exhaled through his teeth. How did Marx, who possessed no hypnotic persuasive powers, always talk him into doing things?

	“Thanks.” Marx stood straighter and headed for the door. He passed Rita’s desk, paused long enough to glance at her, then hurried out without saying anything.

	Lowan reluctantly left his desk. He crossed to the door and took his hat from the rack. “Please call a taxi.”

	“Right away.” Rita reached for the telephone.

	He closed the door behind him. His footsteps echoed down the empty hallway. The stairs remained too much of a challenge. If moving his workshop wasn’t such an issue, he would have considered finding a ground floor office elsewhere. Or a building with an elevator. He paused in the middle of the staircase to catch his breath. By the time he reached the bottom, the dull ache in his ribs bothered him worse than his exhaustion.

	Still, it wasn’t nearly as bad as it had been three weeks ago. Another three or four weeks, and his broken ribs might finally be healed. He couldn’t remember looking forward to anything quite so much.

	He loitered on the sidewalk for several minutes, watching the traffic while he recovered from the exertion. After meeting with Sen, hopefully brief, he intended to spend some time learning as much as he could about greyhounds and racing.

	A taxi pulled over, and he climbed carefully into the back seat. “Water Street.”

	The cab navigated through traffic. Within ten minutes, they left the business district and entered a far shabbier neighborhood not far from the waterfront. Lowan gave more specific directions. After another half a dozen turns, the cab stopped near an alley.

	“I’m not waiting more than five minutes,” the driver complained. “Even in broad daylight in a place like this, they’ll steal the hubcaps while I’m sitting here.”

	“This will not take long.” Lowan stepped out and glanced down the narrow, grimy street bordered by brick warehouses. Waves crashed in the distance, and the stink of fish pervaded the atmosphere. A seagull landed to pick at crumpled litter. Its feathers shimmered with greenish slime.

	Lowan stepped into the alley. This wasn’t where he normally met with O’Malley Sen. At this time of the morning, none of the usual speakeasies would have been open, including the nearby Green Light. He passed one door that had been boarded up long ago, leaned against the brick wall to rest for a moment, and made his way to another door farther down. It was unmarked and unpainted. The splintered wood had dried and shrunk in the frame.

	And it was unlocked. Anyone who invaded Sen’s subbasement wouldn’t have walked out again.

	He opened the door and stepped inside, finding a space no larger than three feet square at the top of a dark staircase. It went down two flights, and he couldn’t stomach the thought of the exertion—or the destination. He paused at the top and stared into the darkness, unable to see more than halfway to the next landing. A cold breeze blew up from below, carrying the scent of something more revolting than fish.

	The steps led to an abyss, a purgatory, an unearthly predator’s lair.

	Lowan shouted a greeting. The sound echoed. No response. He gripped the railing, closed his eyes, and extended his telepathic senses further into the basement. Sen’s presence was strong and familiar enough to be noticeable, even from a distance.

	He found Sen, but not in the expected direction. Quickly, he stepped outside again. 

	A man in a black uniform strode down the shadowy alley, carrying a side of beef over his shoulder. He wore no hat, and his coarse, blood-red hair looked matted. When he spotted Lowan, he took on a more focused expression, his peculiar yellow-green eyes as threatening as a snake’s. “What do you want?”

	Lowan couldn’t help taking a step back. His full height barely came to the middle of the giant’s chest, and he preferred not to stand within reach. Disturbing Sen at home instead of a neutral location might have crossed a line. He should have waited until the evening, then gone to the Green Light to speak with him.

	“Somewhere in this city, there is a place where they race dogs. It is illegal, and would also involve alcohol, betting, and a great deal of money. I need to find this place.”

	“Dogs.” Sen grunted. He hated dogs.

	“I need to find someone who goes to the dog races, but to do that, I first need to find where the dog races are.” Lowan kept his tone polite. The last time he presumed to give orders to Sen, he found himself slammed against a wall. “There are probably men at the Green Light who know. Racing dogs are called greyhounds.” He emphasized what to Sen would have been an alien word. Speaking Sen’s harsh and growling language burned his throat. “Can you ask about greyhounds tonight?”

	Sen shifted his grip. The side of beef was an awkward load, but not heavy
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