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This book is dedicated to
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PART I

JUNE 14, 1892


Apart from the fact that the reconstitution of the crime for oneself is the only effective method, it is the only interesting one, the only one that stimulates the inquirer and keeps him awake at his work.

Dr. Hans Gross,

Criminal Investigation





1



At the sound of footsteps in the alley, Maggie Keene dimmed the gas lamp and sidled up to the room’s only window. She eased the curtains aside, her fingers barely touching the paper-thin material for fear it might tear and crumble. The gap between two neighboring tenement houses allowed a slice of moonlight to pierce the narrow passageway below. A man in a brown derby hurried past, stepping over the remains of a smashed crate. The splintered boards lay scattered on the ground like animal bones bleached a ghastly white by long exposure.

Maggie cupped a hand against the glass and peered in the other direction. There was still no sign of John. Her eyes drifted past the lights of the Grand Trunk Railway Station, down toward the waterfront of Portland, Maine. The harbor was a dark canvas, interrupted only by a scattering of ships’ lamps bobbing on the tide. She smiled at a faint memory: fireflies hovering over a field on a summer night. She clung to the image for a few seconds until the distant lights began to blur. The laudanum mixture made her feel remote and empty. It threatened to lull her to sleep until a familiar pain twisted in her gut. A vague, unformed prayer sped through her mind, begging God to let her be all right.

She reached for the small brown medicine bottle on the nightstand. Against the light of the gas jet, Maggie saw that it was almost empty, even though John had given it to her only yesterday. It helped the cramps, but she worried that she’d be doubled over again when she woke, the same as most mornings that week. She sat on the edge of the bed and gazed around the room, searching for a distraction from the pain. The place bordered on spare, but it was clean, with a sitting area, a fireplace, and even a private water closet. The only thing she missed was a clock.

John had promised to be back no later than midnight. Maggie knew he’d return, since he paid for the room. He’d even left behind his precious notebook, the one he was always patting his coat for, making sure it was safe in his pocket. The desire to peek inside it washed over her, but she let that thought tumble back into the deep. Even if she could undo the book’s locked clasp, she had never been to school and struggled with even simple passages from a child’s primer. Another cramp snaked its way through her gut. She drained the last of the little brown bottle, then poured a glass of water to rinse the taste from her mouth.

Maggie wished John would hurry up and get back. Then he could finally show her what he’d been hiding. He would reveal to her the truth of all things; that was how he’d phrased it. Then they would toast his shattering success. Just John puffing himself up, of course, but the thought still made her smile. It would be nice to celebrate something more than turning out a drunk stiff’s pockets and finding loose change. She reached for the black hat she’d bought that day and looked at her reflection in the window. It was impossible to tell from the faint image staring back, but she knew she was paler than usual.

The sound of a step on the outside stairs stirred her back to the moment. There was the quick ascent of boots, and she met him at the door as the knob twisted.

“I was starting to wonder,” she said. “Everything all right?”

“Everything is”—he struggled for several seconds to produce the right word—“perfect.”

He had these moments of silent effort, and Maggie had already learned to act as if she didn’t notice the awkward pauses. John brought her forward onto the landing. He slipped into the room and extinguished the light. Maggie heard him fumbling in the dark before he reappeared and led her down the stairs

“So where are we going anyways?”

“Patience, my dear. You’ll see … soon enough.”

“Always such a mystery with you.”

He smiled. “Behold, I show you a mystery; we shall not all sleep … but we shall all be changed. In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye … at the last trump: for the trumpet shall sound, and the dead … shall be raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed.”

“What are you on about? Better not start preaching at me.”

He gave a chuckle. “Just a bit to start you on the way.”

Maggie’s mind was drifting into the haze of the laudanum; she didn’t take any notice of how thin and raspy his laugh sounded. It held no warmth or humor and was instantly swallowed up by the night air. She stumbled on the uneven ground and then felt John’s grip on her arm as he guided her into the darkness.

Deputy Marshal Archie Lean stood in the Portland Company’s cavernous machine shop. He wasn’t quite as trim as when he’d first joined the police a decade ago, but he still retained the sturdy build developed in his youthful days as a boxer and rugby football player. He doffed his hat and tugged on a handful of sandy hair, as if he could somehow forcibly extract an explanation from his spinning mind. Lean pulled out his notebook and glanced at his earlier jottings under the heading of 6-14-92. Halfway down the page, he caught sight of two lines of poetry that he didn’t recall writing: “She seemed a thing that could not feel / The touch of earthly years.” He crossed out the lines. Lean needed to focus his thoughts, so he lit a cigarette, his fourth in the hour since he’d first seen the body. Maybe he could make it the rest of the day without another. His wife hated the smell on him, but he knew that Emma wouldn’t mind once she heard what he’d seen tonight.

Dr. Steig had stepped out a few minutes earlier, and Lean was now alone with the woman’s body for the first time. The wooden floor planks had been pried up and removed, exposing a roughly circular patch of dark earth about eight feet in diameter upon which the body now lay. A pitchfork stood before him, plunged into the dirt. Two of the prongs ran straight through the young woman’s neck, pinning her to the ground. She was on her back, arms out to the sides, her legs spread apart. A burned-out lump of candle tallow sat just below her right foot. She still wore her long black skirt, dark hose just visible at the ankles, and black leather shoes. Her white blouse, black coat, and several other garments had been removed and stacked neatly several yards away. Although she was naked from the waist up, that had not been immediately apparent at a distance. Two long cuts crisscrossed her chest. Blood, drying darkly, covered nearly all her torso, though her arms were a ghostly white. Her right arm was severed at the wrist, a pool of blood where the missing hand should be.

The deputy was no stranger to bodies that had met a violent end. They were mostly men, older ones who had lived out a decent portion of their allotted years. At least it seemed that way, since they typically led hard, unforgiving lives that aged them prematurely and sped them on to their ends. Doubtless, Maggie Keene was on a similar road that would have robbed her of any final traces of hope and innocence in a short time, but earlier that night she had been young and alive.

Lean noted a fifteen-ton Cleveland crane overhead. The machine was suspended above, resting on rails on either side of the room so it could move heavy steel pieces and equipment the length of the building. The crane’s great hook held a chain from which a massive circular gear dangled at eye level. The large iron cog would soon help drive some powerful engine across great distances, but now it hung motionless and silent.

Facing him, scrawled along the side of the gear, was a series of chalk letters: KIA K’TABALDAMWOGAN PAIOMWIJI. It was too long to be any sort of worker’s note for some special component for the rail car they were building. He supposed it was either foreign or perhaps some sort of code. The letters were printed in his notebook already. He took a deep drag and let the cigarette smoke linger in his lungs a few seconds more as he prepared for another inspection of the body, hoping to notice something new and telling. Soon Mayor Ingraham would arrive, and Lean would be called upon to explain what steps had been taken, what he made of the scene, and the plan for apprehending the murderer. He could answer the first question.

As one of Portland’s three deputy marshals, Lean was in a small minority of citizens with a telephone in his home. After receiving the call, he had hurried down to meet the first patrolman who’d answered the watchman’s frantic whistle. Other officers had since swept through the building, but Lean had kept them away from the body. He’d ordered the first patrolman to stand guard over the watchman inside the latter’s shack, quarantining the only two known witnesses to the horrific details of the body. The dozen or so other buildings that made up the Portland Company’s rail-car manufacturing grounds had been searched as well. He’d used the telephone in the company office to speak with the marshal and then sent word to the station to call in every available patrolman. Almost every one of Portland’s three dozen police officers was now out on foot, searching for signs of the killer.

He looked down at the body once more. The passage of time since Lean had first viewed the corpse did nothing to alleviate the unexpected despair he’d felt when he first stood over the young woman’s body and her face had still been warm to the touch. Even that last hint of life had since been stolen away. Now the woman’s soul was one more hour removed from this world. The wide, unknowing look on her face remained, and the senseless horror of it all weighed on Lean. He fought down the urge to yank away the pitchfork still planted in her neck.
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Dr. Virgil Steig was a slight man of about sixty with a neatly trimmed mustache and beard gone mostly white. From where he stood by the entrance to the machine shop, the doctor could hear the gentle sloshing of the harbor against the wharf pilings just a good stone’s throw away. The various buildings of the locomotive foundry and machine works were crammed into ten waterfront acres near Portland’s East End. At the sound of approaching horseshoes and the clatter of carriage wheels over the cobblestones, the doctor returned his attention to the land. He let his gaze drift past the carriage to the open space before him, then up to the dome of the Grand Trunk Railway. Dr. Steig stepped away from the machine shop door, ready to greet the mayor’s landau as it arrived at the entrance to the Portland Company. A uniformed patrolman moved across the compound and opened the carriage door. The ample frame of Mayor Darius Ingraham disgorged itself from the cab.

“Dr. Steig. I should have known,” the mayor said between heavy breaths. “The officer didn’t mention it was you.”

“Would you have come if he had?”

“This is no hour for jokes. Why the hell am I here?”

“I thought you’d want to see this, in a manner of speaking. It’s going to cause quite a stir: a young woman.” Dr. Steig led the mayor toward the front door.

“Prostitute?”

“Yes.”

“That’s something. I mean, it could be worse.”

“Don’t get your hopes up,” said Dr. Steig.

“Who’s the investigator?”

“Lean.”

The mayor drew in his breath.

“You appointed him,” said the doctor.

“There were other considerations.”

“Aren’t there always?”

The mayor seemed to weigh the need to defend himself but settled for, “Where is he?”

“Inside with the body.”

“I don’t know; he seems bright enough,” the mayor said.

“Plenty bright. Not the most seasoned.”

“He’s been around a few years.”

“I have scars older than him.” The doctor turned and reached for the doorknob. “I just think this case might warrant someone with a bit more expertise.”

“It’s just a dead whore, Virgil.”

“And Macbeth is just a play about a Scotsman. All the same, better prepare yourself for what you’re about to see.” Dr. Steig led the way inside. Deputy Marshal Archie Lean was standing twenty paces ahead.

“Holy Mother of God!” The mayor drew a handkerchief and clapped it to his mouth.

“Not by a long shot,” Lean said.

The mayor moved forward with halting steps. “Who is she?”

“Maggie Keene,” Lean said. “One of Jimmy Farrell’s newer girls. Usually works North Street.”

Mayor Ingraham tapped his cane on the ground. “Oh, just wait until news of this gets out. Blanchard and his temperance fanatics will drag me over the coals. A dead whore, some bloody killer roaming about—”

“And a watchman too drunk to notice anything.” Lean saw the mayor grimace. The Maine Temperance Union had been firing broadsides against the mayor since the day he took office. Newspapers with Republican leanings routinely ran stories accusing him of failing to enforce the Maine Liquor Law that—on paper, anyway—had banned the sale, and nonmedicinal use, of alcohol since 1855. There were even allegations of payoffs by the larger Irish gangs that controlled much of the flow of booze into Portland.

“Why isn’t Marshal Swett here anyway?” asked the mayor.

“Prefers not to conduct business before breakfast,” Lean said.

“Takes a better photograph after a full night’s sleep,” Dr. Steig added.

Mayor Ingraham stared at them in disbelief, his jowls starting to quiver.

“I did speak with him on the telephone,” Lean said with the unenthused voice of a man obeying dubious orders. “He wants the men to scour the docks and alleys, dredge up whatever drunks and vagrants they can. Find one with no memory of the last few hours, some blood on him, and that’s our man.” He took a deep drag on his cigarette. “Apart from those few still on watch outside, I’ve got everyone out looking.”

“Good,” Mayor Ingraham said. “So we throw out the net and examine the haul.”

“You think they’ll find him?” Dr. Steig said.

“I don’t know what to think about … whatever you call this.”

“Someone killed a whore.” The calm was returning to the mayor’s face. “Someone in the grip of extreme passion. Wouldn’t you agree?”

Lean shrugged. “It’s more than just a guy getting rough; a beating ’cause the girl wouldn’t give his coins back after he can’t finish up his business. Or worse yet, the horse bolts the gate before the starter’s pistol.”

“All such pleasant imagery aside, I agree,” said Dr. Steig. “This doesn’t appear to be a blind rage or a drunken fit. The presentation of the body is all wrong.”

Mayor Ingraham frowned at the opinion. “What, then? What sort of man would do such a thing?”

Lean could almost picture the images that must have been running through the mayor’s mind. The editorial cartoons would show a caricatured, blurry-eyed Irish watchman and paint the mayor hoisting the whiskey jug for the ape-faced brute to drink from. Now the mayor’s eyes lit up at the prospect of pinning this all on something other than demon rum and his failure to curb the flow of alcohol.

“We’ll roust Farrell’s joint,” Lean said. “See if the other girls will talk. She’s dressed rather fancy for the work; maybe her friends will know who she was getting so dudded up for.”

“You don’t sound hopeful,” Dr. Steig said.

Lean crushed his cigarette beneath his heel. “Never seen anything quite so …” He failed to finish the thought before being interrupted by the sound of a carriage approaching.

“Now what?” the mayor said. “The photographer?”

“Can’t be,” Lean said. “I only sent for him twenty minutes ago.”

Dr. Steig cleared his throat. “I know who it is. A thought occurred to me after I saw the body, and I telephoned for someone. Now, it’s a rather unusual step I’m suggesting.”

“Why not?” said the mayor, his voice leaden with disappointment. “Desperate times and all that rot.”

“There’s a man recently returned to Portland. The grandson of my old commander, Major Grey. The young man was a student in some of my anatomy classes. Would’ve made a great surgeon, actually—”

“Cyrus Grey? Wait a minute—that scrawny red-Indian boy of his?” A look of puzzled doubt landed on the mayor’s face.

“Only on his father’s side. Anyway, knowing the family and all, I followed his career, the odd bit of news and whatnot. He joined the Pinkertons, gained a bit of notoriety there.”

Lean snorted. Ever since Allan Pinkerton had famously uncovered a plot against President Lincoln during the war, the private detective and security force of the Pinkertons—with their pompous symbol of the all-seeing eye—had been held to be a notch above all other police forces. But since that success thirty years earlier, Lean considered that the Pinkertons’ true talent, exposed in their operations infiltrating unions as strikebreakers, was for cracking skulls rather than using their own.

“Deputy, do you recall, about a year ago, news of Jacob Rutland, the Boston shipping magnate whose young daughter went missing?” Dr. Steig asked.

“Heard something. Pinkertons got her back, didn’t they?”

“Their men were brought in but made no further headway than the city police. Another week went by, and still no trace of the girl. Nothing at all. In desperation they called in this fellow.”

“Desperation?” Mayor Ingraham’s eyebrow arched.

“His methods are a bit unorthodox.”

This did nothing to smooth the mayor’s forehead. “Smoke signals and spirit visions?”

“Quite the contrary,” Dr. Steig said. “He’s known to employ a rather modern, scientific approach. Where the other detectives couldn’t find a hair of the girl after two weeks, this fellow brought her home alive within forty-eight hours.”

“I don’t recall hearing anything about that,” Mayor Ingraham said.

“He was also involved in the Athenaeum burglaries,” Dr. Steig said, “and the Bunker Hill murders.”

“That was him?” Mayor Ingraham exchanged a long look with Lean.

“Can’t say I care much for involving some Pinkerton with half-cooked ideas about police work.” Lean imagined much time being wasted by some fool using uncertain techniques such as taking fingerprint samples and rambling on about the Frenchman Bertillon’s system of identifying criminals by their precise body measurements. “But I suppose there’s no harm in talking to him,” Lean said. “We’re already rounding up derelicts, and I can take some men over to Farrell’s after sunup.”

“Agreed, then,” the mayor said. “Though not a word of this to anyone. I don’t want it known about town that we’re consulting, in desperation, with this Indian fellow. Has a name, does he? Chief Something-or-Other?”

“Just Grey. Perceval Grey.”

The three of them stood, waiting for the machine-shop door to open and this Perceval Grey to reveal himself.

“Where is he already?” Mayor Ingraham said.

“Perhaps that wasn’t him after all,” Dr. Steig said.

“Could be a reporter. Better have a look. Cover the body, just in case.” The mayor reached out and took Lean by the arm. “I don’t want any newspapermen stealing a look at that … that travesty.”
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The doctor’s newly arrived hansom sat twenty yards away, the driver still atop the cab. There was no sign of anyone else until the driver nodded his head to the side. Lean saw the dark outline of a tallish man standing near the watchman’s shack, staring down the alley that ran between the long machine and erecting shops of the Portland Company. Dr. Steig wandered forward to his carriage, the mayor and Lean following behind.

“What’s he doing?” asked the doctor.

The driver shrugged. “Whatever it is, he’s been at it since we got here.”

“Grey?” the doctor called out. The man answered by holding up a hand, one finger extended skyward. Then he turned and stared at the small outbuilding that served as the watchman’s shack.

Lean was only thirty years old and fit enough, but this night was unusually cold and wet for mid-June. A driving storm of the type usually reserved for September or October in New England had ripped through during the prior afternoon, and the dampness was making his knees stiffen. He stomped his feet on the stones underfoot, forcing the blood to move along. After several more moments, Perceval Grey finished whatever he was doing and approached the others.

“Dr. Steig, I was pleasantly surprised to receive your message.” Grey took the doctor’s hand in both of his own. Lean noticed a caution in the movement, then recalled the doctor’s mention that Grey had been a student. Of course he would know of the doctor’s weakness in his right arm, the Civil War wound that had ended his career as a surgeon and still caused tremors in that hand.

Grey stepped back and regarded the other two guests. “Mayor Ingraham and Detective Sergeant …”

“Deputy Marshal Lean.” Lean glanced down at his front, looking to see if his badge or pistol was somehow visible. Neither was.

“Deputy Marshal?” Grey cocked an eyebrow. “Rather an odd title for an investigating officer. Barring a stagecoach robbery, that is.”

Lean studied Perceval Grey as the man talked. Grey’s eyes were dark and focused, giving no hint of the late hour. He was only slightly taller than his guests, though his height was accentuated by his thin, angular frame. His complexion was tan, but not as dark as Lean expected. His face held sharp features topped by short black hair parted on the right and slicked back under a fine beaver-felt derby. Lean wasn’t exactly sure of what he expected to see of this half-blood Pinkerton, but it wasn’t the man before them, dressed in a black dinner coat, charcoal waistcoat, and black tie, the four-in-hand still tightly knotted. The suit was so well tailored that the man could be taking in a concert at Kotzschmar Hall with the mayor rather than responding to a murder investigation in the dead hours of the morning.

“Thank you for coming so quickly. You see, something’s happened and … well …” Dr. Steig cleared his throat. “Grey, the thing is, we were hoping you might be able to assist us in a matter.”

“Actually, I’m not planning on taking on any full inquiries at this time; I’m here in Maine on a sabbatical from practical work. But for you, Doctor, I am willing to provide a quick overview of the prostitute’s murder.” Grey’s face was perfectly reserved as he made the announcement. “Peculiar for the killer to enter through the front door, in plain view of the night watchman’s shack—and possible other witnesses passing at a distance,” Grey said.

“Well, the watchman admits he was asleep inside the shack. And, in any event, our man entered a side door.” Lean nodded in that direction. “Busted a pane of glass to reach the lock.”

“Interesting.” Grey headed for the door to the machine shop.

“Wait. My note made no mention of a murder, let alone a prostitute. Rasmus?” The doctor looked to his driver, who held up his hands in a display of innocence.

Lean’s entire body tensed.

“What’s this?” The mayor stepped back from the others. “I demand an explanation!”

“It’s hardly reasonable to expect a complete explanation of the case until I’ve examined the murder site. Through here, is it?”

“I mean the murder, a prostitute—how did you know?”

Grey ignored the mayor and disappeared inside the doorway.

There was a brief silence as each of the men contemplated Perceval Grey’s remarks. A crooked smile settled itself within the confines of Dr. Steig’s neatly trimmed beard. “You see, gentlemen—Grey can be of considerable assistance in pursuing this matter, if we can just overcome his reluctance.”

“I don’t trust him,” said the mayor. “Don’t see how he could possibly know those details unless he’s had some involvement in the crime. What do you say, Lean?”

“Perhaps we should head inside and see what this Grey makes of the scene.”

Lean led the way inside, where they found Grey standing just a short distance into the shop, not yet in sight of the body.

He turned to them. “Who has set foot at the scene?”

Dr. Steig answered, since he was standing closest. “Present company, the first officer, and the watchman. Additional officers have examined the rest of the compound.”

“That’s right,” said Lean. “You see, what I find most peculiar about the body is that the killer must have intended—”

Grey held up a hand. “I must insist on silence as to all opinions, particularly those addressing the killer’s methods or motives, until I’ve finished examining the evidence.”

“Oh, come now, time is against us in this,” said the mayor. “The quicker you understand the nature of this, the better.”

Grey tilted his head with the air of a music teacher suffering the haphazard notes of an untrained child. “If you learn nothing else tonight, remember this: One of the greatest threats to a successful inquiry is letting yourself be led afield by a preconceived theory. The absurdly concocted theories of others can irreparably taint one’s objectivity. Even casual statements will conjure up familiar notions and memories of similar crimes, causing unwarranted importance to attach to irrelevant facts. The mind becomes set on finding what it now expects to see and fails to perceive that which is actually present.”

Lean could see the mayor bristling at the very idea of being lectured to. “Is that what they teach you in the Pinkertons?”

“No. One of the things I tried, unsuccessfully, to teach them in my brief tenure there.”

“All the same, Grey, believe me when I say you’ve never seen a case similar to this one, I mean to have a—”

Grey halted Lean again with a raised hand.

“Suit yourself,” Lean said. “Right this way.” The tarp, which Lean had set atop the upright hay fork earlier, remained in place. It reminded him of a soldier’s field tent from a long-abandoned battlefield, the canvas hanging limp and uneven from a single pole. Lean had only ever seen pictures of such sights, the Civil War having ended twenty-seven years earlier, before his first memories. It also reminded him of other images from that time, photographs of Portland.

Grey stopped beside him and announced the very same thought. “Like one of the old tents they set out after the Great Fire.”

Even though Lean had been a toddler at the time, he had seen so many photographs and engraved images and heard so many tales that the event was seared into his mind almost as clearly as if it had happened only a month ago. A boy’s mishap with matches near stored fireworks on the Fourth of July, 1866, had quickly turned into a disaster. The resulting flames had ignited Brown’s sugar factory, and the fire then cut a swath through two hundred acres of Portland Neck, destroying two thousand buildings in the heart of the city. Ten thousand people were left homeless, with many forced to live temporarily in a makeshift village of canvas tents along the emptied grounds at the base of Munjoy Hill. The city rose up from the ashes within three years, refashioning itself more grandly in brick-fronted Victorian splendor.

“Let’s hope this scene isn’t quite so disastrous as that great inferno,” Grey said. “Maybe we can salvage some few clues after all the inexcusable trampling of the evidence.”

“I didn’t want anyone nosing around, stealing a glimpse of the scene,” Mayor Ingraham said.

Seeing Grey’s dubious stare, Lean added, “I was careful not to disturb the body.”

He helped Grey remove and dispose of the canvas. Grey stared at the body for a full minute, almost perfectly still. Finally he pulled a pencil and a thin notepad from his side pack and began to sketch and scribble as his head turned in all directions, his eyes shooting back and forth.

“You’re planning to photograph the body?”

Lean nodded. “Our man should be here shortly.”

Several minutes later Grey’s notepad disappeared into his bag. He took up a lamp, and he began to circle the body, pausing briefly where Maggie Keene’s clothes had been neatly stacked. He proceeded to kneel down on the wooden flooring near the bloody stump of the right wrist. With his pencil he reached forward and poked at a small lump sitting on the blood-soaked ground. He traced a very small circle in the air around the end of the right arm. “One candle burned down by the right foot, another here. She was on the ground when her hand was removed. The blade cut into the earth.” He stood again and pondered the area around the severed wrist. “Significant bleeding here, Dr. Steig, yet less of a stream than I would have expected from a sudden amputation.”

“Likely dead before the hand was severed,” answered Dr. Steig. “No pressure. The blood simply pooled.”

“The cuts on the chest were also inflicted posthumously?” asked Grey.

The doctor shrugged. “I’ll know more when we get the body to the hospital.”

Perceval Grey continued to circle the corpse. “Lean, this pitchfork—you’ll need to confirm whether this is factory property. Did the workers leave it close by, or did our man bring it himself just for this purpose?” Grey moved a few more steps before pausing again at the young woman’s head, where he held his lamp close to examine her features. After studying the ground, Grey knelt and stretched forward until his own face was within inches of hers. He turned to Dr. Steig.

The doctor nodded. “Yes, the tongue’s been cut out.”

Lean stared in near shock as he watched Grey move close enough so that his lips were almost touching the dead woman’s. Grey gave several hearty sniffs before pulling away.

“Takes the tongue to stop her talking. But then why her right hand, too? Does he mean to keep her from …” Lean was mostly thinking aloud but noticed Grey and Dr. Steig waiting on him to finish the thought. “Maybe to keep her from writing as well. To keep her from revealing something. But why bother to cut the hand off after she’s already dead? Makes no bloody sense.”

“Interesting observation,” mumbled Grey. He regained his footing and moved along, careful not to tread on the damp earth surrounding the body. Upon reaching her left foot, he stooped and peered at the ground. His stare moved in a line away from the body’s left side, and he inched along in that direction.

“Two bloody marks, faint partial curves of the heel.” Grey pulled out his tape measure and noted the length of a dim reddish outline just visible on the floor. “Matches the footprints he left in the earth by her body.”

Lean moved closer and saw the traces of blood. He set his own foot down parallel to the faint bloody outline of the killer’s heel. “Small feet.”

Grey was now measuring the distance between the prints.

“Based on his stride, our man is rather short—five foot two, more or less. And these are not hesitant steps. He was going somewhere.” Grey moved in the direction of the bloody footprints. Several yards ahead he stopped and held his lamp low as he gazed about.

“Ha! Here we are.” He pointed to a sheet of metal leaning against a workbench.

Lean and Dr. Steig moved closer to see what looked like traces of blood, smeared in a thin horizontal line, then back again at a downward angle.

“Almost looks like a seven,” noted Dr. Steig.

Grey shook his head. “No, he’s made the angle too severe.”

“Angle?” Lean blew his nose and shoved the balled-up handkerchief back into his coat pocket. “He’s just wiping the blood off his fingers.”

“If you bother to look closely, you’ll see a larger spot here. His thumb was planted, then drawn across. Then a second smudge, smaller. A new finger planted where the first line ended. Separate actions. Deliberately placed. He’s not wiping; more like he’s drawing.”

Lean turned his frown from the bloody lines to Grey. “What on earth is he drawing?”

“And why?” added the doctor.

“An interesting question, Doctor, and one, I believe, that you may be the most suited to answer as we pursue this inquiry. But in answer to the deputy, I believe that our man is fashioning some sort of diagram. What it represents I cannot yet say.” Grey lifted up the sheet of metal to get a better look.

“That’s not the only puzzle he’s left for us.” Lean took several steps back toward the body and waved at the gear hanging from the overhead crane. “You’ve ignored these chalk letters. Could be some sort of cipher. Or else Greek or some such.”

“Or nonsense,” Dr. Steig said. “It’s no foreign language I’ve ever seen.”

“I haven’t ignored it at all. And no, it’s not foreign. Quite the contrary—an indigenous tongue.”

Lean felt his face wrinkle. “A what, now?”

“A native tongue. The language of the Abenaki tribes of Maine and New Hampshire.”

Dr. Steig grinned. “Well then, a wonderful coincidence that I called you here.”

“Coincidence?” Grey appeared almost offended by the word. “No. More likely your mind held some faint memory of having seen the language. An inkling that made you think to summon me in the first place.”

Lean edged forward. “So what does it say?”

“Kia K’tabaldamwogan paiomwiji.” Grey studied the language for another moment. “I haven’t spoken it in many years. I’d say: ‘You … your reign, or maybe kingdom, has arrived.’”

Within seconds it hit Lean. “‘Thy kingdom come’?”

Grey nodded at Lean. “‘Thy kingdom come.’”

“The killer is an Indian,” Ingraham declared.

Grey held up a finger. “The killer can write in the Abenaki language. Nothing more is yet proved.”

Lean gave a small snort. “The evidence is quite damning, Grey. You must be sorry to see that he’s one of your people.”

Grey regarded him for a long moment, and Lean felt that, in some sense, his own measure was being taken. Perhaps he’d insulted the man somehow. “It’s no reflection on you, of course. Don’t let that concern you.”

Grey turned back to the chalk writing once more and said in a detached voice, “At the moment my only concern is with the one glaring question that is truly confounding me.”

“Just the one question, eh?” Lean couldn’t resist smirking at the effortless way Grey tossed out his conceits.

“Yes. Given the horrific and sensational display our man has set out for us here … how is it that we have never heard any news of his first victim?”
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“First victim?” Mayor Ingraham called out from where he’d been standing aside, watching the proceedings with evident distaste.

“What the devil are you on about?” asked Lean.

“Tell me, Deputy, do you introduce the missus as your second wife?”

“What? No, I’ve only been married once.”

“Precisely. You simply don’t designate something as number two if there’s never been a number one.” Grey began to pace on a short course between the body and the metal sheet with the bloody lines. “He burned two candles. Left the stubs at the right foot and right hand. Two points of five on the body; hands, feet, and head splayed out in a pentagram. The angle formed by those two extremities matches those bloody streaks he drew.”

“Like a star,” Lean said, picturing his young son’s drawings, crisscrossing pencil lines forming a warped, five-pointed figure in a paper sky.

“Add to that he’s gone to the trouble of quoting the Lord’s Prayer. But only the second line. That makes three separate markings he’s left behind. All indicating a connection with the number two.”

“What does it mean?” asked Dr. Steig.

Grey shook his head. “A compelling puzzle. And once we have gleaned all we can from this location, I believe we will be forced to turn our attention to finding the first victim. Our man is going through quite a bit of trouble to paint us a picture. And right now we are missing half the canvas. We need to understand more of what he has done.”

“Well,” said the doctor, his eyes alight, “I should hope to learn something more once I get a proper look at the body.”

Lean paused from his frantic note taking. “I know you’ve got your own examination room, Doctor, but we’ll have to do this one by the book. Maine General Hospital.”

The doctor nodded agreement as the sound of approaching carriage wheels grew louder.

“Must be the photographer. You can take the body as soon as he’s done,” said Lean.

“Then we can join you at the hospital after we collect one more piece of evidence and interview the watchman,” said Grey.

“I thought you were otherwise occupied. Could only offer a quick review,” Lean said. “Why the sudden change? That Abenaki writing give you a personal interest?”

“My willingness to take on this inquiry is born not of any personal interest but rather of pure and utter fear.” Grey stepped close and stared into Lean’s eyes. “Fear that the police department will conduct the investigation with the same lack of perception and imagination that they typically display. Fear that, given the complexity of this matter, the murderer will go free as a result.”

The two detectives remained fixed against each other until Dr. Steig interrupted. “Lean, shouldn’t you see about the photographer?”

“Yes,” Grey agreed, “you may want to go and safeguard his expensive equipment. There are criminals about, you know!”

“Your man’s quite a charming fellow,” Lean said as he walked to the exit with Dr. Steig and the mayor.

The doctor smiled. “He can actually be rather engaging, once you get to know him.”

“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.”

Outside, Dr. Steig’s driver was busy helping the photographer unload his cumbersome gear. Mayor Ingraham motioned to his own driver, parked across the courtyard.

“Gentlemen, I shall gladly leave the postmortem and the rest to you. The vision of the body is already enough to trouble my sleep for some time to come. Good night, Doctor.” The mayor then turned his attention to Lean. “Deputy, I shall eagerly await word of your investigation’s progress.”

Lean couldn’t mistake the mayor’s meaning. This was his investigation alone; neither Dr. Steig nor Perceval Grey would be held to answer for the failure to apprehend the murderer. Forty-five minutes later, Lean watched the doctor’s carriage rumble away into the darkness. The photographer had finished his work, and Dr. Steig was heading to the west end of town to conduct the autopsy. Lean glanced to his left, not yet seeing the first hint of morning at the far edge of the ocean. A few faint sounds drifted up from the easternmost wharves as the Portland waterfront stirred to life.

Inside, Perceval Grey waited, pitchfork in hand, by the exposed circle of earth that had held the corpse minutes earlier. It had taken both men to wrest the grisly tool from the ground and free the body.

“Say, standing there near a puddle of blood with a dark look in your eyes and a hay fork in hand—you remind me of someone,” Lean said.

Grey handed the pitchfork over to Lean. “Such a wit for a police officer. Further proof that you have missed your true calling.”

“Oh, and what might my true calling be?”

“Anything other than a police officer.”

Lean offered a weary smile. “Tonight I might just agree with you.” He brandished the pitchfork. “What do you have in mind?”

“Here.” Grey gestured to the exposed earth where the woman’s head had been. “Away from where the blood has softened the soil.”

Lean cocked an eyebrow.

“I’ve marked on the prongs just how far into the earth our man was able to penetrate.”

Lean noticed the white chalk line about five inches high on the iron prong. “Got it in pretty good, didn’t he?”

“Especially when you consider that the dirt is hard packed and he had to get it through her neck. If my suspicions are true, we’re dealing with a man possessed of remarkable strength.”

“And yet a little fellow by his stride and shoe size.” Lean had hardly slept in almost twenty-four hours, but the thought that this experiment might help draw the picture of the man they were looking for, as well as the prospect of being shown up by some murderous little runt, suddenly invigorated the deputy. He doffed his woolen coat and tossed it aside, spit into his palms, and practiced his grip on the long wooden handle.

“Come now, Lean.”

“A moment. Need to stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, and all that.” He swung his arms side to side, readying for a full-bodied effort. Lean jerked the pitchfork up with both arms so that the prongs loomed for a second before his eyes, then he drove it straight down with every bit of strength he could muster. A groan escaped him as the iron tips bit into the hard dirt.

Grey knelt down to mark the same prong. “A valiant effort. But you’re an inch and a half shy of our man’s mark.”

“Damn. I gave it my all.” Lean examined the disparity in the chalk marks and let out a low whistle. “What sort of fiend are we dealing with?”

“Don’t be too critical. Your effort was fueled by curiosity and a touch of pride. Our man’s was motivated by something deeper and wholly more violent.” Grey set the pitchfork aside, then motioned for Lean to lead the way. “Now the side entrance.”

“Broken glass underfoot,” Lean noted as they exited the machine shop by its side door. The top half held tall three-over-three glass panes. The right one in the bottom row had been shattered.

Grey examined the panes from both sides before following Lean into the alleyway between the long machine shop and the shorter erecting shop that ran parallel. It was dark there; the electric light post set a few feet away was out. Grey held his lamp high, examining the scene around the side door.

“This is where they entered.” Lean began to step forward.

“A moment, please.” Grey edged sideways along the machine shop’s outer wall, then moved in a half circle around the door, eyes fixed on the ground. When he completed his path, he turned his attention toward the unlit streetlight.

“Watchman said it went out tonight. A bird struck it,” Lean said.

Grey made a curt noise in response. Lean thought it was a laugh, though there had been an element of anger in the sound. He watched Grey move several yards past the lamppost and kneel. His lantern revealed a dead pigeon.

“Interesting.” Grey squatted, set the lamp down, and examined the dead bird from several angles. “Meant to look like it had flown into and busted the light.”

“You suspect foul play?” Lean allowed himself a smile. “Perhaps the bird was a witness.”

“An accomplice, actually. An unwilling one, but an accomplice nevertheless. See here, the neck was twisted. And it was originally placed closer to the streetlamp and side door.” Grey motioned to the ground nearby, where Lean could see several scuff marks in the dirt. “The watchman walks with a limp?”

“Yes. You think he’s involved?”

Grey answered only with a noncommittal tilt of his head before he stood, lamp in hand, and started walking down the alley toward the front of the Portland Company and the watchman’s shack. He paused briefly at a corner of the erecting shop where another, perpendicular alley ran away from the machine shop. Grey continued on, often bending down with the lamp inches from the ground, peering at some seemingly invisible object for long moments. Then he would spring up and stride forward or backtrack several steps and repeat the process. After several minutes he returned to the corner of the erecting shop’s building.

“Here. The killer stood here. The watchman’s door is visible. Come, Lean, notice on the ground one set of firmer footprints, with scuffling all about. He waited for a long while, grew restless, and shifted his feet around. He was here long enough to smoke four cigarettes at intervals.” Grey bent down and picked up a hand-rolled cigarette butt.

“There’s only three butts,” Lean noted.

“Four matches.”

Grey unwrapped the last bit of the cigarette and held the exposed tobacco to his nose. Lean thought he saw a flash of surprise on Grey’s face. He dropped the material and bent to collect the two remaining butts. He examined each, turning them all around to inspect them from multiple angles.

“What do you see?” Lean asked.

“It’s nothing important. He was still smoking the last when something occurred, caused him to move.” Grey dropped one of the cigarettes to the ground as the other disappeared into a jacket pocket. Before Lean could ask another question, Grey turned and moved down the narrow perpendicular alley with his lamp held low to the ground. “He dashed away.”

Lean picked up the discarded cigarette butt and sniffed it. It had an unusual, acrid scent that was mildly offensive. He slipped it into his shirt pocket, then followed after, pausing wherever Grey had. He too could make out the occasional imprint of a foot. At the end of the short alley, the ground turned to cobblestone.

“Well, that’s the end of that,” Lean said.

Grey shook his head and handed his lamp to Lean. “Keep the light abreast of me but stay four feet from the side of the building.”

Lean followed the instructions as Grey got close to the ground and proceeded, sometimes on hands and knees, his head bobbing and swaying this way and that as he moved along. Lean watched, totally perplexed, but dutifully holding the lamp closer when asked. Grey would pause to examine loose rocks or pluck strands of weeds from the earth, which he would then peer at and sniff. There was something almost wild about Grey’s behavior, and Lean became conscious of the fact that anyone observing them would have thought them both mad.

“What exactly are you doing?”

Grey answered without diverting his gaze from the ground. “Our man wishes to conceal himself in the night. It’s human instinct to move along walls. Moving quickly, he’s bound to leave traces. Like so.”

Lean swung the lamp close and peered at Grey, who reached into the crevice between two cobblestones, his index finger now marked with a dark smudge. Grey gave it a smell.

“Tobacco ash. The same mix.” He stood and brushed off his knees. “He came along here, as far as the corner, anyway.”

They continued until they reached the corner, where they had a fine view of the Portland Company’s front courtyard, including the watchman’s shack. In the lit windows, they could plainly make out the watchman and the patrolman who had first responded to the scene. Grey walked ahead, stopped, stepped aside, and retrieved a half-smoked cigarette from the ground. He smelled it to confirm the contents, examined the external appearance, then slipped it into his pocket.

“He’s trying not to be seen, yet he heads straight for the watchman?” Lean stared ahead at the outbuilding. “He’s mad.”

“I suspect not. But the answer is waiting in there,” Grey said as he strode toward the small shack.

“Tell me, Tibbets, how long has that limp of yours been keeping you from making your regular rounds?” Grey asked.

“What? Not at all. I make my rounds like I’m supposed to. Every hour.” The stocky, balding watchman shifted about in his seat as his eyes darted back and forth between Grey and Lean, looking futilely for some safe harbor. Lean thought the man appeared drunk; his words were slow and careless.

“Come now, your limp is pronounced. The night’s damp. Sitting here in your shack only stiffens the joints further. No one is blaming you for this.”

“I’m paid to go every hour—”

“Your boss doesn’t need to hear any of this,” said Lean, “so just answer the question.”

The watchman rubbed his fingertips together, contemplating his options while staring into the dark gaze of Perceval Grey. “All right then, as you say. It ain’t so bad usually. Just this past week’s been worse than ever. I’ve been promising my wife I’ll go down to the druggist shop for them drops her sister’s always carping on about helping the rheumatism in her hands—”

Grey held up his own hand to stop the unnecessary tale. “Just a week, then? Before then you were making your rounds timely?”

“Yeah.” The man’s shoulders slumped, and he sighed, a combination of relief and defeat. “Been doing one roundabout soon as I get here and another before sunup. If I’d known that something like this would happen, I’d have said something, let someone else take my rounds. But I can’t lose the work, you know?”

“You needn’t trouble yourself,” Grey said. “Walking your rounds would not have saved that girl. Now, let’s have a look at your bottle.” The watchman’s eyes went wide and his lips parted, but the protest of temperance died in his throat. With something of an effort, he leaned down to an overturned wooden crate and retrieved a bottle from inside. Grey examined the bottle, removed the loose cap, sniffed the contents, and handed it over to Lean. “The closure is of interest.”

Lean glanced at the bottle’s top. It was not the more common lightning-type closure that had a metal wire toggle atop the stopper. This one was a loop seal: a disk with a metal loop on top and a rubber convex bottom forced into the mouth of the bottle. It was favored by bootleg bottlers since it was cheaper, but it was only a one-timer, not reusable like the lightning type. Once it was yanked out by means of a small hook, the rubber stopper expanded, rendering it impossible to completely reseal. Lean also sniffed the bottle; it smelled of cheap beer, though a bit off. Unlike the stopper, the bottle would have been used many times over and might not have been cleaned after its last use.

“It’s just beer, no booze. And you see I only drank half it anyways,” said the watchman.

“Fortunate for you. You’ve been drugged. If you’d emptied the bottle, you’d still be unconscious. You bring the same kind every night?” Grey said.

“Most every.”

“You open it before your first inspection of the property?”

“Nah, I wait till after the first walk round. Done about ten o’clock.” The watchman wiped his lips with the back side of his hand. “Work up a thirst and all.”

“What time did you hear the bird crash into the lamp by the machine shop’s side door?”

“Right about ten twenty.” He stopped short and stared suspiciously at Grey.

“You looked at your pocketwatch?”

“No, but the Montrealer gets in at ten past ten. And it was just a bit after that I heard a bunch of fellas wandering this way from off the train. Carrying on loud enough to get me up to take a look. Could practically smell the Canadian Rye on ’em all the way up here. They made it a few hundred yards from the station ‘fore they seen they were heading toward the ocean instead of the city.”

“So you noticed the light was out, went to investigate, realized that the bird had busted the lamp, and returned here. Then what?”

“Same as I’ve already said ten times. I was feeling sleepy. Must have dozed off. Next thing, I hear a sound—a scream, maybe. Took my lamp and stick. Saw a candle flame in through the window of the machine shop. Went inside, and that’s when I saw this man running for the side door. Didn’t get a good look at him. I would’ve gone after him, but then I seen her lying there. And that’s all.”

Grey motioned to Lean, passing off the watchman.

“All right, you’re free to go now. We’ll be in touch if we need anything else,” Lean said.

“There is one more thing you can do to help,” added Grey.

“Anything. Anything at all.”

“Don’t talk about this to anyone. Only a few souls know any details of tonight. Start talking and you’re liable to draw attention to yourself. Reporters first, but then, perhaps, from the fiend who did this.” Grey arched his eyebrows in warning.

The watchman nodded mutely before gathering up his things and bumbling out the door.

“You believe him?” Lean asked.

“He never had a hand on the girl, in any event.” Grey waved his hand at the small room. “No hint of her perfume when we entered. Nor do I think he was complicit in the break-in.”

“A bit of fragrance wouldn’t do him any harm.” Lean flipped through a small stack of loose papers on the desk. “If he’d been in on it, he could have broken that window to hide using his keys.”

“If the killer had the watchman’s assistance, he wouldn’t have needed that elaborate distraction with the dead bird.”

“You’re certain our killer planted the dead bird?” Lean asked.

“Birds don’t fly into streetlights at night, Deputy. Our killer was prepared. He needed to ensure that the watchman was not awake during the crime. But the killer couldn’t dope the watchman’s beer until after the bottle was opened. That would happen only after completing his first circuit. And he wouldn’t leave his shack to make another inspection until almost sunrise.”

“So the bird and the broken lamp were bait,” Lean said. “The killer needed to draw him out for a few minutes after he completed his first walk.”

“Precisely. Busting the lamp darkened the pathway and got the watchman’s attention. He came to investigate. And while he did, the killer sprinted around the back of the building, slipped unseen into the shack, and drugged the bottle.”

“Rather elaborate scheme,” Lean said.

“And, therefore, it provides several important clues. Not the least of which is that our killer was very familiar with the immediate area and with the watchman’s routine. He must have been lingering nearby for several nights at least.”

“Or else he invented the distraction on the spot. And he’s the sort who always carries a dead pigeon for just such an occasion,” Lean said with a smirk.

“A troubling development in either case.”

Lean glanced at his pocketwatch. “We should be on our way. Dr. Steig’s probably started his examination without us.”
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The cab carrying Lean and Grey hurtled along Congress Street, with only splashes of light from the streetlamps to reveal the scene. This was Portland’s principal avenue, the only one that ran the entire three-mile length of the Neck, as the peninsula was called. It was a city of slopes, curves, and dips carved by glaciers and now crisscrossed by a network of angled streets and blocks, unfettered by any sense of regularity and uniformity. Portland’s maze of cobbled roads was the result of two and a half centuries of fishermen and merchants driven by immediate necessity and that economy of steps that occurs naturally in a place where winters often lasted five months out of the year. Lean enjoyed the view at this hour: the public façade that met the commercial and social needs of the world stripped bare to reveal the city in dark repose. It was a scene reserved for those restless souls who were still awake, whether by choice, duty, or desperation.

Lean returned his attention to his notes from the crime scene. Fatigue was setting in, and he worried that his attention was fading; perhaps he’d failed to record some crucial fact. He glanced at Grey, whose closed eyes and serene countenance betrayed no hint of the same concerns that plagued Lean.

“Tell me something, Grey. It seems impossible that you could have known it was a prostitute that had been murdered. The mayor’s worried. Thinks we have stumbled upon the very man we seek.”

Grey chuckled. “‘Stumbled’ would be an apt description.”

Lean sat, awaiting an explanation.

“Oh, it’s all quite simple. Your presence could only mean that a crime had been committed. I know that Dr. Steig occasionally performs postmortems for the city. His presence indicated that violence had been done. Knowing the doctor’s commitment to his patients, it’s a simple deduction that if this victim were still alive, Dr. Steig would have been away attending her.”

“You said ‘her.’ How did you know the prostitute bit?” asked Lean.

“Ah, I gleaned that from the mayor’s attendance.”

Lean opened his mouth to comment, but Grey cut him off. “I only mean that the mayor certainly wouldn’t be about at three in the morning for a simple murder. The victim was someone of social significance, or else the murder was so sensational it warranted his immediate involvement. I observed his comportment. He was not outraged or distressed as he would be if some woman of substance had been murdered. Rather, his movements displayed a gross aversion to this entire matter.”

Grey motioned as if wafting a smell toward his nose. “Also, I detected inexpensive perfume when shaking the doctor’s hand. He had touched the victim, a woman. So what type of woman, not earning the sympathy of our municipal leaders and wearing cheap perfume, is out at night, in danger of meeting her end in a manner so startling as to rouse the mayor?”

“All plain enough when you explain it that way.”

Grey turned his face toward the small window, glancing at the buildings as they passed. “Everything that can be observed offers the opportunity to draw conclusions as to what must have occurred previously.”

As they turned off onto Bramhall Street and topped a short rise, Maine General came into full view. The four-story brick hospital, fronted by a spirelike tower, was still faint in the dawn light. The cab moved down Brackett Street to the hospital compound’s side entrance.

“One more thing, though. Inside the machine shop, you made a comment about my wife. I don’t wear a wedding band.”

“A man can be viewed the same as a crime scene. His appearance, his habits, his expressions, the questions he asks. They all reveal clues to his nature and his history. It’s just a matter of training oneself to note these traits, then cataloging them in the memory, contrasting them against those of different social classes, professions, and generations.”

“And so you figured I’m married. What else have you deduced about me?”

“It’s not really my place to say.”

“We’ve already stood together over a woman’s naked corpse, discussing her lunatic killer. I think we can speak openly.”

The cab drew to a halt, and the men hopped down.

“Very well, then. I should congratulate you on the impending birth of your child.”

Lean stopped dead in his tracks. “How … ? Remove your hat a moment.”

Grey did so, with a bemused caution.

“No horns on you. So how the devil did you know that? Dr. Steig said something.”

Grey smirked. “There’s no magic trick. As I said, my conclusions about you follow the same path as the adduction of proof in a criminal inquiry. Drawing from the truth of one fact the existence of those other facts that most probably preceded it.”

Lean stared at him, silently demanding a more concrete explanation.

“In this instance your hat and your shoes.”

“What of them?” Lean inspected what looked to be a perfectly innocent bowler.

“The hat is on the far side of its better days but has been well tended. The ribbon about the base of the crown has been replaced recently, and the felt has been brushed within the past day.”

“So?”

“Having observed you over the past several hours, I note that you are not overly attentive to the finer points of your own grooming.” Grey gestured toward Lean’s coat pocket, from which dangled his crumpled handkerchief. “The care of your hat indicates a woman who takes pride in your appearance. A mistress is more concerned with her own. It’s a wife who takes such pains with a man’s hat. And yet your shoes haven’t been polished in days—weeks, even. You have an attentive wife but one who can reach the hat rack with much greater ease than she can bend to retrieve your shoes. A disorder of the spine is unlikely in a young woman. An altogether happier condition explains the known facts.”

“Fair enough. Still,” said Lean with a trace of a smile, “how long ago did you get into town?”

“Two months.”

“You’re safe by three months. But if you’re still around in October and the babe comes out with jet-black hair …”

Grey chuckled and approached the pair of double doors at the rear of the hospital. Lean was close behind but paused to turn his attention to the horizon. The hospital sat atop the northern ridge of Bramhall Hill at the terminus of Portland’s scenic Western Promenade. This location at the base of Portland’s Neck gave a full view of the peninsular city’s only abutting neighbor, the town of Deering. Farther off in the distance, Lean could see the White Mountains of New Hampshire, the peaks now tinged a pleasant rose by dawn’s outstretched fingertips.

Lean turned his back on the panorama and walked up the two short steps to the doors. Fully aware of the scents that awaited him, he drew a last deep breath of the fresh air. He pulled the door open and glanced up, thinking a relief frieze of screaming, tormented souls above the lintel would have been more appropriate than the bare wall of bricks he saw there.

Formaldehyde mingled in the air with carbolic acid. Behind it all, Lean could still smell the ingrained stench of dead bodies. Maggie Keene was laid out on an examination table. The corpse had been stripped, and the young woman’s clothes were arranged on a sideboard. A sheet covered her from the pelvic bone to the ankles. Her abdomen was nearly as white as the hospital linen.

“As far as I can see, there was no struggle.” Dr. Steig held a scalpel and used it to point to the features of the body as he spoke. “No blood under the fingernails. No bruising or scraping at the back of the skull, her back, or elbows to indicate she was forcibly thrown down. Consistent with blood patterns at the scene. She was already lying down when the pitchfork struck her. The neck wound was fatal and, I suspect, the first inflicted.”

“Could she have been strangled before?” Lean asked.

Dr. Steig shook his head. “There’s a lack of hemorrhaging of the facial tissue. Also, the prongs missed the trachea, so I was able to observe that the tissue surrounding the larynx is undamaged. Nor was the hyoid bone fractured.” The doctor’s scalpel gleamed in the light of the gas lamps as it hovered over the two dark holes punched into Maggie Keene’s throat. “The right external jugular vein was nicked and opened to half an inch; the left common carotid artery was punctured and hemorrhaged. Death would have been instant.”

“She was unconscious, or near to it, at the time of death,” Grey said. “I detected an odor near her mouth.”

“Could be chloral hydrate,” Dr. Steig said, then indicated the area of the missing hand. “It took the murderer three cuts to sever the right wrist. She was palm down, and I’d say the first blow was the highest there on the radius. The chip into the bone is shallow, a tentative blow. The second came in lower, and then the third blow succeeded.”

“A hatchet?” asked Lean.

“Given his strength, our man wouldn’t need three blows with a hatchet,” Grey said.

Dr. Steig nodded. “Furthermore, from the marks on the bone and the other cuts on the flesh, I’d wager the weapon to be more of a cutting blade, and curved. Still, he’s using it to hack more than cut. No surgical skills employed here.”

Lean smiled a bit. “Well, there’s one bright spot anyway. We can eliminate Jack the Ripper as a suspect.”

Grey answered absentmindedly as he bent in to examine the body. “Though it’s generally thought the Ripper had some medical training, at least one of the postmortem physicians, a Dr. Bond, opined that the killer didn’t have even the technical skill of a butcher or a horse slaughterer.”

“I was only joking, of course,” Lean said.

Grey turned his attention back to the body. “What about the two cuts to the torso?”

“Probably the same instrument was used,” Dr. Steig said.

There were two long cuts upon the young woman’s chest. The first ran from below the neck down to her abdomen, ending above and to the left of her navel. The second wound began above her right breast and sloped down to the left. The result was an imperfect, slanted cross sliced into her torso.

“From the angle I’d say he was close to her and on her right, slashing away from himself,” Grey said. “And again, with her already dead, there would be minimal splatter.”

“Yes, particularly from these cuts. Strictly superficial wounds,” Dr. Steig said.

Lean pondered that last bit of information. “Then why cut her at all? She’s already dead. And they’d be deep wounds if they were struck in anger.”

“Clearly our killer was not swept up by emotions. Like everything else at the scene, these wounds were calculated,” Grey said.

Lean asked, “Was she assaulted, Doctor?”

“No apparent wounds to the generative organs. No signs that a sexual act was even attempted. No rips or tears on any of the garments. Nothing out of the ordinary there.”

“I’d say that fact itself is out of the ordinary, given her line of work,” Lean said.

“But the penetration of the flesh with the pitchfork, the cutting between the exposed breasts,” Grey said. “Possible indications of a violent, sexual motive.”

“Doubt it,” Lean said. “She remained dressed below the waist. Skirt, petticoat, chemise, the whole lot still on.”

“Perhaps he meant to attempt the act, but the watchman, still reeling from the effects of his drugging, stumbled in and ended the proceedings too early.”

“Pssh,” Lean snorted. “She was dead already—” Understanding flashed into his mind, and he groaned. “Must you make this any more revolting than it already is?”

“I cannot make this anything,” Grey said. “The facts exist as they are. We can only reveal the truth, and that is exactly what we must do, no matter how disturbing it may be. I’m merely pointing out that we have not yet established a motive. And while the lack of an assault, as well as some of the other details, speak against the attack’s being sexually motivated, it would be premature to eliminate some depraved carnal design.”

Lean’s dumbfounded look revealed his struggle to take in the full measure of what the man was saying.

“I assume you are not familiar with Krafft-Ebing’s research,” Grey said.

“A friend of yours?”

Grey smirked. “That such conduct may be inexplicable to you, or to society in general, does not make it impossible. We mustn’t lose sight of the fact that in all probability we are dealing with a highly disturbed individual.”

“I’m being reminded of that fact more and more.”

“You may not be far off the mark, Grey,” Dr. Steig said. “Look at her right rib cage.”

The dark layer of dried blood that covered much of the torso was smeared away in a roughly circular patch two inches in diameter around a large, molelike protrusion.

“A witch’s tit,” declared Lean after examining the odd bump of skin.

Dr. Steig pointed with his scalpel. “Teeth marks in the smeared area. Like he was—”

“Suckling at it.” Grey reached for a magnifying glass from the tray of surgical instruments and examined the bloodied skin surrounding the dark protuberance. “We should prepare a cast for teeth marks. No facial hairs deposited here by the killer.”

“I did remove two separate hairs from above. They were plastered into the blood on the rib cage. Too long and fine for a beard. Both appear black.”

“The watchman scared him off, so he had no time to clean himself up,” said Lean. “Rushing away, he’d be quite a savage sight—lower face covered in blood.”

“Some blood on his hands also,” said Dr. Steig. “He took hold of her shoes and left a bloody thumb mark there.”

Grey moved to the sideboard to inspect the right shoe. He lifted his leather satchel over his head and set it down close by. Lean came over to observe as Grey took some filament paper and a small vial of liquid from his kit. He placed drops on the paper before placing it onto the bloody thumbprint to collect an impression. With a pair of tweezers, Grey set it between two glass slides, which he then clamped together.

“Fingerprinting, right?” Lean said.

“Yes. Galton has worked out a system of classification. Unlike the remainder of the man’s dangerously misguided notions, this appears to possess scientific merit.” Grey deposited the slides into a hard case that he returned to a compartment within his kit. “When we locate a suspect, perhaps we’ll be able to obtain another sample for comparison.”

Dr. Steig began his cuts to the torso in order to examine the internal organs and the contents of her stomach. Grey moved closer to the examination, while Lean elected to remain by the side table and made a point of closely examining the neatly folded pile of Maggie Keene’s clothing. He caught a scent and raised her shirt to his face and inhaled. An underlying current of stale sweat lingered in the fabric, but it was overpowered by Maggie’s cheap perfume. Morbid though it seemed, Lean found it a welcome relief from the surrounding odors and took another breath. Next were her white gloves, both of them. The killer had removed them before proceeding with his grisly work.

Lean held the right glove, itself like a hollow, phantom version of the dismembered and missing right hand. There was something on the glove, near the tip of the pointer finger. Lean examined it beneath the light of the gas jet. The fingertip was red, but there was something peculiar about the stain. The coloring did not look consistent with a stain from dipping the surface into blood. It looked incomplete, as if it had been absorbed and soaked through more thickly in spots. Lean turned the glove inside out and had his answer.

He interrupted the narrative of the doctor’s examination to show them his discovery. The stain had originated from within the glove. Grey took the glove and then held it up against where blood had dried on Maggie Keene’s body. The contrast was clear. The glove’s stain had dried deep red, while the blood on the body had already turned an iron-rich reddish brown.

“Is it blood at all?” asked Lean.

“A spectrometer test of some scrapings would tell us,” said Dr. Steig.

“It looks more like ink,” Grey said. “Red ink.”

Lean glanced down into the opened chest cavity of Maggie Keene. His stomach nearly revolted. He was in desperate need of sleep, food, coffee, and fresh air, and so he announced he would need to get back to the Portland Company.

“I still have the internal organs to go, but my report should be ready tomorrow,” Dr. Steig said.

“I recommend just the clear medical facts,” Grey said. “Let’s leave our more speculative comments out of the official record for now. Do you agree, Lean?”

“Of course,” Lean said with a nod. He stood there in the fetid air of the underground morgue alongside a dead prostitute, the body mutilated by a meticulously scheming, pitchfork-wielding lunatic who liked to quote the Bible one minute and suckle at witches’ tits the next. He glanced up at the windows where, a world away, daylight existed.
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Lean tromped up the stairs to his family’s second-floor apartment on Hanover Street. He had stopped along the way at a police call box and learned that several drunks and vagrants had been rounded up but there were no good suspects among them.

After reaching the landing, Lean let his head rest against the doorframe for a moment. Inside was the unmistakable sound of Owen’s feet thudding across the apartment’s wooden floors, and he heard his wife call out for the boy to stop running. Lean turned the knob and lurched into the entryway. The smell of frying rashers washed over him, and he also detected the scent of coffee hovering in the air. His stomach growled in anticipation. He deposited his coat and hat on the rack and took several steps into the main room.

He needed sleep, but first he’d sit down for a minute with a book. Something to set his mind straight again. He paused at the bookcase, perusing the titles. He considered the Whitman he’d purchased just after the poet’s death three months earlier. But at this moment he wasn’t up for the challenge. He needed something with recognizable patterns, something that adhered to the rules of classic poetic measures. He opted for a more sympathetic volume of Longfellow. Book in hand, Lean slumped into his favorite chair. He bent forward to untie his shoelaces, but before he could reach that far, he was met by the full-bore charge of his five-year-old boy.

“Daddy’s home!”

“Hello, boy.”

Owen catapulted into his father’s midsection, knocking him back into the chair. Within seconds the boy had scrambled down to the floor and was off again, pounding away across the room.

Lean could feel his eyelids sagging. He fought against it and was rewarded with the sight of Emma walking toward him, still in her morning robe, her long, dark curls not yet put up for the day. She was smiling, but even in Lean’s exhausted state he could recognize the thinly veiled mixture of relief and frustration in her deep brown eyes.

“Daddy’s home,” she repeated at a mere fraction of the volume of her son’s prior announcement.

Lean smiled, and his hand moved to her belly, where his widespread fingers pressed gently against her dress, feeling the taut, bulging skin beneath the fabric.

“How’s the wee one this morning?”

“Good,” Emma said. “Quiet, though. She was wondering where her father was.”

“She?”

“Just a thought.”

“It’s a good thought.”

Lean heard a scraping on the floor as his wife used her foot to slide a stool in front of him. With a herculean effort, Lean raised his feet enough to slip them onto the stool. He peeked out from under a drooping eyelid and contemplated his scuffed shoes.

“Have we any polish?”

“They are a bit rough, aren’t they? I’m sorry. I’ll get to them before tomorrow.”

“Oh, don’t worry over it.”

“Asks for polish, the first time in his life he’s ever mentioned shoe polish, then he says not to mind it. You’re a right piece of mischief, Archie Lean. And you’ve been smoking again. I smell that stink on you.”

At the mention of the offending odor, Lean’s hand drifted up to his shirt pocket. He felt the little nub of the killer’s cigarette butt. “You’d forgive me if you only knew.” His voice was faltering, giving in to sleep.

“I forgive you anyway.” Emma ran her fingertips across his forehead, brushing his thick, straw-colored hair to one side. “I’ll get you some eggs, and there’s rashers still warm.”

As Emma went into the kitchen, Lean withdrew the killer’s cigarette and held it to his face once more. He wrinkled his nose. It was a strange herbal mixture that he didn’t recognize. Was that it—was that the look he’d seen flashing across Grey’s face when he sniffed the tobacco? The surprise of recognition?

“What the devil’s he hiding?” Lean let the cigarette drop back into his pocket. He reached over to the side table and laid a hand on his volume of Longfellow, but he couldn’t muster the energy to pick it up.

“I thought you’d be back sooner,” Emma said from the kitchen.

“I will be,” he said.

“Be what?” Emma wandered over to the doorway.

“Back soon. Promise.”

“Fair enough, love.” She chuckled, then called for Owen in a low voice.

As he drifted off, Archie Lean felt a rough tugging at his foot and then heard a loud thud. He peeked with one eye to see his son sprawled out on the floor, an unpolished brown oxford-tie shoe clutched triumphantly in the boy’s stubby fingers.

It was midafternoon when Lean hopped down from the carriage. A crowd had assembled outside the police station, on the Myrtle Street side of the City Hall building. As he weaved and pushed his way through to the steps, he saw two reporters smoking by the doors.

“Hey, Archie,” called out Dizzy Bragdon, a short, wiry man with glasses that didn’t hide a lazy eye, “how about some details on the murder? Is it true he slashed her throat?”

“No, it was—” Lean had to stop himself short, wary of revealing any details that might panic or inflame the public. “I got nothing for you right now.”

“So it was an Indian, right? He tomahawk her?” said the second reporter.

“Where’d you hear that?”

“We all saw the writing down there with Marshal Swett this morning. Fellow from the Advertiser recognized it as Indian.”

“Is it true she was scalped?” Dizzy asked.

“What? No—that’s ridiculous. Don’t print that.”

“Hey, come on, Arch, give us something. One of Farrell’s girls, right? Killer take care of business before he done her?”

Lean walked on. Inside was a bit quieter, though there was still a buzz of conversation. He noticed an unusual number of uniformed patrolmen and double the regular number of complainants and unsavory types being questioned or escorted in or out of the building. Lean stopped at the front desk. “Anything promising?”

“They’re coming out of the woodwork. Swearing up and down about every crazy rumor out there,” said Officer Bushey, a stocky veteran whose mustache covered most of his lower face. “Mayor’s been asking for you.”

Lean made his way upstairs to Ingraham’s office. Behind his polished mahogany desk, the mayor glanced up from his morning paper.

“You’re a right mess.” He motioned toward Lean’s face and tossed him a handkerchief.

Lean had been rattled awake forty-five minutes earlier and was still wearing the same, now crumpled, four-button brown-check cutaway suit from last night. As he’d fumbled about for his shoes and hat, his wife had managed to stuff a handkerchief with a hard-boiled egg and a handful of warmed-over rashers into his coat pocket. Lean had devoured the offering in just a few bites on the ride to Myrtle Street.

“This whole mess is about to spill over. Tell me you’ve got something.” The mayor’s eyebrows shot up, and his bulbous head wobbled in anticipation. Lean sat down and rattled off every bit of evidence that he and Grey had uncovered.

“That bit about a first murder seems something of a leap.”

Lean nodded. “Grey’s a sharp man. Very sharp. But I’m not convinced about that either.”
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