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FRIDAY










 


Beverly Hills, Los Angeles


June 20th, 1947


He parked the car half-way down Linden Drive and went the rest of the way on foot.


The heat had been unbearable the past few days, but the man was wearing a long dark rain jacket with the collar up and hat pulled down low like he was braced for winter.


He was moving down the sidewalk at a pace he hoped looked casual. For the most part, it was quiet at night in these wealthy suburban roads, but then out of nowhere a series of limousines could turn up as people arrived home from the pictures or a supper club somewhere. He wondered what they’d make of him with his long coat and the trumpet case at his side.


The man continued down the curb, counting mailboxes as he went: 804 . . . 806 . . . 808. He stopped thirty yards from 810 and idled on the fringes of the neighbor’s driveway. House 810 was a Spanish villa with two stories, but although the drapes were drawn, there was no light from inside and no sounds either. Good: they weren’t home yet.


The man pulled back his sleeve and checked his watch. 10:20 P.M. or thereabouts; it was hard to tell in this light. The party was supposed to be back any minute now.


There were no cars on the neighbor’s driveway and no signs that anyone was home, so he came off the sidewalk and made his way up the lawn toward the side of the house.


A fence separated the gardens of the two houses, but it wasn’t more than six feet high and there was no barbed wire or security spikes. In the neighborhood where he grew up, people lucky enough to have backyards put broken glass on the tops of their walls. Beverly Hills was a far cry from Brooklyn.


The man checked over his shoulder to make sure no one was watching, then slung the trumpet case over the other side. He put his hands on the top of the fence and tugged. Flat and sturdy. It would take his weight. He was about to pull himself over when the bushes lit up around him.


He ducked instinctively. He stayed very still, craning his neck a little to see the road.


There was a car coming down this way. He saw his own shadow twist and bend across the fence panels as the car continued down the road. They hadn’t seen him.


When he was sure it wasn’t coming back, the man pulled himself up and over the fence and landed with two feet firm in a flower bed on the other side. He was wearing his old army boots but the soles were worn down and shouldn’t leave traceable prints. He kicked at the earth around his feet just to make sure.


From his position the party’s house was completely visible. There were four arched windows on the ground floor facing the lawn, each seven feet tall and more than large enough to see the living room inside.


He opened the trumpet case and unwrapped the cotton blanket inside, taking out an M1 carbine with a straight fifteen-round box magazine.


The shooter hadn’t fired his carbine since the war. Most men in his business used Thompsons or short-barreled revolvers. The M1 was a .30 caliber semiautomatic weapon he’d fired countless times in battle, fitted with a sliding ramp-type sight that was adjustable for windage. Hardly necessary for these conditions. The living room windows were barely thirty yards away.


He waited, crouching in the bushes for what seemed like a long time, slowing his breathing, allowing his night vision to adjust and taking in his surroundings. He could hear distant traffic and the rustle of trees and bushes but little else. It was so quiet now he could hear his watch ticking.


He was starting to lose patience when he heard an engine echo from the other side of the house and a moment later the lawn was illuminated as a car pulled into the driveway and up into the open garage.


The man lay still. The engine stopped. He heard car doors opening and then the sound of talking. The unseen group entered the house through a side door, and once again there was no other sound but that goddamn watch of his.


He focused on the window to the living room. A light came on and two men stepped inside. They closed the door behind them. They were alone.


The shooter strained to see as the two men moved around the room. The first man was slight of build, with a cigarette drooping from his lip. Allen Smiley. The other man was broader in the shoulders and wore a pinstripe suit. Yes, it was him. It was Bugsy Siegel.


Jesus. Seeing his face was a reminder of the stakes involved.


Benjamin “Bugsy” Siegel: internationally renowned businessman, gambler and mobster. Almost mythical in his circles. Like a god.


The man rose from the bushes, lifted himself to one knee and raised the carbine to his shoulder. He checked his left foot was planted firmly, slowed his breathing and leaned his eye toward the rear aperture sight.


As his breathing became shallow and deliberate, he inched a little to his right until the barrel was directly facing the central window. Another car, but this time he ignored it. He was completely focused.


A girl came in the room with the third man. Ah yes, he remembered. That girl. He teased the sight over her pert nose before moving it over to her boyfriend. The two of them left the room giggling and drunk, and only the pair of mobsters remained.


The two friends were pouring drinks, playing music, laughing and talking. Moving targets. But as he followed him in his crosshairs, Siegel sat down on the davenport sofa facing the windows, moving out of his line of sight.


Dammit.


The shooter pulled his eye away and craned his neck for a better view. He could make out the edge of Siegel’s shoe and the corner of a newspaper. He twisted in his spot, even sidling a foot or so to his left, but it was no use. The angle wasn’t right. Siegel wasn’t in shot.


He was half-hoping Siegel would stand up again but he knew there wasn’t time. He’d have to get closer.


Twenty feet between the windows and where he was now was a willow tree. From that vantage point there was no way he could miss Siegel. But would he be caught running out into the open? Was it dark enough?


The shooter breathed in and out slowly several times and then pushed himself off his heels. A part of him had to accept that Siegel could spot him any second, but there was no stopping now. He ran at a crouch across the lawn toward the house, placing his feet quickly one in front of the other, trying not to make a sound.


When he reached the willow tree he stopped and looked ahead. The two men were preoccupied, talking between themselves. They hadn’t seen him.


He was breathing hard now, struggling in the heat. He was worried they would hear his rasped breaths. There was no time to waste. He lifted the carbine again and pulled it firm into his shoulder.


Good, his line of sight was clear.


The pin was filed down to make the shots faster but after the first round he knew the recoil would ruin his aim. After the second he’d more or less be firing blind.


He found Siegel in his sights again, then moved his finger toward the trigger.


Slowly, with careful deliberation, he lifted the bolt and slid it back. His movements were firm and purposeful: too fast and the metallic click would be audible; too slow and the round wouldn’t chamber properly and he’d have a stoppage. He heard the familiar sound of a cartridge entering the breach, then ran his finger down the slide to check the working parts had moved forward. Yes, it was correctly loaded.


The shooter pushed the safety off with his thumb, allowed himself a series of shallow breaths, then focused on the crosshairs.


He blinked. His body tensed. His eyes adjusted.


Siegel was still sitting on the sofa, a plume of smoke drifting from his mouth. The shooter lined up front and rear sights until the top of his crosshairs was nudging Siegel’s head. He could see his teeth glisten.


An exhale of breath.


He counted to three in his head, then squeezed the trigger. Felt the resistance. Pulled past it.


He fired.


The noise and the recoil disturbed his aim but he found the target’s center mass and pulled the trigger again and then two times more.


There was no need.


The first shot was accurate: the bridge of Siegel’s nose caved in like a crushed soda can, blood and brain matter spilling in all directions. His left eye popped clean out of the socket.


The noise was deafening, almost disorienting. The shooter fired again, destroying a marble statue on a grand piano before lowering the barrel a fraction to adjust to the recoil. He fired four times more. Two rounds hit Siegel in the chest.


In barely five seconds he’d fired nine shots. He wasn’t sure how many had gone wide but it didn’t matter. Benjamin Siegel was well and truly dead.


 


When Tilda Conroy arrived at Siegel’s house there were already six cars on the street, two patrol cars and the remainder unmarked sedans. None of them looked like press. Good, she thought. I’m the first reporter on the scene.


Neighbors had spilled out onto the edges of their lawns. It was eleven o’clock at night now and most were in dressing gowns. It was a natural inclination for people to rubberneck, and she could hardly blame them. They were living on the same street as one of the most feared mobsters in America.


She saw a black Pontiac at the curb. A suited man stood with the passenger door open, ushering someone in. Not the aggressive way cops push perps in; more like a chauffeur.


“Excuse me, are you with the L.A.P.D.?” she asked.


The man ignored her, too focused on whoever was inside to care about a female reporter. He pulled the passenger door closed and drove off at speed. Who was inside the car?


There wasn’t time to dwell. She had maybe five minutes before yellow press photographers got here, and they’d be climbing fences and crawling through windows to get the pictures they wanted.


As Conroy walked up the lawn in heels several men in matching suits began moving in and out of the house, issuing instructions to uniformed offers. She didn’t recognize them from the homicide unit. Were they F.B.I.? Seemed odd that F.B.I. agents would be on the scene so quickly, but then again, nothing was really unusual when it came to Bugsy Siegel.


The front door opened in front of her and a man was led out with an escort at each side. His shirt was speckled with dried blood and he looked distraught, but she recognized him immediately. He was a close friend of Bugsy Siegel.


“Mr. Smiley,” she said, taking out her notepad. “Allen Smiley? My name is Tilda Conroy. I’m a reporter for the Herald.”


One of the men in suits pushed her back, striding with Smiley toward another Pontiac further down the driveway.


“Allen. Tell me what happened.”


“I shouldn’t—I’m sorry. They shot him.”


The two men hurried him along by the elbow. They couldn’t stop Smiley talking but she could tell they wanted to.


“Shot who? Shot Ben Siegel?”


Maybe he was nodding or maybe he was shaking, she couldn’t tell. “There was all this gunfire,” he said. “My ears—I was right there next to him. It was like the room was exploding.”


“Where is Siegel now? Is he alive?”


“I–I’m not sure. It looked bad. Awful.”


Allen looked at her, then back at the house. One of the men stopped him from slowing down. “Get inside the car,” the man said sternly.


“Who shot him? Allen, who shot him?”


They’d reached the Pontiac. The passenger door was opened and Smiley was pushed inside. “I don’t know.”


Conroy stood in the way so that his escorts couldn’t shut the door.


“Was it a mob hit? Was Siegel shot by someone else in the mob?”


“I don’t know—maybe. Yes. I think so.”


“Who, Allen?”


That would be the answer Conroy would never get. Before she could ask another question, a man with a russet beard grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back.


“No press. This crime scene is closed.”


“Wait a second.” He didn’t look familiar. “Are you Homicide or F.B.I.?”


The man was maybe a few years older than her – mid forties – but spoke to her like she was a child. “I won’t ask you again,” he said. “Step back.”


“I’m a reporter for the Herald. I have a right to ask questions. Can you confirm whether Ben Siegel is dead or alive?”


The red-haired man ignored her, turning instead to his junior.


“This woman shouldn’t be here. Get the uniforms to set up a perimeter.” He pointed at different ends of the lawn before turning back to the house. “There’ll be photographers all over the street in the next five minutes. I want barriers at the end of the driveway.”


Whoever he was, the man disappeared back inside the house. He was right about the photographers. Local stringers would be here any minute. Headlights turned into the street—that’s probably them now, Conroy thought.


But the two cars that pulled to a stop were police sedans. Captain Henson, head of Homicide Division, stepped out and put on his hat. In the other car she could make out more men in starched uniforms. They had white caps and gold trim on their livery: top brass.


The Captain saw her and sighed. “Tilda, get out of here.”


She hadn’t seen him in a while, and he looked like he was putting on weight. Sometimes she worried about his health and had to stop herself from caring.


“Captain Henson,” she tried to say impassively. “Can you confirm there’s been a shooting—”


Henson was already striding toward the house. “Tilda, this is a closed crime scene.”


“I’m going to find out anyway. And you’d rather me than Eyewitness.”


“Fine. There’s been a shooting.”


“I know it’s Benjamin Siegel’s house. Is that why the F.B.I. got here so quickly?”


“How did you know they were F.B.I.?”


She scribbled this down. “You just told me. What can you tell us about the shooting? Is Siegel badly injured? Is it a mob hit?”


But as she spoke a plainclothes detective and two uniforms came out of the house with a coroner. Captain Henson shared a few hushed words with the homicide detective from Central Headquarters before returning to Conroy. He was giving her an exclusive.


“He’s dead?”


“Benjamin Siegel died instantly. We’ll be releasing a statement first thing tomorrow, but all signs point to it being a mob-related killing. We’ll have a full press conference in due course.”


Conroy couldn’t believe it. The most notorious mobster in America had been gunned down in his own home.
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Chapter 1


Bridgeport, East California


Two days later


The dog whined.


He was an old dog, but that didn’t make shooting him any easier. He’d been with them since the winter after his wife died and had spent most of his life on the farm. Jonathan Craine had never really been sure what breed he was. The people at the pound never said. He looked like a Black Mouth Cur but in piebald colors. Local farmers thought both man and beast were something of a joke in these parts. A city fella pretending to know how to work a farm. A dog that didn’t even pretend.


“It’s not fair,” his son said.


Michael was standing beside him, stroking the dog’s ears. He didn’t look his father in the eye in case he could see he’d been crying.


“There’s no other choice. We’ve been through this.”


Craine took the Remington out of his hunting bag, and with the shotgun turned sideways pushed a shell into the loading flap. First time he’d ever used it, but he knew a twelve-gauge would kill the dog instantly at this range. Likely make an awful mess of it, too.


“It’ll hurt him,” Michael said.


“He won’t feel it. It’ll be quick. Instant. He’s in pain, Michael, and it’s only getting worse. This is the kindest thing to do.”


Craine told the dog to sit and he did so. He was mostly deaf now but the routine was there. Rheumy eyes looked at him blankly. Despite their best efforts at grooming him, his coat was mangy and knotted. For the past week he’d vomited during the night and had blood in his stools. Poor dog hadn’t left his bed in three days.


“Why don’t you go back to the house?” Craine said. “You don’t have to see this.”


It had been a brutal June and the sun was penetratingly hot. Even the loose shirt he wore still clung to his back. Craine wiped his cheeks of sweat, then pointed at the house. “Go on, I’ll call you out after.”


Michael stood but didn’t move.


The truth was, he didn’t want Michael to see this. He was sixteen now and talking about going into the army. Men working on their farm had come back from the war with their stories, and Michael had got caught up in all their heroic bullshit. Craine had been the same at his age. Every young man thinks he needs violence in his life.


“I should be the one that does it,” Michael said. “He’s my dog too.”


“No,” he said firmly. “We’ve talked about this.”


“I’ve fired it before.”


“Shooting bottles isn’t nearly the same thing. You shoot this dog, you’re taking a life. You don’t need to be mulling it over. Now step back, let’s do this before he gets stressed being out here.”


“Wait.” Michael bent down and whispered something to the dog and rubbed his cheek against his snout. If the dog whined, he couldn’t hear it.


“Step back,” Craine said more gently now. “It’s time.”


Michael was upset but tried not to show it. He rarely got emotional in front of his father. “He’s shaking. He knows what’s happening.”


“He’s sick, that’s why. It’s this or much worse. Now get back, Michael.”


Craine stepped a few paces to the side. The dog’s forepaws came forward, trembling. “You stay,” he said to him. “You stay there.”


The dog knew it was coming. Craine pulled the shotgun into his shoulder and stepped around so he was behind the dog’s head.


Craine pumped the forend to chamber the shell. Michael was breathing hard now, trying not to cry. He could see the tears rising in his eyes.


Craine aimed at the nape of the dog’s neck where the spine met the base of his skull. His hand was shaking.


Michael stayed by Craine’s side but turned his face away. Craine was glad for it.


Jonathan Craine thought about all the changes that had happened since the dog had been in their lives. About leaving the police department and moving out of Los Angeles. About learning what it meant to be a father without his wife. About the war, and all the death that had come to the world. He thought about the person he was now. This dog’s life marked it all.


And then he fired.


 


They buried the dog in the same field behind their house. Michael seemed to take the task upon himself. If he ever slacked in his chores he didn’t now. A two-month heatwave had left the soil hard and dry but that didn’t encumber him. Michael dug like he was drilling for oil.


Craine had covered the corpse with a hessian sack so they didn’t have to look at the gore, but the smell of meat was never far away. Flies that normally looked for moisture on damp lips and eyes had gathered in a frantic storm.


Craine was long accustomed to blood and innards. Years working as a homicide detective would do that to you. But his own emotions now took him by surprise. He wasn’t sure if the salt in his eyes was tears or sweat. A few times he heard Michael sobbing, but it only made the boy dig harder. He would pant and groan with effort to cover the noise.


When the hole was three or four feet deep, Craine took Michael by the shoulder and told him it was deep enough.


They dragged the dog into the pit and together they pushed the dirt over until the body was covered. They patted down the dirt with the flats of their spades. There was no cross, but Michael had painted a stone white to mark his final resting place.


Afterward Michael brought his mass-book out and said some prayers. Craine wasn’t sure what Michael was thinking about, but he thought about how long it had been since he’d taken a life. It wasn’t something he’d ever wanted to do again. And yet it came so easily. No more than a squeeze of the trigger.


Killing was a strange thing.


 


Their farm was twenty minutes east of Bridgeport in a valley surrounded on two sides by the Sierra Nevada mountains. There was no police force to speak of, only the County Sheriff’s office the other side of the valley. Crime was negligible, but that’s what happened when you lived four hundred miles away from Los Angeles. It was one of the main reasons Craine had moved here.


The house itself had been built in stages. The core was an old farm building, which meant that the ceilings were low. It was a fraction of the size of his old place, but he much preferred it. There was space enough inside to find your own corner and a hundred acres to get lost in outside. He’d taken very little from his house in Beverly Hills. A handful of photographs of Celia and Michael as a boy. The rest he’d left behind.


“Figured we deserved pork chops,” Craine said to Michael, trying to lighten the mood as they cooked dinner.


Michael smiled but didn’t speak. That was enough for Craine. Michael was furtive in his conversations with his father, but the same could be said of Craine. They said a lot of things to each other without speaking.


Craine prepared greens as Michael cut potatoes. They worked wordlessly side by side. A ritual. Each of them left to his own thoughts. And yet both of them entirely together.


After dinner, Craine stood at the sink washing dishes, looking out at the fields. The farm was remote, even by rural California standards. They only got their R.F.D. mailboxes in the spring. It was considered a ranch but they had very few livestock. On one side of the house was a brown barn with a plank corral adjoined for their pigs and cattle to graze in during the day. They had four riding horses in a stable on the other side, and he could hear them nickering blithely.


Michael carried a coffee pot over to the table and sat down. “Can we start getting the paper now we’ve got our mailbox?” he asked tentatively.


“Alright.”


“You don’t mind?”


“I don’t have to read it. You can leave out the crossword.”


Craine didn’t follow news events. L.A. seemed so chaotic and changeable in comparison to Bridgeport, and he had no ambitions to return. He liked the certainty of his life on the farm. The quiet routine. He had come to terms with the fact that he was a natural loner, and the long hours he spent in solitude suited his disposition.


When Craine came over with two clean mugs, Michael looked up from the checkered oilcloth.


“You mind if I head over to the Howleys’ in a little while?”


“They invite you?”


“Penny’s dad said it was okay.”


“Alright, then.”


Michael was keen on Penny Howley, their sixteen-year-old neighbor. They sneaked out most nights and met in the fields down by the lake. He wondered at what point he’d get a call from her father.


Michael stirred his coffee. “Recruiter came to school today.”


Craine had been waiting for this conversation to come up again.


“You talk to him?”


“Yeah.”


“He tell you that you can’t join until you’re eighteen?”


Michael lifted his chin. “Seventeen. That’s in two months.”


“Only with parental consent,” Craine said. “And I’m not giving it to you.”


Michael put his cup down. He stared at the table again. Annoyed.


Craine had always recognized that the war was necessary. But it was over now. He didn’t want his only son to have his values upended, his moral inhibitions worn down so far that it felt nothing to kill a man.


“We talked about you going to college. You’re smart, Michael. There’s so much you can do. The army—it’s dangerous.”


Michael looked at his father directly. The eye contact was uncomfortable.


“Some of the other boys at school asked me why you didn’t serve in the army. Said you weren’t too old.”


The question was direct, and he knew he had to answer it.


“I was still in the L.A.P.D.,” Craine said calmly. “Then I had to testify for the F.B.I. I didn’t have to enlist.”


“But you could have done. Afterward.”


“That business in Europe. In the Pacific. It wasn’t to do with us.”


“Of course it was. People died for their families. For their country. And I want to do my part.”


“You can do more for your country than shooting at some other boy your age dragged into a war he never wanted any part of either.”


Michael read comics about vigilante heroes. He didn’t understand that there was nothing remotely romantic or divine about taking a life. It reduced someone to meat parts.


“I know you’ve killed men before,” his son said hesitantly.


Yes, he had. But the burden of killing had left enduring scars. Their deaths were printed on his mind. “It’s not something I’m proud of,” he muttered.


Craine didn’t want to discuss it any further but Michael couldn’t let it go. “I don’t get it,” he said. “Everyone said you were a hero. So why didn’t you go to war?”


Craine noticed a tremor in his hand and he took it off the table. He knew that sharing might help place what happened in perspective. He knew it was damaging to hold on to it. But he couldn’t help it.


“I wasn’t a hero, Michael. I wasn’t then and I’m not now.”


He picked up his cup and stood to put it in the sink. This conversation was over.


“Why don’t you ever talk about it? About what happened after Ma died. About that investigation. About those men you killed.”


Craine had never felt there was any point litigating the past. “What’s to talk about?”


“People died. You . . . killed men. That must feel like something.”


“What do you want to know?”


“What did it feel like?”


They say that when you kill someone, at first you feel elated. It was something Craine had never really forgiven himself for—for being happy about it. But then for a long time you feel shame and remorse. You try to rationalize it—I didn’t have a choice, it was him or me—and then eventually you accept it. But Craine had never truly accepted it. Whatever had happened years ago had left him with an indescribable self-disgust.


“It felt—” He struggled to find the words.


The saucer on the table began rattling and there was a droning sound that at first he thought might be the pipes. But then the windowpanes juddered and he realized it was coming from outside.


“What’s that?”


Craine lifted his head and listened.


“Earthquake?” Michael asked.


It sounded like a passing herd but without the rumble. And then he realized: it wasn’t coming from the ground, it was coming from the sky.


“Airplane,” Michael said, thinking the same thing.


“Doesn’t sound like a duster.” Besides, he thought to himself, at this hour they’d virtually be flying blind. A small part of him wondered whether it was a Japanese attack, but that didn’t make sense. They were the only house for two miles.


The sound became very loud and the whole roof shook and then stopped as quickly as it had started. Craine’s coffee cup rattled on the counter and he could hear the horses neighing outside. The plane was flying right overhead.


Craine went into the pantry and came back with the shotgun. When he returned, Michael was already by the front door.


“Where are you going?” he said to his father.


“Stay here.”


Craine opened the screen door and stepped down off the porch. It was almost dark out but light enough to see it wasn’t a crop duster. It looked to be a military plane, or one like it. The type he’d seen in newspaper headlines almost daily during the war.


The night suddenly lit up as a string of flares dropped from the sky on tiny parachutes. The intense pink light illuminated the whole farm, and as the plane turned toward them he realized they’d been circling because they were looking for somewhere to land.


The hairs bristled on the back of Craine’s neck, as if his body knew the sound was an augury of something bad to come.


 


The plane landed in the fallow fields behind their house, the wheels creating tracks in the soil as it came to a crawl. The sound of the engine faded as the rotors slowed, and after a few minutes the main passenger door opened. A narrow air-stair unfolded onto the dirt.


Five men stepped out wearing rain jackets over suits and ties. There was little doubt that they weren’t from these parts. Craine had sweat on his back where his shirt had stuck to him but now it turned prematurely cold.


Polished shoes made hard work of crossing the field toward the house. Two of the men ignited flares in their hands and the air lit up with a devilish glow, smoke trailing across the field like pink mist.


When they got within forty feet, Craine said, “That’s far enough.” He twisted the Remington to the side so it was visible from afar. He hoped they couldn’t see his hands shaking.


There is a leader in any pack of males. In this case it wasn’t the eldest or the biggest, but the only one smiling.


“Are you Craine? Are you Jonathan Craine?” An East Coast accent. New York.


It was unusual for visitors to arrive at the farm. The Howleys came by every few weeks or so to trade help or goods, but that accounted for most of their visitors. Not men in zoot suits with city accents.


An answer but without a nod. “I’m Craine.”


“Detective Craine from the Los Angeles Police?”


“I’m not a detective anymore. Now it’s just Craine.”


The man held his hands open to show he meant no harm. He moved closer until there were only a few yards between them. Behind him, his men spread in a wide arc like they were in some kind of military formation. Under the smoky blaze they looked like ghoulish specters. By their age and build Craine thought they must be ex-soldiers. One of them even had a knot in his suit where he’d lost his forearm.


“My name is Samuel Kastel,” the man said, taking in the property. Craine racked his brains but the name meant nothing to him. “We tried to call ahead, but you don’t have a phone.”


“What brings you here?”


“My employer asked me to meet with you. You mind if we come in?”


“I do mind.”


Craine saw several of the men in suits open their jackets, and the light glinted off the metal of their pistol butts. They weren’t asking.


He could hear Michael approaching behind him and Craine lifted his shotgun to his shoulder. He wished that boy had stayed inside like he’d asked.


“Tell your men to stay where they are,” he said.


Kastel held his hand up for calm but the men were still advancing. Their flares wilted and two of them fell into darkness.


Craine aimed at Kastel. “I said tell them to stay where they are.”


Finally, the man turned and patted the air and the others stopped. Another man lit a flare again; it kept Craine on edge.


“We’re not here to cause you harm,” Kastel said. “Only to talk. Why don’t you invite me inside?”


“We can talk out here.”


“My associates here don’t need to come no further. But I’m hoping you’ll invite me in for a cup of coffee.”


The man Kastel took off his hat to reveal his face. He was younger than Craine by at least ten or fifteen years. Handsome, in his own way. But gaunt. Like his skin had been stretched over his skull. Something else. There were purple pockmarks on one side of his face and neck. Shrapnel scars.


Craine glanced to Michael, then back again.


It didn’t look like they had a choice.










Chapter 2


 


Kastel’s hands were spread like starfish on the table. Most of his “associates” remained outside, but behind him, a heavyset man in his fifties stood silently in the doorway. Kastel hadn’t even thought to introduce him. He looked like Kastel’s pet gorilla.


Kastel looked at Craine and then Michael in turn. He almost seemed amused by the situation. “You lived here long?” he asked.


“Seven years.”


“I was fighting Japs, you were cutting corn.” Kastel gave a humorless laugh. He had the same look as the young men Craine had hired when they returned from the war. Empty eyes. Constantly on edge.


Michael lifted the coffee pot from the stove. His hands were shaking so much he almost dropped it.


“Careful, there.” Kastel half-stood and Craine’s heart skipped.


Michael forced a smile. He poured them coffee from an enamel pot before taking a seat at the other end of the table. Craine wanted him in sight at all times.


“You know,” Kastel said to Craine, grinning, “I’ve heard so much about you it’s almost like we know each other.”


“I wish I could say the same, Mr. Kastel. Would you care to tell me about yourself? And what brings you here?”


“I’m not from California. Although I came out here before the war.” Craine noticed him touch his scars. “Worked for a man named Carell—you remember him? Chicago fella, tried to make it out in Hollywood. You recollect?”


Yes, Craine recollected. Carell had been a Chicago mobster working out of Los Angeles. He’d almost killed Craine. Almost killed Michael, too. Inwardly Craine had known all along that this had something to do with his old life in Los Angeles. It had cast a long shadow.


“Briefly,” Craine said. “We met briefly before the war.”


“Downplaying it. I heard you practically brought down the entire Chicago racket. Can’t say you look like some big shot Hollywood detective now.”


“As I said, it was a long time ago.” Craine tried his best to hide his apprehension. “What is it you want, Mr. Kastel?”


Kastel put his coffee down and pushed it away. At last he stopped smiling. “My employer. He wants to meet you.”


“Who is your employer?”


“That’s not important. What is important, however, is that he asked me to come here and invite you to meet him as soon as possible.”


Craine cast a glance at Michael. A flicker of concern crossed both their faces.


“I politely decline.”


“It’s not polite to decline an invitation.”


“Why does he want to meet me?”


Kastel suddenly took his hands off the table. One hand went into his jacket pocket. It seemed to hover for a long time. Craine wondered if he was going to reach for a pistol but instead he brought out a pack of cigarettes.


“Smoke?”


Craine shook his head a small fraction. Kastel lit a cigarette and drew a deep lungful. “Didn’t smoke for years. Service that got me hooked. Pack a day.”


He pushed smoke out of the side of his mouth and leaned forward a little. “He wants to meet the famous Jonathan Craine. Or is it infamous? I always forget the difference.”


“No, thank you. You can tell me who he is but my answer will be the same. I need to be here. With my son.”


From the doorway, the thickset man took a step forward and for a second Craine thought he was going to hit him.


Kastel raised a hand. “Easy, Abe. Let’s give Mr. Craine here a moment to reconsider. Maybe he needs to check his diary. After all, we came all this way.”


The simian stopped still. Kastel maintained his steady smile but Craine could sense he was growing agitated.


“You tell your employer that I thank him for his invitation,” Craine said, gripping the edge of the table and pushing himself up. “But I can’t leave my farm or my son. Now, I’ll ask you kindly to leave.”


“We can’t take off in the dark.”


“Then you gentlemen are more than welcome to stay the night,” he said tonelessly. “You can sleep in the bunkhouse across the way. Gets cold at night. We have blankets and cots for itinerant workers. But you’ll leave as soon as it’s light.”


Kastel nodded. After a moment, he picked up his hat. He was still smiling but Craine could feel him stiffen in the low light.


“Very well. You’re putting me in a bind, Mr. Craine. I can’t pretend otherwise. My employer will be disappointed to miss you.”


The wide man—Abe—left first. At the door Kastel said, “Thanks for the coffee. No doubt we’ll see each other in the morning.”


And then he walked out into the night.


 


Kastel’s men went into the barn as instructed. It didn’t have electricity, but Craine put out kerosene lamps and what blankets they could spare. He waited until he was sure the men were in the bunkhouse before bolting the front and back doors from the inside and closing the shutters on all the downstairs windows.


When the house was locked up and the downstairs lights were off, Craine went to see Michael in his room.


He tapped, then opened the door an inch. Michael was reading in bed. “Can I come in?”


“I’m reading.”


He was a quiet boy but he had his mother’s temper. Craine thought about that. No, that’s not fair. He is the best of his mother and all that is salvageable from me.


“Wanted to check you were okay.”


“I’m fine.”


Craine stepped in with a tray. Michael’s bedroom overlooked the rear of the house. You could see Lake Mono on a clear day.


“Brought you some ice water.”


A peace offering. A welcome one in this heat. Michael took the pitcher and glass off the tray and pulled his legs up so Craine could sit at the end of the bed.


Michael’s T-shirt clung to his skin in faint patches. He was becoming a man now. He was as tall as Craine was, skinny but with a breadth that warned he’d fill out. He imagined Michael in uniform. Holding his rifle. That boy would die for people he’d never met. He’d have no hesitation, he knew that. Could Craine say the same? Was there any cause he believed in enough to really die for?


None came to mind.


“Who were those men?” Michael asked.


“I don’t know. They’ll leave in the morning. Can’t expect them to take off in that thing when it’s dark. Besides, we’re safe in here.”


It was true. The house was a fortress. There was no way anyone was breaking in without him knowing it.


“What do you think they wanted?”


“I don’t know.”


“Are they dangerous?”


He didn’t want to answer that. Instead he said, “If they wanted to cause us harm they would have done it by now.”


Uppermost in his mind was figuring out who sent them. A part of him was curious, if not plain eager, to know what they wanted with him.


“What if they come back?”


“Then I’ll tell them again.”


“So you’re not going with them?”


“No.”


Michael nodded and said tentatively, “I was supposed to go over to the Howleys’ tonight, remember?”


Craine could read between the lines. He wanted to meet up with that girl Penny.


“I think it’s best if we stay here.”


“But it’s not late. I’ll be back in an hour.”


Craine glanced to the window. He didn’t want to scare the boy but he couldn’t let him leave the house. Reflecting on their argument earlier, he chose his words carefully. “Please. Stay here.”


“You said they’re not dangerous—”


“Please, Michael. Not tonight. I mean it. I don’t want us taking any chances. They’ll be gone in the morning.”


Michael didn’t answer, but Craine could tell he was frustrated. Changing the subject, he said, “This army thing. You want to talk about it?”


Michael shrugged and pulled a face. “You never want to talk. You never want to discuss. You only want to tell me what to do.”


Craine’s own father had died when he was young and sometimes he wished he could remember more about him. About what kind of father he was. He wondered if most men asked their fathers for advice on raising sons. Or whether that mystery was left to each alone.


“You have to understand, if something were to happen—” His explanation left his tongue stillborn. “Remember that after your mother—”


He faltered. He struggled to draw upon his emotions. They were rarely to hand when he needed them.


Craine stood up. “We can talk in the morning.”


He wanted to say that he couldn’t bear the thought of losing him. To tell him how proud he was of the person he’d become. How proud his mother would have been.


But he didn’t. He’d never been able to express himself.


He left the room and shut the door.


 


The bedroom shutters were closed and the room was black. Years ago, Craine had been plagued by insomnia. But living out here, most nights he slept so deeply it was as if he would never wake.


Tonight was the exception. He knew instinctively that something wasn’t right. That this exchange with Kastel wasn’t over. Whoever they were, these men would likely be back in the morning and he’d have to negotiate with them a second time; they seemed acutely keen to return to wherever they came from with him in tow.


He thought of what Kastel had said about the Chicago Outfit. Those men he had killed.


Craine had never really got over what happened in ’39. He had spent years untangling his thoughts about it. But he couldn’t really remove himself from his acts, despite trying. When he walked around his farm the shadows of dead men followed him, waiting for night to come so they could whisper in his dreams.


And when he drifted to sleep now, they were here with him. The men he’d shot, staring up from the floor. Saying the same thing they always said: “Why did you kill me?”, and Craine was clumsily explaining to them why it was necessary. Why he had to do it to protect himself. To protect his son.


The sound of the horses brought him to his senses. It didn’t sound like neighing, more like a child’s scream. For a moment he thought he was still dreaming.


He got out of bed and walked dazed to the window, brushing at his eyes. There was a tungsten glow seeping between the shutter slats. He couldn’t even remember picking up the shotgun but it was in his hands and he was moving back to the bedroom door to check no one was in the house.


“Michael? Michael, wake up.”


Craine went out into the hallway and found the darkness strangely comforting. Michael’s room was barely five yards away, the bedroom door closed.


“Michael, you need to wake up.”


No reply. Craine’s hackles rose; he took one deep breath, then pushed the door open with the shotgun in his shoulder.


Michael’s bed was empty. The sound of the horses was louder and there was smoke coming in from outside.


The window was open.


 


Craine came tumbling down the porch and could already see that his barns were ablaze. There was a smell of meat and burning hair and one of his horses came galloping past with its mane on fire. Another horse was rearing up, foaming at the mouth.


Ahead of him, Kastel’s men held flashlights and burning torches made from cheap timber. They were holding their flames in the air like a lynch mob. Craine saw them shooting the horses as they passed; one of the mares fell to the floor, her neck in seizure, her hooves kicking up dust. The squeal she made unnerved him. Then the man Abe came forward and shot her twice in the head and she stopped.


Kastel was behind them. He had Michael, his hands tied in front of him. It was warm this close to the flames but Michael was shivering. His face was bloodied where he’d been struck across the cheek and one eye was swollen shut.


Craine began running toward Kastel but two other men put themselves in his path. He swung for the first man with the butt of his shotgun but although he made contact, the weight of the Remington knocked him off balance. It was enough to give the second man an opportunity to throw him to the floor and wrestle the shotgun out of his hands.


Craine tried to pull himself to his feet but the two men held him down. He began lashing out, but a series of punches to the back of the head left him dizzy. A kick to the jugular was enough to keep him still.


Craine drew breath and then more breath and then more. But he couldn’t speak. His windpipe felt like it was choking him from the inside.


He heard Michael whimpering. “I’m sorry,” his son kept saying. “I’m so sorry, Pa.”


As if in response, Kastel kicked at the back of Michael’s legs and the boy dropped and landed on his knees.


“Wait—”


But Kastel was already grabbing Michael by the hair. He yanked his head back with a twist of his arm and held a knife below Michael’s throat.


Craine’s heart began pounding so hard he could feel his whole chest move. “Please,” he said, horrified, words rushing out in no order. “Don’t do this—no, no. Please. Don’t hurt him.”


Kastel’s eyes widened but there was no emotion in his voice. “This is you, Craine. You did this.”


Craine tried to find Michael’s face in the flickering flames and saw the terror filling his eyes. The boy was convulsing now, shaking hard enough Craine thought he might cut his own throat against the blade.


The large man, Abe, watched on, uneasy. Like he was trying to see how this might play out.


Craine couldn’t swallow. He tried to form words. “I’ll do whatever you want. Just let him go.”


“It’s too late for that,” Kastel said as if speaking reasonably. “You weren’t polite. I don’t like that.”


The Barlow knife was compact and short, meant for concealment, not utility. He pulled it closer to Michael’s neck.


Craine looked at the knife and then at his son. There was nothing he could do now.


“Please,” he managed. “I’ll do anything.”


Abe followed this exchange but didn’t react. Craine looked at him pleadingly to help, but he did nothing.


“Like I said,” Kastel smiled. “It’s all too late for that now.”


Kastel took the blade away from Michael’s neck and moved it toward his wrists. For a second Craine thought he was going to cut the rope binds but instead Kastel grabbed at his fingers.


“No, don’t—please, don’t.” Craine started to wriggle but the two men on top of him held him down harder, aware of what was about to come.


Craine watched helplessly as Michael’s body shuddered with the pain of the blade cutting through flesh and bone. First he heard his son scream and then he saw Michael’s hand erupt. Blood shot outward and Kastel threw two small finger ends into the dust.


Craine roared. Kastel stood upright, grinning. He used his boot to push the boy sideways. Michael slumped into his own gore.


“It’s done,” he said, wiping the sweat from his face.


Anger swelled in Craine’s chest, filling him until he was bursting with it. He threw his head upward and his skull cracked into the nose of the younger man holding him. There was a howl and Craine felt the grip around his arms relax.


He was up on his feet now and running for them, paying no attention to the pain.


Kastel, seemingly aware that Craine was only a few yards away, turned his knife in his direction.


Craine half-expected to feel a bullet knock him off his feet but it was Abe who stopped him. Stepping into his way, the large man brought a piece of timber into Craine’s stomach. The air rushed out of him.


Craine tried to keep moving but stumbled to the floor. Before he could move, Abe was on top of him. In another swift movement he had one arm around his neck, the other pinning his arms back. Craine tried again to wrench himself free but the large man was too strong. He couldn’t even draw a breath. “Relax. For your own sake, relax,” the big man whispered into his ear. “If you don’t, he’ll kill you.”


Michael was on the ground, clasping his bloody hand, his teeth gritted, his screams dissolving into tears.


Craine froze. He had stopped moving, all resolve gone. He lay there with Abe restraining him. The barns were burning. Even with the blood swirling in his ears he could hear the horses braying all around him. There was nothing to do but stare straight ahead at Michael, ten yards away, crying and clutching his mutilated fingers.


There was violence in his life again. And there would only be more.










MONDAY










Chapter 3


 


The plane took off at first light.


Craine left his distraught son cradling his bloodied hand. Three of Kastel’s men were left behind, the barns still ablaze and smoke filling the early-morning sky.


Craine massaged his temples with his fingertips. His eyes were puffy and tender to the touch. The adrenaline began to leave his body and his head started throbbing. He couldn’t believe what had happened. What they’d done to his son.


He’d been frantically trying to think who had sent these men but deep down he knew. Before the war, he’d uncovered a Hollywood extortion ring that led all the way back to Chicago. There were arrests and federal indictments; there was a grand jury and newspaper headlines; many people had died along the way. A part of him had always believed his past would catch up with him.


Kastel was with the pilot in the cockpit. Abe was sitting opposite him, strapped into a narrow bench that ran the length of the plane. He wasn’t as tall as Craine, but there was a mountain of meat under his coat. He carried himself like a dockworker or a logger.


“Where are we going?” Craine asked him. He had to shout over the engine. They’d already been flying for an hour. New York wasn’t possible in a plane this small. And although he’d assumed they’d be flying to Los Angeles, after they’d taken off they’d passed Mono Lake to their right, which meant that they were flying southeast into Nevada.


“You’re meeting a senior business partner in our organization.”


Craine’s suspicions were correct. Whoever it was that wanted to meet him, they wanted retribution. “Who?” he asked.


“You’ll see soon enough. Won’t be long now.” Abe’s eyes were dull in this light. They gave nothing away. He handed Craine a flask. “Won’t help the headache, but it’s all I got.”


It was a small gesture but Craine took it. He winced as it burned his bleeding gums.


The large man stirred. He gave Craine a steady look, curious if not sympathetic. He must have been reading Craine’s thoughts because he said, “I told them to take your boy to the doctor.”


“Nearest doctor is a two-hour drive,” Craine said.


Abe glanced sideways to be sure he couldn’t be heard. “If they stem the bleeding he’ll be alright.” He held up a club-like fist and stuck out the two little fingers. “It was the top joint.” He looked toward the cockpit. “Finger-shortening, he calls it. Told me the Japs did it in the war.”


Their conversation was disturbed by the fuselage shaking. The plane yawed, tilting sideways as it began its descent through the clouds. A thin haze replaced the horizon until Craine looked down to see the faint shades of desert and realized they were flying over Death Valley.


Craine started to say something before the cockpit door opened. Kastel took off his earphones and twisted around in his seat. “Touchdown in fifteen minutes. Buckle up.”


Craine leaned back in his seat as the engine whined and the plane dipped for its final descent. He squinted, trying to make out the small mass of buildings in the desert below. He noticed the neon colors and began to realize where they were headed. They were going to Las Vegas.


His stomach lifted.


 


When the plane taxied to a halt at the small hangar in the desert, two chauffeur-driven limousines were ready and waiting for them.


Craine was put into the rear of the second vehicle, their small motorcade driving silently down a wide road until he saw a sign directing them to the desert town of Las Vegas.


Kastel was in the front passenger seat with Abe behind the wheel, establishing his role as Kastel’s second-in-command. There was a temptation for Craine to lash out. To try to throttle Kastel, but he knew there was no point. They were both armed.


Instead he sat in the back, overheating, staring out at the view, clenching and unclenching his fists. There was a scattering of buildings here, most of them construction sites, but he was too exhausted to wonder what for. His thoughts were a hundred miles away with Michael at the farm. The vision of cold steel slicing through his son’s flesh made him angry like he’d never felt before.


“I hate the desert,” Kastel mused, tapping the nose of his pistol on the dashboard as if to remind Craine it was there. “Take me back to the city any day of the week. I don’t know how you can stand living in the middle of nowhere, Craine. You and your little farm, shut off from the world. Not much of a legacy, is it?”


Kastel was looking at Craine in the rearview mirror. He had a beatific smile on his face that made Craine hate him even more.


“They told me you used to be some crooked Hollywood fixer till you killed a few boys from Chicago. Put the rest of them in jail before disappearing off the face of the earth.”


“It wasn’t like that,” Craine muttered.


But this wasn’t good enough for Kastel. “Yeah? What about the Loew House shootings?” he said, swinging round accusingly. “That one even made the East Coast papers. Gave you a medal for killing Kamona, didn’t they?”


Craine was surprised to hear a name that hadn’t been mentioned to him in most of a decade. “You knew Paul Kamona?”


Kastel didn’t answer, so Craine said: “Everyone’s done things they’re not proud of. You were a soldier—”


Kastel looked at Craine like he was white-livered. His right cheek was twitching. “I don’t have trouble reckoning with the things I’ve done,” Kastel said archly. “I was proud of everything I did for my country. Enjoyed every second. For men like me, that war was our legacy. That’s something you’ll never share in.”


They’d been driving through scrub wasteland for ten minutes when a lit tower up ahead caught Craine’s attention. As they drew closer, he began to see the outline of a wide hotel resort with landscaped lawns and palm trees. It loomed like a mirage. A pink neon sign above the entrance read: The Flamingo.


 


Most of the vehicles in the parking lot were Cadillacs or Lincolns worth thousands of dollars. An attraction board beside the entrance read ONE NIGHT ONLY: MARTIN AND LEWIS.


Craine’s chaperones stopped below the pink neon sign and Craine was ushered out.


As they walked through the wide glass doors, two redcaps stood to attention. They’d been warned of their arrival.


A stucco-walled lobby brought them straight onto The Flamingo’s casino floor. It was spacious and air-conditioned. The lighting was designed to accentuate the pink and green decor. A haze of smoke hung over tables for blackjack, poker, roulette and craps. Even though it was almost morning, each one was ringed by drunk and rowdy patrons in ballgowns and tuxedos. The room was loud. People were cheering, throwing dice and falling over each other.


Abe and Kastel led Craine past a group of men playing punto banco at a kidney-shaped baccarat table, their arms linked with those of women half their age. There was a strange electricity in the air, the players invested in the moment, foreheads shining with alcohol and anticipation.


A banker in a silk shirt and turnback cuffs swept a pallet over the green baize table and glanced in Craine’s direction; he stopped, his attention caught by the man in the filthy coat and country clothes. Craine ran his hand through his hair. It was matted and filthy, caked with blood. He must have looked a sight.


To his right a series of glass walls gave a view of a swimming pool, and beyond it, a three-story hotel building surrounded by exotic trees and shrubberies. Craine tried to locate the exits, contemplating when might be the best time to run. Abe must have noticed, because Craine found him inches from his elbow, ready to grab him at any moment.


Their entourage didn’t stop, moving through the casino floor at a pace, almost knocking over a woman in a cocktail dress carrying a stack of gaming plaques worth thousands of dollars.


Down a long corridor now. At different intervals were men in long coats with bulging pockets. No words were exchanged until they’d passed through a set of manned doors. Kastel looked at him sideways, issuing instructions: “When you meet our employer, you’ll shake his hand. You will not raise your voice. You will not sit closer than within three feet of him. You make any attempt to touch him, there are four other people in that room who will make sure you regret it.”


When Kastel pushed open the double doors to the suite, Craine saw for the first time the man who had requested his presence. It was a man he’d recognized from the newspapers. A man whose file he’d read many times at the L.A.P.D.


“You must be Jonathan Craine,” he heard him say. “My name is Meyer Lansky. Thank you for coming to see me.”


 


Meyer Lansky didn’t look like a mob boss. With his small frame and blue sport shirt open at the collar, he looked more like an accountant or a lawyer on vacation. It wasn’t what Craine expected from one of the most feared mobsters in America.


“You’re a hard man to find, Craine,” his summoner said after they had both sat down.


“That was the intention.”


They were sitting at a table in a private suite with large windows overlooking the hotel’s manicured gardens, but Craine felt like he was in a jail cell. Kastel and Abel were seated on a sofa facing the window. All the other men in the room were standing. There was a pecking order here.


“And you’re a farmer now? You own a farm?”


Craine nodded. His body was aching and talking felt like an effort.


“Before the war,” Lansky began, “you began an investigation that led to the downfall of the Chicago Outfit. The head of their organization, Frank Nitti, a brilliant, ambitious man, killed himself rather than go to prison. All of that, everything that happened—that was you.”


Craine sat on his hands so Lansky couldn’t see they were shaking. “You brought me here to kill me?”


There was a long silence during which Craine was almost certain someone would come up behind him with a gun to his head. But no one moved and no one said anything. Only Lansky spoke.


“No,” he said. “I brought you here to help me.”


Craine didn’t know what to say. Lansky poured them both coffee from a tray with a folded newspaper on it. “May I ask: what do you know about me?” the older man said.


“Only what I’ve read in the papers.”


“And what do they say about me in the papers?”


Craine shifted in his seat; each of Lansky’s bodyguards matched his movements. “That you’re a mobster.”


“Mobster?” Lansky seemed more disappointed than surprised. “No, I’m not a mobster. I’m a businessman. I sell things to the honest citizen like any other businessman.”


“So why did your men threaten to kill my son on my farm?” Craine asked.


Lansky shot a glance toward Kastel. For the first time, Craine saw a flash of anger in Lansky’s eyes. “I’m sorry if you came here unwillingly. And I can only apologize for their actions. It wasn’t at my request. Your son is safe.”


He turned to Abe, who nodded to confirm this was still the case. Craine felt some of the weight on his shoulders shift.


“Do you know why you’re here, Mr. Craine?”


Lansky was very considered when he spoke. There was nothing flashy about him. Unlike the other men in his outfit, he didn’t have a Bronx Italian accent. His was harder to place.


“No one has told me anything.”


“Then I apologize for dragging you here under such a shroud of secrecy. Please understand that there are people who wish me harm, and my security team have a hard task ahead of them. Now I’m going to be open with you. I have a mixed portfolio. But our thing,” he said, emphasizing both words like it was an expression, “is gaming: gambling and hotels. You see, I like a fair game. A fair house. The games in my casinos are never rigged. That’s why people come to my hotels night after night, week after week. The papers can say what they like about me, but my casinos are patronized by some of the finest people of the United States. Have you ever been to Vegas before?”


“Never.”


“You gamble?”


“No.”


“Me neither. Because in the end, the house always wins.” He smiled, then swept his arm across the view. Craine looked at the full scale of the resort. An oasis in the desert.


“I’m a shareholder in several casinos, mostly in Florida or Cuba. And now I am a major investor in this hotel, The Flamingo. The rest of this town is a desert. Nothing but a few bordellos and card houses. But an associate of mine, a close friend, Benny Siegel, had been working on my behalf for several years to build this hotel. The first of many in Las Vegas. Did you know him?”


Craine stirred. Yes, he knew Benjamin Siegel. He knew him from his old life. A larger-than-life character popular on the Hollywood scene. Movie stars like Gary Cooper and George Raft were friends with him. Jean Harlow had been godmother to his daughter. But in the L.A.P.D. it was long known that Siegel was a senior figure in the Los Angeles crime world. Perhaps even the most senior figure.


“He moved to Hollywood maybe ten to fifteen years ago. I met him a few times before the war.”


“Las Vegas was Benny’s dream,” Lansky went on contemplatively. “To turn this scrub of wasteland into a global entertainment mecca. To build a city out of nothing.”


“Mr. Lansky, why are you telling me all this?”


Lansky turned over the newspaper on the table so Craine could read the headlines. On the left-hand side was a photograph of Benjamin Siegel. Beside it the headline read “SHOOTER KILLS BUGSY SIEGEL.”


“I’m telling you all this because two nights ago he was murdered. And I want you to find the man responsible.”










Chapter 4


 


“Tell me more about yourself, Mr. Craine,” Lansky said, sipping his coffee. Craine noticed him push the newspaper away. He didn’t want to see the photographs of his friend’s dead body. Craine picked it up slowly, scanning the text. Benjamin Siegel had been killed in his home in Beverly Hills on Friday night. The address was barely half a mile from where Craine used to live.
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