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For Mom, Dad, and Tana—
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Ac know ledg ments

I took a gentle ribbing for the lengthy ac know ledg ments in my fi rst book, 
and so will try to be less loquacious, if not exactly terse . . .  I have a lot of 

people to thank!
First, heartfelt gratitude to my editor, the wise and wonderful Marcia 

Markland, at Th omas Dunne. She is my dream editor, a soul mate, a tireless 
advocate, and a great teacher. My protagonist, Miranda, and I are blessed to 
have such a home and such a friend.

Countless thanks to my publisher and terrifi c publishing team: Andrew 
Martin of Minotaur Books, for his vision and support; the brilliant and charm-
ing Sarah Melnyk, my publicist; Courtney Fischer, stellar marketing maven; 
the much- missed and indefatigable Diana Szu, Marcia’s former assistant, and 
the equally invaluable Kat Brzozowski. Special thanks to David Rotstein, Se-
nior Art Director and cover design genius, who rendered Miranda’s world so 
beautifully and evocatively.

Th anks, too, to Sally Richardson, Th omas Dunne, and Hector DeJean, 
and all the amazing people at St. Martin’s, who go to the Flatiron Building 
every day and dedicate themselves to the tough and exhausting business of 
publishing. You are all heroes.

And that brings me to another hero in my life . . .  my amazing, support-
ive, and fantastic agent, Kimberley Cameron, without whom none of this 
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would be possible. She is a shining light in the lives of her clients and all who 
know her, and I am blessed to have her represent my work. She is the epitome 
of all good things, and I  can’t thank her enough. Kimberley, je t’adore!

Big thanks, too, to my foreign rights agent, Whitney Lee, Dutch- language 
agent, Walter Soethoudt, French- language agent, Lora Fountain, and my fi lm 
agents, Mary Alice Kier and Anna Cottle of Cine/Lit Repre sen ta tion. I count 
myself as incredibly lucky to work with you all!

My journey has been fi lled with helping hands. From the International 
Th riller Writers to Mystery Writers of America to Sisters in Crime and the 
Private Eye Writers of America and Mystery Readers International, the friends, 
colleagues, readers, bloggers, and fans of the crime fi ction community have 
been tremendously and incredibly supportive. Th e best part about being a 
writer is the company you keep!

Special thanks to friends Rebecca Cantrell, Ken Bruen, Laura Benedict, 
Jordan Dane, Bill Cameron, Rhodi Hawk, Jennie Bentley (who also kindly 
allowed me to use her real name for one of my characters), Sophie Littlefi eld, 
CJ Lyons, Alexandra Sokoloff , Heather Graham, Margery Flax, Andrew Pe-
terson, Julie Kramer and Robert Gregory Browne. And a huge thank- you to 
Kay Th omas, who helped come up with the title.

Profound thank- yous to the extraordinarily generous colleagues who took 
the time— the scarcest commodity in a writer’s life— to read and blurb City of 
Dragons. Th e list includes Louise Ure, Lee Child, Linda Fairstein, Robert B. 
Parker, Tasha Alexander, Cornelia Read, George Pelecanos, Michael Koryta, 
and Otto Penzler.

Great thanks to the Latinist and all- around wonderful Wilda Williams, 
the amazing Janet Rudolph of Mystery Readers International, fabulous media 
gurus and stalwart supporters Jon and Ruth Jordan of Crimespree, Kate and 
Brian Skupin of Mystery Scene, and George Easter of Deadly Pleasures, and 
the many reviewers, readers, and bloggers who dedicate enormous amounts 
of time and energy to talking about books.

Immea sur able gratitude to the backbone of the industry, the bookstores. 
Th ank you for welcoming me into your world, for recommending my 
books to your readers, and for making it possible for me to be a writer! Special 
thanks to Ed, Pam, Jen, and all the fabulous staff  at M is for Mystery (my home 
away from home); Diane and the fantastic San Francisco Mystery Book Store, 
for hosting my fi rst- ever launch; Fran, J.B., and Janine at my special “home-
town” store, the Seattle Mystery Bookshop; all the terrifi c folks at Murder by 
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the Book in Portland, Oregon; the indefatigably welcoming and wonderful 
Linda and Bobby at Th e Mystery Bookstore in Los Angeles; Alan and the 
great crew at Mysteries to Die For; and the brilliant, wise, and supportive 
Barbara Peters at Poisoned Pen in Phoenix.

Finally, thank you to the ultimate heroes in my life, my family. Th ey put up 
with a great deal— and believed in me when I didn’t. From Tana, who keeps 
me steering straight ahead and makes everything good; to my dad, who re-
minded me that Steinbeck was published during the Great Depression; to my 
mom, who is a one- woman book- pubbing dynamo and just the best person 
in the world— they’ve never faltered in their faith . . .  and in so doing, kept 
mine alive. Th is book— and all my books— are because of you.
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Par t One

The Party

Every night he walked along the river, going home. 
Every night, about one. You do that when you’re 
young; walk along beside the river, looking at the 
water, looking at the stars. Sometimes you do that 
even when you’re a detective, and strictly speaking, 
have nothing to do with stars.

—Night Has a Thousand Eyes,
Cornell Woolrich
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One

Miranda didn’t hear the sound he made when his face hit the sidewalk. 
Th e fi recrackers  were too loud, punctuating the blaring Sousa band 

up Stockton. Red string snapped and danced from a corner of a chop suey 
 house on Grant, puff s of gray smoke drift ing over the crowd. No cry for help, 
no whimper.

Chinese New Year and the Rice Bowl Party, one big carnival, the City that 
Knows How to Have a Good Time choking Grant and Sacramento. Bush Street 
blocked, along with her way home to the apartment. Everybody not in an iron 
lung was drift ing to Chinatown, some for the charity, most for the sideshow.

Help the Chinese fi ght Japan— put a dollar in the Rice Bowl, feed starv-
ing, war- torn China. Buy me a drink, sister, it’s Chinese New Year. Don’t re-
member who they’re fi ghting, sister, they all look alike to me.

Somewhere above her a window opened, and a scratchy recording of “I 
 Can’t Give You Anything but Love” fought its way out. Miranda knelt down 
next to the boy.

“You OK, kid?”
She guessed eigh teen or nineteen, from the cheap but fl ashy clothes and 

the way his body had fallen, trying to protect itself. No response. She dropped 
her cigarette, and with eff ort turned him over, the feet around her fi nally 
making some room.
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K e l l i  S t a n l e y     a     4

I  can’t give you anything but love, baby—
“Kid—kid, can you hear me?”
Nose was broken. So was his jaw. Missing teeth, both eyes black. What 

looked like burn marks on his cheek.
Th at’s the only thing I’ve plenty of, baby—
She loosened and unknotted the fl imsy green tie around his neck. Eyelids 

fl uttering, color gone, face empty of everything except memory. Unbuttoned 
the shiny brown jacket, saw the hole in his chest.

Dream a while, scheme a while—
“We need a doctor! Anybody a doctor? Anybody?”
Th e feet around her moved back a little, ripple of noise running through 

the crowd.
You’re sure to fi nd—
 Couldn’t risk looking up. His eyes  were open now, brown clutching hers.
Happiness, and I guess—
She took a deep breath and yelled, voice straining.
“Doctor! Get a goddamn doctor!”
All those things you’ve always pined for—
Th e cement was still damp with slop from the restaurants and tenements, 

and his fi ngers clawed it, looking for an answer.
She bent close. Th e crowd shivered again, surged forward. His eyes asked 

the question and hers lied back.
“Who did this? Can you understand me? Who—”
He turned his head toward the direction he’d been thrown from. Last ef-

fort.
Th en the bubble. Th en the gurgle. Th en the cop.
“Move, you bastards. Move!”
His boots stood next to her, staring dumbly at the boy.
“He drunk?”
I  can’t give you anything but love. Th e record made a clacking sound, and 

the needle hit the label over and over. Clack. Clack clack.
She stood up, tired.
“He’s dead.”
Th e record started up again.
I  can’t give you anything but love, baby . . .  
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C I T Y  O F  D R A G O N S     a     5

Th e cop at the Hall of Justice was the hard type, but that was the new style for 
1940. One too many George Raft  and Jimmy Cagney movies, and they all 
wore their hair short and their mouths even shorter. No wink and a smile 
with this one. Burn at the stake, every time.

Miranda inhaled deeply on the Chesterfi eld and crossed her legs. It dis-
tracted him for a few seconds. She watched and counted the clock ticks as he 
picked up her lighter, her compact, her Chadwick’s Street Guide, her hat, her 
comb, her lipstick, her keys, her address book, her cigarette case, her note-
pad, her pocketbook, and a few gum wrappers and matchbooks, and looked 
at them as though they might be hiding a .38.

“So you say you don’t know this— Eddie Takahashi?”
“I said so.”
He sat back in the chair. “Just because you got a license that makes it all 

legal . . .  you’re still nothing more than the girls down on Turk. I looked 
you up.”

Her dress hitched a little higher when she leaned over his desk to rub out 
the cigarette in the scarred wood. His eyes fell.

“Congratulations. You can read.”
Sour smile, spit at the corners. Pulled his eyes back up while he rocked on 

his feet, the chair squeaking in rhythm.
“I can read all right. It’s some record. Spain with the Reds. Came back 

and worked for Dianne Larouche as an escort. Th en hooked up with Charlie 
Burnett on divorce cases . . .” He paused, savoring it, looking her up and 
down. “He was never one for fresh bait. Th en Burnett gets bumped off , they 
claim you fi gure out who, and you get a license and take over his business 
and land some cushy World’s Fair job on Trea sure Island, guarding Sally 
Rand. Takes a whore to know a whore, I guess. So . . .  who was the dead 
Jap— a client?”

Miranda dropped her eyes from the clock on the wall to the shiny, stub-
bled face of Star number 598. She stared at him until he fl inched, his chair 
shrieking one last time.

“Get on with your job or I call my attorney.”
His hands clenched around the fountain pen, red and pulpy. “Your attor-

ney. He your new pimp?”
Th e section gate swung open, banging against the partition. Phil stood, 

twirling his hat, looking at Miranda. Star number 598 fl ushed purple, jumped 
up from the desk.
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K e l l i  S t a n l e y     a     6

“If you want to take over, Lieutenant . . .” Th e words trailed off  in a 
mumble while he slid out into the hall.

Phil took off  his hat, lines on his face deeper than she remembered. More 
gray on his chin. More paunch in his belly. Goddamn it. She  wasn’t up to 
Phil, not today. Better to deal with the Puritan.

“You do something to Collins?”
She reached across the desk and took another Chesterfi eld out of the gold 

case, not speaking until she snapped it shut and returned it to its pile.
“Objects to me on principle.”
Phil’s eyes followed her hand when she picked up the yellow cab match-

book. Aft er two attempts, she struck one on the desk and lit the stick, hand 
shaking slightly. Leaned back in the hard wooden chair and met his eyes.

“Been awhile, Miranda. You look good. It’s been— how long? Since the 
Incubator Babies racket last year? Th ey must be treating you right, all your 
Fair friends.”

She shrugged. “Pays the bills. And I’m keeping busy in the off - season.”
“Still with divorce cases, I hear. Well, good for you. Kept Burnett in clo-

ver.” He cleared this throat, looked down at his large hands, unexpectedly 
helpless, folded on the desk.

“So one more year . . .  guess one bankrupt World’s Fair’s not enough. 
Maybe ’40’ll be more magic than ’39, who knows. You going back to work in 
May?”

She took a deep drag on the Chesterfi eld and blew a smoke ring. Gave him 
half a smile.

“Same troubles, same fair— shorter season. Bigger Gayway this year, 
though, more girl shows, more work for me. So yeah, I’m hitching my tent to 
Trea sure Island again.”

He cleared his throat again, studied the fl oor at her feet. Pressed his hands 
tight on the desk, fi ngers splayed.

“I’ll be retiring soon. Chief Quinn’s going home in a few days . . .  the may-
or’s appointing Dullea. You probably heard about it. Th ere’ll be changes— 
always are. I’m not always going to be around to watch out for you. I’d like to 
see you get settled.”

Miranda stared at the lipstick stain on her cigarette. A woman two rows 
over was sobbing into a handkerchief.

“If by ‘settled’ you mean married and not working, sorry, Phil. I appreci-
ate the doting uncle routine, but I can take care of myself.”
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C I T Y  O F  D R A G O N S     a     7

Color spread across his face, eyes dropping to her purse contents. Same 
story, new year. Same Phil. She readjusted herself in the hard wooden 
chair.

“Let’s get on with it.”
Hurt eyes, sad eyes, baggy, bloodshot, old. He took a piece of paper from 

the drawer, dipped the fountain pen.
“Name?”
“Don’t you have all that down? I’ve been sitting with Offi  cer League of 

Decency for half an—”
“I’m the lieutenant. You’re the witness. Let’s keep it formal.”
She blew another smoke ring over her shoulder, watched it sail over the 

head of a uniform a few desks down.
“Miranda Corbie.”
“Hair?”
“Auburn. Or red. Depends on the henna.”
“Answer the questions. Eyes?”
“Brown.”
He looked up. “I thought they  were . . .  yes. Hazel.”
She tapped some ash on the cheap metal ashtray. “Th ey’re brown to me.”
“Height?”
“Five feet six inches. Without heels.”
“Weight?”
“130, stripped.”
“Age?”
“Same as last year, except a year older. Th irty- three.”
“Address?”
“640 Mason Street, apartment number 405. No phone.”
He fi shed around the pile on the desk and pulled out a battered card. “Mo-

nadnock Building? With the Pinkertons?”
“Closet on the same fl oor. Th ey sometimes throw me the small fry in re-

turn for Sally Rand tickets.”
“Good for you. For getting your own offi  ce, and moving out of Burnett’s.”
She shrugged again. “It was never much. Neither was Burnett.”
He busied himself with writing. “Phone at the offi  ce is EXbrook—”
“—3333. Easy for clients to remember. I was lucky.”
Th e eyes came back to her. Like kids at a candy shop.
“Th ey got your numbers memorized, Miri— at least their husbands do.”

053-42491_ch01_1P.indd   7053-42491_ch01_1P.indd   7 9/30/09   3:20 PM9/30/09   3:20 PM



-1—
0—

+1—

K e l l i  S t a n l e y     a     8

She stubbed out the cigarette in the same spot on the desk and dropped it 
in the tray.

“Like I said, I’m lucky. C’mon, Phil, let me go home. It’ll be hell getting 
through— they’re expecting a hundred thousand to night.”

He leaned back, scratched his neck. “So what happened?”
“I was on my way home from  here. Had to ID a phony check pusher, who 

also happens to be a bigamist.”
He frowned. “You see Riordan?”
“Unfortunately. Tried to lick my face like a dog. I took a shortcut through 

Chinatown, forgetting about Rice Bowl, and got stuck on Sacramento be-
tween Grant and Waverly. About fi ve  o’clock, an hour before the street carni-
val, but still goddamn hard for anybody trying to get anywhere  else. I saw 
this kid facedown on the street. Th ought he was drunk, fl ipped him over, saw 
the exit wound, yelled for a doctor, and Th e Law shoved his way through with 
a nightstick. Th at’s it.”

“Eddie Takahashi. Sure you don’t know him?”
She shook her head. “Never seen him before. Got a record?”
His voice hesitated. “Small- time. Used to be a numbers runner for Filipino 

Charlie,  here and down in South City. Family lived on the edge of Chinatown— 
until ’37.”

Miranda reached for her cigarette case again, opened it, grimaced, and 
shut it.

“You got a stick on you?”
He searched inside his coat pocket and pulled out a crumpled Old Gold 

package and a tarnished lighter. He lit one, his hand shaking when he took it 
out of his mouth and handed it to her. She inhaled, leaning back in the chair.

“Nanking changed a lot of things in this city, Phil. Suddenly every Japa-
nese bayoneted babies.”

He passed a hand through his short gray hair, sweat starting to bead along 
his scalp. Kept his voice low.

“Th at’s the problem. Th at’s why I want you to go home, and forget about 
this kid. Chalk him up to Nanking.”

Miranda stared at the clock above his head, minute hand sweeping the 
time away. No use trying to make it cleaner. Not in the Hall of Justice. Not 
with Phil.

“You mean because he got killed during the Rice Bowl Party we fucking 
forget about it? Just blame it on what made Nanking in the fi rst place?”

053-42491_ch01_1P.indd   8053-42491_ch01_1P.indd   8 9/30/09   3:20 PM9/30/09   3:20 PM



—-1
—0
—+1
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He found a yellowed handkerchief in his pocket and wiped his forehead.
“Watch your mouth. You talk like a sailor, not a professor’s daughter.”
“Keep my father the hell out of it.”
Voices swirled around the room, staccato, sharp. Miranda was breathing 

hard, the cigarette burning between her fi ngers forgotten.
“You’re not even going to investigate this, are you? A few feeble courtesy 

calls on Filipino Charlie, who’ll have an alibi, and then you’ll forget about 
it, stick it in a drawer, because a Japa nese kid had the bad luck to get plugged 
in Chinatown on a day when the Chinese are raising money to fi ght the 
Rising Sun. Happy, happy fucking New Year, Phil. Gon Hay Fat Choy to 
you, too.”

His eyes glittered, and he stood up, shoving the chair into the desk with a 
hard clatter.

“Save yourself for Sally and the mashers, honey, and spare me the soap-
box. Th e Fair will reopen in a few months, and you’ll get by. You always do. 
Th ere are always men willing to make a pitch at you and fat wives willing to 
pay you to do it. Or do they pay you?”

Th e minute hand ticked. Somebody coughed. Th e clatter of typewriters 
started up again, the sound of bored questions and shrill answers pounding 
out to an eight- bar beat.

Miranda calmly rubbed out the half- fi nished cigarette in the wood of the 
desk. Phil sank back into his chair, the map of broken veins in his cheeks and 
nose shining purple against the white.

She started to gather her things. Unhurriedly, carefully, last time. He 
watched her, lit a cigarette. She was putting on her hat when he said some-
thing, voice hoarse.

“Don’t do it. I’m not warning you, I’m telling you.  We’ve got a new chief 
coming in, and nobody needs the trouble right now.”

She made her voice sweet and mellifl uous, just like Dianne had taught her.
“I’m no trouble, sugar.”
She adjusted the hat, walked around to his side of the desk, slowly, as if 

she  were at the Club Moderne and on a job. Stood in front of him, bent for-
ward, made sure he  couldn’t help looking. Th en she put a hand on his upper 
thigh, and rubbed it a little. His mouth hung open, desperation and horror 
 etched on his face.

“You’re a good Catholic boy, Phil. Even if you’re sixty. Do us both a favor 
and go to confession. You don’t want to be my uncle, and we both know it.”
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She left  him with his face in his hands, her breath ragged and trembling 
by the time she got to Kearny Street.

Th at night she dreamed of Spain and Johnny.
Th e fi elds  were golden with yellowing grain and dotted with the wings of 

birds, black against the cloudless sky, and they walked on dirty red roads, past 
one- room  houses of ancient stone, and smelled the grapes in the cellar and the 
olives in the press. Th ere was that moment, that one fl ash of truth, when she 
turned to him and looked in his eyes and his soul answered and everything 
went away and she was blind, and knew only joy, and the feeling of being 
 whole, complete, oneself and yet more than oneself.

Th en the breeze from the coast brought the smell of petrol and sulfur. 
And the horizon was red, it was eve ning, and a drone, not a bee or a locust, 
grew louder. She tried to hold him, to hold him tight, and he fought her, 
overpowering her, bruising and hurting her until she had to let go, and she 
screamed, and she screamed, and she screamed.

Miranda woke up, shaking, sweating. It was three in the morning.
She fl ung off  the cover, and swung her legs around the small bed, grab-

bing an almost- empty package of Chesterfi elds off  the nightstand on her way 
to the window. She pushed it open, inhaling the fog that pulsed downhill on 
its way to Market Street and south of that to the piers, the street lamps dim 
with cloud- wrapped cataracts, the traffi  c noises muffl  ed as if by a damp wool 
blanket.

1937. At three in the morning it was always 1937.
She watched a couple in eve ning clothes stroll down Mason toward  Union 

Square and the big hotels. She watched the man put his arm around the 
woman, watched as she leaned into him, their footsteps beating a sharp tat-
too in the wet pavement. She lit a cigarette, and watched them until they  were 
out of sight.

She smoked, and thought about Eddie Takahashi, and shivered a little. 
She’d be alone, but Miranda was used to that.
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