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AUTHOR'SNOTE

In any work of fiction dedling with the American South, awriter runsinto the problem of language and
attitudes —specificaly not only words and phrases but outlook, upbringing, and unspoken assumptions,
which, though widely held and considered normal at the time, are appalling today.

The early 1830s were atime of great changein America. President Andrew Jackson's view of
democracy was very different from the el ghteenth-century vision of the country's founders. Civil War and
Recongtruction lay ageneration in the future, and the perception of blacks— by the whites and by the
blacks themsdl ves—was changing, too.

In New Orleansfor most of the nineteenth century, it would have been as offensiveto cdl a
colored—that is, mixed-race—man or woman "black," asit would betoday to call ablack person
"colored.” Both words had connotations then that they do not have now; both words are freighted now
with history, implications, and inferences unimaginable then.

| havetried to portray attitudes held by the free people of color toward the blacks—those of full or
amogt-full African descent, either dave or free—and toward the Creoles—at that time the word meant
fully white descendants of French and Spanish colonists—as | have encountered them in my research.
Even ageneration ago in New Orleans, the mothers of mixed-race teenagers would caution their children
not to "date anybody darker than a paper bag.” Light skin was valued and dark skin discredited, and a



tremendous amount of energy went into making distinctions that seem absurdly petty today. Anintricate
hierarchy of terminology existed to categorize those of mixed race: mulatto for one white, one black
parent; griffe or sambo for the child of amulatto and full black; quadroon for the child of amulatto and
afull white; octoroon for aquadroon's child by afull white; musterfino or mamelogue for an octoroon's
child by afull white. (I've seen dternate meaningsfor griffe, sambo, and musterfino, so there's evidently
some question about either what the records were talking about, or whether the people at that time used
the same wordsfor the same things.)

White Creoles, by the way, had an intricate hierarchy of wordsto categorize each other asto socid
gtanding and how long their families had been prominent in New Orleans society, so they evidently just
liked to label things. Americans, of course, smply did not count.

| have not attempted to draw parallelsto any modern Situation or events. | have tried to construct astory
from ahistorica setting, using the attitudes and outlooks—and, of necessity, terminology—of that time
and place. | have attempted, to the best of my ability, neither to glamorize nor to conced. Theterritory is
touchy for those who have suffered, or whose families have suffered, from the preudices and
discrimination that once was— and till isto some extent—commonplace. To them | gpologizeif | have
inadvertently offended. My god is, asaways, smply to entertain.

ONE

Had Cardina Richdlieu not assaulted the Mohican Princess, thrusting her up againgt the brick wall of the
carriageway and forcing her mouth with his kisses, Benjamin January probably wouldn't have noticed
anything amisslater on.

Now, THERE's a story for the papers. January considered the tangle of satin and buckskin, the crimson
of the prelate's robe nearly black in the darkness of the passageway save where the oil lamp that burned
above the gate splashed it with gory color, the grip of the man's hand on the woman's buttocks and the
way her dark braids surged over histight-clenched arm. Certainly the American papers. Cardinal
Richelieu Surprised with Leatherstocking's Sster. It was acommon enough sight in the season of
Mardi Gras, when the February dark fell early and the muddy streets of the old French town had been
rioting since five o'clock with revelers—white, black, and colored, dave and free, French and
American—bedizened in every variation of evening costume or fancy dress. God knew there were
women enough yanking men off the high brick banquettesinto doorways and carriage gates and public
houses on Rue Royale and Rue Bourbon and al over the old quarter tonight. He wondered what Titian
or Rembrandt would have made of the compaosition; he was turning politely to go when the woman
screamed.

Thefear in her voice made him swing around, just within the arch of the gate. The ail lamp'slight must
havefallen on hisface, for when she screamed a second time, she cried hisname.

"Mondgeur Janvier!"

A gridetook him to the grappling forms. He seized His Eminence by the shoulder and tossed him clear
out of the carriageway, across the brick banquette, over the dark-glittering stream of the open guitter and
into the oozy dops of Rue Ste.-Ann with asingle throw—for January was a very big man—making sure
to cry ashedid soin hismogt jovid tones, "Why, Rufus, you old scamp, ain't nobody toldyou . . . ?'

Timing was everything. Hed learned that asachild.

Even ashisvictim went staggering into the jostle of carriages, he was bounding after him, catching the
man'sarm in afirm grip and gasping, "Oh, my God, s, I'm terribly sorry!" He managed to yank the



enraged churchman out of the way before both could be run down by a stanhope full of extremely
Cooperesgue Indians. "I thought you were afriend of minel My fault entirely!" Richelieu was
pomegranate with rage and thrashing like afish on ahook, but he was also agood haf foot shorter than
January's six-foot three-inch height and hadn't spent nine years carrying cadavers—and occasionally
pianofortes—on adaily basis. "1 do beg your pardon!”

January knew the man would hit him the moment he let go and knew aso that held better not hit back.

Hewas correct. It wasn't much of ablow, and at least Richelieu wasn't carrying a cane, but asthe
scarlet-masked villain flounced back across the gutter and disappeared into the dark maw of the gate
once more, January was surprised by his own anger. Rage rose through him like afever hegt as he tasted
his own blood on hislip, burning worse than the sting of the blow, and for atime he could only stand in
the gluey street, jostled on both sides by gaudy passersby, not trusting himself to follow.

I've been in Paristoo long, hethought.
Or not long enough.

He picked up his high-crowned beaver hat, flicked the mud from it—it had falen on the banquette, not in
the gutter—and put it back on.

Thelast time held let awhite man strike him, held been twenty-four. An American sailor on the docks
had cuffed him with casua violence as he was boarding the boat to take him to Paris. HEd thought then,
Never again.

Hedrew along breath, steadying himsdlf, willing the anger away as he had learned to will it asachild.
Welcome home.

Music drifted from the pae, pillared bulk of the Theatre d'Orleansimmediatdy to hisright, and amingled
chatter of talk through the carriageway to the courtyard of the Salle d'Orleans that had been hisgod. The
long windows of both buildings were open, despite the evening's wintry cool—not that New Orleans
winters ever got much colder than aNormandy spring. That was something held missed, all these past
Sxteen years.

In the Theetre, the Children's Ball would just be finishing, the main subscription ball getting ready to
begin. Theredtless, fairy radiance of the newfangled gadights faling through the windows and the warmer
amber of the oil lamps on their chains above the intersection of the Rue Ste.-Ann and Rue Royde,
showed him proud, careful mamas clothed as classca goddesses or Circassan maids, and watchful
papasin theincongruous garb of pirates, lions, and clowns, escorting gorgeoudy costumed little boys and
girlsto the carriages that awaited them, drawn up just the other Side of the gurgling gutters and tying up
traffic for streets. With the Theatre's long windows open he could hear the orchestraplaying afina
country dance—"Catch Fleeting Pleasures’—and he could identify whom they'd got to play: That had to
be Alcee Boisseau on the violin and only Philippe Decoudreau could be that hapless on the cornet.

January winced as he picked up hismusic saichd from beside the wall where hed dropped itin his
excess of knight-errantry, wiped atrace of blood from hislip and thought, Let's not do that again. The
Mohican Princess was long gone, and January hoped, as he made his way toward the lights and voi ces of
the courtyard that lay behind the Salle dOrleans gambling rooms, that Richdlieu had goneinto the
gambling rooms or upstairsto the Salle aswel. The colored glimmer of light from the courtyard, danting
into the dark of the passageway, showed him a couple of green-black cock feathers from the woman's
headdress lying on the bricks at hisfeet



Thewoman had cdled his name. She had been scared.
Why scared?

To any woman who would come unaccompanied to the Blue Ribbon Ball at the Salle dOrleans, being
thrown up againgt the wall and kissed by awhite man was presumably the point of the evening.

So why had she cried out to himin fear?

Colored lanterns jeweled the trees in the court, and the gallery that stretched the length of the Sdlle's rear
wall. Inthe variegated light, Henry V111 and at least four of hiswives|eaned over the gallery's wooden
raillings, laughing amongst themselves and caling down in English to friendsin the court below. January
didn't have to hear the language to know the Tudor monarch was being impersonated by an American.
No Creole would have had the poor taste to appear with more than one woman on hisarm. A curious
piece of hypocrisy, January reflected wryly, consdering how many of the men at the Blue Ribbon Ball
tonight had left wives a home; considering how many more had escorted those wives, dong with siters,
mothers, and the usud Creole regiments of cousins, to the subscription ball in the Theetre, directly next
door.

Both the Salle d'Orleans and the Thestre were owned by one man—Monsieur Davis, who also owned a
couple of gambling establishments farther dong Rue Royale—and were joined by a discreet passageway.
Most of those gentlemen at the subscription ball tonight would dip aong that corridor at the earliest
possible moment to meet their mulatto or quadroon or octoroon mistresses. That was what the Blue
Ribbon Ballswere dl about.

Ayasha, herecaled, had hardly been able to credit it when he'd recounted that aspect of New Orleans
life. None of theladiesin Parishad. "Y ou mean they attend balls on the same night, with their wivesin
one building and another with their mistresses a hundred feet away?quat;

And January, too, had laughed, seeing the absurdity of it from the vantage point of knowing held never go
back again. There was|aughter in most of hismemories of Paris. "It's the custom of the country,” heldd
explained, which of course explained nothing, but he felt an obscure obligation to defend the city of his
birth. "Itishow itis"

Allowing awhite man to strike him without raising ahand in his own defense was the custom of the
country aswell, but of that, he had never spoken.

Why would she struggle? And who was she, that she'd known his name?

He paused beneath the gdlery, his hand on the latch of the inconspicuous service door that led to offices,
kitchen, and service gair, scanning the court behind him for sight of that deerskin dress, that silly
feathered headdress that more resembled acrow in afit than anything held actually seen on the Choctaws
or Natchays who came downriver to peddie file or potsin the market.

Mogt of the women who came to the quadroon balls came with friends, the young girls chaperoned by
their mothers. Women did come alone, and agreat dedl of outrageous flirting went on, but those who
cameaone knew therules.

Above him, one of Henry VllI'swivestrilled with laughter and threw arose down to a tobacco-chewing
Pierrot in the court below. The gaudy masks of the wives set off their clouds of velvety curls, chinsand
throats and bosoms ranging from palest ivory through smooth cafe-au-lait. In London, January had seen
portraits of al the Tudor queens and, complexion aside, none of the originals had been without a
headdress. But this was one of the few occasions upon which, licensed by the anonymity of masks, afree



woman of color could appear in public with her hair uncovered, and every woman present was taking full
and extravagant advantage of the fact.

The French doors benegath the gdlery stood open. Gadlights were a new thing—when January had left in
1817 everything had been candlelit—and in the uneasy brilliance couples moved through the lower lobby
and up the curving doubleflight of the main gtair to the ballroom on the floor above. Asachild January
had been fascinated by thisfestival of masks, and years had not eroded its eerie charm; hefet asif he
had stepped through into adream of Shelley or Coleridge where everything was more vivid, more
beautiful, soaked in acrystdline radiance, asif the wals of space and time, fact and fiction, had been
softened, to admit those who had never existed, or who were no more.

Marie Antoinette strolled by, agood copy of the Le Brun portrait January had seen in the Musee du
Louvre, abeit the French queen had darkened considerably from the red-haired Austrian origind.
January recognized her fairylike thinness and the way shelaughed: Phlosine Seurat, hissister Dominique's
bosom friend. He couldn’t remember the name of her protector, though Dominique had told him, mixed
up with her usud silvery spate of gossp—only that the man was a sugar planter who had given Phlosine
not only asmall house on Rue des Ramparts but aso two daves and an alowance generous enough to
dresstheir tiny son like alittle lace prince. At aguessthe Indian maid was another of hissster'sfriends.

He looked around the courtyard again.

There were other "Indians’ present, of course, among the vast route of Greek gods and cavaiers,
Ivanhoes and Rebeccas, Caesars and corsairs. The Last of the Mohicans was as popular here asit was
in Paris. January recognized Augustus Mayerling, one of the town's most fashionable fencing masters,
surrounded by aworshipful gaggle of his pupils, and made a menta note to place betswith hissster
when he saw her on how many duelswould be arranged tonight. In dl hisyears of playing the piano at
New Orleans bals, January had noticed that the average of violence was |lower for the quadroon balls,
the Blue Ribbon Balls, than for the subscription balls of white society.

And even on this night of masks, he noted that those who spoke French did not mingle with those who
spoke English. Some things Carnival did not change.

Hed laughed about that, too, in Paris, back when there'd been reason to laugh.

Don't think about that, hetold himself, and opened the service door. Just get through this evening. |
wonder if that poor girl ... ?

She was standing in the service hdl that led to the manager'stiny office, to the kitchen and the servants
dair.

At the sound of the opening door she whirled, her face apae blur under the mask and the streaks of war
paint. She'd been watching through thelittle door that led into the .corner of the lobby, and for amoment,
as shelifted her weight up onto her toes, January thought sheld flee out into the big room, into which he
could not follow. He noted, in that ingtant, how absurdly the chegp buckskin costume was made, with a
modern corset and petticoat beneath it, and alittle beaded reticule at her belt. Her dark plaitswere anod
to Monsieur Cooper, but she wore perfectly ordinary black gloves, much mended, and black dippers
and stockings, splashed with mud from the street.

She seemed to lose her nerve about the lobby and turned to flee up the narrow stair that led to the
upstairs supper room and the little retiring chamber beside it, where girls went to pin up torn flounces.
January said, "It'sdl right, Mademoisdle. | just wanted to be sure you were dl right.”

"Oh. Of course." She straightened her shoulders with agesture he knew—he'd seen it ahundred times,



or athousand, but not from an adult woman .... "Thank you, Monsieur Janvier. Themanwas. . .
importunate.” She wastrying to sound cam and alittle arrogant, but he saw from the way the gold
buckskin of her skirt shivered that her kneeswere still shaking. She nodded to him, touched her absurd
headdress, |loosing another two cock feathers, and started to walk past him toward the courtyard again.
It was well done and, he redlized later, took nerve. But when she came close January got a better look at
what he could see of her face and knew then where he had seen that squaring of the shoulders, those full
lips, knew where he had heard that voice.

"Mademoisdle Madd eine?'
Shefroze, and in the same moment redlization took hold of him, and horror.
"Mademoiselle Madeleine?"

Her eyesmet his, her mouth trying for an expression of cool surprise and failing. She was awoman now,
wasp-wai sted with asoaring glory of bosom, but the angel-brown eyes were the eyes of the child he
remembered.

She moved to dart past him but he put his body before the door, and she halted, wavering, talying
possible courses of action, even as held seen her tally them when her father would come in after the piano
lessons and ask whether she would like alemon ice before her dancing teacher arrived.

Mogtly, January remembered, she would ask, "Might we play another piece, Pgpa? It's fill short of the
hour."

And old Rene Dubonnet would generdly agree. "If it'sno trouble for Monsieur Janvier, machere. Thank
you for indulging he—would you care for some lemon ice aswell, when you're done, Monsieur?”

Not an unheard-of offer from awhite Frenchman to his daughter's colored music master, but it showed
more than the usua politeness. Certainly more politeness than would be forthcoming even from a
Frenchman these days.

He realized he didn't know what her name was now. She must be al of twenty-seven. If she hadn't
gpoken he might not have known her, but of course she had known him. He and the waitersin their white
coats and the colored croupiersin the gaming rooms were the only men in the building not masked.

All thiswent through his mind in amoment, while she was till trying to make up her mind whether to
deny that sheknew him at dl or to deny that she wasthe child who had played modern music with such
eerieferocity. Before she could come to adecision he gestured her to the empty office of the Sdlle's
master of ceremonies and manager, one Leon Froissart, who would be safely upstairsin the balroom for
sometime to come. Had he been in Paris January might have taken her arm, for she was trembling. But
though she must be passing hersdlf as an octoroon—and there were octoroons aslight as she— asa
black man he was not to touch her.

Only white men had the privilege of dancing, of flirting with, of kissng the ladieswho cameto the Blue
Ribbon Bals. The balswerefor their benefit. A man who was colored, or black, freeborn or freedman
or dave, was smply a part of the building. Had he not lost the habit of keeping his eyes down in sixteen
years residencein Paris, he wouldn't even have looked at her face.

Sheleft alittletrail of black cock feathersin her wake as she preceded him into the office. The room was
barely larger than a cupboard, illumined only by the rusty flare of streetlights and the glare of passing
flambeauix that came in through the fanlight over the shutters; the cacophony of brass bands and shouting
inthe dreet camefaintly but clearly through the wall.



She sad, Hill trying to bluff it through, "Mongeur Janvier, while | thank you for your assstance, | ..."

"Mademoiselle Dubonnet.” He closed the door after a glance up and down the hall, to make sure they
were unobserved. "Two things. Fird, if you're passing yoursaf as one of these ladies, some man's placee
or awoman looking to become one, take off your wedding ring. It makes amark through the glove and
anyone who takes your hand for adanceisgoing to fed it."

Her right hand flashed to her |eft, covering the worn place in the glove. She had big hands for a
woman—even asalittle girl, he remembered, her gloves had aways been mended on the outside edge,
asthese were. Maybe that was what had triggered the recollection in hismind. As she fumbled with the
faded kid he went on.

"Second, thisisn't anyplace for you. | know it isn't my placeto say so, but why ever you're here—and |
assumeit's got something to do with aman—go home. Whatever you're doing, do it some other way."

"Itisn't..." shebegan breathlesdy, but there was guilty despair in her eyes, and he held up hishand for
dlenceagan.

"Some of these ladies may be aslight asyou," he continued gendy, "but they were dl raised to thisworld,
to do things a certain way. They mostly know each other, and they dl know the litde tricks—who they
can talk to and who not. Who each other's gentlemen are and who can be flirted with and who |eft aone.
Even the young girls, with their mothers bringing them herefor thefirst time for the men to mest, they
know dl this. You don't. Go home. Go homeright now."

Sheturned her face away. She had dways blushed easily, and he could almost fed the color spreading
under the feathered rim of the mask. He wondered if shed grown up as beautiful as shed been when he
taught her pianoforte scales, smple bits of Mozart, quadrilles and the rewritten arias on which he got his
students used to the flow and the story of sound. She had awonderful ear, he recaled; those hands that
tore out the sides of her gloves could span an octave and two. He remembered how she'd attacked
Beethoven, devouring the radica music like a starving woman egting meet, remembered the distant,
amost detached passion in her eyes.

Horns blatted and drums pounded in the Street, as a party of maskersrioted by. Someoneyelled "Vive
Bonaparte! A baslesamericaing” What wasit now? Ten years? Twelve years snce the man's death?
And hewas gtill capable of garting riotsin the street. "Salaud!" "Crapaud!” "Atheigte!” "Orleanigte. . . !I"

He saw the quicksilver of tears swimming in her eyes.

"I'm telling you thisfor your own protection, Mademoisdlle Dubonnet," he said. "If nothing dse, | know

these girls. They gossip like cannibals cutting up acorpse. Y ou get recognized, your naméll befilth. You
know that." He spoke quietly, asif she were still the passionate dark-haired child at the pianoforte, who
had shared with him the complicity of true devotees of the art, and for amoment she looked away again.

"I know that." Her voice wastiny. From his pocket January drew one of the several clean handkerchiefs
he aways carried, and she took it, smudging her war paint alittle in the process. She drew adeep
breath, let it go, and raised her eyesto hisagain. "It'sjust that . . . there was no other way. My nameis
Trepagier now, by theway."

"Arnaud Trepagier?' His ssomach felt asif hed misca culated the number of Sepson agtairway inthe
dark.

Hed heard his sgter's friends gossip about the wives and the white families of the men who bought them
their houses, fathered their children, paid for their dippers and gowns. For any white woman to come,



even masked, even protected by the license of Carniva, to a Blue Ribbon Ball was hideous enough. But
for thewidow of Arnaud Trepagier to be here, dressed like L eatherstock-ing's worst nightmare less than
two months after her husband's body had been laid in the Trepagier family crypt at the St. Louis
cemetery . . .

She would never be received anywhere in the parish, anywhere in the state, again. Her husband's family
and her own would cast her out. The Creole aristocracy was unforgiving. And once awoman was cast
out, January knew, whether here or in Paris, there was amost nothing she could do to earn her bread.

"What isit?" he asked. She had never been stupid. Unless she had falen in love with intense and crazy
passion, it had to be something desperate. "What's wrong?”

"I have to spesk with Angdlique Crozat."
For amoment January could only stare a her, speechless and aghast. Then he said, "Areyou crazy?

He'd only been back in New Orleansfor three months, but he knew &l about Angelique Crozat. Thefree
colored in their pastel cottages aong Rue des Ramparts and Rue Claiborne, the French in their
close-crowded town houses, and the Americansin their oak-shaded suburbs where the cane fields had
been—the davesin their cramped outbuildings and attics—knew about Angelique Crozat. Knew about
the temper tantrums in the cathedral, and that she'd spit on apriest at Lenten confession last year. Knew
about the five hundred dollars worth of pink silk gown sheld ripped from bosom to hem in aquarrel with
her dressmaker, and the bracelet of diamonds she'd flung out a carriage window into the gutter during a
fight with alover. Knew about the sparkle of her conversation, like bright acid that left burned holes and
scarsin the reputations of everyone whose name crossed her lips, and the way men watched her when
she passed aong the streets.

"I must see her," repeated Madame Trepagier levely, and there was athread of stedl in her voice. "l
must”

The door opened behind them. Madel eine Trepagier's eyes widened in shock as she stepped around
Froissart's desk, asfar from January asthetiny chamber would permit. January's mind leaped to the
soi-disant Cardind Richdlieu, and he turned, wondering what the hell he would do in the event of another
assault—in the event that someone guessed that Madame Trepagier was white, aone herewith him, to
say nothing of the woman she was seeking.

But it was only Hannibal Sefton, dightly drunk as usud, awreeth of flowers and severd strings of
iridescent glass Carniva beads |ooped around his neck. "Bal starts at eight.” His grin was crooked under
agraying mustache, and with acohal thelilt of the well-bred Anglo-Irish gentry was stronger than usud in
his speech. "Like as not Froissart'll fire your ass.”

"Like as not Froissart knows what he can do with my ass," retorted January, but he knew held haveto
go. He'd been aperformer too long not to begin on time, not only for the sake of his own reputation but
for those of the other men who'd play in the ensemble. Managers and masters of ceremoniesrarely asked
who was at fault if the orchestrawas | ate.

He turned back to Madame Trepagier. "Leave now," he said, and met the same quiet stedlinessin her
eyesthat he had seen there asachild.

"I can't,” shesaid. "I beg you, don't betray me, but thisis something | must do.”

He glanced back at Hannibal, standing in the doorway, histreasured fiddle in hand, and then back at the
woman before him. "1 can leave," offered Hanniba helpfully, "but Froissart'll be down herein aminute.”



"No," said January, "itsall right.”

Madeleine Trepagier'sface was il set, scared but cam, like asoldier facing battle. She'd never survive,
he thought. Not if La Crozat guessed her identity ....

"Ligen," hesad. "I'll find Angelique and set up amesting between you a my mother'shouse, dl right? I'll
send you a note tomorrow.”

She closed her eyes, and some of the tension Ieft her shoulders and neck; she put out ahand to the
corner of the desk to steady hersdlf. Shetoo, redlized January, had heard everything there wasto hear
about Angelique Crozat. A deep bregth, then anod. Another black cock feather floated free, likeadow
flake of raven snow.

"All right. Thank you."

They left her in the office, Hannibal checking the corridor, right and left, before they ducked out and
hastened up the narrow, mildew-smdlling flight of the service gair. In the hall January retrieved another
cock feather from the bare cypress planks of the floor, lest Richdieu happen by and be of an observant
bent. With luck once the music sarted everyone would be drawn up to the balroom, and Madame
Trepagier could dip away unnoticed. It shouldn't be difficult to hire ahack in the Rue Royae.

Didn 't | tell myself fifteen minutes ago, 'Let's not do this again'? Aninterview with Angelique
Crozat—spiteful, haughty, and so vain of the lightness of her skin that she barely troubled hersdlf to treat
even free colored like anything but black daves—aclout in the mouth from Cardind Richelieu promised
to be mild in comparison. At least being struck was over quickly.

"Who'sthelady?' asked Hanniba, as they debouched into thelittle hall that lay between the closed-up
supper room and the retiring parlor.

"A friend of my sster's.” The parlor door was gar, showing the tiny chamber drenched in amber
candldight, itsarmoaire bulging with costumesfor the midnight tableaux vivants and two girlsin what
was probably supposed to be classical Greek garb stitching frantically on aknobby concoction of blue
velvet and pearls.

"In case you've forgotten, that kind of tete-arte'te's going to get you shot by her protector, and it
probably won't do her any good, either."”

They passed through an archway into the lobby at the top of the main stair. The open stairwell echoed
with voicesfrom below aswell as above, amany-tongued yammering through which occasiona words
and sentencesin French, Spanish, German, and Americanized English floated disembodied, like leaves
on astream. Pomade, roses, women, and French perfumes thickened the air like luminous roux, and
through three wide doorways that |ed into the long gas-lit ballroom, only the smallest bresth of the night
ar dirred.

Hannibal paused just within the centra ballroom door to collect aglass of champagne and a bottle from
the bucket of crushed New England ice at the buffet table. One of the colored waiters started to spesk,
then recognized him and grinned.

"You fixin'to take just the one glass, fiddier?"

Hanniba widened cod-black eyes at the man and passed the glass to January, ceremonioudy poured it
full and proceeded to take along drink from the neck of the bottle.

"Oh, for a beaker full of the warm South, Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene.



With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, And pur ple-stained mouth."

He solemnly touched the bottle to January's glass in atoast, and resumed his progress toward the dais at
thefar end of the ballroom. January collared two more glasses for Jacques and Uncle Bichet, who
awaited them behind the line of potted palmettos. The waiter shook his head and laughed, and went back
to pouring out champagne for the men who crowded through the other doorways from the |obby,
clamoring for alast drink before the dancing began.

As he stled at the piano—a seven-octave Erard, thick with gilt and imported at staggering cost from
Paris—and removed his hat and gloves, January thought he caught aglimpse of the creamy buff of a
buckskin gown in the far doorway. He swung around, distracted, but the shifting mosaic of revelershid
whoever it was he thought he'd seen.

Concern flared in him, and anger, too. Damn it, girl, I'mtrying to keep you from ruining yourself His
hands passed across the keys, warming up; then he nodded to Hanniba and to Uncle Bichet, and like
acrobats they bounded into the bright strains of the Marlboro Catillion. First thoughts were best—I'm
getting too old to be a knight-errant. Hislip smarted and he cringed inwardly at the thought of seeking
out and interviewing Angdique Crozat later in the evening.

And for what? So that she could come up hereanyway . . .

But why would she come up? He'd seen her relax at the thought that she didn't haveto find the woman
hersdlf, saw the dread leave her.

Hed probably been mistaken. He hoped held been mistaken. Men were leading their ladiesin from the
lobby, forming up squares. Others came filtering through the discreetly curtained arch that led to the
passageway from the Thesatre next door, greeting their mistresses with kisses, their men friends with
handshakes and grins of complicity, while their wives and fiancees and mothers no doubt fanned
themselves and wondered loudly where their menfolk could have got to. The custom of the country.
January shook his head.

All of Madeleine Trepagier's family, and her deceased husband's, were probably at that ball. Hed never
met a Creole lady yet who didn't have brothers and male cousins. True, if they didn't know she'd be here
they wouldn't be expecting to see her, but there was dways the risk. With luck the first dances—catillion,
waltz, Panta on— would absorb their attention, giving the woman time to make her escape.

If that was what she was going to do. The skipping rhythms of the cotillion drew at his mind. He knew
that for the next hour, music would be al hed have time to think about. Whatever she decided to do,
she'd be on her own.

It was her own business, of course, but he had been fond of her asa child, the genius and the need of her
soul caling to the hunger in his. She had to be desperate in the first place to come here. Quiet and
well-mannered and genuinely considerate as she had been as a child, she had had the courage that could
turn recklessif driven to thewall. He wished heartily that he'd had time to escort her back to the
Trepagier town house himsdif.

Hewasto wish it again, profoundly, after they discovered the body in the parlor at the end of the hall.
TWO

Benjamin January'sfirst public performance on the piano had been at aquadroon bal. He was sixteen
and had played for the private parties and dances given during Christmas and Carnival season by
S.Denis Janvier for years, he was enormoudly tal even then, gawky, lanky, odd-looking, and painfully



ghy. St.Denis Janvier had hired for him the best music master in New Orleans as soon ashed
purchased—and freed—his mother.

The music master was an Austrian who referred to Beethoven as"that self-indulgent lunatic” and
regarded operaas being on intellectua par with the work hollers Ben had learned in hisfirst eight yearsin
the cane fields of Bdllefleur Plantation where the growing American suburb of Saint Mary now stood.
The Augtrian—Herr Kova d—taught the children of other placees and seemed to think it only the
children'sduethat their illegitimate fathers pay for amusica aswell asaliterary education for them. If he
ever thought it odd that Ben did not appear to have adrop of European blood in hisveinsit was not
something he considered worthy of mention.

Ben was, he said quite smply, the best, and therefore deserved to be beaten more, as diamonds require
fiercer blowsto cut. Common trash like pearls, he said, one only rubbed alittle.

Herr Kovald had played the piano at the quadroon balls, which in those days had been held a another
ballroom on Rue Royae. Then, as now, the wedthy planters, merchants, and bankers of the town would
bring their mulatto or quadroon mistresses—their placees—to dance and socidize, awvay from the
restrictions of wives or would-be wives, would aso bring their sonsto negotiate for the choice of
mistresses of their own. Then, as now, free women of color, pla?ees or former plasees, would bring their
daughters as soon as they were old enough to be taken in by protectors and become plafees themsealves,
in accordance with the custom of the country. Society was smdler then and exclusively French and
Spanish. In those days the few Americans who had established plantations near the city sincethe
takeover by the United States smply made concubines of the best looking of their daves and sold them
off or sent them back to the fields when their alure faded.

At Carnivd timein 1811, Herr Kovald was sick with the wasting ilinessthat was later to claim hislife. As
if the matter had been discussed beforehand, he had smply sent anoteto Livia Janvier'slodgings,
ingtructing her son Benjamin to take his place as piano player at the bal. And in spite of hismother's
deep disapprovd ("It's onething for you to play for me, ptit, but for you to play like a hurdy-gurdy man
for those cheap hussiesthat go to those balls.. . ."), he had, as amatter of course, gone. And, except for
abreak of six years, he had been aprofessona musician ever since.

The balroom wasfull by the time the cotillion was done. January looked up from hismusic to scan the
place from the vantage point of the dai's, while Hanniba shared his champagne with the other two
musicians and flirted with Phlosine Seurat, who had by thistime discovered that powdered wigs and
panniers were designed for the stately display of aminuet, not the breathtaking romp of acotillion.
Between snippets of Schubert, played to give everyonetimeto regain their breaths, January tried again to
catch sight of Madeleine Trepagier—if that was she he had thought held glimpsed in the ballroom
doorway—or of Angdlique Crozat, or, failing either of them, his sster Dominique.

He knew Minou would be here, with her protector Henri Viellard. During the four years between
Dominique's birth and January's departure for Paris, he had known that the beautiful little girl was
destined for pla-fage—destined to become some white man's mistress, as their mother had been, with a
cottage on Rue des Ramparts or des Uraulines and the responsibility of seeing to nothing but her
protector's comfort and pleasure whenever he choseto arrive.

The practical side of him had known thiswas agood living for awoman, promising materia comfort for
her children.

Stll, hewas glad held been in Paris when his mother started bringing Minou to the Blue Ribbon Balls.

He caught sght of her just as he began the waltz, aflurry of pink silk and brown velvet in the wide



doorway that led to the upstairs lobby, unmistakable even in arose-trimmed domino mask as she
grasped the hands of acquaintances, exchanged kisses and giggles, always keeping her dertness focused
on thefat, fair, bespectacled man who lumbered in a her Sde. Vidlard appeared to have been defeated
by the challenge of accommodeating his spectaclesto the wearing of a mask—he was clothed very
stylishly in adamson-colored cutaway coat, jade-green wai stcoat, and pal e pantaloons, and resembled
nothing so much as acolossal plum. When the waltz was over Dominique fluttered across the dance floor
to the musicians stand, holding out one lace-mitted hand, abeautiful amber-colored girl with velvety eyes
and features like an Egyptian cat's.

"First | heard Queen Guenevere had her dresses made from La Belle Assemblee.” Benjamin gestured to
the fashionable bell-shaped skirt, the flounced snowbank of white lace collar, and the deeves puffed
out—Dominique had recently assured him—on hidden frameworks of whalebone and swansdown. Like
every woman of color in New Orleans she was required to wear atignon—ahead scarf—in public, and
had used the license granted by a masked bdl to justify a marvel ous confection of white and rose plumes,
of wired and pomaded braids, of stiffened lace dangling with tasseled lappets of rose point in every
direction, the furthest thing from the grace of Camelot that could be imagined.

Women these days, January had concluded, wore the damnedest things.

"Queen Guenevereisfor the tableaux vivants, slly. And I'mjust appdlingly late asit is—you cant get
any kind of speed out of waiters during Carnival, even in aprivate dining room—and I've just found out
| phegenie Picard doesn't have her costumefor our tableau finished! Not," she added crisply, "that she's
doneinthat. [phegeniewastdling me—"

"Is Angdlique Crozat here?' In the three months he/d been back in New Orleans, January had learned
that the only way to carry on a conversation with Dominique was to interrupt mercilessy the moment the
current appeared to be carrying her in adirection other than the one intended.

She said nothing for amoment, but the full lips beneath the rim of the mask tightened dightly, and the chill
was asif shedd imported a chunk of New England ice to cool the air between them. "Why on earth do
you want to talk to Angdlique, p'tit? Which | wouldn't advise, by the way. Old man Peralta has been
negotiating with Angelique's mama—for his son, you know, the one who doesn't have a chin—and the
boy's crazy with jealousy if any other man so much aslooks at her. Augustus Mayerling's had to pull him
out of two duels over her dready, which he hasn't any right to be getting into— Galen, | mean—because
of course negotiations are hardly begun. . ."

"I need to give her amessage from afriend,” said January mildly.

"Better write it on the back of abank draft if you want her to read it," remarked Hannibal, coming around
to lean on the corner of the piano. "In smplewords of one syllable. Y ou ever had a conversation with the
woman? Very Shakespearean.”

Reaching out, he extracted two of the plumes from Dominique's hat and twisted hisown long hair into a
knot on the back of his head, sticking the quill endsthrough like hairpinsto hold it in place. "Full of sound
and fury but sgnifying nothing." Dominique dapped at his hands but gave him theflirty glance she never
would have given aman of her own color, and he hid agrin under his mustache and winked at her, thin
and shabby and disreputable, like aconsumptive Celtic df.

"I haven't had the pleasure,” said January wryly. "Not recently anyway, though she did call me ablack
African nigger when shewas six. But I've heard conversations she's had with others.”

"I've done that two streets away."



"Shelll be here Dominique's tone was still reminiscent of the ominous drop in temperature that precedes
ahurricane. "And | don't think you'll find her manners have improved. Not toward anyone who can't do
anything for her, anyway. Well, | understand agirl hasto live, and | don't blame her for entertaining
Monseur Peraltas proposals, but . . ."

"What'swrong with Perdta?' January realized held run aground on another of those half-submerged
sandbars of gossip that dotted New Orleans society—Creole, colored, and dave—like the snags and
bars of theriver. One day, he knew, held be able to negotiate them as he used to, unthinkingly—as his
mother or Dominique did —identifying Byzantine gardens of implication from the single dropped rose
petd of aname. But that would take time.

Asother thingswould take time. In any case he couldn't recall any scanda connected with that dignified
old planter.

"Nothing," said Dominique, surprised. "It'sjust that Arnaud Trepagier has only been dead for two
months. Arnaud Trepagier,” she went on, as January stared at her in blank dismay, hismind legping to the
fear that she had somehow recognized Madeleine, "was Angelique's protector. And | think—"

"Filthy son of awhorel”

All heedsturned at the words, ringingly declaimed. There was, January reflected, something extremely
actor-likein the way the dapper little gentleman in trunk hose and doublet had paused in the archway that
led through to the more respectable precincts next door, holding the curtains apart with arms widespread
and raised above theleve of his shoulders, asif unconscioudy taking up as much of the opening aswas
possible for aman of his stature.

The next second al heads swiveled toward the object of this epithet, and there seemed to be no doubt in
anyone's mind who that was. Even January spotted him immediately, by the way some people stepped
back from, and others closed in behind, the tall and unmistakably American Pierrot who'd been spitting
tobacco in the courtyard earlier in the evening.

For an American, he spoke very good French. "Better awhore's son than apimp, sr.”

Waiters and friends were closing in from al directions as the enraged Trunk Hose strode into the
ballroom, raising on high what appeared to be the folded-up sheets of a newspaper asif to smite his
victim with them. A pirate in purple satin and agaudily clothed pseudo-Turk in pistachio-green

pantal oons and a turban like a pumpkin seized Trunk Hose by the arms. Trunk Hose struggled likea
demon, neither ceasing to shout epithets nor repeating himsaf asthey and the sword master Mayerling
hustled him back through the curtain to the Theetre dOrleans again. The American Pierrot only watched,
dispassionatdly stroking histhin brown mustache benegth the rim of hismask. A Roman soldier, rather
like abonbon in gilt papier-mach6 armor, emerged from the passageway, flattening to the sde of the arch
to permit the ambulatory Laocoon to pass, then crossed to Pierrot in aswirl of crimson cloak. Pierrot
made agesture that said, It's what | expected.

Hannibal tightened a peg and touched an experimenta whisper from thefiddle strings. "I'll put adollar on
achdlenge by midnight.”

"Y ou think that Granger's gonna hang around wait for it?* demanded Uncle Bichet promptly. Whose
uncle Uncle had originaly been no one knew—aeveryone cdled him that now. Hewas nearly astal as
January and thin as a cane stalk, claimed to be ninety, and had old triba scarring dl over forehead,
cheekbones, and lips. "'l say by thetime Bouille shakes free of hisfamily over in the other hdl Granger's
out of here. And where you gonnaget adollar anyway, buckra?"



"And let people say heran away?' contradicted Jacques unbelievingly. "1 say eleven.”

"That's William Granger?" Like everyone €l se who'd been following the escalating war of |ettersin the
New Orleans Bee, January had pictured the rallway speculator as, if not exactly a tobacco-spitting
Kaintuck savage, at least the sort of hustling American businessman who came to New Orleans on the
steamboats with shady credit and a pocket full of schemesto get rich quick.

That might, he supposed, be the result of the man's spdlling, as demondtrated in hislettersto the Bee's
editor, or the speed with which his accusations againgt the head of the city planning council had
degenerated from alegations of taking bribes and passing information to speculatorsin riva railway
schemes to imputations of private misconduct, dubious ancestry, and persona habits un-suited to a
gentleman, to say the leedt.

Not that Councilman Bouill€s rebuttals had been any more dignified in tone, particularly after Granger
had accused him of not even speaking good French.

January shook his head, and did into the bright measures of Le Pantalon. The crowd swirled,
coalesced, divided into double sets of couplesin arather eongated ring around the walls of the long
ballroom. Creole with Creole, American with American, foreign French with foreign French ...
Bonapartist with Bonapartist, for al he knew.

He saw the young Prussian fencing master emerge from the passageway to the other ballroom, the
offending newspaper tucked under one arm, and scan the crowd, like a scar-faced, beak-nosed heron in
Renaissance velvet and pearls. The purple pirate stepped through the curtain behind him and conferred
with him rapidly—asilk scarf covered the corsair's hair but nothing in the world could prevent his
copper-colored Vandyke from looking anything but awful in contrast. Then Mayerling moved off through
the crowd to speak with Granger, who had clearly brushed aside the encounter and was asking Agnes
Pdlicot if one of her daughterswould favor him with adance.

Agneslooked him up and down with an eye that would have killed a snap bean crop overnight and made
excuses. January had heard his mother remark that her friend would have her work cut out for her to
successfully dispose of Marie-Anne, Marie-Rose, Marie-Therese, and Marie-Niege, but Kaintucks were
Kaintucks.

Her own protector having crossed over to join his fiancee in the Theatre, Phlosine Seurat waved, and
Mayerling joined her in aset with avery young, fair, chinless boy in atwenty-dollar gray velvet coet.

Thetide of the music drew January in—the "tour desmains” the "demi promenade,” the "chaine
an-glaise’—and for atimeit, and the joy of the dancers, was dl that existed for him. Hidden within the
heart of the great rose of music, he could forget time and place, forget the sting of his cut lip and the white
man who'd given it to him, who had the right by law to give it to him; forget the whole of this past half
year. For aslong as he could remember, music had been hisrefuge, when grief and pity and rage and
incomprehension of thewhole of the bleeding world overwhelmed him: It had been aretreat, likethe
gentle hypnotism of the Rosary. With the gadight flickering softly on the keys and the sublimind rus-de of
petticoatsin his ears, he could dmost believe himsdf in Paris again, and happy.

Asamedica student he had played in the dance hals and the orchestras of theaters, to pay hisrent and
buy food, and after he had given up the practice of medicine a the H6tel Dieu, music had been hisliving
and hislife. It was one of hisjoysto watch the people at bdls: the chaperones waving their fanson the
rows of olive-green velvet chairs, the young girlswith their heads together giggling, the men talking
business by the buffet or in the lobby, their eyes dways straying to the girls asthe girls eyes srayed
toward them. January saw the American Granger stroll over to the lobby doorsto talk to the gilt Roman,



controlled annoyance in the set of his back. Something about the way they spoke, though January could
hear no words, told him that the Roman was American as well—when the Roman spat tobacco at the
sandbox in the corner he was sure of it. Uneasiness prickled him at the sight of them. He neither liked nor
trusted Americans.

The young man in the gray coat likewise made hisway to the lobby doors, looked out uneasily, then
gravitated back to the small group of sword masters and their pupils. Mayerling and Maitre Andreas
Verret were conversing in amity unusua for professona fencers, who generdly quarrded at sight; their
students glared and fluffed like tomcats. Gray Coat orbited between the group and the doors haf adozen
times, fidgeting with his cravat or adjusting hiswhite silk domino mask. Waiting for someone, thought
January. Watching.

"Drat that Angeliquel™ Dominique rustled up to the daiswith acup of negusin hand. "'l swear she'slate
ddiberately! Agnestellsmetwo of her girls need find adjustmentsin their costumes for the tableau
vivant— they're Modi and Mustardseed to Angelique's Tita-nia—and of course Angelique'sthe only one
who can doit. It would be just like her."

"Would it?" January looked up from hismusic, surprised. "I'd think sheld want her group to be perfect, to
show her off better.”

Minou narrowed her cat-goddess eyes. " She wants herself to be perfect,” she said. "But shed dways
rather the girls around her were just alittle flawed. Look at her friendship with Clemence Drougt—who
might stand some chance of marrying anice man if sheld quit trying to catch awealthy protector. She
designs Clemence'sdresses ... Well, look at her.”

She nodded toward the narrow-shouldered girl who stood in degp conversation with the fair young man
in gray, and January had to admit that her dress, though beautiful and elaborately frilled with lace,
accentuated rather than concealed the width of her hips and the flatness of her bosom.

" She designed the gowns for dl the girlsin her tableau,” went on Dominiquein an undertone. "I haven't
seen them finished, but I'll bet you my second-best lace they make Marie-Anne and Marie-Roselook as
terrible as Clemence's does her."

"She'sthat spiteful?' It was atrick January had heard of before.

Dominique shrugged. " She hasto be the best in the group, p'tit. And the two Maries are younger than she
is." She nodded toward Agnes Pdllicot, arega woman in egg yolk silk and an elaborately wrapped
tignon threaded with ropes of pearls, now engaged in what looked like negotiations with astout man
clothed in yet another bad version of Ivanhoe. Marie-Anne and Marie-Rose stood behind and beside
her, dim girlswith abashed doe eyes.

They must be sixteen and fifteen, thought January— he recalled Agnes had just borne and lost her first
child when he had departed for France—the same age, probably, at which Madeleine Dubonnet had
been married to Arnaud Trepagier.

And in fact, hereflected, there wasn't that much difference between that match and the one Agnes was
clearly trying to line up with Ivanhoe. They were technically free, as Maddeine Dubonnet had been
technicdly free, marrying—or entering into acontract of placage— of their own free choice. But that
choice was based on the knowledge that there was precious little awoman could do to keep aroof over
her head and food on her table except sall hersalf to aman on the best terms she could get. Why starve
and scrimp and sl produce on the levee, why sew until your fingertips bled and your eyes wept with
fatigue, when you could dressin silk and spend the larger part of your daystelling servants what to do
and having your hair fixed?



Agirl hastolive.
Then Angelique Crozat stepped into the ballroom, and January understood theicinessin hissister'svoice.

True, agirl mugt live. And even the most beautiful and fair-skinned octoroon could not go long without
the wedlth of a protector. That was the custom of the country.

And true, the socid conventions that bound awhite woman so stringently—to coyness and ignorance
before marriage, prudishness during, and hem-length sable vellsfor ayear if she had the good fortune not
to diein childbed before her spouse—did not gpply to the more sensua, and more rational, demimonde.

But it was another matter entirely to appear at aball in the dazzling height of Paris fashion two months
after her lover wasin histomb.

Her gown was white-on-white figured slk, smply and exquigtely cut. Like Dominique'sit sivooped low
over theripe splendor of her bosom and like Dominique's possessed a spreading wedlth of deeve that
offsat the closefit of the bodicein layer after fairylike layer of starched lace.

But her face was covered to the lipsin the tabbied mask of asmiling cat, and the great cloud of her black
hair, mixed with |appets of lace, random strands of jewels, swatches of red wigs, blond curls, and the
witchlike ashy-white of horsetails—poured down like astorm of chaos over her shoulders and to her tiny
waist. Fairy wings of whaebone and stiffened net, glittering with gems of glass and paste, framed body
and face, accentuating her every movement in ashining aureole. She seemed set gpart, illuminated, not of
thisworld.

A triple strand of pearls circled her neck, huge baroquesin settings of very old gold mingled with what
looked like raw emeralds, worked high againgt the creamy flesh. More strands of the barbaric necklace
lay on the upthrust breasts, and bracelets of the same design circled her wrists, and others yet starred the
primal ocean of her hair.

Fey, brazen, and utterly outrageous, it was not the costume of awoman who mourns the desth of her
man.

Theyoung man in gray left Clemence Drouet standing, without aword of excuse, and hastened toward
that glimmering flame of ice. He was scarcely aone, for men flocked around her, roaring with laughter a
her witticisms—"What, you on your way to aduel?' of an armored Ivanhoe, and to aHercules, "Y ou get
thet lion skin off that fellow down in the lobby? Why, your magiesty! Y ou brought al six of your wives
and no headsman? How careless can you be? Y ou may need that headsman!™

In spite of himsdlf, January wanted her.

The young man in gray worked himsalf through the presstoward her, holding out his hands. She saw him,
caught and held his gaze, and under the rim of the cat'swhiskersthe red lips curved in awelcoming smile.

Timing iseverything. And quite ddliberately, and with what January could see was rehearsal-perfect
timing, just asthe boy was drawing in breeth to speak, Angdlique turned away. "Why, it's the man who'd
trade hiskingdom for ahorse." She smiled into the eyes of the dazzled Roman and, taking his hand,
alowed him to lead her onto the dance floor.

Asthey departed, she smiled once more at the boy in gray.

It was as neat and as crud a piece of flirtation as January had seenin alifetime of playing at balls, and it
left the boy openmouthed, helpless, clenching and unclenching hisfistsin rage. Leon Froissart, afussy
little Parisan in ablue coat and immaculate stock, bustled over with ayoung lady and her mother in



tow—Agnes must be ready to spit, thought January, seeing that neither Marie-Anne nor Marie-Rose was
present in the balroom at that moment—and performed an introduction, offering the girl's gloved hand.
The boy shoved it from him and raised hisfigt, Froissart starting back in darm. For an instant January
thought the boy really would strike the master of ceremonies.

Then at the last minute he flung himsdlf away, and vanished into the crowd in the [obby.
Shaking his head, January swung into the Lancers Quadrille.

By the dance's end, when he was able once more to pay attention to the various little dramas being
enacted in the ballroom, Agnes Pellicot had been rgjoined by her two daughters, and it was blisteringly
clear that Minou's predictions concerning Angdlique's use of her design skills had been correct.
Marie-Anne and Marie-Rose were both clothed now in gowns quite clearly designed to complement
Queen Titanials moondust skirts and shimmering wings, and just as clearly designed to point up the older
girl'sawkward height, and the salow complexion and rather full upper arms of the younger. Both girls
were confused and on the verge of tears, knowing they looked terrible and not quite knowing why, and
Agnes herself—no fool and considerably more experienced in dressmaking—seemed about to succumb

to apoplexy.

Languishing, giggling, smiling with those dark eyes behind the cat mask, Angdlique dispatched Marc
Anthony to fetch her champagne and vanished into the lobby, thetal tips of her wingsflickering above
the heads of the crowd.

"I'll be back," said January softly and rose. Hannibal nodded absently and perched himsdf on thelid of
the pianoforte as Uncle and Jacques disappeared in quest of negus. As January wove and edged his way
reluctantly through the crowd toward the doors, athread of music followed him, an antique air like faded
ribbon, barely to be heard.

Best do it now, hethought. The picture of the doll-like six-year-old in his mother's front parlor returned
to hismind, lace flounced like alittle pink vaentine, clutching the weeping Minou's haf-strangled kitten to
her and shaking away January's hand: "I don't have to do nothing you say, you dirty black nigger.”

And Angelique's mother—that plump lady in the pink satin and agrettes of diamonds now chatting with
Henry VIII, rather like akitten hersdlf in those days— had laughed.

The Creoles had a saying, Mount a mulatto on a horse, and he'll deny his mother was a Negress.

Angelique was at the top of the sairs, exchanging aword with Clemence, who came up to her with
anxiety in her spanid eyes, she turned away immediately, however, asarather overelaborate piratein
gold and a blue-and-ydlow Ivanhoe claimed her attention with offers of negus and cake. January
hesitated, knowing that an interruption would not be welcome, and in that moment the boy in gray came
storming up and grabbed hard and furioudy at the fragile lace of Angdlique'swing.

Shewhirled inastorm of glittering hair, ripping thewing till further. "What, pulling wings off fliesisn't
good enough for you these days?' she demanded in avoice like asilver razor, and the boy drew back.

"Y ou b-bitch!" Hewasdmost in tears of rage. "You. . . suh-stuh-strumpet!*

"Oooh." Sheflirted her bare shoulders. "That's the b-b-best you can do, Galenette?' Her imitation of his
stutter was deadly. "Y ou can't even cal nameslikeaman.”

Crimson with rage, the boy Galen raised hisfist, and Angdlique swayed forward, just dightly, raisng her
faceand turning it alittle asif inviting the blow as she would have akiss. Her eyeswere on his, and they



gmiled.

But her mother swooped down on them in aflashing welter of jewels, overwhelming the furious youth:
"Monsieur Galen, Mongieur Galen, only think! | beg of you... !"

Angelique smiled alittlein triumph and vanished into the dark archway of the hal with ataunting flip of
her quicksIver skirts.

"A girl of such spirit!" the mother was saying— Dreuze, January recaled her namewas, Euphrasie
Dreuze. "A girl of fire, my preciousgirl is. Surely such ayoung man as yourself knows no girl takes such
trouble to make aman jedlous unless she'sin love?’

The boy tore his eyes from the archway into which Angelique had vanished, gazed at the woman grasping
him with her little jeweled hands asif he had never seen her in hislife, then turned, staring around at the
masked facesthat ringed him, faces expressionless save for those avid eyes.

"Monsieur Galen," began Clemence, extending atentative hand.
Galen struck her aside, and with an inchoate sound went storming down the sairs.

Clemence turned, trembling hands fussing a her mouth, and started for the archway to follow Angelique,
but January was before her. "If you'll excuse me," he said, when their paths crossed in the mouth of the
halway, "I have amessage for Mademoisdle Crozat."

"Oh," whispered Clemence, fluttering, hesitant. "Oh ... | suppose. . ."
He left her behind him, and opened the door.
"How dare you lay handson me?"

She was standing by the window, where the light of the candlesringed her in ahao of poisoned honey.
Her words were angry, but her voice was the alluring voice of awoman who seeks a scene that will end
inkisses.

She stopped, blank, when she saw that it wasn't Galen after all who had followed her into the room.
"Oh," shesaid. "Get out of here. What do you want?'
"I was asked to speak to you by Madame Trepagier,” said January. " Shed like to meet with you."

"You're new." Therewas curiogity in her voice, asif he hadn't spoken. "At least Arnaud never mentioned
you. She can't be as poor as she whined in her note if she's got bucks like you on the place.” Behind the
cat mask her eyes sized him up, and for amoment he saw the disappointment in the pout of her mouth,
disappointment and annoyance that her lover had had at least one $1,500 possession of which she had
not been aware.

"I'm not one of Madame Trepagier's servants, Mademoisdlle," said January, keeping hisvoice level with
an effort. He remembered the flash of desire he had felt for her and fought back the disgust that fueled
further anger. " She asked meto find you and arrange a meeting with you.”

"Doesn't that sow ever give up?' She shrugged impatiently, her lace-mitted hand twisting the gold-caged
emeralds, the baroque pearls againgt the white silk of her gown. "I have nothing to say to her. You tell her
that. You tel her, too, thet if shetriesany of those spiteful little Creoletricks, like denouncing meto the
policefor being impudent, | have tricks of my own. My father's bank holds paper on half the city council,



including the captain of the police, and the mayor. Now you ..."

Her eyeswent past him. Like an actress dropping into character, her whole demeanor changed. Her
body grew fluid and catlike in the sensud blaze of the candles her eyes smoky with languorous desire. As
if January had suddenly becomeinvisible, and in precisely the same tone and inflection in which she had
first spoken when he camein, she said, "How dare you lay hands on me?*

January knew without turning that Galen Perdlta stood behind him in the doorway.

It was his cue to depart. He was sorely tempted to remain and spoil her lines but knew it wouldn't do him
or Madeleine Trepagier any good. And Peraltawould only order him out in any case.

The boy was trembling, torn between rage and humiliation and desire. Angelique moved toward him, her
chinraised alittle and her body curving, luscious. "Aren't we abrave little man, to be sure?' she purred,
and shook back her outrageous hair, her every move a caculated invitation to attack, to rage, to the
desperate emotion of a seventeen-year-old.

Stepping past the ashen-faced boy in the doorway, January felt aqualm of pity for him.

"You...you..." Heshoved January out of hisway, through the door and into the hal, and dammed
the door with a cannon shot violence that echoed dl over the upstairs |obby.

It wasthe last time January saw Angelique Crozat dive.
THREE
Bitch, thought January, hiswhole body filled with acold, digpassonate anger. Bitch, bitch, bitch.

Anger consumed him, for the way she had looked at him, like a piece of property, and at the knowledge
that thiswoman had flitted and cut and stolen her way through the life of the woman who had once been
Madeleine Dubonnet. That for one moment he had wanted her—as probably any man did who saw
her—disgusted him more than he could say. His confessor, Pere Euge-nius, would probably cal it
repentance for the Original Sin, and he was probably right.

Back in the ballroom, major war appeared to have broken ouit.

January heard the shouting as he crossed the upstairs lobby, which was completely deserted, men and
women crowding the three ballroom doors. Monsieur Bouille's shrill accusations rode up over the
jangling background racket of abrass band playing marchesin the street outside. "A swineand aliar, a
scum not fit to associate with decent society....."

Granger, thought January wryly. Bouille had used precisely the samewording in hislatest | etter to the
Bee.

"You cal mealiar, Sr? Deny if you will that you helped yoursdlf to bribesfrom every cheapjack railway
scheme—"

"Bribery may be how you Americans do business, sr, but it is not the way of gentlemen!”
"Now who'stheliar?"

There was aroar and asurge of the crowd, and Monsieur Froissart's helpless voice wailing, "Messieurs!
Messieurs



January dipped unnoticed aong the back of the crowd, to where Hannibal, Uncle Bichet, and Jacques
were sharing a bottle of champagne behind the piano. He had never played awhite subscription ball that
hadn't included begtings with canes, pistol whippings or kicking matchesin the courtyard or the gaming
rooms—So much, hethought wryly, for the vaunted Creole concept of "duels of honor.” If it wasn't
aBonapartist taking out his spite on an OrlGaniste, it was alawyer assaulting another lawyer over
persona remarks exchanged in the courtroom or a physician chalenging another physician following a
lively fusilade of |ettersin the newspapers.

"Wagers now being taken." Hannibal poured out aglass of champagne for him. " Jacques hereinggtsitl
beswords. . . ."

" 'Courseitll be swords," argued the cornetist. "Bouille spends half what he earns at Mayerling's sdle des
armes and he'scrazy totry it out! He's been challenging everyone he meetsto dueld”

January shook his head, and sipped the fizzy liquid. "Pistols" he said.
"Pistols? Where'syour sword?"

"Americansawaysusepigols.”

"Told you," said Uncle Bichet to Jacques.

On the whole, the quadroon balls were far better run. January wondered whether that had something to
do with the fact that these men didn't legdly control their mistresses the way they did their wives and so
had to make a better impression on them, or if the Smple socid pressure of Creole families caused the
men to drink more.

"Live pigsat thirty paces," decreed Hannibal solemnly, and gestured with a crawfish patty. " Arma
virum-que cano . . . Did you encounter La Crozat?'

"Mongeur Bouille, you forget yourself and where you are.” Over the heads of the crowd—and January
could look over the heads of most crowds—he saw a snowy-bearded, e derly gentleman in the dark blue
satins of fifty years ago interpose himsdf between William Granger and Jean Bouille, who were squared
off with canes gripped clubwisein their hands.

"l do not forget mysdif!" screamed Bouiille. "Nor who | am. | am agentleman! This canaille hasinsulted
mein public, and | will have my stisfaction!™

Granger inclined his head. His accent was a flatboat man'stwangy drawl but his French was otherwise
good. "When and where you please, ar. Jenkins. . ."

The Roman soldier stepped forward, putting up anervous hand to steedy his laurel wreath asheinclined
his head.

"Would you be so good asto act for me?"

"Only think!" wailed Mongeur Froissart. "1 beg of you, listen to Monseur Perdta's so sensible words!
Surely thisisameatter that can be regulated, that can be talked of in other circumstances.”

The city councilman sneered contemptuoudy and lifted his cane asif fearing his opponent would turn tail;
Granger returned the look with astony stare and spat in the direction of the sandbox. Froissart looked
frantically around him for support, and at the same moment January felt atouch on his shoulder. It was
Romulus Vdle, the balroom's mgordomo.



"Maybe you best get another set started, Ben?" The elderly freedman gestured at the eager faces
crowding to see more of the drama. "' Give these good people something else to think about?”

January nodded. If there was one thing that could distract Creoles from the prospect of adudl, it wasa
dance. Jacques and Uncle Bichet took their places; though Hannibal's hands shook alittle as he picked
up fiddle and bow, there was nothing unsteady about the way he diced into the most popular jig and redl
in their repertoire. Setswere forming even as Froissart and the senior Monsieur Peralta shepherded the
combatants out into the lobby and presumably down to the office.

And let's hope, thought January dourly, that our bonny Galen and la belle dame sans merci didn't
decide the office was a more private venue for their tete-a-tete than the parlor. That would be all
it needs, for Galen's father to find the pair of them coupling like weasels on the desk.

Cross passes. Footing steps. Casting off and casting back, and swooping into the grand promenade.

"I'm going to strangle that woman!" Dominique had changed into her costume for the tableaux, and, as
Guenevere, had dispensed with the corsets and petticoats of modern dress, unlike &t least four of the
assorted Rebeccas and Juliets circulating in the crowd. Without them she looked startlingly sensud, thin
and fragile and very reminiscent of the girls of January's young manhood in their high-waisted, clinging
gowns. He had never adjusted to the sight of women in the enormous petti coats and mountainous deeves
of modern dress.

"Not only does she disappear without helping Marie-Anne and Marie-Rose—and after making them
wear those frightful dressesin thefirst place, and Agnesisready to spit blood!—but because I'm
hunting high and low for her I missthe only red excitement of the evening!”

"Shell bein the parlor,” pointed out January mildly. "She dtill hasto fix her wings™

"Ben, | looked inthe parlor. It wasthe first place | looked. And in the supper room. And it would have
sarvedthat . . . that uppity tart right if held torn those wings right off her back.” Minou adjusted thefall of
onefloor-length deeve of buttercup yellow and straightened the dark curls of her chignon. "Did you hear
what she told her mama about price and terms to take back to Peralta Pere?If | ever saw sucha. . ."

"I'velooked everywhere." Marie-Anne Pellicot, her long ova face visibly beautiful despite adomino
mask of exactly thewrong shade of gray-green for her pae creme-cafe complexion, hurried up, vexation
replacing her earlier tears. "It's nearly eleven! She promised to dressour hair. .. ."

Her Sgter wasright behind her. January heard Ayashasvoicein hismind: A designer who knows what
she's doing can guide beauty to a woman's form or make that selfiame woman ugly, just in the
way she cuts a sleeve. He knew what hiswife would have guessed—and said— about Angdlique, just
from looking at those two dresses, on those two particular girls.

For dl her tartness, Ayasha had been akind woman. She'd never have let Angelique anywhere near
those poor children's hair.

"If the parlor isthefirst place you looked, ook again,” advised January. The music had soothed away his
anger, and he was ableto look dispassionately a Angelique and at the Situation, only wondering whet he
was going to say to Mme. Trepagier to keep her from undertaking some other mad attempt to see the
woman. He hadn't liked the hard desperation in her eyesas she had said, "I must see her. | MUST." She
and Gaen may have gone somewhere esefor their quarrd, but if she'sgoing to repair those wings shelll
have to go back where there'slight.”

"Gden?' Marie-Annelooked surprised. "Galen |eft after what she said to him in the lobby. "Which was



horrible, | thought—he can't hdpitif he sammers.”
"Gden." January sighed. "He came back.”
"Tiens!" Dominique flung up her hands. "Just what weneed! That . . . thet . . ."

"Wasn't that you who dammed the door?" asked Marie-Rose, trying vainly to tug the lower edge of her
bodice into amoreflattering position on her hip.

"Have you checked the attics?' Hannibal swiped rosin onto his bow with an expert lightness of touch.
"Those back stairs go up aswell asdown."”

"l swear 'mgoingto ... Ah! Therés Henri." The annoyance melted from Minou's face, replaced by a
mischievous brightness a the Sight of her € ephantine beau emerging awkwardly through the curtain of the
passageway to the Theatre. She stroked atendril of her hair into the dightest hint of seductive dishabille.
"I must go, ptit. It'sonething to let your protector seeyou in dl your glory in atableau, but it does mean
he's wandering about the ballroom unattended while you're getting yourself ready.” Sheflitted away likea
primrose-and-black Gothic butterfly, leaving Marie-Anne and Marie-Rose to their own devices.

"Clemence might know," said Marie-Anne, not in the least disconcerted by the abrupt departure. As
January had said to Mme. Trepagier, they dl knew therules. "Isshe till here? | thought she went after
Gden." Hanniba poked January in the back with the bow, and mimed fingering akeyboard. "Shell have
to comb her hair when shel's done, anyway," the violinist pointed out practicaly. "They can catch up with
her then." And he led the way into the opening bars of awaltz.

In the blaze of gadight and candle glow, January's eyes followed his sister and her protector around the
double circle of the waltzers, annoyed in atired way—as Angdique annoyed him now—at the thought of
how sheliteraly dropped everything to dance attendance on this man whose mother, ssters, femae
cousins, and quite possibly fiancee were standing stiff-backed in acorner of the Theatre d'Orleans,
chatting with other deserted ladies and pretending they had no ideawhere their errant menfolk had got to
just now.

Marie-Anne and Marie-Rose deserved better.
Minou deserved better.
Didnt they dl?

The balroom wasfull, thiswatz among the most popular of the repertoire. There were more men than
women present now, watching the dancers, talking, flirting alittle with the unmarried girls under their
mamas wary eyes. The costumes made afiery rainbow, bright and strange, in the brilliant light, like the
enchanted armies of adream. He could identify groups from the tableaux vivants, theme and desgn
repested over and over, nymphs and coquettes of the ancien regime. Dreams for the men who owned
these women, or sought to own them; a chance to see their mistressesin fantasy glory. You don't love a
sang mele whose mother bargained with you for her services. You love Guenevere in her bower,
you love the Fairy Queen on Midsummer's Eve. For the young girls, the girlswho were here to show
off their beauty to prospective protectors, the occasion was more important till.

No wonder Agnes Pdllicot's face was stone when she hurried through the ballroom and then out again.
No wonder there was poison in her eyes as she watched Euphrasie Dreuze trip by, an overdressed,
overjewded pink dove. Where January sat at the pianoforte he could look out through the triple doors of
the ballroom to the lobby and see men and women—clothed in dreams and harried by the weight of their
nondream lives—as they came and went.



Angelique's mother caught Peralta Pere asthe elderly planter reentered the balroom, asked him
something anxioudy. The old man's white brows pulled together and hisface grew grim. Telling him
about the quarrel, guessed January, and asking if he's seen either Galen or Angelique. Theold
planter turned and | eft abruptly, pausing in the wide doorway to bow to agroup of chattering young girls
who entered, clothed for atableau asthe Ladies of the Harim.

January returned his attention to the keys. That was one dream he preferred not to regard too near.

There were about six of them, mostly young girls— he didn't know their names. Minou had told him, of
course, but even after three months back he was till unfamiliar with the teeming cast of the colored
demimonde. Though he had never in hislife seen Ayashain anything but sensble caicos or thesmple,
ivory-colored tarlatan that had been her one good dress—the dress in which they had buried her last
August—ill the sight of the Arabian ladiestore at the unhealed flesh of his heart. From the waltz they
did into another Lancers, amost without break. Dimly, the sounds of quarreling could be heard when the
curtain to the passageway was raised. The night was late enough for just about everybody to be drunk,
both on that side of the passageway and this. Still he didn't look up, seeking such nepenthe asthe music
hed to offer.

Maybe it was because Ayasha had laughed at the latest fad for things Arabic. "They think it's so
glamorous, thelife of the harim,” she had said, that lean, hooknosed face profiled in the splendor of the
cool Paris sun that poured through the windows of their parlor in the Rue de 1'Aube. Beadwork glittered
in her brown hands.

"To do nothing except make yoursdlf beautiful for aman . . . likeyour little placees. Asif each of them
assumesthat shel'sthe favorite of the harim, and not some lowly odalisque who spends most of her day
polishing other women'stoenails or washing other women's sheets. And the harim is of course always
that of awealthy man, who can afford sorbets and oils and silken trousersinstead of cheap
hand-me-downs that haveto last you three years."

She shook her head, aMoroccan desert witch incompletely disguised as a French bonne femme. The
huge black eyeslaughed in aface that shouldn't have been beautiful but was. "Like dreaming about living
in one of these castles up here, without having seen a castle, which look horribly uncomfortableto me.
And of course, the dreamer is aways the queen.”

Ayasha had |eft Algiers at the age of fourteen with a French soldier rather than go into the harim her
father had chosen for her. When January met her, even at eighteen she had risen from seamstressto
designer with avery small—but spotlesdy clean—shop of her own, and had little time for the romantic
legends of the East.

But the sight of awoman with hennain her hair, the smell of sesame oil and honey, could sill shakehim
to hisbones.

He could not believe that he would never see her again.

When he looked up at the conclusion of the Lancers, the sword master Augustus Mayerling stood beside
the piano.

"Monsieur Janvier?' Heinclined his head, neat pale features overweighted by a hawk-beak nose and
marred from hairline to jawbone with saber scars. Hiseyeswere acuriouslight hazd, likeawolf's. "'l am
given to understand that you've practiced asaphysician.”

"I'm asurgeon, actualy,” said January. "'l trained at the Hotel Dieu in Paris. After that | practiced there
for three years."



"Even better.” The Prussan'sfair hair was cropped like asoldier's; it made his head seem small and
birdlike above the flare of his Elizabethan ruff. Like Hanniba, he spoke with barely an accent, though
January guessed it came from good teaching rather than length of time spent in the United States.

"Bone and blood is a congtant. | would prefer aman who understands them, rather than one who spent
SX yearsat university learning to argue about whether purgesraise or lower the humors of the human
congtitution and how much mercury and red pepper will clarify aman's hypotheticd bile. That imbecile
Bouille's chalenged Granger to adud," he added, evidently not considering a Paris-trained surgeon's
current position at the piano of a New Orleans ballroom a subject of either surprise or comment.
"Children, both of them."

Thelines at the corners of his eyes marked Mayerling as older than he looked, but he was still probably
younger than either his student or the man that student had chalenged. January didn't say anything, but
the lines deepened just dightly, ironically amused. "Well-paying children," admitted Mayerling, to
January's unspoken remark. "Nevertheless. Bouilleswifeisthe sster to two of the physiciansin
town—physicianswho actudly studied medicine somewhere other than in their uncles back offices, you
understand—and the third has money invested in Monsieur Granger's prospective L aFayette and
Pontchartrain railway company. The others who have been recommended to me seem overfond of
bleeding. ... | trust that your remedy for abullet in the lung does not involve a cupping glass? It isto my
professond interest, you understand, to know thingslike this

Congdering how nearly every young Creole gentleman bristled and circled and named hisfriends at the
most trivid of dights, it wasn't surprising that Mayerling, Verret, Crocquere, and the other fencing
teacherswould be on intimate terms with every medica man for fifty miles,

January shuddered. He knew severa who would resort to just that, accompanied by massive purges and
aheavy dose of calome—sdlts of mercury—for good measure.

"Y ou think they'll accept a physician of color?!

The sword master appeared genuindy surprised. "It is of no concern to me what they accept. Jean
Bouilleismy student. The American shdl accept your ministrations or die of hiswounds. Which, it is of
little interest to me. May | count upon you, Sir?"

January inclined his head, hiding his amusement at the extent of the Prussian’'simperid arrogance. Y ou
may, Sr."

Mayerling produced his card, which January pocketed, and accepted one of January'sin return.
Mayerling'ssad smply, Augustus Mayerling. Svord Master. January'swas inscribed, Benjamin
Janvier. Lessons in Piano, Clavichord, Harp, and Guitar. Undernesth the lines were repeated in
French.

"I can't find her anywhere," wailed Marie-Rose at twenty minutes until midnight, coming up while Minou
wasflirting with Hannibal across the pamettos that screened the dais on both sdes. Henri had returned
to the respectable purlieus of the establishment with promisesto be back in timefor the tableaux; even
the senior M. Perdta, pillar of rectitude that he was and assiduous in his attentions to Euphrasie Dreuze,
had been back and forth several times.

By the way the old man was watching the lobby outside the balroom, January guessed he had no idea
where his son was. The boy was only seventeen. If held sent him home or banished him to the Thestre he
wouldn't be watching like that.

And Euphrasie Dreuze, quite clearly aghast at the possibility that her daughter might have whistled at least



some percentage of the Perdtafortune down the wind, waslike a pheasant in a cage, flitting in and out
from balroom to lobby in afluffy scurry of satin and jewels. January dimly recalled his mother telling him
that Etienne Crozat, owner of the Banque Independent and stockholder in half adozen others, had paid
Euphrasie Dreuze off handsomely upon his marriage. Her concern might, of course, stem entirely from
carefor her daughter's welfare, but the woman's reputed fondness for the faro tables and deep basset
were probably the actual cause of the increasingly frenzied look in her eye.

When the Roman, Jenkins, returned from negotiations downgtairs, he, too, loitered around the lobby with
an air of searching for someone, but a the moment January couldn't see him.

"It'sjust like her," sghed Minou, as Marie-Anne, Marie-Rose, and one of the Ladies of the
Harim—shedding an occasional peacock eyein her wake—scampered off after the next waltz to make
another canvass of the courtyard. "1 asked Romulusto check the gambling rooms, but even Angdlique
wouldn't have gone down there. Maybe vanishing like thisis part of her plan.”

"No woman wears agetup like that and disappears before the tableaux vivants," Hanniba pointed out.
Heturned away to cough, pressing ahand briefly to hissideto till it, and the candldlight glistened on the
film of sweet that rimmed the long fjords of hisretreating hairline.

"No," retorted Minou. "But if she's not back in another few minutes Agnesis going to haveto fix her
daughters hair, and everybody knows Agnesisjust dreadful at that sort of thing. And now we can't find
Clemence either. If Henri comes back and so much as speaks to another woman, have awaiter dip
some mysterious potion to him to render him unconscious, would you, pitit?”

"Youll need adedgeto get him home."

"I'm sure Monsieur Froissart will oblige. Why does everything have to go wrong at these affairs?’ She
fluttered away again, deeves billowing like white and gold sails.

"I don't know why she'd take an hour and ahalf at it," said Hannibal, plucking at the strings again, and
turning akey. "Any of the girls down in the Swamp— the Glutton or Railspike or Fat Mary—can have
you begging for mercy insde five minutes. Seven, if you're dead to start with." He coughed again.

"Maybe that's the reason they're working the Swamp instead of having some banker buy them ahouse
on Rue des Ursulines?'

"Surely you jest, sir." Thefiddler grinned, and drained the last of his second bottle of champagne.
"Though I'd trade aweek's worth of opium to see what the Glutton would wear to one of these balls.”

"What I'd trade for," remarked January, beginning to sort through his music and his notesfor which
tableau would befirgt, "isto know where they could have gone for an hour and ahaf. The building's
filled. If Perdta Pere and Phrasie Dreuze are that puzzled, it's got to mean they've asked in the courtyard
and the gambling rooms whether anyone saw the two of them leave." He reached up and took the empty
bottle from Hannibal's unsteady grasp.

"Easy," said Hannibal. "They could have gone through the passageway to the Thegtre. Those boxes
above the stage are curtained. Angeligue's white enough to pass. It's not easy to tup awoman in agown
like that --twelve petticoats at the least, not to speak of the wings--in abox, but it can be done, if you
don't mind leg cramps.”

"Peratawould know that," pointed out January.

"And theréslot o' competition for them boxes," added Uncle Bichet, who had been following the entire



intriguewith interest.

Minou strode over to them from the direction of the lobby doors, Agnes Pellicot a her hedls, like a pair
of infuriated daffodils. January saw both of them look automaticaly in the direction of Euphrasie Dreuze,
segted in the triple bank of spindly gilt chaperones chairswith two of her cronies, fanning herself with
what looked like an acre of ostrich plumes and watching the archways into the lobby with awild and
distracted eye.

"l have donewhat | can,” announced Agnes, her protuberant brown eyes flashing grimly. "Whore and
bitch she might be, but she can fix hair. How such awoman could havebeen 0. . ." Shegave up witha
gesture. "Thisisthe big chance for Marie-Anne and Marie-Rose to be seen, to be admired at their best.
If that conceited light-skirt doesn'tturnup. . ."

"I'll move her tableau to last.” January shifted the Rossini ariaheld arranged as Angdliquesmusicin
behind the Mozart dances that would usher in the Harim.

"Don't you dare!” cried amasked woman in ared-and-gold hashish dream of a Sultana costume. Her
fantasia of dyed ostrich plumestossed like storm clouds as she shook her head and shed afaint snowfall
of shreds, "Were on ladt. It serves her right if she misses her place.”

"Rachdlle, of courseif she shows up after you go on, well put her on last,” said Minou coaxingly. "Think
how unfair it would be to punish Emilie and Clemence and the two Maries. And where is Clemence?'

"| think sheleft when Galen did,” put in Marie-Rose. "'l phegeni€'s aunt saw someone wearing that
gray-green dressin the courtyard.”

"Tel you what," said January, as the Sultana Rachdll€'s bronze mouth puckered dangeroudy. "Well do
that mazurka as an extra, to give everybody alittle more time. Minou, you checked back on the parlor
lately? She's got to go back there onetime or another if she's going to fix those wings of hers. It'sthe only
place where shed have room to work."

"Hussy," whispered Agnes Pdllicot, her face like ahurricane ky. "Bandeuse! Comingto thebdl likethis,
two months or less after Arnaud Trepagier isin histomb, to see what else she can catch! If she'd had any
decency she would have |eft the tableau, turned her position in it over to someone else! She can't be
needing money. After dl he gave her, the jewels he lavished on her, daves, ahousefit for roydty, horses
and acarriage, even! Y ou saw those pearls and emeral ds she had about her neck! He'd ride in from his
plantation every night to be with her, even took her to the opera. . . fiel”

She stormed out into the lobby again in wrath.

"Dare oneinfer,” murmured Hanniba, turning over a page of the mazurka, "that Mama had some plans
for PerdtaFilsand the fair Marie-Rose?"

"Soundslikeit," agreed January philosophicdly. " Shal we?"

The brisk dance was entering its third variation when Minou reappeared in the hall, her face ashy inthe
dark frame of her hair. January, glancing up from the piano, saw the flutter of her deeves with the shaky
wave of her hands, the way the jeweled pomander chain at her waist vibrated with the trembling of her
knees. With aquick gesture he sgnaled Hanniba to carry the figure as asolo —hoping his colleague
wasn't going to engage in any adventures with the tempo, as he sometimes did at this stage of an
evening—and leaned from the piano's seat.

"What isit?'



"l ..." Minou swalowed hard. "Y ou'd better come."

"What happened?' He hadn't known his sister long, but he knew that under the empty-headed frivolity
lay consderable strength of mind. It wasthefirst time held ever seen her unnerved.

"Inthe parlor,” shesaid. "Ben, | think she's dead.”
FOUR

From the time he was fourteen years old, January had wanted to study medicine.

S.Denis Janvier had sent him to one of the very fine schools available to the children of the colored
bourgeoisie—where he had been looked upon askance, as he had in hismusic lessons, for hisgangly size
and African blacknessfar more than for his mother's plafage—which boasted a science master who had
trained in Montpellier before returning to his native New Orleansto teach.

Monsieur Gomez had been abeliever in empiricism rather than in theory and had trained him asa
surgeon rather than a physician. For this direction January was infinitely and forever grateful, despite his
mother's sneer and frown: "A surgeon, p'tit? A puller of teeth, when you could have an officeand a
practice of wedthy men?'

But hisreading of the medica journds, the endless quibblings about bodily humors and the merits of
heroic medicine—his experience with the men who prescribed bleeding for every ill and didn't consider a
patient sufficiently treated until he'd been dosed with sdts of mercury until his gums bled—convinced him
early on that he could never have adopted alivelihood based so firmly on ignorance, half truths, and
arrogant lies.

Instead he had dissected rabbits and possums netted in the bayous and cattle from the daughterhouses;
had roved a will through Monsieur Gomez's meager library and had followed the man on hisrounds at
the Charity Hospitd, learning to set bones, birth babies, and repair fistulas regardless of which bodily
humor was in ascendance at the time. He had been more than a student to Gomez, as Madeleine
Dubonnet had been more than a student to him; rather, he had been, as she had been, a secret partner in
amystery, ajunior co-devotee of the same intricate gnoss.

He had fought dongside Gomez in Jackson's army when the British invaded and afterward had tended
the wounded with him. When ydlow fever had swept the city for the first timein the summer before his
departure for France, he'd worked at his mentor's side in the plague hospitas.

But from the start, Gomez had told him to beamusician.

"That Austrian drill sergeant isthe best friend you have, p'tit." Gomez's Spanish-dark eyes were sad.

"Y ou havetaent. If you were awhite man, or even as bright-skinned as |, you could be atruly fine
doctor. But even in Europe, where they don't look at ablack man and say, 'Hesadave,' they'll till ook
a you and say, 'He'san African.' "

January had sat for along time, looking down at the backs of his huge ebony hands. Very quietly, he
sad, "I'mnot.”

"No," agreed Gomez. "Were you an African—Iiving in Africa, | mean, in the tribes—I daresay you'd
have found your way to the hedling trade. They're not al savages there, whatever the Americans may
say. You have the hedler's hands and the memory for herbs and substances; you have the lightness of
touch that makes a good surgeon, and the speed and courage that are the only salvation of aman under
the knife. And you have a surgeon's caring. Y ou'd have been exceptional, either in the one world or the



other. But you're not an African ether.”

January was silent. HEd aready encountered too many of his mother's friends—too many of his
classmates parents—who gave him that look. Who said—or didn't ssy—"Heis... very dark to be
Monseur Janvier'sson, ishe not?'

With one white grandparent—whoever that had been—he was only sang mett by courtesy in those
days. He knew how, in colored society, one white grandparent was looked down upon by those who
had two or more. Even in those days it had been so. Now it was worse, now that the colored artists and
craftsmen of the city, the colored businessmen who owned their own shops, were being met by the newly
arrived Americansflooding into the city and taking up plantations dong the river and the bayous. They
were being called "nigger” by illiterate Kentuckians and Hoosier riverboat men who wouldn't have been
permitted through those artists and craftsmen's and businessmen's front doors.

These days, the colored had stronger reasons than ever to proclaim themsalves different—entirely
different —from the black.

Maybe he could have practiced medicinein New Orleans, he thought, if he were aslight as Monsieur
Gomez, aslight asthe one or two other colored physiciansin practice there—even aslight as hisown
mother.

Shewasamulatto. He, with three African grandparents, was black.
"I'll make them change their minds," he said.
That was before the war.

Despite Napoleon's betraya, St.Denis Janvier, like most Creoles, regarded himsalf as French. When
January spoke to him about going to study in Europe, it was assumed by both that he would study in
France. But by the time he was old enough to undertake the journey, fighting had broken out afresh
between England and France, and between England and the United States. There waslittle enough
fighting on land in Louisana, except toward the end during Pakenham's disastrous attempt at invasion,
but it wasn't asafe time to be on the sea. Thus January was twenty-four, and a veteran of battle,
battlefield surgery, and amagjor epidemic, before he set sail for Paris, to study both medicine and music,
subjects that in some fashion he could not explain seemed at timesto be dmost the samein his heart.

He had found Monsieur Gomez to be mosdy right. He studied and passed his examinations and was
taken on as an assistant surgeon in one of the city's big charity hospitals, but no one even considered the
possihility of hisentering private practice. In any case it was out of the question, for St.Denis Janvier died
of yellow fever in 1822, shortly after his adopted son was admitted to the Paris College of Surgeons. He
left him alittle, but not enough to purchase a practice or to start one on hisown.

He had till been working at the Hotel Dieu two years|ater, when a black-haired, hook-nosed,
eighteen-year-old Moroccan seamstress had brought in afifteen-year-old prostitute who sometimes did
piecework for her, the girl hemorrhaging from self-induced abortion.

The girl had died. Ayasha had |€ft, but later, coming away from the hospital, January had found her crying
in adoorway and had walked her home.

He was not making enough as adoctor to marry, and by then he knew that he never would.

But Pariswas a city of music, and music was not something that whites appeared to believe required a
white father's blood.



Angelique Crozat had been bundled together in the bottom of the armoire in the retiring parlor, benegth a
loose tangle of cloaks and opera capes.

"I looked to seeif she might have stowed her wingsin here” Minou was dtill alittle pae, her voice
struggling againgt breathlessness as she glanced from her tall brother back to the silvery form stretched on
its scattered bed of velvet and satin, the face a deformed and discolored pearl in the particolored delta of
hair. One extravagant deeve wastorn away from the shoulder, and a drift of white swansdown leaked
out onto the dark satin of the domino benesth her. Beside her, thewingslay like the brittle, shorn-off
wings of the flying ants that showed up on every windowsill and back step after swarming season.

January kndlt to touch the needle dangling loose from the torn netting at the end of itstrailing clew of slk.

"She was under the cloaks. | saw just acorner of her dress sticking out and remembered there was no
one dsein the ballroom wearing white."

"Did you pull off her mask?*

Minou nodded. " She had it on when I—when | found her. | thought she might have been il dive. . . . |
swear | don't know what | thought.”

Thisroom, like Froissart's office, had not been included when the building was converted to gadight.
Instead, branches of expensive wax candles burned againgt glassreflectors al around thewadlls. It was a
haunted light, after the brilliance of the gas, asif the whole chamber had been preserved in amber long
ago, and the woman who lay on the cloaks were no more than some beautiful, exotic relic of an
antediluvian world. But under the eerie, tabby-cat face shoved up onto her forehead, there was no
mistaking the bluish cast of the skin, the swollen tongue, and bulging, bruised-looking eyes. There was
certainly no mistaking the marks around her neck. Behind them, Leon Froissart whispered, "My God, my
God, what am | to do? All the gentlemeninthe ballroom . . ."

"Send someone for the police,” said January. "God have mercy on her." He crossed himsdlf and offered
an inward prayer, then turned the lace-mitted hand over in his. Therewas blood under al her nails; two
of them had been pulled amost clear of their bedsin the struggle, and dabs of red stood on her skirt and
deeveslikethefdlen petdsof awilting rose.

He was thinking fast: about the passageway from the ballroom to the Thestre, about the courtyard with
itsteeming, masked fantasies. About the Col eridge dreams ascending and descending the double stair to
thelobby, and the double doors opening from lobby to gaming rooms, and from gaming roomsto the
dreet.

"Now, immediately, as soon as possible. Keegp anyone from entering or leaving the building and send
someone over to the Theatre and tell them to do the same. If anyonetriesto leave tell them weve found
alarge sum of money and we haveto identify the owner. But mostly just tell Hannibal and the othersto
play that Beethoven contradanse. It should keep everybody happy,” he added, turning to see the look of
horror that swept Froissart's face.

Beatedly, he remembered he was no longer in Paris, shifted his eyes quickly from the white man's eyes
and modified the tone of command from hisvoice. "Y ou know the police are going to want to talk to
everyone.

"Police?" Froissart stared at him in horror. "We can't send for the police!™

January looked up, startled into meeting his eyes. Froissart was a Frenchman of France, without the
American's automeatic contempt for persons of color, but he'd been in the country for years. Still, an



American wouldn't have flushed or have turned his glance away in shame.
"Some ... some of the most prominent men in the city are here tonight!" There was pleading in hisvoice.

The most prominent men in the city and their colored mistresses, thought January. Any one of whom can
be headed out the side door this minute, masked and disguised as who-knows-what.

And French or not, Froissart was white. January looked down again and made histone still more
conciliating, like the wise old uncle common to so many of the plantations. "Believe me, Monsieur
Froissart, if | had a choice between what your guests11 say about your calling the police, and what the
policell say if you don't call—if it wasme, I'd cdll.”

Froissart said nothing, staring in fascinated horror down at the dead woman's face. The beautiful light skin
of which she had been so vain was suffused with dark blood, the ddlicate features—indistinguishable
from awhite woman's—contorted almaost beyond recognition.

"l could be dismissed,” he whispered in awan little voice. "M'seu Davis wants no troublein thishouse,
not in the gaming rooms, not inthe Theetre. . . ." He swallowed hard. "And bien sur, sheisonly aplacee

January could see where that was going. The custom of the country ... So could Dominique; she
gestured toward the door with her eyes, and January bent down closer to the body, his motion
ddiberatdy drawing Froissart's attention. ™Y ou see how her neck's marked?' The man would have had
to be an idiot not to note the massive bar of bruise circling the white throat like a noose, but Froissart
knelt a his Sde, leaned attentively, fascinated by the gruesome melding of beauty and death. Dominique
dipped from the room with barely arustle of sk petticoat.

"She was strangled with acloth or a scarf, like a Spanish garrote. A woman could have done it aseasily
asaman. She was wearing a necklace of pearls and emeralds earlier- -see where the pressure drove the
fixingsinto her skin?' Hislight fingers brushed thering of tiny cuts. "They took it off her afterward. Soit's
athief. . . . Which meansthey might strike here again.”

"Agan!" gasped Froissart in horror.

January nodded, remaining on hiskneesin spite of an overwhelming desire to thrust the nattering fool
asde and fetch Romulus Vale. Romulus could organize an unobtrusive cordon around both the ballroom
and the Theetre while he himsdf could have enough time aone to examine the body and seeif Angdique
had been raped as well as robbed.

But such a cordon—such an examination—would never be permitted.

"Of course none of the gentlemen in the ballroom would have done this—why would they have needed to
stedl? But one of them may have seen something. And theré's nothing saysthey haveto take off their
masks or givetheir right names when the police ask them questions.”

And if you believe that, he thought, watching the groping quest for guidance in the manager's eyes, |
have the crown jewels of France right here in my pocket, and I'll let you have them cheap at two
thousand dollars American. . . .

"But. .. But how will it look?" ssammered Froissart. "I depend on the goodwill of the ladies and
gende-men. ... Of course, there must be a discreet investigation of some sort, conducted quietly, but can
it not wait until morning?' He dug in hiswaistcoat pocket, took January's hand, and dapped four gold
ten-dollar piecesinto hispam. "Here, my boy. I'll send for Romulus, and the two of you can get her to



one of the attics. Romulus can have the room tidied up in no time, and therell be another four of these if
you hold your tongue.”

He gtarted to rise, looking around him—paossibly for Dominique—and January touched hisarm, drawing
his attention again. "Y ou know, Sr," he said gravely, "I think you may be right about a private
investigation. Mysdlf, | wouldn't trust the police now diat they have so many . . . Well, maybe | shouldn't
say it about white men, g, but | think you know, and | know, that some of these Kentuckians and riffraff
they have coming down the river nowadays . . . And putting them on the police force, too!"

"Exactly!" cried Froissart, with ajab of his stubby, bgeweded finger. January saw al recollection of
Dominique's presence in the room evaporate from Froissart's face and felt amild astonishment that heldd
remembered, out of al his mother's crazy quilt of gossp, that Froissart had been furious with chagrin over
the congtruction by Americans of the new St. Louis Hotel Balroom on Baronne Stret.

But asif January had rubbed a magic talisman held found in the street, Froissart launched into an
extended recita of theinsults and indignities he had suffered, not only at the hands of the Americans on
the police force but of the Kentucky riverboat men, American traders, upstart planters and every
newcomer who had flooded into New Orleans since Napoleon's perfidious betraya of the city into
United States hands.

During the recital January continued to kneel beside Angdlique's body, touching it aslittle as
possible—she was, after al, awhite man's woman—~but observing what he could.

L ace crushed and broken at the back of her collar, knotted with the gaudy tangle of red and artificid
cheve-lure. Inthedim light of the candlesit was hard to tell, but he didn't think there were threads caught
init, though there might be somein her dark hair. Fluffs of swansdown from her torn deeve were
scattered across the gorgeous Turkey carpet, thickest just to the left of the low chair. A cluster of work
candles stood on the smdl table immediatdly to the chair'sright, draped with huge, uneven winding-sheets
of drippings. They'd been there when hed come in. Sheld been fixing her wings, he remembered, by their
light. In France it would have been an oil lamp, but mostly in New Orleansthey used candles. The
drippings were distorted from repeated draughts—people had been in and out of the parlor al evening,
fixing their ruffles or looking for her. Froissart was lucky the table hadn't been kicked over in the struggle.
Thewhole building could have gone up.

Swansdown wasn't the only thing on the carpet. A peacock eye near the chair told him that Sultanagirl in
the blue lustring had been here. A dozen cdlibers of imitation pearls were trodden into the carpet:
Marie-Anne had had large ones on her mask and bodice, and the drop-shaped ones he'd seen on the
deeves of the American Henry VIlI's Anne Boleyn. Mardi Gras costumes were never made aswell as
street clothes, and ribbons, glass gems, and silk roses dotted the floor among thread ends of every color
of the rainbow. In the padded arm of the velvet chair a needle caught the light like asplinter of glass.

Drunken laughter floated in from the Rue Ste.-Ann through the single tall window that nearly filled one
sde of the room. The brass band il played in the street. Shouts of mirth, awoman's shrill squeak of not
entirely displeased protest. Men cursed in French, German, dangy riverboat English, and therewas a
heavy splash as someone fdl into the gutter, followed by whoops of drunken laughter.

January glanced at the window, not daring to break Froissart's salf-centered oblivion by walking over to
check whether there were marks on the sill. Thekiller could have stepped out one of the ballroom
windows and walked along the gallery, he supposed. But with the hegt of the ballroom, other revelers
had taken refuge on the gallery, and such an escape would not have gone unseen. Carnival rioted below,
thick in these narrow streets of the old French town, drowning the sounds of the ballroom itself. Inthe
growing upriver suburbs, intheir tall brick American houses on the new streets aong the tracks of the



horse-drawn streetcars, Protestants would be shaking their heads about the goings-on. Though perhaps,
reflected January, a number of those Protestant wives wondered—or tried not to wonder—where their
husbands were tonight.

Last summer everyonein the ballroom—everyone in the streets—everyone in the city—had been through
the horrors of adouble epidemic: yelow fever and Asiatic cholera, worse than any that had gone before.
They had survived it, mostly by clearing out of town if they could afford to, taking refugein thelakesde
hotels of Mande-ville and Milneburgh or on plantations. Typica of the Creoles, they celebrated the
victory rather than mourned the loss. But there was no guarantee that in five months it wouldn't return.

He remembered Ayasha and crossed himself again. There was no guarantee about anything.

"They smply do not understand.” Froissart's voice brought him back to the present. The man was now
well worked into histheme. January kept an expression of fascinated interest in hisface, but barely heard
him. It was only afew hundred feet to the Cabildo, and ordinarily awoman—even abeautiful one—was
quite safe walking about the streets alone, provided she kept out of certain well-defined digtricts: the
waterfront or the bars along Rue du Levee; the Swamp or the Irish Channdl.

But Carnival wasdifferent.

"Americans have no finesse, no sense of how things are done!" Froissart's gesture to heaven was worthy
of Macheth perishing in thefind act.

"They suredont, gr." If he'sbuying, I'll sell it to him.

"The Americans, they don't know how to behave! They don't know how to take mistresses. They think
itsal amatter of money. For them, money is everything! Look a the houses they build, out along the
Carrolton Road, in the LaFayette suburb and Saint Mary! | recall atime—not ten yearsago it
wasl—that the whole of the city of Jefferson wasthe Avart and Delgplace plantations, and a half-dozen
others, the best sugar land on the river. And what do they do now? They build a streetcar line, they tear
up thefields, and the next thing you know, you have these dreadful American houseswith their picket
fences! Exactly that which that canaille Granger proposesto do dong Bayou Saint John! Him, fight a
dud? Pfui!"

Heflung out hishandsin indignation—evidently challengesto duels, like trouncings with canes or figtfights
in the court downgtairs, did not come under the same category as murder.

"Why, in my officethis evening, theway he and those sordid friends of hisbehaved! A disgrace! They
are not gentlemen! They have no concept! They cannot tell Rossini from Turkey in the Straw'!™

"You'reright about that, Sir," agreed January gravely. As he spoke he felt a degp annoyance a himsdlf, to
be playing adong as he had played along during his childhood and adolescence, faling back into the old
double role of manipulating awhite man'sillusons about what aman of color was and thought. Still, the
role wasthere, script and inflections and bits of business, aweapon or tool with whose use he was
familiar, though he felt dirtied by itstouch. "In Paris, the Americans were the same way. Every ball I'd
play at, you could tdl right where the Americans were sitting.”

"And that iswhy we cannot summon the police tonight,” concluded Froissart, turning regretfully back to
the beautiful, ruined woman lying between them. "They do not understand how to do these things quietly,
discreetly. Of course, of course they must be summoned in the morning—after | have spoken to
Monseur Davis. ... Of course he will want to summon them. . . ."He chewed hislip in an agony of
uncertainty, and January remembered the mother of one of hisfriendsin Paris, who would put aside bills
"for afew daysuntil I know | have the money" and then eventually burn them unread.



Angelique's body was abill that would be burned unread. Not because she was an evil woman or
because she had harmed every life she touched, but only because she was colored and a placee.

"Widl, what would you?' Sghed Froissart—January could dmost see Mme. du Gagny diding yet another
dressmaker's dun into that nacre-and-rosewood secretaire. "It ishow it is. ... Good heavens, how long
have we been here? People will beginto ask. . . . Y ou must return to your piano and say nothing,
nothing. Be assured that the matter will be taken care of in the morning."

January inclined hishead and arose. "'I'm sorry," he said humbly. "I was so shaken up by seeing her here
likethis, I ... It took me awhile to get my thoughts back. Thank you for your patience with me."

Froissart beamed patronizingly. "One understands,”" he said, asif he himsdf hadn't gonefishbelly green at
the sight of the body—January guessed he was one of those who headed for Mandeville at the first of the
summer hest and had never been through an epidemic at firsthand in hislife. "Of course, the shock of it
al. | hopeyou are better."

"Much," said January, wondering if he should fake aspell of dizziness with the shock and rejecting the
idea— and his own consderation of it—with loathing. He made a show of looking around asif he'dd
forgotten something, playing for as much time as he could scrape. *Much better.”

Froissart turned and | eft the jewelbox room with its gridy occupant, and January perforce followed. He
glanced back at the crumpled body, the grasping and greedy woman who had assumed hewas adave
because his skin was darker than hers. Still, she did not deserve to be forgotten like an unpaid bill. 1 did
my best, he gpologized. More, certainly, than he would ever have accorded her inlife.

Asheleft helaid the four coins Froissart had given him gently on the table by the door.

"Romulug!" cdled Froissart. "Romulus, | ..." They emerged from the halway into thelobby in timeto see
asmall party of blue-clothed city guardsmen arrive at the top of the gairs.

Froissart stopped, goggling, asif he hoped these were another group of revelers, like Robin Hood's
Merry Men or the Ladies of the Harim.

But none of them were masked. And no Creole he knew, thought January, would have the wit to dress
that much like an out-at-elbows upriver Kaintuck, with a shabby, flapping corduroy coat many years out
of fashion and too short in the deevesfor hisloose-jointed height. Minou dipped past them, startlingly
invisble for someone so beautiful and brightly clad, and melted into the crowd in the ballroom like snow
on the desert's dusty face. Thetall officer stepped forward and laid a black-nailed hand on Froissart's
am.

"Mr. Froissart?" Interestingly, he got the pronunciation right. " 'Fore you and your boy head on back to
the balroom, wed liketo talk to you." Histone was polite but his backcountry diaect so thick that his
English was barely comprehensble.

Two of the guards were heading into the balroom. The music ceased. Slence, then arisng clamor.
January could dready hear that the tenor of the noise from the gaming rooms and the downstairs [obby
had changed aswell.

"What . . ." sammered Froissart. "What?. . .".

Thetall man touched the brim of hislow-crowned hat, and spit astream of tobacco in the genera
direction of the sandbox. He was unshaven, noisome, and the sugar-brown hair hanging to his shoulders
was stringy with grease. " Abishag Shaw, lieutenant of the New Orleans police, a your service, Sir."



FIVE

"Thisisan outrage!™ The plump Ivanhoe who'd been negotiating with Agnes Pellicot stationed himsalf
foursquare in the centra of the three ballroom doorways, ornamental sword drawn asif to reenact
Roncevaux upon the threshold. Looking past him, January wasinterested to note thet; theinvisible
barriersthat had separated the American's—the Roman, Henry V111, Richdieu—from the Creoles
seemed momentarily to have dissolved. "None of us had the least thing to do with that cocotte's degth,
and | consider it aninsult for you to say that we have!”

"Why, hell, sir, | know you got nuthin' to do withit." Police Lieutenant Abishag Shaw, though he replied
in English, did not appear to have any trouble understanding the man's French. Hefolded hislong arms,
stepped closer to the doorway and lowered his voice as if to exclude the three constables grouped
uncertainly be hind him, their eyes on the curtained passage to the Theatre next door. "But | also know
men like yourselves don't miss much of what goes on around them, neither. Anything happen out of the
ordinary—an’ maybe you wouldn'ta knowed it was out of the ordinary at the time—you'd aseeniit.
That'swhat I'm countin' on to help mefind thiskiller.”

The Creoles muttered and whispered among themselves in French. January heard aman start to say in
English, "She'sonly a..." The concluding words, nigger whore, remained unsaid, probably more
because the spesker realized that saying them would damage his chances with the dead woman'sfellow
demimondaines than out of any consideration of good taste. Old Xavier Peraltaturned his head. "She
was afree woman of thiscity, Sr," he said quietly. "Sheis entitled to this city'sjustice.”

"l agree," said lvanhoe. "But there isno need for usto unmask to tell you what we have seen tonight.”

Shaw scratched hisunshaven jaw. "Well," he said in hismild tenor voice, "infact thereis™" And heamed
another long stream of tobacco juice into the nearest spittoon, missing by only inches—not bad at the
distance, January thought.

"Mdarkey!" barked Henry VI1I. Only men were visible in the doorway, but January could seethe silken
bevies of women grouped in the other two entries, watching with eyesthat held not love, but worried
caculation, like the occupants of asinking vessel computing the square footage of the rafts.

From the parlor awailing shriek diced the air: "Angdlique, my baby! My angel! Oh dear God, my baby!"
Other voices murmured, soothing, weeping, calming.

January's eyes returned to the faces of the men. It was absurd to suppose the murderer was till in the
ballroom, or anywherein the Sdle dOrleans. Henri Vidlard certainly wasn't, having beaten a hasty
retreat through the passageway to the concealing skirts of his mother, sisters, and aunts, who would be
willing like any group of Creolesto perjurethemsdvesfor the good of the family. William Granger
likewise seemed, as the Kaintucks put it, to have absquatulated. In fact only asmall group of men
remained in aroom that had been crammed with a preponderance of them moments before. Theladiesin
the Thedtre d'Orleans must have wondered why their menfolk had devel oped so sudden a craving for
their company.

January hoped this man Shaw had the witsto set aguard in the Theatre's lobby aswell asin the court
and at the doors from the gaming rooms to the Rue Orleans outside.

Augustus Mayerling was one of those who remained, arms folded, at the rear of the group. His students,
perforce, stood their ground aswell, unwilling to have it said of them that they fled while their master
remained, although anumber of them didn't look happy about it.

"Thisisridiculous" declared Ivanhoe. ™Y ou overstep your authority, young man.”



"Well, maybe| do," agreed Shaw and absentmind-edly scratched his chest under his coat. "But if nyou
was to be murdered, Mr. Destrehan, I'm sure you'd like to know that the police was keepin' all suspects
and witnessesin the same buildin' until they could be asked about it."

"Not if it meant al but accusng my friends of the deed!" The Knight of the Oak scowled darkly under his
helmet's datted visor at this offhandedly correct deduction of hisidentity. "Not if it meant neediesdy
impugning their reputations, running therisk of exposing their names to the newspapers—"

"Now, who said athing about newspapers?’

"Don't beafool, man," snapped Bouille, who from hiswell-publicized quarrd with Granger over the past
few months had reason to know al about newspapers. He seemed to have either drunk himsdf to the
point where he didn't care about the risk to his reputation, or more probably smply had no concept that
his reputation could be at risk. "Of course the newspaperswill get any list you make. And publishit.”

"Froissart,” ordered atruly awful Leatherstocking, “send one of your people to the police station and get
Captain Tremouille and let us end this comedy.”

" 'Fraid the captain's of f thisevenin'," said Shaw.

"Hell be at the LaFrenniere ball," said Perdtaquietly. He turned back to Shaw, the gadight glittering on
thelace at histhroat and wrigts. "1 understand your position, Lieutenant, but surely you must understand
ours. There are men here who cannot afford to have their names dragged through the American
newspapers, which, you must admit, display very little discretion in their choice of ether subject matter or
terms of expresson. If you cannot take our information without demanding our names, | fear we must
stand on our rights as the leading citizens of thistown and refuse you our assstance.”

Under anarrow brow and ahanging forelock of grimy hair, Shaw's pae eyes glinted. He spat again and
sad nothing.

Quietly, January said, "Lieutenant?' He wasn't sure how the man would take a suggestion from a colored,
but every second the impasse |asted increased the chance of someone finding agood reason to forget the
whole matter. The man at least seemed to be willing to investigate a placee's death, which was something.

Shaw considered him for amoment, lashless gray eyes enigmatic under abrow like an outlaw horse's,
then walked to where he stood.

Very softly January said, " The women will know who'swho. Have a man in the room take down color
and kind of costume when these men give their testimonies masked and match up the descriptions with
the women later."

Shaw studied him for amoment, then said, "Y ou're the felafound the body."
January nodded, then remembered to lower hiseyesand say, "Yes, Sr."
"Froissart tells me you kept him talkin' and kept the place from bein' blockaded.”

January felt hisface heat with anger at the master of ceremonies casud shifting of crimina blame. He
forced cadm into hisvoice. "That wasn't the way it happened, but | can't prove that. He was going to have
the body taken up to an attic, clean up the room, and not cal the police until morning. Maybe not call the
policeat al." Hewondered for amoment whether this man would have preferred it that way . . . but in
that case held have found some reason not to come quickly. "I kept him talking to give my sigter timeto
bring you here”



"Ah." The policeman nodded. Hisface, ugly asan Ohio River gargoyle, was asinexpressve asaplank. "
"Xplainswhy aprivate citizen al dressed up like Maid Marian brung the news, 'stead of an employee of
the house." His English would have earned January the begting of hislife from his schoolmastersor his
mother, but he guessed the man's French was worse. "Now | think on it, xplains why anyone brought the
newsat dl. So Miss Janvier'syour sster?’

"Hdf-gager. Sr."

"Beautiful gal." The words might have been spoken of aMing vase or a Brittany sunset, an admiring
compliment without atouch of the lascivious. He turned back to the assembled planters, bankers, and
merchants crowded in the ballroom door. "Gentlemen," he said, "as arepresentative of equa justicein
thiscity, | can't say | approve of divagatin' from the law, but | understand yore reasons, and I'm bound to
say | accepts"em.” He shoved back the too-long forelock with fingers like cotton-loom spindles. "With
your permission, then, I'll note down what any of you saw anonymoudy, and | thank you for doin' your
duty ascitizensin figurin' out the circumstances of this poor girl's deeth and findin' the man what killed
her. | will ask that you be patient, snce thisll take somelittle time.”

There was an angry murmur from the balroom. January saw severd of the men—mostly
Americans—glance toward the curtained passageway and guessed they'd have anumber of desertions
the moment Shaw was out of sight. "Mr. Froissart,” said Shaw softly, "could you be so kind asto lend us
your officefor theinterviews? It likely take most of the night, there bein” so many. Would it trouble you
too much to make coffee for the folks here? Boechter," he added, motioning one of his constables nesr,
"seeto it nobody wandersin off n the street, would you?'

Or wanders out, thought January, though he guessed Constable Boechter wasn't going to be much of a
deterrent if Peradta or Destrehan grew impatient and decided to quit the premises. Shaw motioned him
over and said, "Maestro? I'd purely take it asafavor if while youre waitin' you'd play some music, give
‘em somethin' to listen to. Sounds silly, but music doth have charmsan'’ al that."

January nodded. He wondered whether it was chance, or whether this upriver barbarian truly knew the
Creole mind well enough to understand that by turning the nuisance into asocia occasion with food,
coffee, and music, hewould keep hiswitnessesin theroom. "If it'saswdl for you, Dominiqueand | can
walit to beinterviewed last. Sir. Y ou may want to get through as many of these asyou can before they get
bored and start walking out.”

The lieutenant smiled for the first time, and it changed hiswhole dab-sided face. " You may have apoint,
Maestro. | think I'll need to talk to your sister first off, to get the shape of what it isI'm askin'." He spoke
softly enough to exclude not only the men grouped in the ballroom doorway, but Froissart and hisown
congtables. "l take it your sster's here with her man?”

"Hell have gone by thistime," said January. "Half the men here tonight just dipped back through to the
Theatre; their wives and mothers are going to swear they werewith them al night on that side. | doubt
there's anything you can do about that.”

Shaw spat again—he had yet to make histarget— but other than that kept his opinion to himsdf. "Well,
we can only do what we can. Y ou may bewaitin' apiece. . . . What isyour name?’

"January. Benjamin January." He handed him his card.

Shaw dipped it into the sagging pocket of his green corduroy coat. "Like they say, it'sthe custom of the
country."

From his post on the dais, January could watch the entire long ballroom and hear the surge and babbl e of



talk as now one masked gentleman, now another, exited for questioning. Those who redly didn't want to
be questioned dipped off the moment Shaw was out of sight, but the Kalmuck'singtinct had been awise
one: Romulus Valle replenished the collation on the tables with fresh oysters, beignets, and tarts newly
baked from the market, and the somber glory of coffee, and this, combined with the light, caming airs of
Mozart and Haydn, Schubert, and Rossini, created a partylike atmosphere. No Creole, January knew,
was going to leave aparty, certainly not if doing so would rob him of the chance to talk about it later.
Secure in the knowledge that they were masked, wouldn't be identified, and that none of thisreally had
anything to do with them, most stayed, and in fact more than afew returned from the Thegtre rather than
lose out on the novelty.

Augustus Mayerling set up afaro bank in acorner and systematicaly fleeced everyonein sight. A dighdy
spindle-shanked Apallo got into afurious argument with one of the several Uncases present and had to
be separated by three of Mayerling's sudents before another duel ensued. Jean Bouille quoted to
everyone who would listen the exact content of the letters William Granger had written to the Courier
about him, and verbatim accounts of what he had written in return in the Bee,

The older women like Agnes Pdllicot, and the daughters they had brought to show, had the best time:
The men took the opportunity of anew experienceto flirt with the young girls, and the mothers gossiped
to their hearts content. January reflected that his own mother would burst ablood vessd to think that she
hadn't deigned to show up tonight and so had missed something her cronieswould be discussing for
weeks.

Only now and then could Euphrasie Dreuze's weeping be heard. Once Hannibal turned hishead alittle
and remarked, "That was agood one." And when January frowned, puzzled, he explained, "Y ou haveto
have lungs like an opera singer to make your grief carry through two closed doors and the corridor.”

"She did lose her daughter,” said January.

"Shelost ason in the choleralast summer and went to abal the same night she heard the news. Got upin
black like an undertaker's mute, true, leaving stireaks of it on every chair in the Pontchartrain Ballroom
and telling everyone present how prostrate she was with grief, but she stayed till the last waltz and went
out for oysters afterward. | wasthere."

Old Xavier Perdtaevidently hadn't been apprised of this piece of gossip, however, for he gathered up a
cup of coffee and dipped quietly from the ballroom; January saw him turn in the direction of the corridor
from the lobby. Whatever he felt about the woman during negotiations for her daughter's contract, grief
wasgrief.

Hiswasthe only sign of bereavement. Men sipped whisky from silver hip flasks or from the tiny bottles
concealed in the heads of their canes and flirted with the girls. Probably fearing that he'd be asked to pay
for dl four if they stayed, Monseur Froissart released Jacques and Uncle Bichet, but after hewas
questioned by the guards, Hannibal returned with another bottle of champagne and continued to
accompany January's arias and sonatinas with the air of aman amusing himsdf. January suspected that
the other two had only gone asfar asthe kitchens anyway, where they would St trading speculations with
Romulus Valeuntil dmaost morning.

As people moved in and out of the ballroom or through the lobby past the doorways, January kept
watching the crowd, searching for the golden buckskin gown and the silly crown of black cock feathers.
It would have been insanity for her to remain, but he could not put from his mind the fleeting impression
he had had of her presence in the balroom after he'd begun to play; could not forget the hard desperation
inher eyesasshed said, | must see her . . . | MUST. He wondered what she so urgently needed to
discuss with the dead woman, and whether Angelique's death would make matters better for her, or



worse.

Taking his advice—or perhaps smply following the dictates of logic—Shaw questioned dl the men first
and turned them out of the building, then the women, who were quite content to remain; though after the
departure of the men most of the buffet vanished aswell. Monsieur Froissart was under no illusions about
which group congtituted his more important clientele. A few gentlemen waited for their placeesin the
lobby downgtairs or in the gambling rooms. Others, conscious of wives, mothers, and fianceesin the
other sde of the building, smply left ingtructions with coachmen—or in some cases employees of the
ballroom—to see the ladies home. Few of the placees complained or expressed either indignation or
annoyance. They were used to looking after themselves.

It was nearly fivein the morning when January was conducted by a guardsman down the rear
stairway—out of consideration to those till in the gambling rooms— and into Froissart's office.

The place smelled overwhelmingly of burnt tallow and expectorated tobacco. "I'd have started with the
mothers, mysdlf," sghed Lt. Shaw, pinching off the long brownish winding sheet from one of the branch
of kitchen candles guttering on the desk. In his shirtd eeves the resemblance to a poorly made scarecrow
was increased, hisleather galluses cutting across the chegp calico of hisshirt like whed ruts, hislong ams
hanging knobby and cat scratched out of the rolled-up deeves. Windrows of yellow paper heaped the
desk's surface, and asmaller pile on the side table next to agraceful Empire chair marked where the
clerk had sat. January wondered how accurate the notes on the costumes were.

Hewas alittle surprised when Shaw motioned him to achair. Most Americans—in fact most
whites—would have let aman of color stand.

"Y ou'reright about that, Sir," he said. "They're the ones who would have seen anything worth seeing.”

Coffee cups stood in aneat cluster in one corner of the desk—presumably brought in by the men when
they were questioned. Even at this hour, voices clamored drunkenly in the street, though the generd tenor
had lowered to amasculine bass. The brass band, wherever it was, was still going strong, on itsfifth or
sixth iteration of the same ten tunes. On the way from the back stairsto the office January had heard the
noise from the gambling rooms, as strong now asit had been at saven-thirty the previous evening.

"Now, therésafact.” Shaw stretched hislong arms, uncricking hisback in aseries of audible pops. "I
sure wouldn't want to go bargainin' with one of them old bissoms, and | don't care what her daughter
looked like. | seen warmer Christian charity at Maspero's Save Exchange than | seen in the eyes of that
harpy inyellow. . . . Leastwise thisway the daughter getsthe good of it, and not some rich man who's
got aplantation already. Y ou know Miss Crozat?'

"By reputation,” said January. "'l met her once or twice when she waslittle, but her mamakept her pretty
close. Shewas only seven when | Ieft for Parisin 1817, and she wasn't astudent of mine. | taught piano
back then, too," he explained. "I expect I'd have met her sooner or later, now I'm back. Her mother and
minearefriends”

"But your Sster says you say you talked to her tonight.”

January nodded. "1'd been charged by afriend to arrange a meeting with her at my mother's house,
tomorrow afternoon . . . this afternoon. | haven't had time to talk to my mother about it yet. I've lived
with my mother since | came back from Parisin November. It's on Rue Burgundy.”

Shaw made anote. "Any ideawhat the meetin' was about? And could | get the name of your friend?”’

"l have no idea about the meeting. If it'sdl thesametoyou . . . Sr," heremembered toadd, . . . I'd



rather keep my friend's name out of this. The message was given in confidence.”

It was his experience that white men frequently expected blacks or colored to do things as amatter of
course that would have been adudling matter for awhite, but Shaw only nodded. The rain-colored eyes,
lazy and set very deep, rested thoughtfully on him for atime, shadowed in the rusty glare that fell through
the fanlight, as Madame Trepagier's had been shadowed. "Fair enough for now. | might have to ask you
agan later, if'nit lookslikeit has some bearin' on who took the girl'slife. Tell me about your talk with
her."

"It wasn't much of atalk," said January dowly, sfting, picking through hisrecallections, trying to excise
everything that would indicate that the one who sent the message was white, Creole, awoman, awidow .
.. connected to Angelique. . . present in the building ...

With hisdirty, dead-leaf hair and lantern-jawed face, Abishag Shaw gave the impression of an upriver
hayseed recendy escaped from aplow tail, but in those deepy gray eyes January could glimpse a
woodsman's cold intelligence. This man was an American and held power, for al his ungrammetical
filthiness. AsFroissart had said, there was aworld of matters the Americans did not understand, and
chief among them the worlds of difference that separated colored society from the African blacks.

"She refused to meet with my friend. She said sheéld recelved notes before from . . . my friend, that she
had nothing to say to ... them." He changed the last word quickly from her, but had the strong suspicion
that Shaw guessed anyway. " She said her father was an important man, and that my friend had best not
try any .. . littletricks"

"What kind o' little tricks?" asked Shaw mildly. "Y ou mean like brick dust on the back step? Or accusin’
her of being uppity an’ gettin' her thrashed at the jail-house?"

"One or the other," said January, wondering if held let the answer go at that.
Shaw nodded again. "She say anythin' to you? About you?'
Genuinely startled, January said, "No. Not that | remember.”

"Insult you? Make you mad? Phlosine . . ." He checked anote. "Gal named Phlosine Seurat says she
heard the door dam.”

"It was Gaen Perdtawho dammed the door,” said January. "He camein—"

"Galen Perata? Xavier Peratas boy? One she had the tiff with earlier?' Shaw sat up and took his boots
off the desk, and spat in the genera direction of the office sandbox.

January regarded him with reciprocal surprise. "Didn't anyone dsetell you?'

The policeman shook his head. "When was this? Last anybody saw of the boy was when he tore that
fairy wing o' hersin the lobby, an' she went flouncin’ off into that little parlor in asnit. Last anybody saw
0' her, for that matter. This Seurat gal—an' the two or three others who was up in the upstairs
|obby—say the boy stormed off down the stairs, and somebody says they seen him in the court, but they
don't remember if that was before or after or when."

"Therésaway in from the court to the passage outsde this office," said January. "He could have changed
hismind, had what they call 1'esprit descdier ..."

"Bad case of the I-shoulda-said,” agreed Shaw mildly, sitting back again. Outside, men'svoicesrosein
furious dtercation; there was the monumenta thud of abody hitting the wall that made the building shake.



"I dunno how many sweethearts cometo grief from one or the other of 'em comin’ up with just theright
coup de grace hafway down the front walk. Go on."

"If he came up the back stairs nobody in the lobby downgtairs, or upstairs, would have seen him.
Because hedid comein, as| think she knew he would. She thought | was him, when | first cameinto the
room, before she turned around, and she had her lines al ready for him. The boy had atemper. And
thereisn't a seventeen-year-old in the world with the sense to just walk away."

"God knows | didn't," said Shaw, getting up and stretching his back. "Near got me killed half adozen
times, when | came up with just theright thing to say to my pawhen he was likkered. And you left then?”

January nodded. "Y es, Sir. There was no reason for meto stay, and the boy would have ordered me out
inany case. My sister and Marie-Anne Pdllicot were hunting for Mademoiselle Crozat for the rest of the
night. Galen'sfather, too. | thought at the time the two of them went off somewhereto havetheir fight in
more privacy, but it may bethat heleft fairly soon—during the jig and redl we started up to distract
everyone from Bouille and Granger—and that she was gill in the room fixing her wing when the murderer
cameon her.”

The colorless eyebrows quirked. "Now, where you get that from?”

"Here." January got to hisfeet, Shaw following in hiswake. They climbed the dark of the back gairs,
turned right at the top, to where a deepy constable still guarded the parlor door. A cup and a haf-eaten
pastry lay on the floor beside his chair. He got to hisfeet and saluted.

"We got everything up off that rug, Mr. Shaw. The mother took the girl away, like you said she could.”
"And no sgn of them geegawsthat's missn'?'
"No, gr." The man unlocked the door.

The candles were guttering in here, too. The windows had been shut, and the room had a crumpled ook
and smdlled of smoke and death. The brass band outside had silenced itself, and the voices of the few

passersby rang loud.

January crossed at once to the stiffened gauze wings, still leaning where Dominique had propped them,
againgt the armoire that had concedled Angdlique's body. He reached down, very carefully, and touched
the needle, hanging by the end of the thread. "Mogtly if awoman stops sewing shelll stick the needleinto
the fabric to keep the thread from pulling free,”" he said. ""Few things drive awoman crazier than having to
rethread a needle when she hasn't planned on it. | don't know why thisis."

Shaw's ugly face cracked into a smile again. "Now, there's a man been married.” He looked around for
someplace to spit, found no spittoon, and opened the window and shutter a crack to spit out acrossthe
bal cony. January hoped Cardina Richelieu was on the street benegth.

While Shaw was so engaged, January glanced down at the table, where the candles had been pushed
aside around the top of a cardboard dress box. January lifted the box gently and angled it to the light,
studying the dozen different colors of ribbon laid out init, the innumerable tag ends of thread; two needles
and fourteen pins; the peacock eye and the pearls and alarge number of shreds of dyed and undyed
ogtrich plume. A ball of swansdown shreds the Size of a sheep's ssomach. Lace snagged from someone's
petticoat.

Haifa dozen hooks and eyes. Somebody's corset lace. The servants of both ballroom and theater would
be picking up pounds of thiskind of trash al morning.



From the midst of it he picked aleaf of swamp laurel. "The Roman in the golden armor,” he said.
"Jenkins, | think Granger said his name was. He was wreathed for victory."

"Y ou got quite an eyefor furbelows." Shaw strolled back, handsin pockets, asif only such bracing kept
his gawky body upright. "That was smart, 'bout the costumes.”

"My wife was adressmaker." January turned the bits of thread, pearl, ribbon in hiskid-gloved fingers.
There were two ways aman could have said what Shaw did, even as there were two ways he could
have earlier remarked on Minou, Beautiful gal. "There never was atime when | wasn't surrounded by
ribbons and lace and watching her match them up into some of the prettiest gownsyou ever saw.”

He smiled, remembering. " There was alady—some baron's wife—who drove her crazy, asking for more
of thisand more of that and not offering to pay asou for it. Ayasha put up with thistill thisold cat started
coming on to her about how a Christian woman would have thrown it in as lagnigppe. Then shejust
changed the color of the ribbons on the corsage—and mind you, that color was all the crack that year,
and this old harpy was delighted with the change—and I've never seen one woman get so ugly so fast.”

He shook his head, and saw Shaw's gray eyeson him again, asif hearing the pain that lurked under the
joy of any memory of her.

"Your wifewasan Arab?"

"Moroccan——Berber," said January. "But a Chrigtian, though | don't know how much of any of it she
believed. She died last summer.”

"Thecholera?'

He nodded and picked up apink velvet rose that had to have come from Dominique's mask, tiny in his
huge hands. " She would have been ableto tell you every person who'd been in this room from these bits.
My sister can probably tell you most of them.”

"Don't mean whoever done it leaked beads and ribbons here to be obligin',” remarked Shaw. "If that
Perdtaboy wasin plain evenin' dress, lessn she tore off a button there'd be nuthin' to show. Now that
Jenkins. . "

"Hewaslooking for her," said January. "Prowling in and out of the ballroom and the lobby. He could
have comein here”

"Y ou hear thistiff of theirs? In the |obby?*

"Everybody did. Sheflirted with Jenkins. From what | hear, she flirted with everybody, or at least
everybody who had money."

"Even though Perdtas daddy'sbeen . . . What? Buyin' her for his son?”

"Not buying her" said January, though he could tell from Shaw's voice that the policeman knew the
placees were technicaly free. "Bargaining to buy her contract. That way the boy doesn't get skinned out
of his eyeteeth, and the girl doesn't haveto look like a harpy in front of her protector—and her mother
can come right out and say, ‘| want to make sure you don't marry some Creole girl and leave my child
pennilesswith your baby," where the girl can't. It'sall arranged beforehand. Signed and sedled, no
questions.”

Shaw considered the matter, turning the leaf of swamp laurd in hishand. "Smart dedin',” he said. "What
kid's gonnapick himself even ahaf decent girl on hisfirst try?When | think about thefirst girl | ever fell



in lovewith—Lordy!" He shook hishead. ™Y ou think Miss Crozat was flirtin' with the Noblest Roman of
‘em All to run up her price?"

"If shewas, it wasworking. The boy waswild when he cameinto the room. But whether an American
would have arrived at the same arrangement as a Frenchman is anybody's guess.”

Shaw regarded him for amoment from narrowed eyes, asif weighing this criticism of the habit American
planters had of smply buying a good-looking dave woman and taking her whether she would or no. But
he only stepped to the window and spat again.

January followed him to the lobby, where Hanniba Sefton dept curled on a sofaunder the flicker of the
gadights while two servants picked up stray champagne cups and swept beads and silk flowers, cigar
butts and ribbons, from the brightly colored rugs. The balroom gaped dim and silent to their right. When
they descended the main stair, Shaw diding snakelike into hisweary old green coat, even the gambling
rooms behind their shut doors were growing quiet.

A constable met them in the downstairs lobby, where abroad hall led to the silent dark of the court. The
ar smelled of rain and mud. Dawn light was bleeding through the half-open doors.

"Weve searched the building and the attics, Sir," said the man, saluting. "Nothing.”

"Thank you kindly, Cavert." He pronounced it as the French did. Someone—probably RomulusVale—
had placed January's hat and music satchel on a consolein the lobby. January and Shaw walked out into
the courtyard together, Shaw turning back to crane his neck and look up at the Salle dOrleans, risng
abovetheminawall of paeydlow and olive green.

There was dways something indescribably shabby about thistime of the morning in Carniva season, with
Streets nearly empty under weeping skies and littered with vivid trash. Crossing the courtyard, Shaw
looked around him at the gallery, the plane trees, the colored lanterns doused and dark, then walked
down the carriageway that let onto Rue Ste.-Ann, watching the occasiond fiacre passfilled with
homebound revelers and hearing the deep-voiced hoots of the steamboats on theriver.

A woman grolled by, singing "Oystahd Git yo' fresh oystahd!” in English, and on the opposite banquette
two gentlemen in evening dress, still masked, reded ungteadily from post to post of the overhanging
gdlery. A woman improbably clad as a Greek goddess accosted them, her masked face beaming with
gmiles

"Now | wonder what she doesfor alivin?' Shaw mused, and spat copioudy in the guitter.

"Not the same as these ladies here tonight,” January said quietly, hearing again the man in the ballroom
and Froissart'sdismissive, sneisonly a platfe, after all. . . . He stooped to pick up the single curl of
black cock feather that lay wet and forgotten against the alley wall.

Shaw looked back at him, surprised. "Now | may be aupriver flatboat boy with no classica education,
but I know the difference between a courtesan an" a streetwalker, mask or no mask."

"Doesit make adifference?' asked January. "Sr?"

"Tome?" asked Shaw. "Or to Mr. Tremouille, when | go back to the Cabildo an' tell him what we got
here?" January started to say, You tell me, and shut his mouth on the words. The man was police, the
man was white, the man was American. He might have said it to a Creole under the same circumstances,
but the uneasiness returned to him, consciousness of the man's power to harm.

Shaw rubbed hisface again, grubby with brown stubble like alayer of dirt.



"A woman waskilt," he said. "She bein' afree woman, an' ahouseholder in this city, that meant the tax
she paid was payin' my sdary, so it sorta obligates me to avenge her death, don't it? 1 be violatin' any
code of conduct if | wasto call on your sster this afternoon?' He patted the sheaf of yellow notepapers
that stuck out of the pocket of his sagging coat, and donned his disreputable hat.

"Send her anote this morning giving her thetime," advised January. "That way she can get one of her
girlfriends, or probably our mother, to play duenna. Four o'clock'sagood time. Shelll be awake and
made up by then, and whatever's going on a the Crozats won't be until eight or so. Y ou have her
address?!

Shaw nodded. "Thank you kindly," he said. "'l was a constable here last Carniva time—and Lordy, |
thought I'd stepped into one of my granny's picture booksl—and it stands to reason there's gonna be
more pockets picked now than any other time. And if astranger kills astranger, you don't hardly never
catch him, lessn he does something truly foolish with hisloot. But somethin' tellsmeit'sarare thief who'd
kill for jewelsat abdl in aplacelikethis. And there was plenty of women comin’ an' goin' through this
tunndl, gussied up just as cogtive or more so. |If somebody killed Miss Crozat for them necklaces she was
wearin, it was adamn fool way to go about it."

He stepped out onto the brick banquette, spat into the gutter, and walked away into the weeping dawn,
his coat flapping around his douching form. January watched him out of sight, stroking the black cock
feether with hisfingertips.

SIX

The ochre stucco cottage on Rue Burgundy was silent when January reached it. It was one of arow of
four. He listened for amoment at the closed shutters of each of itstwo front rooms, then edged hisway
down the muddy dot between the closdaly set walls of the housesto the yard, where he had to turn
sideways and duck to enter the gate. The shutters there were closed aswell. The yard boasted aprivy, a
brick kitchen, and agarconniere aboveit.

When first he had lived there, his sister had occupied the rear bedroom, his mother the front, the two
parlors—one behind the other—being used for the entertainment of St.Denis Janvier. Although he was
only nineyears old, Benjamin had dept from thefirst in the garconniere, waiting until the house lights were
put out and then climbing down the rickety twist of the outside stair to run with Olympe and Will
Pavegeau and Nic Gignac on their midnight adventures. He smiled, recalling the white glint of Olympe's
eyes as she dared them to follow her to the cemetery, or to the dave dances out on Bayou St. John.

Hisyounger sster—hisfull sster—had been askinny girl then, like ablack spider in araggedy
blue-and-red skirt and a calico blouse a dave woman would have scorned to wear. Having aback room
with access to the yard had made it easy for her to dip out, though he suspected that if she'd been locked
in adungeon, Olympe would still have managed to get free.

Olympe had been fifteen the year of Dominique's birth. The two girls had shared that rear chamber for
only ayear. Then Dominique had occupied it done, aluxury for alittle girl growing up. But then,
Dominique had aways been her mother's princess, her father's pride.

Presumably Dominique had occupied the room until Henri Vidlard had comeinto her lifewhen shewas
Sixteen. By that time St.Denis Janvier was deed, leaving his mistress comfortably off, and Livia Janvier
had married a cabinetmaker, Christophe Levesque, who had died afew years ago. The rear room that
had been Olympe's, then Dominique's, had been for a short spell Levesque's workshop. Now it was shut
up, though Minou was of the opinion that her mother should take alover.



January stepped to the long opening and drew back one leaf of the green shutters, listening at the dats of
thejalousiefor his mother's soft, even breath.

He heard nothing. Quietly, he lifted the latch, pushed the jdousie inward. The room was empty, ghosdy
with dust. He crossed to the door of his mother's bedroom, which stood half-did back into its socket.
Satted light leaked through the louvers of the doorsto the street. The gaily patterned coverlet was
dirown back in asnowstorm of clean white sheets. Two butter-colored cats—L es Mesdames—dozed,
paws tucked, on the end of the bed, opening their golden eyes only long enough to give him the sort of
gaze high-bred Creole ladies generdly reserved for drunken kedlboat men deegping in their own vomit in
the gutters of the Rue Bourbon. There was water in the washbowl! and arobe of heavy green chintz lay
draped over the cane-bottomed chair. The smell of coffee hung inthe air, afew hoursold.

Euphrasie Dreuze, or one of her friends, he thought. They had cometo her for comfort, and Livia Janvier
Levesgue had gone.

January crossed the yard again, his black lesther music satchel under one arm. Therewas dtill firein the
kitchen stove, banked but emitting warmth. The big enamel coffegpot at the back contained severa cups
worth. He poured himself some and carried it up the twisting steps and drank it as he changed his clothes
and ae the beignets and pastry held cadged from the ballroom tables in the course of the night. Half his
gleanings he'd left at Hanniba's narrow attic, stowed under atin pot to keep therats out of it, though he
suspected the minute he was gone one or another of the girls who worked cribsin the building would
ged it, asthey stole Hanniba's medicine, hislaudanum, and every cent he ever had in his pockets.

Before eating he knelt on the floor beside his bed and took from his pocket the rosary held had from his
childhood—cheap blue glass beads, a crucifix of cut see —and told over the swift decades of prayers
for the soul of Angelique Crozat. She had been, by his own experience and that of everyone held talked
to, athoroughly detestable woman, but only God could know and judge. Wherever she was, she had
died unconfessed and would need the prayers. They werelittle enough to give.

It was nearly ninein the morning when he dismounted his rented horse at the plantation called Les Saules
where, up until two months ago, Arnaud Trepagier had lived.

A coa-dark butler clothed in the black of mourning came down the rear stepsto greet him. "Madame
Madeleine in the office with the broker," the man said, gesturing with one black-gloved hand whilea
barefoot child took the horsg's bridle and led it to an iron hitching post under the willows scattered dll
around the house.

The houseitsdlf wasold and, like dl Creole plantation houses, built high with storerooms on the ground
floor. The gdlery that girdled it on three Sdes made it ook larger than it was. " She say wait on the
gdlery, if it please you, sir, and she be out presently. Can | fetch you some lemonade while you're

waiting?'

"Thank you." January was ironicaly amused to see that the servant's shirt cuffswere lessfrayed and his
clothing newer than the free guest's. The long-tailed black coat and cream-colored pantal oons held worn
last night had to be in good condition, for the gppearance of amusician dictated in large part where he
was asked to play. But though held made far more money as amusician than hed ever made asa
surgeon at the Hotel Dieu —or probably would ever make practicing medicinein New Orleans—thered
never been agreat ded to spare taxes in France being what they were. Now, until he made enough of a
reputation to get pupils again, he would have to resign himsdlf to being more down-at-hedls than some
peoplesdaves.

The butler conducted him up the steps to the back gallery and saw him seated in acane chair before



redescending to cross the crushed-shell path through the garden in the direction of the kitchen. From his
vantage point some ten feet above ground level, January could see through the green-misted branches of
the intervening willows the mottled greens and rusts of home-dyed mudins as the kitchen daves moved
around the long brick building, starting the preparations for dinner or tending to the laundry room. It
seemed that only those who went by the euphemism " servants'—in effect, the house daves—warranted
full mourning for amaster they might have loved or feared or smply accepted, asthey would have
accepted aday'stoil in summer heat. The rest smply wore what they had, home-dyed brown or
wesgthered blue and red cotton calicoes, and the murmur of their voices drifted very faintly to him asthey
went about their duties.

L es Saules was amedium-size plantation of about four hundred arpents, not quite close enough to town
to walk but an easy hdf-hour's ride. The house was built of soft locd brick, stuccoed and painted white:
three big roomsin aline with two smaler "cabinets' on the back, closing in two sides of what would be
the deeping porch in summer. Panes were missing from thetall doorsthat |et onto the gdlery, the
openings patched with cardboard, and through the bare trees January could see that the stucco of the
kitchen buildings was broken in places, showing the soft brick undernegth. In the other direction, past the
dilapidated gar£onni£re and the dovecotes, the work gang weeding the nearby field of second-crop cane
looked too few for thejob.

He recalled the heavy strands of antique pearls and emeralds on Angdique Crozat's bosom and in her
hair. Old Rene Dubonnet, he remembered, had owned fifteen arpents a ong Lake Pontchartrain, living
each year off the advances on next year's crop. Like most planters and alot of biblical kings, he had
been wedlthy in land and daves but possessed little in the way of cash and was mortgaged to his back
teeth. There was no reason to think Arnaud Trepagier was any different.

But there was dways money, in those old families, to keegp atown house and a quadroon mistress, just
as there was always money to send the sonsto Paris to be educated and the daughters to piano lessons
and convent schools. There was aways money for good wines, expensive weddings, the best horseflesh.
There was aways money to maintain the old ways, the old traditions, in the face of squaid Y ankee
upstarts.

Many years ago, before he'd departed for Paris, January had played a a coming-out party at abig town
house on Rue Royae. It had not been too many months after thefinal defeat of the British at Chamette,
and one of the guests, the junior partner in a brokerage house, had brought afriend, an American, very
wedlthy, polite, and clearly well-bred, and, as far as January could judge such things, handsome.

Only one French girl had even gone near him, the daughter of an impoverished planter who'd been trying
for yearsto marry her off. Her brothers had threatened to horsawhip the man if he spoke to her again.
"Monsieur Janvier?' Heturned, Sartled from hisreverie. Madeleine Trepagier stood in the half-open
doors of the centra parlor, adark shape in her mourning dress. Her dark hair was smoothed into a neat
coil on the back of her head, eschewing the bunches of curlsfashionable in society, and covered with a
black lace cap. Without the buckskin mask of aMohican maid and the silly streaks of red and blue paint,
January could see that the promise of her childhood beauty had been fulfilled.

He rose and bowed. "Madame Trepagier.” She took a seat in the other cane chair, looking out over the
turned earth and winter peas of the kitchen garden. Her mourning gown, fitting afigure as opulent asa
Roman Venuss, had origindly been some kind of figured calico, and the figures showed through the
home-dyed blackness like the ghosily tabby of ablack cat's fur, lending curious richnessto the prosaic
cloth. Her fingers were ink-stained, and there were lines of strain printed around her mouth and eyes.

And yet what struck January about her was her serenity. In spite of her harried weariness, in spite of that
secret echo of grimnessto her lips, she had the deep cam diat arose from some unshakable knowledge



rooted in her soul. No matter how many things went wrong, the one essentia thing was taken care of.
But she looked pale, and he wondered at what time she had returned to Les Sauleslast night.

"Thank you for your concern last night,” she said in her low voice. "And thank you for sending me avay
from thereasyou did.”

"| take it you reached home safdly, Madame?"

She nodded, with arueful smile. "More safely than | deserved. | walked for afew streets and found a
hack and was home before eight-thirty. | ... | redlizeit wasfoolish of meto think ... to think | could speak
to her there. I'd sent her messages before, you see. She never answered.”

"Soshesad.”

Her mouth tightened, remembered anger transforming the smooth full shape of the lipsinto something
bitterly ugly and unforgiving.

January remembered what Angelique had said about "little Creoletricks' and his mother's stories about
wiveswho'd used the city's Black Code to harass their husbands mistresses. For amoment Mme.
Trepagier looked perfectly capable of having another woman arrested and whipped on atrumped-up
charge of being "uppity" to her—though God knew Angelique was uppity, to everyone she met, black or
colored or white—or jailed for owning acarriage or not covering her hair.

But if Angelique had told him to take her awarning about it last night, it was clear she hadn't exercised
this spiteful power.

The woman before him shook her head alittle and | et the anger pass. "It wasn't necessary for you to
comedl theway out here, you know."

Something about the way that she sat, about that strained calm, made him say, ™Y ou heard she's dead.”

The big handsflinched in her lap, but her eyeswere wary rather than surprised. She had, he thought, the
look of awoman debating how much she can say and be bdieved; then she crossed hersdlf. "Yes, |
heard that."

From the woman who brought in her washing water that morning, thought January. Or the cook, when
she went out to distribute stores for the day. Whites didn't understand how news traveled so quickly,
being too well-bred to be seen prying. Having set themsalves up as gods and loudly established their own
importance, they never ceased to be surprised that those whose lives might be affected by their doings
kept up on them with the interest they themsalves accorded only to charactersin Balzac's novels.

"Y ou heard what happened?’

Her hands, resting in her lap again, shivered. "Only that shewas. . . was strangled. At the balroom.” She
glanced quickly acrossat him. "The police. . . Did they make any arrest? Or say if they knew who it
might be? Or what time it happened?

Her voice had the flat, tinny note of assumed casua-ness, a serious quest for information masquerading
asgossp. Time? thought January. But as he studied her face she got quickly to her feet and walked to
the gdlery railing, watching an old man planting something in the garden among the willows asif the Sght
of him dipping into his sack of seed, then carefully dibbling with alittle water from hisgourd, werea
meatter of degpest importance.



"Did they say what will happen to her things?* she asked, without turning her head.
January stood too. "I expect her mother will keep them.”

Shelooked around at that, startled, and he saw the brown eyes widen with surprise. Then she shook her
head, haf laughing a hersdlf, though without much mirth. When she spoke, her voice was alittle more
normd. "I'm sorry,” shesaid. "It'sjust thet . . . All these years I've thought of her assomekind of ... of a
witch, or harpy. | never even thought she might have a mother, though of course she mugt. It'sjust . . ."
She pushed a her hair, asif putting aside tendrils of it that fell onto her forehead, agesture of habit. He
saw there were tearsin her eyes.

He had been her teacher when she was a child, and something of that bond still existed. It wasthat which
let him say, "He gave her things belonging to you, didn't he?"

She averted her face again, and nodded. He could almost fed the heat of her shame. "Jewelry, mostly,"
shesadin adifled voice. "Things hed bought for me when we were first married. Household things,
crystd and linens. A horse and chaise, even though it wasn't legd for her to drive one. Dresses. That
white dress she was wearing was mine. | don't know if men fed thisway, but if | make adressfor mysdlf
it's. . .it'sapart of me. That sounds so foolish to say out loud, and my old Mother Superior at school
would tell meit'stying myself to things of thisworld, but . . . When | pick out asilk for mysdf and atrim,
and linen to lineit with—when | shapeit to my body, wear it, makeit mine. .. And then to have him
giveittoher..."

She drew a shaky breath. "That sounds so grasping. And so petty.” They had the ring of words she'd
taught herself with great effort to say. "I don't know if you can understand.” She faced him, folded her big
hands before those |eopard-black skirts.

He had seen the way women dealt with Ayashawhen they ordered frocks and gowns, when they came
for fittings, and watched what they had asked for asit was cdled into being. "l understand.”

"| think that dress made me angriest. Even angrier than the jewelry. But some of the things—my things—
he gave her were quite valuable. The baroque pearls and emera ds she was wearing were very old, and
he had no right to tekethem. . . ."

She paused, fighting with another surge of anger, then shook her head. "Except of course that a husband
hastheright to dl hiswifesthings."

"Not legdly," said January. "According to law, in territory that used to be Spanish—"

"Monseur Janvier," said Maddeine Trepagier softly, "when it's only aman and awoman aonein ahouse
milesfrom town, he hastheright to whatever of hers he wishesto take." The soft eyes burned suddenly
strange and old. "Those emerads were my grandmother's. They were practicdly the only thing she
brought with her from Haiti. | wore them at our wedding. | never liked them— there was supposed to be
acurse on them—>but | wanted them back. | needed them back. That'swhy | had to speak to her."

"Y our husband died in debt." Recollections of his mother's scattergun gossip dipped into place.

She nodded. It was not something she would have spoken of to someone who had not been ateacher
and afriend of her childhood.

"It must have been bad,” he said softly, "for you to go to that risk to get your jewels back. Do you have
children?'

"Noneliving." She sghed alittle and looked down at her hands where they rested on the cypressrailing



of the gallery. He saw she hadn't resumed the wedding band she'd put off last night. "If | lose this place,”
shesad, "I'm not sure what I'm going to do."

In away, January knew, children would have made it easier. No Creole would turn grandchildren out to
garve. His mother had written him of the murderous epidemic last summer, and he wondered if that had
taken someor al. Louisianawas not a hedlthy country for whites.

"Y ou have family yoursdlf?' Herecadled dimly that the Dubonnets had come up en masse from Santo
Domingo a generation ago, but could not remember whether Rene Dubonnet had had more than the

single daughter.
She hesitated infinitesmaly, then nodded again.

A governessto nieces and nephews, he thought. Or a companion to an aunt. Or just awidowed cousin,
taken into the household and rel egated to sharing some daughter's room and bed in the back of the
house, when she had run a plantation and been mistress of a household of a dozen servants.

"There any chance of help from your husband's family?"
"No."
By the way she spoke the word, between her teeth, January knew that was the end of the topic.

She drew breath and straightened her back, looking into hisface. "You said thereare. . . rules. . . about
that world, customs| don't know. | know that's true.

We're dl taught not to ook, not to think about things. And you'reright. | should have known better than
totry tofind her at the ball." Against the pallor of her face her eyebrows were two dark dashes, spots of
color burning in her cheeks. What had it cost her, he wondered, to go seeking awoman she hated that
much? To take that kind of risk?

Why was she so concerned about what time Angelique had died?

"Is there some sort of rule against me going to speak to her mother? Surely there wouldn't be gossip if |
went to pay my respects?'

"No," said January, curious and troubled at once. "It isn't usua, but aslong as you go quietly, veiled,
there shouldn't betalk.”

"Oh, of course." Her brows drew down with quick sympathy. "I'm sure the last thing the poor woman
needsis... issomekind of lady of the manor descending on her. And the lesstalk thereis, the better.”
She moved toward the parlor doorsin arustle of starched mudlin petticoats, then paused within them.
For awoman of her opulent figure she moved lightly, like afleeing girl. "Isshe—Madame. . . Crozat?"

"Dreuze," said January. "Euphrasie Dreuze. She went by both. Placees sometimes do.” Dominique was
dill cdled Janvier, but his mother had been called that, too, for the man who had bought her and freed
her.

"l see. | ... didn't know how that was. . . dealt with. Would she see me? Would it be better for meto
wait afew days?I'm sorry to ask, but you know the family and the custom. | don't.”

He remembered the despairing screams from the parlor where Euphrasie Dreuze's friends had taken her,
and Hannibal's tale about the son who had died. Remembered Xavier Perdta crossng the crowded
balroom full of angrily murmuring men, acup of coffee carefully balanced in his hand, and how the



gadight had spangled the jewel-covered tignon as the woman had caught the boy Galen's deeve,
babbling to himin panic of her daughter'slove.

"I don't know," hesaid. "I knew Madame Dreuze when Angelique was alittle girl. She worshiped her
then, treated her like aporcelain doll. But women sometimes change when their daughters grow.”

His own mother had. Nothing had been too good for Dominique: Every bump and scratch attended by a
doctor, every garment embroidered and tucked and smocked with the most delicate of stitches, every
toy and novelty that came into port purchased for the little girl's delight. Three months ago, just after his
return from Paris, hed come down to breskfast in the kitchen to the news that Minou had contracted
bronchitis—"She's dways down with it, ance she had it back in"30" had been his mother's only
comment as she casually turned the pages of the Bee. It had been January, not their mother, who'd gone
over to make sure his sster had everything she needed.

Certainly hismother had never wasted tears over him. The news of Ayashas death she greeted with
perfunctory sympathy but nothing more. There were days when he barely saw her, savein passng when
he had a student in the parlor. But then, held never had the impression his mother was terribly interested
inhimand hisdoings.

Because he had three black grandparents instead of three white ones?

It was with Dominique—who had been only atiny child when he'd |eft—that he had wept for the loss of
hiswife

"A moment.” Madame Trepagier vanished into the shadows of the house. January returned to hischair.
From thetall doorway of one of the Sde roomsagirl emerged, rail dim and ferret faced, African dark,
wearing the black of home-dyed mourning but walking with alazy jauntiness that indicated no great sense
of loss. She sized up his clothing, his mended kid gloves, the horse tethered beneath the willowsin the
yard, and the fact that he was Sitting there in achair meant for guests, with akind of insolent wisdom,
then tossed her head allittle and passed on down the steps, silent as daves must be in the presence of
their betters.

And indeed, he could scarcely imagine Angedlique Crozat or her mother or his own mother, who had
been adave hersdlf, speaking to the woman.

Thewoman was adave, and black.
Hewasfree, and colored, though his skin was as dark as hers.

He watched the dim figure cross through the garden toward the kitchen, like a crow againgt the green of
the grass, saw her ignore the old man tending to the planting, and noted the haughty tilt of shoulder and
hip as she passed some words with the cook. Then she went on toward the laundry, and January saw the
cook and another old woman spesk quietly. Knowing the opinions his mother's cook Bellatraded with
the cook of the woman next door, he could guess exactly what they said.

Not something hed want said about him.
"|'ve written anote for Madame Dreuze."

Herose quickly. Madame Trepagier stood in the doorway, a sealed envelope in her hand. "Would you
be so good asto giveit to her? I'm sorry." She smiled, her nervousness, her defenses, falling away. For a
moment it was the warm smile of the child he had taught, Sitting in her white dress a the piano—the
sunny, haf-apologetic smile of achild whose playing had contained such dreadful passion, such adult



ferocity. He still wondered at the source of that glory and rage.
"| aways seem to be making you amessenger. | do apologize.”

"Madame Trepagier." He took the message and tucked it into a pocket, then bowed over her hand. "I'm
alittle old to be cast aswinged Mercury, but I'm honored to serve you nevertheless.”

"After two years of being Apollo," she said smiling, "it makes achange.”

He recognized the alusion, and smiled. In addition to being the god of music, Apollo wasthe lord of
heding. "Did you keep up with it?" he asked, as he moved toward the steps. "The music?"

She nodded, her smile gentle again, secret and warm. "It was like knowing how to swim," she said. "l
thought of you many times, when the water was deep. Y ou did save my life.”

And turning, she went back into the house, leaving him stunned upon the steps.
SEVEN

A square-featured woman in the faded calico of aservant answered January's knock at the bright pink
cottage on Rue des Ursulines. The jaousies were closed over the tall French windows and amuted
babble came from the dimness beyond her shoulder. Therewas asméll of patchouli and astronger one
of coffee.

"Y ou lookin' for your ma, Michie Janvier?' she asked. "Shein the back with Madame Phrase.” She
curtsied as January regarded her in surprise.

"I'm looking for Madame Euphrasie, mostly,” he said, as the woman stood aside to admit him. She had
the smoother skin and unknotted hands of alongtime house servant. At first glance, in the shadows under
the abat-vent, he would have put her near hisown forty years, but as his eyes adjusted to the dim room
he redlized she couldn't be more than twenty-five. "How isshe?"

The woman hesitated, then said, " She bearin' up.”
There was a. world of weighted words and unspoken thought in that short phrase.

"Bearin’ up, huh," said Agnes Pdllicot shortly, from the green brocaded settee she shared with two other
beautifully dressed, till-handsome women with fans of painted silk in their hands. The older, Catherine
Clisson, had been three years ahead of January in Herr Kovad's music classes, adim girl with high
cheekbones for whom, at the time, he had nursed a sentimental and hopelesslove. The younger, rounded
and pretty in an exquisite rose-and-white striped dress, was Odile Gignac, his mother's dressmaker.

"Bearin' up enough to collect every earbob and pin, and cut the silver buttons off every one of her
daughter's dresses, is how she's bearin’ up.”

"A woman can grieve her daughter and il fear for her own future, Agnes,” said Clisson gently. "You
know she had nothing beyond what Angdlique sent her every month.”

"God knowsit was Angelique who paid her bills, more timesthan not," added Gignac, crossing hersdlf.
The daughter of respectable free colored parents, she was one of the smal minority of sang meleswho
accepted the plafees on their own terms as friends aswell as customers, though it was understood they
did not speak on the public streets. " And her gambling debts, from what | hear. It'sthat poor child
Clemence that fainted dead away when she came here thismorning and heard.”



Agnes only sniffed. January deduced the matter of young Perdta till rankled.

"Judith,” Clisson went on in her soft voice, "please be so good asto fetch Mongieur Janvier some coffee.
Or should | say Ben?" she added, her dark eyes sparkling with afriendship sheld never shown him when
they were young. "I've missed you twice by your mamas. It's good to catch up with you at last.”

January smiled, too. He'd been fourteen when she, far too proud of her own position to take the dightest
notice of agawky coa-black lout such as he had been, had become the mistress of a middle-aged
Creole with a plantation on Lake Pontchartrain. January's adoration had lasted for years. On the nights
when Monsieur Motet cameinto town he had been drawn to loiter on the opposite banquette of her
cottage on Rue des Rampartsin an agony of jealous speculation, though they had not spoken since she
hed |eft Herr Kovald's class.

Funny, what time did.

The memory brought back all those other memories. Hed played with Odile and her brother as children,
though her parents had |ooked askance at a placee's son, and had sent her to a Select Academy for
Colored Females at an early age. A queer sense of pain touched him, which he recognized as akind of
pins-and-needles of the heart: feding coming back into memories long buried and numb.

Thiscity had been his home. These people had been his home.

In turning his back on Froissart and Richdieu, and on the thick heet of the fever summers, he had turned
his back on them aswell.

"I'd forgotten how beautifully you played.” Clisson laid down her fan, French lace on sandalwood sticks,
costly and new. "1 didn't even think about it during the dancing, but afterward, when you were playing to
keep everyone amused . . . The Rossini amost made me cry. | was sorry to hear about your wife."

He smiled down at her from hisheight. "1 didn't think you even noticed how | played when we had class
together," he said, with the rancorless amusement of shared old times. "Y ou're till with Monsieur
Motet?'

Her smile was no more than the tucking back of the corners of her lips, the velvet warming of her eyes. It
told him everything even before she nodded, and hefdt for her arush of gladness. "Areyou taking
students, now you're back?' she asked. She spoke dmost asif it had been agiven, aforegone
conclusion for dl those years, that he would eventually return. He wanted to tell her he hadn't intended to
return a al.

"I think your mama said you were. My daughter | sabel's eight. I've taught her alittle, but it'stime she had
agood teacher.”

January was opening his mouth to reply when awoman's voice cried out in the rear of the house, asharp
gasp, risngto ashriek "Thereitis! There! | told you! Oh God—"

A break, amurmur, January and Clisson and Gignac al on their feet in the diding doorway that separated
the darkened parlor from the still-darker bedchamber. ""Oh, my child! Oh, my poor little one! Murder!
Oh God, murder—"

"What the—" began January.
"Of courseit was murder,”" said Clisson, puzzled. "Nobody ever said it wasn't.”

The door to the bedroom diced open and Euphrasie Dreuze sumbled through, clutching something in her



fat jeweled hand. "My God, my God, look!" she sobbed at the top of her lungs. "My poor little girl was
hexed to death! Someone hid thisin her mattress; she was degping next to thisal along! It drew death
down on her! It drew desth!"

"Phrasie, don't beagoose.” Livia Levesque emerged from the bedroom on her friend's heels and made
an unsuccessful grab at thefilthy little wad of parchment and bone.

Euphrasie Dreuze wrenched hersdf free. Only five years older than January, she was plumper than sheld
been when first he had seen her but retained the impression of kitten-soft cuddlinessthat had attracted a
well-off young broker thirty years before. Her chin was pouchy and deep lines graven on either side of
her painted mouth, but she was till alovely woman, fair-skinned even among quadroons, with small,
grasping hands. Even for day wear her tignon was orange il glittering with an aigrette of jewds.

With a shattering sob she brandished what she held. January took it, turned it over in hishands. A dried
bat, little bigger than amagnolialesf.

A gris-gris. A tdisman of deeth.

"Madame Dreuze, Madame Dreuze," bleated Clem-ence Drouet, fluttering at her heds the way she had
fluttered at Angelique's, her round face still gray with shock and tears. "Pleasedontt. . . ."

"Throw that piece of trash out,” commanded Liviasharply and snatched it from her son's hands.

Even as she did so, Euphrasie turned with a hysterical cry upon the servant girl Judith, frozen in the act of
pouring coffee from a pot at the sdeboard.

"You did thig" Euphrasie shrieked, smashing cup and saucer from the girl'shands. ™Y ou black dut! You
planted it there, you wanted my child to diel" Her hand lashed out, quick as a cottonmouth striking, and
clapped the girl on the ear. Judith gasped and tried to run, but the room was choked with furniture, new
and English and thick with carving. Odile and Pellicot clogged the door to the other haf of the parlor,
Clemence and Euphrasie hersdf that to the bedroom.

"Youdidit, you didit, you did it!" Euphrasie struck her again, knocking her white head scarf flying, her
gesture dmost an identical echo of Angdiqueslast night, when she had struck young Perdta ™Y ou
cheap, lazy whore! Y ou dirty black tramp!" She caught Judith by the hair, dragging her forward and
shaking her by the thick pecan-colored mass until the girl screamed. ™Y ou wanted her dead! Y ou wanted
to go back to that mealymouthed white bitch! Y ou hated her! Y ou got some voodoo and got her to
make gris-grid”

"Phrasie!" Clisson caught the hystericd woman'swrigt. "How can you, with Angelique dead in her bed
there?'

"Phrasie, don't beafool." Liviathrust hersdf into the fray, dapped Euphrasie loudly on her plump cheek.

Euphrasiefd| back, opening her mouth to scream, and Liviapicked up the water pitcher from the
sideboard. "Y ou scream and | dump this over you."

Clisson, Odile, and Agnes Pdllicot promptly retreated to the doorway, hands pressing their mountains of
petticoats back for safety. January reflected that they'd all known his mother for thirty years.

Euphrasie, too, wisdly forbore to scream. For amoment the only sound was the girl Judith sobbing in the
corner, her hair atobacco-colored explosion around her swollen face. The smell of coffee soaking into
wool carpet hung thick in the air. Outsde awoman sang "Callas! Hot cdlas hotl"”



Then Euphrasie burst into fresh tears and flung herself onto the bosom of the only male present. "They
murdered my little girl!" she howled. "My God, they witched her, put evil on her, so someone was drawn
tokill her!"

Liviarolled her eyes. January's mother was smal and delicate, like her younger daughter but not so tall,
amodt frail looking, with fine bronze skin and Dominique's catlike beauty. At fifty-seven she moved with
adecisve quicknessthat January didn't recall from her languid heyday, asif her widowhood, first from
Janvier and then from Christophe Levesgue, had freed her of the obligation to be aluring to men.

"She hated her!" Euphrasie moaned into January's shirt. " She ran away, again and again, going back to
that uppity peteuse. She hated my angel, she wanted her dead so she could go back. . . ."

Liviameanwhile set the pitcher down, picked up Judith's head scarf and the unbroken saucer and cup,
and said to the sobbing servant, "Get arag and vinegar and get this coffee sopped up before the stain
sets” Shethrust the scarf into the girl's hands. "Put this back on before you come back. And wash your
face. Youlook asight. And you" — she pointed a Clemence, sagging gray faced against the side of the
door, both lace-mitted fists stuffed into her mouth — "don't you go faint on me again. | haven't timefor
that." Shelooked around for the gris-gris but January had retrieved it from the floor and dipped it into his
coat pocket.

"It wasthat woman," Euphrasie wailed, clutching January'slapdls. "That stuck-up white vache! That
nigger bitch, shed run off, trying to go home, and that Trepagier, shed tell that girl how if my Angdique
wereto die, sheld take her back. | know it. That Trepagier set her up to murder my child, my only little
girl! Oh, what am | going to do? They drew down death on her and left meto Sarve!”

"Phrasie, you know aswell as| do Etienne Crozat |eft you with five hundred ayear,” said Liviatartly.
"Benjamin, pull her loose or shelll hang on to you weeping till doomsday. Y ou'd think it was her funerd
tomorrow and not her daughter's.”

Odile Gignac meanwhile had helped Clemence Drouet to one of the overstuffed brocade chairs, where
the girl burst into shuddering tears, handkerchief stuffed in her mouth, asif dl her life she had been
forbidden to make a sound of discontent or grief. "There, there, cherie,”" murmured the dressmaker
comfortingly. Y ou musint cry like that. Y oull make yoursdf ill."

January had to reflect that his sster was right about the Drouet girl's dresses. Like her costume last night,
this one—a so designed by Angdlique, if Dominique spoke true—though costly and beautiful, made her
look like nothing so much as agreen-gold pear.

"That Trepagier put her up toit! She put her up!™ It was astonishing how Madame Dreuze could keep
her face buried in his deeve without either muffling her voice or disarraying her tignon. "She hated her like
poison! They poisoned my child, the two of them together!”

"Angelique was strangled,” Liviareminded her dryly. She went to the sideboard and handed January a
clean napkin from adrawer as hefished vainly in his pockets for ahandkerchief. "And you can't very well
say Madeleine Trepagier turned up at the Orleans ballroom and did it. Get that child out of here, Odile.
She's been nothing but underfoot since. . "

"Why not? She could have comein through the Theetre. . ."
"With dl the Trepagier family in the Thegtre to recognize her? And that hag of an aunt of hers?'
"That black dut Judith did, then! Why not? She hated my child. . . ."



At Liviasimpatient signal, Catherine Clisson came forward and eased the weeping woman from her
leaning post. Clisson relieved Ben of his napkin and proceeded to dry Euphrasi€'s eyes as she guided her
toward the settee. LiviaLevesgque took her tall son's arm and steered him briskly toward the door, and
January went willingly, unnerved by the accuracy of Madame Dreuze's chance shot. "I swear,” declared
Livia, asthey descended the two high brick stepsto the banquette, "it's like asummer rainstorm in there,
between those two watering pots.” She pulled her delicate knit-lace gloves on and flexed her hands.
"Givemerny parasol, Ben."

"Why does she say the girl Judith hated Angelique?' January handed his mother thefragile, lacy sunshade
she had thrust into his hands on the way through the door. "1 take it Judith belonged to Madeleine
Trepagier?'

Like the jewels and the dresses, hethought. When there's only a man and a woman alonein a
house miles fromtown. . .

The thought conjured up was an ugly one.

Liviaopened the sunshade with abrisk crackle of bamboo and starch, despite the fact that the day was
milkily overcast. Even so far back from theriver, the air smelled of steamboat soot.

"She's carrying on asif she were wronged, not her daughter murdered,” the elderly lady sniffed. " And
not her only child, as she's been saying. She hastwo sons Htill living, one of them ajourneyman joiner
with Roig and the other aclerk at the Presbytere, but they're not the ones who've been giving her
gambling money and buying her silk dresses. Etienne Crozat | eft her ahouse and five hundred ayear
when he married Andre Milaudon's daughter in '28, so she hasn't any room to talk." She moved with
small, quick steps adong the brick banquette, the river breeze tirring the pale green chintz of her
bell-shaped skirts. Like Catherine Clisson, she was dressed very plainly and very expensvely, her tignon
striped pa e green and white and fitting her fine-boned face like the petas of a haf-closed rose. A gold
crucifix sparkled at her throat, and Christophe L evesque's wedding ring gleamed through the fragile net of
the mitt.

"And Madame Trepagier?"

She cocked her head up at him. "Arnaud Trepagier was free to do with his own Negroes as he pleased,”
shesaid, in that deep voice like smoky honey that both her daughters had inherited. "1 think the girl used
to be hiswifeésmaid, but asfar as1'm concerned that's of a piece with giving her hiswifesdressesand
hiswife'sjewery. That cook of Angelique'swas Trepagier's, too, and agood one, for aCongo.”

He remembered the way Angdique had looked a him, the dight, impersonal regret in her eyes as sheld
sad, You 're new. He knew hisanger a her waswrong, for he was dive and she was dead, but hefelt it
al the same. Hismother spoke asif she'd never sweated in acanefield at sugaring time, had never been
bought and sold like ariding mare. January remembered huddling in terror in the gluey, humming
blackness of adirt-floored cabin, holding hislitde sster and fighting not to cry, wondering if the
Frenchman who was buying his mother would buy him, too, and whom he'd haveto live with if hewas
|eft behind.

Olympe had told him once that buying them hadn't been their mother'sidea. He had no clue where sheld
gotten thisinformation, or if it wastrue.

"The whole time she was hunting through that room for a gris-gris—and she turned the place upside
down, with Angelique lying therein her bed in that white dresslooking like the Devil's bride—>she was
picking up every brooch, earring, and bracelet she could find and putting them in her reticule” Livia
paused at the corner of Rue Burgundy to let her son cross the plank that spanned the cypress-lined gutter



and hold out his hand to help her over.

"And afair pile of them there were, too. Some of them were French and old—antique gold, not anything
awadtrel like Arnaud Trepagier would have the taste to buy for awoman and surdly too tasteful for any
of Angeliquesasking. If that silly heifer Clemence thinks she's going to get akeepsake out of her she's
badly mistaken. Every stitch and stone of it's going to be in the shops tomorrow, you mark my words,
before Madame Trepagier can claim them back.”

"Canshe?'

"l don't suppose Trepagier made awill. Or Angelique ether. That girl Clemence kept blundering around
underfoot, hinting that Angelique had promised her thisand promised her that, but afat lot of good that'll
do her. | never saw anybody who looked so much like asheep. Actslike one, too."

A carriage passed in front of them, curtains drawn back to show apair of porcdan-fair girlsand an older
woman in afashionable bonnet and lace cap. Liviaremarked, "Hmph. Pauline Mazant has her nerve,
Setting up as chaperone to her daughters—the whole town knows she's carrying on an affair with Prosper
Livaudais. And him young enough to be her son, or her nephew anyway."

Sheturned her attention back to January and the matter at hand. "At Trepagier's desth, presumably the
jewdry would revert to Angdlique, and then to her mother—those brothers of hers wouldn't touch it, and
gmall blameto them. But Madame Trepagier may sue her for the more expensive pieces, like that set of
pearls and emerdds, if they ever find them, and the two daves. The cook should fetch athousand dollars
a leadt, even if she can't make pastry, and the girl nearly that."

Only hismother, reflected January wryly, would keep track of the relative price of her friends servants.

"Unless Phrasie decides to keep them for hersalf. She's only got the one woman now and she can't cook
worth sour apples, but she may sell them and keep the cash, to prevent La Trepagier from getting them
back. Weeping about the hardship of her lot dl thewhile, of course. And God aone knows what she
owesinfaro games.”

They walked in sllencefor afew minutes, threading their way among servants, householders, men and
women abroad on the errands of the day. The air was warm without brightness, heavy with the strange
sense of expectation that the dampness frequently seemed to bring. Even here, a the back of the old
town, the well-dressed servants of the rich came and went from the small shops, the dressmakers and
furniture builders, the milliners who copied the latest French styles, the dedlersin books and linen, soaps
and corsetry. Here and there the tall town houses of the wedlthy lifted above the rows of brightly painted
stucco cottages or the old Spanish dwellings, built haf astory above the ground for coolness—the
voices of children sounded like the cries of smal birdsfrom courtyards and dleyways. A pair of nuns
walked dowly down the opposite banquette, black robes billowing alittlein thewind off the rive—they
stopped to buy praines from awoman in agaudy head scarf, then moved on, smiling like girls. From far
off ariverboat whistled, a deep ato song like some enormous water beast. Liviamade alittle detour to
avoid the puddles where a man was washing out the stone-paved passageway into a court, and past its
shadows January glimpsed banana plants, palmettos, and jasmine.

"Y ou know anything about what kind of terms Madame Dreuze was negotiating with Monseur Perdta?’

"Euphrasie Dreuze hasn't the wits to negotiate the price of apinegpplein the market,” retorted Livia
coolly. "She wastrotting back and forth for weeks between her daughter and Monsieur Perdlta,
pretending she was ‘checking' with that harpy and redly taking her ingtructions, and apretty bargain it
was, too. She wanted that piece of downtown property on Bourbon and Barracks, six seventy-fivea
year and aclothing alowance, household money plus freehold on whatever young Perdtamight give



her."
January didn't even bother to ask how his mother had come by those figures.

"Grasping witch. Persondly | can't see how Perdta Pere would countenance it, because he'd be just
laying his son open for adrain on the capital. And her playing bedroom eyeswith Tom Jenkins since last
May. Pere et fils, they'rewd| rid of her."

A cat blinked from an iron-grilled ba cony. Two boysran by, chasing a hoop.
"Tdl me about Maddeine Trepagier,” said January.

"You knew her." Liviaangled her parasol though there was no sunlight strong enough to cast shadow.
""She was one of your piano students. Madeleine Dubonnet.”

"I know." January felt that much admission was better than trying to remember alie. "The onewho
played Beethoven with such . . . rage." He was surprised his mother remembered the students he'd had
before heleft.

His mother's dark eyes cut sdelong to him, then away. "If she had ragein her she had aright toit,” she
said. "With adrunkard of afather who married her to one of his gambling friendsto cancel adebt. Oh,
the Trepagiers are agood family, and Arnaud had three plantations, if you want to call that piece of
swamp in Metairie a plantation. Good for nothing but possum hunting iswhat 1've heard, and wouldn't
fetch more than fifteen dollars an acre even now, and less than that back when he sold it to that
American." Theinflection of her voice added that asfar as she was concerned, the American was a
tobacco-chewing flatboat man with fleasin his crotch.

"I've ridden past Les Saules,” he remarked, to keep her on track.

"It's been going downhill for years." Liviadismissed it with awave of her hand. "Chegp Creole cane. It
won't produce more than eight hundred pounds an acre, if the cold doesn't kill it. And three mortgages,
and lucky to get them. Arnaud Trepagier was afine gentleman but not much of a planter, and they say the
woman's a pinchpenny and works her daves hard, not that daveswon't whine like sick puppiesif you
make them step out any faster than atortoise on a cold day. God knows what the woman's going to do
now, with al the debts he left. I'd be surprised if she could get ten dollars an acre for that land. That
worthless brother of Trepagier'sleft town years ago, when he sold his own plantation, also to an
American"—there was that inflection again—"and got cheated out of his eyeteeth on railroad stock. And
I'd sooner peddle gumbo in the market than go live with Alicia Picard—that's Dubonnet's s ste—and her
medly-mouthed son."

January amost asked his mother if she wanted to go back over the battlefield and dit the throats of
anyone shed only wounded in thefirst fusillade, but stopped himself. Behind them, avoice called out,
"Madame Le-vesquel Madame Livial" and January turned, hearing running footsteps. The woman Judith
was hurrying down Rue Burgundy toward them, her hand pressed to her side to ease a stitch. She'd put
on her head scarf again, and against the soft yellows and rusts and greens of the houses the dull red of her
calico dress seemed like a smear of dark blood.

"Madame Livia, itisn't true!" panted Judith, when she had come up with January and hismother. "It isn't
true! | never went to avoodoo woman or made any gris-gris against Mamzelle Angeliquel™

Livialooked down her nose at the younger woman, in spite of the fact that Judith was some fiveinches
taler than her. "And did you run awvay?'



The dave woman was, January guessed, exactly of his mother's extraction—half-and-haf mulatto—but
he could seein his mother's eyes, hear in the tone of her voice, the exact configuration of the white
French when they spoke to their daves. Thelook, the tone, that said, | am colored. Sheis black.

Maybe she didn 't remember the canefields.

And Judith said, "M'am, it was only for anight. It relly was only for anight." Asif LiviaLevesque had
been white, she didn't look her in the face. " Sheld whipped me, with astick of cane. ... | redly would
have come back. Madame Madeleine, shetold me | had to. ... | never would have gone to a voodoo."

"Did Monseur Trepagier take you away from Madame Made eine and give you to Angelique?’ asked
January.

Judith nodded. "Her daddy bought me for her. Y ears ago, when first they got married. I'd waited on her,
fixed her hair, sewed her clothes. . . . She was dways good to me. And it made me mad, when Michie
Arnaud give that Angelique her jewelry and her dresses and her horse, that little red mare she dways
rode. Shetried not to show she cared, same as she tried not to show it when he'd taken a cane to her."

She shook her head, her eyes dark with anger and grief. "There'd be nights when sheld hold onto me
and cry until nearly morning, with her back al bleeding or her face marked, then get up and go on about
sewing his shirts and doing the accounts and writing to the brokers, until 1'd have to go out back and cry
myself, for pity. Later when he gave meto that Angdique, sometimes|'d run away and go back, just to
see her. | did when Mamzelle Alexandrine died—her daughter—Ilong of the fever. Shewas my friend,
Madame Livia. But I'd never have hurt Angedlique. | go to confession, and | know that'sasin. Please
believeme. Y ou haveto believe. And asfor her saying Madame Madeleine put me up to athing like that
... | never would have! She never would havel"

Liviasniffed.
Gently, January asked, "Would the cook? She was Madame Madd eine's servant too, wasn't she?"

"Kessie?' Judith hesitated along time. "'I—I don't think so, Sir," she answered at last. "1 know sheleft a
man and three kids at Les Saules, but | know, too, she's got another man herein town. And shedidn' . .
.didn't hate Angelique. Not like | did. For onething," she added with awry twist to her lips, "if anything
happened to Angdique, Kessie wouldn't be able to steal from the kitchen, like she was doing. She might
have put graveyard dust someplace in the bedroom, but she wouldn't have done that kind of aouanga, a
degthsgn.”

She looked from Livias cool face to January's, anxious and frightened, her hazel eyeswide. "'l go to
church, and | pray to God. | don't go to the voodoo dances, Sundays. Y ou have to believe me. Please
believeme."

January was sllent. He wondered if his mother wasright, if Euphrasie Dreuze would sl off her daughter's
two daves quickly, for whatever she could get, to avoid Madeeine Trepagier's bringing suit to get them
back. He wondered if Judith knew, or guessed, what would happen to her.

But Liviaonly cocked her sunshade alittle further over her shoulder and asked, "And why are you so
fired up dl of asudden that | haveto believe you?'

"Shell tell that policeman that | had something to do with Angdlique's degth,” whispered Judith. " Shell tell
him Madame Madeleineand | did it."

"Policeman?"



"That tal American one, astal asyou, Michie Janvier. He's a the house now. He's askin' questions
about you."

"About me!"

EIGHT

Madame Madeleine Trepagier
Les Saules

Orleans Parish

Friday afternoon

15 Fev. 1833

Madame Trepagier—

My attempt to deliver your note to Madame Dreuze met with no success. She has concelved the
opinion that at your instigation, the slave woman Judith obtained a death talisman from a voodoo
and placed it in Angelique Crozat's house, and that this was what drew Mile. Crozat's murderer to
her She has expressed this opinion not only to five of her—Catherine Clisson, Odile Gignac,
Agnes Péllicot, Clemence Drouet, and Livia Levesque, all free women of color of this city—but |
believe to the police as well. Though | doubt that the police will take any action based on what is
quite clearly a hysterical accusation, that she made this accusation told me it would do no good
for meto plead your cause.

It appears that Madame Dreuze isin the process of gathering together all jewelry in her late
daughter's house preparatory to selling it as quickly as possible. Moreover, | have reason to
suspect that she intends to sell both slave women—Judith and the cook Kessie—as soon as she
can, to forestall any claim you may make upon them. | strongly suggest that you get in touch with
Lt. Abishag Shaw of the New Orleans police and take whatever steps you can to prevent Madame
Dreuze's liquidation of her daughter's valuables until it can be ascertained which of these items
are, in fact, yours by right.

Please believe that | remain your humble servant,
Benj. January, f.m.c.

It was, January reflected, rubbing a hand over his eyes, the best he could do. Dappled shade passed
over the deeve of hisbrown second-best coat like a coquettestrailing scarf, and on the bench beside
him, two young laundresses with heaped willow baskets on their |aps compared notes about their
respective loversamid gales of giggles. By the sound of it, the Irish and German girlsin the front of the
omnibus—maids-of-al-work or shop assistants, grisettes they'd have been called in Paris—were doing
the same. A carriage passed them, the fast trot of its two copper-colored hackneys easily outpacing the
steady clop of the omnibus's hairy-footed nag.

It was perhapsintelligence that would have been more kindly conveyed by afriend in person rather than
by note, but even had he gone back to Desdunes's Livery and rented another horse to ride out again to
L es Saules the moment Judith had told him about Lt. Shaw'svist to the Crozat household, January
doubted he could have returned to town before two. And two o'clock, murder and wrongdoing aside,
was the hour at which, three times aweek, the daughters of Franklin Culver had their music lesson, at
fifty cents per daughter per hour, or agrand total of four dollars and fifty cents each Friday. If he thought



Shaw would place the dightest weight on Euphrasi€'s accusations it would have been a different matter,
but hiswarning was one that could as easily be conveyed by note, and he had not the smallest doubt that
Madedeine Trepagier would act upon it with al speed.

He sighed, and rubbed his eyes again. On either sde of Nyades Street cleared |ots showed where cane
fields had oncerattled, dark green, hot, and mysterious. A double line of massive oaks shaded the road,
draped intrailing beards of gray-green moss, and far off to hisleft he could glimpse the green rise of the
levee, and the gliding, silent smokestacks of the riverboats beyond. Past the oaks stood new
American-style houses, built of wood or imported New England brick, brave with scrollwork and bright
with new paint, gardens spread about them like the multicol ored petticoats of market women sitting on
the grass. After the enclosing wals and crowding bal conies of the French town, the American town
seemed both airy and alittle raw, its unfinished streets petering out into rows of oaks and sycamores or
ending in the raw mounds of the cane fields, bare looking or just beginning to bristle with the first stubble
of second or third crops. A black man was scything the grass in one yard behind a white-painted picket
fence; awoman with a servant's plain dark dress and an Irisnwoman'sfair complexion walked ababy in
awicker perambulator down the footpath by the roadside, trailed by asmall boy in asailor suit and a
gmdler girl infrilly whitewith adoll.

The houses glittered with windows, the farthest dwellings imaginable from the sordid cabins of the Irish
Channel just upriver from the French town, or the filth of the Girod Street Swamp. Not that his
mother—or any of the old French planters—would admit that there was any difference in the quality of
theinhabitants. "They are Americans,” Livia—or Xavier Perdta, for that matter —would say, with the
tone Bouille had used of his opponent Granger, with thelook in her eyeslike the eyes behind those velvet
masks regarding Shaw from the doorway of the Orleans ballroom last night.

He suspected that because they could afford such houses—because they owned so many steamship
companies and banks, so much of the money that kept the old French planters going from sugar crop to
sugar crop— only made the Situation worse.

"Mal The nigger music teacher's here!”

The smal boy's bell-clear voice carried even through the shut back door of the house, and January felt
his jaw muscles clench even as he schooled hisface to a pleasant smile when the housemaid, wiping
flour-covered hands on her gpron, opened the kitchen door. The knowledge that the girls white drawing
master aso had to come to the back door was of little comfort.

Franklin Culver was vice-presdent of asmall bank on the American sde of Cand Street. He owned four
daves. the housemaid Ruth, the yardman Jm, and two other men whose services he rented out to a
lumberyard. January suspected that if any of the three daughters of the household knew that hisgiven
name was Benjamin, they'd call him by it instead of Mr. January. He could see that the matter il
profoundly puzzled Charis, the youngest. "But daves don't have last names," sheld argued during the first
lesson.

"Well, they do, Miss Charis," pointed out January. "But anyway, I'm not adave.”

Upon alater occasion sheld remarked that daves didn't spesk French—French evidently being
something smal girlslearned with greet labor and frustration from their governesses—so he could tell she
was il unclear about the entire concept of ablack man being free. He suspected that her father shared
thisdeficiency. He didn't even try to explain that he wasn't black, but colored, adifferent matter entirely.

Stll, the girlswere very palite, unspoiled and charming, clearly kept up with their daily practicing, and
four-fifty aweek was four-fifty aweek. Three dollars of that went to Livia, and two or three from what



he earned teaching small classesin her parlor on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday afternoons. They
didn't have the passion, or the gift for music, that Madel eine Dubonnet had had, nor the secret bond of
shared devotion, but he'd instructed far worse.

He occasionally asked himsalf what he was saving for, squirrding away small sumsof money in his
account a the Banque de Louisiane. A house of hisown?

In New Orleans? Paris had been bad enough, knowing that he was afully quadified surgeon who would
never have his own practice—or never a paying one—sheerly because of the color of hisskin. Evenasa
musician his size and color had made him something of acuriosity, but a least people on the Streets of
Parisdid not treat him like anidiot or apotentially dangerous savage. At least he didn't haveto dter his
manner and his speech in the interests of making aliving, of not running afoul of the Black Code. At least
he could ook any maninthe eyes.

In the few months he had been back he had found himsdlf keeping almost exclusively to the French town,
among the Creoles, who had not been brought up with the assumption that al those not of pure European
descent were or should be daves.

But the thought of returning to Paristurned his heart cold. During the weeks after Ayasha's degth he had
nearly gone crazy, expecting to see her around every corner, striding up the cobbled hill of Montmartre
or arguing with market women, a straw basket of apples and bread on her hip—looking for her, listening
everywherefor her voice. One night hed gone walking for hoursin the rain, searching the streets, half
persuading himsdlf that she wasn't redly dead. He'd ended up sobbing at three in the morning on the
steps of Notre Dame, the blue-beaded rosary wrapped around his hands, incoherently praying to the
Virgin for he knew not what. He knew then that he had to leave that city or go mad.

And where el se was there for him to go?

Helistened to Chariss careful smplifications of Mozart airs, to Penelope's mechanica catillions, and
Esther's studied, overemphatic mutilation of Childgrove; gave them exercises and new piecesto learn;
watched and listened for patterns of mistakes. He was conscious of pacing himself, giving the attention
and care necessary but offering nothing beyond. Weariness had caught up with him, between his early
ride to Les Saules and the exhausting scene at the house on Rue des Uraulines, with no deep the night
before. Asaresult he felt a curious disori-entadon in this overdecorated room, with its fashionable
German furniture of heavily carved black wanut and dick upholstery, its beaded lampshades and fussy
break-fronts and printed green wallpaper—avery American house, unlike the pared smplicity of Les
Saules or his mother's smple cottage on Rue Burgundy. Sixteen years ago, when held left, most of this
land had been canefidlds, and English was alanguage one seldom heard in New Orleans.

His mind fedling thick and heavy, he dozed on the omnibus asit clopped its way down Nyades Street.
Thewak back to his mother's house revived him alittle, and there was enough time, before his pupils
arrived at four, to go back to the kitchen and beg adish of beans and rice from Bella, the woman who
had cooked and cleaned and done the laundry amost aslong as his mother had lived there. After he ate
he went into the parlor, where his mother was reading the newspaper, and played some Bach to clear his
mind and warm up his hands. The children, ranging in ages from seven to fourteen and in colorsfrom the
clear medium brown of polished wanut to palest ivory, appeared afew minuteslater, and he switched his
mind over to the disciplines of teaching again, studying the way those small hands|abored over the keys
and guessing haf inginctively how their mindsinterpreted what they were doing with rhythm and sound.

One was the child of aplacee and awhite man; the others, offspring of well-off artisans, merchants,
leaders of the colored community who wanted their children to have alittle more than they themselves
might have had.



He wondered what Charis Culver—or her father— would have made of that.

When the last of them had gone he crossed the yard, climbed the narrow stair to hisroom above the
kitchen, and dept, al the windows open againgt the hesat that rose from below. But his dreamswere
uneasy, troubled by images of Madeeine Trepagier in her slly deerskin dress and cock feathers stlanding
on an auction block, while masked men in rich satins called out bidsfor her in the rotunda of the St.
CharlesHotel. He was aware of one figure moving at the rear of the group, afigure he could barely see,
shrouded, with the bound jaw of a corpse. Every time that figure raised its hand the bidding halted for a
moment, uneasily, and when it continued it flagged, asif none dared bid againgt that greenish, dreadful

shape.

A crashing, thumping noise woke him, like giant's footfalsin the room beside his bed. Bella, he redized.
She was hitting the ceiling of the kitchen with abroom handleto tdl him it was seven o'clock. The Grand
Bdl of the Faubourg Treme Militia Company began in two hours. His head thick with the dissatisfied,
incompleted ache of daytime deep, helay for amoment feding the moist air from outside walking over
hisrace, rippling silently at the thin white curtains. The smell of lost bread and coffee drifted up with the
kitchen'swarmth, and the ache, the longing, the wanting to wake up completely and find Ayashadtill lying
in the bed beside him passed over him as a dark wave would have passed across a deeper on the beach,
salt wetness lingering for hours after the drag and force were gone.

Somewhere in hismind an image lingered — part of adream?— of the dave block inthe &t. Charles
Hotel, empty savefor acouple of black cock feathers and alingering sense of despair.

Angelique's funerd wasto be at noon.

Sipping what he hoped would be arestorative cup of cafe noir a one of the tables scattered under the
market's brick arcade and listening to the cathedrd clock chime four-thirty, January wondered if held be
able to sneak in some deep before then.

"Maybe they're both terrible shots," said Hanniba, dusting powdered sugar from the beignets off his
deeves. New Orleans had one of the best systems of street lighting in the country, and even beyond the
arcade the sooty predawn murk was streaked and blotted with amber where iron lanterns hung high
above the banquettes. "Maybe they'll just miss each other and we can dl go home."

"Maybe somebody'll discover I'm the long-lost heir to the throne of France, and | can give up teaching
piano.

January glanced uneasily around him. Curfew was seldom enforced during Carniva, and for the most
part the city guardsmen only bothered those who were obvioudy daves or poor, but still he felt wary,
unprotected, to be abroad this late.

"Creoleswill end a swordfight after first blood— everybody in town is each other's cousins anyway.
With bulletsit'shard to tell." He shrugged. "With Americansit's hard to tell. Mostly they shoot to kill."

Acrossthe street the shutters of the Caft du Levee were ill flung wide, the saffron light blurred by river
mist but the formswithin gill visble: the elderly men who had fled the revol ution in Santo Domingo and
younger men who were their sons, playing cards, drinking absinthe or coffee, denouncing the filthy
traitorous Bonapartists and lamenting the better life that had existed before atheism, rationdism, and les
americains. Many wore fancy dress, coming in as one by one the balls and dances around the French
town wound to conclusion, and al around January at the tables benesth the arcade, men—and a
scattering of women—in evening clothes or masquerade garb rubbed ebows with market women and
stevedoresjust sarting their day asthe revelerswere ending theirs. Prainieres and sdllers of beignetsor
calas moved among them, peddling their wares fresh from the oven out of rush baskets; a coffee-stand



sent white steam billowing into the misty dark. If somefew of the gentlemen at the other tables|ooked
askance at Hannibal for eating with a colored man, the lateness of the hour and the laxness of Carniva
Season kept them quiet about it. In any case, Hanniba was well enough known that few people
commented on his behavior anymore.

Beyond the arcade's brick pillars dyed gold by lamplight, past the dark lift of the levee, the black
chimneys of steamboats clustered like afire-blasted forest in the dark, spiked crowns glowing saffron
with thefire reflected within and glints of that fera light catching the gilded trim of flaggtaffsand
pilothouses. Thethin fog tasted of ash, and drifting smuts had dready |eft streaks on the two men's
shirtfronts and cuffs. "Monseur Janvier."

Augustus Mayerling appeared in the shadows of the arcade. He had removed his mask but wore the
Elizabethan doublet of black-and-green leather held had on for Thursday night's bal. Despite his
short-cropped hair and the four saber scarsthat marked the left Sde of hisface and must, January
reflected, make shaving anightmare for him, the high-worked ruff and the odd glare of the cafe'slights
gave his beaky features an equivoca cast, dmost femininein theiron gloom. "Hanniba, my friend. | had
not looked to seeyou.”

"What, and missadud?' Asusud for thishour of the morning the fiddler looked asif he'd been pulled
through asieve, but hisdark eyes sparkled with irony. "The single, solitary chance of an entirelifetimeto
see a Creole and an American actudly taking potshots at each other? Heaven forfend.” Heraised the
backs of hisfingersto hisforehead in the manner of adivaquailing before circumstances too awful to
endure. "It'sal amatter of timing," he explained and went back to the dregs of his coffee.

"When now Aurora, daughter of the dawn, With rosy luster purpled o'er thelawn . . .

"The very hour, my friends, when the sporting establishmentsin the Swamp customarily close their doors
and disgorge the flatboat crews into the—er—I suppose | haveto cal it astreet. They'll till be drunk,
but not drunk enough yet to pass out, and they don't go back to work until sunrise. If | come along to the
dud | only have to worry about one bullet.”

"| liketo seeaman who is provident aswell astaented.” Mayerling nodded gravely, then held out a
gloved hand to January. "Thank you again for agreeing to accompany us. It'sanuisance, and cutsinto
your rest —and mine, | might add—but they seem to think their manhood will fall off inthedirt if they are
deprived of the chance at least to put their livesin danger to prove the veracity of their claims. You're
familiar with their quarrd ?*

"Only that it'sthe biggest shouting match since that last mayord e ection when the editors of the Argus
and the Courier got into that fistfight in the Cafe Hewlett,” said Hanniba cheerfully.

"| gather Granger started out by accusing Bouille of deliberately voting against the proposed streetcar
route of his LaFayette company in favor of another one that he sayswould favor the French population.”

January finished the last scrap of beignet, and he and Hannibd followed the Prussian through the clutter
of tables and patrons toward the street. "Bouille came back saying Granger was only angry because he,
Bouille, hadn't accepted the bribes offered by the LaFayette and Pontchartrain railway, and from there
they went on to accuse each other of cowardice, bastardy, enticing young girlsto run away from
conventsin order to lead them to ruin, infamous persona habits, and accepting adap in the face from the
mayor without demanding retribution.”

January tucked hismusic satchd under hisarm and sprang lightly acrossthe guitter, theweight of his
black lesther medicad bag aweirdly familiar ballast in his hand.



"I am armed with more than compl ete steel,” quoted Hanniba expansively. " The justice of my
quarrel.”

"My mother says she can't believe Bouille didn't accept whatever bribes Granger was handing out
because Bouill€s pam is greasier than a candlemaker's apron, but that Granger makes his money stedling
cowsin St. Charles Parish and selling them back to their owners, so what does he care about hissilly
dreetcar line anyway? 1'd forgotten,” he added reminiscently, "how much | loved New Orleans politics.”

The sword master gave him aquick grin. "Better than Balzac, no? | am apeaceful soul . . . no, it'strue,”
he added, seeing January's eyebrows shoot up. "Fighting is either for joy, or for death—to push and test
yoursdlf againgt your friend, or to end the encounter as quickly as possible so that your enemy does not
get up again, ever. Thisslliness. . ." Hewaved adismissve hand, asthey dodged through the early
traffic of cartsand drays and handbarrows in the flickering oil-lit darkness of Rue du Levee.

Mayerling's sudents were waiting for them around the corner on Rue Conde, clustered beside achaise
and abarouche. It was asmaller group than had formed his court at the quadroon ball, but the faces
were much the same. The red Elizabethan costume was familiar and the rather sssified Uncas, a
blue-and-yellow Ivanhoe and a corsair who looked asif hed be more familiar with the interior of a
jewery shop than the deck of apirate vessdl. City Councilman Jean Bouille had eschewed his
Renaissance trunk hosein favor of evening dress and a crimson domino. January wondered if this had
something to do with uneasiness about the possible dignity of his corpse.

"Come to watch the show?" January asked, as he, Mayerling, and Bouille got into the chaise. He stowed
hismedica bag under his feet—the usua collection of cupping glasses, caomel, opium, and red pepper.
At least, he thought, this would be a straightforward matter of wounds, bleeding, possibly broken bones.
Thefour revelerspiled into the barouche and dragged Hannibd in after them, dl plying himin turn with
their flasks, to be rewarded with an impassioned recitation of Byron's " Destruction of Sennacherib,” as
the vehicles pulled forward.

"They have come to witness justice being done againgt a perjured and impotent Kaintuck swine,"
declared Bouille, with comparative mildness and restraint, for him. "For me, | am glad of their presence. |
would not put it past that infamous yellow hound to appear with agang of like-minded bravos and
ambush us, for heknowswell he cannot prevail honesily in aman's combat.”

Mayerling only raised his colorless brows.

Crowded close against him—the single seet of the two-wheeled chaise barely accommodated three
people at the best of times, and only the Prussian's dightness made it possible for aman of January'ssize
to fit—January said softly, ™Y oung Peratastaking it hard, isn't he? Mademoiselle Crozat's death.”

The strange eyes cut to him, then away.
"It takes alot to make a Creole absent himsalf from backing afriend's honor."

"The boy isafool to mourn,” said Mayerling, his voice cold. "The woman was evil, a poisonous succubus
with acashbox for aheart. Whoever he marrieswill have cause to thank the person who wielded that

January glanced in surprise a theivory profile. I didn't know you knew her." He remembered the way
the Roman had lurked and lingered in the balroom, the way masculine conversation stopped when she
appeared, likeaglittering idol of diamonds, in the ballroom doorway, the way al men had clustered
around her.



Except, now that he thought back on it, Mayerling.

"Everyonein this city knows everyone," replied the sword master. " Trepagier was one of my students.
Did you not know?' He returned his attention to the road.

The dud itself went as such things customarily did. The two carriages followed the Esplanade to the
leaden, cypress-hung waters of Bayou St. John, and as dawn dowly bleached, the mists reached a patch
of open ground on the Allard plantation, near the bayou's banks, overshadowed with oaksthe girth of a

horse's bodly.

Granger, too, had decided against the possibility of being carried dead back to hisfamily in the white
baggy costume of Pierrot, and had worn evening dressinstead. His second, however, still sported the
gleaming pasteboard armor of the Roman legions, while the purple pirate with his unfortunate
copper-colored beard held the heads of their phagton's team. Both Granger and Bouille, January noticed,
wore dark coats whose buttons were noticeably smal and inconspicuous.

Mayerling produced the pistols, apair of his own Mantonsthat Jenkins and the blue-and-yellow Ivanhoe
examined minutely. While the fencing master loaded the pistols, the seconds made alast effort—albeit a
fairly perfunctory one—to tak their principals out of battle: January heard Granger state loudly, "Were |l
not given the opportunity to sponge away thisimpudent crapaud's bilious spewingsin blood | would be
forced to reenact the final scenes of Macbeth upon hisverminous person.” A remark clearly intended for
Bouill€'s ears since Granger, an American speaking to two other Americans, said it in French.

Bouille replied—to his own seconds, but in loud English—that he had no fear of "a canaille who can no
more pass himsdf for agentleman than our surgeon can pass himsdf for awhite man. One cannot
pretend to be what oneisnot."

And January, standing next to Mayerling, saw the sword master'sironic smile. Bouille, that champion of
Creole culture, like LiviaLevesque, had evidently forgotten that held fled atypesetter'sjob in France
ahead of acouple of sordid lawsuits and awelter of bad debts. Mulattos were not the only onesto suffer
amnesia on horseback.

January and Hanniba prudently retired to the shelter of the oak treesfifty feet away. Mayerling, with
what January considered reckless confidence in both men's aim, remained where hewas. "Y ou going to
bleed whoever gets hit?" inquired Hanniba irreverently, leaning his chin on ahorizonta bough.

January nodded. "And purge them. Two or threetimes.”
"Couldn't happen to more deserving men.”
There were two loud reports. Egrets squawked in the misty bayou.

January peered around the deep-curved limbs of the treein time to see William Granger stalk back to his
phaeton and climb in. Bouille was expostulating to thelittle cluster of fencing students.

"Y ou see?' the city councilman crowed triumphantly. "The coward has outsmarted himsdlf! In fear of my
marksmanship he selected an impossible distance— fifty feet—at which he himsalf could not hit the door
of abarn! Mysdlf, | saw the shoulder of his coat rent asunder by my bullet.”

While the exultant Bouille and hisfellow pupils toasted one another and Hanniba with more hip flask
brandy, Mayerling, with the air of anaturaist in quest of anew species of moth, paced off the spot where
Granger sood and searched the surrounding trees until he found the bullet. Given even the most flattering
estimate of itstrgectory, it would have missed the American by yards. "Morework inthe gdlery,” he



sad to Bouiille, returning like the ghost of another century through the knee-deep ground mist, white ruff
and deevespaein the dawn gloom. "Or less a your writing desk."

They climbed into the vehiclesonce again.

The entire colored demimonde, past and present, turned out for Angelique's funera, Euphrasie Dreuze
weeping in too-tight weeds and covered with veilsthat hid her face and trailed to her knees. From his
position at the organ of the mortuary chapel of St. Antoine, January counted and tallied them: The chapel
itself was smdl, but the overwhelmingly femae audience did not overcrowd its hard wooden pews. In
New Orleans climate of fevers and family ties there were few women who didn't possess mourning
dresses, but January was aware that if Angelique had been better liked many of those tricked out in
well-fitting plum- and tobacco-colored slkswould have worn black even if it didn't show off their figures.
Few women of color looked really good in black.

Asthe pallbearers—handsome if embarrassed-looking young men, Angelique's surviving brothers and
two cousins—dlid the coffin past the hanging curtain and into the oven tomb in the upsiream wall of the
cemetery, Madame Dreuze threw herself full-length on the ground before it, sobbing loudly.

"Oh, Madame," whispered Clemence Drouet, dropping to her knees beside her, "do not yield that way!
Y ou know that Angelique. . ." She was one of very few clothed in black, which did nothing for the
ghagtly pallor that underlay her warm, mahogany-red coloring. Her eyeswere swollen, and tears had | eft
gray streaksin the crepe of her bodice.

"Phradie, get up,” said LiviaLevesque camly. "Y ou're going to trip the priest.”
Euphrasie permitted herself to be raised to her feet by the younger of her two sons.

"Thereisnojudtice," shecried, inringing tones. " That Woman used witchcraft to murder my girl, and no
onewill do anything to bring her to her just deserts." She turned toward the assembled group, the
beautiful veiled ladies of the Rue des Ramparts, their servants, and a scattering of the merchants who
served them. They stood crowded close, for the tombs rose up around them like alittle marble village,
tight-packed as the French town itself. January reflected that one didn't have far to seek for the source of
Angelique's penchant for theatrics.

"| told that dirty policeman how it was! Told him about the injustices That Woman had perpetrated on
my innocent, before she hounded her to death! And he as much astold me they weren't going to
investigate, they weren't going to prosecute.. . . they weren't going to lift afinger to avenge my child!"

Shethrew back her veilsto display a puffy, tear-sodden face framed by large earrings of onyx and jet, an
enormous gold crucifix on her black sk breast. Obvioudy reveling in therole of tragedy queen, she
turned to January, her lace-mitted hands clasped before her. "Ben, for the love of your own sweet
mother, help me bring That Woman to justice, who witched my girl and brought down death on her. |

beg you."

"What?' said January, horrified. Lack of deep dowed him down, and the delay wasfata; Euphrasie
stepped forward and enveloped him in aheavily scented embrace and laid her head on his breast. He
gared wildly around him, at Euphrasiésfriends, hismother'sfriends, al gazing a him asif waiting for him
to agree to the absurd demand.

Then Lividsvoice cut the sllence. "Phrasie, don't ask my son to do anything for love of me. Just because
somebody put a piece of voodoo trash in your daughter's bed doesn't mean her death has the smallest
thing to do with her man'swife, much less doesit give you leave to drag poor Ben into what isn't his
business, or yourseither.”



"Itismy business!" Euphrasie whirled, drawing back from January but keeping ahold on hishands. "My
only child'smurder ismy business! Bringing the murderessto justiceismy business! That
policeman—that American— would let That WWoman get away with the crime asif sheld strangled her
with her own two hands—which I'm not sure even now shedidn't do!”

"Madame Dreuze—" bleated the priest.

"Tdl him." Madame Dreuze's plump finger, glittering with adiamond the size of apigeon'seye, stabbed a
Dominique, and the jewel sparkled in the gray winter light. "Tell him what you got this afternoon! Tdl him
about the note from that policeman—that illiterate Kain-tuck usurper!'—that the police have no further
need of your testimony, of anyone's testimony, because they're not going to take the matter further!™

Shocked, January's eyes went to Minou, beautiful in exquisitely cut spinach-green silk with deeves that
stuck out agood twelve inches per side. "Isthat true?

She hesitated for along minute—probably out of agenerd unwillingnessto agree with anything Euphrasie
Dreuze said—then nodded. "Y es. He didn't say in so many words the investigation was being dropped,
but | can read between the lines."

"Well, | won't haveit!" Euphrasiethrew up her arms, asif pleading with heaven, and her bulging eyes
fixed on January. "1 won't haveit! My daughter must be avenged, and if you won't do it, Benjamin
January, | will find someonewho will!"

NINE
"Oh, Ben, don't tell meyou're actudly surprised?'

"Of course I'm surprised!” January dished greens onto Minou's plate, and jambalaya, and handed it to
her where she st at the table, barely conscious of what he did. He wasn't merely surprised but deeply
troubled.

Beyond thetall windows of Dominique's exquisite dining room, the smal light that got past the wdl and
rooflines of the houses behind them was fading, though it was barely six. Knowing held have to be out a
aball in the Saint Mary faubourg for most of the night, January had dept afew hours after the funera, but
his dreams had been unsettling. When he came down to the kitchen, Dominique was there, an apron over
the spinach-green slk, deevesralled up, heping Bdlaand Hanniba wash up teathings. "Mamas over at
Phras€s" shesaid. "l told Bellal'd get you supper.”

"You'vebeenin Paristoo long,” said Hanniba. He raised hiswine glassto Dominique in what was mostly
arespectful saluteto his hostess but partly aflirtation. She caught his eye and returned him her most
mdting smile

"Or not long enough.” January returned to the ta-ble.

"Y ou redlly thought the police would investigate the murder of a colored woman if the leading suspects
wered| white?'

January was slent, feding the hest of embarrassment rise through him and disgust at himself for the trust
hed fet in the law, in the police, in the Kaintuck officer Shaw. He had, he thought, in fact beenin Paris
too long. Law-abiding ashewasin hissoul, it had taken him yearsto learn to trust authority there.

"What did the note say?' he asked in time. "Because you have to admit, Madame Dreuze's story about
Madame Trepagier sending a confederate to plant hoodoo hexes under her riva's mattressisn't



something I'd care to takeinto court.”

"Oh, that . . ." Hissster made adismissive gesture. "Everybody in that crowd knew perfectly well that
Madame Trepagier tried to swear out awrit late yesterday afternoon to stop the sde of thejewelry and
the two daves, and Madame Dreuze spent the whole morning at Heidekker and Stein's, peddling every
fragment, dress, and gtick of furniture. Why else do you think Phrasie was carrying on so? She had to
cover up. God knows anybody who causes Euphrasie Dreuze inconvenience has got to be the Devil's
inlaw. Just ask her."

"I had awifelikethat once," remarked Hanniba, dreamy reminiscencein his eye. "Maybe more than one.

| forget.”
Minou rapped him on the arm with her spoon. "Bad man! But no, Ben. It wasn't that."

She rose and crossed to the sideboard where the covered dishes of greens and jambalaya, the rolls, and
the wine stood ready, and from adrawer took a half a piece of yellow foolscap, folded small. Hannibal
got to hisfeet and held her chair for her when she returned; she looked as surprised as she would have
had her brother performed this gentlemanly office, then smiled a him again, and seeted hersdf in agentle
froufrou of skirts. January had watched his sster at the Blue Ribbon Balls enough to know that, without
being unfaithful to Henri Vidlard in thought, word, or deed, she dways had that effect on men. Certainly,
to judge by the warm solicitousness of her eyes, Hanniba was having his customary effect on Minou.

The note was written in the labored hand of one who has acquired the discipline of orthography late and
incompletely. At least, thought January dourly, it wasn't tobacco stained.

February 16 1833 Mis Jamiary:

Regarding the notes which | askt you to make last Thursday night, many thanks for yor efort and
time. It apears now, however, that they will not be necesary, and | would take it as a grate favor
if you would put them aside in some safe place where they will not be seen. My deepest
apolagysfor putingyou to the trouble of making them.

Yr o'bt svt, Abishag Shaw

Shewasonly aplaice, after dl.

January's hand shook with anger as he set the paper down.

"An American,”" he said softly. "We should have known better than to look for more.”

Minou was slent, turning thetal crysta wine glassin her fingers. Henri Viellard was agood provider: The
cottage on Rue Burgundy was decorated with expensive smplicity, the table china French, the crystal
German. When first he had entered the house last November, January had immediately guessed that the
podgy young man had smply given his mistress carte blanche. If tonight's smple medl was anything to go
by, her choice of acook wasin keeping with the rest of the establishment—and possibly, though Vidlard
wouldn't have admitted it, the red attraction of the menage.

It was not the house of a prostitute, not the house of awoman who sold hersalf to aman. It wasthe
home of a couple who would have been married had the Black Code not forbidden it, the home of a
woman whaose man was prevented by law from living with her. The home of that curioudy nuanced class
of individua, afree placee of color. ...

Whom Americans like Shaw would see only as nigger whores.



With a certain amount of effort he kept hisvoice even. "Do you have the notes?'

Hanniba was out of his chair and helping her rise before January could make even abelated movein that
direction. Therese, the servant woman, entered in silence and cleared away plates and serving dishes as
Dominique extracted a thick mass of yellow foolscap from yet another drawer in the Sdeboard, and in
equa slence brought coffee things and alittle pale brown sugar in a French porcelain bowl.

"Sofar asl cantell," said Dominique, spreading the papers as the men cleared the cupsto one side,
"these are the people who were at the ball, and next door in the Theatre d'Orleans. | checked with al my
friends, and dl their friends, and we figured out even the Americans and decided who had to be at least
some of the peoplein the other ballroom. . . . We know Henri'sfamily had to be there, for instance,
because that awvful mother of hisnever lets him go out without taking her and his sisters and Aunt
Francine, and we know Pauline Mazanat and the Pontchartrain Trepagiers had to be there because
they're the heads of the subscription committee that was running the ball. . . . That kind of thing."

Her long, dim fingers shuffled negtly through the pile of foolscap scribbled with Shaw's uneven linesand
the guardsman's pinched hand, sorting them out from the scented buff sheets of her own notepaper.

"The only oneswe're not sure of were the men downgtairs in the gambling rooms, but of course without
tickets, they weren't dlowed up the stairs. Y ou can be sure Agnes Pellicot knew exactly who was asking
her about her daughters. Can you believe that awful Henry VII1 with hissx wivesisaman named
Hubert Granville who's been talking to Francoise Clisson about her daughter Violette?!

"Were dl those 9x wiveshis?' asked Hanniba, interested.

"Oh, no." Dominique laughed, and ticked them off on her fingers. "One of them was Bernadette Metoyer,
who knows him through her bank—he's the president of the Union Bank and he lent her the money to set
up her chocolate business when Athanase de Soto paid her off. Two of them were her sisterswho help
her in the chocolate shop, one was Marie Toussainte V a cour—Philippe Cournand, her protector, had to
attend his grandmother's dinner that night—one was Marie-Euldie Figes, who is plaEeeto Philippe's
cousin, and he had to dance attendance on Grandma Cournand as well, and one was Marie-Euldi€e's
younger sSster Babette. Marie-Euldieistrying to come to an understanding for Babette with Jean
duBos="

With that kind of intelligence system in operation among the placees and their families, January no longer
doubted the accuracy or completeness of Dominique'slists. Names were appended in Dominique's small,
flowery hand to al the witnesses who had remained to testify, and to al but perhaps twenty of the
costumes listed by various persons as "seen.” Among those "seen,” January was unsettled to note, was
"Indian Princess." And she had been seen by at least three peoplein the upstairs lobby after themusic
had started playing.

Damn, thought January. The charge that she could have had anything to do with Angelique Crozat's
desth was ridiculous, but Madame Trepagier had put hersdlf in serious trouble by remaining. Why had
she come upgtairs after he'd told her to leave? Even without aticket, acostumed woman could have
dipped past the ushers, who were only there to keep out drunks and chance strangers from the gambling
rooms. But it was, after al, aBlue Ribbon Bdll.

Had she had second thoughts? Something else she had to tell him and was later prevented?
Had she decided to seek out Angelique hersdlf?

In either case, she had lied to him Friday morning when she said she had gone directly back to Les
Saules.



| was home by eight-thirty, she had said.
Why thelie?
He scanned the rest of thelist.

There were only three other women unaccounted for, "seen” but not identified: "lavender domino,”
"green-griped oddisque,” and "gypsy.”

"Creole girls spying on their husbands," said Dominique offhandedly, when January asked.

"Silly." Shereturned hislook of surprise with the warm flicker of her smile. ™Y ou don't think Creole ladies
sometimes try to sneak in and see what their menfolk are up to? We can spot them amile away. |
understand why they want to do that," she added more soberly. "And | ... | fedl sorry for them, even the
oneswho complain to the police if you go to arestaurant or buy dressesthat are too fine. But what good
will it do, to see your husband with awoman you aready know in your heart exists? It only hurts more,
But most of them don't think about that till later.”

January remembered himsdlf, standing on the banquette opposite Catherine Clisson's house dl those hot
nights of hisyouth and shook hishead. It did only hurt more. And he knew that it was arare man, white
or black or colored, who would truly give up a mistress because of the pleading or nagging of awife.
They smply hid them deeper or put them aside for awhile only to go back. Heturned thelistisover in his
fingers, the scribbled and amended and much-crossed chronology of the evening, arranged, he was
interested to note, like a dance card, by what songs were being played. Minou's dance card from the
evening was included in the bundle—with every dance taken, naturaly—and even Shaw's origind
questions were linked to what music was being played.

Dominique must have suggested it to him. He spelled waltz, "walce."
No one had seen Gaen Perdtaafter hed scormed downgtairsfollowing hisinitial spat with Angdique,
"Wasthere ever anything between Augustus Mayerling and Angdique?’

Dominiquetrilled with laughter. "Mayerling? Good heavens, no! He hated Angelique dmost from the day
they met."

The woman who marries him will have cause to thank the one who wielded that scarf.
"Because of the way she treated young Perdta?’

"If Trepagier and the Peraltaboy were bodi his students,” pointed out Hannibd, "it's my guessthat's how
Angelique met our boy Galen to begin with. Augustus would have had afront-row seat on the whole
seduction from the first dropped handkerchief, meanwhile watching her take Arnaud for every cent he
hed. His. . . antipathy . . . could have been as much disgust as hatred. He's fastidious about diingslike
that.”

Hardly areason for murder, thought January, no matter how fond he was of Gaen Perdta. But now that
he thought of it, Augustus Mayerling had been absent from the ballroom for far longer than would be
accounted for by the conference over the dud.

Four dances—dightly under an hour—had intervened between Bouill€'s challenge and Mayerling's
regppearance to ask January to preside as physician over the dud. During those dances—the most
popular of the evening—the lobby had been almost deserted. For the same reason, none of Dominique's
friends had been willing to absent themsalves from the ballroom no matter what portions of their tableau



costumes remained unfinished. Galen, ssorming out of the building, had been smitten with I'esprit
d'escalier and had gone back to renew his quarrdl with Angdique, ascending by the service sair. If
Clem-ence had gone after him down the main stair, she would have missed him. He had presumably
departed the same way, and the murderer could have entered quietly from the [obby.

Always assuming, of course, that Galen was not the murderer himself.

"Those names on the last page?' Dominique reached over his shoulder to tap the papers. "Those are the
people— Thank you, Therese." She smiled at the maid who camein to refill the coffee cups. "Those are
the people we know were there that weren't on Lt. Shaw'slist, so they must have left either before the
murder or just after it, or sneaked out before Shaw could speak to them. Catherine Clisson was one of
the ones who snesked out—or Octave Motet did and inssted she go with him because if anyone
recognized her, they'd know he'd been there, too. He's the president of the Banque de Louisiane; he
doesn't dare let his name be connected with anything like this. Do you think Galen Peratawasthe one
who did it? Strangled Angdlique, | mean?"

January moved the papers again, sudied the lisss— who saw whom during the jig and redl, during the
Rossni waltz, during the progressive waltz, during the Lancers. Josette Noyelle—Aphrodite in the Greek
tableau— had gone into the parlor during the progressive waltz and hadn't seen Angelique then. After the
Rossini waltz Dominique had been searching for Angdlique, in and out of that room, frequently
encountering other friends there as they put up each other's hair, repaired trodden hems, changed or
finished costumesfor the tableaux.

Only one person—Dominique herself—noted Clemence Drouet's presence a the ball at dl. Clemence
was that kind of woman. Sheld arrived at Angelique's house the following morning in the expectation of
seeing her dive, so shemust in fact have left the building between her brief encounter with January, just
before the quarrel, and the discovery of Angdique's corpse.

And of course, no one had bothered to notify her.

The American Tom Jenkins had clearly been searching aswell, if held left alaurd lesf in the parlor, but
unless he wasfar cleverer than helooked, he wouldn't have kept searching if he knew shewaslying dead
at the bottom of an armoire.

"I don't know," he said dowly. "Onthefaceof it, I'd say yes. . . . Except for his age. HE's young, and he
was crazy possessed by her, even before Trepagier died, I've heard. I'm not sure held have had the wits
to hide the body and strip her jewelry to make it look like robbery. If held killed her, | think he'd have
been found by the body."

"Y ou'd be surprised what you do when you haveto,” pointed out Hanniba, warming his smdl, rather
delicate-looking hands over the coffee cup's aromatic steam. Thelight had faded from the windows, and
Therese came in with ataper to light the branches of candles on sideboard, table, and walls. The gold
gleam lent color to the fiddler's bloodless fegtures, banishing the disspated pallor and camouflaging the
frayed cuffs and threadbare patches of the black evening coat that hung so dack over histhin shoulders.

"For dl hefollows Augustus around like a puppy, he wasnt at the duel thismorning, and I'm told he
didn't attend the Bringiers ball last night. Not something hisfather would have let him miss™

"No," said January thoughtfully, leafing through the papersagain. "No."

Columbines, Rierrots, Chinese Emperors, Ivanhoes had filled the upstairs lobby and downgtairs entry
hall; Uncases and Natty Bumpoes (Bumf if, wondered January, recollecting his Latin lessons); Sultans
and Greek gods. Men in evening dress and dominoes. WWomen in unidentifiable garments described by



Shaw'slaboring clerk as"lace with high collar, violet sash, pearls on deeves' (except Liviawould have
pointed out those were not genuine pearls), to which Dominique's more regular hand had appended "lilac
princess—Cress de M orisset— w/Denis Saint-Roche (mother/fiancee in Thestre).”

Out of curiosity, January asked, "Is Perdta Fils engaged to anyone?' The woman who marrieshim. . .

"Rosdie Delgporte,” reported Dominique promptly. "The Delgportes are cousins to the Dupages, and
there was abig party at Grandpere Dupage's town house on Rue Saint Louis. All of them were there.”

Jiglred —Hubert Granville w/Marie-Eulalie Figes, Yves Valcour w/lphe'ge'nie Picard, Martin Clos
w/Phlosine Seurat . . . Marie-Toussainte Valcour and Bernadette Mttoyer saw red/white Ivanhoe
by buffet . . . green Elizabethan by doors ...

Helooked again. At least six people had seen "gold Roman™ in the ballroom during the Rossini waltz.
He'd been William Granger's second for the dudl, and thusin Froissart's office at the bottom of the
sarvice dair. Xavier Perdta, who'd also been there, hadn't put in areappearance until amost the end of
the progressve waltz, nearly ten minuteslater.

He remembered the old man in the night-blue satin, talking long and earnestly with Euphrasie Dreuze,
watching the crowds in the lobby, in the ballroom, looking for someone.

He, if not his son, would have had the measure of the cat-faced woman dressed like the Devil's bride. He
would have watched that come-hither scene with Jenkins, watched her eyes, her body, as she teased and
laughed among the men; watched his son following her, crazy in love. Not being stupid, he would dready
have asked his friends about her.

A vauable piece of downtown property, a substantial sum monthly, and dl the jewels, dresses, horses,
and daves she could coax out of alovestruck seventeen-year-old boy.

The woman who marrieshim ...
A poisonous succubus with a cashbox for a heart.

The meseting in Froissart's office could have continued with Granger and Bouiille, of course, after the
seconds were dismissed. And Shaw was the only one who would know that.

January folded the paperstogether, gazing out sightlesdy into the early dark. Euphrasie Dreuze'sravings
about the dead bat aside, it was quite possible that Lt. Shaw had looked over his notes and cometo his
own conclusions about just who had the most motive in An-gdlique Crozat's degath: the passionate son, or
that powerful, courtly, white-bearded old man.

Maybe he only remembered with the memory of an idedlistic young man, but it was his recollection that
sixteen years ago, before he | eft Louisiana, had awhite man murdered a free colored woman, the police
would have investigated and the murderer been hanged. It had been a French city then, with the French
understanding of who, and what, the free colored actualy were: arace of not-quite-acknowledged
cousins, neither African nor European, but property holders, artisans, citizens.

Shaw had, for atime, appeared to understand. But that was before he'd read these notes.

There was a difference between not quite trusting whites, and this. Being struck in the street had not been
as shocking, or as painful, asthe redlization of what exactly the American regime meant.

" 'Put them aside," " he quoted dryly, handing the folded sheets back to Dominique, " 'in some safe place
wherethey will not be seen.’ It lookslike thisisn't any of our business anymore.”



And so0 the matter rested, until Euphrasie Dreuze took mattersinto her own grasping little ring-encrusted
hands.

TEN

They were all raised to thisworld, he had said to Madeleine Trepagier three nights ago, with the bands
of greasy light falling through the window of Froissart's office onto her masked and painted face. To do
things a certain way. They mostly know each other, and they all know the little tricks—who they
can talk to and who not ...

January shook his head ironicdly at the memory of hiswords as he lounged up Rue DuMaine, with the
lazy, dmost conversationd tapping of African drums growing louder before him beyond theiron paings
of the fence around Congo Square.

You don't. Go home, he had said. Go home right now.

Even with his papersin his pocket—the pocket of the shabby corduroy roundabout hed bought for a
couple of redlesfrom abackstreet dop shop in the Irish Channe—he felt atwinge of uneasinessas he
crossed the Rue des Ramparts.

Last night he had said to Dominique, Thisisn't any of our business anymore. Now who's being a
fool?

He dipped his hand in his pocket, fingering the papers with akind of angry distaste. Before held I eft for
Paris, Sixteen years ago, the assumption of his status had been unquestioned. He was a free man—ablack,
white, or tea, as Andrew Jackson had said when hed recruited him to fight the redcoats at Chalmette.
He had been shocked when the officia at the docks had looked at him oddly, and said, "Returnin”
resident, en? 'Y ou might want to get yourself papers, boy. They's enough cheats and scum in this city
who'd pounce on alikely lookin' boy, and you'd find yoursdlf pickin' cotton in Natchez before you kin
say Jack Robinson. Till you do, I'd stay out of barrooms.” He had grown up being cdled "boy" by white
men, even asagrown man. It was something heldd haf forgotten, like hiswariness of authority. In any
case what one accepts as a twenty-four-year-old musician is different from what one expects when one
isforty and amember of the Paris College of Surgeons, though he hadn't practiced in ten years. But that
at least was something he'd thought about on the boat from Le Havre.

His mother had confirmed that these days a man of color, no matter how well dressed and well spoken,
needed to carry proof of hisfreedom—and adave of hisbusiness—in order to walk the Streets aone.

"That ishow it has come, p'tit," she said, whilein her eyes he saw thereflection of hisown
blackness—part contempt, but part concern. "It isthe Americans, moving in from al sides, with their new
houses and their tawdry furniture and their loud women who have no manners. Now more and more they
control thistown. What do you expect of men who won't even free their own children when they get
them on Negro women? They have no understanding of culture, of civilization. To them, we are no better
than their dave bastards. If they could, they would lock usdl in their barracoons and sell usto makea
profit. Itisal they think of, the cochons."

She had been, he reflected now, more right than he knew.

She had taken a certain amount of pains, thosefirst few weeks, to introduce him to her friends among the
more influential men of color, not only to let them know that he was amusic master and in the market for
pupils, but to remind them that he was her son, and afree man. For his part he noticed that in the years of
his absence, those friends had amost entirely stopped speaking English. It was away of setting
themsalves off by language, by style of dress, and mostly by attitude and actions from any association



with either the dave blacks or the black American freedmen who worked aslaborersin the city.

Another voice came back to him: He could no more pass himself for a gentleman than our doctor
here can pass himself for a white man. . . .

Or a black one, thought January, shaking his head at himsdf as he dipped through the gate into the open
space of dirt and grass called Congo Square. He wondered whether his blackness, and the memories of
achildhood long past, would be sufficient to let him passfor what his mother had been trying for yearsto
get everyoneto forget.

The drums beat quicker, two distinct voices, one deep, one high. Somebody laughed; therewas aripple
of jokes. The drummers were mocking up a conversation, the degper drum aman, the higher awoman,
and January could dmost hear the words: " Come on out behind my cabin, pretty girl?'

"Y eah, what's that gonna git me, 'sides sore heelsand around belly?"
"Got me some pretty beads here," said the deep drum.

"You cal them pretty?' laughed the higher drum. "1 spit prettier out'n that watermelon | ate last week."
Y ou could hear theinflection, theflick of the woman drum's eyelashes and the sway of her hips. More
laughter at the deep drum'’s speculative grumble.

Many plantations—Bellefleur had been one of them —forbade davesto have drumsat al, and when old
Joseph had played his reed flutes for dancing after work was done, rhythm was kept on sticks and
spoons. There was something about that blood beat speaking across the miles of bayou, swamp, and
dlent, stifling canefieldsin the night that made the owners uneasy. It reminded them of how isolated they
were among the Africans they owned.

Those drums had not been making jokes about tusdesin the grass behind the cabins.

The memories touched sore placesinside him, and he pushed them aside. He didn't belong here. The fact
that helooked asif he did troubled him for reasons he couldn't quite define.

January scanned their faces, moving, talking, listening in the just-turned dant of the afternoon light.
Digtantly, the clock on the cathedra spoke three, answered by thewall of ariverboat's whistle. Up the
gdtreet, smdl parties of men and women—uwhite, colored, free blacks, afew devout daves—would be
coming out of afternoon Mass at the Saint-Antoine chapel, holding their prayer books and rosariestight
and crossing Rue des Ramparts so as not to pass the square.

The people here ranged in color aswidely as had the attendees at the funeral, though on the whole this
crowd was darker. Some of them were amost as smartly dressed. Those would be the skilled daves, the
hairdressers and ironsmiths, the tailors and shoemakers, the carpenters and embroideresses, vaets,
cooks, and maids. They were outnumbered, however, by those in the coarse grays and browns of
laborers and draymen, stablehands and yardmen, laundresses and ironers. The women'stignons were
smple mudin or gaudy cdico, rather than the silks worn by the women of color in mockery of the Black
Code, but like dl the colored women in the city they arranged them in fantastic variations of knots, folds,
points.

And they dl moved differently, spoke to each other differently, from the reserved, careful, soft-spoken
members of colored society. The laughter was louder. The men smoked cigars, despite the law that
neither black nor colored was permitted to do so in public. Many of the women flirted in away the
carefully reared Catholic young ladies of color never would have dared.



For no reason he remembered a morning, seven or eight weeks earlier, when held come to the chapel for
early Mass, passing by this square and smelling blood. He had crossed the damp grass and found the
beheaded body of ablack rooster nailed to one of the oaks, its blood dripping down on the little plate of
chickpeas and rice beside the tre€'s roots, surrounded by aring of silver haf-redle bits. His confessor
had told him only afew days ago that he and the other priests would now and then find pieces of pound
cake, cigars, or bits of candy at the feet of certain statuesin the church.

The drums seemed to have reached an understanding. One could heer it, like the pounding of alust-quick
heart. A banjo joined in, sharp as cricketsin summer trees, and amakeshift flute called anightbird'srill.

"Calinda, calinda!" called out someone. "Dancethe cdindal Badoum, badoum!™
It was nothing like Rossini, nothing like Schubert. Nothing that had to do with Herr Kovald or Paris at dl.
Already, men and women had begun to dance.

Leaning againg theiron palings of the fence, hands in his pockets and uneasy shamein his heart, January
searched the crowd.

The woman he was looking for he hadn't seen in sixteen years.

Dark faces under bright tignons, white smiles gleaming. Shabby skirts swirling, moving, breasts swaying
under white blouses, aamsweaving. A smell of sweat came off the crowd, and with it the memory of
nearly forgotten nights sitting on the step of his mother's cabin, watching the other daves dance by the
smoky blaze of pine knots. Considering how much there had been to do on Bellefleur, the endless
weeding and chopping at the heavy cane, repairing barns and outbuildings, cutting cypress, digging mud
for levees and causaways, he gill wondered how any of them had had the energy to dance, how he
himself had managed, even with thewild energy of achild.

More and more were joining in, though, even asthey had then. People were shouting, singing, wild and
pagan and utterly unlike the music he had been trained to make. Tunes and fragments of tunes unwound
like dizzy pinwhedls, reding off into space. A thin girl with ared tignon coiled high like a many-knotted
turban danced near him, teasing and inviting, and the brass rattles she wore on her ankles clattered in
adien music. He grinned, shook his head. She flashed him aglimpse of caf and petticoat and spun on her
way. Across the crowd aface seemed to emerge, half familia—he redlized with ashock it was Romulus
Vale, and looked quickly away.

How many others were here? he wondered in momentary panic. Bella—would Bella come here on her
Sunday afternoons? His mother's cook? He redlized he didn't even know if shewas sill adave, or had
been freed. It had never occurred to him to ask. She was part of his mother's household from time
immemorid. ... In either case sheld never let him hear the end of thisif she saw him.

He wondered suddenly if the girl Judith would be here, and what he could possibly say to her about the
thing he carried in his pocket.

"Her-on mandt, Her-on mande, Ti-gui li papa!”

Thin, whining, amost hypnotic, the voi ces rose from deeper in the crowd. More and more were dancing,
to the counterpoint rhythm of the drums, the sweet, metalic jangle of ankle clappers. January's mind
groped a the meaning of the words, but they were as much African as French—and bad French at that.

"Her-on mandt,

Ti-gui li papal



Her-on mande,

Her-on mande,

Do-se dan do-go!"

Other voicesrase up, only dightly more comprehensible;
"They seek to frighten me,

Those people must be crazy.

They don't see their misfortune

Or else they must be drunk.

"I, the Voodoo queen,

With my lovely handker chief

Am not afraid of tomcat shrieks—
| drink serpent venom!™

Someone shouted, "Marie! Marie!" Turning his head, January saw that awoman had mounted a sort of
platform made of packing boxes in the center of the square. She wastall and would have topped many in
the crowd even had she not been standing on the makeshift dais— handsome rather than beautiful, with
strong cheekbones and very dark eyes. Gold earrings flashed in the torrent of black hair that streamed on
her shoulders, and jewels— possibly glass and possibly real—glittered on her white blouse and
tempestuous blue skirt. Even without moving her feet she was dancing, body rippling snakelike, eyes
closed in akind of curious ecstasy, though her face wasimpassive in the long, brazen light.

"I walk on pins,

| walk on needles,

| walk on gilded splinters,

| want to see what they cando . . ."

Other voices were shouting, "Zombi! PapaLimbal" and January's eyes passed quickly across the faces
of those who crowded near. The woman had a snake in her arms, the biggest king snake he had ever
seen, six feet long and thick asaman'swrit. It coiled around her neck and over her shoulders as she
danced, and the droning voices rose against the driving heartbeat of the drums. Through the pickets
around the square he could see white faces|ooking in, women in smple caicoes or the fancier twillsand
slks, menin the coarse clothing of laborers or the frock coats of artisans or merchants. At the square's
four gates, policemen looked on impassively.

How could they? January wondered. How could they simply watch? Did they not fed what these
peoplefdt, what he himsdf felt againgt hiswill’? The music was eectric, drawing the mind and body to it
with aforce beyond that of childhood memory. It drew at the blood, and even from here, hafway across
the square, he could sense the power of the woman with the snake.

He moved nearer. Few of the dancers seemed to notice him, the men dancing first with one woman, then
with another, othersleaping, shaking, twisting on their own. Looking up at the woman'sface, he



wondered if she was aware of the crowd around her, or, if not, what it was that she saw and heard and
felt. The snake moved its head, tongue flicking, and January stepped back. Irrational fear brushed him,
that the woman would look down at him with those huge black eyes and say, You are not one of us. . . .
You are here to spy.

And close by the platform of boxes—marked BRODERICK AND SONS—among the dancers, he saw
the woman he was looking for, the woman he had cometo this place to find.

She was dancing aone, like the woman on the platform. There were far more women than men around
the boxes and many of them moved, eyes shut, in solitary ecstasy. She was thinner than he remembered
and her pointy-chinned, flat-boned face waslined. Her clothing, and the orange-and-black tignon that
covered her hair, was faded and old. Above the low neck of her calico blouse he could see the points of
her collarbone, the beginnings of crepy wrinklesin her neck, and the sight of it went to his heart.

He dared not go up to her, dared not speak. He doubted, in her present state, she would hear him. But
the memories werelike vinegar, honey, and sat.

"Oh yes, yes, Mamzelle Marie, She knows well the Grand Zombi ..."

The woman with the snake stepped down. Eyes open, black as coal, she stretched forth her hands,
clasping the hands of the dancers who crowded close. Sometimes she spoke, alow guttural voice
January could not hear. Now and then awoman would curtsy to her or aman would kiss her hands. The
thin black woman came forward, clasped the voodooienne's hands, and their eyes met, smiling with
curious kinship. The two women embraced, and the one they called Marie kissed the other's cheek.

Under the trees someone set up a pot of gumbo, the smdll of it thin and smoky in the air. On apacking
box aman piled yesterday's bread, and a prainiere stood by with her cart. Men and women gathered
around, talking softly and laughing together, then going back into the dancing, as January knew they
would be doing al afternoon. But the thin woman turned and walked toward the gate of the square, her
patched skirts swishing in the weeds.

She passed between the policemen there, crossed Rue des Ramparts and vanished between the buildings
on the corner of Rue Saint Louis. January followed her, angling sideways to pass through the crowd of
whites gathered outside the palings. He dodged a carriage and a couple of cabs on the broad street,
leaped the gutter, and stepped quickly along the banquette through the shadows that were aready

growing long.

The attack, when it came, took him completely by surprise. His mind was focused on the woman in the
orange-and-black tignon, not only seeking her—pausing at the corner of Rue Burgundy to look for
her—but wondering what he would say to her when he came up with her. Wondering if she would
recognize him. Or, if shedid, whether shewould admit toit, and if she admitted to it, whether shewould
speak to him or smply walk away. He had not been able to locate her before leaving New Orleans, so
their last meeting had been an awkward commonplace, with angry words and bitter prophecies of ill on
both their parts.

He knew subconscioudy that there was someone on the banquette behind him. But only when those
footfals, the rustle of that clothing, came within afoot of him on the uncrowded walk did heturn, startled,
and then it wasfar too late.

They were medium-size men, dark without the lustrous blackness of a pure African. One of them wore a
pink-and-black checkered shirt that he remembered seeing in the square. The other man, in coarse red
calico and a corduroy jacket smilar to January's own, had his arm raised aready and the makeshift
blackjack he held coming down. January flung up hisforearm to block the blow and managed to deflect



italittle. It struck histemple with numbing force and stunned him, so that the ensuing struggle waslittle
more than a confusion of punches and knees, of jarring painin hisbelly and the hard, crunching smack of
his knuckles meeting cheekbone or eye socket. Hands ripped and tore at his shirt and he heard the
pocket of hisjacket tear. One of them tried to get behind and hold hisarms, but January was avery big
man and turned, damming the man in the pink-checkered shirt into the corner of the house nearby.

The next thing he knew he was trying not very successfully to get to hisfeet with the aid of the same
house corner, and two men were propping him, saying "Okay, Sambo, that's enough of that,” while his
brain dowly identified the thundering in his head as being retreating footsteps pelting away down Rue
Burgundy. His skull felt asif it had been cracked, but he did notice that he was not seeing double.

Thewhite men stlanding over him wore the blue uniforms of the New Orleans City Guard.
"No badge," said one of them. "Y ou got aticket of leave, Sambo?’
"My nameis Benjamin January," he said, straightening up.

He till didn't remember being hit, but his head gave an agonizing throb and the next moment nausea
gripped him. The police stepped back, but not very far back, as he reded to the gutter and fell to his
knees, vomiting helplesdy into the muddy water.

Morefootfalls behind him. "Got away," said avoice with a German accent. "What's this one got to say
for Nimsdf?'

"Mostly 'Here come mah lunch!" "

There was uproarious laughter, and January was hauled to hisfeet again. He was trembling, humiliated,
and cold with shock to the marrow of his bones.

"My nameis Benjamin January,” he said again, and fumbled in his coat pocket. Hishandsfdt asif they
belonged to someone el se. "Here are my papers.”

"And that's why you was hangin' around the voodoo dance, hah?' said the smallest of the squad. He was
alittle dark man with theflat, clipped speech of aborn Orleanian. He took the papers and shoved them
into his uniform pocket, grasped January by the arm. "L et's go, Sambo. | suppose you got no ideawho
those fdlas were you werefightin', hah?

"l don't," said January, stopping and pulling irritably from the man's grip. His head spun horribly and even
that movement brought the taste of nausea back to histhroat. Some of the vomit had gotten on his
trousers and al he wanted to do was go home and lie down. "One of them wasin the square, but . . ."

At thefirst movement of resistance the three of them closed around him, jerking hisarms roughly and
causing another queasy surge of weakness. Reflex and anger made him haf-turn, but he stopped the
movement a once, transformed it into Smply bringing his hand to his mouth once more, while hetried to
breethe and force back hisfury.

His head cleared alittle and he realized two of them had their clubs unhooked from their belts, waiting for
his next move.

In their faces he saw it wasn't going to do him any good to explain.
ELEVEN
"Disgturbing the peace, fighting in public and on the Sabbath," said thelittle officer, dapping January's



papers down on the sergeant's desk in the Cabildo's stone-flagged duty room. The corner chamber of
the old Spanish city hal faced the river, across the railed green plot of the Place des Armes and therise
of thelevee, and the late sunlight visible past the shadows of the arcade had asickly yellowish cast from
the ever-present cloud of steamboat soot.

"No ticket to be out and claiming he's free, but I'd check on theseif | wereyou, sir.”

The desk sergeant studied him with chilly eyes, and January could see him evauating the color of hisskin
aswel| asthe coarseness of hisclothing.

In French, and with his most conscioudy Parisian attitude of body and voice, January said, "Isit possible
to send for my mother, the widow L evesque on Rue Burgundy, Monsieur? She will vouch for me." His
head fdt like an underdone pudding and his stomach was even worse, and the damp patch of vomit on
historn trouser leg seemed to fill the room with its stink, but he saw the expression in the sergeant's eyes
change. "Or if she cannot be found, my sister, Mademoisdlle Dominique Janvier, aso on Rue Burgundy.
Or ..." He groped for the names of the wealthiest and most influentia of his mother'sfriends. "If they
cannot be found, might | send amessageto ... to Batiste Rodriges the sugar broker, or to Doctor
Dedange? The papers are genuine, | assure you, though the mistake is completely understandable.” The
sergeant looked at the description on the papers again, then held them up to the light. There was sullen
doubt in hisvoice. "It says here youre agriffe" He used one of the terms by which the offspring of full
blacks and mulattos were described. In January's childhood, the quadroon boys had used it as an insuilt,
though generaly not when they were close enough to him to be caught. His mother and his mother's
friends had awhole rainbow of terminology to distinguish those with one white great-grandparent from
those with two, three, or four. "Y ou look like afull-blood Congo to me."

The papers dlso said very dark. January knew, for he had read them carefully, resentfully, furious at the
necessity of having them at al. Behind him, two officers dragged a white man through the station house
doors, paunchy, bearded, and reeking of corn liquor and tobacco.

"You stinkin" Frenchified pansy sonsahoors, | shit better men than you ever' time | pull down my pants!
I'm Nahum Shagrue, own blood kin to the smallpox and on vigitin' termsto every gator on theriver! |
rucked an' skinned ever' squaw on the Upper Missouri an' killed more men than the choleral | chew up
flatboats and eet grizzly bears and broken glass!”

One of the guardsmen loitering on the benches gestured to the prisoner and said something to another,
and January caught Lieutenant Shaw's name. Both men laughed. The sergeant jerked his head toward the
massive oak door that led to the Cabildo'sinner court. January's papers stayed where they were on his
desk.

The centra courtyard of the old Spanish city hall ran back admost asfar as Exchange Alley, flagged with
the heavy granite blocks brought as ballast by oceangoing ships and surrounded on two sides by gdleries
onto which looked the cdlls. Asthe guardsmen led January to the stairway that ascended to the first of
these galleries, they passed a sturdy, stocklike construction of stained and scarred gray wood, and
January reslized with aqueasy contraction of his stcomach that thiswas the city whipping post.

No, hethought, quite camly, pushing al posshility from hismind thet his own neck might fed that rubbed
tightness, his own arms and ankles be locked into those dirty dots. No. They don't just keep people
here indefinitely. Someone will send for Livia or Dominique. In any case nothing will be done
without a hearing.

Theknot of ice behind his breastbone did not melt.

The plastered wals of the cell looked like they had been whitewashed sometime around the Declaration



of American Independence, at which time the straw in the mattresses of the cots had probably been
changed, though January wouldn't have staked any large sum on it. Both cots were dready occupied,
one by an enormoudly fat black man with hands even bigger than January's—athough January suspected
that spanning an octave and ahaf on the piano was not what he did with his—the other by a scar-faced
mulatto who sized January up speculatively with cold gray-green eyes, then turned his face avay with an
amost perceptible shrug. Another mulatto, elderly and gray-haired and incoherent with drink, was
fumbling around trying to reach the bucket in the corner in time to vomit. Three other men, two black and
one white, were seated on the floor. Roaches the length of January's thumb scampered over the deeper
and in and out of mattresses, bucket, and the cracksin the walls.

"Y ou heavein that bucket, Pop,” said the mulatto on the bed, "or I'll makeyou lick it up.”

The old man collapsed back against thewall and beganto cry. "l di'n' meanit,” he said softly. "I di'n'
mean nuthin'. | di'n’ know them clothes belonged to nobody, settin’ out on the fence that way, | thought
some lady throwed 'em away, | svear—"

"—said | wasimpudent. What the hell ‘impudent’ mean?
"It mean twenty-five lashes, iswhat it mean—or thirty if you ‘drunk an' impudent.' "

No, thought January, putting aside the dread that had begun to grow like atumor inside him. Not without
seeing a judge. It won't happen. His pamsfet damp, and he wiped them on torn and dirty trousers.

The white man spat. Daubs and squiggles of expectorated tobacco juice covered the wall opposite him
and the floor benegth. The sweetish, greasy stench of it rivaled the smell of the bucket.

From beyond the strapwork iron of the door, muffled by the space of the court or the length of the
galery, women'svoicesrose, shrilly arguing. From further off came a scream from the cellswhere they
kept theinsane: "But they did al conspire againgt me! The king, and President Jackson, they paid off my
parents and my schoolmasters and the mayor toruinme. .. ."

A guard cursed.

Thelight in the yard faded. V oices could be heard as the work gangs were brought in from cleaning the
city's gutters or mending the levees, a soft shush of clothing and the clink of iron chain. The splash of
water as someone washed in the basin of the courtyard pump. The cell began to grow dark.

Haf an hour later Nahum Shagrue was dragged dong the gdlery, sumbling, head down, fresh blood
trickling from a scap wound he hadn't had when held been brought into the duty room. Mercifully, he
was locked in another cell.

About the time music started up in Rue Saint Pierre below the narrow windows in the cell's opposite
wall, ayouth came aong the galery carrying wooden bowls of beansand rice, gritty and flavorless, and a
jug of water. The guards came back with him to collect the bowls afterward. The man who had been
‘Impudent’ smashed aroach with his open hand and cursed drunkenly against someone he called ‘that
ginkin' Roarke." The white man continued to chew and spit, wordless as an ox. Outside it began torain.

The bells on the cathedra struck six, then seven. At eight—full dark—the cannon in Congo Square
boomed out, sgnaing curfew for those few daves who remained abroad, though the rain, January
guessed, would have broken up the dancing long ago.

He wondered about the woman hed followed from the square and where she lived, and if hed haveto
go through this again next Sunday to locate her.



If he wasn't on aboat by that time, he thought bitterly, wedging his broad shoulders againgt the stained
plaster of thewall and drawing up his knees. The man next to him grumbled, "Watch your fegt, nigger,”
and January growled tiredly, "Y ou watch yours." There were advantagesto being six feet three and the
size of abarn. On aboat and on hisway back to Paris, where he wouldn't have to worry about being
triced up in that hellish scaffold in the yard and lashed with awhip because some chacajack-in-office
thought he was darker than he should have been. Jesus! he thought, lowering histhrobbing head to his
wrigts. Maybe he couldn't get work as a surgeon in Paris, and maybe the government taxed everything
from toothbrushes to menservants, but at least he wouldn't have to worry about carrying papers around
certifying that he wasn't somebody's property trying to commit the crime of stedling himself.

And Ayasha? something whispered in his heart. Well, not Paris, then. But there were other placesin
France. Places where every cobblestone and gargoyle and chestnut tree didn't say her name. Or
England. Theworld wasfilled with cities. . . .

He wondered who were the men who'd attacked him.
Andwhy.

He stifled therising panic, the fear that nobody would come for him, nobody would cometo get him out
of this, and thought about those men. One at least had been in the square. Probably both. They'd clearly
followed him.

Why?

Coarse clothing, but he thought their shoes|ooked better than those given to daves for wintertime wear.
In the tangle of the fighting he hadn't had a chance to observe their hands or their clothes, to guess at
what they did.

Say out of barrooms, the officia on the docks had said. They's enough cheats and scumin this city
... you'd find yourself pickin' cotton in Natchez before you kin say Jack Robinson. . . .

'Impudent’ means twenty-five lashes, is what it means.
NO. It will not happen.

Why hadn't Liviacome? Or Minou?

The clock on the cathedral chimed eleven.

The sergeant hadn't sent for them. Was the sergeant being bribed to turn over likely blacksto Carmen
and Ricardo or Tallbott, or any of those others who owned the pens and depots and barracoons along
Banks Arcade and Gravier and Baronne streets?

Sitting herein this stinking darkness, it seemed hideoudly likdly.

January closed hiseyes, tried to cam the thumping of his heart. Along the gdlery, female voicesrose
again, arguing bitterly, and aman's bellowed, "Y ou hoors shut up, y'hear! Man can't get no deep!” Other
voicesjoined in, cursng, followed by the sounds of afight.

| was a fool to return. Hewondered why they al didn't leave, al who were able to—all who were il
free. And how long, he wondered, would that freedom last, with the arriving Americans, who saw
every dark-skinned human being as something to be appropriated and sold?

It won't happen to me. I'll be let out tomorrow. Holy Mary ever-Virgin, send someone to get me



out of here. . ..
Abishag Shaw appeared at the cell door shortly before eight.

January wasn't sure he had dept a al. The night blurred together into along darkness of intermittent fear;
of ddiberatdly cultivated memories of Paris, of Ayashaand of every piece of music held ever played; of
the prickle of roach feet, the scratching scamper of rats, and unspeskable smells. In the depths of the
night held fingered hisrosary in his pocket, telling over the beads in the darkness, bringing back the
words and the incense of the Mass held attended that morning before hisill-fated expedition to Congo
Square. Thefamiliar promise of the prayers, the touch of the stedl crucifix, had comforted him somewhat.
At seven, voicesin the yard gashed his meditations, a man reading out sentences. "Matthew Priest, for
impudence, twenty lashes. . ."

And the smack of leather opening flesh, punctuated by a man's hoarse screams.

"l am mogt sorry, Maestro,” said Shaw, leading the way swiftly dong the gallery and down the wooden
stepsto the court. As usua he looked like something that had been raised by wolves. Asthey cameto
the flagstone court he glanced around him warily, asif expecting an Indian attack. "1 been on another
detail these two days, chasin' after complaints about rented-out daves roomin’ away 'stead of stayin' with
their masters. 'Course every one does it—that whole area round about the Swamp's nuthin' but
boardinghouses and tenements—but the captain got afleaup hisnose about it dl of asudden, and | been
talkin' to lodgin' house kegpers who look like they'd sell their mothers coffins out from under 'em. |
wouldn't even be back here now, ifFn | hadn't gone by your maslookin' for you. ..."

"Looking for me?" They stopped by the brass pump in the courtyard that alegedly provided for the
hygienic impulses of the Cabildo's prisoners. January scooped water onto the stiffened filth on histrouser
leg, and sponged at it with ahandful of weeds pulled from between the flagstones. Hiswhole body was
onevast ache and his head fdlt asif it was half-filled with dirty water that doshed agonizingly every time
he turned it. Every muscle of hisarms and torso seemed to have turned to wood in the night. Hed
checked his clothing before leaving the cdll but couldn't rid himself of the conviction that it till crawled
with roaches.

"Y ore masaid shedd got word you wasin some kind o' trouble with the law," said the lieutenant, keeping
awary eye on the door of the duty room. " She was some horripilated. . . . No, don't worry 'bout goin' in
there, | got 'em.” He took January's papers from his coat pocket and held them up, then steered January
toward asmall postern door that |et out onto Rue . Pierre. " She was some horripilated and said there
had to be somekind o' mistake."

"But she wouldn't come down here to see.” Bitterly, January took the papers, checked them to make
sure they were actudly his, then shoved them into his coat.

"Well, she did say she was gonnamake sure your sister came down, soon asthat man of hersgot his
breakfast and tied his cravat and got hissalf out the door, though God knows how long that'd take him.
Helooks like he does powerful damage to abreakfast table.” Shaw spat into the gutter. "But | said I'd
take care of it for her, seein’ as how | needed words with you anyway."

January looked away, forcing back awave of rage worse than anything he had experienced in the
darkness of the cdll at night.

Of course Minou wouldn't come, aslong asthat fat flan of a protector of hers needed coddling and
kissing. Maybe it was understandable. God forbid she should associate with blacks or with abrother
who associated with blacks.



But Liviahad no excuse. After thislong, it shouldn't hurt. Passage to Le Havre was seventy-five dollars.
Cheaper, if hed bewilling to forgo the comfort of acabin and bring his own food. Add in another five
dollarsor sofor arail ticket to Paris, and fifty to live on there until he could find work. But not in
Montmartre. Not anywhere near those quiet northern suburbs. And it would be many years before he
trusted himsdlf to return to Notre Dame. Still . . .

The coffee-stand in the market near theriver catered to everyone, without distinction: Creole sugar
brokers, colored market women, stevedores black and shiny as obsidian; riverboat pilots and exiled
Haitian sang mel6 aristocrats; white-bearded sugar planters and their wide-eyed grandsons, gazing at the
green-brown river with itsforest of masts, hulls, and chimneys belching smoke. Flatboat men every hit as
cultured and aromatic as Nahum Shagrue docked rafts of lumber and unloaded bales of furs, hemp,
tobacco, and corn; bearded laborers with Shaw's flat Kentucky accents or a Gaglic lift to their voices
swesated side by side with black dockhands unloading cotton and woolen goods, raw cotton, boxes of
coffee, liquor, spicesfrom the haf dozen steamboats currently in port. Morose and villainous-looking
Tockos from the Delta guided pirogues heaped with oystersinto the wharves, cdling to one another in
ther dientongue.

"Sunday'stheworse," Shaw remarked, Sipping his coffee standing, asif he had only paused between
tables to speak to afriend. January, seated at the same table held occupied with Hannibal the morning of
the dud with a coffee and afritter before him, wasironicaly aware, not for thefirst time, of the unspoken
agreement that appearances had to be kept up.

And indeed, his mother would never let him hear the end of it were she to happen down Rue du Levee
and see him eating with so squalid aspecimen of the human race as Lieutenant Abishag Shaw.

"And Sunday in Carniva istheworst of thelot," the policeman added. "They was a cockfight round the
back of the cemetery, not to speak of the dancin—not that | saw that, mind. What was you up to there,
anyway?" He'd discarded histobacco, at least. January wondered how he could possibly taste anything.
"Seemsto me your mad like to have wore you out, did she know where you was.

"I noticed she wasn't tripping on her petticoats to get me out of jail."

"Wl . .." Shaw balanced his cup in one big hand and scratched at the stubble on hisjaw. "Somefolksis
like that, not wantin' to admit they got a son ended up in the Calaboose.”

" She hasn't wanted to admit shehad ason at al," returned January, hisvoice surprisingly level. "Not a
black one, anyway. Nor ablack daughter.” He sipped his coffee and gazed straight ahead of him, out
acrossthe street at the stucco walls of pink and orange and pale blue, the shutters just opening as
servants came out onto the galleries to air bedding and shake cleaning rags. He didn't look back at Shaw,
but he could dmost sense the man's surprise.

"| got th' impression yore mawas right proud of Miss Janvier."

"Sheis," said January. "Dominique hasfair skin and iskept by awhite man. It's Olympe Janvier she's not
proud of. My full Sster. The onel waslooking for in Congo Square.”

"Ah"

A woman passed, selling callas from abasket on her head, and stopped, smiling, to hand one of those
hot fried rice bdlsto old Romulus Ve, neatly dressed with arush basket on hisarm, out doing the
morning shopping asif heldd never spent last night dancing under the spell of Mamzelle Marie.

After amoment Shaw asked, "Find her?'



"| followed her out of the square and down Rue Saint Louis. The men who beat me followed me. | il
can't imagine why. Maybe they just thought | looked like | had money on me, or they recognized measa
dranger.”

Heturned hisface away for amoment, not looking at the tall white man who stood over him. The
movement pulled a afold on histrouser leg and he swatted t it, filled again with the morbid conviction
that some of the Cabildo's medium-sized faunawere still with him. Then the fact that he was here,
benesath the brick arcades of the market, and not il listening to the profanity of his cellmates and the
screaming of theinsane, brought it hometo him, belatedly, that there was something he needed to say.

"Thank you for getting me out of there." He had to force back the childish impulse to mumble the words,
force himsdlf to meet the man'seyes. "It was. . . good of you. Sir."

Shaw shook his head, dismissng the thanks, and signaed a prainiere who was making her way between
thetables. "I never can get enough of thesethings," he admitted, selecting awhite praine and waving
away the offer of change from his haf-rede. January bought abrown praline, and the woman gavehim a
little bunch of the straw-flowersthat lined the edge of her basket, for lagniappe.

"Lots of Johnnie raws comin' into town al thetime," Shaw said, when she had gone. "If it don't bother the
folks noneif white folks watch ‘em dance, what do they care if some out-of-town darky with hisbig
handsin his pockets stares? It ain't likeit'sareal voodoo dance, not the kind they have out on the |ake.

Y ou speak to any of the women?”

"I didn't gpesk to anyone. Maybe | should have."
"Don't seewhy. Y ou lookin' for Miss Olympe for some reason?'
January hesitated, conscious of the old wariness about showing things to white men, any white men.

Then he nodded and felt in his coat pocket—not the pocket in which he kept hisrosary. The gris-gris
was gtill there, wrapped in his handkerchief. He brought it out carefully and unwrapped it behind his
hand, lest the waiters see.

"Madame Dreuze asked me at Angdlique's funeral Saturday to prove Madame Trepagier had her servant
Judith plant thisin Angelique's mattress. A theory,” he added dryly, "with which I'm sure you're aready
familiar.

Shaw rolled hiseyes.

"Not that it mattersto you anymore," added January, looking down as he made abusinessfolding the
handkerchief back around thelittle scrap of parchment and bones, so that the anger wouldn't show in his
eyes. With some effort he kept hisvoiceleve. "'l don't believe Madame Trepagier had athing to do with
either the charm or Angdique's death, but considering the police have decided to drop the investigation, |
thought I'd at least see who did want Angelique dead. Do you know if Madame Trepagier managed to
keep Madame Dreuze from sdlling off the two daves, by the way? Judith and Kessie? They were both
Madame Trepagier'sto begin with."

It was something he knew he'd have to find out, and the thought of walking down to the brokers aong
Baronne Street turned him suddenly cold.

He hoped the sick dread of it didn't show in hisface, under Shaw's cool scrutiny, but he was afraid it did.

"Morally they were," said the policeman dowly. "But awoman's property is her husband's to dispose of,
pretty much. Neither Arnaud Trepagier nor Angelique Crozat made awill, and he did deed both the



cook and themaid to hislight o' love. Y es, Madame Trepagier swore out awrit to sue and get ‘em back,
but both of 'em was sold at the French Exchange yesterday mornin'. Madame Dreuze took maybe haf
what they was worth, to get 'em turned around quick."

January cursed, in Arabic, very quietly. For atime hewatched as agang of blacks passed by under
guard toward the levee, chained neck to neck, men and women dike.

Matthew Priest, for impudence . . . He couldn't get the guard's voice out of hishead, or the dap of the
leather on skin.

Any man in the city could have his dave whipped in the Calabozo's courtyard by the town hangman for
twenty-five cents astroke.

Onthefar sde of the Place des Armes, he could see the tall wooden platform of the town pillory. A
man— colored, but Hill lighter than him—sat in it, wrists and ankles clamped between the dirty boards,
while agang of river rats spat tobacco and threw horse turds at him, their voices adim demonic
whooping through the noise of the wharves and the hoots of the steamboats. Sixteen years ago, the
pillory was still a punishment that could be meted out to whites aswell.

A hundred and fifty dollarswould get him to Paris. With his current small savings he could probably do it
in three months.

That thought hel ped him. He drew a deep breath and explained, "Not long before | |eft for Paris| learned
that my sster—Olympe, Minou was only four—had entered the house of awoman called Marie Laveau,
avoodooienne, and was learning her trade." He dipped the gris-gris back into his pocket and looked at
Shaw again.

"| thought I might still be ableto find her at the dave dances, and that she might be ableto tdl me
something about who actualy made the charm. A dried bat's a death charm. Someone who wanted to
scare her would have put brick dust, or across made of salt, on the back step, where she'd be sureto
seeit. Hiding aconjag like that where sheld deep next to it every night without knowing it was
there—that's the act of someone who redly wanted to do her harm.”

Thelanky Kentuckian dowly licked the remains of the praline from his bony fingers, dong with acertain
amount of clerical ink, before hereplied.

"'Someone who sure wanted to do you harm, anyway. Given they was sicced on you by whoever planted
that charm. . . . How'd they have known it was you?'

January sniffed. "Everybody in New Orleans heard Madame Dreuze beg meto find her daughter'skiller,"
he said. "And since no one else seems to be taking any further interest inthe case. . ." he added
pointedly.

"Well, now, that's changed again,” said Shaw. "Asof thismorning. That'swhy | was over a your mas.”

"So they changed their minds?' said January, anger prickling through him once again. "Decided that a
woman doesn't have to be white to merit the protection of the lav?’

"Let'sjust say severd folkson the city council have cometo see the matter in adifferent light." Shaw
finished his coffee and set the cup on anearby table, pale eyes thoughtful, watchful, under the overhang
of brow.

"Captain Tremouille spoke to me this mornin' on the subject, and that'swhy I's at your mals—that's why
| came hotfoot down to the Calaboose, too, when | heard you was there. Seems they're lookin' for



evidenceto put thekillin' on you."
TWELVE

"Me?" All January could think of was the half-dozen wounded men held spoken to after the battle at
Cha mette, who said that when firdt hit by amusket bdl, all they felt was asort of ashock, like being
pushed hard. They'd falen down. Later, the pain came.

"That'sright."

Fear. Dishdlief, but fear, asif héd just stepped off acliff and was only redizing gradudly that there wasn't
abottom.

"l didn't even know the woman.”

"Well now," said Shaw mildly, "Captain Tremouille asked meto look into that.”

"I didn't! Ask anyone! Galen Perata—"

"Nobody saw Gaen Perdtago into that room," said Shaw, "except you, Maestro."

There was no bottom to the cliff. He was plunging through the dark. HE'd die when he struck the bottom.
His mother hadn't cometo thejail. Nor had hissister.

Only Shaw.

"Captain Tremouill€s problem,” said Shaw, judicioudy turning the fragments of praline over in sticky
fingers, "isthat he has a colored gal—a placee—dead, and the man who looks likdliest to have doneit is
the son of one of the wedlthiest plantersin the district. Now, Captain Tremouille believesin justice—he
does—but he dso believesin keepin' hisjob, and that might not be so easy once the Perdltas and the
Bringiers and the haf-dozen other big Creolefamiliesthat are dl kissin' kin to each other sart sayin' how
let's not make a big hoo-rah and start arrestin’ white folks over acolored gal who wasn't any better than
she should have been.

"So | got to spend about two days chasin' down daves deepin' in attics over on Magazine Street.”
"Goon," sad January grimly.

"Wadl," Shaw went on, "yesterday—and maybe only gettin' athousand dollarsfor two prime wenches
had somethin’ to do with it—Euphrasie Dreuze figured two could play that friends-an’-family game, and
went to see Etienne Crozat, that was her ga's pa. | dunno what she told him, but this mornin' Captain
Tremouille called meinfirst thing and says|et's get this murder solved and get it solved quick, and wasn't
there any man of her own color who hated her enough to want her dead? He's apowerful man, Crozat.
He brokersthe crops of haf the planters on the river and there's three members of the city council who'll
belivin' on beansan' riceif he calsin his paper on them or gives 'em acouple cents less per pound on
next year's sugar."

"I didn 't know her."
The gray eyesremained steadily on his. "Y ou think that's gonnamake any difference?’

He remembered, very suddenly, Shaw handing him his papersin the Cabildo courtyard, taking him out
through the postern door. Looking around the courtyard while he, January, washed at the pump,



watching likeaman in Indian country.

Theredlization of what Shaw had rescued him from hit him like awave of ice water.
And thefact that the American had gotten him out of there at all.

"You bdieveme."

"Wadl," said Shaw, "I think there's better candidates for the office. At least one who paid them bucks
yesterday to rough you up, maybe. Fact remainsthat gal Clem-ence Drouet saysyou was so dl-fired
eager to see Miss Crozat, you just about shoved her out of the way goin' down that hall, and you was the
last person to seethat gal dive.”

Voicesraised, shouting, at atable nearby: Mayerling and his students. Though it was broad daylight they
gtill wore fancy dressfrom some bal the previous night, those who had worn masks having pushed them
up on their foreheads, their hair sticking out al around the sides. Two had haf-risen from their places,
dark-haired Creole youths with anemic mustaches. One of them was the blue-and-yelow Ivanhoe who'd
driven the barouche to the dudl.

Mayerling put out one big hand to barely brush the lad's parti-colored deeve. "I beg of you, Anatole,
mon fils" hesaid in his husky, boyish voice, "settle the question of Gaston's mannerswith words! Don't
deprive me of apupil. At any rate not until | get my diamond stickpin paid for."

Therewas laughter and the boy sat down quickly, laughing unwillingly too. "I'm glad you think I'm
capableof it," he said, casting awithering glare at the haughty young man who had been the object of his
rage.

"If you don't strengthen your redouble the pupil you will deprive me of isyourself. Unless Gaston goeson
neglecting hisfootwork."

The haughty Gaston bristled, then laughed under hisinstructor's raised brow.

"Way those boys carry on you'd think they didn't have the cholera or the yellow fever waitin' on ‘em, to
help ‘em to an early grave,” murmured Shaw. "What kind of good'sit gonnado their daddies, spendin'
five thousand dallars educatin’ ‘'em and sendin’ 'em to Europe and dl them places, to have 'em kill each
other over the flowers on some ga'sdeeve? An' pay that German boy to teach 'em how to do it.”

"I notice Peraltaisn't among them,” said January. "Was| the last person to see him diveaswel?*

Shaw's mouth twitched under afungus of stubble. "Now, | did ask after Gaen Perdta,” he said. Hisgray
eyesremained on thelittle cluster at the other table: Mayerling was currently demondtrating Itaian
defenses with abroomstraw. "His daddy tells me he's gone down the country, to their place out Bayou
Chien Mort. Hell be back Tuesday next, which Captain Tremouille saysis plenty of timeto ask him
where he went and what he did after hislittle spat with Miss Crozat."

"Tuesday next?" sad January. "Heleft before Mardi Gras."

"Somethin" of the kind occurred to me." Shaw produced a dirty hank of tobacco from his coat pocket,
picked afragment of lint off it, then glanced at a couple of clerks gossiping in French at the next table
over beignets and coffee and put the quid away. "But he was sweet on that gal. Crazy sweet, by dl
everyone says. May be hejust couldn't stay in town."

January looked down at his hands, remembering how the sight of drifted leaves against a curbstonein the
rain, the sound of a shutter cresking in the wind, had wrung his heart with pain that he did not think



himsalf capable of bearing. He had packed all Ayasha's dresses, her shoes, her jewelry in her ill-cured
leather trunk, and dropped it off the bridge into the Seine, lest even sdlling the dresses or giving them
away to the poor might cause him to encounter some woman wearing onein the market and rip loose all
the careful heding of hispain.

"But Bayou Chien Mort? That'sforty milesaway.”

Shaw said nothing. After amoment, January went on, "I came back to this city—where | can't even walk
in the streets without a white man's permission to do so—because it was home. Because. . . because
there was nowhere else for meto go. But the place out at Bayou Chien Mort is one of Peratas|esser
plantations. It'srun by an overseer.”

"How you know this?"

"My mother," said January. "My mother knows everything. The place Galen would call homewould be
Alhambra, on the lake.

"Would it, now?" Shaw didn't sound particularly surprised, or even terribly interested. But January was
beginning to redlize that for aman who never sounded interested in anything, the lieutenant had taken
considerable pains that morning to make sure he, January, was out of the Cabildo's cells before his
superiorsredized they didn't even need to gather evidenceto take himin.

"He may have hisreasons," Shaw went on after amoment. "1 don't know how well you got on with your
daddy, but persondly, if I'd just lost agirl | cared about —and even akid's stupid puppy loveis pretty
large to the kid—I'd want to be alot farther from mine than a couple hours ride out Bayou Saint John."

And evenif he had killed the girl himsdlf, thought January, that might il hold true.
At the same time he recalled the blood under Angdlique's nalls.

Hethought, She marked him.

And felt his heart beat quicker.

"And in the meantime," he said dowly, "you're to solve the murder as quick as you can. Before Tuesday
next, presumably?*

"I suspect that's the idea. Now, they got no evidence against you ‘cept that you was the last person to see
Miss Crozat alive. And that you left your job at the piano on purpose right then so's you could see her
aone. Half adozen people saw you go after her.”

"I was only away from the balroom for ... what? Five minutes?'
"Nobody saw you come out. | asked pretty careful about that.”
Even during their conversation in the parlor, thought January, he'd been a suspect.

"Of course nobody saw me come out. Everyone was watching Granger and Boulille make asses of
themselves. Hannibal Sefton saw me leave and spoke to me when | returned. He'sthe fiddler.”

"White feller with the cough?" January nodded. "He livesin the aitic over Maggie Dix's place on Perdidio
Street. HE'sthe best I've ever heard, here or in Paris or anywhere, but he's a consumptive and lives on
opium, so he can't teach or make much of aliving.”

"He surdy waslit up like aHigh Masswhen | talked to him. I'm not sayin' aman can't judge the time of



day when he'sthat jug bit, but they ain't gonnalike that in court, if so beit comesto that.”

There was aburst of laughter around Mayerling's table, where the sword master had disarmed one of his
combative students with a spoon. January remembered that Arnaud Trepagier, too, had been one of

Mayerling's pupils.

He turned completdly in his chair, fully facing the American for thefirst time. "I'm glad youre il using
that word if"

"I meantogoonudn'itaslong asl can,” said Shaw gently. "Whole thing smdlsalittle high to me, and
higher yet now that somebody's been interferin’ with you. Fifteen years ago I'd have said, Don't worry,
there's no evidence and you didn't know that woman from Eve's hairdresser. Fifteen years from now |
might be sayin’, Don't worry, they ain't gonna hang nobody for a colored gd's deeth, free or not free. Tell
you the truth, Maestro, | don't know what to say now."

"Well," said January, "1 know what to say." He held out his hand. "Thank you."

Shaw hesitated amoment before taking it, then did so. Hishand waslarge, still callused from plow and
ax. "lt'smy job," hesaid. "And it'll be my job to arrest you, too, if'n | don't find anybody else. The person
who asked you to take a message to Miss Crozat—you want to tell me about them?”

January hesitated, then said, "Not just yet.”

Madame Trepagier met him on the gallery, and even a a distance of severd yards, as she emerged from
the blue shadows of the house, he could see the marks of deeplesstension in her paeface.

"l wanted to thank you for your note," she said, holding out her black-mitted hand for the briefest of
contacts permitted by politeness. "It was good of you.”

"Not that it did you any good,” said January bitterly.

"That had nothing to do with you. And at least | had the . . . the warning of what to expect." Her lips
tightened again, pushing down anger that ladylike Creole girls were taught never to express. "Women o
frequently turn out like their mothers| don't know why | was even surprised. But that may be unjust.”

"If itis" said January, "thereésthings going on | never heard about.”

And some of the tension relaxed from her face in aquick laugh. "And now | suppose I'll have to endure
the. . . the humiliation of seeing my jewelry and things my mother wore, and my grandmother, on cheap
little cha-cas and—" She caught herself just fractionaly there, and changed the pairing with low-class
Creole shopgirlsto "American wives." Asif through his skin, January knew she had origindly started to
say, on cheap little chacas and colored hussies. . . .

She went on quickly, "And of course Aunt Picard's going to think | sold them mysalf and offer to buy
them back for me."

No, thought January. She wouldn't havetold her family about her husband's giftsto hismistress. Her
pride was too grest.

That pride was now in the quick little shake of her head, asif the matter were more one of annoyance
dian anything else, and the way she put aside her own concernsin awarm smile. "With what can | help
you, Mongeur Janvier? Won't you have a seat?"

She took one of the wickerwork chairs; January took the other. Below them in the kitchen garden, the



old dave was back weeding peas, moving more dowly than ever among the pale, velvety green of the
leaves.

"Two things" said January. "Firg, I'd like your permission to tell the police that the message | was asked
to ddliver to Mademoisdlle Crozat came from you.”

Wariness sprang into her haunted brown eyes. Wariness and fear. She said nothing, but her no was hard
and sharp in theway her back tensed, and her hands flinched in her lap.

Sowly, heexplained, "l wasthe last person to see Mademoisdlle Crozat dive, Madame. Because | saw
her in private, to give her the message from you. Now I've been told that there are some people who are
trying to provethat | did the murder.”

"Oh, my God. . . ." Her brown eyes were huge, shaken and shocked and—why that expression of being
backed into a corner?—of . . . calculation?"1'm so sorry."

"Now, | have no ideawhat you would have said to her at that meeting, and since Mademoisdlle Crozat is
dead and the jewery’'s gone, you can tell the police anything you want, if they come and speak with you
onthis. But | need totdl them something.”

For along time she said nothing, her pale mouth perfectly still and her eyesthe eyes of acard player
swiftly arranging suits to see what can be used and how. Then shelooked up a him and said, alittle
breathlessly, "Yes, yesof course. . . . Thank you for . . . for asking me."

For warning me.
Why fear?

"Will your family be so hard on you, if they learn you tried to see her? | know decent women don't speak
to plafees, but given the circumstances. . ."

Sheturned her face away quickly, but not so quickly that he didn't seethe fury and disgust that flared her
nostrils and brought spots of color to her cheekbones asif she'd been struck.

"I'msorry,” hesaid. "That isnt my business.”

She shook her head. "No, it isn't that. It'sjust that ... To have the protection of your family there are
certain prices you haveto pay, if youreawoman. And if you don't pay them . . ."

A hesitation, in which the silence of the undermanned plantation seemed to ring uncomfortably loud.
January redlized what he had been missing, what he had been listening for, dl thistime: The voices of
children beyond the trees where the cabins would lie, the clink of the plantation forge.

She turned back to him, with the smal, simple gesture of the child he had taught. "'| wasn't exaggerating
when | said | had to get my jewelry back from Angelique Crozat. | had to. Two of thefildsare on their
fourth cropping of sugar. They must be replanted, and | have neither money to rent nor to buy the hands
we need. Arnaud sold three of our workersin October. To pay for aChrissmas bal, he said, but | think
some of it went to buy giftsfor that woman and her mother, because he suspected—feared—that
Mademoisdlle Crozat was |ooking elsewhere. He pledged three more of our hands to cover the costs of
renting enough labor to sugar off. | only learned thislast Tuesday. | wrote to her—I'd written
before—and received no reply.”

January remembered the autumn when three of the men on Bellefleur had died of pneumonia, when the
owner hadn't had the money to buy more before sugaring time. The labor had fallen hard on everyone.



Though only saven, held been sent out to the fields with the men, and he bore far in the back of his
dreams the recollection of what it was like to be too exhausted physically to wak back from thefields.
One of the men had carried him in. Hed come down sick—very sck—after the sugaring himsdlf.

"Theres no way you can get your creditor to defer until after you replant?’

"I'm seeing what | can do about that." Her voice had the unnatural steadiness of one concentrating on
bal ancing an impossibly unwieldy load. "But of course everyone dseisplanting &t thistime of year. And
to make matters worse the girl Sdly, the housemaid, has disappeared. She probably feared I'd send her
out to thefiddsaswdll, which in fact I might have to do.

"I'm sorry," she added. "Thisisn't any of your concern. Of course you may tdll the police the message
camefrom me, though | ... Would it be too much to ask if you would not tell them where and when |
charged you with that message? Could you for instance tell them that sincel ... snceyou had beenmy . .
. my teacher, and | knew you would be at the Blue Ribbon Bal ... 7'

"Of course" said January.

"Itisn't asif | wastherelong or went into the ballroom or saw anyone or spoke to anyone," she went on
quickly. "It ... It wasfoolish of meto try what | did, and | will dways be grateful to you for saving me
from . . . from the consequences of that. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

She did not meet hiseyes. "Y ou said there were two things you wanted to ask?"

"Madame Maddeine?' The door to the house opened, and the old butler, Louis, stood framed in the high
opening. Behind him, January could see the central parlor, amedium-size room, beautiful inits smplicity,
daffodil-ydlow walls and afireplace mantdl of plain bleached pine. The doors onto the front gdlery stood
open, and aman stood just within them. Though he was attired as a gentleman in a sage-green long-tailed
coat and dove-colored trousers, something about him shouted American. The square face, with red hair
and thick lips framed by a beard the color of rust, was not a Creole face. The eyes—or more properly
the way he looked out of those eyes, the set of his head as he sized up the price of the smple curtains
and old-fashioned six-octave pianoforte—were not Creole eyes.

Certainly the way he leaned back through the front doors to spit tobacco on the g lery was nothing that
any Creole, from the highest aristocrat to the lowest chacalata or catchoupine, would have done.

"Monsieur McGinty's here about the hands.”

Madame Trepagier hesitated, torn between anxiety and good manners. January picked up histall beaver
hat from the gdlery rail and said, "I'll just walk on over to the kitchen, if it'sal right with you, Madame.
Thereisanother thing | wanted to ask, if you're still willing to spare methe time.”

"Thank you." Had he laid ahand on her arm, he thought, he would have felt her tremble. But when she
turned to face the house, to meet the man McGinty's eyes through the doorway, he saw nothing but the
same bitter stedinessin her face that she had had the night of the quadroon ball.

"That McGinty might at least have the decency to let her done about Michie Arnaud's debtstill after
planting time," grumbled Louis, leading the way down the square-turn steps and across the brick
pavement that lay benegth the galery at the rear of the house. Even in wintertime, the bricks down here
were green with maoss. It would be the only place bearable for work in the summer heat.

The dining room behind them was shuttered. With the master of the house newly dead and its misiressin
the first degps of mourning, there would be little entertaining.



"Specialy now. Seemslike troubles don't come one a atime anymore. That Sally gal runnin’ off just
makes more work for everybody, not that she was any use asamaid to begin with."

January remembered the narrow, sullen-pretty face of the maid who'd passed him three days ago on the
gdlery, thewhip-dim body and the sulky way shewalked. A girl full of resentments, he thought, chief of
which was probably the unspoken one that she could be sold or rented or given away, asher
predecessor had been.

And of course as butler, Louiswould have charge of the maids and be responsible for their work.
" She was the one came after Judith, wasn't she?'

"Huh," said the butler. "Y ou coulda had three of that Sally gal and they wouldn't have done the work
Judith did, besides dways complaining and carrying on, and like as not I'd have to go back and do it
mysdf.”

The butler spoke French well, but out of the presence of whites his speech dipped back into the looser
grammar and colloquia expressions of the gombo patois. "When she was back doing sewing and
laundry, you never heard nuthin' but how the work was too hard and Ursula expected her to do more
than her share, but the minute she had to do Judith's work, &l we got was how sewing and laundry was
what shewasredly good at, and how could she do this other work? She was athief, too. She helped
hersdf to handkerchiefs and stockings and earbobs, just asif Madame Maddeine didn't have enough
golen from her by that yeller hussy.”

They passed through the brown earth beds and tas-seled greenery of the kitchen garden to where the
whitewashed brick service buildings stood. Benegth the second-floor gallery the kitchen's shutters were
thrown wide, the hegt of its open stove warming the cool, mild afternoon air and the smell of red beans
cooking sweetly pervasive even againgt the rich thickness of damp grass. Shests, petticoats, stockings,
tablecloths, and napkins flapped and billowed on clothedines stretched among the willows that shaded
the building's rear, and under the gallery two crones were a work at atable, one of them stuffing a
chicken, the other dicing alitter of squash, onions, and green gpples.

"Claire, get someteaand crullersfor awhite gentleman up at the house and some lemonade for Michie
Janvier here" said Louis. ™Y ou might spare usacruller or two whileyou're at it. It'sthat buckraMcGinty
again," he added, asthe older and more bent of the two women got to her feet and moved into the
kitchen with surprising briskness to shift the kettle of hot water more directly onto the big hearth'sfire,

"Well, Albert said they didn't find him Saturday when they went into town," remarked the other woman,
whose kilted-up skirts were liberally splotched with damp and smelled of soap. "And you know Madame
Alicia— that's Madame Madeleinés aunt,” she explained in an asde to January, "wouldn't ded with him
for her, snce he'san American; why Michie Arnaud would deal with an American broker inthefirst
place ingtead of agood Frenchmanismorethan | cantell.”

"Because they played poker together." Claire came out of the kitchen with a highly decorated
papier-mach6 tray in her hands. Two cups, saucers, ategpot, apot of hot water, and a plate of small
cakes were arranged with the neatness of flowers on its gleaming dark red surface.

"And because he advanced him more money than the Frenchmen would, when he sarted sdlling things
off to keep that trollop from looking at other men.”

Therewas abrightly colored pottery cup of lemonade on the teatray, too. Thisthe old cook removed
and set on the table and handed the tray to Louis, who carried it back aong the brick-paved way toward
the rear flight of stairsthat led up onto the back galery of the house.



"Can | help you with any of that?' January nodded toward the pile of vegetables hegped on one end of
thetable. "There'saword or two | ill need to spesk with Madame Trepagier after she's done with this
Monsieur McGinty, and | hateto St idlewhile you ladieswork.”

His mother would have been shocked and dragged him off to Sit at adistance under the treesrather than
let him gossip with Negroes, but it crossed January's mind that these two old women might know agood
ded more about Angelique's other flirtations than Madame Trepagier would.

The offer to help worked like acharm. Literdly like acharm, thought January, sitting down with the blue
chinabow! of lady peas Claire set in front of him to shell: If held gone to avoodooiennefor azinzin to
make the cook tak, he couldn't have gotten better results.

"Shewasflirtin' and carryin' on, and sayin' yes and no and maybe about other men, from the minute she
met Michie Arnaud." For hands lumpy and twisted with arthritis, the old cook's fingers seemed to have
lost none of their swiftness, mincing, chopping, sweeping aside smal neat piles of findy cut peppers and
onions as she spoke. "He never knew where she stood with him, so of course no onein hislife ever
knew where they stood either. That was how sheliked it.”

"How long ago did he meet Angdlique?’

"Fiveyears," said the cook. "He had another ga in town before that, name of Fleur. Pretty gd, red light
like Angelique, and alittlelike her to look at—that height and shapely like her. But when he saw
Angeliqueit waslike hewas hit by lightning. Hefollowed her for ayear, takin' with her mother and
ignorin' Madame Maddeine and Mamzelle Fleur both, and that Angelique would draw him on one day
and fight with him the next, sivearin' sheld throw hersdlf in theriver 'fore sheld let the likes of him touch
her . .. and then turn around all sweet and helpless and funny as akitten, askin' for earbobs or apin, just
to prove he cared. Sheld dance with other men at the balls, then lure him on into fights with her about it.
He dapped her around, but she knew how to use that, too."

January remembered the mockery in her voice, the way her body had swayed toward young Peratas
even as shed reviled him. Inviting a blow, which would then turn into aweapon in her hands.
Remembered the way her eyes had gazed into his, daring, chalenging, as sheld |et another man lead her
into thewdtz.

"And what happened to this Mademoisdle Fleur?' he asked. Claire looked questioningly up at Ursulathe
laundress, who had come and gone silently during this conversation, carrying away hot water from the
boiler in the kitchen and returning to mix up abatch of biscuits. "She died, dong of thefever in
"twenty-eight,” said the laundress.

" "Twenty-eight it was," affirmed the cook. "But even before that happened, Michie Arnaud had put her
aside, paid her something and set Angdlique up in ahouse. He bought her adifferent house, of course,
than Mamzelle Fleur. Mamzelle Fleur's mama saw to that. And the new house had to be better, more
cogtive. There are those who said poor Mamzelle Fleur died of shame or grief or whatever Creole ladies
die of when they go into adecline, but believe me, Michie Janvier, thefever'sawaysthere waitin'."

With an emphatic nod she swept the vegetables she'd chopped into aporcelain dish.

He removed the gris-gris from his pocket, unwrapped it from the handkerchief. ™Y ou know anyone
who'd have paid to have this put under Angdique's mattress?'

Thewoman crossed hersalf and turned back to finish stitching up the chicken's skin. "Anyone on this
placewould, if they could,” she said smply.



"Sdly, maybe?" There was something about the timing of her escape that snagged at the back of his
mind.

The cook thought about it, then shook her head. "Too lazy," she said. "Too took up with her 'gentleman
friend," with his earbobs and histrinkets and hiscdlico. | ain't surprised she took off, me. We're not so
very far from town that she couldn't have just walked in, leastwise to the new American houses on what
used to be the Marigny land, and from there she could take that streetcar. Judith, morelike. She hated
Angelique even before Michie Arnaud gave her to her.”

"That Angelique, she had the Devil'stemper.” Ursula came back drying her hands. " Judith would come
back herewith her back dl in weltsand cry with her head in Madame Made ein€'s lap, out herein the
kitchen where Michie Arnaud couldn't see. He caught 'em once and whipped the both on"em.”

The old woman sat down, glanced across at her still-older friend: wrinkled faces under frayed white
tignons. Too old for work in the fields, even in these short-handed times. An inventory would list them as
no value.

"Thirteen yearsthey was married,” said Ursuladowly. "Thirteen years. . . Michie Philippe, hewasten
when hedied, inthe big yellow fever last summer. Little Mamzelle Alexandrine was Six. Madame
Madeleine, shetook on bad after Mamzelle Alexandrine. But after Michie Arnaud took up with
Angelique, there wasn't no more children.”

"There wasn't no more children for long before that,” said Claire, her bright small black eyes cold with
anger. "I doctored enough of her bruises, and you, Ursula, you washed enough blood out of her shifts
and sheets and petticoats, to know that.”

She turned back to January, toothless face like something carved of seamed black oak. "It got worse
after he started up with Angelique, and worse after the children died, but you know he dways did knock
her around after he'd been at the rum. No wonder the poor woman got the look in her eyesof acat in an
aley, 'fraid to so much astake a piece of fish from your hand. No wonder she couldn't come up with so
much as atear after the cholera squished him like awrung-out rag. No wonder she turned down those
cousinsof his, Charles-Louis and Edgar and whoever al else, when they asked her to marry them,
wanting to keep theland in the family—asked her at the wake after the funerd, if | know Creole families
when there'sland to be had!"

"It didn't do her any good with the Trepagiers when she turned them down,” added Ursulagrimly. "Nor
will it do her good with them, or with Madame Alicia Picard, if they learn she'stryin' to raise money some
other way to keep the place goin', 'stead of marryin' into their families like they think she oughta.”

"Raise money how?" asked January curioudy. "And | thought Aunt Picard's son was dready married.”

"Raisemoney | don't know how," replied the old laundress, rising to head back to the open brick
chamber that shared a chimney with the kitchen. "But | can't think of any other reason for her to dip out
quiet like she done Thursday night, and take the carriage into town and have Albert |et her off in the
Place des Armesingtead of at her Aunt Picard's. And when she came back, in ahired hack withitslights
put out like she didn't want to wake no one up, and came dippin' back into the house through the one
door where the shutters hadn't been put up, it was close on to eleven o'clock at night.”

THIRTEEN
"Why did you stay?"
"l ..." Her hand flinched and she wet her lips quickly with her tongue. In the shadows of the gdlery she



looked battered and brittle and he regretted asking her, regretted having to ask her.

But if the police were talking about ropes and Benjamin January in the same breath these days, he didn't
have much choice.

"What makesyou think | . .. ?" She collected hersdlf quickly. " Stayed where?!

"Three people in the police notes mention seeing aMohican Princessin the Sdle d'Orl£ans, updtairs, late,
long after you said you'd gone." No sense getting Claire and Ursulain trouble. In fact two of the people
who'd seen her in the upstairslobby had no idea when they had done so, and the third had mentioned
that she'd been present during the first waltz.

"Friday morning you told me you were home by eght-thirty, which would mean you had to have left
amog immediatdly after talking to me. But you mentioned the white dress Angdlique was wearing and
the necklace of emerads and pearls. So you stayed |ong enough to see her.”

Her face did not change, but her breath quickened, and long lashes veiled her eyes. She said nothing, and
he wondered if silence were the defense sheld tried to use against her husband.

"Wasitaman?"'

Sheflinched, the revulsion that crossed her face too sudden and too deep to be anything but genuine.
"No." Her voice was smdll, cold, but perfectly steady. "Not aman.”

Hefelt ashamed.
"Y ouwerein the building, then?"

She drew adeep breath, asif collecting herself from the verge of nausea, and raised her eyesto hisface
again. There was something opaque in them, aguardedness, choosing her words carefully as she had
aways chosen them. "The reason | stayed had nothing to do with An-gelique's desth. Nothing to do with
heratdl."

Every white man of wedth and influencein the city had been there that night. And their wives next door.

But after sheld spoken to him, she'd had reason to hope that Angelique could be met with, pleaded with.
... Against that hope was the fact that she'd aready sent her notes and been snubbed more than once.

Somewhere an ax sounded, distant and clear, men chopping the wood they'd be stowing up all year
agang grinding timelatein fal. Thetal chimney of the sugar mill stood high above the willowsthat
surrounded the house, dirty brick and black with soat, like the tower of adilapidated fortresswatching
over desolate land. Y ou couldn't get ten dollars an acre for it, his mother had said, and he believed her:
run-down, almost worthless, it would take thousands to put it back to what it had been.

Yet sheclungtoit. It wasdl she had.

"Yes," the woman went on after atime. "1 saw her when she came upstairs, when the men dl clustered
around her. Theway every man dwaysdid, I'mtold. | can't ... | can't tell you the humiliation I've
suffered, knowing about Arnaud and that woman. Knowing that everyone knew. | was angry enough to
tear my grandmother's jewels off her mysalf and beat her to death with them, but | didn't kill her. | didn't
speak to her. To my knowledge I've never spoken to her.”

The musclein her temple jumped, once, with the tightening of her jaw. Standing closer to her, January
could see she had allittle scar on her lower lip, just above the chin, the kind awoman gets from her own



teeth when aman hits her hard.

"I swear | didn't kill her." Madeleine Trepagier raised her eyesto his. "Please don't betray that | was
there." January looked aside, unable to meet her gaze. | doctored enough of her bruises. . . washed
enough blood out of her shifts and sheets and petticoats. . . .

The housg, like most Creole houses, was asmall one. He wondered if the children, Philippe and
Alexandrine, had heard and knew aready that they couldn't not have.

She was estranged from both the Trepagiers and her father'sfamily. No outraged sugar planters were
going to go to the city council and demand of them that another cul prit—preferably one of thevictim's
own hue or darker —be found.

Or would they? Was that something the city council would demand of themselves, no matter who the
white suspect was? The courts were gtill sufficiently Creole to take the word of afree man of color
againg awhitein acapita case, but it was something he didn't want to try in the absence of hard
evidence.

And there was no evidence. No evidence at al. Except that he was the last person to have seen
Angdique Crozat dive.

Therewasaball that night at Hermann's, awed thy wine merchant on Rue &. Philippe. He would,
January thought, be able to talk with Hanniba there and ask him to make enquiries among the ladies of
the Swamp about whether anew black girl wasliving somewherein the maze of cribs, attics, back
rooms, and sheds where the daveswho "dept out” had their barren homes. The girl Saly might very well
have gone to her much-vaunted "gentleman friend," but his rounds as Mongeur Gomez's gpprentice, and
long experience with the underclass of Paris, had taught January that awoman in such a case— runaway
dave and absconding servant dike—frequently ended up as aprostitute no matter what kind of life the
man promised her when she | eft the oppressive protection of amaster.

Another of those things, he thought, that most frequently merited a shrug and " Que voulez-vous?'

But when he returned to his mother's house after the Culver girls piano lesson, he found Dominiquein the
rear parlor with her, both women gtitching industrioudy on a cascade of apricot silk. "It'sfor my new
dressfor the Mardi Grasbdl at the Salle d'Orleans.” His sster smiled, nodding toward the enormous pile
of petticoats that almost hid the room's other chair. "I'll be a shepherdess, and I've talked Henri into going
asasheep.”

"That's the most appropriate thing I've heard al day." January poured himsdlf acup of the coffee that
Belahad |eft on the sideboard.

"Not that helll be able to spend much time at the Sdlle,”" she added blithely. "Hell be at the big
masquerade in the Thesatre with that dreadful mother of hisand dll hisssters. He said héld dip out and
join mefor thewdtzes."

"l wish | could dip out and join you for the waltzes." He turned, and above the yards of rufflesand lace,
above his sster's bent head and dainty tignon of pale pink cambric, hetried to meet his mother's eyes.

But Liviadidn't so much aslook up. She'd been out when he'd returned from the market after his
conversation with Shaw—after hisvidt to the cathedrd, to burn a candle and dedi cate twenty
hard-earned dollarsto aMass of thanks. She had till been gone by the time held bathed and changed his
clothesfor theride out to Les Saules. He wondered if she had engineered Minou's presence, had
maneuvered things so that when he returned— as return he must, around thistime of the day, to have a



scratch dinner in the kitchen before leaving for the night's work—she would have athird person present,
keeping her first conversation with him at the level of unexceptionable commonplaces.

And when they spoke tomorrow, of course, the easiness of today's conversations would already act asa
buffer againgt hisanger.

And what good would it do him anyway? he wondered, suddenly weary with the weariness of last night's
long fear and today's exhausting maneuvering in a situation whose rules were one thing for the whitesand
another for him. If he got angry at her, she would only raise those enormous dark eyesto him, as shewas
doing now, asif to ask him what he was upset about: Lt. Shaw had gotten him out of the Caabozo,
hadn't he? So why should she have come down?

If they'd sent her amessage the previous night, she'd deny receiving it. If he quoted Shaw'sword for it
that she aready knew he was a prisoner when Shaw spoke to her, shedd only say, "An American would
say anything, ptit, you know that."

Whatever happened, she, LiviaLevesque, that good free colored widow, was not to blame.

So he topped up his coffee, and moved toward the table: "Don't sit here!" squeded both women,
making a protective grab at the silk.

January pulled achair far enough from the table so that the fabric would be out of any possible danger
from spilled coffee, and said "Mama, have you ever in my life known meto spill anything™ It wastrue
that, for al hisenormous size, January was agraceful man, something held never thought about until
Ayashacommented that the sole reason she married him was because he was the only man sheld ever
seen she could trust in the same room with white gauze.

"Therésawaysafirst time" responded LiviaLevesgue, with adryness so like her that in spite of himself
January was hard put not to laugh.

"Minou, did you know Arnaud Trepagier'sfirgt placee? Fleur something-or-other?!
"Medard," replied Livia, without missing agtitch. "Pious medymouth.”

Grief clouded Dominiques eyes, grief and aglint of anger. "Not well," she sad. "Poor Heur."
"Nonsense," said her mother briskly. " She was delighted when Trepagier released her.”

"Her mother was delighted,” said Minou. "He used to beat Fleur when he was drunk, but shewas
brokenhearted just the same, that he turned around and took up with another woman that same week.
And her mamawasfit to kill Angdique. | awaysthought it served that Trepagier man right, that he had to
buy a second house."

"If I know Angdlique, it was more expensve than the one Fleur had, too. Houses on the Rue des
Ursulines cogt about a thousand more than the ones over on Rue des Ramparts. Put one paw on that
lace, Madame," she added severely to the obese, butter-colored cat, "and you will spend the rest of the
day inthekitchen."

Dominique measured alength of pink silk thread from the red, snipped it off with gold-handled scissors,
neetly threaded her needle again and tied off with aknot no bigger than agrain of salt. "Fleur deeded the
house to the Convent of the Ursulineswhen she entered asalay sster, and that's where she was living
when shedied.”

"And from what | understand, Euphrasie Dreuze tried to get her hands on that, too,” put in Livia "Onthe



groundsthat it was still Trepagier's property, of al things. But what do you expect of awoman who'd use
her own daughter to keep her lover interested in her, when the girl was only ten?”

"What?"

"Don't be naive." Sheraised her head to blink at him, emotionlessasacat. "Why do you think Etienne
Crozat suddenly got so interested in finding Angdiqueskiller? He was having the both of them. Others,
too, the whiter the better and not dl of them girls. Whomever Euphrasie could find."

January's ssomach turned as he remembered those two quiet-faced young men carrying their sster's
coffin —those boys who would have nothing further to do with their mother.

"So she hardly needs your servicesin that direction anymore, ptit." Liviawrapped two fingersin the
gathering threads and pulled the long band of hemmed silk into ruffleswith a gesture so heartbreakingly
like Ayashasthat January looked aside. Did al women learn the exact motions, the same ways of doing
things with needle and cloth, like the positions and movements of balet? "l hope,” shewent on crisoly,
"that we will have no more trouble of that kind. By theway," she added, as January opened his mouth to
inform her that yes, they were going to have agood ded more trouble of that kind if they didn't want to
see him hanged. "Uncle Bichet's nephew came by to tell you they've had to find another fiddler for
tonight. Hannibd'sill."

Minou's dark eyesfilled with concern. " Should one of us go down to hisrooms? See that he's well ?*

"I'll go tomorrow." January got to hisfeet, glanced at the camelback clock on the sideboard as he put up
his coffee cup. The dancing started at eight-thirty at Hermann's, and his bones ached for deep.

"I'vetold Bdlato get you some supper in the kitchen,” said his mother, threading another needle and
beginning to whip the ruffles onto the skirt. Y our Sster and | will be working for afew hoursyet.”

Not "I'm sorry you spent last night in the Calaboza,” thought January, haf-angry, haf-wondering as
he stepped through the open doorsto the courtyard in the back. Not "I'm sorry | didn 't come and get
you out." Shedidn't even bother to make an excuse: "I broke my leg. A friend died. | was kidnapped
by Berber tribesmen on my way down Rue Saint Pierre."

Not "Are you in any danger still, p'tit?”
Not "Can | help?"
But he could not remember atime when she would ever have said such athing.

The company crowded into the great double parlor of the Hermann house on Rue St. Philippe was
gmaller than that of the Blue Ribbon Ball but considerably more sdlect. Still, January saw many of the
costumes held been seeing on and off since Twelfth Night, and thanks to Dominique's notes, he could
now put names to the blue-and-yellow lvanhoe, Anatole—attending tonight with the fair Rowenarather
than the dark Rebecca—to the Jove with the gold wire beard, to various corsairs, Mohicans, lions, and
biblical kings. The Creole aristocracy was out in force, and Uncle Bichet, who knew everyonein the
French town by sight and reputation, filled in the gaps&ft in his knowledge between waltzes, catillions,
and an occasiond, obligatory minuet.

Aunt Alicia Picard was the massive-hipped, clinging woman in the somber puce bal gown who never
ceased talking—about her rheumatism, her migraines, and her digestion, to judge by her gestures. She
had atrick of standing too closeto her peevish-faced femal e companion—her son'swife, according to
Uncle Bichet—and picking nervoudy at her dress, her glove, her arm. January noticed that every timethe



daughter-in-law escaped to a conversation with someone ese, Aunt Picard would fed faint or find some
errand that could be done by no one dse.

"I'd rather peddle gumbo in the market than live with Alicia Picard,” hismother had said. He began
to understand why Madd eine Trepagier would do dmost anything rather than be forced by theloss of
Les Saulesto livein thiswoman's house.

When Aunt Picard came close to the musicians bower, January could hear that her conversation
centered exclusvely on her illnesses and the desths of various members of her family insofar asthey hed
grieved or inconvenienced her.

Indeed, most of the Creole matrons wore the sober hues suggestive of recent mourning. Madame
Trepagier had not been the only one to suffer lossesin last summer's scourge. There could not have been
afamily intown untouched.

"The chances of the cholerareturning?’ The voice of Dr. Soublet, one of the better-known physicians of
the town, carried through alull inthe music. "My dear Madame Picard, due to the expulsion of the febrile
gasses by the burning of gunpowder to combat the yellow fever, dl the conditions conducive to the
Asatic cholerahave been swept from our city, and in fact, there were far fewer cases than have been

popularly supposed.”

Xavier Peralta, asregd in dark evening dress as he had been in the satins of the ancien regime, frowned.
"According to the newspapers, over sx thousand died.”

"My dear Monseur Perdta," exclaimed the physician, "please, please do not consider aword of what
those ignoramuses say in the paper! They persst in the delusion that adiseaseisasingle entity, a sort of
evil spirit that seizes on aman and that can be chased away with asingle magic spdll. Diseaseis
dis-ease—a combination of conditionsthat must be separately treated: by bleeding, to lower the
congtitution of the patient, while certainill humours are driven out with heroic quantities of calomd. What
are popularly ascribed as cases of Asatic choleramay very well have had another source entirely. For
instance, the symptoms of what are lumped together as choleramorbus are exactly those of arsenica

poisoning.”

"l say," laughed one of the Delgporte boys, "does that mean that Six thousand wives poisoned their
husbandsin New Orleanslast summer?"

"Saves poisoned their masters, morelike," declared atal, extremey beautiful Creole lady in dark red.
She turned burning black eyes upon Perdtas companion, atalish trim gentleman in acoat of dightly
old-fashioned cut and a stock buckled high about his neck. "Y ou cannot tell me you haven't seen such,
Monsieur Tremouille" The commander of the New Orleans City Guard looked uncomfortable. "On rare
occasions, of course, Madame Laaurie" he said. "But as Dr. Soublet says, avariety of causes can
engender the same effect. Frequently if aservant consders himsdlf ill-used—"

"Dieu, servants dways consder themsavesill-used,” laughed Madame Ldaurie. "'If they are but chided
for stealing food, they whine and beg and carry on asif it were their right to rob the very people who
feed and clothe them and keep aroof above their heads. Without proper discipline, not only would they
be wretchedly unhappy, but society itself would crumble, aswe saw in France and more recently in
Haiti."

"Servants need discipline," agreed atal man, gorgeoudy attired as the Jack of Diamonds. "Not only need
it, but crave it without knowing it. Even aswives do, on occasion.”

"That isameatter which can easily be carried to extreme, Monsieur Trepagier.” An enormous,



ovine-countenanced woman, whom January would have deduced as Henri Vidlard's mother even
without Uncle Bichet's sotto voce identification, turned to face him, amaneuver reminiscent of the
Chateau of Versailles executing a 180-degree rotation with al its gardensin tow. "And an opinion |
would show a certain reticence in expressing, were |l in quest of abride.”

"Trepagier?' January glanced over at the cdllist. "Not the long-lost brother?!

"Lord, no." Uncle Bichet shook his head over hismusic. "Brother Claud took off right after the wedding
with one of Dubonnet Pere's housemaids and five hundred dollars worth of Aunt PaulinaLivaudaiss
jewdry. That's Charles-Louis, from the Jefferson Parish branch of the family. He was there at the Thesatre
d'Orleanst'other night, but spent most of histime dalyin' in one of the private boxes with Madame
Solange Bouille”

Trepagier's cheeks darkened with anger below the edge of his mask. "Well, begging your pardon,
Madame Vidlard, but | suspect the women who go on about it are making more of it than it is. Women
need to fed a strong hand, same as servants do.”

"] was never conscious of such aneed.”

Surveying Madame Vidlard, January suppressed the powerful suspicion that the woman had never been
married at al and had produced Henri and hisfive stout, myopic, and nearly identical ssters by
Spontaneous generation.

"Yet | must agree with Monsieur Trepagier,” said Madame Laauriein her deep, beautiful voice. "A
woman respects strength, needsit for her happiness.” Her eye lingered dismissively on Henri Vidlard,
clothed for the occasion in a highly fashionable coat of pale blue and severa acres of pink silk waistcoat
embroidered with forget-me-nots. " There s no shame in ayoung man displaying it. Perhaps your young
Gden, Monsieur Peralta, took the matter to an extreme, when not so long ago he took astick to an
[rishwoman who was insolent to him in the street, but ferocity can more easily be tamed than

Spinel essness tiffened to the proper resolution.”

Her husband, pae and small and silent in the shadow of her skirts, folded gloved handslike waxy little
flowers and vouchsafed no opinion.

"That incident waslong ago," said Perdtaquickly. "He waslittle more than achild then, and believe me,
these rages of his have been chastised out of him." His blue eyes remained steady on the woman'sface,
but January could dmost sense the man's awareness of Tremouille—wholly occupied himsdf with acup
of tafia punch—at hiselbow. "These days he would not harm so much asafly.quot;

"Itishisloss,” sad Madame Ldaurie gravely. "And your error, to rob him of the very quality that will one
day make of him agood hushandman for your lands."

"Still," began the pinch-lipped Madame Picard the Y ounger, "I've heard that young Gaen is an absolute
fiend in the sdlon d'epee. He—"

"Lisette!” Aunt Picard materidized at her ebow, fanning herself and rolling her eyes. "Lisette, I'm
suddenly feding quitefaint. I'm sureit'slagrippe. . . I've felt adesperate unbaance of my vitreous
humors dl evening. Beagood girl and fetch me aglass of negus. Oh, and Dr. Soublet . . ." She contrived
to draw the physician after her as she pursued her hapless daughter-in-law toward the refreshment tables.
"Perhaps you could recommendtome. . ."

"Please do not betray me," Madeleine Trepagier had begged, on the gallery of that dilapidated,
worthless plantation. To betray her, January understood—as he led the musiciansinto alight Schubert air



and thetalk in the room drifted to other matters—would beto cut her off entirely from both the Picards
and the Trepagiers. She had rgjected their help aready, help that would reduce her to the status of a
chattel once again, and he guessed it would not take much to widen therift.

Without the familiesbehind her . . .

What? heasked himsdlf. They'll hang her instead of me? Hedidn't think it likely. And in any case, he
knew that whoever it was who'd twisted that scarf or cord or whatever it had been around Angdique
Crozat's neck, it hadn't been her.

Near the buffet table awoman was saying, ". . . Well, of course | knew Caroline had actualy brokenit,
but | couldn't say so in front of the servants, you know. | mean, she ismy niece. So | dapped Rosea
couple of licksand told her never to let it happen again." Cold stirred within him, adense dread like a
lump of stonein hisches.

No matter how many of its younger scions Madeleine Trepagier refused to marry, her family would stand
by her if she were accused of a colored woman's murder. And in the absence of hard evidence of any
kind, the city would much prefer a cul prit without power, aculprit who wasn't white.

January's head ached, fear that it was hard to banish coming back over him in the music's gentle flow.
What madeit al worse was that he liked Madeeine and respected her: the child he had taught, with her
eerie passion for music and her grave acceptance of him as he was; the woman who was fighting to keep
her freedom, who trusted him.

Hedid not redly want the decision to come down to a choice between her or him.

He suspected he knew what the choice of those in power would be.
FOURTEEN

The Peratatown house stood on Rue Chartres, not far from the Place des Armes. A stately building of
|ettuce-green stucco, it stood three stories high and three bays broad, ironwork galleries decorating the
second and third floors and a shop that dedlt in fine French furniture occupying the ground floor. At this
hour the pink shutters over the shop's French windows had just been opened. A sprightly-looking white
woman with her black curls wrapped against the dust swept the banquette outside her doors, while an
elderly black man set out planks over the gutter in front of the flagstone carriageway that ran from the
street back into the courtyard.

January watched from the corner of Rue St. Philippe until the shopkeeper had gone inside, then walked
casually dong the banquette, looking about asif he had never seen these pink and yellow buildings, these
dark tunnels and the stained-glass brightness of the courts at their ends, until he reached the carriage
entrance.

It was not quite eight in the morning. Only servants, or market women in bright head scarfs, were abroad,
and few of those. By the smoke-yellowed daylight the street seemed half adleep, shutters closed, gutters
floating with sodden Carnival trash.

In hismost Parisian French, January said, "Excuse me, good sr. Will this street take me to the market?”!
He pointed upriver along Rue Chartres.

The dave bowed, frowned, and replied, "I'm not rightly sure, Sir.” The Sr was atribute to the accent:
January was not well dressed. "I'm new hereintown. Y ettal” He called back over his shoulder. "Y etta,
gentleman here wants to know where the market is. Y ou know that?"



A harassed-looking woman appeared, drying her hands on her apron, from the courtyard. " Should be
down that ways, | think. . . ." She pointed vaguely in the direction of theriver. Her French wasthe kind
caled "mo kuri mo vini," heavily mixed with Africanidiom. "I'm sorry, Sr," she added. "Weredl of us
new herein town, just thisweek, we're ill findin" our way around our ownselves. Y ou from outatown
too?' She gave him asunny gap-toothed smile.

"Paris." January shook hishead. "l was born here, but that was some while ago. | haven't beenin
Louisanasince | was no higher than your knee. | thought I'd remember more, but | confess| fed I've
been set down in Moscow."

"Try askin' by the shop," suggested Y etta. "Helga— Mamzdlle Richter, what owns the place—she knows
this city like amouse knows the barn. She can tell you the best place to buy what you're after, too."

"Thank you." He smiled and dipped them each a couple of redes, then went into Mademoisdlle Richter's
shop and asked, just to make sure, commenting that Carnival seemed an odd timeto entirely change
one's household staff.

"So | thought," said the German girl frankly. She spoke French with an accent indistinguishable from the
Creoleladies of Monsieur Hermann'sbdl last night. "Mysdlf, | think there was a contagion of some sort
among the servants. Monsieur Perdtakept thelot of them closed up behind doorsfor al of one day, until
hisnew lot arrived in two wagons from his plantation on the lake. Then dl piled into the wagons, al the
old servants —stablemen, cook, laundress, maids, everyone—and left, early on Saturday morning. Did |
not live along the street here | would not have seeniit at all—I only did because | was coming early to do
the accounts. Later in the morning the last few left with acarriage, | think containing Monsieur Galen, for
| have not seen him elther.”

She shrugged. "Me, | lived through the choleralast summer and the yellow fever—and two summers of
my husband's sster predicting yellow fever that never came. | keep my eye on the newspapers, and
listen to what the market women say, and | have heard nothing to frighten me. In any caseit'sthe wrong
time of year. So | assume it was something inconvenient, like meades or chicken pox, particularly now at
Carnivd time. Besides, Monseur Xavier istill here, coming and going asif there had been no coming
and going, if you take my meaning.”

Meades or chicken pox? thought January, as he turned his steps along Rue Chartres toward Cana Street
and the American faubourg of St. Mary beyond. Or something someone heard or saw, that he or she
was not supposed to see?

He remembered again the blood under Angdiques nalls.

Tomorrow was Ash "Wednesday. Lent or no Lent, there were dways smal sociabilitieson Ash
Wednesday from which one could not absent onesdlf without comment. If he made arrangementsthis
afternoon with Desdunes at the livery, he could leave tonight, after the Mardi Gras bdll at the Thestre
d'Orleanswas over, riding by moonlight for Bayou Chien Mort.

With luck Xavier Peraltawould not leave New Orleans until Thursday.
By then, he thought, he would see what hewould see.

The Swamp lay at the upper end of Girod Street, just lakeside of the genteel American houses and wide
sreets of the faubourg of St. Mary. It was, quite literally, aswamp, for much of the land beyond Cana
Street was undrained, and in fact many of the drains from the more respectable purlieus of American
business farther down the road, though aimed at the turning basin of the cand not far away, petered out
here. The unpaved streets lacked even the brick or packed-earth banquettes of the old city, and the



buildings that fronted them—grog shops, gambling dens, brothels, and establishments that seemed to
encompass all three—were crude, unpainted, and squalid beyond description. Most seemed to have
been knocked together from lumber discarded by the sawmills or salvaged from dismanded flatboats. It
was here, among these repellent shacks and transient men, that the yellow fever struck hardest, here that
the cholera had claimed dozens aday. The air reeked of woodsmoke and sewage.

Mindful of Hannibal's philosophy of proper timing, January had paused at the market long enough to
consume some gingerbread and coffee, hoping to be ahead of most of the Swamp's usua excitement. He
hadn't reckoned on the stamina of Americans, however, and the effects, even herein the American
sector, of the celebratory spirit of Mardi Gras. Most of the grog shops were open, barkeeps dispensing
Injun whisky from barrelsto long-haired flatboat men across plankslaid on barrdls, white men grouped
around makeshift tables playing cards, and smdl groups of black men visblein dleyways, on their knees
in the mud and weeds, shooting dice. In severa cottages the long jalousies aready stood open, reveding
seedy rooms barely wider than the beds they contained, the women sitting on the doorsiliswith their
petticoats up to their knees, smoking cigars or eating oranges, caling out to the men as they passed.

"Hey, Sambo," yelled amulatto woman, "you that big al over?' She gave him abroken-toothed smile
and hiked her skirt up farther.

January grinned and raised his cap to her—he was wearing his roughest clothes and the doppy cloth cap
of alaborer—and shook his head. He started to move on but a bearded flatboat man was suddenly in
front of him, piggy eyes glittering with a half-drunken hangover and tobacco crusted in his beard.

"Y ou leave them hoors aone, boy." He stepped close, crowding him; January stepped back. Asusud,
the Kentuckian wasn't by himsdf. They dways seemed to travel in twos and threes, and hisfriends
emerged from the nearest barroom door, like sullen dogs looking for something to do.

January was startled into replying, "1 was," which was amistake, he realized amoment later. It hadn't
been accompanied by agrin and bow.

Theman smdled likeaprivy; the hair of his chest, hanging through his open shirt, wasvisbly divewith
lice."Youwaslookin'," he said, stepping forward again. "And you wasthinkin'."

About THOSE women? January wanted to say but knew the man—the men, dl of them—were actively
gpailing for afight. He managed the bow, but the grin was difficult. "I waan't thinkin' nuthin', sir, no gr," he
said, keeping his eyes down and reflecting that if he ended up in the Calabozo now, hewasin serious
trouble. There were thosein the city guard who might decide his confession would be the shortest way
out of everybody's problems, and the thought of what they might do to obtain it turned him cold insde.

He backed from the Americans, sepping with al appearance of an accident into the stream of sewage
down the middle of the street. Hating himself, furious, knowing he could pick his assailant up and heave
him through the nearest shed wall and not daring to raise his hand, he mocked alittle jump of surprise,
looked down at his boots, and cried, "Oh, Lordy, now my master gonnawear me out, gettin' my boots
al nasty! Oh, Lordy .. ." He pulled akerchief from his pocket and began to scrub at thefilthy dop.

In contempt, the bearded man stepped forward and shoved him, throwing him full-length in the stream.
January caught himself on his hands but rolled and sprawled, flinging up hislegsto makethefal ook
worsethan it was. He lay where he was, breathing hard, not daring to look up at the laughing circle of
men who had gathered, knowing his eyeswould betray him. It's an alternative to being beaten, he
repeated to himsdlf. It's an alternative to being hanged.

They moved on after amoment, whooping among themselves and shoving each other: "L ordy, Lordy,
mah massagwinewear meott. . . ."



He heard the whor€'s voice, "Y ou sure put it to that black buck, handsome," and, amoment later, the
ringing sound of adap and the smack of her body into the doorjamb behind her.

"Y ou keep your bitchy eyeswhere they belong, nigger.

He got to hisfeet and moved on, as quietly and inconspicuoudy as he could. | will leave this place, he
thought, hishair till prickling with anger that the only choice he had had wasto let himsdlf be struck, to
degrade himsdlf in order to get away. Theworld iswide. . .

... and contains nothing.

He shook away the old despair. At least most of the world doesn't contain Kentucky swine with
their bellies over their belts and no more reading than Livia's cats have. A hundred and fifty
dollars.

Provided, of course, that he survived thisat al.

Past another row of cribs—only afew of which were open—he turned right down an dley, glancing
behind him to make sure his erstwhile tormentors were not watching. A drunken Choctaw snored under
astraggling cypresstree, naked as Adam without even a blanket to cover him. Someone had taken one
of hismoccasins, but evidently found it wanting—it had large holesin it—and discarded it in the weeds
not far away. The other was till on the Indian's foot.

Came into town with his loads of pelts or fiU, thought January, and spent last night drinking up the
profits. He bent, checked the man for sgns of exposure, but he was deeping peacefully. With ashrug,
January passed on. In the yard behind the cribsasmall group of men were gathered, watching a
cockfight. Freed daves, January guessed, or the men who bought akind of quasi-freedom from their
owners by the day or the week, seeking employment as |aborers where they could and preferring
whatever sheds and aleywaysthey could find to deegping in the cramped dave quarters constantly
overlooked by the windows of the whites. A ragged little girl was watching the dleyway—at thefirst Sgn
of police, the men could disperse leaving nothing but a splattering of chicken blood on the ground.

Whoever had given Shaw the task of running these men down wanted to keep him very busy.

January crossed the yard. The kitchen lay to hisright, empty save for ahuge mulatto woman nursing a
baby while she cooked apanful of grits at the stove. He glanced briefly through the door: the room was
alive with roaches and stank of rats, but the woman was crooning alittle song about Compair Rabbit,
and the child seemed quiet enough.

A rickety stair led up the back of the whorehouse to aramshackle attic under the roof. January had to
bend histall height to edge through the narrow door, stoop even in the center of the pointed room under
theridgepole. At thefar end, under one of the dusty dormers, he could make out books stacked against
thewall and amattresslaid on the floor. Mice fled squeaking from the sound of hisfeet. Down below, he
heard the thump and creek of abed frame giriking aflimsy wall and aman's piglike grunts.

"l don't know where they get the energy & this hour of the morning,” came Hanniba's voice plaintively
from the mattress. "The Glutton—she's the second from the far end—has been at it sSince eight o'clock.
Even a five cents aturn she has to be making afortune. Nine of them so far. I've been married to women
who didn't perform that muchin ayear.”

January kndlt beside the mattress. In the dusty light the fiddler looked awful, hisface ghastly white and
sunken in the dark frame of hislong hair. Blood spotted the sheet over him and blotched the rags thrown
down near awater pitcher not far away, and the threadbare nightshirt he wore was damp with swest. His



pulse was steady, however, and hisnails, when pinched, returned to color quickly, and when January put
his ear to hisfriend's chest he heard none of the tdlltale rattle of pneumonia.

"I'm sorry | missed the Hermanns ball," said Hanniba, when January sat up again. "Did you get someone
to replace me?"

"Bichet's nephew Johnnie.”

"Then | completely abase mysdlf. That's the best you could do? The boy couldn't keep time with aclock
inhishand to hep him. I'll betheretonight, | promise.”

January looked gravely down at him, the bled-out pallor and shaky hands. "Y ou sure?”
"'"How has he the leisure to be sick, in such a justling time?' I'll bethere. | need the money."
More thumping and rattling below. A man cried out, asif startled or hurt. Hannibal shut his eyes.

"Besides, this place was bad enough last night. Tonight's Mardi Gras, and I'd much rather be at the
Thestre d'Orleans snabbling oysters than here listening to the bedstead symphony and the fightsin the
barroom. The Butcher came up and sat with me alittle last night—she's the one who brought me the
water—but they'll al be busy tonight, so I'd just as soon brush up my good coat and make my
appearancein society. Which reminds me, | don't know what French priviesare like, but in this country
we go into them from the top, not the bottom."

January looked down at his coat and laughed bitterly. "Evidently not in Kentucky," he said, and Hannibal
looked quickly away.

"Ah. | should have. .. Wdl."

"My mamad tel methat's what you get when you go past Cand Street and mix with the Americans.
She—"

The outside door opened. The big woman entered, having replaced the baby with abowl of gritsand
gravy in one enormous hand, two cups of coffee on saucers balanced easily in the other. In spite of her
sze and girth—coupling with her would be like mounting a plow horse, thought January admiringly—she
was beautiful, if one had not been raised to believe white skin and ddicate festures congtituted al of

beaty.

"l saw you was up here, Ben," she said, knedling beside him and handing him the cup. It wasn't clean, but
he'd drunk from far worse, and the coffee was strong enough to kill cholera, yellow fever, or such of this
woman's customers as survived the woman hersdf. "How you fedin', Hanniba ?"

"Ready to imitate the action of thetigers." He sat up alittle, poked at the contents of the dish, and ate a
few mouthfuls without much enthusiasm. The woman reached into her dress pocket and produced asmall
bottle. "I found thisin Nancy's room. There aint much I€eft, but if you water it someit may last you."

Hanniba held the bottle to the light, and January smelled the swoony acohol bitterness of laudanum. The
fiddler's mouth quirked—evidently Nancy had consumed most of the contents—but he said, "Thank you,
Mary. At least I've been into every pawnshop in town enough that most of the pawnbrokerswon't take
my violin anymore,”" he added philosophicaly. "So the girls have quit hocking it. And of course the books
are perfectly safe”

"I went down by TiaHgjie and got you this," Mary went on. She produced asmall bag of red flannel
from the same pocket, put it around Hanniba's neck on along, dirty ribbon. "Don't you openit,” she



added, as he made amoveto do so. "It's hedlin' juju—ablack cat bone and mouse heads and | don't
know what al dse. You just wear it and it'll help you. | got agreen candleto burn here, too."

"Thank you," said Hannibd, reaching out to take the woman's hands. "That's good of you, truly. What'll
Big Mag say about having a candle up here? She took away the lamp | had to read by," he added to
January. "When it getsdark, dl 1 can doislie here and listen to the fights downgtairs.”

"I'll putitinaglassjar,” promised Mary. "Besides, Big Mag gonna be busy tonight; she won't know
nuthin'. I'll put the mark on your shoes and burn this here candle while you're gone, and you fedl better in
the mornin’."

Hanniba coughed, fighting the spasm, then managed asmile. "I'll fed better knowing | can pay Mag her
rent money," hesaid. "Thank you."

The woman collected the blood-crusted rags, checked to see there was water in the pitcher, and
departed. Hannibal sank back on the mattress with the barely touched bowl of grits next to hishand and
fell dmost immediately to deep. January shook his head, covered the bowl with the saucer, and
descended the stairs. On a sudden thought he crossed the kitchen yard, to where Fat Mary was fussing
around the kitchen once more. As he had suspected, there was aresidue of brick dust on the kitchen
steps, and alittle smear of ochre on the doorsill.

"Maybe you can help me," he said, and she turned, the baby on one hip again and a square black bottle
of ginin her hand.

"Maybel can,” she smiled.

"I hear therésanew girl around this part of town; skinny Congo girl name of Sally. Runaway from one of
the plantations. Y ou know where she'd be, how | can talk to her?!

"Sdly." The woman frowned, searching her mind.

She spoke English with a rough eastern accent, Virginiaor the Carolinas, dow and drawling after theflat,
clippy vowels of New Orleans speech. "Name don't sound familiar, and | know most of the girlson the
game roundabouts here."

"Shemay not be on the gameyet," said January. "She ran off with alittle bit of money. She'sgot anew
calico dress, new earbobs, maybe. She ran off with aman.”

" She runned off with aman, she end up on the game fast enough.” She refreshed herself with aswig of
gin, and rocked her child gently, swaying on big, bare, pink-soled feet. "But | ain't seen any of the men
round about here—not the ones with money to go buyin' calico and earbobs for awoman—uwith anew
gd. I'll ask around some, though."

"Thank you, Mary." He dipped an American fifty-cent piece onto the table where she could pick it up
after heleft. He saw her note it with her eye, but she made no comment. He wasn't exactly surewhat he
thought Sally could tell him, but he was beginning to be very curious about exactly what Madeleine
Trepagier had done Thursday night and in what state her clothing had been when she returned home.

Sdly would know. And, if SAly were sufficiently resentful of her mistressto run away, Sdly could
probably beinduced to talk. It would at least give him somewhere else to ook, some other avenueto
point out to Shaw.

"One other question? I'm trying to find avoodooienne name of Olympia. | don't know what her second
nameisthese days, but she's about so tal, skinny, rea dark, like me. She'sunder Marie Laveau.”



"Everbody under Mamzelle Marie these days," said Fat Mary, without animosity. " She make damn sure
no other queen operatin' on her own in thistown. Olympia?* Shefrowned. "That'd be Olympia Corbier,
over Customhouse Street—Olympia Snakebones, she called. She got big power, they say, but she
crazy." She shrugged. " 'Course, they dl alittle crazy. Even the nice ones, like TiaHgjie."

"Where on Customhouse Stregt?"

" "Tween Bourbon and Burgundy. She got alittle cottage there. Her man Corbier's an upholsterer, but he
don't got much to say for himsdif."

"If I was married to avoodooienne," said January, "'l wouldn't have much to say for mysdf, either.”

He turned away from the kitchen door. From the barroom at the far end of the line of cribs a sudden
commotion of shouting broke out, whoops and screams and curses. Someone yelled "L ook out! HE's got
aknifel" Through the window that looked into the yard aman'sbody came flying, bringing with it atangle
of chegp curtains, glass, and fragments of sash. The man sprawled, gasping, in the some three inches of
unspeakable water that puddled most of the yard, as another man came crashing through the remains of
the window and haf adozen others—all white, dl bearded, dl wearing thefilthy linsey-woolsey shirts
and coarse woolen sus-pendered pants of flatboat men—came boiling out through the rear door. The
audience from the cockfight in the corner of the yard gravitated at once to the far more inviting spectacle
and theman in themud wasyelling "Chrigt, he'skilled me! Chrigt, I'm bleeding!”

The smell of blood was rank, sweet, hot in the bright air. January strode across the yard, forced hisway
to the front of the crowd in time to see the man on the ground sit up, face chalky under agraying bush of
tobacco-stained beard. His thigh had been opened for amost a hand's breadth, brilliant arterial blood
spouting in huge gouts. The man fell back, groaning, back arching.

Without thinking January said, "Bandanna," and Mary, who'd come running out of the kitchen beside him,
pulled off her tignon and handed it to him. He knelt beside the boatman, twisted the blue-and-yellow
kerchief high around the man'sthigh, amost into the groin, and reached back, saying, " Stick—something

Somebody handed him the ramrod from apistol. He twisted it into the tourniquet, screwing it tight, his
hands working autometically, remembering adozen or ahundred smilar emergenciesin thenight clinic at
the Hotdl Dieu. "Bandanna," he repeated, reaching out again, and a neckerchief was put into his hands. It
smelled to heaven, was black with greasy swest, and crept with lice, but there was no time to be choosy.
Hefolded it into a pad, pressed it hard on the wound, the additional pressure closing it.

The patient groaned, reached out, and whispered, "Whisky. For the love of God, whisky."

January took the bottle somebody handed down and poured it on the makeshift dressing. The man
screamed at the sting of it, grabbed the bottle from his hand, and ydled, "Git this nigger away from mel!
Nahum! Git him away, | say! Who the hell Iet him touch old Gator Im? 1 killed niggershissize'fore |
was old enough to spit straight!”

"He shouldn't have whisky," said January, as someone el se held out another bottle. "He needsto have
that cut cleaned and gtitched, cauterized if possible”

"The hdl you say!" ydled the patient, trying to sit up.

"T'baccajuicell clean it just aswell," added another one of the boatmen, and that seemed to act asa
license— every one of the men had aremedy. Gator Jim swigged deeply of the whisky and when
January tried to stop him two men pulled him back, thrust him away into the muddy yard.



"Y ou can't—" began January, as the boatmen carried their friend back into the saloon. One stepped clear
and stood in his path.

For some reason he recognized the man called Nahum Shagrue, whom he'd last seen at the Calabozo.

"Saloon'sfor white men, boy." Shagrue's voice was very quiet, but his eyes were the eyes of awild pig:
intelligent, ugly, and deadly dangerous, cal culating where and how to attack. He had apistol and two
knivesin his belt, another knife protruding from the top of one boot, and the end of hisnosewasa
flattened mass of scar tissue, asif someone had bitten off thetip of it long ago. The cut he'd got on his
forehead from the city guard was a crusted mess over one spiky brow, and tobacco juice made brown
stains asif roaches had been squashed in his blond beard. He spit now, copious and accurate, on
January'sfoot.

"He needs to have that wound cleaned if heisn't going to get blood poisoning,” said January. "And he
needsto have it gitched, and the tourniquet loosened every five minutes if—"

"What, you think you're some kinda doctor, boy?'
January had enough sense not to reply.

"Wekin take care of our own ‘thout no uppity nigger tellin’ uswhat to do,” said Shagrue. "Now you git,
‘fore you're the one needs cleanin’ an' fitchin'.”

From within the saloon, January could hear the harsh upriver voices. "Holy Chrigt, get him some whisky."
"l hear cowshit on awoundl draw the poison right out.” "Lady over on Jackson Street got acow. . . ."
"The hell with them fancy French doctors, get meold Injun Sam. . . . Sober himupfirst. .. ."

January knew the man would die.

Heturned, and his eyes met those of the boatman before him; pale like broken glass, cold and intolerant
and abysmally ignorant.

And proud of it.

Heturned away.
FIFTEEN

Olympe Corbier opened the door of her small, ochre-stuccoed cottage on Rue Douane and stood
looking across at her brother for some moments, her thin face blank benesth the orange-and-black
tignon. Behind her the room wasfilled with light and thick with the smells of incense and drying herbs. A
cheap French chromo of the Virgin was tacked to the wall under awreath of sassafras; on anarrow table
of plank and twig before it stood a green candle on one side, ared one on the other, amid a gay tangle of
beads. That was al January could see past her shoulder. Somewhere in the house a child was singing.

Shesad, "Ben."
It was the woman who had been at Congo Square.
"Olympe."

"Marie said you was back." She stepped aside to let him in. When he mounted thetall brick steps he
gained over her in height. Tall for awoman, she was nowhere near his own inches. She was dressed
much as she had been Sunday, in abright-colored skirt badly frayed and the white blouse and jacket of a



poor artisan'swife. The fine wrinklesthat stitched her eydids and were beginning to make their
gppearance around her lips detracted nothing from the vivid life of her face.

"Marie?'

"The Queen. Laveau. But it was dl over anyway, that Widow Levesque's big son was back from France
and playin' piano like Angel Gabriel. Nana Bichie told mein the market, where | buy my herbs. That you
had alady in France, but she died, and so you returned.”

Her French had deteriorated. Even before he had left, it had begun to coarsen, them's shifting into zs and
the as to os, the endings and articles of words fading away. Like his, her voice was degp and made
music of the sounds. In another room of the cottage—or perhapsin the yard behind—ayoung girl's voice
sounded, and the singing child stilled for amoment. Her eyes changed momentarily as she kept track of
what was going on, as mothers do—or as other children's mothers always had. Just atouch, then her
attention returned to him.

"Y ou never came.”

"I didn't know you'd want meto," he said. "Wed fought. . . ." He hesitated, feding awvkward and stupid
but knowing that their quarrel sixteen years ago was something that till needed getting past. "And | felt
bad that | hadn't come back, hadn't made the time to look for you, before | |eft for France. | was stupid
then—and | guess| didn't quite have the nerve now. | don't know how long it would have taken meto
get the nerve, if | didn't need your advice.”

"About Angelique Crozat?"

He looked nonplussed. Her dark face split into awhite grin and the tension of her body relaxed. She
shook her head, "Brother, for agriffe you surewhiteinsde. Y ou don't think everybody in town don't
know about that silly cow Phrasie Dreuze hangin' hersdlf al over you like Spanish moss at the funera and
layin" it on you to 'avenge her daughter's murder'? It true like she sayin' that somebody witched her
pillon?'

"Put thisin her mattress.”" He produced the handkerchief from his coat pocket—his dightly-better
corduroy coatee, not the rough serge roundabout he'd worn to the Swamp. Bella had shaken her head
over the damp and stinking bundle he'd brought down to her upon hisreturn to the house that morning:
"Fox go cdlin' on apig, gonnaget shit on hisfur,” shed said.

Olympe led theway to avery old, very scarred settee set beneath the lake-side window, nudged aside
an enormous gray cat, and sat beside him, turning the gris-gris carefully in the light. She kept the
handkerchief between the dried bat and her palm, touched the dead thing only with her nail, but her face
had the businesdike intentness of a physician's during the examination of astool or asputum. The cat
sniffed at January's knee, then tucked itsfeet and stared dit-eyed into deepy distance once more.

"John Bayou madethis," Olympe said at last. "It'sthe kind hangsin the swamp near the lake where he
goes, and you can dill smell theturpentineonit.” She held it out for him to sniff. "He favors snuff and
turpentine. Dr. Y ah-Y ah wouldamade awax ball with chicken feathers, 'stead of huntin' down abat. It's
bad gris-gris, death written al over it." Her dark eyesflickered to him. ™Y ou been carryin' thisin your
pocket?'

He nodded.

"Y ou lucky you get off with just acouple beatin's." January's hand went to the swollen lips of the cut
cheek held taken Sunday afternoon. The gris-gris had, of course, been in his pocket at the time. Also



today in the Swamp.

"What?' she said, seeing hisface. ™Y ou thought it would only work against the one whose name was
spoke at itsmaking?' Her face softened alittle, and the old, ready contempt she'd flayed him with at thelr
last meseting was tempered now by years of bearing children and dealing with the hel plessness of other
people's pain. "Or they teach you in France it was al nigger hoodoo?' Once she would have thrown the
words a him like achalenger's gauntlet. Now she smiled, exasperated but kind.

"Wherewould | find this John Bayou?'

"l wouldn't adviseit,” said Olympe. "He mean, Doctor John." Her coffee-dark eyes narrowed, likethe
cat's. "And what was Angdlique Crozat to you?'

"A woman they're saying | killed."
"Who'ssaying?'

"The police. Not saying it right out yet, but they're thinking it louder and louder.” And hetold her what
had happened that night, leaving out only who it was who had given him the message to take to
Angdigue—"someone who couldn't be at that ball"—and what Shaw had told him later.

"Phrasie Dreuze," said Olympe, asif she'd bitten on alemon, and her eyes had the ook of an angry cat's
again. "Y es, her man made it worth her while to keep her mouth shut about him and her daughter.
Mamzelle Marie had her cut of that, for showin' Phrasie how to pass off Angelique asavirgin to
Trepagier when the time come. But some people knew. Anybody who knew Angdlique asachild didn't
have far to go to guess. No wonder she didn't have much use for men.”

She shook her head. "Phrasie know you were the last person to see her girl dive?!

"| think s0. She was there when Clemence Drouet told Shaw about it, but | don't think she's smart
enough to put two and two together. Even if shewas, | don't think she'd care.”

"No. Solong as she'sgot her revenge." She turned her head, to regard the withered bat on the
windowslI. "I'll need adollar, two dallars, to find out from Doctor John."

Hetook them from hiswallet, heavy slver cartwhedl's, and she placed them on the sill on either sde of
the bat. The cat jumped up and sniffed the money, but didn't go near the gris-gris. January told himsdlf it
was because the thing smelled of snuff and turpentine.

"Anybody ever ask you to witch Angdique?’
Olympe hesitated, but her eyes moved.
"Who?'

She pushed the slver dollarsto and fro with afingertip. "When you talked about goin” to France,
brother, you talked about becomin' adoctor. A real doctor, a go-to-school doctor. Y ou do that?"

January nodded.

"Y ou take that oath they make doctors take, about not runnin' your mouth about your patients who come
to you with secrets? Secrets that are the seeds of their illness?!

He looked away, unable to meet her eyes. Then he sighed. "Lookslike it's my day to be double stupid.
Now you got metalkin' gombo,” he added, redlizing he had dipped, not only into the sorter inflections of



the Africanized speech, but into its abbreviated forms aswell.

"You dways did set store on bein' a Frenchman,” smiled Olympe. "Y ou as bad as Mama, and that Sister
of ourswith her fat custard moneybag, pretendin’ I'm no kin of theirs because I'm my father's child." Her
mouth quirked, and for amoment the old anger glinted in her eyes.

"I'm sorry." His hand moved toward the money. She regarded him in surprise.
"Y ou change your mind 'bout Doctor John?!
"| thought you just told me you wouldn't tell.”

"I won't tell on the person who paid me," she said, asif explaining something to one of her younger
children. "Might be some completely different soul went to John Bayou, and that's none of my lookout. |
should know in two, three days."

"I'll be back by then." He thought he said the words casudly, but there was more than just interest in the
way sheturned her head. "I'm leaving town for afew days. Riding out tonight, as soon as the dancing's

through."

Hefdt hisheart trip quicker as he spoke the words doud. It was something he didn't want to think
about. Since he had returned to Louisiana, he had not been out of New Orleans, had barely |eft the
French town, and then only for certain specific destinations: the Culvers house, the houses of other
private pupils.

In the old French town, the traditions of afree colored caste protected him. His French speech identified
himwith it, a least to those who knew, and hisfriends and family guarded him, because should ill befall
his mother's son, ill would threaten them all.

Whatever family he might possessin the rest of the Sate, wherever and whoever they were, they were
ill picking cotton and cutting cane, without legal names or legd rights. In effect, everything beyond
Cana Street was the Swamp.

"Can' that policeman go?"' she asked. "Or won't he?'

"I don't know," said January softly. "1 think they're keeping him busy, keeping him quiet. And | think . . ."
He hegitated, not exactly sure what to say because he wasn't exactly sure what it was he was going to
Chien Mort to seek.

"| think he redly wantsto find out the truth,” he went on dowly. "But he's an American, and hésawhite
man. If in his heart heredlly doesn't want the killer to be Gaen Perdta, helll be ... too willing to look the
other way if Peralta Pere says, 'Look over there." And you know for afact he's not going to get athing
out of those daves.”

Olympe nodded.

January swallowed hard, thinking about the world outside the bounds of the city he knew. "I think it's
gottabe me."

Through the open doorsto the rear parlor he could see agirl of twelve or so, skinny like Olympe but
with the red-mahogany cast of the free colored, with atwo-year-old boy on her knee, telling him along
tale about Compair Lapin and Michie Dindon while she shelled peas a the table.

Hethought, They can walk twelve blocks downstream or six blocks toward the river and they'll be



safe .. . . my nephew, my niece. But he knew that wasn't even true anymore,
"I'll be back," he said. His voice was hoarse,

"Wait." Olympe rose, crossed to the big etagere in the corner. Like the settle— and al the furniturein
the room — it was very plain, with apatina of great age, the red cypress gleaming like satin. Its shelves
were lined with borders of fancifully cut paper, and held red clay pots and tin canisters that had once
contained coffee, sugar, or cocoa, labds garish in severa tongues. She took a blue bead from one
canister and a couple of tiny bones from another, tied the bonesin apiece of red flannd and laced
everything together onto aleather thong, muttering to herself and occasondly clapping her hands or
snapping her fingers while she worked. Then she put the entire thong into her mouth, crossed herself
three times, and kndlt before the chromo of the Virgin, her head bowed in prayer.

January recognized some of theritual, from his childhood at Bellefleur. The priest who'd catechized him
later had taught him to trust in the Virgin and take comfort in the mysteries of therosary. It had been
years snce heldd even thought of such spells.

"Here." She held out the thong to him. "Tie this round your ankle when you go. PapaLegbaand Virgin
Mary, they look out for you and bring you back here safe and free. It's not safe out there," she went on,
seeing him smile as he put the thong into his pocket. ™Y ou had that gris-gris on you for near aweek, and
theresevil init, thekind of evil that comesfrom petty anger and growsbig, like arat suffin' itself on
wormsin the dark. Wear it. It's not safe beyond the river. Not for the likes of us. Maybe not ever again.”

The sun was leaning over the wide crescent of theriver as January waked back along Rue Burgundy
toward his mother's house. In thetall town houses and the low-built cottages both, and in every
courtyard and turning, he could sense the movement and excitement of preparations for the fina night of
fedtivities, the suppressed flurry of fantastic clothing and the freedom of masks.

He'd already made arrangements with Desduness Livery for the best horse obtainable. Food, and alittle
spare clothing, and bait for the horse lay packed in the saddlebag under the bed in hisroom. It's not safe
beyond theriver.

Theland that hed been born in, the land that was his home, was enemy land. American land. Theland of
men like Nahum Shagrue.

His heart beat hard as he walked dong the bricks of the banquette. If he could get evidence, find a
reason, learn something to tell Shaw about what was out a Bayou Chien Mort, he thought the man
would go. And despite dll the Americans could do, the testimony of afree man of color was still good in
the courts of New Orleans.

But it had to be afree man's testimony, not that of subpoenaed daves.

A couple of Creole blades came down the banquette toward him, gesturing excitedly, recounting a duel
or acard game, and January stepped down, springing over the noisome gutter and into the mud of the
street to et them pass. Neither so much as glanced from their absorption.

As he crossed back on some householder's plank to the pavement, January cursed Euphrasie Dreuzein
his heart. At his mother's house he edged down the narrow passage to the yard and thence climbed to his
own room above the kitchen. At the small cypress desk he wrote a quick letter to Abishag
Shaw—Kkeeping the wording as smple as possible just to be on the safe side—then took his papers from
his pocket and copied them exactly in his best notaria script. He started to fold the copy, then flattened it
out again, and for good measure made a second copy on paper he'd bought last week to keep track of
his sudents payments. Theinaccuracy of the officia sgnature didn't trouble him much, given what he



knew about the educationd level prevaentin rura Louisiana He placed the origind in the envelope with
the letter to Shaw, and closed it with awafer of pink wax. One copy he folded and put in the desk,
another in his pocket.

Asalifdineit wasn't much, but it was dl he had.

It was haf ablock from his mother's house to Minou's. The two houses were nearly identical, replicas of
al the smdl cottages dong that portion of Rue Burgundy. He edged down the narrow way between
Minou's cottage and the next and into the yard, where his sister's cook was peeling applesfor atart at
the table set up outside the kitchen door. The afternoon was a cool one, the heat that poured from the big
brick kitchen welcome. Inside, January could see Therese ironing petticoats at alarger table near the
gove.

"Sheingde" said the cook, looking up at him with an encouraging smile, which aso told him that Henri
Vidlard was not on the premises. It would not have done, of course, for his sister's protector to be
reminded that Dominique had abrother at al, much less one so dark. She had been her usua swest,
charming salf when sheld told him to check whether Henri was present before approaching her door, but
after the morning's events, and after Sunday night in the Caabozo, he fet a surge of sympathy for
Olympe'srebdlion.

"But | warn you, shein God's own dither ‘bout that ball.”

In a dither over the ball, was she? thought January, standing in the long French doorsthat let into the
double parlor, watching hissster arranging the curls on an enormous white wig of the sort popular fifty
years before.

And how much of a dither would she bein if someone told her that she could be murdered with
impunity by a white man? Or was that something she already knew and accepted, the way she
accepted that she could not be in public with her hair uncovered or own a carriage?

"Ben." Sheturned in her chair and smiled. "Would you liketea? I'll have Therese—"

He shook his head, and stepped acrossto kiss her cheek. "I can't stay,” he said. "I'm playing tonight, and
it seemslike al morning I've been up to thisand that, and | need to go to church yet before the ball."

"Church?'

"I'm leaving right after the dancing ends," said January quietly. "Riding down to Bayou Chien Mort to
have atak with the Perdta house servants—and to have alook at Michie Galen if | can manageit. The
girl you mentioned him being affianced to—ishein love with her?*

"Rosdie Ddaporte?' Dominique wrinkled her nose. "'If you're planning to ddliver aletter, you'd have
better luck saying it'sfrom that fencing master of his. That must be who hes missing most.”

January shook hishead. "Hisfather approves of the fencing master.”

"Hisfather approves of Rosdlie Deaporte. Skimmed milk, if you ask me." She removed anosegay from
too close atentions by the cat. Y ou might tell him you have a note from Angelique's mother. But his
father approved of that, too."

"Did he?' January settled onto the other chair, straddling it backward. The table was allitter of plumes,
lace, and silk flowers, hurtfully reminiscent of Ayasha. The gpricot silk gown lay spread over the divanin
the front parlor, gleaming softly in the light of the French doors. "I wonder. And what he approved of
when Angelique was dive, and what helll countenance now, are two different things. Do you have



anything of Angelique's? Something that could pass as a souvenir, something she wanted him to have?'

"With her mother selling up everything that would bring in a picayune? Here." Dominique got to her feet
and rustled over to the sdeboard, returning with apair of fragile white kid gloves. "She and | wore the
same sizes, down to shoes and gloves—I know, because she borrowed apair of my shoes once when a
rainstorm caught her and never returned them, the bitch. These should passfor hers.”

"Thank you." He dipped them into his pocket. "What do | owe you for them?"

"Goose." Shewaved the offer away. "Itl give Henri something to get me on my next birthday. Why isit
men never know what to buy awoman? He has me do the shopping when he needsto buy giftsfor his
mother and sisters. Not that he ever tellsthem that, of course.”

"Y ou sure heisn't having some other lady buy the presents he gives you?' suggested January
mischievoudy.

Dominique drew hersdlf up. "Benjamin,” she said, with great dignity, "no woman, even one who wished
meill, would have suggested that he buy me the collected works of Jean-Jacques Rousseau.”

"| abase mysdlf," apologized January humbly. "One more thing." He took from his breast pocket the
envelope and handed it to her. "I should be back Sunday. I'll comefor thisthen. If I'm not—if |
don't—take thisto Lieutenant Shaw at the Caabozo immediately.”

And if worse came to worst, he added mentally, hope to hell somebody—-your Henri, or Livia, or
somebody—would be able to come up with the $1,500 it would take to buy me out of slavery.

If they could find me.

As he had predicted, the crowd at the public masguerade held in the Thestre d'Orleans was far larger
than that at the quadroon ball going on next door, and far lesswell behaved.

The temporary floor had been laid as usud above the seatsin the Thesatre's pit, stretching from the lip of
the stage to the doors. Bunting fluttered from every pillar and curtain swag, and long tables of
refreshments had been set out under the eye of waiters to which—both John Davis, the owner of both
buildings, and the master of ceremonies had informed the musiciansin no uncertain terms—only the
attending guests would have access. In the vast route of people bustling and jostling around the edges of
the room or performing energetic quadrillesin the center, January recognized again dl the now-familiar
costumes: Richdieu, the dreadful blue-and-ydlow Ivanhoe, Henry VIll—sans wives—the
laurel-crowned Roman. The Roman was accompanied by aflaxen, flat-bosomed, and rather extensively
covered Cleopatra, and some of the other American planters and businessmen by their wives, but they
were far fewer, and the Creole belles evident were of the class referred to by the upper-class Creoles as
chacas: shopgirls, artisans, gri-settes.

The young Creole gentlemen were there in force, however, flirting with the chaca girls asthey'd never
have flirted with the gently bred ladies of their own gtation. Augustus Mayerling, who for dl hisexpertise
with a saber seemed indeed to be a surprisingly peaceable soul, had to step in two or three timesto
throw water on incipient blazes. Other fencing masters were not so conscientious. There were noticeably
more women than men present, at least in part because the Creole gentlemen had a habit of disappearing
down the discreetly curtained passageway to the Salle d'Orleans next door, where, January knew, the
quadroon bal wasin full swing. Occasondly, if therewasalull in the generd noiselevd, he could catch
adrift of itsmusic.

Philippe Decoudreau was on the cornet again. January winced.



He didn't hear them often, and less so as the evening progressed. In addition to the din of the crowd, the
hollow thudding of feet on the suspended plank floor and the noise of the orchestra—augmented for the
evening by aguitar, two flutes, and abadly played clarinette—the clamor in the Streetswas clearly
audible. The heavy curtains of olive-green velvet were hooped back and the windows open. Maskers,
Kamucks, whores, sailors, and citizens out for a spree thronged and paraded through the streets from
gambling hall to cabaret to eating house, calling to one ancther, singing, blowing flour in one an-others
faces, ringing cowbdlls, and clashing cymbas. There was afeverish qudity to the humid air. Fightsand
scuffles broke out between the dances, sometimes lasting al the way out of the hal to the checkroom
where pistols, swords, and sword-canes had been deposited.

"Do you see Perdta?" asked January worriedly a one point, dabbing the sweat from hisface and
scanning the crowd. The press of people raised the temperature of the room to an ovenlike stifle, a
circumstance that didn't seem to affect the dancersin the dightest degree. Almost no breeze stirred from
the long windows and the air was heavy with the smells of perfume, pomade, and un-cleaned costumes.

Hanniba, white with fatigue and face running with swesat, siwept the room with his gaze, then shook his
head. "Doesn't mean heisn't here," he pointed out. His hoarse, boyish voice was barely athread. "He

might be in the lobby—I went out there afew minutes ago, it's like a coaching inn at Christmas. Or he
might be next door."

Or in Davis's gambling rooms up the street, thought January. Or at some elegant private ball. Or
riding back to Bayou Chien Mart tonight, to make sure no one comes asking awkward questions
about his son.

In the cathedra, where he'd gone to make his Lenten confession early and pray desperately for the
success of hisjourney, January had been tormented by the conviction that Peraltawould walk in and see
him, recognize him, somehow know what his planswere. It irritated him that he should fed likeacrimina
in his search for the justice that the law should be giving him gratis. Confession and contrition and the
ritual of the Mass had calmed hisfearsfor atime, but as the evening progressed and Peralta did not
make an gppearance, like scurrying rats the fears returned.

The band occupied adais set on the stage, and with the temporary floor dightly below even that leve,
January had agood view of the dancers. Dr. Soublet wasthere, arguing violently with another physician
who seemed to think six pints of blood an excessive amount to abstract from a patient in aweek.

Though the buffet tables were situated on the opposite side of the room from the windows, Henri
Vidlard—duly garbed as a sheep—seemed to have chosen gourmandise over fresh air; he patted his
forehead repeatedly with a succession of fine linen handkerchiefs but refused to abandon proximity to the
oydters, tartlets, meringues, and roulades. In hisfluffy costume he bore amore than passing resemblance
to abespectacled meringue himsdlf, with an apricot silk bow about his neck. His sisters, January noticed,
were likewise clothed asfanciful animals: aswan, arabbit, acat, amouse (that wasthe little one who
looked like she'd escaped from the convent to attend), and something which after long study he and
Hannibal agreed probably had to be afish.

"Which | suppose makes Madame Vidlard afarmer'swife," concluded January doubtfully.
"Or Mrs. Noah," pointed out Hannibal. "All she needsisalittle boat under her arm.”

He glimpsed both William Granger and Jean Bouille, moving with calculated exactnessto remain asfar as
poss ble from one another while still occupying the same large room. As Uncle Bichet had remarked,
Bouilleswife did seem to disappear up to the screened private theater boxes every time Bouiille vanished
down the passageway to the Salle next door. When the dance concluded and Granger and Bouiille led



their respective partners toward the buffet in courses that threatened to intersect, the master of
ceremonies scurried to intercept Bouille before another disaster could occur.

While Monseur Daviss eye was e sewhere, January rose from the piano and moved discreetly aong the
wall to the buffet. He didn't like the white ook around Hanniba's mouth, or the way he had of leaning
inconspicuoudy againgt the piano as he played. He looked bled out, the flesh around his eyes deeply
marked with pain, and the watered laudanum, January suspected, was not doing him very much good. As
he drew closeto the buffet Mayerling caught his eye, signaed him to stay where he was, and wandered
over himsdf to collect aglass of champagne and one of the strong molassestafia, then strolled back up to
the stage as January returned to his place at the piano.

"| wanted to thank you again for standing physician the other day," said the fencing master. ™Y ou behold
your compstition.”

Soublet and his adversary had reached the shouting stage and were brandishing their canes: It was
obvioudy only ametter of time until they named their friends.

"Maybe not being able to practice in this city iswhat the preachers cal ablessngin disguise,” said
January.

"And afairly thin disguise a that. Y ou know Granger is now claiming that he deloped—fired into the
ar—and Bouilleis hinting to everyone he thinks will listen that his opponent flinched aside & the last
moment —in other words, dodged out of cowardice, surely one of the most foolish thingsto do under
the circumstances since most pistolswill throw one direction or the other, especidly at fifty feet.”

He nodded toward Bouille, degp in conversation with Monsieur Davis, who was steering him in the
direction of agroup of Creole businessmen and their wives. " So now we can only hope to keep them
gpart for the evening. After tomorrow, of course, they will both be sober more of thetime.”

"Thompsonian dog!" screamed Dr. Soublet, his opponent evidently favoring the do-it-onesdf herbalist
school of that well-known Y ankee doctor.

"Murderer!" shrieked the Thompsonian dog, and the two men fell upon each other in awedter of kicking,
flailing canes, and profanity.

"Birdsintheir little nests agree,” sghed Hannibd, draining thetafia, " And 'tis a shameful sight When
children of one family Fall out, and chide, and fight."

Monsieur Davis and haf adozen others hustled the combatants from the room.

Mayerling remained where he was, shaking his head in akind of amazement. Hanniba picked up his
vialin again, playing to cover the chatter of the crowd; the music wasfrail as honey candy, but with an
edgetoit likeglass.

"I never saw the point of dueling, mysdlf." January turned back to the keyboard. His hands followed the
trail theviolin st, akind of automatic embellishment that could be done without thinking. "It might be
different were | dlowed to give chalenges, or accept them, but | don't think so.”

"Of course not,” said the Prussanin surprise. ™Y ou have your music. Y ou are an intelligent man, and an
educated one. Y ou are seldom bored. It isall from boredom, you know," he went on, looking out into
theroom again. "It islike the Kaintucksin the Swamp or the Irish on Tchoupitoulas Street. They have
nothing to do, so they get into fights or look for reasonsto get into fights. They are not so very different
from the Creoles."



He shook his head wonderingly.

". .. It'snot like she's got room to be so damn choosy,” said aman's voice, beside one of the boxes on
the stage. "'If Arnaud sinned he must have had his reasons. No man whose wife is making him happy goes
draying likethat."

There was a murmur of agreement. January turned his head sharply, saw that it was the Jack of
Diamonds, Charles-Louis Trepagier, and another man, shorter than he but with the same sturdy,
powerful build. The shorter man wore the gaudy costume of what Lord Byron probably had conceived a
Turkish pashato look like, ballooning pistachio-colored trousers, ashort vest of orange and green, an
orange-and-green turban with a purple glassjewd on it the size of an American dollar. An orange mask
hid hisface, orange dippershisfeet, along purple silk sash that had clearly Sarted itslife asalady's scarf
wrapped two or three times around hiswaist.

"It isn't like she hasn't had offers," added another of the Trepagier clan resentfully. " Good ones, too—I
don't mean trash like McGinty. She thinks she'stoo good ..."

"Too good! That'salaugh!™ The stranger threw back his head with a bitter bark. He leaned closer,
lowering his voice but not nearly enough. "If the woman's turned you down it's because she'sgot alover
hidden somewhere. Has had, since she shut Arnaud out of her bed. I've even heard she's put on amask
and come dancing.”

"At public bals?'

"Public balls, certainly,” said the pasha. He nodded back over his shoulder toward the discreet doorway
of the passage to the Sdle. "And other places, maybe not so public.”

January hadn't even seen Mayerling move. The young fencing master dipped through the crowd like a
bronze fish, adangerous glitter of blue-and-black jewelslike dragon scales, hisbig, pale hands resting
folded on the gems of hisbelt buckle. Behind the modeled |eather of his mask, hishazdl eyeswere
suddenly deadly chill.

"l assume,” said Mayerling, "that you are speaking third-hand gossip about someone whom none of you
knows. Certainly no gentleman would bandy any woman's name so in apublic place."

The Trepagier boysregarded him in darmed silence. In hisfive yearsin New Orleans the Prussian had
only fought three dudls, but in each he had killed with such scientificaly vicious dispatch, and such utter
lack of mercy, asto discourage any further challenges. The wolf-pae eyestraveled from their clothing to
their faces, clearly recognizing, clearly identifying.

"Thisisfortunate, sncel only due with gentlemen,” Mayerling went on quietly. He turned to regard the
pashain green. "Should | happentofind," he said, asif he could see the face behind the garish satin of the
masK, "that awoman's name is being spoken by those whose blood would not dishonor my sword, then
of course, asagentleman, | should have no choice but to avenge that lady's honor and put ahalt to that
gossip in whatever way seemed best to me.”

The yellow gaze swept them like abackhand cut. Therewas no cruety init, only achill and terrifying
strength. January could dmost seetheline of blood it l€ft.

"| trust that | make mysdlf clear?”
The pasha opened his mouth to speak. The Jack of Diamonds reached out, put ahand on his pink silk



arm. To Mayerling, he said, "It was, of course, awoman of the lower classes of whom we spoke, a
chaca shopkeeper who betrayed her husband, nothing more.”

"Even s0," said Mayerling softly. "Such tak disturbs me. Perhaps you should study to gpe gentlemen a
little more closdy—whoever you are.”

None of them replied. Mayerling waited for amoment, giving them time to declare themsdlves gentlemen
and offended, then turned his back and vanished into the crowd.

January leaned over, and touched Uncle Bichet on the shoulder. "Who wasthat?' he asked, the old man
looked & him in some surprise.

"Just acouple of the Trepagier boys.”
"No—with them.”

The cdligt turned his head to look, but the pashawas even then vanishing through the curtained doorway
that led to the Sdlle dOrleans, degp in conversation with the purple pirate.

The Trepagier brothers—there were at least four of them, two of whom were married and none of whom
were boys at al—were bullying and insulting amuch younger man who had dared flirt with aflustered
and feathered damsdl garbed asagypsy, evidently secure in the knowledge that he would not dare
challenge them, and they were correct.

Uncle Bichet shook his head, and glanced at the program card. "Those lazy folks been standing long
enough,” he said, and January turned, unwillingly, back to hismusic.

Slly, hethought. Whoever the green pashawas, he had to have spoken with the runaway servant girl
Sdly. Or he recognized Madame Trepagier at the ball Thursday night, either by her movement, stance,
and voice—as he himsdlf had done—or because shed worn that silly Indian costume somewhere before.

And if that were the case, thought January with sudden bitterness, for a man attending a quadroon
ball he had a lot of nerve criticizing a woman he recognized there.

The dancing lasted until nearly dawn. Technically Lent began a midnight, but there was no diminution of
champagne, tafia, gumbo or pate, though having made his confession that afternoon January abstained dl
evening even when the opportunity presented itself. Eventualy Xavier Perdtamade his appearance,
clothed in the red robe and scepter of aking with his cousin the chief of police ill a hisside. The
waltzes and quadrilles grew wilder asthe more respectable ladies took their departure, the fights and
jostling more frequent. Everyone seemed determined to extract thefina drops of pleasure from the
Carnival season, to dance the soles off their shoes, to dally on the bal conies above the torchlit river of
noise surging dong Rue Orleans.

Also, asthe night wore on, more and more of the wealthier men disappeared for longer and longer
periods of time. The Creole belles, though perhaps not of the highest society, stood abandoned aong the
wall, whigpering among themselves and pretending not to care. Mogt of them, January suspected, would
stop a home only long enough to wash off their rouge before attending early servicesin the cathedrd.
The American women whose husbands were il in attendance whispered about the half dozen or so
whose men had "stepped out for abit of air." Most of them appeared and disappeared a number of
times, but the Roman soldier stayed gone. The deserted Cleopatrainvolved hersdf in an animated
discussion with severa other ladies but kept an eye on the door, and when the errant Roman at last
returned, there was promise of bitter acrimony in her greeting.



They bring it on themselves, January thought, but he knew it wasn't that easy. Like everything else
about New Orleans, it was a bittersweet tangle, and you could not run from it without leaving pieces of
your torn-out heart behind.

No wonder everyone tried to dance and be gay, he thought, as he walked toward the livery stablein
the tepid mists of predawn. Costumed maskers still reeled a ong the banquettes of Rue Orleans, and from
every tavern music could be heard, brassy street bands and thumping drums. Under the flicker of the
street lamps whooping Kamucks pursued masked and laughing progtitutes. The air, thick with the smell
of the river, was dso weighed with wine and whisky and tobacco and cheap perfume.

He collected his rented horse from a deepy stable-hand and rode down to the levee, where the flatboat
captain held contracted yesterday waited for him in the white ocean of mist that rose from theriver. The
river itself was very 4ill, the levees on either Sderising like ridges of mountains from the thinning vapors.
Behind them in thelast starlight the town dozed, exhausted at last.

There was only so much—deception financid and romantic, the monstrosity of davery, and the waiting
horrors of yellow fever—that could be masked behind the bright scrim of music, the taste of coffee and
gumbo, the shimmer of the moonlight.

Mardi Graswas done. The greedy consumption of the last good food, the draining of the last of the wine,
afina, wild coupling in the darkness before the penitentia degeth of Lent.

He watched the dark shore of the west bank agpproaching with terror in his heart.
SIXTEEN

Morning found him eight milesfrom the city, riding west along the levee with the rank treesand
undergrowth of the batture at the foot of the dope on hisleft, the dark brown earth of fields on hisright.
In placesthey were rank with winter weeds, but asthe sun first gilded, then cleared the writhing stringers
of the Gulf clouds, groups of daves could be seen threading their way along the paths, hoes on their
shoulders, bare feet swirling the ground mists. Once awhite man caled to himin durry New Orleans
French and asked to see his papers, but when January produced them—and a receipt from Desdunes's
Livery, to prove he hadn't stolen the horse— the patroller seemed to lose interest and barely gavethem a
glance.

The man had to tuck hiswhip under his arm to take the papers. Down in the field below, the workers
sang asthey hoed, a steady-paced song in almost incomprehensible gombo, clearing the land for the new
crop of cane.

January remembered that song from the plantation on which he had been born.

Since he had been back, he had been afraid to leave New Orleans, fearing for hisliberty—fearing, too,
the sight of the changes that had taken place as Americanstook control of the land and that the whites
would see him as adave and perhaps make him one again. The smell of the earth and the swest of the
workers, the beat of the morning sun on the backs of his hands and the twitterings of birdsin the oaks
that surrounded the fields; the occasiond drift, like pockets of lingering migt, of the field songs brought
back to him hisown days of davery, of childhood, of innocence, aterrible mingling of sweetness and

pain.

For thirty years, like Livia, he had pretended it wasn't he who'd been adave. Now it cameto him, asit
hadn't in years, that he never knew what had become of hisfather.

Or of that child, he thought—that little boy running through the cane fidds beforefirgt light or lying on the



batture picking voice from voice in the chorus of the frogs when the sun went down.
For atimeit seemed to him that he still didn't know.

He stopped frequently to rest the horse, knowing that there was no chance of trading for afresh one
between the city and Bayou Chien Mort. He cut overland to avoid the wide loop of the river past
McDonoughville, passed through swampy woods of cypress and hickory that hummed and creaked with
insect life in the dense sun of the forenoon. Theland here was soggy and crossed with marshes and
bayous like green-brown glass under hushed but wakeful trees. Some time after noon he bought a bowl
of gumbo and half apone of corn bread for a picayune from atrapper whose cabin lay in aclearing
among the marshes. The house was bardly a shack and only with difficulty distinguishable from the byre
that sheltered the single cow and the litter of pigs, but he knew, by the man's eyes, that had he asked to
come in hewould have been denied. They were Spanish, like the idenos in the Terre des Boeufsto the
south, and barely understood his French. From around a corner of the house haf a dozen filthy, skinny
children watched him, but no one said aword.

Bayou Chien Mort itsdf lay some twenty-five miles southeast of New Orleans, in Plaguemines Parish,
country that was dtill largely French where it was anything at dl. In away that made him fed more
comfortable, for the small farmers and trappers of the backwoods here were lesslikely to kidnap a black
man and sell him asadave. The enterprise would have required far too much energy. Hed seenthemin
the market in New Orleans, smply clothed in homespun cotton striped red and blue, abysmally poor and
surrounded by swarms of children who al seemed to bear nameslike Nono and Vev6 and Bibi,
cheerfully sdling powdered file and aligator hides and going away again without bothering, likethe
Americans did, to sample the delights of the big city. Even more than the Creoles, who despised them,
these primitive trappers belonged to aworld of their own, cut off from the rest of the world until even
their language was amost obscure.

Neverthdess hefet safer anong them than he would have in the more American north or west, though
no black man traveling done wastruly safe. Even when he picked up the course of theriver again he
kept his distance from it, holding to amuddy trace through the silent gtillness of the forest that lay behind
the plantations. The river was far too heavily traveled for comfort, and the keelboat men—Nahum
Shagrue and his spiritua kin—were only a step above river pirates themsel ves and sometimes not even
that.

He had hoped to stop and deep at the heat of noon, but the execrable nature of the forest road dowed
his progress, and as the sun's dant grew steeper he dared not halt for more than the hour or so needed
from timeto timeto rest hishorse. Once or twice he dozed after foddering the animal on the oats hed
brought—save for four hours after Hermann's ball he had not done more than nap in almost two
days—but every time the wind brought him the hoot of a steamboat on the river hed jerk avakein a
swest, fearing Xavier Perdtahad canceled dl the family breskfasts and Ash Wednesday dinnersto
hasten to hisexiled son.

An hour or two before sunset he reached Chien Mort. He came at it from behind, seeing light where the
trees thinned, and then beyond that the dightly mounded rows of a cleared field, short trenches cut dong
the centers of the rowsto receive the half-fermented stalks of last year's cane.

They were well ahead on their work, he thought. According to his mother, Perdltausudly remained at his
chief res dence—Alhambra—on Lake Pontchartrain. He must have an efficient overseer here.

Keeping to the woods, he rode dong the edges of the cleared land to within sight of the house, identifying
various outbuildings, landmarks, fields, and trying to memorize them as he had once memorized
landmarks as a child. If anything went wrong he might need to orient himsdf in ahurry, and in the dark.



There werefields of second-crop cane, just beginning to sprout bristles of dark, striped stalks—Batavia
cane, which hadn't even been introduced in the country when he was a child— and fields whose turned
earth told him by its pattern that it would soon be planted in corn.

Past those lay the levee, with itsthick line of sycamores. A little band of woodland hid the home place
from him, but he could see the brick dome and tower of the refinery, and beyond it, barely glimpsed past
an orchard, the whitewashed wooden cabins of the daves. The houseitsalf and the overseer's cottage,
the dovecotes and smokehouses and stables, al lay hidden among the darkness of gray-bearded oaks.

He clucked softly to the horse and moved along.

Between the cane fields and the corn lay aridge of land, thick with nettles and peppergrass. Two or three
sycamores stood on it, left, January guessed, to provide shade to the workers when they stopped for
nooning.

He reined around, picking hisway aong the edge of the cleared ground until hed worked back to the
trace once more. A few miles earlier he had seen another path leading back into the woods and smelled
smoke among the trees where the land grew boggy. Patient retracing led him to the place again, and
though it was farther from the Perata fields than he liked, he didn't know the area and thiswas his best
hope. The path was a seldom-used one and led into swamp and hackberry thickets dong Bayou Chien
Mort itself, but as the afternoon was dimming he found what he sought: asmal house constructed of
mud, moss, and cypress planks, its galery overlooking the ill water of anarrow bayou, itsyard
swarming with black-eyed, unkempt, barefoot children, descendants of Canadian French exiled here
amost ahundred years earlier.

"Papa, he up the bayou, him," explained the oldest girl to January's question. The smoke hed smelled an
hour ago had been from her cook fire, the kitchen being aso the main room of the little house, rich with
the smdlls of onion, pepper, and crawfish. "But Va, he take amessage to Perdlta, if you want.”

Va—fetched from the shed where he was scraping muskrat hides—proved to be fourteen, with black
hair and the strange pa e gray-green eyes the Acadians sometimes had. All the children grouped around
the kitchen table while January wrote his message, marveling either at the fact that ablack man could
write or a the miracle of literacy itsdlf; then they sat on the gdlery with him while he ate some of the
jambaayathe girl had been cooking ("It ain't sat long enough to bereal good,” the girl said.), and he left
them marveling over the coins he gave them as he went on hisway.

They reminded him of Ayasha's description of the Moroccan peasants who lived on the edge of the
desert: They know their prayers, she had said, and how to tell genuine coin from the most
convincing counterfeit. And that is all.

He smiled. He wondered what she would have made of al this: the Spanish woodcutters, the Itadian
ice-cream vendorsin the market, the strange, tiny colony of Tockosin the degp Deltawho fished for
oysters and sang Greek songs and occasionally drowned themsalves when the moon wasfull, the
Germans and the degraded remnants of the Choctaw and Natchez nations. There was supposed to be a
colony of Chinese somewhere on the Algiersbank of theriver.

And Africans, of course.

In the shifty dimness of twilight he sought out a place to hide the horse. He hadn't dared ask the children
about such athing directly, having represented himsdf asaman in too much of ahurry, and going in the
wrong direction, to stop at the plantation himsdf. But he'd gathered that " Ti Margaux, up the bayou," had
recently died, and there was no one occupying his house or barns. In the jungly stillness of the swampsit
was anybody's guess which way "up the bayou" was—bayous flowed sometimes one way, sometimes



another, and frequently lay eerily still under the dense green canopy of cypress and moss—buit after
cons derable searching and backtracking January located the place, raised on gtilts and built, like most of
these small houses, of mud and cypress planks.

Already neighbors and family had carried away everything of any conceivable vaue, including about half
the planks of its gallery roof. The barn had been likewise stripped, but its doors remained, at least. In
gathering darkness January found a holey and broken bucket whose chinks, once stopped with moss,
didn't leak too badly while he carried up water for the horse. He rubbed the animal down, gave it fodder,
and latched the door behind him, praying that no neighbors would be by to glean behind the earlier
reapers. He didn't think so. The place looked comprehensively sacked.

Bedrall on his shoulder and Minou'skid glovesin his pocket, he set off once more for Chien Mort.
"Hey, who dat, settin’ out in the dark?’

His mother—or any of his schoolmasters—would have flayed him dive. Hed said to Olympe sheld got
him talking as he used to when he was achild, and it was startling how easily histongue burred js into zs,
how the ends of words trailed away into nothing and al the cases durred into that single dl-purpose |.

The old black, sitting on the doorstep of his cabin and playing asort of reed panpipe, looked up and
grinned toothlesdy by the light of the few pine-knot torches till burning. "Who dat, sneskin' out of the
fieldslike awhipsnake lookin' for rats?"

He had followed the music in from the fields, guided through the darkening cane rows toward the
whitewashed line of cabins behind the big house: panpipes, abanjo, the rattle of bones. Lively music,
dancing music, weird and pagan in the darkness: the bamboula, the counjaille, the pil£ chactas. It wasa
music that brought back to him again that hurt of nostalgiaand grief, memories of Stting on the plank step
of adave cabin asthe old man was sitting—as three or four children were dtill sitting afew cabins down
the way—wetching the fire-gilded faces of men and women swaying in the darkness, dancing loose the
ache of work in their muscles, dancing to find the only freedom their hearts could have.

The dancing was over now, but only just. A man on the step of the next cabin was till tinkering songson
his banjo, quiet songs now, afragment of ajig Hanniba sometimesfiddied, the trace of an operaair.

Y oung women were playing eyes with young men. Only afew crickets could be heard thisearly in the
year. The frogs were croaking below the levee beyond the big house. He recalled the names held given
their voicesasachild: Monseur Gik, Monseur Big Dark, little Mamzelle Didi. It was cool enough that
the fire someone had built in the widening of the street felt good.

"Just a handful of leaves, blowin' over the ground,” smiled January, asthe old man moved asideto let him
gt. "And damn glad to hear alittle musc.”

"Y ou headin' for the woods?" asked the man with the banjo, aeuphemistic way of asking if hewerea
runaway.

"Well, let'sjust say I'm headin’ away from town." January gave him awink. "1'm on my way down to
Grand I1de, see my woman and my children. Figured what with balls and parties and everybody in town
run-nin' around in masks and too drunk to tell who's who even without, nobody's gonna even know I'm
gonetill I'm back."

"I hear you there," said a stout, sweet-faced young woman whose calico dress and bright-colored head
scarf identified her immediately as one of Peraltals hastily transplanted town house servants.

"Y ou been up to New Orleans?' asked January, with innocent surprise.



And got the whole story.

In pieces, and with digressions concerning the conduct of neighboring servants and the husbands, wives,
boyfriends, and girlfriends of the town house staff, it wasthis. Gaen Perdta had met the mistress of
Arnaud Trepagier, hisfelow pupil at the swordsmanship academy of Augustus Mayerling, and had fallen
desperately in love. The boy's father had taken him to Blue Ribbon Ballsin an atempt to interest himin
some other young sang mele, but it was of no use.

"And she wasn't pushin' him away much, neither,”" added the woman, who turned out to be Honey, the
Perata household cook.

"Pushin’ with one hand and makin' bedroom eyeswhile shedid it," added another woman, the wrinkles of
advancing age beginning to line her strong-chinned face. "Just aswell Arnaud Trepagier came down with
the choleralike he did, or there woulda been trouble.” She spoke with malicious satisfaction in her voice
and spitein her eyes, for which January couldn't blame her. After living in New Orleansfor mogt, if not
al, of her adult life, exile to abackwater plantation at a moment's notice had to be galing, disorienting,
and terrifying.

Angdique went into mourning.

("Some mourning,”" sniffed the elderly maid. "I seen more modest dresses paradin’ up and down Gallatin
Street.” "Well, she did wear black,” amended the kinder Honey. "1 seen her in the market.")

Michie Galen sent her notes. Michie Xavier said it wasn't proper. Michie Gaen didn't care. Hewas
seventeen and in love.

("Lord, aman doesn't need to be seventeen to make adamn fool of himsdf over agirl,” grinned awoman
on another doorstep, awrapped bundle of baby deeping at her bare breast and afour-year-old boy,
deeping aso, cradled againgt her other side. Her field-hand husband, sitting beside her, gave her ahard
nudge with hiselbow and asmile with hiseyes. Everybody except January had obvioudy heard this story
aready, but it was new enough to sill have bright edges of interest in the telling.)

Michie Galen begged hisfather to speak to Madame Dreuze. They went to the Mardi Gras quadroon
ball. "First thing anybody hear about it, Michie Xavier comein whenit'snear light, whichislate for him.
Heain't oneto stay out howlin' a the mornin' star. He ask, has Michie Galen comein? We say no, and
just then thereés knockin' at the gate, and Charles, he go open it, Michie Xavier right on his hedsand
most of therest of usfollowin’ after. And in thelight of the Street lamps we see Michie Gaen, drunk asa
whedbarrow and hangin' on the side of the gate, with his mask hanging off, and hisface al scratched up,
scratched deep an' bleedin'.”

January was slent, but he felt exactly as he had when, as a child, hed gone hunting with ading and
stones and seen asquirrel drop off abranch under a clean and perfect hit.

Angdiquesface returned to him—the enigmatic cat face, surrounded by lace and jewel s—and that
scornful, razor-edged voice saying How dare you lay a hand on me? Saying it for the second time, with
the tones exact as music well rehearsed.

Thefirefdl in uponitsdf with asilky rustle. The field hands gathered close, to hear the end of thetale.
Someone glanced nervoudy aong the street, in the direction of the overseer's cottage, but from the dark
windows came no sound.

"Michie Xavier and Michie Galen just stand there for aminute, starin' at each other," the cook went on.
"Then Michie Xavier turn to usand say, red quiet, 'Shut the gate now, Charles. And don't you open it



tomorrow mornin'. Honey, we got enough food in the kitchen for medlsfor aday without goin' out to the
market? Ain't nobody said what happened, but | figureit, Michie Galen got drunk and in ato-do with
some low-down woman, and his padidn't want word of it gettin' out to Rosdlie Delaporte that he's
engaged to."

"To Thierry Delgporte, you mean,” put in asmal, dignified, middle-aged man whose rough clothing and
coarse moccasins were dike new and unsettled on histhin frame. There were bandages on two of his
fingers. Charles, the Perdta butler, January guessed. Put to some lesser task for the nonce, since Gaen
Perdta, staying at the big house here done, would scarcely need the formality of more than acook and a
maid to keep the place clean. "Rosdlie Delaporte's pa,”" he added, to January, by way of explanation. "He
has abig plantation out in Saint Charles Parish, and they been talkin' of marryin' hisgirl for years."

"It1l beyears, if Michie Gaen takes up with that Angelique gdl,” retorted the maid. "I hear she pure poi-
on.

"Comemornin’," Honey went on, after abrief digression on the family ties between the Perdtas, the
De-laportes, the Tremouilles, and the Bringiers, "Michie Xavier sends Momo over there'—she pointed
to ayoung man who was quite clearly making himsdlf at homewith theloca girls—"up to Alhambra by
the lake with amessage, askin' for TiaZozo the cook there and peopl e to be butler and maid and
coachman and all, to take our places so we could come down here for a couple weeks, so there'd be no
blabbin'."

"Couple weeks, you think?' said the maid bitterly. "Whether word gets out now or later, it'll still make
trouble for him and that Delgporte girl his pas so set on him marryin'. Y ou dreamin’, girl. We gonnabe
herealongtime.”

There was smoldering ragein her eyes.

January thought about the miles of swamp and bayou and road he'd ridden over, the utter isolation of this
place. Thiswoman — dl of the house servants— had been taken from their friends, from husbands or
lovers, from the place they knew, literdly at a day's notice and for what appeared to them to be sheer
caprice. He saw the grief come into Honey's eyes, and the fat woman looked away.

"Michie Xavier wouldn't do that to us, Anne," said Charles gently. "1 know him. | worked in his house
forty years. He said to me, aswe were gettin' in the wagon, that we'd al be back soon.”

"Hal Sowhereishe?'

"On hisway, most like. He had to stay around for Ash Wednesday, to go to church at the cathedra, and
have fish supper a the Bringiers. Now hell be on hisway, to see Michie Galen, if nuthin' ese

"Besdes" pointed out January, remembering his own childhood terror of leaving Bellefleur Plantation for
the city, "who's he got cookin' for him and brushin’ his clothes? If you al are here clearin’ canefidlds,
what are those folk from Alhambra up there doin' in place of you? Helll get sick of wrinkly shirtsand dust
bunnies under hisdesk inno time."

The maid Annedid not ook convinced, but Honey smiled gratefully. The talk ran on alittle longer, about
the death of Xavier'sfirst wifein childbed with the boy Gaen, and his second in the yellow fever four
years ago. There were evidently threelittle girlsaswell. Every detail of the family'slife and movements
were aired—January had amost forgotten how much house servants knew about their masters business.
He'd been too young to care much during his own daysin the quarters, though it was one of the maids
who'd kept him posted on the progress of his mother's sale. Later, Liviahad tried to keep him separate



from the dave children in the French town, though with poor success. He remembered, too, Olympe's
stories about how the voodoo doctors and voodoo queens gathered information from subtle, far-flung
networks of informers, learning everything about who went where and for what purposes about people
who weretotally unaware of how closely they were observed.

At length the old man with the panpipe said, "Little Dog-Star risin'. OI' Uhrquahr look out hiswindow
and gill seefire here, he be out. Uhrquahr the overseer,” he explained to January. "I'd tell you spread
your blanket herein one of the cabins, but Uhrquahr, he mean. Better not chanceit.”

"Thank you kindly," said January. "Fire and a chance to talk was what | needed, and to set aspell. I'll be
movin' on beforeit getslight.”

It had been along time, he thought, striding quietly through the sarlit fields toward the cornfield and its
sycamores, since held sat listening to that kind of talk, the lazy back-and-forth of the field hands and yard
servants as they wound down for deep. It was not that he missed thet life, though he knew whiteswho
would claim hedid, in hisheart of hearts. The anxiety, dread, and helplessness that were the underpinning
of those days were too strong, even yet, in his memory. The whites were fools who said that daves
enjoyed their davery, much lessthat they "liked astrong hand.”" Like most people they got dong as best
they could, taking happiness where and how they found it, in the knowledge that even that could be taken
away at some white man'swhim.

What he had missed, without being aware of it, was the beauty that had dipped in between the bars of
that childhood cage: the soft chill of the oring evening, the smdll of the newly turned earth. Therattle of
the bamboulain the darkness and the friendliness of those companionsin misfortune.

That he had never had his mother'slove, he had known at the time. But he had had hisfather's, and every
woman on Bellefleur had been hisaunt. He had not realized how deeply he had missed that fedling.
Having been raised in so close-knit acommunity—first on Bellefleur and later in the French town—it was
no wonder he yearned for it al the years he had been in Paris.

No wonder, he thought, that when he had been wounded unto death in his heart, it wasto that
community hereturned. It's here that | belong, he thought, without even a sensation of surprise. Not
Europe. Not Paris. Not Africa. Here among these no-longer-Africans, not-really-French.

And Nahum Shagrue?

It was ariddle he couldn't answer.

Behind him he heard far-off voices, raised in one last song, like the voices of ghostsin the dark.
"Misery led this black to the woods, Tell my master | died in the woods."

The gibbous moon stood high above thetrees. As helay in his blanket under the sycamores, telling over
his rosary and watching the drift of clouds come and go by the wan light of muzzy stars, Paris seemed
infinitiesdigtant. In Paris, hewondered if Ayasha had ever fdt that way about Algiers.

SEVENTEEN

From the sycamores, he could see Galen Perdta coming across the canefieldsin the clear gray-pink of
firg light.

Therise of the unplowed ground, dight though it was, gave him aclear view in dl directions, thankfully
unimpeded by the cane that by autumn would betall enough to concedl an army. Smoke drifted from the



kitchen buildings between the big house and the overseer's cottage, though the morning was warming and
there was none from cottage, cabins, or house. Far on theriver, the whisde of asteamboat floated in the
thick stillness of morning. Conceivably Perata Pere could have left the city aslate as midnight last night,
inwhich case he would be arriving any minute.

January tried hisbest to recdll if hed heard aboat last night. He didn't think so, but so taken up had he
been with what the servants had to tell, he had forgotten to listen. The currents below the city were swift,
and adownriver boat wouldn't need to make speed by sticking to the tortuous channels near the shore.
The moon was waxing. Hed heard there were pilotswho'd travel on moonless nights. He supposed that
in sufficiently desperate circumstances held even pay to ride with one.

Narrowing his eyes, he squinted into the dove-colored light. At least he hoped that was Galen.

The boy came nearer. On foot, of course, to avoid questions about taking a horse out so early. The
reedy, rather delicate frame was the one he recognized from the Sdlle d'Orleans, worlds different from
the stocky, straight-backed form of Peralta Pere. Under awide-brimmed hat, the face was shadowed,
but the man did not move with the confident stride of an overseer.

January tried to calm the pounding of his heart. The seamboat wouldn't comein for sometimeyet. He
had time to get out, to get clear.

He didn't have to say much to this boy, but he had to see him face-to-face, to verify—and to be able to
testify—about what he had been told.

After aweek, the scratches were dtill livid, though fading. In another week they'd be gone. The marks
were clearly the rakes of awoman's nails, cheekbone to chin, both sides; scabbed in places, and in
others clear pink lines acrossthe ddlicate, pae brown skin that il retained the porcelain qudity of a
child's. Galen squinted up at him from under the brim of hiswide hat, the firgt time January had seen him
up close.

Large, clear blue eyes, and an amost invisible blond mustache clinging ridiculoudy to the short upper lip.
Fair hair bleached fairer by the sun at itstips. Blue smudges marked his eyes, and strain and grief and
degpless nights had put lines around his mouith.

January had worked the night shift a the Hotel Dieu too long to think it impossible, or even unlikely, that
aman who would strangle awoman he loved in afit of rage would afterward lie awake weeping for her
a night. He had seen men howling with tears and attempting to cut their own wrists over the bodies of
wives or loversthey had themselves disembowel ed with broken bottles. And for al that she had the skin
of awhite woman, Angelique was colored, lesser in the eyes of the law and perhapsin her lover'seyesas
wall.

Perhaps that was what hurt him so much.
"Y uh-yuhryou have s-something for me?"

"Yes, ar." January removed his soft cap and deliberately made his accent as backstreet as possible.
"M'am Dreuze sent this." He produced the clean bandannafrom hisjacket pocket, in which were
wrapped Dominique's gloves.

The boy unwrapped them, stood looking down at them, and January could see the muscles of hisjaw
harden with the effort to command himsdlf.

Unlike Charles-Louis Trepagier, thiswas not ayoung man who accepted violence casually, not even the



violence of hisown nature. January wondered what Xavier Perdtahad said to his son that first dawn,
after the servants were dismissed.

"D-did she. . ." Heswalowed, and tried again. "D-did she s-send anything else?"
"No, ar."

The boy looked up again, fighting 'hard not to shed tearsin the presence of a stranger and ablack man at
that. "l s-see.” The downy brows pulled together for amoment, puzzling. At his height, January knew he
was difficult to mistake, and held been one of the few in the building that night who wasn't masked.

They'd passed within twelve inches of each other in the doorway of the retiring room.

All of Galen'smind, dl his heart, had been centered on that white, glittering FataMorganalaughing a him
inthe candllight . . . but it was just possible that he remembered.

Panic went through him like adouse of ice water and he dumped his shoulders alittle and scratched his
chin. He'd found it was true also that many whites|ooked less closely at blacks or colored whom they
did not know. "But she say, deliver "em into your own hand, not to nobody else, so that'swhat | do.”
Anything not to sound like someone who would be in the ballroom that night. ™Y ou got amessage for me
to take back to her?"

He could have cut out histongue amoment later. If Galen said, Yes, wait here for two hourswhile | go
back to the house and write one, the odds of Xavier Perdtareturning in the meantime would be
hideoudy multiplied. And of course awhite would think nothing of telling him to wait haf the morning. It
would in any case cost him precious time to backtrack to where held hidden the horse. The thought that it
might have been stolen flashed across his mind and turned him sick. On foot held have no chanceat dl in
this country.

A steamboat could cover the thirty milesfrom the city in five or Six hours, depending on how many stops
it had to make and what cargo had to be unloaded at any one of them. If Perdltahad left a midnight . . .

"N-no," said Galen. "N-no, it'sdl right." He looked very young. He wrapped the glovesin the bandanna
again, and dipped it into the pocket of his coarse tweed jacket. From histrouser pocket hetook a
Mexican silver dollar, which he put in January's hand. "Thank y-you. If you'd c-care to come back to the
housethey'll give you s-something in the kitchen."

"If it'sdl right with you, gr, I'll be gettin' on." He touched his cap brim palitely. "M'am Dreuze, she gave
me that 'cos she knew | was headin' down to Grand Ie to see my wife, but it'sbest | be on my road.
Thank you kindly, though.”

The excuse sounded hideoudy lame—what traveler would pass up the chance for free food and achance
to gossip a the plantation kitchen>—but Galen was clearly too shaken to notice any discrepancy. He
turned back toward the house without aword, the last of the ground mist dissolving around hisfegt, his
hand moving alittlein his pocket, caressing the gloves.

Minou'sgloves.
January felt alittle ashamed of himsdlf.

He strangled that woman whose body you found, hetold himsdlf. And he's trying to shift the blame
onto you. Passing off a souvenir d'amour that actually belonged to your sister isthe least of what
he deserves.



It was difficult to say, however, what it wasthat Galen Peraltadid deserve.
Justice, hethought. Only justice. But we all of us deserve that.

The daves were emerging from the street between the cabins, singing softly in the dawn, as January
picked hisway aong the packed trail between the fields, headed for the woods like afox for its earth.

It was years since January had traveled in rough country. Even asachild, hed never formally learned
woodcraft, only such that every country-raised dave knew: three sticksin atriangle, pointing back the
way you came, blazes on tree trunks, watch your feet and legs, and be careful around anything a snake
could bask on or hide under. The day was warm with the new warmth of the Louisiana spring, adamp,
debilitating heat unlike the hottest days he had known in Paris. Among the oak and sweet gum woods the
air felt dense, breathless, and its weight seemed to increase as he went. He tried to keep the brighter
daylight beyond the thinning treesto hisleft, skirting the cane fid dswithout losing sight of them, for he
knew how easy it would be to lose his bearings completely in those endless woods.

Digantly, like the sound of wind around the eaves a night, the anging from thefidds till cameto him.
Little ones without father,

Little ones without mother,

What do you do to earn money?

Theriver we cross for wild berries to search,

We follow the bayous a-fishing for perch,

And that's how we earn money.

Mechanicaly histrained mind andlyzed the eerie, descending scale, the loose embellishments of the
rhythm, and the meandering syncopation of implied drums, but the song whispered to something deeper
inhisheart. Likethe calinda, it had nothing to do with Schubert and Rossini, but its power cdled his
name nonetheless.

A warbler sang in athicket of hackberry. Farther off, abuzzard cried.

Then dillness.

Slence.

January hdted, listening, wondering if the winds had shifted over. Far off he heard the ato hoot of a
steamboet.

The canefiddslay between him and the river. The sSinging had ceased.

Something tightened, aknot behind his sternum, and he quickened his pace, trying not to run, for running
would leave more sign and put him in danger of tripping, a serious matter in the leaves and fallen branches
underfoot. If heran, he would very likely lose hisway.

In hismind he could see a horseman—two horsemen, perhaps—riding out from the big house, waving
for the overseer (Uhrquahr, hemean . . .), theworkers silent as they watched. ...

Or maybeit was just that someone was getting ataking-to. That would be enough to stop the singing, for
aslong asit lasted. He strained his ears, but the singing did not resume.



He moved on, quicker now, trying to remember the landmarks. They'd looked different in last night's
gathering darkness from the way they had in the afternoon, and far different now, coming back the other
way. Hefound one of hisown trail markers near ared oak veiled in Spanish moss like amourning
widow, and had no recollection whatsoever of the place. He knocked the sticks flying as he moved on.
How soon would it be, he wondered, before they organized to follow?

At Bdlefleur when he was six one of the field hands had run away. He remembered how the overseer
hed called for men to hunt, and the men had gathered. There had been more white men in the posse from
neighboring plantations, since Bellefleur, closeto New Orleans, had not been nearly asisolated as Chien
Mort, but it was planting time and few could be spared. Most of the hunting had been done—and done
willingly—by the runaway'sfdlow daves.

He'd as much astold them he was arunaway. And he was no kin nor friend of theirs. For abreak from
the monotony of clearing thefidds, of coursethey'd follow.

Rain started, thin and steady. It would cover his scent if they were using dogs but made tracks likelier in
soft ground, and it further obscured the landmarks. A respectable music master in Paris, hed worn boots
for sxteen years, and Liviahad seento it in the years before that that he'd gone shod like a respectable
colored, not barefoot like a black. Though his boots would leave a sharper track he didn't dare take
them off and try to flee barefoot.

Around him the woods grew thicker and the ground boggy, cypressesrising ghostly among the oaks. It
was farther than he had thought to the smal tributary bayou he'd followed to old Ti Margaux's shack. His
clothes grew leaden on his back and dragged at hislimbs. His mind, always too active, conjured the
picture of that exhausted, hag-ridden young man coming back to the whitewashed plantation house to
meet hisfather standing on the threshold, newly returned from the steamboat landing.

Who brought you those gloves?
A b-big n-nigger from town.
And you let him see you? You let anyone from town see your face?

He thought about the girl Saly, smply waking away from Les Saules. Asthe cook Claire had remarked,
it was only an hour to the American streetcar line. Out here held have along way to run before he came
to safety.

He came through trees and found himsdlf facing water held never seen before, jewd green with
duckweed and scaled over with the expanding rings of water dropsin therain. Cypresslike old gray
godsin rags crowded aong its edge, pale againgt the bright green of the pines behind them. In the water
itsdlf their knobby kneesrose up like wading children sent ahead to scout the shallows. A turtle blinked at
him from alog.

Thank God the alligators are still sleeping this time of year, he thought, turning back on hisown
tracks, casting around for the blaze he'd left—he thought held |eft— hereabouts. The water in front of
him might be the bayou aong which Ti Margauix had his broken-down house, or might be atributary of
it, or might lead somewhere e se dtogether. The rain came harder, rustling in the leaves of thelive oaks,
the needles of the pines. By the water the air was coal, but in the trees again, even therain didn't seem to
affect the damp heat, only keep him from hearing the sounds of pursuit. He sumbled in atangle of wild
azalea, and very suddenly, found himsdlf face-to-face with ayoung black man in the coarse trousers of a
field hand, aclubin hishand.

"Hereheid" shouted the man. "Here he—"



January covered the distance between them in two long strides, wrested the club from the hunter—who
was too surprised at being attacked, instead of fled, to use it —and cracked him ahard blow across the
sde of the head. The young man went sprawling, stunned, and January sprinted in the direction he
thought he'd been going immediately before the encounter. The rain pelted harder around him, blurring
the green-on-green-on-green of water and vegetation into a confusng monochrome.

He turned toward the thicker growth along the water, but voices were calling out from the high ground,
s0 he knew he couldn't go to earth. Instead he veered for the high ground himself, where the water ash
and cypress and pametto gave placeto loblolly pinethat killed most undergrowth with its needles. His
long legs pumped, hisbody settling into its stride. He was tdll, but he hadn't run in years, and his boots
were heavy on hisfeet. Too many years, he thought, as his breath burned suddenly in hislungs. Those
boys back there would be young, and fit.

He skidded, wove, plunged back toward the water again. Something gray caught hiseye, and he saw
that it was the old house of the deceased Ti Margaux, impossibly on the other side of the water. He had
no idea how hed gotten himsdlf turned around, but the place was unmistakable. For amoment he
considered lying low and letting them run past, but they'd see the house aswell, know held head there.
The snakeswould be deeping in winter, like the gators—Please God, et the snakes be still leeping!
Then he pulled off his coat and plunged into the bayou.

It wasn't wide—twelve or fifteen feet—nor particularly deep. He only had to strike out and swim for a
stroke or two, holding the coat and his papers aoft, then his boots were dushing thickly in unspeskable
mud and atangle of dligator weed that dragged a him like stedl nets. Underwater leaves dit a histhighs
and sides as he dragged himself ashore, stumbled up the dope, dragged open the door of the old barn
and caught up the bridle, remembering to work evenly and without haste as he coaxed the bit into the
horse's mouth, buckled chin strap and band. He flung himself, dripping, onto the horse's back without
benefit of saddle and kicked the anima forward out the barn door a agallop.

Outside there was only atangle of cypress and red oak, buckler fern and butterweed and creeper
dowing the horse's stride. January ducked, keeping his head down under the low-hanging branches, wet
mosstrailing over hisback as hetried to find the narrow trace that had led him here.

Then men were on him, springing out of the jungles of verdure, black, half-naked, armed with clubs and
ydling with the hunt. January drove his hedsinto his mount's sides but hands were dready dragging & the
bridle, at hislegs, pulling the panicking horse down and dragging him off. He swung with his club and felt
it connect, but blows rained on his shoulders, stunning him. He felt his own makeshift wesgpon ripped
from his hands, then he was pinned, il struggling, to the ground.

A whiteman'svoice sad, "Let him up.”

They did, till holding hisarms, crowding close around him, therain not quite washing the rank smdl| of
his own sweet or theirs or the swamp from him.

Three white men stood on the dightly higher ground before him. Evidently none had tried to ride through
the swamp, following, like the blacks, on foot. One was a square-built, fair-haired man of thirty or so
with a bristling mustache and whiskers, a blacksnake whip hanging coiled at his belt—Uhrquahr the
overseer. The second, still in the tweed coat and hunting breeches he'd worn to walk to the cornfield that
morning, the rain dripping from the broad brim of his pametto hat, was Galen Pe-rata

Thethird, white hair bare to therain and eyes cold and hard as blue glass, was Xavier Perdta.

Perataturned to one of the field hands holding January's arms. "Is this the man who came to the cabins
last night and asked about Michie Galen?!



"Yesdr,itis"

Heturned back at January. He, too, looked exhausted, asif the nights that had passed in obligatory
family revelry had been harrowed by deeplessness. It wasn't yet noon, which meant he'd taken the
earliest boat he could that morning.

"Y ou told my son that you'd been sent by Madame Dreuze with akeepsake—a gesture | find not in the
dightest like the woman, for dl her protests of sentimentality—and you told my servantsthat you werea
runaway bound for Grand Ide. | think that you were lying both times. Tdl the truth to me now. Who are
you?”

"My nameis Benjamin January," said January. "I'm afree man of color." He reached into his pocket—the
fidld hands never releasing their hold on his arms—and produced the papers.

Uhrquahr took them and tore them up without looking at them. "Y ou adave now," he said, and smiled.

"Bring him," said Peraltaand turned away.
EIGHTEEN

The sugar mill was one of the few buildings on the Perdta place constructed of brick. Therewasa
chamber to one side where the wood was stored against the voracious fires of the winter harvests, but
with winter barely over the wood room was nearly empty, the brick floor swept clean. The backbreaking
work of filling it would be a constant through the coming year, like hoeing up the fast-sprouting weeds
before they smothered the cane or keeping the ditches clear.

On the opposite side of the mill, past the sillent dark shapes of the rollers and the long line of the empty
boiling vats, cones of sugar cured in another chamber on their wooden racks, leaching out the last of the
molasses under stretched squares of gauze to keep the roaches away. Thethick, raw-sweet smell of it
filled the gloom.

"Spancel him to the upright.” Peralta's voice echoed coldly in the high rafters, beneath the thrumming of
therain. Hishorse, and Uhrquahr's, had been waiting at the edge of the trees, the ankle chainsin their
saddlebags. "Just by the ankle will do," he added, as the overseer made a move to shove January back
againg one of the squared cypress pillars that supported the dome of the mill chamber itsdf. "I'll call you
if theréstrouble.”

They had to pull off January's boots to lock the chain. It chafed the flesh of hisfoot and drove deep into
the skin the blue bead of Olympe's charm.

From benegath his coattails Perdta took two pistols, one of which he handed to Uhrquahr. For al his
soaked clothing, dripping into apuddle around hisfeet, the old planter radiated akind of quiet anger, a
deadliness more to be feared than the overseer's blind, raw exercise of power.

"Mr. Uhrquahr, will you stand outside the door of the wood room? Should | raise acry you areto come
in, but not before. 1 doubt thiswill take long. Have Hephas-tion send the men back into the fields as soon
astherainclears”

The overseer touched the brim of his soaked douch hat and departed, the sound of the rain momentarily
louder as he opened the door from the wood room outside. As he stepped out into the light Uhrquahr
glanced sullenly over his shoulder, disappointed and angry.

January leaned hisback againg the pillar, his hands at his sides, watching Peratain silence. The old man



stood at adistance, the white hair making wet strings on his collar, hisblue eyes cold asglass. Therewas
something in the way he stood that told January he was waiting for him to speak, to hear what the first
rush of words would be, explanations and excuses, perhaps pleas. So he kept hissilence, asif both men
were abiding until the turn of some unknown tide. The sound of the rain was very loud.

It was Peraltawho finally broke the silence. "I did not know the police hired free blacks as agents.”

January dmost protested that he was sang mele, not black, then redlized how ridiculous that would
sound. Maybe Olympe was right about him being whiter than their mother ingde.

"The police didn't send me," he said, and shook his head alittle as athread of water trickled from his
close-cropped hair down into his eye. His voice was soft in the near dark. "Didn't you ask Monsieur
Tremouilie not to send anyone? Not to investigate at al?1'm the man they'll hang in the place of your

Perdtalooked away. In the shadowsit wasimpossible to see his expression, or whether hisfair, pinkish
skin colored up, but the tension that hardened his shoulders and back was unmistakable, hisslencelike
the scrape of a cotton-press wheel screwed too tight.

Shoot me and walk out, thought January, too angry at this man now to care what he did. Hed seen alot
of death, and at thisrange, abullet was going to be less painful and quicker than the rope and the drop.
Shoot me and walk out or say something. He would not volunteer another word.

"Youwere. . .oneof themusicians. The pianist.”

"That'sright,” said January. "And your son can tell you that | wasin the room talking to Mademoisdlle
Crozat when he camein, and that when | walked out she was ill dive.”

There was no sound but Perdtas breathing and January's own.
"He'sthe only witnessto that fact,” January went on. "But you probably aready know that."

"No." The old man moved his shoulders, shifted hisweight from one hip to the other, bresking the hard
watchfulness. "No, | didn't. | did not discuss the matter a any great length with the police. My son.. . ."
Hefdl slent avery long time. "My son said nothing about you."

"And did your friend Captain Tremouilletell you that | wasthe only witnessto the fact that your son
cameinto the room when he did? After everyone saw him storm off down the stairsfollowing his quarrel
with Angdique?' January kept his eyes on the white man'sleft shoulder, knowing the ragein them
showed even so but almost too angry to care.

"l don't haveto listen to this" Perdtaturned away.

"No, you don't,” said January. "Because you've got agun and I'm chained up. Y ou don't haveto listen to
anything."

It stopped him. January guessed Perdtawouldn't have stopped if held said, Because you're white and
I'm black. Might very well have struck him, in fact. In asense, it amounted to the same thing, though of
course awhite man wouldn't seeit that way. But as hed known in the ballroom on the night of Bouille's
chdlenge to William Granger, Perdta consdered himsdf a gentleman, aman of old-fashioned honor. He
was aman who prided himself on knowing the rules, on not being like the Americans.

"| told my friendswhere | was coming,”" said January. He made a subconscious moveto fold hisarms,
and stopped himsdlf from taking a stance too threatening, too chalenging, too "uppity." Hisvery sze, he



knew, was threat enough, and he was treading an extremely narrow road here. "If I'm not back, they'll
take what I've written to the police. Not that it'll do me aflyspeck of good if you've decided arich man
can kill apoor onewho'sin hisway, but | respect the truth and want it told."

Perataturned dowly back. Theimplication of alie touched him to the quick. He opened his mouith,
within the rain-beaded circle of white mustache, but couldn't refute the words. Still, asaman of honor, a
Creole gentleman of the old traditions, he couldn't et the words go unanswered. And gentlemen told the
truth.

"Hesmy son,” hesad at last. "And I'm not going to kill you."

The cold clutch of panic tightened around January's heart, knowing what that probably meant. But he
sad geadily, "My friendswill ill comelooking.”

Who? hethought bitterly. Livia? Dominique?
"Unlessyou plan to sell meout of the state.”

"No," said Peraltasmply. He drew adeep breath, and met January's gaze again. "l know it's. . . hard.
But | don't seewhat else| can do. Uhrquahr!™

The door opened fast. Uhrquahr came in with his gun trained; January reckoned Perdtawas lucky his
man hadn't stepped in shooting and killed them both before his eyes adjusted to the shadows.

"Put himinthejail," sad Peraltaquietly. "WEell be kegping him herefor afew days"

Mambo Susu, the oldest woman on Bellefleur when January was growing up, had dways said that it was
bad luck to build ahouse out of brick and stone, things that had no spirit. It had made sense a the time,
snce dl the dave cabins were made of wood and the inhabitants of the big house seemed to be as crazy
and dien asliving in ahouse without spirit would make them.

Later, watching the hard rains and hurricane winds from the windows of his mother's house on Rue
Burgundy, January had remembered those dripping nights and the steady, hacking coughs most of the
hands devel oped in time and revised hisopinion.

In any casethe davejail on Chien Mort was built out of brick.

The bars of the single high window were wood rather than expensive iron, but the knowledge did January
little good, as he was shackled to the rear wall with ashort chain around hisright wrist. It could have
been worse, he reflected. Chronic runaways were frequently chained lying on their backs, butt to the wall
with their feet manacled to rings set in about four feet ofIf the floor. The floor was brick. The whole room
amelled of mildew and very old piss.

Examining the boltsthat held the chain to thewall, January reflected on the difference in sound between
Bayou Chien Mort and Les Saules. Bayou Chien Mort, smdl and somnolent and out-of-the-way asit
was, a least sounded dive: The voices of smdl children rang shrilly from the direction of the cabins, and
from far off camethefaint, steady suggestion of the chop of mattocks and hoes, of voices sSnging.

"They chased, they hunted him with dogs,
They fired arifle at him. They dragged him from the cypress swamp,
His arms they tied behind his back, They tied his handsin front of him ..."



It was aforbidden song, a secret song, about the rebd dave leader Saint-Mao. Uhrquahr must not be
near. January shivered and scratched with afingernail at the mortar around the screws.

As hed suspected, it wasn't mortar proper but hardened clay, poorly adapted for its job. He gathered
the chain in hishand, wrapped the dack around his arm above the elbow, and twisted hiswhole body,
watching for thetdltale givein the bolts.

Alittle, hethought. A little.
He canvassed his pockets.

They'd taken hisknife and spoon, the only meta hed had on him, al hismoney, and hisslver watch. The
only thing they'd left him was hisrosary.

Blessed Mary ever-Virgin, he prayed, give me an idea. Show me some way. He folded the beads
back up again, put them away. He moved hisfeset, still bare since they hadn't given him back his boots,
and his anklebone brushed the blue bead on itsthong, arosary to the old gods.

Papa Legba who guards all the doors, hethought, | could do with some help from you, too.

Hetook the rosary beads out of his pocket again, and turned them over in his hand. The beads winked at
him, bright blue, like the bead on his ankle. Cheap glass.

With achegp sted crucifix.
Blessed Mary ever-Virgin, he prayed, forgive me for this, but I've got to get out of here.

He began to scrape, cautioudly, a the mortar around the bolts with theinch or so of stedl at the bottom
of the cross.

He heard the bolt lock on the door rattle and had a moment of horrified panic when he redized there was
alittle heap of powdered clay and broken fragments of mortar on the floor under the bolt. Faling to his
knees, he sivept it with his hands along the join of wall and floor and just barely stood up againintimeto
shield the ragged gouge in the clay with hisbody. Hisright hand he shoved in his pocket, rosary and dll;
gx hours of steady work had |eft palm and fingers araw mass of blisters and blood.

The sun had gone over to the other sde of the building. The room wasin shadow, until thelight fell in like
afog of glare from the open door.

It took him amoment to redize who was standing there.
It was Galen Peralta.

"Puh-puh-Papa.. . ." he began, and stopped. "' P-Papa s-s-says you're the one who's taken the b-blame
for . .. for what happened.”

January said nothing.

"And thuh-that y-you c-came heretuh-tuh . . ." He could barely get the words out, his face contorted
with frugtration, with thefire of hisinarticulate temper. "To see my face. To tuh-tell the police. That'swhy
you came.”

"Y ou expect meto just St there and let them hang mein your place?!

"But | duh-duh-duh . . ." He stepped through the door, shaking his head with desperation, fists clenching



asif hewould strike himsdlf or anything near himin hisneed. "I duh-didnt doit!" Hedragged in his
breath hard, forcing akind of steadiness. | redlly, really d-didn't hurt her! | was d-drunk ... | got
duh-drunker . . . B-but I remember enough of the night to know | d-didn't hurt her! | wanted—I
wanted—she laughed at m-me and | wuh-wanted to kill her, w-wanted to break her neck . . ."

"Perhaps your young Galen,” Mme. Laaurie had said, "took the matter to an extreme, when not
so long ago he took a stick to an Irishwoman who was insolent to him. ..." But unlikethe Trepagier
boys, it was Galen's cross rather than his crown.

"l 1eft," hewhispered. "1 had t-to leave. Even Puh-Papa doesn't believe me.”

He sounded desolate. In other circumstances, watching his struggle even to make himself understood on
the amplest possiblelevd, January knew hed have felt pity for him. But at the moment he had littleto
spare.

"Whether | believe you or not isn't going to matter one bit when I'm chopping cotton in Georgia."

"N-no," said Galen quickly. "P-Papas not going to do that! He's ahard m-man—st-g-stern . . ." He
flinched alittle at some thought. "Buh-but he'd n-never . . . HeEd never be unjust like that. Y ou're afree

January glanced around him at thejail's brick walls and said nothing.

"He'sjust g-going to keep you here until . . . until the m-marks on my f-face heal up. Hesaid it's. . . it's
hard to kn-know the right thing to do. Buh-but he's going to give you some m-money and see that you
get on aship, to Europe or England or M-Mexico or wherever you want, just o long asit's not N-New
Orleans”

Exactly as he'd shipped all the house servants out to the farthest of his plantations, regardless of
their families, relationships, lives.

"Just 0 long as| never see my home or my friends or my family again,” said January softly. "For
something you know—and your father knows—I didn't do."

A little defiantly, Galen said, "It's buh-buh-better than hanging! He's doing the best he c-can for you,
when Uhrquahr . . ." He hesitated.

"When Uhrquahr wantsto sdl me,” finished January for him. He deliberately made his shouldersrelax
and dump alittle, and bowed his head, mostly so Galen wouldn't see hiseyes. "I understand. Thank you .
..and thank him." You vain little cowardly popinjay. It was cleaner than his humiligtion in the Swamp,
though it cameto exactly the samething.

But it relaxed the boy and brought him a step back into the room.

"Itisnt asif ... asif ... Itisn't asif I'd d-doneit," argued Galen. He rubbed at the lines of scab on hisface.
"B-but no onewill b-believe me. If my own father doesn't buh-bdlieve ..."

" She scratched you in the room there?!

Gden nodded, wretched. A lock of fair hair fell down over hisforehead. "Shesaidtom-me. . . Shesad

She said the things women with a cruel streak generally say to the men who love them.



"l cuh-cuh- ... | c-can't say this."

The boy was consumed with guilt. January made hisvoice gentle, asif he were back in the night clinic of
the Hotel Dieu.

"Wereyou lovers?'

Henodded again. "It was asif she w-wanted met-to S-st-strike her, w-wanted meto ... to be violent.
To hurt her." Thewordsjammed in histhroat, and he forced them out, thin and panting, like watered
blood. "She. . . She used to d-do that. | tuh-try to k-keep my temper, |'ve tuh-talked to Pere Eugenius
ab-bout it, again and again. I've p-prayed about it, t-talked to Augustus—to M-Maitre M-Mayerling . . .
Then shed b-bait me and t-taunt me into hurting her, and hold it over me."

He shook his head, a desperate spasm of agesture. "It was—It was asif she w-wanted to get meto
m-make love to her thuh-there in the room," he whispered. "God knows | w-wanted to. Suh-suh-seeing
her d-dance that w-way. ... | d-don't know if it was fighting or love-making or what, that we did, b-but |
pushed her away frommeand | I€ft. | felt sSick. | went b-back down the service stairs, the way 1'd come
up. | was afraid I'd meet m-my father downstairs. | went ... | d-don't know where | went. The Verandah
Hotdl, | think, and the Saint Louis Exchange. | just went in whatever d-doors | saw and got liquor. It
wasn't until | was cuh-cuh-coming back to the ballroom that | met some men, and they said there'd been
amuh-murder. The d-dusky damsel in the c-cat mask, they said. | ran back and the police were there.

Heturned away and covered hisface. "Thefirg thing | thuh-thought wasthat | shouldn't have left her. If
I'd stayed w-with her she w-wouldn't have been aone. She w-wouldn't have been k-k-killed. It was only
later when | got home that Puh-Puh-Puh- . . . that Papalooked a methat way."

Hisarmswrapped around him, hugging himsdf with wretchedness, and January struggled to put hisown
anger at them aside—anger at the boy who would let an innocent man take his punishment, aman who
would let an innocent take the punishment of aboy whom hetruly believed to be guilty.

Behind hisflank he flexed his gouged and bleeding hand.
Say silent. Say silent and learn.

But maybe, he thought, part of his own anger was only envy. He didn't like to think so, but he suspected
that if it had been Minou who'd been jailed, their mother would have been at the Cabildo that night raising
seven kinds of Cain until her child was freed. Even if she thought Minou had killed aman.

"I never thuh-thuh-thought it was p-possible to love someone like thet," the boy went on, hisvoicea
hoarse whisper now, speaking dmost to himself. He might have taken the silence for sympathy, or he
might have gone beyond awareness of January's existence, only needing to confess to someone who was
not hisfather, someone of whom hewasn't afraid.

"I never thuh-thought | c-could love someonethat . . . that wild. She was n-nothing like I'd ever thought
about, or d-dreamed about, but | c-couldn't get her out of my mind. It was like one of those c-crazy,
dirty d-dreams one gets. | n-never thought I'd violate another man's wuh-woman, or go through al those
-stupid little subterfuges, meeting her at night after held left, s-sending her secret letters, everything they
doinn-noves. | didn't know what to do. And now at n-night all | c-c-can think about is her voice, and
the times she'd be like a child who needed me. It was m-my fault,”" he added softly. He was shivering
now, hands clutched together, pressed to hislips. "M-my fault shewas adonewhen . . . when he came
into the room."



"And you have no ideawho he might have been?' asked January in the voice of his own confessor.

The boy raised hishead, stared a him blankly, asif such athought had never crossed hismind. Asif
Angelique's death had been like one of Byron's poems, some catastrophe engineered by malevolent gods
to harm the bereaved, not attached to other mattersin thevictim'slife.

Asif, January redlized, in Galen Perdtas mind, An-gelique had no other life than asthe center of his
CONSCiOUSNESS.

"Do you know who might have hated her?" he asked. "Who might have wished her dead?!

Of course you don't, he thought, asthe boy smply gazed with those tear-filled blue eyes. You never
spoke to her about a single one of her other concerns, did you?

"l ... n-no," he sammered. "Who w-would have w-wanted to harm her?'

The blind naivete—the complete ignorance—of the remark made him want to hoot with laughter, but
that, he knew, would be his death.

"An ex-lover?' January suggested gently. "A rival? Someone she had wronged? If she had acrazy
temper, shed have taken it out on someone other than you."

The boy shook his head and looked away, face darkening in the gloom as he redlized, perhaps for the
first time, that he had not known very well the woman he had professed to so madly love.

"Was there someone you saw on the stairway?" asked January. " Someone you passed in the courtyard
on theway out?'

"l d-don't ... | d-don't remember anything. Look, my p-papa sayswe should let thisal blow . . over. . ..

"But then the man who did thiswill get away." January made his voice low, both grave and sympathetic,
asif hewere speaking to one of his students or to some poor soul at the night clinic. "Listen, Michie
Perdta" He carefully used theidiom of the daves, like adog lowering itsalf down before another dog so
asnot to get killed. "I'm grateful to your father for sending me away rather than doing some worse thing,
because | know it'sin his power to do s0." The arrogant bastard. "But one day | want to clear my own
name, and to do that | haveto find who redlly did it. If you can tell me everything you remember about
that night, | can write to my family from France or Mexico or wherever | end up, and they can talk to the
palice, investigate thisthing. Clear your name aswadll, not just with the police but with your father.”

The boy licked hislipswith apae, hesitant tongue, but hiswatery eyes brightened alittle. "I ... |
un-derst-stand. But | d-don't ... | redlly d-don't remember.”

Just as hislovefor Angelique had been amatter of concern to him aone, thought January, so in hismind
he saw only himself at their parting and not anyone around him.

"How did you leave the building?' asked January in acoaxing voice, trying to ignore the agonizing painin
his hand. "Down the service gairs?'

Gaen nodded. "1 d-didn't . . . Everybody wasin the upstairs lobby. But | heard . . . voices.... in the office
when | came out the b-bottom, so | w-went through the lobby and out into the c-court that way."

Hisfather's voice, thought January. In Froissart's office, talking to Granger and Bouille.

"Did you see anyone in the lobby? Anyone you know? Or would know again?"



"l d-don't ... | d-don't know." Galen shrugged hel plesdy and looked around, casting about for areason
to leave. "They were dl w-wearing masks.”

"What kind of masks? Anything redly pretty? Redly vulgar? Redly ugly?" If thekiller had ascended the
service dair sometime during the progressve watz, he—or just possibly she—would have dmost
certainly passed this distraught boy in the lobby or the courtyard.

"Therewasthat vulgar p-purple p-pirate,” said Galen promptly, his brow unfurrowing with relief at being
ableto recall something or someone. "M-Mayerling was d-down there, | ... | hurried p-past because |
didn't want him to see me. | didn't—I c-couldn't—do with speaking to anyone. There was aw-woman
dressed like an Indian in b-b-buckskin. . . ."

Hefrowned again, struggling with the mental effort as much aswith his stutter. A very perfect young
Creole gentleman, thought January dourly: competent with asword or ahorse and dowly being
inculcated to the endless, careful work of running asugar plantation, but utterly without imagination. Or
perhaps with just enough imagination to sense that he was being pressed and molded againgt hiswill, the
will hewas not alowed to have, into something he was not. Enough firein him to rebe againg hisfather's
demands by seeking out a creature of fire like Angdique Crozat.

"Therewas ak-kind of Turk in an orange t-turban,” he went on after amoment. "Hewasin the
c-courtyard. | remember thinking hist-turban looked like a p-pumpkin under the lanternsin the trees.
And as| c-came down the steps | s-saw Angeliques little f-f-friend, C-Clemence. She was &-standing in
the courtyard, looking for s-someone. But | c-couldn't stand to talk."

Hisface contracted again with sudden pain, and he turned away. "Duh-duh-don't . . . Don't let my father
know | ssaid al this," he whispered. "I haveto g-go. | haveto be out at the w-woodlot now. | just
wuh-wuh-wanted you to know | d-didn't ... | d-didn't kill her. Do you believe me?"

"l believeyou," said January. You cowardly link wretch. And, hearing the anger in hisown voice, the
threat of sarcasm fighting to rise to the surface, he added humbly, "Thank your father for me. And thank
you."

"It'sdl | can d-do," said the boy softly. "I hope ... | hope your friends c-can find who redly d-did it. |
hope what I've t-told you is some help. Because | c-can't even c-confessthis, you know? | cuh-cuh-can't
... | cuh-can't c-confessthat | |eft her done.”

You 're condemning me to exile from everyone | know, thought January, asthe door closed behind
Galen, the labored squeak of the bolt echoed again. From the only home | have. And you expect me
to pity you because you can't confess?

Have your own nightmares, boy. I'll shed a tear for you on my way back to New Orleans on foot.

He turned back, gritting histeeth hard as the steel arms of Christ's cross pressed, then grated, intheraw
mest of hispalm, and began to gouge at the clay once more.

"Boss-man say, Gonna sell that big black boy, Boss-man say, Gonna sell that big black boy.
Tell the Big Boss he run off in the night,

But take him out, take him on up to Natchez

town ..."

January swung around, heart pounding hard at the sound of the thin, wailing song benegth the jailhouse



window. A woman singing, he thought, standing in the near-complete early darkness of the evening, her
voice amogt hidden by the singing of the hands as they came past on the pathway to the cabins.

Singing to him. There was no other reason for her to be there, close enough to thejail for him to touch,
had he not been chained.

"Mama, take thisfood, hideit in the black oak tree, Mama, take thisfood, hideit in the black oak
tree,

Wher e the bayou bends, My food, my boots, they wait for me. . ."

Something dark flashed between the bars of the windows; amoment later he heard the soft strike of
metd on the packed dirt of the floor.

Uhrquabhr, thought January, in a sudden flash of cold rage. So Uhrquahr had his own plansto benefit
from the windfall hisemployer had too much honor to pick up.

The anger helped him. Exhausted, the agony in his hand sapping the rest of his strength, without that fury
he wasn't sure he'd have been able to tear free the loosened chain from thewall.

The thought of Uhrquahr did it, though. He wrapped the chain twice around his arm and wrenched,
half-blind with anger, and the staple popped free with aforce that sent him staggering into the opposite
wall. He sumbled, fdll, gasping and in apain he had never experienced in hislife, aching in every muscle.

And knowing that he wasn't done yet, for he had to cut through the wooden bars.

He couldn't even stand up to cross the cell to the window. On hands and knees, in the pitch dark, he
crawled, back muscles crying out with agony as he swept the invisible dirt before him with hisleft hand.
Hisright was ausdessroot of pain. He literally had no idea how held manage to cut the bars.

He knew held have to manage. There was food and his boots waiting for him in the black oak where the
bayou curved—a short distance from the path that led back to Ti Margaux's house, for held noticed the
tree there. God knew how he'd get the spancel off hiswrist or where he could get sufficient acohol to
keep his hand from mortifying—at a pinch, awillow-bark poultice would probably suffice, if he had time
to make one. But once he ran, he'd better not get caught again.

Hisfingerstouched metal, lumpy and heavy. It was the head of a mattock, razor-sharp on its edge and
capable of chopping through the toughest roots.

Blessed Mary ever-Virgin, he thought, reaching down to touch the rosary in histrouser pocket, with its
battered and twisted stedl cross, | owe you as many Masses as you want to name.

And | owe you too. Papa Legba—the opener of doors.
NINETEEN

A waxing moon had risen midway through the afternoon, and pale silver flickered on the waters through a
gauze of mist when January finally reached the black oak where the bayou curved. Heart pounding with
fear of snakes, wildcats, and nests of deeping hornets, he groped in the crotch of the brooding dark
shape, wreathed with fog and Spanish moss, and dmost at once hisfingerstouched cloth. It wasadave's
blanket, not his own, wrapped around a good store of ash pone and dried apples, aholed and ragged
linsay-woolsey shirt, acorked gourd, which even from the outside smelled of raw chegp rum, and his
boots.



Thanking God with every breath he drew, January pulled on the bootsfirst. Hisfeet were bleeding froma
dozen scratches and so swollen he could barely get the boots on, but even at this early season, he knew
there was danger from snakes. His own shirt held torn to make a bandage to keep the dirt out of hisraw
and throbbing hand, and to tie up the chain to his right arm. He shed the remains and replaced them with
the linsey-woolsey garment, which if old and ragged was at least whole.

He tore another strip from the old shirt, squatting in abroad fletch of moonlight on the edge of the field,
and gritted histeeth as he pulled the crusted, sticky wrapping from his hand. The new strip he soaked in
rum and wrapped tight, put another on top of it, the pain of the dcohol going right up hisarm and into his
belly and groin asif he'd been stabbed.

The river, hethought. They'll search the west bank first.

Asthe thought went through his head his heart sank. He was a strong man, and after Galen Peralta had
left him, one of the children had brought him pone and pulse and greens on a cheap clay plate, probably
what they dl lived onin the quarters. But held been living soft. He could feel the exertions of yesterday in
the muscles of histhighs and back and legs; his bonestdling him in no uncertain termsthat he was forty.
Even with thelogs and planks and uprooted trees that drifted down and caught in the snags of the river
barsto float hisweight, he wasn't sure he'd be able to swim theriver &t this point. The current waslike a
millrace below the city, powerful and treacherous.

But hedidn't really have achoice. He knew that.

The stream was high, but by the weeds and mud on the banks the peak of the rise was past. There was
no guarantee that another rise wouldn't come down while he was halfway across, and if that happened he
could be carried halfway to the ocean and perhaps drowned. As he picked hisway among the moonlit
tangle of weed and scrub on the levee, one or perhaps two plantations up from Chien Mort, he
understood why daves became superdtitious, praying to whatever saint or |oathey thought might be
listening and collecting cornmesdl, sdt, mouse bones and chicken feathersin the desperate hope that they
might somehow avert catasirophes over which they had no control.

It was the dternative to a bleakness of despair he hadn't known since his childhood.

And in his childhood, he recalled—wais-deep in water, his boots hung around his neck as he struggled
to clear afloating tree trunk from half-unseen obstructions, the chain weighing heavier and heavier on his
right arm —he had been as avid astudent of therituals of luck and averson as any on Bellefleur. If held
thought it would do him any good in reaching the east bank in safety he wasn't sure he wouldn't have
taken the time to snap hisfingers, hop on onefoot, and spit.

Thin mist veiled the water in patches, but he could discern the dark line of treesthat wasthe far bank.
Above him the sky was clear, and the moon far enough to the west that the stars over the east bank were
bright. From thetail of the Dipper he sited aline down the sky to two brilliant stars, identifying their
positions and hoping he could do so again when in midriver and fighting the current's drag.

Hetied hisfood, clothing, blanket, and boots to the tree trunk he'd freed, took two deep swigs of the
rum, which was worse than anything hed ever tasted in hislife, laid his chained arm over the trunk to
carry the weight of hisbody, and set out swvimming.

| didn 't kill her, Galen Perdtahad said.
And January believed him.

He didn't want to, because the dternative it left would be even harder to prove. . . and hurt him with the



anger of betraydl.

The Indian Princess a the foot of the stairs. The flash of buckskin, half-glimpsed through the crowd
around the ballroom doors. | must see her ... 1 MUST.

He'd offered to take the message. Had she assented only to berid of him, to make him think that she'd
|eft? The desperation in her eyes came back to him, when she'd spoken of her grandmother's jewels,
cold desperation and anger. The way she'd set her shoulders, going in to talk to the broker who held her
husband's debts. That trash McGinty, her husband's relatives had said ... A man who undoubtedly was
using the debts to urge marriage on awidow. For an upriver American on the make, even arun-down
plantation was better than nothing.

She was awoman, he thought, backed into a corner, and the way out of that corner was money enough
to hang on to her property. Money that could have come dirough those jewels that had been her
grandmother's, and then hers. Jewels she would till regard as hers by right, and the woman who took
them awhore and athief.

Mist moved between him and the bank. He kicked hard at the moving water beneath and around him,
stroked hard with hisleft arm, and kept his eye on the clearer of the two guiding stars. The sheer size of
theriver, like amongtrous serpent, was terrifying, the power of it pulling a hisbody, asif hewereno
more than afleaon adog. Thewillow trunk he held on to, bigger than his own waist, was amatchstick
on the flood, and he wondered what he'd do if ariverboat, or aflatboat, came down at him from the
north, without lights, emerging from thefog.

There was nothing he could do about that, he thought. Just keep swimming.
The problem was, in spite of dl of the information he had he knew she hadn't done the murder.

He could probably have made a case against her— possibly one that would even stick, given that her
family had haf disowned her and her husband's relatives wanted clear title to Arnaud Trepagier'sland
and shewasrefusing to marry any of them.

But it might not save him, even & that.
And he knew she hadn't doneit.
In dl the trash on the parlor floor, there hadn't been asingle black cock feather.

Y et shewas lying and had been lying from the start. She knew something. Had she seen something,
staying on as she did? Spoken to someone?

Sally. Hanniba could find out from the girlsin the Swamp, if he asked enough of them. Possibly even
Shaw would be able to track her down, once January had told him.

Told himwhat? hethought bitterly. That a white Creole lady might know something, when
Angelique's father can see a perfectly good man of color to convict of the crime to satisfy
Euphrasies vengeance on the world?

He supposed the gentlemanly thing to do was to keep silent about whatever his suspicionswere, to help
Madeleine Trepagier cover whatever her guilty secret was. But he knew held haveto find it and twist her
with it; he'd have to threaten to tell to force her to give him whatever answers she could.

Hefdt like aswine, aswine running squealing from the hammer and the rope.



Hekicked hard against the drag of the water around him, struggling with waning human might against the
King of Rivers. Weariness dready burned in his muscles, weighted his bones.

He could flee he supposed. Ironic, that Xavier Peralta had offered him exactly what he'd been planning to
save hismoney for. Pere Eugenius ways xlid say, Be careful what you pray for.

Not that Uhrquahr would | et the chance of $1,500 clear profit dip out of his hands so easlly.
He was asurgeon, and there were surgical hospitalsin London, Vienna, Rome....

Citieswhere he knew no one, where there was no one. He wasn't sure exactly when hisfedling had
changed, or how. Perhapsit was Catherine Clisson's smile of welcome, an old friend glad to see him, or
the voices of the workers singing in the fields. He understood that he had been londly in Paris, until held
met Ayasha. He had been a stranger on the face of the earth, in every place but New Orleans, where his
family wasand hishome.

In New Orleans he was aman of color, an uneasy sojourner in aworld increasingly American, hostile,
and white. But he was what he was. At twenty-four hed been strong enough, whole enough, to seek a
new life. At forty, he didn't know.

He'd spoken to Angeliquein order to help Mme. Trepagier, Madeeine, his student of other years, trying
to play the part of the honorable man. Trying to reestablish hislinkswith that old life. And thiswas his
reward.

Thewater rolled againgt him, awave like asolid wall, hisleaden limbsfighting, driving him acrossthe
currents toward the shore. Histwo cold stars watched him, disinterested, as the moon dipped away
toward the tangled west.

There was nothing of thisin Bach, he thought, his mind striving to throw off the cregping weight of
exhaugtion, the growing ingstence that even on the breast of the river, what was best for him now was
deep. Skirls of music flitted through his mind, Herr Kovad's light touch on the piano keys, Mozart,
Haydn, the Water Music ...

Swimming againg theriver's might, struggling with exhaustion and the heavy smdlls of the mud and the
night—fleeing injustice and servitude toward atown where those things passed under other names—the
only songsthat came to his mind were those of his childhood, the dark wailing music of the African lands.
Those spoke in his muscles and his bones, as he pulled against the current and kept hiseye on his
guardian gars.

He reached the far bank aching but knew he dared not stop. Plantations stretched in an ddmost uniform
forty arpentsinland—two or three miles—before petering out in awilderness of bayou, cypress swamp,
and pinewood. He climbed the levee on his hands and knees, like an animal, and lay on the top, panting,
daring at the dark water, al sparkling with the silver of the sinking moon. It was early spring, the world
very slent but for the lap of the river below. Inland al creation breathed one damp cold breath of turned
earth, where anew crop of sugar was being prepared for, trenches chopped like bridal bedsin the long
dirt hills. He knew it wouldn't be many hours before the daves would be out again.

He ate some bread, which waswet in his pack, and drank as much of the rum as he dared spare,
knowing he'dd need it for his hand, and got to hisfeet again. Hislegsfelt like rubber.

Daddy, wherever you are, he thought, for no particular reason, your son s thinking of you.

Hetraveled like thisfor two days, and alittle more.



He struck the chain off his arm as soon as he was far enough from habitation that the hard clang of the
mattock head on the shackle wouldn't be heard—or he hoped it wouldn't be heard—and carried theiron
half of Friday before he decided the drain on his strength wasn't worth the possibility that he might need
it. He buried it under ahollow log.

He kept close enough to the rear of the plantationsto follow the line they made, the line of the river that
would lead him eventually back to town, but it terrified him. He guessed Peraltawould be offering alarge
reward for his capture—Big black buck, it would say. Runaway. And there were dways patrols. In
older times thered aways been coming and going between the plantations and little colonies of
runaways—marrons—in the woods, but heavier settlement and the desth of the rebel leader Saint-Malo
had put a stop to that. Sometimes he heard ridersin the woods and hid himself in the thickets of
hackberry and elder, wondering if held been sufficiently careful about keeping to hard ground, wondering
if hed left some sign. He was surprised how much of his childhood woodcraft came back to him, but he
knew himsalf incgpable of navigating, once he got out of Sght of the thinning in the trees that marked the
fiddsto hisleft.

In the afternoons the singing of the work-gangsin the fields came to him, and asit had on the breast of
the river the music took him by the bones. Lying in the thickets with the gnats dense around his head,
drawn by the scent of the rum on his hand as he bandaged it, and of his swest, he listened to those voices
and thought, This is the music of my home.

"Ana-qut, an'o'bia,
Bia'tail-la, Que-re-qut,
Nal-le oua, Au-Monctt,
Au-tap-o-tf, Au-tap-o-tt,
Au-qut-rt-que, Bo."

African words, not even understandable by those who sang them anymore, but the rhythm of them
warmed histired blood. He wondered if Madeleine Trepagier'sgirl Sdly had felt anything like this,
running from her mistress—running to New Orleans.

Probably not, he thought. She'd fled with a man and had had his promises to reassure her: hisgiftsand
his sex to keep her from thinking too much about whether held keep hisword, from wondering why a
white man would suddenly get so enamored of adave.

If she hadn't been in the Swamp three days ago, he thought—with the tired anger that seemed to have
become apart of hisflesh—she would be soon.

On the Saturday he met Lucius Lacrtme.

He heard the tut of hooves, the rustle and creak of saddle |leather, at some distance, but the woods were
thin. He turned and headed inland, not fast but as fast as he dared, seeking any kind of cover that he
could.

Thin with pines on the wesk soil, the woods here seemed as bare of cover as the ballroom of the Salle
d'Orleans.

The hooves were near and he knew they'd see him for sureif he kept moving. He crouched behind the
roots of the biggest tree he could find, wadding his big body down flat and smal to the earth and tucking
the dwindling bundle of blanket and food between belly and knees. Hed fed afoal if they saw him,



hiding like achild behind atree.

Asif, hethought, feding afool was the worst thing that would happen then.

"... Wench over to the Boyle place.” American voices, quiet. "Cooks atreat, but ugly asapig.”
"Put abag over her head, then. Christ, what you want for a— Y ou there! Y ou, nigger!"

Every muscle galvanized asif touched with ascientist's dectrica spark, but heforced stillness. A trick, a
trap. ..

Then another voice said in bad English skewed by worse French, "Y ou talkin' to me, Michie?’
"Yeah, I'm takin' to you. Y ou see any other niggers hereabouts? Lemme see your pass.”

"That ain't him, Theo, that'sjust old Lucius Lacrime. Got a place hereabouts.” The hooves were Hlill.
January heard the chink of bridle hardware as one of the horses tossed its head. ™Y ou seen abig black
buck, Looch? Headin' toward the city, maybe?'

"Not headin' toward the city, no, dr." Lucius Lacrime had an old man's voice, thin and dow and amost
sing-song, abroken glass scritching on arock. "Big man? My nephew he say there somebody holed up
someplace along Bayou Desole. Big man by histrack, and black my nephew say, but wearin' bootslike
awhite man. That be him?"

The woods were s0 till January could hear the far-off boom of the seamboats on theriver, four miles
away, and theringing of an ax. Bridle hardware jingled again, thistime sharply, and ahorse blew.

"That'll be him," said the man who was fastidious about the appearance of cooks. ™Y ou know Bayou
Dex0l6, Furman?'

"I know whereit lies. Bad country, peters out in aswamp. Just the place arunaway'd hole up, | guess.”

The hooves retreated. The voices faded into the mottled buffs and blacks of the early spring woods.
January didn't raise his head, knowing in hisbonesthat Lucius Lacrime still stood where he'd been.

Intimethe old voice said in English, ™Y ou can come out, son. They gone.” Therewas agtiliness, January
not moving. Then, in French, "Y ou're safe, my son. | won't harm you." He barely heard arustle, until the
old man got amost on top of his hiding place. Then he stood up.

"Thank you, grandfather.” He nodded to the flattened weeds behind the cypress knees. "There's not
much cover here"

"They're searching, al around the woods." Dark eyeslike clear coffee considered him from within an eon
of wrinkles, like the eyes of atortoise on alog. He was amiddle-size man who looked asif held been
knotted out of grass athousand years ago, dry and frail and clean. Tribal scarslike Uncle Bichet's made
shiny bumpsin the ashy stubble of his beard.

"They say they look for arunaway field hand, but no field hand wears boots or needs them.” He held out
an arthritic claw and took January's left hand, turned and touched the powerful fingers, the raw welt that
the rope had left when they'd bound him. "What they think you pick for them, flowers?'

January closed hishand. "No dedler in Natchez is gonna ask about why afield hand's got no caluses, if
the priceis chegp. Thank you for sending them on." He reached down for his bundle, but the old man
caught hisright hand with its crusted wad of wrappings, and turned it over in hisbony fingers.



"And what'sthis, ptit? Do they know you hurt? They'll spot you by it."
January shook hisheed. "1 don't think they know."

The old man brought the bandage up to his nose and sniffed, then pushed at the edges, where the shackle
had chafed raw the skin of hiswrist. He nodded afew times, and said, "Y ou alucky child, ptit. Old
Limba, he look out for you. But headin' on back to town, that the first place they look. Stay in the
bayous, down the southwest acrosstheriver, or back in the swamps. Y ou can trap, fish, hunt. . .. They
never find you." Hisgrin was bright, like sun flecking off dark water. "They never found me."

"They'll never look™ January settled hisweight against the tug of Lacrtme's hand. "Not so long as1'm out
of their way. Not so long as | don't come back to the city. So long as| don't come forward as afree
man, claming what's mine, they don't careif I'm dead or adave or on aship heading back to Europe.
Just solong as| don't bother them. And I'm not going to give them that.”

It wasthefirg timehed said it; thefirst time held expressed to himself exactly what it was that had
carried him againgt the current of the river, that had kept him moving through the long exhaugtion of the
previous days and nights.

The songsin the field. The blue bead on hisankle. The twisted stedl crossin his pocket. They were
versesin abigger song, and suddenly he was aware of what the song was about. And it wasn't just about
hisfamily, hisfriends, and his own sore heart.

Lacrime peered up at him with those tortoise eyes. "They who, p'tit?’

An old man who figured an innocent black man'slife was worth less to him than thelife of the son whom
he believed to be amurderer. The boy who hadn't the gutsto go againgt hisfather'swill.

The woman hed taught to play Beethoven, dl those years ago.
And whoever it wasthat shewould lead him to.
"White men," he said. "I'm going on to town. Isthere a path you can point me out to get there?’

Lacrimetook him by way of the swamp tracks, the gametrails, the twisty ways through the marsh
country that lay back of the river, toward the tangled shores of Lake Pont-chartrain. They wereold
tracks, from the days when networks of marron settlements had laced the boscages. The old man looked
fragile, crabbed up with arthritis and age, but like a cypress root he was tough asiron. He scrambled with
bobcat agility through thickets, bogs, and low-lying mud that sucked and dragged at January's boots and
seemed to pull the strength out of him.

"T'cha, you get soft in this country,” the old man chided, when January stopped to lean againgt atreeto
rest. " Soft and tame. The boss men all ask for aman bred in this country, acriolo, instead of onewho
came acrossthe sea. They al uppity, they say, princes and kings and warriors. When we fought the
Dahomies, wed run this much and more, through the bottomlands by the river, and woe on any man who
let the enemy hear him. Held be lucky if helived to be brought to the beach and the white man's ships.”

"Wereyou?' asked January. They stood knee-deep in water, skimmed over in an emerdd velvet whisper
of duckweed, the woods around them gray-silent, hung with silver moss, dark leaves, and stillness. More
rain had falen earlier and the world smelled of it, and of wood-smoke from some distant squatter's
shack. Maybe bandits, and maybe others like Lacrime.

"Ah." The old man spat and turned to lead him once again along the silent traces in the woods. "They
took our village, filthy Dahomies. We twelve, we young men, came back from hunting to find it al gone.



Big stuff, the stuff of greet tales. We followed them through the jungle, dong the rivers, through the heet
and the black night. And they left what traces they could, our parents, our sisters, our little brothers, and
the girlswe were courting. It would have been agreat taeif we'd taken them back. A great song, sung
dl down theyears"

He shook his head, with awry mouth that such innocence could have been. "Maybe we sang averse or
two of it to each other, just to try it out, to hear how it would be.

"But there was no tale. Not even with my own village was| put in aship, but with abunch of people—
Hausa from up by the gresat lake, Fulbe and Ibos—whose language | didn't even know. Y oung men are
dupid.”

He glanced back over his shoulder at January, laboring behind him.

"Nobody will give you judtice, p'tit, no matter how much truth you shove down their throats. 1'd been
better to go north with my friends and look for another tribe of the Ewe, who at least knew the names of

my gods”

"Did you ever find them again?' asked January. "Y our own people, your family—those who spoke your
tongue, who knew the names of your gods?"

The Ewe shook his head. "Never."
January followed in silence, astwilight settled deep over the green-gray land, then night.

They traveled on through night, deeping only little. The food was gone and the rum January had been
putting on his hand to keep infection at bay. He checked the wound whenever they stopped, which
wasn't often, until daylight failed; the mess of the raw flesh was ugly, but looked clean, asfar as he could
tell, and hefelt no fever. He was weary, however, weary beyond anything hed ever known, even
working in the fields—even the weariness after fighting, hiding in trees and blasting away with arifle & the
advancing red-coated troops with the expectation of losing his own life any minute, hadn't been likethis.
He guessed this was one effect of the wound, but the knowledge didn't help him much. He wanted only

to deep.

"Not safe to degp, Compair Rabbit," the old man said, shaking January out of his doze where they'd
stopped to rest by the foot of atree. "Bouki the hyena, he's out riding the tracks. Used to be there was
farmsin the boscage, villages likein Africa Wed livelikewe did, and they couldn't find us. When they
came, wed just melt away in the woods. Now Bouki and his hyenas, they ridethetrails, hire Americans
from up the river. Compair Rabbit better not degp now when Bouki's out hunting."

They found a pirogue on the tangled banks of the long bayou that siretched from thelakein toward the
town and hugged the bottomless shadows of its banks where the moonlight didn't touch. In time they
followed in the waters of the cand toward the grubby scatter of wooden cottages, mud and stucco
houses that made up the Faubourg Treme, the newer French suburb. Though it waslong after curfew,
Orion and his hunting dogs sinking west toward their home beyond the trackless deserts of Mexico,
January was conscious of lamps burning, ochre dits behind louvered shutters, threads of amber outlining
shut doors. All around him, as Lucius Lacrime drew the small boat close to afloating wooden stage and
led the way up and into the rough gaggle of unpaved and unguttered streets that smelled of outhouses,
January sensed akind of movement in the dark, a certain lifeflitting in the dense black of the dleyways.
Once he heard, dim as adrift of smoke, awoman singing something that had naught to do with Mozart or
Rossni, with polkas or balads or the loves and griefs of whites.

Lacrfme led him around the back of awhitewashed cottage whaose stucco was chipped and faling and



badly in need of repair. Tobacco smoke rode over the stink of the priviesin the dark of the yard. There
was agleam of gold, like Polyphemus's brooding eye, hdfway up the outside stair to the attic.

"Hey, Compair Jon," breathed L acrfme—though January had no idea how he could have seen or
recognized anyonein the density of the shadows.

"Hey, Compair Lacrime,” replied a soft voice from above. The smell of smoke increased as the man took
his cigar from his mouth and blew acloud.

"There room up there for my friend to deep?”’

"Being he got no objection to featherbeds and lullabies, and beautiful girlsbringing him cocoain bed
when he wakes."

"Y ou got any objection to that, Compair Rabbit?"

January looked up at the glowing codl. Y ou just tell them girlsthat cocoa better not have skin oniit, and
make sure those |ullabies are by Schubert and not Rossini —|eastwise not anything Rossini's written
lately.”

He heard the soft snort of laughter. "Mozart right by you?'

He made a deprecating gesture, like a housekeeper haggling in the market. "If that's al you got, | guess
I'll put up withit." He felt he could have been happy on bare boards, which he suspected would be the
case, just so long as he could lie down and deep.

"They'll be looking for you in town, you know," said Lucius Lacrime's soft, scratchy voice a his elbow.

Hed told the old man alittle of what had happened in Chien Mort — that he was afree man who'd lost
the proofs of hisfreedom, and what had passed between him and Galen Perdta. "Even those that don't
know what went on know runaways mostly head for town nowadays.”

"People know me here," said January.

"And people know old man Perdta. And if you mink you got achance againgt him in court of law, youre
afool."

January knew hewas right. The diought of going into a courtroom, of trying to persuade ajury that he
was innocent on his cloudy assertions that awhite woman wasinvolved in some kind of scanda — ajury
of white men, possibly Americans— frightened him badly, worse than he had been afraid chained to the
pillar in the sugar house. It was like holding alinein combat: stand and fire, knowing that if you ran you
were adead man, but facing some other man's loaded gun.

If he didn't run now, he thought, he might not be ableto later.

But the line hadn't broken, he thought. They'd kept firing, and the British had eventudly falen back.
That the Americans hadn't even thanked him for histrouble was beside the point.

"l haveto stay," he said. He didn't know what €l se he could say, besdes that.

In the darkness it wasimpossible to see, but there was arusde of fabric, aglint of eyes, asthe old man
shook hishead. "That'show | ended up taking aridein agreat big ship, ptit," said Lucius Lacrime sadly
and clapped him softly on the back. " And nobody'll sing that song about your courage.”



Thethought of starting again esewhere, of giving up what little he had left without afight, dragged at him,
likethetime asachild hedd caught afishhook in hisflesh. The thought of |etting Perdta, Tremouille, and
Etienne Crozat win. He was at Chalmette again, loading his musket and watching red blurstake shapein
the rank brume of powder smoke and fog.

"l fill haveto Say."

"You lay ill, then, until you know what the hyenas are doing, Compair Rabbit. And when you bresk
cover, you watch your back."

January didn't hear him go.
TWENTY

The attic over the store was one of those places Abishag Shaw had been told to shut down, adeeping
place for daveswho preferred to rent their own bodies from their ownersfor cash money, and find their
own food and housing and employment, rather than exist in the enclosed compounds behind the white
folks houses. In aroom twenty feet by thirty—blocked off by awood-and-plaster wall from the attic
storeroom of the shop bel ow— ten men dept, as January had guessed, on the bare floor, rolled in
blankets with their heads on their spare jackets or shirts. The place stank of unwashed clothes, unbathed
flesh, of mice and roaches and of the smoke leaking through the brick of the two chimneysthat rose up
aong the dividing wall. January had to fed hisway gingerly down the center of the room so asnot totrip
over anyone, as he sought the place hed seen in the little dim moonlight let in when heéld opened the door.

There was adormer on the other side of the danted roof—which, like Hannibd's attic in the Swamp,
roseto apoint afoot and ahdf short of his own height—and after afew minutes his eyes adjusted to the
gtill denser dark, so that he could guess at the shapesthat lay al around him, breathing deeply, heavily, in
the vermin-infested dark.

Stll, it wasless crowded than thejail cell, quieter and far cleaner. By thelast threads of blue moonlight he
could see the man nearest him, and beyond him the little bundle of clothing, tin cup and plate, and thetin
identification medd that showed him to be adave working rather than arunaway when he waked about
the streets.

He was deegping under aroof held chosen for himself.
January closed hiseyes.
His hand did into his pocket, fingering the battered rosary as hetold off prayers of thanks.

Theilluson of freedom wastiny, he thought— maybe astiny ashisown illuson of justice—but they
made do with it. It was better, to them, than the marginally more comfortable accommodations under a
measter's roof. Better than leaving everything he owned, everything he had worked for, everything he had
left in the world, for the convenience of whoever had put that scarf around Angelique Crozat'sivory slk
throat.

Savefor afew hours snatched aong the way, he had been without deep for two nights and most of a
third. Seeping, he dreamed of the soft wailing voices of the workersin thefields, under the glassy weight
of the new sun.

"They say go north, find us new kin, They say go north, find us new kin,

We try save our folks, We never come back again.”



But the dream'slight changed, from the early spring sun, harsh on the cane fields, to moonlight heavy as
quicksilver, ablack ocean strewn with phosphor galaxies, the black shape of aship riding silent in the
dark.

Dark blots on theivory slk beach, like messy scabs; atangle of walls and pens, shacks and fences,
charred flesh and the smdll of human waste and branding fires; the muted whisper of weeping. The glint of
eyesthat showed twelve young men, watching from the clotted shadows of the mangrove swamp.

"Without my folks, is no land home, He say without my folks, no land be home,
I'll die on that beach, Before | live my life alone.”

"l walk on needles, | walk on pins,”" sang avoice back, whirling through dark and time like the smell of a
burning house. "I know well the Grand Zombi . . ."

Thethrob of drums swept aside the beat of the surf on the shore. Voicescried, "Calinda! Dancethe
calinda! Badoum, badoum!™

Rain smdl, and thethrobbing in hishand asif it had been pounded with ahammer. It was only margindly
more painful than the rest of hisbody: legs, arms, back. Downgtairs, two people argued in gombo French
over the price of ahalf-pound of sugar.

Lesky gray light showed him the dant of the roof, the bundles of blankets, tin cups, spare shirtsthat were
shoved into corners and around the walls. When he sat up mice went scurrying, but the roaches were less
concerned. Possibly, thought January wryly, because some of them were dmost ashig.

No onewasin sght. The dancing in Congo Square generaly didn't start until well after noon. The door
onto the stairway stood open, the noise coming through it clearly. He limped over, stooping under the
rafters and stepping through, stood on the little porch just outside, looking across the muddy yards, the
wet, dark datetiling of danted roofs, and the cypress and pametto that marked an area only recently and
incompletely claimed from woods and svamps.

A rabble of planetrees and the white spire of the Church of St. Antoine showed him where the square
lay. Hewas, he guessed, within amile of his mother's house.

And that was exactly where the police would look for him, if they were looking.

Bouki the hyena, he's out riding the tracks, whispered arusty voicein hismind. When you break
cover, you watch your back.

Painfully—feet aching, legs aching—he descended the wooden stairsto the yard.

"It'stwo bitsto deep the night." A man came out of the store that occupied half the downgtairs of the
building. His face was the color of well-worn saddle leather, and about as expressive. He stood with
folded armsin the muddy way that led back from the yard to the street.

The voice wasn't the same as the one Lacrime had spoken to last night. At aguess, the owner of the
store collected money from the men who dept in his attic, but asked no questions about who came and
went. The man with the cigar had been one of the other daves.

"I have no money,” said January. "l can get some. I'll bring it, later inthe day."

"Youll bring it and sx white horsestoo, huh?"



"I'll bring it." January's head ached, though not nearly as bad as his body or his hand. Fatigue and hunger
made him fed scraped-out, asif the marrow had been sold out of his bones. Hefdlt he should argue with
thisman, or produce some telling reason why he should be trusted, but he couldn't think of any at the
moment. Hed have to pay Desdunesfor his horse, too.

Even anger had gone to ash. He could have struck him, he supposed—from agreat distance—but that
would mean someone would cal the police.

"I hold on to your boots," said the storekeeper. "When you come back with my two hits, you get your
boots back."

So it was that January was barefoot, ragged, his hand wrapped in dirty bandages, and hiswhole body
swesting like a nervous horse with fear that someone would stop him, ask his business, or worse yet
recognize him, when he dipped down the narrow walkway and into his sster Dominique's yard. Becky,
standing under the kitchen gallery ironing the intricate cut-lace puffs of a dress deeve, looked up and
cdled, "What isit? What do you want?" in ahard, cross voice, then looked again and set the iron down
quickly.

"Michie Benjamin!" She ran toward him, sopped, staring, as he held up his hand. "What in the name of
heaven? Ismy sister here?' And, as she started for the rear door of the house, "Don't speak of me if
theré's anyone here but her.”

Becky went indgde. January waited under the gallery, hesitant even to go into the kitchen with his
scratched feet and muddy clothes. All he could think was, Mama will never let me hear the end of
this.

He wondered what his mother would do, if Xavier Perdtahad dready used hisinfluenceto send the
policefor his, January's, arrest.

Hewasn't entirely sure he wanted to know.

Minou appeared in the dark of the house, stepped outside, like ablossom of Queen Anneslacein
lavender-striped mudin sprigged with violets. Another figure flashed in the darkness, emerged into the
light. Olympe, her blue skirt and rusty persmmon-red blouse and tignon giving her thelook of amarket
woman againgt the dull gray of the afternoon light.

"Dear God!" cried Minou, but for amoment there was only worried watchfulness, swift caculationin
Olympe's dark eyes. Then, "What happened? That policeman was here this morning, to talk to you, he
sid.”

A riverboat would have brought Peralta back to town in eight hours, maybe nine, thought January.
Enough passed on the lower river that he could have sgnaed one within afew hours of the
disappearance being discovered.

"I gave him your letter, Ben. Becky, heat some water now, immediately. Y ou said if you hadn't returned
by Sunday, and he said he/d been to Mama's house already. Ben, you didn't—7"

He shook his head. "Can you send someone to the grocery on the upstream lakeside corner of Rue
Conti, acouple of blocks above the turning basin? Give the owner two reales and get my boots back.
And send Therese over to Mama's house and get me some clothes.”

"I'll send one of my boys," said Olympe, in her Hecate voice of slver-veined iron. "We don't know what
the police know, or what they think, but that policeman who came, he'sno fool." As she spoke she



dipped past the cook and into the kitchen, coming out with a blue-and-white German-made dish of
jambalayaand a pone of bread. "Y ou got your papers?'

Again he shook hishead. "They'rein the desk in my room. Top left drawer." Heresolved, as soon ashe
had the time, to forge five or sx more copies. "What did Shaw say?"

"That he wanted to talk to you." Dominique seeted herself on another of the bent-willow kitchen chairs,
while January gouged into the jambaaya like agravedig-ger in afever summer, dternating therice and
shrimp with gulps of coffee only partly warmed. "I asked him if you werein any trouble. He said you
could be, and would beif he couldn't find you. Ben, what happened?’

"Peraltas overseer tore up my papers,” said January. "Gaen Perdtadidn't kill Angelique, but hisfather
thinks he did. He said he/d hold me there until the boy's face heded up—Angeique scratched him pretty
badly and ajury might take that amiss—then put me on aboat for Europe or New Y ork or wherever |
wanted to go. Some of the daves told me that night the overseer was planning to take me and sell me
himself and claim I'd escaped. They dipped me amattock head to hack through the window bars.”

"Oh, Ben." Her voice was barely awhisper, her hand to her mouth. Fear for me? wondered January.
Well, yes—Dominique was awarm-hearted girl, with aready sympathy, and cared for him with the
unthinking happy love sheld shown when she was four and he her greet, tall brother twenty years her
senior. But was part of the shock heread in her eyes aredization of how little her own freedom meant?

Or didn't she understand that yet?

"What . . . What do they want you for? Y ou have papers. | mean, you are free, and here in town people
know you."

"Perdtamay tell the police some story that makesit seem | did the murder, rather than hisson.” Thinrain
had started to fal again, asit had falen adl day, pattering the muddy ground beyond the gallery where
they sat. Becky moved slently in the kitchen behind them, grinding fresh coffee and feeding the fire under
thebigiron boiler.

"He'sthe guards captain's cousin, and the guards are under pressure from Etienne Crozat to find
someone, anyone, to punish for the crime. | think | can find who redly did it, but I'll need proof. And that
proof had better be strong enough to stand up against the fact that the killer was dmost certainly white,
and I'm black."

By the time January had finished bathing and had shaved five days bristle of graying beard from hisface,
Olympe had returned with his boots and a bundle of clothesfrom their mother's house. Both sisterswere
waiting for him in Dominique's parlor when he crossed the yard through the thin, driving needles of rain;
he wondered why he'd never realized how much dike they looked.

Probably because hed never seen them together as adults. It occurred to him to wonder what Olympe
wasdoing hereat all.

"I need to find arunaway, agirl name of Sdly," said January, as he cameinto the rear parlor where both
women sat. " So high, thin, as black as me. Full-blood Congo, they say. Sheran off from Les Saules
Plantation aweek ago Friday, probably with aman.” At the moment, he reflected, finding her might be
safer than another trip out to Les Saules, at least while the sun was up.

"| think she knows something, and I'm pretty sure she talked to someone about something.” Hed
examined hishand in the kitchen and had found it still clean. The bandages Becky had pinned over the
dressings and salves held put on it gleamed starkly white againgt the dark of hisflesh.



"I'll ask around,” said Olympe. "She could be anywhere, if she ran off with aman. White man?"
"I don't know. | think so, Since he was able to give her expensive gifts.”

"A two-dollar dresslength gtill chegper than buying agirl at the Exchange,” remarked Olympe cynically.
"I found who paid Doctor John for your hoodoo."

A carriage passed in the street, the whedls squishing thickly in the mire. Dominique turned her head
quickly, toward the two tall French doors that opened onto Rue Burgundy—standing open, for the day,
though rainy, was warm. Olympe's bronze lips twisted. "Don't worry. WEell be out of here when he
comes.”

Dominique sniffed. "That isn't going to be until ten at least. | Swear, on Sunday afternoons you could wipe
out the entire French population of the city with five cannonbdlsif you knew whereto aim them.”

"Maybe that's why the Americans don't have aunts and in-laws and cousi ns-thrice-removed to Sunday
dinner," remarked Olympe, lazily stroking the fat white cat. "Likerabbitsin afield, they dont dl grazein
aherd.”

"Darling, you know it'sfor reasons of domestic economy.” Minou flashed back at her theidentical smile.
"The LeBretons must spend ahundred dollars on those Sunday dinners, once you pack in dl the
Lafrenieres, Bores, Macartys, Chauvins, Viellards, Boisciaires, Bois-blancs, and Lebedoyere
connections, even if they don't have dancing afterward—which they will, Lent or no Lent. No American
would stand for it, isn't that so, Ben? That awful Culver woman had the nerve to haggle with Ben over
teaching her repulsivelittle girlsto play piano!”

January smiled in spite of himsdlf. "They aren't repulsive,”" he said. It waslike looking back on something
that had happened years ago. "And | think one reason the Americans don't have everyonein the world
for Sunday dinner is because most of them are new to this city. They comein from New Y ork or
Philadelphiaor Virginia; they bring their wives and children, but they haven't had time to get grandmamas
and ssters husbands and the brother's wife's widowed aunt and her four children yet. Give them time.”

Dominique made alittle noise of disbdief in her throat, and crossed to the secretaire. "From everything |
hear, they're going to take that time whether anyone gives it to them or not. Could the person who
bought the gris-gris have been a the ball?'

"Could have?' said Olympe. "She was there, cherie, and right in Angelique's pocket thewholetime.”

January's eyes met hers, and he knew with asinking sense of shock of whom she spoke. " Clemence
Drouet” And then, "That'sridiculous. She worshiped Angdique.”

The eyes of both ssters rested on him, older and younger, with the same exasperated patience, the same
dight wonderment at his blindness. It was Dominique who spoke.

"Oh, Ben, you don't think the plain girls, thefat girls, the oneswho fetch and carry and follow around
after the pretty ones, don't know exactly how they get talked about behind their backs?' There was pity
and alittlegrief in her voice. ™Y ou think Clemence couldn't have hated Angelique at the sametime she
loved her?'

"Doctor John, he say he made Clemence acouplefine gris-gris,” said Olympe. "The one you gave me
and another that may till be under the back step, and it can tay there, for dl of me, if Phrasie Dreuzeis
going to livein that house. Mamzelle Marietdl me," she added, as Dominique went to pull a bundle of
yellow notepaper from the drawer of the secretaire, "the men who beat you up was Clemence's brother



Marquis and hisfriend, tryin' to get that gris-gris back before you could find out who laid it and tell on
her."

January remembered how the men's hands had torn at his coat. For money, held thought at the time.
Remembered too the young woman's round, tear-streaked face in the shadows of Angelique's house, the
look of terror in her eyes as Euphrasie Dreuze had wailed of murder. She's been underfoot all

morning, hismother had said. "Mostly they do stop at gris-gris, you know," added Olympe quietly,
leaning back on the divan like adim black serpent and stroking the cat's white feet. "Women who have
hate in them. They'll put a pasteboard coffin on somebody's back step, or a cross of sdt, asaway of
doing murder and not doing murder. Some of them, it makes them stop and think."

"I know last fall that American Jenkins came over and talked to Clemence, at just about every Blue
Ribbon Bdl," said Dominique. She lowered the papers, her dark eyes sad. "But of course Angdlique
never could stand to see men paying attention to anyone but her. Still, I'd never have thought Clemence
would harm ahair of An-gdique's head.”

"Nor would she," said January softly. "If she went to Doctor John for agris-gris, she could have gone for
something else. Poison, to dip in her glass—and sheld have had every opportunity in theworld. Even an
emetic on the night of the ball, if she wasn't up to doing murder. Strangling her with ascarf at a public ball
..." He shook his head.

"Cheri, | wasready to strangle her with ascarf at that ball,” retorted Dominique, returning to shuffling her
papers. "And | hadn't just seen her walk off with thefirst man who'd paid me any attention in my life.
There," she said, poking her finger down. "I thought | saw her go running downstairsjust after Galen did.
She could have come back up the service sairs.”

"What is that?' January craned his head to see what was written. "1 thought Shaw came and got his notes
when they opened the case again.”

"Silly." She crossed to him, handed them over— nest, smdll, perfect French handwriting on creamy
gilt-edged notepaper. "I copied them. If there's going to be a nine days wonder in thistown, of course
I'm going to make sure I'm the onewho has dl the facts."

Minou had rearranged the notesin chronologica order. At quarter of nine, Clemence Drouet waslisted
as "downgtairs—court? lobby?" Also listed in the court at the time was the orange-and-green Turk, and
Indian with a question mark, which could have been anyone.

Shortly theresfter, Xavier Peralta had been seen going into Froissart's office with the duding party—
Granger, Mayerling, the purple pirate, Bouille, Jenkins— but when one Doucette L abayadere (costumed
asamulberry tree—a mulberry tree?) saw them emerge, the party had conssted solely of Froissart,
Granger, and Bouiille. The others, presumably, had |eft at some earlier time.

No one had seen Galen Perdtain the downgtairs lobby after the progressive waltz, but at least one other
person had seen Augustus Mayerling.

He sat for atime, turning the notes over and over in hishand.

Mayerling was an outsider. A white man, true, but aman raised outsde of dave-holding society. A man
who would pick a surgeon on the grounds of experience rather than color.

If nothing else, it was worth asking what he knew.
"May | take these?'



"Y ou may not!" retorted hissster indignantly. Then, rdenting, "I'll make you out acopy; you can get it
tomorrow."

"You're apeach.” Hekissed her hand, then looked out the open French doors, where the light was
fading to fina, rainy dusk. " Something tells me we may need an extra copy where we can get  it."

"| havethe original notes, too," she said. "I mean the ones the officer made that night. Monsieur Shaw | eft
them here when he had hisfair copy and | just put them in adrawer. Will you be speaking to Monsieur
Shaw?'

January set down the notes. "I don't know," he said. "If | can do it without being arrested on the spot,
yes. You say you gave him my letter. Did heread it?"

She nodded.

"Did he say anything?'

"Nothing. Just put it in his pocket. But he can read,” she added quickly. "I saw him read these notes
when he took them.”

Olympe sniffed, sounding extremely like their mother. "There's miracles every day. Will you need aplace
to stay, brother? This Shaw will know Mamas house—this house, too," she added, and January noted, a
little cynicdlly, that for onetiny unguarded second Dominique looked relieved. "If worse comesto worst
there are other places you can stay aswdll, until we can get you out of town."

"Good," said January bitterly. "So | can be afugitive, because witnesses don't want to tetify anything
that'll make ajury think awhite killed that woman."

"Better than bein' acorpse for the same reason.” She shifted the cat off her 1ap and fetched an oiled-silk
umbrelafrom behind the door. "I'll find somebody who can get aletter to this Shaw, set up amestin'.”
She went to the French doors, looked out at the street, where the oil lamps suspended high on the walls
cadt flashing coins of light in the dark water of the gutters. "Darn few on the streets now, so you should
be safe enough.”

January put on the jacket she'd brought him, kissed Minou, and stepped down from the French doors,
helping his sster—who needed it no more than agazelle— down to the brick banquette, and from there
across the plank to the street. Only afew spits of rain flecked them now, but the darkening sky was
heavily pregnant with more.

"I'll till want to find this Saly girl and spesk to Clemence Drouet if | can.”

"Y ou redly think that poor spaniel of agirl was clever enough to know if shekilled Angdiquein public
that way, peopled go lookin' indl directions but at her?' Olympe shook her head. "Unless shewas
clever dl these years—deep clever—I'd say if shekilled her friend in anger over her walkin' off with
Jenkins, sheld just have sat down beside the body and howled.”

"Maybe," agreed January, knowing Olympe was probably right.

"I'vetold you what | know about it," hissister went on, "and so I'll ask you this, Ben: Be careful what you
do with that knowledge. | think Clemence went off cryin' into the night, same asthat boy Galen did. But
Clemenceisacolored gal, where Galen'swhite. And she did pay for that gris-gris. If the law's out lookin’
for someoneto hang, like you say, adl you'll haveto do is speak her name and shelll be a dead woman,
for no more crime than hating awoman she wasn't strong enough to leave." January was slent, knowing
again that Olympe spoke true and wondering wearily how he had happened to have the responsibility not



only for Maddleine

Trepagier's freedom yoked to his shoulders, but for the life of agirl hed barely met. For some reason he
remembered that Apollo was not only the god of music and of hedling but of justice aswdll.

Mongeur Gomez had taught him, Make your diagnosis first, then decide on treatment when you
know the facts.

Augustus first, hethought. Then we'll see what el se we need to know.
"I didn't know you knew Minou," he remarked, as they drew near the corner of the Rue Douane.

"Not well. I've kept track of her, of course, but Thursday wasthefirst time | ever went through her
door." The dark eyebrows pulled down, troubled by some unaccustomed thoughts. "1 didn't think I'd like
her, to tdl the truth, though she was sweset as alittle girl. | was surprised.”

"Why Thursday?"

"I went looking for you when | learned who paid for that gris-gris, and told off them boysto give you a
poundin’." Shefrowned again. Her front teeth were just prominent enough to give her face asharpness, a
ferd qudity, like her watchful dark eyes. He wondered if she knew Lucius Lacrime. "And then, | was
worried about you. The hairbdl | keep told me you werein trouble, or hurt." She glanced down at his
bandaged hand.

January cast back in hismind and told himsdlf that it was coincidence that his capture by Perdta, the
interview in the sugar mill, and the long torture of escape had taken place on Thursday.

"I wasthere today because she asked me to come back, asked my help," Olympe went on. "She'swith
child, you know."

Something that wasn't quite anger—but was close to it—wrenched him hard. But he only said, "I didn't
think Henri had enough red blood in him to make achild.”

Olympia Snakebones glanced sidelong up at him, under the umbrellas shadow. "He's good to her,”" she
said. "And hélll be good to the child. They mostly are, aslong asthose children do what they'retold to
do, be what they're told to be, and don't go askin' too many questions about why things are the way they
ae"

January was sllent amoment, stopping at the corner of Rue Bienville, afew blocks above the tall house
where Augustus Mayerling had hisrooms. Then he sighed. "Nobody's got amonopoly on that, Sster.
Not the whites, not the blacks, not the sasng mele.”

Her smile under the shadow of the umbrellawas bright and wry. Then she turned away, crossing a plank
to the street and holding her blue skirts high out of the mud as she plashed across, to return to her home,
her husband, and her daughters and sons.

Augustus Mayerling occupied two rooms on the top floor, high above a courtyard full of banana plants
and plane trees and a shop that dedlt in coffees and teas. Therain had eased again to thin flutters,
gligening in daffodil patches beneeth the streetlights. As he climbed the wooden stepsfrom gdlery to
gdlery, January was surrounded by the rising smells of foliage and cooking from the courtyard beneath
him. The high walls of the house muffled the noises of the street, the distant hoot of the steamboat
whidtles, and the cries of afew fina oyster vendors giving up for the day.

While he and Olympe had been walking down Rue Burgundy they'd heard the cannon by the Cabildo,



closing down curfew for the night. The rain had damped the dancing in Congo Square some hours
before. If he were stopped by the guards he'd have to present his papers, to prove himsdlf free. The
thought made him uneasy. The city seemed very slent without the jostling voices of maskersin the
streets, the thump and wail of brass bandsin the taverns, theriot of parades.

And indeed, thought January wryly, within aweek the Creoleswould be hiring him to play at discreet
little balls again no matter what the church said about surrendering one's pleasuresto God in that time of
penitence — provided of course hewasn't injail or on aboat. Life went on, and one could not content
onesdf with backgammon and gossip forever.

Certainly no gambling hdl in the city had closed down. But that, as any Creole would say with that
expressive Creole shrug, was but the custom of the country.

Thetopmost galery was dark, illuminated only by the thin cracks of light from the French doors of
Mayerling'srooms.

January had just reached the top of the stairs when the doors were opened. Mayerling looked right and
left, warily, the gold light glinting on close-cropped flaxen hair and awhite shirt open & the throat. Clearly
not seeing that anyone el se stood there in the dark, he beckoned back in the room behind him.

A woman stepped out, clothed in widow's black.

January felt his heart freeze indde him. The light strength of her movement, the way her shoulders squared
when she turned, was—asiit had been not many nights ago—unmistakable.

"The back sairsare safer,” said Mayerling's husky, boyish voice. "The daves won't be back for alittle
timeyet." Reaching back into the apartment, the Prussian brought out a cloak, which he settled around
his shoulders. Putting ahand to the woman's back, he made to guide her into the dark curve of the
building where the back stairs ran down to the galery above the kitchen.

The woman stopped, turned, put back her veils, and raised her face to his. Dim asit was, the honey
warmth of the candleswithin fdll on her, showing January clearly the strong ovd lines of the chin, the
enormous, mahogany red eyes of Madeleine Trepagier.

TWENTY-ONE
Madeleine Trepagier and Augustus Mayerling.
| was a fool not to guess.

Concedled behind the corner of a carriageway hafway down the street, January watched the sword
master help hismistressinto a hired fiacre. The banquette was otherwise empty; Sunday, Lent, and
Creole dinner parties completing what the rain had begun.

It wasn't only Trepagier's mistresswho'd met Perdtathrough Mayerling's school. Mayerling himself had
met his pupil's beautiful wife.

Whoever he marries will have cause to thank the person who wielded that scarf.

| should have no choice but to avenge that lady's honor. . . . Why hadn't he seen it then, lessthan two
minutes after Mayerling had aitributed al dueling to boredom, ignorance, and vice?

Perhaps because of the disgusted horror in Madeleine's eyeswhen she'd said, Not a man ...



The cab moved away from the banquette. Fair head bowed in the rain, Mayerling turned and vanished
into the pitch-dark carriageway from which he and Madame Trepagier had come.

Se'll change fromthe fiacre to her own carriage somewhere, thought January. Probably the Place
des Armes.

He stepped out of hiding and moved through the rainy, lamp-blotched darkness after the fiacre, the mud
and water washing over the street's uneven paving-blocks dowing its progress and making it easy for him
tokeepitingght.

Augustus was aforeigner. White, but a Prussian. A jury might just rule on the evidence and not the color
of the defendant's skin.

But everything in him was saying, No, no as he followed the dark bulk of the carriage through the streets
toward the cathedral.

Not a man, Maddeine had said, with aloathing in her eyesthat had told its own tale of Arnaud
Trepagier as surely as had the old cook and laundress of Les Saules. Working at the Hotel Dieu, January
had met women who had been raped and abused, had seen what it did to them ever after. That any man
would have been gentle enough, caring enough, to lead her out of that prison of terror and rage wasa
miracle and agift.

Looking back at that Thursday night at the Salle dOrleans, January could see everything with blinding
clarity.

Everything except what he should do.

Inanovel the answer would be obvious. "Missy, ain't been no joy in this old world for me since my
woman done died."” Followed by aquaintly ill-spelt confession and the rope—or maybe aticket to
Franceif the novelist wasin agood humor.

But New Orleanswas his home. And Uhrquahr and Perdtaweren't the only enemies advancing through
themig.

By therustling darkness of the cathedra garden, literdly a stone'sthrow from the Orleans ballroom, the
fiacre cameto ahalt. It was raining more heavily now, but Madame Trepagier, her face hidden by the
long veils of awidow, stepped down and paid the driver, then turned and hurried into the aley that ran
between the church and the Cabildo, a black form swiftly swalowed by the dark.

Dominique ran that way, the night of the murder, thought January, following her into the dark. But
during the bright Carnival season there had been lampsin every one of the shop fronts along the aley that
were now closed up and dark, revelers staggering back and forth in a steady stream between Rue
Roya e and the Place des Armes. With the cathedra clock striking eight, and the leaden celling of cloud
mixing with the eternd pall of steamboat smoke, the dley was pitch-black, with only awindow or two
throwing gold sprinkles on the fdling ram.

Creole Sunday in New Orleans, thought January. Of course Madeleine Trepagier would have dinner
with Aunt Picard, with all the Trepagier cousinsin attendance, pressing their suits. Why not? Why
not? A woman can't run a plantation alone. It would bethe easiest thing intheworld to clama
headache and retreat to the arms of the one man whose touch she could endure without nausea. Her own
coachman would have ingtructions ahead of timeto pick her up in the Place des Armes. Therewasno
one at Les Saules now to mark the time she returned, except her servants.



A chill went through him as he thought, And one of them s gone. For thefirst time he wondered what
exactly it wasthat Sally might have seen, and whether she had left Les Saules at al.

That far from other houses, as Madame Trepagier hersdlf had pointed out, awoman was at the mercy of
her husband, but so adave girl would be at the mercy of a mistress who had something to hide.

He saw her shape, reflected ahead of him againgt the few lamps burning in the Place des Armes, and
quickened his step. Then there was ablurred scuffle of movement, and her scream echoed in the brick
drait of the dley like the sudden sound of ripping cloth.

There was a scuffle, asplash, aglimpse of struggling formsin the dark, and aman's cursein river-rat
English. Madeleine screamed again and there was another splash, but by thistime January was on top of
them, grabbing handfuls of coarse, greasy cloth that stank of tobacco and vomit and pissed-out beer. He
shoved someone or something up againgt the brick of the alley wall and smashed with dl hisforce where
aface should be, grating his knuckles on hair. A voice from the square shouted "Madame Maddeine!
Madame Maddeine!" and there was gasping, screaming, cursing and the dosh and stench of gutter
water.

The man January had struck came back at him like abobcat, but January was agood five inchestaler
and far heavier and lifted him bodily, damming him to the pavement like a sack of corn. He kicked him,
very hard, then turned to seize the second man, who was wading knee-deep in the heaving stream of the
gutter, knifeflashing in his hand, above the billow of black petticoats and floating veils beneath him. He
stomped hisfoot down, pinning Madame Trepagier under the water, then cursed in surprise and fell on
top of her. January was on them by then, dragging him up by awad of dripping, verminous hair.

The knife dashed and gleamed. January twisted sideways, losing his grip, and then the man was pelting
away aong the building fronts of Rue Chartres, as adender old man with a coachman's whip came
running up unsteadily, gasping for breath, hisface ashy.

Madame Trepagier wastrying to rise, her dragging skirts and vells a soaked confusion about her,
trembling so badly she could barely stand. She shrank from January's steadying hand with acry, then
looked up at hisface. For an instant he thought she would break down, cling to him weeping, but she
turned away, hugging herslf desperately in her soaked winding-sheets of veils. "I'm dl right.” Her voice
wastense as harp wire, but low and steady. "I'm dl right.”

"Madame Madeleine, Madame Madeleine!" The old coachman looked asif he needed to be propped up
himsdf. "You dl right? Y ou hurt?" In the shadows of the alley mouth only his eyes and teeth and slver
coat buttons caught the reflection of the lights along the Cabildo's colonnade. Like adrenched crow in
mourning weeds, wet veils plastered over her cheeks, Madame Trepagier was little more than a sooty
cloud. "Come on, Madame Madeleine. I'll take you back to your Aunt Pi-card's, get those wet clothes
off you—"

"No," shesad quickly. "Not my aunt's.

Not, thought January, if sheld |eft there three hours ago with a manufactured headache.
He put asteadying hand under her elbow. She stiffened, but did not pull away.
"Come," hesad. "I'll get youto my sgter's.”

"It. .. wasfoolish of me. Walking down that aleyway, | mean." Madeeine Trepagier made asmdl
movement with her hand toward her unraveled torrent of dark hair, and Dominique said, "Sh-sh-sh," and
moved the trembling fingers away. Her own hands worked competently with the soft pig-bristle brush,



stroking out the long, damp swatches, less now to untangle them than to let them dry and to calm the
woman who sat in the chair before her, laced into a borrowed corset and a borrowed dress and with a
cup of herb tisane steaming before her. The honey-gold moire of the gown, with its ribbons of caramel
and pink, set off Madeleine's warm complexion as beautifully asit did Dominique's. January wondered
how long it would be before the woman abandoned her mourning and returned to wearing colorslike this

again.

"I never thought ruffians would be lurking that closeto the police station,” continued Madd eine, folding
her hands obediently in her lap. "I was just walking back from my Aunt Picard's over on Rue Toulouse.”

Dominique's dress was cut lower than awidow's high-made collar, and the smd| gold cross Maddleine
wore around her throat was just visiblein the pit between her collarbones. January saw again theway her
head had fallen back to receive the sword master's mouth on hers, the desperate strength with which they
had held each other in the thin spit of therain.

Augustus and Madeleine. A glimpse of deerskin, as golden as the dress she wore now, in the doorway as
he began thefirst waltz. Looking for him? And the Prussian in his black-and-green Elizabethan doubl €,
crossing the downgtairslobby as Galen Perdta descended after hisfight with Angelique.

Questions crowded hismind, ajam of logs at high water behind his teeth, and the first of them, the largest
of them, wasaways, What do | do?

Hewas glad of Dominique's prattle, of her presencein the room. It gave him timeto think.

"Cathedrd Alley isn't so very far from the levee," he pointed out in time. "Or from Gdlatin Street. We
had Kaintucks dl over town during Mardi Gras."

Dominique sniffed. "And I'm sure the significance of Ash Wednesday completely escaped them. One
would think after aweek they would get the hint.” If shefdt any uncertainty at adl about the presence of a
whitelady in her parlor, she certainly didn't show it. "Y ou poor darling, thank God Ben was there. What
were you doing down on Rue Royale, anyway, Ben? | thought you were going to Olympe's.”

"| thought | saw someone who could give me an explanation about the night of the murder,” said January,
and his glance crossed Madd eine's. Her eyes, downcast with confusion at finding hersdlf in the house of
aplaced, went wide with shock and dread.

"Now, don't talk about murders,” said Dominique severely, and patted Madeleine's shoulders. She
hesitated for along moment, then picked her words carefully. *My brother is helping the police
investigating Angdique Crozat's murder—for dl they're doing,” she added tartly. "Personaly, I'm
astonished the one who was stirangled wasn't that awful harpy of amother. | was speechless when|
heard how she'd sold off al your jewelry and dresses. . . and do you know, Ben, she's been flouncing
around town for daysin amourning veil down to her feet, and the most dreadful chesp crepe dress. It
streaked black al over Mamas straw-colored divan cushions. Excuse me, dears, I'll just go to the
kitchen and seeif your coachmanisal right."

Not even random violence that could have ended in murder, thought January wryly, could shake
Dominique's sense of caste. Watching hissister through the arch into the rear parlor, and thence through
the French door at the back and into therainy yard, he knew that the coachman would be shown dl
consderation, given acup of coffee and some of Becky'swonderful crepes, in the kitchen. Therain had
let up amost completely, and through the open French doors to the street afew droplets still caught the
lamplight asthey fell. The streaming brightness flashed on the millrace of the gutter, and on the dow, lazy
drips from the abat-vent overhead. A fiacre passed, the driver cursing audibly at the Trepagier carriage
that stood, horse blanketed, before the cottage. A few streets away aman's voice bellowed, "Now, don't



you push me, hear! | am the child of calamity and the second cousin to the yellow fever! | eats Injunsfor
breskfast. .. ."

Madd eine shuddered profoundly and lowered her forehead to her hand. Very softly, she said, "Don't ask
me abouit it tonight, Monsieur Janvier, please. Thank you —thank you so much—for helping me, for
being there." Her shoulderstwitched alittle, asif il feding the grasp of heavy hands, and she brought up
along breath. "1 know why you werethere. Y ou followed mefrom. . . from Rue Bienville, didn't you?1
thought | saw you asthefiacre pulled away."

"Yes," sad January softly. Sheraised her face, her eyes meeting his, steedily, willing him to believe,

"Heisinnocent. | swear to you he had nothing to do with the murder. I—" She took adeep breath. "I
strangled Angelique. Please, please, | begyou . . ."

"You didn't," said January quietly, "and | know you didn't, Madame. That ouitfit of yourswaslegking
black cock feathersal over the building and you were never near that parlor. And you had nothing on
you that could have been used for agarrote. Did you Stay to see him?'

"No! He had nothing to do with it, | swear to you."
"Wereyou with him?"

She hesitated, searching in her mind for what the best answer would be, then cried "No!" afew ingtants
late. "I saw him—that is, | saw him acrossthe lobby. ... | saw him the whole time. But we werent ... we
didn't..."

She was floundering, and January turned away. The woman sprang to her feet, caught hisarm, her face
blazing like gold in the soft flicker of the lamp. "Please! Please don't go to the police! Please don't
mention hisname! Come. . ." She hesitated, sammering, scouting, staring up into hisface, trying to read
hiseyes. "Cometo Les Saulestomorrow. I'll talk about anything you want me to then. But not tonight.”

"S0 you can get anote to him?' asked January.
Her eyesflinched, then returned to his. "No, of course not. It'sjust chat—"

She got no further. Hannibal Sefton, threadbare coat and long hair damp with therain, singing avon
Weber ariaand more than dightly drunk, sprang lightly through the French door from the banquette
outside directly behind Madel eine's back, caught her around the waist, and gave her aresounding kisson
the neck.

Madeeine screamed, pureterror in her voice. She wrenched hersdlf free with aviolence that knocked
away the chair by which she stood and ripped her assailant's face with the clawed fingers of both hands.
Hannibal recoiled with agasp of shock, amost faling back through the doorway. January caught at the
terrified woman but she tore hersaf from him and staggered a step or two into the middle of the room,
sobbing and shaking. The next instant Dominique came flying through the dining room door and caught
her in her ams.

"Itsdl right! It'sdl right! Darling, it'sdl right, hesafriend of mine—avery impudent friend.”

Hanniba stood, violin case forgotten on the floor beside him, clinging to the doorjamb with one hand

while the other felt his bleeding face. His eyes were those of adog who has come up expecting a pat and
received instead aforceful kick intheteeth. "I'm sorry," he said. "Madame, I'm so sorry, | didn't—" He
looked pleadingly from Dominique to January, aghast and helpless. "'l thought it was Minou. | sweer |
thought it was Minou.”



"Oh, and that's how you treat me, isit?" retorted Minou, furious at the result rather than the deed, but
furious nonetheless. Held tight in her arms, Madd eine was gtill racked with long waves of shaking, head
bowed over, asif shewere about to be sick. If she was faking, thought January, he had never seenit so
well done.

And somehow, he did not think her horror at a man's touch was afake.

"It'sdl right." He put ahand on Hannibal's shoulder. "I'll explain outside. Minou, would you go out to Les
Saules with Madame Trepagier? | don't think she should be done.”

"Oh, of course! I've dready told Thereseto tell Henri—z/that dug ever putsin an appearance—that I've
been called away by an emergency, and to give him tisane and flan and everything he might need. Now
you get out of here, you bad man." But she touched Hanniba's forearm to reassure him, as January
herded him out the long doors and onto the banquette once more.

Glancing back, January saw hissSster help Madame Trepagier into achair, ill trembling violently; heard
Madame Trepagier whisper "Thank you. . . . Thank you.

"Augustus Mayerling, hm?* said Hanniba, when January had finished his narration. Even dong ardative
backstreet like Rue Burgundy, oil lamps still burned on their curved brackets from the stucco walls of the
houses, their light gleaming in the gutters and the wet pavements beyond. Beneeth the outthrust galleries
of the town houses and shops and the abat-vents of the line of cottages, they were dmaost completely
protected from theincreasing rain.

In every house, past the iron-lace ba conies and behind spidery lattices of wooden louvers, warm light
shone, working akind of magic in the night. Somewhere someone was playing a banjo—stricdy againgt
the rules of Lent—elsewhere voices sounded from the two sides of a corner grog-shop, shutters opened
all the length of the room onto the Street, where free blacks and river-trash played cards, cursed,
laughed.

"I hateto think it was him," January finished after atime, "because | like the boy. But of everyoneinthe
Orleans ballroom that night, it soundsto me like Mayerling had the best reason for wanting Angelique
dead. And Madame Trepagier knowsit. And much as| like him, and much as| don't blame him for
doingit, it'shimor me... and | want to look around hisroomsfor that necklace.”

"And if you don't find it, then what?" asked Hanniba. Hisvoice was afaint, raw rasp, and he coughed as
they crossed the planks at the corner of Rue Conti. "It could have been anyone in the ballroom, you
know."

"Then why protect him?Why beg me not to so much as spesk his name to the police? Why risk her own
neck, if al that would happen to him was anight or two in jail until he was cleared? Other women have
lovers. It isn't spoken of, but everyone in town knowswho they are. It isn't asif she were deceiving a
husband, and the plantation is hersto dispose of as shewill, no matter what her family says. She doesn't
have to say they were together in the ballroom. She can say they met elsewhere, if she'sgoing to lie about
it. But she doesn't. Why would she deny hisinvolvement in anything so completely, if what he did doesn't
bear scrutiny? It's not what hedid,” said Hanniba quietly. "It'swhat heis.”

January looked at him blankly. For amoment he thought, With that complexion he can't POSIBLY be
an octoroon trying to pass.

Hanniba hestated amoment, then said, "Augustus Mayerling isawoman.”



"What?" It stopped January dead on the banquette.

"Augustus Mayerling isawoman. | don't know what his—her—red nameis." Hanniba started walking
again, with that kind of loose-jointed scarecrow grace, his dark eyes turned inward on the recollection.

"But it isn't that unusual, you know. There was that woman who served for years asaman in the Russian
cavary recently. Women fought at Trafalgar and Waterloo disguised as men. I've talked to men who
knew them. | found out about Augustus—well, | guessed—amost by accident. About two years ago he
picked me up outside asaloon in Gallatin Street where 1'd been playing for dimes. Of course they robbed
me the minute | was out the door, and he took me back to his place, since | was almost unconscious. |
wasfeverish dl night, and he cared for me, and I—it was probably the fever—I could tell the difference.

| kissed his hand—her hand—uwe just looked at each other for aminute. | knew."

Of all people, thought January, Hannibal would know.

Thefiddler shrugged. "L ater we talked about it. | think he was glad to have someone €l se who knew. I've
covered for him now and then, though he seemsto have worked out long ago dl thelittle dodges, dl the
ways of getting around questions, things like keeping shaving tackle in hisrooms and staying out of

certain situations. But, that wouldn't be possible, for even aday or two, injail. God knows he'sfar from
thefirst person to manageit. Y ou're the only onel'vetold. Don't ..."

"No. Of course not." January walked aong, feding alittle stunned.
Fighting is either for joy, or for death. . . .

He could till seethe Prussian's cold yellow eyes as he said that, bright as they spoke about the passion
of hisart. And held seen Mayerling fight, in the long upper room that was hissdle desarmeson
Exchange Alley: whaebone and stedl and terrifyingly fast. He'd heard about the men he had killed.

Suddenly he remembered Madeleine Trepagier asachild, attacking the Beethoven sonataslike a
sculptor carving great chunks of marblein quest of the statues hidden within, drunk with the greedy
strength of one lusting to unite with the heart of an art.

Herswas musc, like hisown. Her lover'swas stedl.
But the passion was the same. Of course they would find it in each other.
"l understand,” he said softly. "Inaway it could be no oneelse.”

"No," said Hanniba. His dark eyes clouded. "Too many women who havebeen .. . . injured likethat . . .
don't find anyone."

But that was not what January had meant.

They walked in sllence, January remembering the occasional couplein Paris—usually progtitutes who
came from five or ten or twenty men aday back to the arms of their lady friends. But there had been one
pair of middle-aged and smilingly contented daughters of returned aristo emigreswho ran ahat shopin
the Bois de Boulogne and made fortunes off their bits of flowersand lace,

But none of that, he thought, meant that Augustus Mayerling hadn't been the one to wind that scarf
around Angdlique's neck.

"I still want to have alook around hisrooms," said January after atime. "In any case hell want to hear
what happened tonight.”



He cannot pass himself off as a gentleman, Jean Bouille had said of the American Granger, little
redlizing that the spidery-thin sword master who had taught him was doing exactly that.

Only the mask he wore was his cropped fair hair, thought January, and the scars on hisface. Buta
masK it was, as surely asthe elaborate thing of jewels and fur that had hidden Angelique'sface on the
night of her death. The man's coat and trousers were a costume as surely asthat stolen white silk dress
had been, more subtle because they used the minds of those who saw asadisguise.

| wear trousers, therefore you see a man.

Your skin is black, therefore | see a dave. Except, of course, that Augustus was one of the few people
in this country who saw amusician, and aman. Beside him, Hanniba said again, "Will she forgive me?
Will Minou make her understand? | thought it was Minou. She was wearing Minou's dress—I thought it
was Minou. I'm so sorry.”

January started to say, "It'sdl right, she was just scared—" and then stopped, and it seemed to him that
the blood in hisveinsturned colder dian therain.

"Oh, Jesus," he whispered.

Hanniba halted too, looking up a him, baffled. "What—"
"Shewaswearing Maddeingsjewds" said January softly.
"Whowas?Minou. . ."

"She waswearing Maddeinesjewds, and whoever killed her thought she was Maddeine.” January il
stood in the middle of the banquette, staring into space, shaken to his bones but knowing, as surely ashe
knew his name, that he wasright.

"They killed the wrong woman."
"Who did? Why would anyone. .. 7'

"The plantation,” said January. He made a move back toward Rue Burgundy, then halted, knowing the
carriage had moved away from the banquette moments after he and Hannibal had left the house. "Les
Saules. It butts up against the Gentilly place—wasn't one of the proposed streetcar routes Granger and
Bouille were fighting over out past Bayou Gentilly? If the route goes out there the land will be worth a
fortune. If shedlsit dl to that McGinty fellow for debts. . ."

"McGinty?' said Hanniba, startled. "McGinty was one of Granger's seconds. The pirate with the red
Vandyke, holding the horses.”

The two men stared at each other for amoment, piecesfaling into place: McGinty's coppery whiskers
clashing with the purple satin of his pirate mask, the faubourgs of New Orleans spreading in an
Americanized welter of wooden gingerbread and money, Liviasdry voice reading doud William
Granger's danderous accusations of Jean Bouille in the newspaper, the efforts to discredit Maddeine
before Aunt Picard could marry her off.

"Comeon!" January turned and strode down Rue Bienville, Hanniba hurrying, gasping, in hiswake.
"How did they know she'd be at the ball?*
"Sdly. Thegirl who ran off. The one who had a'high-toned' boyfriend—awhite boyfriend. Y ou or Fat



Mary ever find out anything of where shewent?"
Thefiddler shook his head. "Not aword of her."

"Ten to one the man she ran off with was McGinty or someone connected with him. He'd been around
the plantation on business”

"Andtonight ..."

"It's got to be someone connected with the Trepagier family. Someone who stands to inherit—and my
guessisit's Arnaud's brother. Claud, the one who's been in Texas." He strode a ong the banquette,
heedless of therain. " Anyone connected with the family would know sheld be a her Aunt Picard's
tonight. Anyone could have arranged an ambush.”

"Then if the attack this evening wasn't chance. . ."

"They'll have followed her out of towntotry again.”
TWENTY-TWO

Hanniba's breathing had hoarsened to a dragging gasp by the time they reached the gdllery outside
Mayerling's rooms. The rain was heavy now, streaming down from atar-black sky and glittering in the
lamps hung under the gdleries. In the amber glow of the candles that the Prussian brought to the open
door, January could see no difference, no clue to confirm what he now knew. The epiceneivory
beakiness was the same. His only thought was, Even without the scars, that's one homely woman.

"Madame Trepagier isin trouble,”" said January, asthe Prussian stepped out onto the gallery, clothed in
vest and shirtdeeves, the short-cropped blond brigtle of hair still damp fromits earlier wetting in therain.
"Where do you keep your chaise?"

"Rue Douane. Where is she?' He reached back through the door and fetched his coat from its peg. "And
how do you—?"

"Bring your guns™

Mayerling siopped, his eyes going to January's, then past him to Hannibal, leaning on the upright of the
gdlery gair and holding hisribsto gill hiscoughing.

"What's happened? Comein." He strode away into the apartment, where another branch of candles
burned on a table before an open book. The place was small and amost bare, but in one corner of the
room stood a doubl e escapement seven-octave Broadwood piano, and music was heaped oniitslid and
thetable at itssde.

The Prussian flipped open an armoire, pulled adrawer, drew forth the boxed set of Manton pistols with
which Granger and Bouille had missed each other, and abag of shot. From the wall beside the armoire
he took down aKentucky long rifle and an English shotgun.

During this activity January explained, "Someone attacked Madame Trepagier after sheleft here”
Mayerling turned his head sharply, but January went on, " She was assaulted in Orleans Alley by the
cathedral. | stopped them, sent her off home, but now | think they'll try again. Her brother-in-law's
behind it, he'sgot to be."

"Claud?" Mayerling handed January the shotgun— thereby, January reflected wryly, bresking Louisana
state lawv—slung the powder box under hisarm, and shrugged his coat on top of it, to keep it out of the



rain. Thelast time he had had agun in his hands, thought January, had been &t the Baitle of Chamette.
"I'd heard he was back in town, staying with the Trepagier cousins.”

"When?' asked January, sartled.

"I don't know." Their feet clattered on the wood of the stairways, down one gdlery, two. "Mardi Gras
itsdlf I think, or the day before. At least that's when he sent amessage to Madeleine asking to see her.”

"Did she?'
"No." Hisvoice was dry and very cold. "I think she knew he was going to propose to her."
"Try to murder her, more like. She'slucky she didn't go. Y ou know what he looks like?"

"No. Whichisaswdll," he added softly, "from what she hastold me of the man. But why would he have
men attack her? Why would he—"

"Toinherit Les Saules,” said January asthey reached the street.

The sword master checked his stride for amoment to regard him in surprise. "The plantation? But
without davesit'sworthless. The land's run-down, there are too few daves to work what they have, they
need to replant every one of thefidlds. . ."

"Theland will be worth ahundred dollars an acre if they put the streetcar line out from Gentilly, instead of
from LaFayette like Granger's company proposed.”

"Granger." Mayerling'slight, husky voice was soft. "The dud was over Bouille's decision, of course.
Sinceit went againgt Granger the linewill of course be from Gentilly. And Granger'sfriend McGinty
would have known that. He's been pressing Madeleine to sdll to him for months now.”

"And a aguess," said Hannibal, reaching out one hand to prop himsdlf just dightly on theiron post of the
gdlery, "Claud Trepagier isthefelow in the green Turk costume who wastaking to McGinty in the Salle
d'Orleans afew minutes before Angdique camein." " Affenschwdnz,” said Mayerling coldly. "The horse
isat thelivery just down the way. It will take me minutes. . ."

"Fick me up on Rue Douane below Rampart. Hannibal, you sound like you'd better stay here.”
Thefiddler coughed, and shook his head violently. "Y ou'll need aloader.”

There was no time to argue, so January smply handed the shotgun to Hannibal and took off up Bien-ville
at alope. A few minutes brought him to Olympe's cottage, where aboy of eleven or so opened the
French door into the front bedroom, instead of to the parlor where he had been before.

"Mama, shewith alady, gr," said the boy politely, in durry Creole French. Y ou comein, though, it
pourin’ out." He stepped aside. Through an open door into the other bedroom January could see three
more children, likelittle stair steps, Sitting cross-legged on abig bed with alarge, broad-shouldered, very
kindly-looking mulatto man who was reading to them from a book.

The man got up at once and camein, holding out hishand. ™Y ou must be Ben. I'm Paul Corbier.”

Once upon atime January could have pictured Olympe marrying no one lessimpressive than the Devil
himself. Looking at his brother-in-law's face he understood at least some of hissster's mellower mood. "l
need to speak to Olympe, now, quickly. | think our sister'sin trouble. . . Dominique. | need somebody
to find Lieutenant Shaw of the police—or any of the police— and send them out to the Gentilly Road,



out to the Trepagier plantation at Les Saules, quickly. There's an ambush been laid, murder going to be
done."

"They'll want to know how you know this" said Corbier.

January shook his head. "It's not something | can prove. Lieutenant Shaw will know, it's part of the
Crozat murder case. Tdl him | think Madeleine Trepagier is going to be ambushed there and we may
need help. I'm going out there now."

Harnessjingled and tires squelched in the mud, and turning, January saw over his shoulder the chaise that
had carried them out to the Allard plantation for the dud. Dark-dicked with water, the horse shook its
head againgt the rain. By the oil lamp in the bracket above the door, and the lesser gleam of the carriage
lamps, Mayerling's scarred face was apde blur in the dark of the leather hood.

"Dominique'swith Madame Trepagier. Get Olympe to go, or send one of the children, but hurry!"

January sprang down the high brick step, across the banquette, vaulting the gutter and scrambling into the
chaise, crowding itstwo occupants. Hislast glimpse of the light showed Paul Corbier turning to give
some urgent instruction to the oldest boy as he shut the louvered door.

Mayerling lashed thereins. The whedsjarred and lurched in ruts and mud and jolted asthey passed over
the guttters, sprays of water leaping around them with the black glitter of liquid cod.

"Hannibd tellsme your sster Dominiqueiswith her."
"I had to take her somewhere. Minou knows enough not to spesk of it later.”

"Trepagier will have hired hismen inthe Swamp,” said Hannibal, clinging to the two long guns and
swaying with the violence of their speed. "For adollar Nahum Shagrue's boys would sack the orphanage
if they thought they could get away withit. The mutable, rank-scented many . . . Keelboat pirates. . .
killers™

"I've met Monsieur Shagrue." January remembered those pig-cunning eyes, and the stink of sewage
dripping off his coat.

"The green Turk waswith Charles-Louis Trepagier at the Theatre on Mardi Gras night,” said Mayerling
intime. "I remember hiswords concerning Maddeine." Thethin nogtrilsflared with silent anger. "I'm
sorry now | didn't settle the matter there and then, in the courtyard. Capon. | suppose by then he had
decided that he would rather kill than wed her."

"McGinty would have told him a proposa wasn't any use," said January. "He'd dready tried it, as soon
as Arnaud was dead—which means he knew there was a chance of the streetcar line going through even
then. That must have been when he sent for Claud, and when he started romancing Sally, to keep an eye
on Madame Trepagier's movements. Of course as abroker who'd handled Arnaud's affairs held have
met her. It must have been Sally who told him Madame Trepagier was going to the quadroon ball to talk
to Angdique.”

"Told him shewas going," said Hannibd, "but not what she would wear."

"And Claud hadn't seen Madeleine since her wedding to his brother, thirteen years ago. He couldn't
have, if hed embezzled money and stolen adave. So when he saw awoman of her height and her build,
wearing her jewds. . . ."

"It refreshes me to know," said Mayerling, never taking his eyes from the road, "that upon occasion,



some people do get what they deserve. By theway," he added, "thank you for telling her to get out of
there. | had no ideaof her intention until | saw her, looking in at the ballroom door.”

"Shewas with you until ten, wasn't she?' January kept his voice steady with an effort, for Mayerling
drove like the Wild Hunt, and once beyond the lamps of the Faubourg Marigny the road benesth the
overhanging oaks was pitch-dark. An occasiond glimmer of soft gadight through colored curtains
flickered through the trees like a fashionable ghost to show where houses stood, but even those grew
more sparse as the road got worse.

"Yes," sad the sword magter. "1 glimpsed her outside the ballroom and dipped away from that sllinessin
Froissart's office as quickly as| could. | suppose | should have smply put her in afiacre at once and sent
her home, but instead we went through the passageway to the Thestre and found our way up to one of
the private boxes. We have, you understand, little chance to be together. Foolish, | admit, and
dangerous. | beg you make dlowancesfor amaninlove."

January glanced sharply sdelong at him, suddenly conscious of the thinness of those shoulder bones
pressed so tightly into hisarm. Mayerling met his gaze with frosty chalenge, then returned his attention to
the road as the chai se crashed through aminor |ake across their way, water spraying around themin

muddy wings

"Itisalong time" said the Prussian quietly, "since | have thought of mysdlf asanything dse. | supposein
France you ceased after atimeto think of every white man as someone to beware of. To look down
when one spoke to you?'

"In France | didn't haveto lie every day about what | », am.

"Every day | tell thetruth about what | am,” replied Mayerling camly. "I merely leave out the one
fact—the one facet of my entirety—which would, in everyone's eyes, obliterate dl the rest. Two facets,
now. | used to lie awake nights, worrying about what would happeniif | fdl inlove."

The thin face split into asudden grin, like an impish boy's, save for the saber scars. "'l never thought it
would beawoman | fdll inlovewith, you see. Not until | met her. And then it waslike coming out of a
dark roominto sunlight.”

He shrugged. "But, | have the advantage of being physically mannish enough to—as the octoroons say—
pass, something | have done since the age of seventeen. Pass for a gentleman, | believe Monsieur
Bouilleputit. ... There!™

Through the metalic glint of carriage lamps on rain the dow-moving brougham appeared, adark loomin
the road ahead. Mayerling dashed with the reins again, and the horse legped forward heavily, the chaise
rocking like adrunken thing in the flooded ruts. Beyond the narrow zone of the lamps illumination,
nothing could be seen, the evergreen roof of live oak shutting out the black sky above, the Spanish moss
dripping in wet curtains of cobweb around about. The coachman, rigid with disgpprova of Madame
Madel ein€'s choice of companions, half-turned on hisbox, trying to maneuver the carriage out of the
narrow way to let the swifter vehicle pass. Mayerling pulled his horse to awalk, leaned from the chaise to
cry, "Albert! It'sme, Mayerling!"

"Monseur Mayerling, sir!" The coachman sauted with hiswhip. "What you doin' out on anight like this?
And that horse of yourslook inaregular lather.”

The door of the carriage opened abruptly, Madeeine's face framed suddenly in its darkness, and she had
to stop hersdlf visibly from speaking her lover's Chrigtian namein front of her servant. "What isit?" Her
voice sounded perfectly compaosed, but her face was haggard with exhaustion and strain.



January shook himsdlf forcibly free of the sensation of foolishnessthat overwhelmed him at the Sght of
the carriage, unmolested, unambushed, untouched. There was danger—if not tonight, then tomorrow, or
the next time she went out.

Augustus bowed, sweeping off hishat intherain. "A completefalseaarm, | hope. I'll explain when we
reach the house, but Monsieur Janvier has atheory—and | think he's right—about the Crozat woman's
murder. And if he'sright, the attack on you this evening was no accident, and you may need escort back
to Les Saules”

"Ben?' came Dominique's voice from the carriage. "Ben, what theory? And what doesiit have to do with
Madeleine? She wasn't even there that night, in spite of what that horrid Charles-Louis Trepagier has
been saying dl over town.”

"I'll explain at the house," called January from the chaise. He tossed the long rifle, which Augustus caught
with an expert hand. "Put out the carriage lamps. Can you see well enough without them to walk at the
horse's head?”'

"| think so. It'snot far from here"
"Put out the carriage lamps?’ protested Albert. "Now why on earth ..."

"Just stay on the box, if you would,” ordered Augustus, flipping open the glassto blow out the candles
within. "And keep slence. There may be men waiting dong the road. They'll hear us coming, even over
therain, but at least we can keep from making targets of ourselves. Here." He walked around to the door
again, and passed one of the pistolsthrough it.

"I didn't know you could shoot apistol.” January heard Minou's voice, a sweet thread, as the black ghost
that was al he could see of Mayerling drifted back to the coach horse's head, took the bridle, and began
to walk forward, boots crunching on the crushed shells of the roadbed.

"My uncle Gustave taught me. He said . . ." Her voice lowered, drowned in the clatter of rain on the
chaiseroof, and January settled into the dow, cautious business of following the carriage in dmost total
darkness among the trees. Evidently any congtraint Madame Trepagier felt about being in acarriage with
a courtesan had been dedlt with between the two women already.

Knowing the rain would hide any sound of ambush, he strained dl his senses; trying to listen to the forest
of oak and sycamore on either side, trying to hear something besides the patter of faling water and the
soggy crunch of thewhedlsin oak leaves, shdlls, and mud. In time the darkness before them seemed to
grow lighter, and therain fell more heavily on hisface. They came out from the trees, turned the corner,
with the water of Bayou Gentilly on their Ieft, and to their right, a dim white shape showed behind the oak
trunks, like asmudge of chak on black velvet.

Lights burned in the upstairs parlor of Les Saules, awelcoming glow of saffron through the murk. A lamp
had been kindled likewise in the stairway that led from the paved loggia beneath the rear gdlery.
Augustus, visibly rdieved, waked around from the horse's head to the carriage door, while Albert, on the
box, raised hisvoice. "You, Louis! Get your lazy bones out here with an umbrdlafor Madame
Maddend™

Therewasno light in the kitchen.

January was aready standing to shout awarning when he saw the second giveaway—the muddy tracks
caked thick on the flagstones of the lower gdlery, the sairsleading up. He shouted, "No! They'reinthe
house!" and Mayerling froze, his hand on the carriage door, startled face ablur in the shadows ashe



turned toward the chaise where January was dready gathering thereins. "Drivefor it, Albert, they're—"

From the upper gdlery of the house arifle cracked. Mayerling flung himsdf down asthe ball hit the sde
of the coach with aleathery thump; a second shot boomed hollowly, and the carriage horse reared,
screaming, then fdll in the traces. January grabbed the shotgun and sprang out on the far sde of the
chaise, dodged and sprinted toward the house, and reached it in time to catch the first of the rivermen as
he bounded like atiger down the stair with aknifein hishand.

January fired into his chest with the shotgun from adistance of four feet or so. The man went damming
back against the steps, blood spouting from his chest, mouth, and nose; someone on the stair above said
"Fuck me!" and there was aclomping of unwilling feet, then the flat, splintering shot of another rifle as
Mayerling fired into the lighted openwork of the sair.

A dozen things seemed to happen then, Mayerling's horse rearing, then foundering in the shafts, which
January had expected, amid the flat snaps of morerifles. Mayerling, Albert, and the two women raced in
erratic zigzags across the two or three yards of open lawn to the shelter of the house gdllery; ahoarse,
boyish voice gasped, "Giveit," in January's ear and Hanniba pulled the shotgun from his hand to load.
January wondered obliquely where Hanniba had learned that in a close-quartersfight the loader had
better identify himsdlf before touching aman who waslikely to turn around and knock him flyingin
mistake for another lant.

Sobbing, Madeleine clawed open her black mourning reticule and pulled out keys, opened the shutters of
the dining room door. Footsteps thundered and bumbled on the gallery overhead but Mayerling fired his

pistol at the man who tried to come down to fetch the casudty lying in the stairwell, and the muddy boots
retreated upward again. The wounded man screamed, " Get me out'n here! Get me out'n herel” The smell
of blood waslike burned metd. It dripped in sheets down his shirt, down his chest.

At the same moment January heard agroan behind him, and by the banked ember glow of the dining
room fireplace within saw Dominique supporting the coachman Albert, his blood mixing with rainwater to
dyethe whole sde of her pale dress. The dderly servant was gasping, his hand clutching at hisside, eyes
tight shut with agony and face dready ashen with shock.

"Ben, what on earth—?" sobbed Minou.

"Not now. Can you load?' He ducked through the door, stripped away the old man's coat as he spoke.
Madeleine jerked the doors shut behind them, barred them as January ripped the white shirt, wadded it
into a pressure bandage—he looked swiftly around for something to tie it with and without aword
Augustus pulled Dominiquestignon from her head, releasing atorrent of black curls around her
shoulders. The bullet had gone clean through, shattering the lowest rib. Albert cried out with pain at the
pressure but seemed to have no trouble breathing.

“No! |—"

"Don't they teach you girls anything besides Itdian and cross-gtitch?' demanded Hanniba, pulling her
away to where Madeleine stood in the shelter of the study door and the light fell through from the lantern
inthe stairwell outside. "Ball—just enough powder to cover the bal —first the powder, then the
ball—wad—in she goes— ram, and | mean hard—ypinch in the pan.” He handed the pistol to Madeleine,
took Augustussrifle, repested the procedure, histeeth clenched against a sudden spasm of coughing.
"There. Now you know something Henri doesn't know.”

"You shut up about Henri." It was her flirt voice. Shewas over thefirst shock.

"With me." Madel eine strode across the darkness of the dining room, pausing only long enough to shove



the table out of the way, then opened the French doors diat looked toward the bayou and parted the
heavy shutters acrack. She said, "Bleu, "aladylikelittle oath, and fired the pistol. A man'svoice
bellowed, " Shit-estin” nigger!" and there was the sound of something falling, and the confusion of
footsteps on the front gallery aswell. Dominique rammed home the next charge before the smoke had
completely cleared and returned the pistol to her, and Madeeine called acrossto Augustus, " Thank God
you brought the good pistols, dear.”

"| think that's the one that throwsto the right.”
"My leg'sbroke! Shit-fuck, my leg'sbroke!" howled avoice outside.

January tied the final knot in the pressure dressing, strode across the dining room to the door of the small

study beyond.

There was one window, set high inthewall and shuttered fast. He listened amoment to the ceiling above
his head, then ducked through the door again. "Madame! Isthere agdlery on that sde of the house?' He
tried to remember, but he'd only ridden up to it from the back.

"No."
"Out thisway, fast. With any luck they won't seeus.”

"There's an oak a hundred yards straight out,” said Madeleine. She snapped off afind shot, dammed the
shutter, and bolted it again. "1 know the fieldsin that direction. They dont.”

"Night fightsfor hewho knowsthe land." Mayerling was bending aready, lifting the coachman as gently
as he could to lean on his shoulder. "Can you makeit, Albert? Hanniba ?"

The fiddler nodded, though hisface was scarcely less taut than the dave's and he leaned on the dining
table.

"Fagt, then, before they realize were making an escape.”

The room was pitch-dark and nearly empty save for the table a which Mme. Trepagier did her accounts.
Dominique and January lifted it to move it under the window, lest the scrape of itslegs on thetile floor
aert anyone above; January sprang up, flipped the latch, and squeezed through. As he dropped thefive
feet to the grass benesath he heard aman shout, "There's one of'em!™ and a shot splintered stucco from
thewall near his head, from the corner of the front gallery.

He looked fast—two flatboat men were standing at the end of the front gallery, looking around the
corner of the house, one reloading aready and the second bringing hisrifle to bear. 1t could only have
been chance that they'd been standing where they could see the window. With only the shotgun in his
hand there was no way he could return fire. All this he saw and thought in a split second; then he heard
Mayerling ydl, "Run!" and theflat hard roar of aBaker rifle, and what might have been acry of pan.

He heard the crunch of feet in the grass as aman dropped off the gallery and saw the glint of aknife;
heard, aso, Madeleine Trepagier sob out Mayerling's name, as he turned and plunged away doneinto
the darkness of the night.

TWENTY-THREE

Another rifle cracked out, the thud of the ball striking not far to January'sleft as he raced into the
darkness. Fest trip-hammered the ground behind. It wouldn't take Napoleon to figure out that if
Madeleine had an armed escort, reinforcements weren't far behind. The attackers couldn't afford to let



anyone get away. January shucked his coat as he ran, ripped free his shirt, legs pumping, dodging and
weaving but running with dl the speed in hislong legs. The lights from the house bardly touched the trunks
of thewillows around the main buildings, glimmered on thetrailing leaves and the beards of moss on the
oaks.

Beyond them it was lightless, Erebus under asky of pitch.

January leaped six or seven feet Sdeways and fell to hisface on the earth.
The soft crunch-crunch-crunch of pursuing feet stopped.

Loading? Aiming? Taking his time to site on a sitting

Or baffled by the sudden silence, the utter dark into which his skin blended like glassinto water, one with
the damp velvet obscurity of the night.

Lying on the ground, just beyond the line of weeds where the dug fiel ds began, January could see his
pursuer as ablocky shape againgt what dim illumination filtered through the trees. The shape moved a
little. Turning its head? Waiting for eyesight to adjust?

January lay ill.

The man would have stalked Indians in the Missouri woods and been stalked by them. He would have
the patience of the hunter.

Andfor along while, in fact, he stood exactly as he was, only turning his head the dightest bit—January
guessed rather than clearly saw the movement—as he listened. Now and then a gunshot cracked out
from the direction of the house. Sometimes he could hear aman swear.

Then, very cautioudy, the pursuer began to move. By the way he moved—dowly, cautioudy, but straight
ahead—January knew that he was himsdlf invisble againgt the dark earth. And just asdowly, timing his
movements with those of his hunter, he crawled.

The ground doped down, wet and thick smelling. He was between the bare humped earth of the cane
rows, the hunter moving to hisright. He heard the wet suck of mud on the man's boots, saw dimly, dimly,
the black shape of him move. Hed seek higher ground and be looking in the direction of hisfedt.

January struck.

Hewaswithin afew feet of the Kaintuck, though the smell of the rain-wet earth drowned dl theferd
sweat-and-tobacco stench of him. It was easy to reach out and grab the man'slegs, jerk them back,
drop the man down with a cry into the soft earth. January was ready. The Kaintuck was not. The man
flailed with his knife as January rammed his knee below the breastbone, grabbed verminous handfuls of
hair and beard, and dammed the head around and sideways. Therewas a quick crack like an oak stick
breaking underfoot, and the smell of voided waste.

"Lordy, Lordy," murmured January under his bregth. "My massagwine wear me out for sure."

He supposed held have to confess this next Friday— not, of course, in any church in the old town, nor
would he mention the color of the man he had killed—but he had to admit that he felt not the smallest
twinge of remorse.

He knew enough to stay low as he searched the body, appropriating knife, powder horn, and long rifle.
He checked the load with the ramrod, felt the rod's end jar on patch and ball.



He'd expected it, but had to be sure.

More shots, echoing in the night. January turned back, saw figures moving among the trees, around the
house. He thought, They'll have locked up the slaves somewhere, only to redizein the next ingant
they'd have chained them aswell. Probably in the sugar mill, the only brick building large enough to hold
even so smal acontingent as Les Sauless. Hewondered if Claud Trepagier and McGinty would sell
them later or blame the whole business on adave uprising.

Not if the bodies were shot, hethought. And then, But to cover that, all they'd havetodois. .. The
amell of woodsmoke reached him, duggish on the warm spring night.

All they'd haveto do isfire the house. Hames werelicking up over the galery aready, bright on the
wooden railings and the heavy strapwork shutters. Wood from the kitchen and the smokehouse had been
piled againg dl the shutters on the bayou side of the house, the flame legping from it huge and orange and
new, the smoke white and fresh, billowing into the black of the sky. Againgt the brightness of the fire
January could see the shapes of men, outlined in red, coarse shirts of plaid or trade goods or rough
linsey-woolsey, homespun pants dick with grease, the glitter of cold animal eyes. They stood in arough
semicircle, facing inward toward the house, their guns pointed at the door.

If he stepped from the shelter of the willows, January thought quite calmly, the firdight would show him
up, but aKentucky long rifle would take the distance easily. There were six men on thisside. Therest
would be around the front. They dl had their backsto him, but nevertheless he recogni zed the Irishman
McGinty's copper-colored hair. The beard had seemed darker in the shadows of the house, the day
January had seen him. Recognized a so the way he stood, legs apart, hands thrust in the pockets of his
sage-green long-tailed coat. The man beside him, dark-haired and medium-size with alook of a panther
to hisbig body, wore along-tailed coat aso, natty but threadbare, and the fire glistened off the pomade
inhishair.

He was the same build asthe Turk in green, and like the Turk wore agold signet on one hand that caught
thelight of thefire.

It wasto him one of the rivermen spoke. "C'n we have the woman 'fore we kills her?!

"No," said the dark-haired man, and held up hisrifleto firing position, looking down the barrel at the
door. Hisvoice was the voice of the orange-and-green Turk. "1 want to be sure thistime.”

By the glaring legp of the fire January recognized Nahum Shagrue.

"Damn better be surethistime," growled McGinty. "Damn uppity bitch, | damn near swalowed my
tongue when | come out here next mornin' and saw her.”

"| told you | hadn't seen her in years.”

"Whét you bet the woman comes out first?" said someone else softly.
"Which woman? White dress or gold?"

"White"

"Nah. Gonna be the blond jasper with the scar. Twenty-five centsoniit.”
"Yougotit."

"There—the door moved."



Still completely unseen, January checked the site, made completely sure of hisaim—for he knew he
would only have the one shot—and with quiet deliberation, squeezed the trigger and blew off the back of
Claud Trepagier's head.

Even asthe Creol€e's body pitched forward January caught up his shotgun, ducked behind the nearest
oak and ydlled at thetop of hisvoice, "Fireat will, men!"

At the same moment a shot cracked out from the house and Shagrue flung back his head with a gasp,
clutching and grabbing ahole the size of ateacup at the base of his neck. Someonefired in January's
direction but McGinty was dready running for the trees.

Therivermen knew thefally of standing between an enemy and flame. Their chief gone, they fled, mdting
into the darkness on the heds of their employer without waiting to see who or how many their assalants
were. Without achance of getting paid it no longer maitered. Emerging from the smoke-filled lower story
of the house, Madd eine and Augustus got off a couple of pistol shots, but—aside from Augustussfirst
target on Shagrue—hit nothing.

Four of the rivermen were picked up later by Lt. Shaw's guardsmen on the road. McGinty was arrested
the following afternoon on the levee, trying to get seamboat passage to St. Louis. He was subsequently
hanged.

Lt. Shaw came walking out of the darkness as January was checking old Albert's wound, the coachman
laid out on the damp grass of the garden border on a quilt fetched from the kitchen. Madeleine, who
went to the kitchen to bring whatever bandages she could find, found Claire the cook and Ursulathe
laundresstied to their bedsteads, bleeding and bruised. Claire returned with her, bearing medicinesand a
pitcher of tafia. She bound the ripped graze in Augustuss arm with perfunctory speed, and when Shaw
appeared was dividing her solicitude between Dominique—who she assumed to be on the threshold of
miscarriage in spite of Minou's assartions to the contrary—and Hannibal, stretched on another quilt and
coughing bits of blood aswell as smoke.

The house blazed like amassvetorch, flamesrisng thirty feet fromitsroof. By thet livid glare Madeleine,
in her honey-colored gown, looked like agold idol burning in sunset. She brought therifle up at the
muted squeak of the policeman's boots on the grass, and Augustus, scarred face smudged with soot and
hair aspiky tangle, cdled . out, "Qui vive?" and dipped into the degper shadows of thewillows, justin
case.

"Lieutenant Abishag Shaw,” cdled out that high, nasa Kaintuck voice. "You folksal right?

"We have two men wounded and oneill." January rose and went forward to meet him. From the kitchen
quarters Maddeine had also brought him a shirt, rather short in the deeves over his powerful ams. "Can
your men help us carry them to the overseer's house? There's nothing that can be done for the house
here," he added.

Shaw considered the conflagration thoughtfully, cracked hisknuckles, and said, "'l haveto low you're
right on that. And those fellas?'

He nodded toward the two bodies that till lay between the house and the trees, the blood smell amost’
drowned by the gritty stink of smoke.

"One of them ismy brother-in-law, Claud Trepagier," said Maddeine, with soft dignity. "The man who
was behind this—ambuscade. The man who murdered Angdlique Crozat in mistake for me." Her dark
eyeswere very cam, looking up at thetall policeman with akind of defiance. " The other man is one of
those he hired, first to ambush me, then to come here ahead of me in the hopes of catching me done.



They locked my servantsin the mill house. We. . ." She passed her hand quickly across her brow, and
that stedly strength wavered. "They're probably chained. Thekeys. . ."

"They'll be on Claud'sbody," said January. Together, he and Shaw waked to the sprawled messthat
had been Claud Trepagier.

"Nahurn Shagrue," remarked Shaw and spat into the glittering grass. "As| do live and breathe. |
wondered where he came by that money he was gamblin' yesterday. Mighty pretty shootin’,”" he added.
"What wasit, along rifle?'

January hesitated, then said, "It looks that way." He bent to empty the man's pockets. There was a black
iron key there on aring—simple, a pattern he recognized of old. Looking at it in his bandaged pam
brought back the wave of anger he had felt in Peralta's sugar house, the rage that had carried him across
theriver, that had burned in him when held come, barefoot and in rags, to hissister'syard.

He closed his eyes and turned away, unable, for the moment, to keep his eyes either on the key or on the
white man knedling on the other Sde of the American's body.

He wanted to throw the thing away, drop it in the bayou, after freeing the prisonersin the sugar mill, but
he knew the feding was ridiculous.

They'd only forge more.
Shaw took it from hishand. "I'll tell oflf Boechter to go let ‘em out.”

January nodded. For atime he couldn't speak; didn't know what he could say. Only that he did not want
to go near the mill house, see those black faces packed in the darkness, hear the chink and rattle of
chans

In slence he walked back toward the group by the willows, Shaw pacing quietly a hisside.

Before they reached them—M adel e ne speaking softly to her coachman as two of the congtableslifted
the old man between them—Shaw extended a bony hand to touch January's deeve. He stopped, and
they looked back at the bodies on the grass.

"Nice shooting, in thislight from over in the trees.” Shaw considered January for amoment, the ragged
osna-burg shirt hanging open over his chest and histrousers, boots, flesh smudged thick with the damp
earth of the fields and the wet grass and leaves from benesth the trees around the house. "My men tdl me
they found another of these fellerswith his neck broke six or ten rods yonder from the house. You
happen to see how either of them events happened? As afree man of color, of course your testimony'll
be wanted before the coroner's court.”

"Oh, eh bien!" said Dominique hotly. "And what if my brother had killed them? Those American salauds
try to murder us, and because Benjamin has black skin he would not be alowed to—"

"He'salowed to testify," Shaw cut her off, and fixed her with hismild gray eye. The constables moved
away, bearing Albert toward the overseer's empty cottage. " Courts do frown on it, Miss Janvier, should
acolored man kill awnhite."

"Bah! And | suppose defending onesdlf and one's loved ones becomes more acceptable the lighter a
man'sskinis?'

The deep-set gaze moved back to January again. "Well," said Shaw gently, "1 guessin some partsit do.”



"l shot him," said Augustus, Hannibal, and Madeleine, dmost in chorus. Then they looked at each other
in some embarrassment, while Shaw contemplated their dmost completely unmuddied boots and seemed
to consider at length the fact that Hannibal at this point was not even capable of sitting up.

"| shot Trepagier,” said Augustus again. "Or maybe it was one of hisown men. | forget." Hiswhite shirt
hung open at the throat and soot and blood striped his gaudy waistcoat, the yellow firdight in hiseyes
gave himtheferd ook of something out of aplay by Euripides.

"One of hisown men, lookslike," remarked Shaw, and scratched hisjaw. "Seein' as how he were shot
from behind. Ain't likely wed catch'em al. And that feller in thefield, looks like he just fell and broke his
neck. Y ou better get them boots of your'n clean, Maestro," he added to January. "Seemsto melike. . ."

A small man in the blue uniform of the city guards gppeared from the shadows of the trees. "Carriage
comin, sr. We cotched two, the boysis out lookin' till."

From the rough shell drive came the crunching rattle of whedls, and avery stylish landau gppeared from
the darkness, the flames of the burning house burnishing the deek sides of itsteam to coppery red. The
coachman drew rein at the Sight of the fire. The door flew open and an enormoudly fat, fair, bespectacled
man scrambled down, his round moon face stricken with horror at the sight.

"Henri!" Dominique sprang to her feet from Hanniba's side, flew toward him with arms outstretched. Her
hair lay around her shoulders like Egyptian darkness, blood and powder smoke matted the fragile mudin
of her dress, and her face was scratched and bruised.

Thefat man cried, "Minou!" in a desperate voice, and they fell into one another's arms, her dender hands
not quite meeting around his broad back while his chubby, white, unworked sausage fingers clutched in
handfuls at the sable hair. "Oh, Henri," she whispered, and fainted in hisarms.

Maddeine, pistal il in hand, put her fists on her hipsand glanced up at January. "Well, I've seen that
better done."

Augustus nudged her with hiselbow. "Don't spail it for him."

Lt. Shaw came back to them, watching over his shoulder as Henri tenderly bore hisbeloved in awelter
of muddy and grass-stained white petticoats to the carriage. "It does appear,” he said, "that you'reright,
Madame Trepagier, about that bein' your brother-in-law. | will say Monsieur Tremouille, not to speak of
Monsieur Crozat, is gonnabe glad to have the whole thing solved so convenient. But I'm purdly sorry
about your house."

"It doesn't matter," said Madeleine quietly. "1 was never happy there, and | would have sold it within a
few weeksin any case."

TWENTY-FOUR

At the end of March, Madeleine Trepagier sold the plantation of Les Saulesto an American developer
for $103,000 and four parcels of the subdivided land, to be disposed of later a her discretion. Thefirst
house of the new subdivison—avery large and very Grecian mansion for a Philade phiabanker and his
family—began congtruction before Ascenson Day. The main gtreet, pardlding the route of the Gentilly
and Pontchartrain Streetcar Lines, was called Madd eine Street. Jean Bouille aso included in the
development plans side streets called Alexandrine and Philippe, after the two children who had died.
There was no Arnaud Street.

The Trepagier family—Dboth its Pontchartrain and New Orleans branches—was outraged. Livia, getting



her information through the Rampart Street or octoroon side of the clan, said it was because they were
getting none of the resulting money, an opinion with which January could find no fault, though
Charles-Louis Trepagier fulminated to Aunt Alicia Picard in terms of letting family land be lived upon by
sdes americaines. Made eine sold anumber of the field hands to neighbors and members of the family,
but kept about twelve, whose services she hired out to the lumber mills upriver at ahandsome profit.
Louis, Claire, Albert, and Ursula sheretained for her own household, purchasing atall town house of
shrimp-colored stucco on Rue Conti and investing the remainder in warehouse property at the foot of
Rue La-Fayette. One of thefirgt things she did, while ill living with her Aunt Picard, was to contact
Maspero's Exchange and learn the name of the Cane River cotton planter who had purchased Judith and
buy her back. It was, of course, never mentioned by anyone that she had been in Dominique Janvier's
house, nor Dominique in hers. When the two women passed on the street, they did not spesk.

"Funny," said Shaw, leaning against the brick pillar of the market arcade, next to the table where hed
located January with his coffee and beignet. " She wins her own freedom from that family of her'n, and the
kindest, the most humane thing she can think to doisgo to al that trouble to find that ga Judith and buy
her back asadave." He shook his head.

"She'saCreolelady.” Therewasironic bitternessin January's voice. "It's the custom of the country.
Expecting her to see any connection islike thinking my mother's going to stop acting like my mother. Or
that you're going to Sit down at thistablewith me. Sir.”

A dow smile spread across the Kaintuck's unshaven face, the gray eyestwinkling with amusement. "
suppose you're right about that." He stepped away from the brick arcade for amoment and spat in the
genera direction of the gutter. January hoped for the sake of peace in the town that the man'saim was
better with firearms.

"We found the boardin' house on the Esplanade where Claud Trepagier stayed for the week before he
showed up at the Trepagier town house claimin' to have just stepped off a steamboat. Everythin' was
there: that necklace and letters from McGinty dating back about three weeks after Arnaud's death.”

"| supposeit took about three weeks for McGinty to redize that he couldn't pressure or badger Madame
Trepagier into marrying him."

"That'd be my guess, though of course McGinty wouldn't say so. He did say there was some hurry-up
about it, on account of them cousins of her'n offerin’ marriage theirsalves. The woman who runsthe
boardin’ house says she remembers Claud goin' out that Thursday night in that green Turk costume, and
she remembers McGinty comin' by to see him a coupletimes. The girl who worksin the kitchen found
this, stuffed in the garbage-bin one day that week. She don't recollect what day.”

From his pocket he produced along scarf or sash of orange-and-green silk, tasseled at the ends and
dabbed and blotted with blood.

"The sash he was wearing a the Mardi Grasball itsalf was purple,” said January dowly. "1 remember
thinking it didn't match. It was alater replacement— probably part of McGinty's pirate costume.”

"It don't prove anythin', of course—that blood coulda come from a dog or a chicken or wherever—but it
gave Migter Crozat somethin’ to show that mother of the murdered girl—and Lord, didn't she carry on!
Not that | blame her. It was her only daughter, her flesh and blood.”

January turned his coffee cup in his hands, remembering the way Angedlique's brothers had turned their
faces from their mother a the funerad. Remembering what Hanniba had said, and his mother.

Shaw went on after athoughtful moment, "But she carried on adamn sight worse when Captain



Tremouille broke the news to her that necklace was goin' back to Madame Trepagier, becauseit hadn't
even been rightfully Trepagier'sto give away inthefirst place. Now that wasgrief."

A woman with abasket on her head walked by adong the Rue du L evee, singing about gingerbread.
January could see she wore athong about her ankle, with ablue bead and a couple of brass bells. Under
boot and sock he still wore the one Olympe had made him. Whether it had gotten him safe out of Bayou
Chien Mort he wasn't sure, but he certainly hadn't been beaten up since.

"l don't know why | didn't seeit earlier,” he said dowly, asthe Kentuckian folded the sash and restored it
to the seemingly depthless pocket of hisfrayed green coat. "1 knew it was Madame Trepagier's dress
Angdique was wearing—sheld told me so—and my sister mentioned that she and Angdlique dso wore
the same size dresses. Both women were dark-haired. Both had the same coloring.”

"Well," said Shaw, "leavin’ out the poor taste of the thing, it ain't that uncommon. Y ou see lots of men
who'll marry awoman looksjust like their dead wives, or the men who'll dways ask for ablonde or atall
girl or whatever in aparlor house. Trepagier prob'ly never gaveit athought, that barrin' the faces, his
midiress looked pretty much exactly like hiswife."

"Only onewas colored,” said January. "And if her mother hadn't resorted to blackmail, her death might
never have been looked into at dl.” He glanced sdelong up at the tall man standing beside the table. "Did
you ever find anything of thegirl Sally?"

"On the subject of colored girlswhose deaths don't get looked into, you mean?
"Yes," sad January. "That'swhat | mean.”

The policeman rubbed his unshaven chin and cracked his knuckles with anoise audible severd feet
away. "l got a couple of the men the city hiresto clean the gutters—not bein' able to spare any
constables, you understand—and dragged around the bayous some. We found awoman's body about
theright height in Bayou Gentilly two days ago, that looked like it'd been there since right around Mardi
Gras, but what with the water and the crawfish there wasn't much face left on her. And | did check with
Maspero's and over by Carmen and Ricardo and the other big dealers, and nobody answerin' McGinty's
description had sold ablack girl that age." He stepped away from the vicinity of the tables and pat into
the gutter again. "I got word out to the dealers upriver, but mysdlf, | think that was her. Mrs. Trepagier's
cook Claire said as how Sdly'sfellawas redheaded, but of course we can't use her testimony in a court
of law."

January said ironicaly, "Of course not.”

The cathedra bell called out across the Place des Armes; Rue du Levbe wasfilling up. Thelast migts of
the morning were burning off and the day was aready turning hot. Most of the planters had | eft the city
right after Easter, which had fallen early that year. Already the dark striped cane was head highin the
fields, and Bellahad put up the mosguito barsin Livias house and the gar-conniere.

A gray-suited form jostling a ong the banquette paused for afraction of asecond, and looking up,
January met the blue eyes of Xavier Perdta. The planter paused for amoment, midstride, then turned his
face away and kept walking.

" 'Why, thank you, I'm just finetoo," " murmured Shaw. " "What? No, it weren't no trouble to clear your
son of murder, long as| was clearin’' my ownsdf anyway, gladtodoit, sr.'"

January covered his mouth with his hand, but could not smother his laughter. He finally managed to say, "
‘Sugar mill? What sugar mill? " He didn't know why he laughed. It was that, he supposed, or hate the



man— and al planters—and al whites—forever.
But hislaughter was hitter. Maybe he would hate them anyway. He didn't know.

"Wdll, if you ever decide you do want to go back to Europe and be adoctor,” said Shaw at length, "I
suppose you could go to him and ask for passage. | don't think held thank you for it, though.”

At thefoot of the Place des Armes dong the levee, queer in thelivid, soot-dyed glare of the sun, boats
were loading with cotton, wines, pinegpples, silk, coffles of daves, and Russian cigarettes. Bound
upriver, or out for New Y ork or Philadel phia, for Le Havre or Liverpool. The Boreas, the Aspasia, the
Essex, and the Walter Scott. Bound for anywhere but New Orleans.

January thought about it as he walked home.

Two evenings later there was aknock at the door of Livia Levesque's cottage on Rue Burgundy, &t the
time when the oil lamps above the street were being lit.

Spring heat had settled on the city, and the air was thick with smudges of tobacco and lemon grass,
burned to keep the mosquitoes at bay. Livia had spoken over dinner of renting lodgings out on the lake,
asthe Culverswere dready doing and the parents of severd others among January's pupils. The French
doors were open to the street and to the yard behind the house, so that the rooms al breathed with the
amel| of that afternoon'slight rain and the whiff of crawfish gumbo and red beans. January's shrunken
class had taken their leave. In the weeks between Mardi Gras and Easter he'd acquired severd new
students, who would, he knew, be back in the fall, and one of them at least—atiny boy named Narcisse
Brez6—showed promise of rea genius. After the students departed January remained in the parlor,
playing the pieces that pleased him, Bach and Haydn and von Weber, letting the music rall from the
insrument as dusk gathered in the little cottage and dowly, unwillingly, the day's heat withdrew. Intime
Hanniba appeared, waxen and shabby as usua—without saying aword about it, Liviahad begun
including him & her dinner table now that entertainmentsin the town were growing thin. He unpacked his
violin and dipped into accompaniment, the riddle like agolden fish in the dark strong waters of the
piano's greater voice: jigs and redls and sentimenta ballads, and snatches of melody from the Montmartre
cafesthat had been popular in Paristwo years ago. Dominique camein, and then Livia, smply sitting and
listening as the evening deepened and the crickets began to cry.

Liviahad just risen to kindle the lamp when the knock came. A hooded woman on the doorstep said, "'l
heard the piano and knew you had to be home.” The gold light flared and broadened. It was Madeleine
Trepagier, discreetly velled and dressed in agown of dull-rose dimity benegath her cloak, with
Augustus—dim and dapper and inconspicuoudy dressed, at least inconspicuoudy for Augustus—at her
gde

For thefirgt time since he had | eft for Paris Sixteen years ago, January saw her face in repose, without
fear or warinessin the clear brown eyes.

"I cameto thank you," she said, "for dl the help that you gave me, and for dl that you did."

January shook hishead. "I'd liketo say it was my pleasureto ad you," he said, "but it wasn't. And | was
doing it to save my own neck."

Maddeine smiled. "Maybe," she said. "Buit it was my doing that you were put in that position in the first
place. And | have your honor to thank that my name never cameinto it with the police. Y our honor, and
your bdlief inme. Thank you."

She hesitated, looking down at her hands, still standing on the banquette outside the door. Then she



raised her eyesto hisagain. "And | wanted to let you know," she said, "that Augustusand | are going to
be married. By Protestant ceremony,” she added, holding his eyes as his mouth fell openin protest, "up
the river in Natchez. But the announcement will appear in the newspapersthisweek."

Although he was amost completely certain that no such ceremony would actually take place—Sapphic
love being one thing but deliberate profanation of a sacrament quite another—January was gtill shocked
gpeechless. He looked from her to Augustus, but before he could gather histhoughts Hannibal said, from
the parlor behind him, "Good. I'm glad. And since my colleague istoo overcome with delight for you
both to speak, | hereby volunteer the pair of usto play at your homecoming reception.”

"But..." Upon later reflection January wasn't sure what it was about the idea that took him aback—
perhaps only theway he had been raised. But Dominique sprang to her feet and rustled in asilvery
froufrou of petticoatsto his side, to grasp both Madel eine's hands and—after a quick glance up and
down the street to make sure they were unobserved—bend from the doorway to kiss her cheeks.

"Darling,” she said, and straightened up. "Now Ben," she added firmly, "don't get dl Creole and high
horse. Madame Trepagier married once to please her family, and look what came of it. Evenif he'sa
fencing teacher and hasn't asou, | think she's entitled to be with the one she loves.™

January looked at them in the gold square of the lamplight, the beaky-nosed, scar-faced sword master
and the brown-eyed girl whose teacher he had been. Augustus raised one straight, pale brow.

"If we do not marry, peoplewill beginto talk.”

"Ben'sjust being stuffy," sngpped Liviafrom behind him. " Of course awidow can marry whom she
pleases. Redly, Ben, I'm surprised at you."

January sighed and bowed his head, fighting arueful grin. "Yes" hesaid. "Y es, Madame—you are
entitled to be with whom you love. And | will be most honored to play at your reception.” He hesitated,
looking down into her face. More softly, he said, "It might be, you know, that you'd be happier in Paris
than here”

"It might," said Madame Trepagier, more softly gill. "And one day it may cometo that. But with dl its
faults—with my family and the Americanscominginand . . . and al dse—New Orleansismy home."

Shelowered the veil to cover her face once more. Their dark forms moved off down the banquette. In
the Place des Armes a cannon fired, signaling the curfew for all davesto beindoors—al men of color, if
they had not good proof of their business abroad. The hoot of a steamboat whistle answered it, bound
upstream to the American towns that swarmed with theriffraff of Kaintucks and rivermen, or
downstream to the coastwise trade with the dave states to the east. In either direction, and not very far
off, lay thelands where it mattered even less than here that a man was legally free, if he showed the
gmallest trace of African descent; where aman could lose dl hisrightsand hisliberty—and that of his
children—in thetime it took awhite man to tear up a piece of paper.

January turned back to the lighted parlor. Liviahad goneinto the rear of the house. Dominique had
resumed her seat and picked up her sewing again, an intricately smocked and embroidered christening
gown for the child that now made a soft round of her belly under her loose-fitting short gown. Her face
was beautiful in the glow of the lamps; she was one of those women whaose beauty increased with

pregnancy.

Having in the past severa weeks made better acquaintance with his Corbier nieces and nephews,
January found himsdlf ooking forward to having another.



And that, he thought, was home.

Not Africa, nor Paris, but here, this place where held grown up. Sitting at the piano again he let his hands
wander, sketching atune held heard in the fields of Bayou Chien Mort, an echo of older tunes, and
Hannibd's violin trailed and threaded around it like a skein of gold.

Dominique looked up, smiled, and said, "That's pretty, Ben. What isit?’

He only shook his head. In his mother's household, he thought, it wouldn't be considered at all
respectable.

Then from the other room he heard Livias degp smoky voice haf-hum, haf-whisper hdf-remembered
words she had put behind her and tried to eradicate from the lives of her daughters and her son.

"An-a-quf, an'o'bia, Bia 'tail-la, Qut-re-qut, Nal-le oua, Au-Monde, Au-tap-o-tt, Aupe-to-ti,
Au-que’-re’-que, Bo.

"Misery led this black to the woods, Tell my master | died in the woods."
But if he spoketo her, he thought, she would deny it, of course.
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

All my thanks and humble gratitude go to OctaviaBuitler for her time and consderation in reading the
origina of this manuscript and for her invauable comments, to George Alec Effinger for his support and
advice about local New Orleans customs; and to Ledlie Johnston and the rest of the research staff at the
Historic New Orleans Callection for al their help.

ABOUT THEAUTHOR

A native of southern Cadlifornia, BarbaraHambly attended the University of Californiaand spent ayear at
the University of Bordeaux, France, obtaining a master's degree in medieva history in 1975- She has
worked as both a teacher and as atechnica editor, and holds ablack belt in Shotokan karate. A Free
Man of Color isthefirst of aseries of novels about Benjamin January and New Orleansin the 1830s.
She has just completed the second Benjamin January novel, Fever Season, and is currently researching
thethird, Graveyard Dust.

Ms. Hambly lives haf-timein New Orleans and haf-timein Los Angeles with two Pekinese, acat, and
another writer.



