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         “Who?” said the man occupying my new apartment.
      

      
      “Tres Navarre,” I said.

      
      I pressed the lease agreement against the screen door again so he could see. It was about a hundred degrees on the front porch
         of the small in-law apartment. The air-conditioning from inside was bleeding through the screen door and evaporating on my
         face. Somehow that just made it seem hotter.
      

      
      The man inside my apartment glanced at the paper, then squinted at me like I was some bizarre piece of modern art. Through
         the metal screen he looked even uglier than he probably was—heavyset, about forty, crew cut, features all pinched toward the
         center of his face. He was bare-chested and wore the kind of thick polyester gym shorts only P.E. coaches wear.
      

      
      Use small words, I thought.

      
      “I rented this apartment for July fifteenth. You were supposed to move out by then. It’s July twenty-fourth.”

      
      No signs of remorse from the coach. He looked back over his shoulder, distracted by a double play on the TV. He looked at me again, now slightly annoyed.
      

      
      “Look, asshole,” he said. “I told Gary I needed a few extra weeks. My transfer hasn’t come through yet, okay? Maybe August
         you can have it.”
      

      
      We stared at each other. In the pecan tree next to the steps a few thousand cicadas decided to start their metallic chirping.
         I looked back at the cabby who was still waiting at the curb, happily reading his TV Guide while the meter ran. Then I turned back to the coach and smiled—friendly, diplomatic.
      

      
      “Well,” I said, “I tell you what. I’ve got the moving van coming here tomorrow from California. That means you’ve got to be
         out of here today. Since you’ve had a free week on my tab already, I figure I can give you an extra hour or so. I’m going
         to get my bags out of the cab, then when I come back you can let me in and start packing.”
      

      
      If it was possible for his eyes to squint any closer together, they did. “What the fuck—”

      
      I turned my back on him and went out to the cab. I hadn’t brought much with me on the plane—one bag for clothes and one for
         books, plus Robert Johnson in his carrying cage. I collected my things, asked the cabby to wait, then walked back up the sidewalk.
         Pecans crunched under my feet. Robert Johnson was silent, still disoriented from his traumatic flight.
      

      
      The house didn’t look much better on a second take. Like most of the other sleeping giants on Queen Anne Street, Number 90
         had two stories, an ancient green-shingled roof, bare wood siding where the white paint had peeled away, a huge screened-in
         front porch sagging under tons of red bougainvillea. The right side of the building, where the in-law’s smaller porch stuck
         out, had shifted on its foundations and now drooped down and backward, as if that half of the house had suffered a stroke.
      

      
      The coach had opened the door for me. In fact he was standing in it now, smiling, holding a baseball bat.

      
      “I said August, asshole,” he told me.
      

      
      
      I set my bags and Robert Johnson’s cage down on the bottom step. The coach smiled like you might at a dirty joke. One of his
         front teeth was two different colors.
      

      
      “You ever try dental picks?” I said.

      
      He developed a few new creases on his forehead. “What—?”

      
      “Never mind,” I said. “You got moving boxes or you just want to put your stuff in Hefty bags? You strike me as a Hefty-bag
         man.”
      

      
      “Fuck you.”

      
      I smiled and walked up the steps.

      
      The porch was way too narrow to swing a bat, but he did his best to butt me in the chest with it. I moved sideways and stepped
         in next to him, grabbing his wrist.
      

      
      If you apply pressure correctly, you can use the nei guan point, just above the wrist joint, in place of CPR to stimulate the heart. One of the reasons Chinese grandmothers wear those
         long pins in their hair, in fact, is to prick the nei guan in case someone in the family has a heart attack. Apply pressure a little harder, and it sends a charge through the nervous
         system that is pretty unpleasant.
      

      
      The coach’s face turned red; his pinched features loosened up in shock. The bat clattered down the steps. As he doubled over,
         clutching his arm, I pushed through the door.
      

      
      The TV was still going in the main room—a washed-up Saturday Night Live comedian was guzzling a light beer, surrounded by five or six cheerleaders. Nothing else in the room except a mattress and
         a pile of clothes in the corner and a tattered easy chair. On the kitchen counter there was a mound of old dishes and fast-food
         cartons. The smell was somewhere between fried meat and sour wet laundry.
      

      
      “You’ve done wonders with the place,” I said. “I can see why—”

      
      When I turned around the coach was standing behind me and his fist was a few inches from my face, coming in for a landing.

      
      I twisted out of its way and pushed down on his wrist with one hand. With the other hand I slammed up on the elbow, bending the joint the wrong way. I’m sure I didn’t break it,
         but I’m pretty sure it hurt like hell anyway. The coach fell down on the kitchen floor and I went to check out the bathroom.
         A toothbrush, one towel, the new Penthouse on the toilet tank. All the comforts of home.
      

      
      It took about fifteen minutes to find a roll of garbage bags and stuff the coach’s things into them.

      
      “You broke my arm,” he told me. He was still sitting on the kitchen floor, with his eyes tightly closed.

      
      I unplugged the TV and put it outside.

      
      “Some people like ice for a joint problem like that,” I told him, moving out the chair. “I think it’s better if you use a
         hot-water bottle. Keep it warm for a while. Two days from now you won’t feel anything.”
      

      
      He told me he’d sue, I think. He told me a lot of things, but I wasn’t listening much anymore. I was tired, it was hot, and
         I was starting to remember why I’d stayed away from San Antonio for so many years.
      

      
      The coach was in enough pain not to fight much as I tucked him into the cab with most of his stuff and paid the cabby to take
         him to a motel. Leaving the TV and easy chair in the front yard, I brought my things inside and shut the door behind me.
      

      
      Robert Johnson slunk out of his cage cautiously when I opened it. His black fur was slicked the wrong way on one side and
         his yellow eyes were wide. He wobbled slightly getting back his land legs. I knew how he felt.
      

      
      He sniffed the carpet, then looked at me with total disdain.

      
      “Row,” he said.

      
      “Welcome home,” I said.
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         “Was fixing to evict him one of these days,” Gary Hales mumbled.
      

      
      My new landlord didn’t seem too concerned about my disagreement with the former tenant. Gary Hales didn’t seem too concerned
         about anything.
      

      
      Gary was an anemic watercolor of a man. His eyes, voice, and mouth were all soft and liquid, his skin a washed-out blue that
         matched his guayabera shirt. I got the feeling he might just dilute down to nothing if he got caught in a good rain.
      

      
      He stared at our finalized lease as if he were trying to remember what it was. Then he read it one more time, his lips moving,
         his shaky hand following each line with the tip of a black pen. He got stuck on the signature line.
      

      
      He frowned. “Jackson?”

      
      “Legally,” I told him. “Tres, as in the Third. Usually I go by that, unless you’re my mother and you’re mad at me, in which
         case it’s Jackson.”
      

      
      Gary stared at me.

      
      “Or occasionally ‘Asshole,’” I offered.

      
      
      Gary’s pale eyes had started to glaze over. I thought I’d probably lost him after “legally,” but he surprised me.

      
      “Jackson Navarre,” he said slowly. “Like that sheriff that got kilt?”

      
      I took the lease out of Gary’s hand and folded it up.

      
      “Yeah,” I said. “Like that.”

      
      Then the wall started ringing. Gary’s eyes floated over listlessly to where the sound had come from. I waited for an explanation.

      
      “She axed me for the number here,” he said, like he was reminding himself about it. “Told her I’d change the name over to
         you t’morrow.”
      

      
      He shuffled across the room and pulled a built-in ironing board out from the living-room wall. In the alcove behind it was
         an old black rotary phone.
      

      
      I picked it up on the fourth ring and said: “Mother, you’re unbelievable.”

      
      She sighed loudly into the receiver, a satisfied kind of sound.

      
      “Just an old beau at Southwestern Bell, honey. Now when are you coming over?”

      
      I thought about it. The prospect wasn’t pleasant after the day I’d had. On the other hand, I needed transportation.

      
      “Maybe this evening. I’ll need to borrow the VW if you’ve still got it.”

      
      “It’s been sitting in my garage for ten years,” she said. “You think it’ll run you’re welcome to it. I expect you’ll be visiting
         Lillian tonight?”
      

      
      In the background at my mother’s house I heard the sound of a pool cue breaking a setup. Somebody laughed.

      
      “Mother—”

      
      “All right, I didn’t ask. We’ll see you later on, dear.”

      
      After Gary had shuffled back over to the main part of the house, I checked my watch. Three o’clock San Francisco time. Even
         on Saturday afternoon there was still a good chance I could reach Maia Lee at Terrence & Goldman.
      

      
      No such luck. When her voice mail got through explaining to me what “regular business hours” meant, I left my new number, then held the line for a second longer, thinking
         about what to say. I could still see Maia’s face the way it looked this morning at five when she dropped me off at SFO—smiling,
         a sisterly kiss, someone polite whom I didn’t recognize. I hung up the phone.
      

      
      I found some vinegar and baking soda in the pantry and spent an hour cleaning away the sights and smells of the former tenant
         from the bathroom while Robert Johnson practiced climbing the shower curtain.
      

      
      A little before sunset somebody knocked on my door.

      
      “Mother,” I grumbled to myself. Then I looked out the window and saw it wasn’t quite that bad—just a couple of uniformed cops
         leaning against their unit in the driveway, waiting. I opened the front door and saw the second ugliest face I’d seen through
         my screen door so far today.
      

      
      “You know,” the man croaked, “somebody just handed me this complaint from one Bob Langston of 90 Queen Anne’s Street. Guy’s
         a G-7 at Fort Sam, no less. Assault, it says. Trespassing, it says. Langston claims some maniac named Navarre tried to karate
         him to death, for Christ’s sake.”
      

      
      I was surprised how much he’d changed. His cheeks had hollowed out like craters and he’d gone bald to the point where he had
         to comb a greasy flap of side hair over the top just to keep up appearances. About the only things he had more of were stomach
         and mustache. The former covered his twenty-pound belt buckle. The latter covered his mouth almost down to his double chins.
         I remember as a kid wondering how he lit his cigarettes without setting his face on fire.
      

      
      “Jay Rivas,” I said.

      
      Maybe he smiled. There was no way to tell under the whiskers. Somehow he located his lips with a cigarette and took a long
         drag.
      

      
      “So you know what I tell the guys?” Rivas asked. “I say no way. No way could I be so lucky as to have Jackson Navarre’s baby
         boy back in town from San Fag-cisco to bring sunlight into my dreary life. That’s what I tell them.”
      

      
      “It was tai chi chuan, Jay, not karate. Purely defensive.”

      
      “What the fuck, kid,” he said, leaning his hand against the door frame. “You just about kimcheed this guy’s arm off. Give
         me a reason I shouldn’t treat you to some free accommodations at the County Annex tonight.”
      

      
      I referred him to Gary Hales’s and my lease agreement, then told him about Mr. Langston’s less-than-warm reception. Rivas
         seemed unimpressed.
      

      
      Of course, Jay Rivas always seemed unimpressed when it came to my family. He’d worked with my dad in the late seventies on
         a joint investigation that didn’t go so well. My dad had expressed his displeasure to his friends at SAPD, and here was Detective
         Rivas twenty years later, following up on low-priority assault cases.
      

      
      “You made it out here awfully quick, Jay,” I said. “Should I be flattered or do they normally send you out for the trivial
         stuff?”
      

      
      Rivas blew smoke through his mustache. His double chins turned a beautiful shade of red, like a toad’s.

      
      “Why don’t we go inside and talk about that,” he suggested, his voice calm.

      
      He motioned for me to open the screen door. It didn’t happen.

      
      “I’m losing air conditioning, here, Detective,” I said.

      
      We stared at each other for about two minutes. Then he disappointed me. He backed down the steps. He stuck the cigarette in
         his mouth and shrugged.
      

      
      “Okay, kid,” he said. “Just take the hint.”

      
      “Which is?”

      
      Then I’m sure he smiled. I could see the cigarette curve up through the whiskers. “You get your nose into anything else, I’ll
         see you get some nice cellmates downtown.”
      

      
      “You’re a loving human being, Jay.”

      
      “To hell with that.”

      
      He tossed his cigarette onto Bob Langston’s “God Bless Home” welcome mat and swaggered back to where the two uniforms were
         waiting for him. I watched their unit disappear down Queen Anne Street. Then I went inside.
      

      
      I looked around my new home—the bubbled molding on the ceiling, the gray paint that had started peeling away from the walls.
         I looked down at Robert Johnson. He was now sitting in my open suitcase and staring at me with an insulted expression. A subtle
         hint. I called Lillian’s number with the thirst of a man who needs water after a shot of mescal.
      

      
      It was worth it.

      
      She said: “Tres?” and ripped away the last ten years of my life like so much tissue paper.

      
      “Yeah,” I told her. “I’m in my new place. More or less.”

      
      She hesitated. “You don’t sound too happy about it.”

      
      “It’s nothing. I’ll tell you the story later.”

      
      “I can’t wait.”

      
      We held the line for a minute—the kind of silence where you lean into the receiver, trying to push yourself through by sheer
         force.
      

      
      “I love you,” Lillian said. “Is it too soon to say that?”

      
      I swallowed down the ball bearing in my throat. “How about nine? I’ve got to liberate the VW from my mother’s garage.”

      
      Lillian laughed. “The Orange Thing still runs?”

      
      “It’d better. I’ve got a hot date tonight.”

      
      “You’d better believe it.”

      
      We hung up. I looked over at Robert Johnson, who was still sitting in my suitcase.

      
      “Deal with it,” I told him.

      
      I felt like it was 1985 again. I was still nineteen, my dad was alive, and I was still in love with the girl I’d been planning
         on marrying since junior high. We were going seventy miles an hour down 1-35 in an old VW that could only do sixty-five, chasing
         down god-awful tequila with even more god-awful Big Red cream soda. Teenage champagne.
      

      
      I changed clothes again and called a cab. I tried to remember the taste of Big Red tequila. I wasn’t sure I could ever drink
         something like that again and smile, but I was ready to try.
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         Broadway from Queen Anne to my mother’s house was lined with pink taco restaurants. Not the run-down family-owned places I
         remembered from high school—these were franchises with neon signs and pastel flamingos painted along the walls. There must
         have been one every half mile.
      

      
      Landmarks in downtown Alamo Heights had disappeared. The Montanios had sold off the 50-50 Bar, my father’s old watering hole.
         Sill’s Snack Shack was now a Texaco. Most of the local places like that, named after people I knew, had been swallowed by
         faceless national chains. Other storefronts were boarded up, their halfhearted “For Lease” signs weathered down to illegibility.
      

      
      The city was still a thousand kinds of green, though. In every block the buildings were crowded by ancient live oak trees,
         huisaches, and Texas laurels. It was the kind of rich green you see in most towns only right after a big rain.
      

      
      It was sunset and still ninety-five degrees when the cab turned down Vandiver. There were none of the soft afternoon colors you get in San Francisco, no hills for shadows, no fog to airbrush the scenery for tourists on the Golden
         Gate. Here the light was honest—everything it touched was sharply focused, outlined in heat. The sun kept its eye on the city
         until its very last moment on the horizon, looking at you as if to say: “Tomorrow I’m going to kick your ass.”
      

      
      Vandiver Street hadn’t changed. Sprinklers cut circles across the huge lawns, and wraithlike retirees stared aimlessly out
         the picture windows of their white, post-WW II houses. The only difference was that Mother had reincarnated her house again.
         If I hadn’t recognized the huge oak tree in front, the dirt yard covered with acorns and patches of wild strawberry, I would
         have let the cabby drive right past it.
      

      
      Once I saw it, I was tempted to drive past anyway. It was stucco now—olive-colored walls with a bright red clay tile roof.
         The last time I’d seen the house it looked more like a log cabin. Before that it had been pseudo-Frank Lloyd Wright. Over
         the years Mother had become close with several contractors who depended on her for steady income.
      

      
      “Tres, honey,” she said at the door, pulling my face forward with both hands for a kiss.

      
      She hadn’t changed. At fifty-six she could still pass for thirty. She wore a loose Guatemalan dress, fuchsia with blue stitching,
         and her black hair was tied back with a festive knot of colored ribbons. The smell of vanilla incense wafted out the door
         with her.
      

      
      “You look great, Mother.” I meant it.

      
      She smiled, dragging me inside by the arm and steering me toward the pool table at the far end of her huge living room.

      
      The decor had shifted from late Bohemian to early Santa Fe, but the general theme was still the same: “put stuff everywhere.”
         Shelves and tables were overloaded with antique knives, papier-mâché dolls, carved wooden boxes, replica coyotes howling at
         replica moons, a neon cactus, anything to attract the eye.
      

      
      Around the pool table were three old acquaintances from high school. I shook hands with Barry Williams and Tom Cavagnaro. Both had played varsity with me. They were here because
         my mom loved entertaining guests with pool and free beer. Then I nodded to Jess Makar, who had graduated when I was a freshman.
         Jess was here because he was dating my mother.
      

      
      They asked the standard polite questions and I answered them, then they resumed their game and Mother took me into the kitchen.

      
      “Jess is aging gracefully,” I told her.

      
      She pursed her lips and glared as she turned around from the refrigerator. She handed me a Shiner Bock.

      
      “Now don’t you start, Jackson,” she said.

      
      When she called me that, the name I took from my father and grandfather, I never could tell whether she was scolding me or
         the whole line of Navarre men. Probably both.
      

      
      “You could at least give the man a chance,” she said, sitting down at the table. “After the years I had to put up with your
         father, and then years of getting you through school, I think I’m entitled to my own choices for once.”
      

      
      Since her divorce my mother had made a lot of choices. In fifteen years she’d gone from the pecan pie baking champion of the
         Wives of the Texas Cavaliers to a freelance artist who preferred big canvases, younger men, and New Age.
      

      
      She smiled again. “Now tell me about Lillian.”

      
      “I don’t know,” I said.

      
      Expectant pause, waiting for an admission of guilt.

      
      “You knew enough to come back,” Mother prompted.

      
      What she wanted me to say: I’d marry Lillian tomorrow, at the drop of a hat, just based on the letters and calls we’d exchanged
         since she’d phoned me out of the blue two months ago. Mother wanted to hear that, and it would’ve been true. Instead, I drank
         my Shiner Bock.
      

      
      Mother nodded as if I’d answered.

      
      
      “I always knew. Such a creative young woman. I always knew you couldn’t stay away forever.”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      “And your father’s death?”

      
      I looked up. The air of frenetic energy that usually swirled around her like a strong perfume had dropped away totally. She
         was serious now.
      

      
      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      
      Of course I knew what she meant. Had I come back to deal with that too, or had I put it behind me? Mother stared at me, waiting. I looked down at my beer. The little ram on the label was staring at me too.
      

      
      “I don’t know,” I said. “I thought ten years away would make a difference.”

      
      “It should, dear.”

      
      I nodded, not looking at her. In the next room someone sunk a billiard ball with a heavy thud. After a minute my mother sighed.

      
      “It hasn’t been too long for you and Lillian,” she told me. “But your father—that’s different. Leave it be, Tres. Things have
         changed.”
      

      
      Fifteen minutes later, after three attempts at automotive CPR and lots of strong language, my VW convertible coughed itself
         back to life and chugged fitfully out of the driveway. The engine sounded bad, but no worse than it had a decade ago, when
         I had decided it would never make the trip to California. The left headlight was still out. A cup I had been drinking beer
         from in 1985 was still wedged between the seat and the emergency brake. I waved to my mother, who hadn’t aged in two decades.
      

      
      I drove toward Lillian’s house, the same one she had lived in the summer I left.

      
      “Things have changed,” I repeated, halfway wishing I could believe it.
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         “Now I know I’m in love,” Lillian told me after she tasted her drink.
      

      
      The perfect margarita should be on the rocks, not frozen. Fresh-squeezed limes, never a mixer. Cointreau rather than triple
         sec. No tequila but Herradura Anejo, a brand that until a few years ago was only available across the border. All three ingredients
         in equal proportions. And without salt on the rim it might as well be a daiquiri.
      

      
      I sat next to Lillian on the couch and tried mine. It had been a few years since I’d worked behind a bar, but the margarita
         was definitely passable.
      

      
      “Well, it’s not Big Red …” I said ruefully.

      
      Lillian’s smile was brilliant, a few new wrinkles etched around her eyes. “You can’t have everything.”

      
      Her face had a little too much of everything, just as I remembered. Her eyes were slightly large, like a cat’s, the irises
         flecked with too many browns and blues and grays to call them only green. Her mouth was wide, her nose so delicate it bordered
         on being sharp. Her light brown hair, which she now wore shoulder-length, had so many blond and red streaks it looked off-color. And she had too many
         freckles, especially noticeable now when she had a summer tan. Somehow it all worked to make her beautiful.
      

      
      “It sounds like your day was hell, Tres. I’m impressed you’re still standing.”

      
      “Nothing an enchilada dinner and a beautiful woman won’t cure.”

      
      She took my hand. “Any one in particular?”

      
      I thought about it. “Green or chicken mole.”

      
      She slapped me on the thigh and called me names.

      
      We knew better than to try making reservations at Mi Tierra on a Saturday night. You just throw yourself into the crowd of
         tourists and native San Antonians in the front room, wave money, and hope you get a table in under an hour.
      

      
      It was worth it. We got seats close to the bakery, where trays of cinnamon-smelling pan dulce in neon colors were brought out of the ovens every few minutes. The Christmas lights were still up along the walls, and the
         mariachis were as thick as flies, only much fatter. I threatened Lillian with having them play “Guantanamera” at our table
         unless she let me buy dinner.
      

      
      She laughed. “A dirty trick. And me a successful businesswoman.”

      
      She had promised to show me her gallery the next day. It was a small place in La Villita she co-owned with her old college
         mentor, Beau Karnau. They mostly sold Mexican folk art to tourists.
      

      
      “And your own art?” I asked.

      
      She looked down briefly, smiling still but not so much. Sore subject.

      
      Ten years ago, when I left, Beau Karnau and Lillian had been talking big about her career—New York shows, museum exhibitions,
         changing the face of modern photographic art. As soon as the world rediscovered Beau’s genius (which they’d apparently appreciated
         for about three months during the sixties) Lillian would ride his coattails to fame. Now, ten years later, Beau and Lillian were selling curios.
      

      
      “I don’t get as much time as I did in college,” she said. “But soon. I have some new ideas.”

      
      I decided not to push it. After a large waiter with an even larger mustache came to take our order, Lillian changed subjects.

      
      “How about you? Now that I’ve got you out here without a job, I mean. It can’t be that easy without an investigator’s license.”

      
      I shrugged. “Some legal firms like that—informal help for the messy jobs, no records on the payroll. I’ve got a few leads.
         Maia has lots of friends of friends.”
      

      
      The minute I said her name I wished I hadn’t. It landed in the middle of the table between us like a brick. Lillian slowly
         licked some salt from the rim of her glass. There was no change in her face.
      

      
      “You could always get a job evicting wayward tenants,” she suggested.

      
      “Or I could help sell art for you.”

      
      She gave me a lopsided smile. “When I have to pin a customer in a joint lock to buy my work, I’ll know it’s time to put down
         the camera and the paintbrush for good.”
      

      
      The waiter returned quickly with a bowl of butter and a basket the size of a top hat filled with handmade tortillas. Unfortunately
         Fernando Asante came up to our table right behind him.
      

      
      “I’ll be damned!” he said. “If it isn’t Jack Navarre’s boy.”

      
      Before I could put down my half-buttered tortilla I was shaking hands with him, staring up at his weathered brown face and
         a row of smiling, gold-outlined teeth. Asante’s hair was so thin and well greased, combed back from his forehead, that it
         could’ve been drawn on with a Marksalot.
      

      
      I stood up, introducing Lillian to San Antonio’s eldest city councilman. As if she didn’t know who he was. As if anybody in
         town who read the Express-News tabloid section didn’t know.
      

      
      
      “’Course,” Asante said. “I remember Miss Cambridge. Fiesta Week. The Travis Center opening, with Dan Sheff.”

      
      Asante had a gift for names, and that one fell onto the table like another brick. Lillian winced a little. The councilman
         just smiled. I smiled back. An Anglo man had come up behind Asante and was waiting patiently with that distracted, brooding
         expression most bodyguards develop. About six feet, curly black hair, boots and jeans, T-shirt and linen jacket. Lots of muscles.
         He didn’t smile.
      

      
      “Councilman. You made it into the San Francisco paper a while back.”

      
      He did his best modest look. “The Travis Center opening. Millions in new revenue to the city. Friends called me up from all
         over the country, said they saw the coverage.”
      

      
      “Actually it was that piece about the secretary and you in Brackenridge Park.”

      
      Lillian suppressed a laugh by choking on her margarita. Asante’s smile wavered momentarily, then came back different—more
         of a snarl. We were all quiet for a few seconds. I’d seen him give that look plenty to my dad in the years they had been at
         each other’s throats. I was downright proud to see it turned on me. I figured wherever my father was he would probably be
         biting the end off a new cigar and laughing his ass off about then.
      

      
      Asante’s large friend felt the change of mood, I guess. He moved around to the side of the table.

      
      “Love to have you join us for dinner,” I offered. “Double date?”

      
      “No thanks, Jack,” the councilman said. That was the second time today someone had called me by my father’s name. It sounded
         strange.
      

      
      “I hear you’re in town for good.” He didn’t seem to like the sound of that. “It can be tough finding jobs down here. You have
         any trouble, let me know.”
      

      
      “Thanks.”

      
      “Least I can do.” A politician’s grin smoothed over his face again. “Not every day a Bexar County sheriff gets shot down. Your dad … that was a bad way to go.”
      

      
      Asante kept smiling. I was counting the gold caps on his teeth, wondering how hard they would be to break off.

      
      “I always wished I could do something more for your family, Jack, but, well, you left town so fast. Like a jackrabbit, heard
         that shot and boom, you were in California.”
      

      
      A young orange-haired woman in a glittery dress came up behind Asante and waited at a respectful distance. Asante glanced
         back at her and nodded.
      

      
      “Well,” he said, patting his belly. “Dinnertime now. Like I said, you need anything, Jack, let me know. Nice to see you again,
         Miss Cambridge.”
      

      
      Asante’s fan club followed him to a table nearby. My enchilada dinner was probably very good. I don’t remember.

      
      Around midnight Lillian and I drove back to her house with the VW top down. The stars were out and the air was as warm and
         clean as fresh laundry.
      

      
      “I’m sorry about Asante,” she said after a while.

      
      I shrugged. “Don’t be. Coming home is like that—you have to face the assholes too.”

      
      She had taken my hand by the time we pulled into her driveway. We sat there listening to the conjunto music from the house next door. The windows were lit up orange. Beers were being opened, loud talking in Spanish, Santiago
         Jimenez’s accordion wailing out “Ay Te Dejo En San Antonio.”
      

      
      “Tonight was hard anyway,” Lillian said. “We’re going to need time to figure things out, I guess.”

      
      She raised my hand to her lips. I was looking at her, remembering the first time I had kissed her in this car, how she looked.
         She had been wearing a white sundress, her hair cut like Dorothy Hamill’s. We had been sixteen, I think.
      

      
      I kissed her now.

      
      “I’ve been figuring things out for ten years,” I told her. “It’s got to get easier from here.”

      
      
      She looked at me for a long time with an expression I couldn’t read. She almost decided to say something. Then she kissed
         me back.
      

      
      It was hard to talk for a while, but I finally said: “Robert Johnson will be mad if I don’t bring him these leftovers for
         dinner.”
      

      
      “Enchiladas for breakfast?” Lillian suggested.

      
      We went inside.
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         Everything with Lillian was familiar, from her linen sheets to the citrus scent of her hair when I finally fell asleep buried
         in it. I was even hoping I might dream of her for a change, the way I used to. I didn’t.
      

      
      The dreams started out like a slide show—newspaper photos of my dad, Express-News headlines that had burned themselves into my memory that summer. Then it was a late spring evening in May of ’85 and I was
         standing on the front porch of my father’s house in Olmos Park. A battered gray Pontiac, probably a ’76, tinted windows and
         no license plate, was pulling up by the curb as my father walked from the driveway to the front door, carrying two bags of
         groceries. Carl Kelley, his deputy and best friend, was a few steps behind him. For some reason I remember exactly what Carl
         was holding—a twelve-pack of Budweiser in one hand and a watermelon in the other. I was opening the front door for them, my
         eyes red from studying for my last round of freshman final exams at A & M.
      

      
      
      My dad was at his very heaviest—nearly three hundred pounds of muscle and fat stuffed into oversized jeans and a checkered
         shirt. Sweat lines running down his temples from the rim of his brown Stetson, he lumbered up the steps with a cigar drooping
         off the corner of his mouth. He looked up and gave me one of his sly grins, started to say something, probably a wisecrack
         at my expense. Then a small hole blew open in the grocery bag in Dad’s right arm. A perfect white stream of milk sprouted
         out. Dad looked momentarily puzzled. The second shot came out the front of his Stetson.
      

      
      Fumbling for his gun, Carl hit the ground for cover about the same time my dad hit the ground dead. Dad was three months away
         from retirement. The watermelon made a bright red starburst as it exploded on the sidewalk. The gray Pontiac pulled away and
         was gone.
      

      
      When I woke up alone in Lillian’s bed the conjunto music from next door had stopped. The cranberry glass night lamp was on, making the squares of moonlight pink against the
         hardwood floor. Through the open bedroom door I could see Lillian standing naked in the living room, her arms hugging her
         body, staring at one of her photos on the wall.
      

      
      She didn’t seem to hear me when I called. When I came up behind her and put my arms around her shoulders, she stiffened. Her
         eyes never left the photo.
      

      
      It was one of her early college pieces—a black and white photo-collage of animals, human faces, insects, buildings, all of
         it hand-tinted and merged into one surrealistic mass. I remembered the December weekend when she’d been putting it together
         for her end-of-term project. I’d done my best to distract her. We’d ended up with photo scraps scattered all over the bed
         and clinging to our sweaters.
      

      
      “Naive,” she said, absently. “Beau used to take me out into the country—we’d be shivering all night in sleeping bags on some
         godforsaken hilltop in Blanco for one shot of a meteor shower, or we’d trudge through twenty acres of pasture outside Uvalde
         so we’d be in just the right position at dawn to catch the light behind a windmill. He used to say that every picture had to be taken at the greatest possible expense. Then I’d look back at my old
         collages like this one and think how easy they’d been.”
      

      
      “Maybe naive gets a bad rap,” I said.

      
      We stood there together and looked at it for a minute.

      
      “It just feels strange,” she said. “You being here.”

      
      “I know.”

      
      She leaned her head against me. The tension in her shoulders didn’t go away.

      
      “What else is it?” I said.

      
      She hesitated. “There are complications.”

      
      I kissed her ear. “You asked for me to be here. I’m here. There’s no complication.”

      
      Until Lillian looked around at me I didn’t realize her eyes were wet.

      
      “When you left San Antonio, Tres, what were you running from?”

      
      “I told you. The rest of my life stuck in Texas, the idea of marriage, the careers everybody else wanted me to take—”

      
      She shook her head. “That’s not what I meant. Why did you go when you did, right after your father’s death?”

      
      I hugged her from behind and held on tight, trying to get lost in the citrus smell of her hair. But when I closed my eyes
         against her cheek, I still saw the old newspaper photo of my father, the caption that I knew by heart. “Sheriff Jackson Navarre, gunned down brutally on Thursday evening in front of his Olmos Park home. Deputy Sheriff Kelley and
            Navarre’s son watched helplessly as the assassins sped away.” My father’s face in the photo just smiled at me dryly, as if that caption was some private joke he was sharing.
      

      
      “Maybe because when I looked around town,” I told Lillian, “all I saw was him dying. It was like a stain.”

      
      She nodded, looking back at her photo-collage. “The stain doesn’t go away, Tres. Not even after all these years.”

      
      
      Her tone was bitter, not like Lillian. I held her a little tighter. After a while she turned around and folded herself into
         my arms.
      

      
      “It doesn’t have to be a complication for us now,” I whispered.

      
      “Maybe not,” she murmured. But I didn’t need to see her face to see that she didn’t believe me.

      
      She didn’t let me say anything else, though. She kissed me once, lightly, then more. Soon we were back in the linen sheets.
         I wasn’t sleeping again until almost dawn, this time with no dreams.
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         I was back at 90 Queen Anne at nine the next morning to meet the movers. Robert Johnson gave me an evil look as I walked in
         the door, but decided to call a truce when he heard the sound of aluminum foil being peeled away from my leftovers.
      

      
      He has a system with enchiladas. He bats them with his paw until the tortillas unroll. He eats the filling first, then the
         tortillas. He saves the cheese for last. This kept him occupied while I did the first hour of my tai chi set, at which point
         the moving truck gunned up the driveway and scared him into the closet.
      

      
      Three guys wearing baseball caps and leather weight belts were trying to figure out which way to fold my futon frame to get
         it through the door when the phone rang. I pulled down the ironing board and picked up the receiver.
      

      
      Maia Lee said: “Hey, Tex. Ridden any good bulls lately?”

      
      The background noise placed her immediately. It was Sunday morning at the Buena Vista.

      
      
      “No,” I said, “but me and the boys are hog-tying a futon even as we speak. It’s an uppity little filly.”

      
      “You cowpokes sure know how to party.”

      
      I could picture her standing in the dark green entry hall of the bar, the receiver balanced between her shoulder and chin.
         She’d be wearing her business clothes—blazer and skirt, silk blouse, always in light colors to show off her flawless coffee-colored
         skin. Her hair, chocolate-brown and curly, would be tied back. Behind her I could hear Irish coffee glasses rattling, the
         unmistakable clanging of cable car bells.
      

      
      “Listen,” Maia said, “I wasn’t really calling for a reason, if you’re busy.”

      
      “That’s okay.”

      
      In my doorway the futon seemed to be holding its own. One mover was wedged against the wall and another was trying to extract
         his leg from between two of its slats. The third guy had just figured out that the bolts could be loosened. An ice cream truck
         drove by, providing us with a momentary soundtrack: a very warped recording of “Oh, What a Beautiful Mornin’.”
      

      
      “It’s a whole ’nother world down here, Maia,” I said.

      
      She laughed. “I remember telling you something like that, Tex. But everything’s going all right? I mean …”

      
      “It’s okay,” I told her. “Being home after so long is like—I don’t know.”

      
      “Coming out of amnesia?”

      
      “I was thinking more along the lines of infectious skin diseases.”

      
      “Hmph. You don’t pick your home, Tres. It just is.”

      
      Maia knew about that. Take away the Mercedes and the law practice and the Potrero Hill loft, and Maia’s most important possession
         was still a photograph of an unpainted Sheetrock shack in Zhejiang Province. Logic had nothing to do with it.
      

      
      “Some things you don’t choose,” I said.

      
      “Isn’t that the truth.”

      
      I’m not sure either of us bought it. On the other hand, I figured it was as close to an understanding about what had happened
         between us as we would ever get.
      

      
      
      She told me she was on her way to interview a client whose teenage son had been charged with setting part of the Presidio
         on fire. It was going to be a long morning. I promised to call in a few days.
      

      
      “Drink one of those frozen strawberry margaritas for me,” she said.

      
      “Infidel,” I said.

      
      By noon the movers had everything out of the truck and into the living room without any major accidents. I gave them directions
         back to Loop 410. Then I headed down Broadway toward downtown.
      

      
      Ten minutes later I turned up Commerce and started looking for street parking. Fortunately I was used to San Francisco traffic.
         I U-turned across three lanes and beat a Hilton valet to a nice meter spot without so much as a fistfight, then walked south
         into La Villita.
      

      
      The place hadn’t changed over the last few hundred years. Except for being cleaner and having higher rents, the restored four
         square blocks of original settlement were not much different than they’d been back in the days of the Alamo. Tourists wandered
         in and out of the white limestone buildings. A family of large Germans, severely overdressed for the heat, sat at a green
         metal table in the sun outside one of the cantinas. They were trying to look like they were having fun on their vacation,
         mouths open, fanning themselves with menus.
      

      
      I wandered down the narrow brick lanes for almost twenty minutes before I found the Hecho a Mano Gallery, a tiny building
         in the shade of a huge live oak behind the La Villita Chapel. The gallery didn’t seem to be getting much business at the moment.
         I came in the door just as a glass paperweight flew past, banging into the wall and rattling a few framed pictures of Guatemalan
         peasants.
      

      
      A male voice around the corner of the entryway said: “God damn it!”
      

      
      A loud disagreement followed.

      
      “Lillian?” I called, loudly.

      
      I looked around the corner, cautious for more flying objects. Lillian was standing up at a small wooden desk near the opposite wall. She was pressing her fingertips against her temples and glaring at a man who looked nothing at all
         like the Beau Karnau I remembered.
      

      
      What I remembered from the few times Beau had condescended to shake my hand a decade ago was a short, burly brunette with
         a crew cut, black clothes, and a face smoothed over with acne scar tissue and smugness. Now in his late fifties, Karnau looked
         more like one of the Seven Dwarfs. He sported a potbelly, a scraggly gray beard, a receding hairline, and a braided ponytail.
         He’d traded in the black clothes for a gaudy silk shirt, boots, and jeans. His forehead was almost purple with anger.
      

      
      “God damn it,” he shouted. “You can’t.”
      

      
      Lillian saw me, told me with a shake of her head that she wasn’t in danger, then looked back at Karnau and sighed in exasperation.

      
      “Jesus Christ, Beau! You’re going to kill somebody with your tantrums.”

      
      “Tantrums my ass,” he said. “You will not do this to me again, Lillian.”
      

      
      He crossed his arms, huffed, then seemed to notice me for the first time. Judging by his sour face he must not have been impressed
         by my rugged manliness.
      

      
      “This must be Mr. Wonderful,” he said.

      
      “Dr. Wonderful,” I corrected. “Ph.D., Berkeley, ’91.”

      
      “Har-de-har.”

      
      How can you fight against lines like “har-de-har”? I looked back at Lillian.

      
      “Beau,” she said slowly, staring down at her desk, “can we please talk about this later?”
      

      
      Karnau shifted his weight from foot to foot, obviously thinking of the most withering comment he could make. Finally he decided
         to make a grand silent exit. Arms still crossed, he stormed past me to the front door, slamming it shut behind him.
      

      
      When Lillian’s facial expression told me she had depressurized I came over to the desk. I waited.

      
      “Sorry,” she said. “That, of course, was Beau.”

      
      
      “Your great inspiration,” I remembered. “Your biggest fan. Your ticket to—”

      
      She cut me off with a look. “Things change.”

      
      “Mm. My finely honed deductive skills tell me he was slightly miffed at you.”

      
      She sat on the edge of her desk and made a dismissive gesture. “He’s been getting like that over a lot of things.”

      
      “You want to say what?”

      
      She gave me a tired smile. “Nothing. I mean I didn’t want to get you involved in this yet. It’s just—I’ve decided to pull
         out of the business. I want to do my own work full-time, without Beau. I’m getting tired of selling to vacationing Midwesterners.”
      

      
      “It’s about time.”

      
      She took my hand. “I figured the time was right, after we talked last night. Time to get back on track in a lot of ways.”

      
      I came closer. After a few minutes Lillian’s mood had improved enough for her to give me a tour of the gallery.

      
      They specialized, she told me, in “Border Morbid.” The main room was devoted to ceramic Day of the Dead sculptures by artists
         from Laredo and Piedras Negras. There were skeletons playing guitar, skeletons making love, mother skeletons nursing baby
         skeletons in cribs. Every scene was thickly glazed in primary colors, hideous and comical.
      

      
      “I’ve been saving this one for you, Tres,” Lillian said.

      
      The statuette was tucked away on a corner podium—a dead man’s road trip. The skeletal driver had his arm around his skeletal
         girlfriend. They were both grinning of course, holding up miniature tequila bottles as they careened along in a bright orange
         car that looked suspiciously like my Volkswagen.
      

      
      “Lovely,” I said. “So this is the way you remember our road trips?”

      
      Lillian stared at it without replying, a little sad. Then she smiled at me.

      
      
      “Take it,” she said. “A housewarming gift. At least this car won’t break down on you.”

      
      “We are not amused,” I grumbled.

      
      I let her wrap it up in tissue paper for me anyway. If nothing else it would be good for scaring the bejesus out of Robert
         Johnson.
      

      
      Beau came back with a salad-in-a-box forty-five minutes later. He had gone from inflamed to smoldering, but still said very
         little. He just nodded when Lillian said she was leaving early.
      

      
      When we got back to Lillian’s house that afternoon a new silver BMW had pulled up over the lawn and parked sideways across
         her driveway. A well-built blond man in a disheveled Christian Dior suit was sitting on the trunk, waiting.
      

      
      He’d put on a few pounds since high school but it was definitely Dan Sheff, former water polo team captain for the fighting
         Alamo Heights Mules, heir to the multimillion-dollar Sheff Construction empire, jilted ex-hunk of Miss Lillian Cambridge.
         By the angle of his tie it was fairly easy to see that he’d gotten a little too happy at happy hour. It was also obvious he
         was not there to welcome me to town.
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         “I want to talk to you,” he said, meaning me.
      

      
      Dan was speaking clearly enough but he was listing slightly to port. Lillian had gotten out of the car first and was standing
         in front of him with her hands out. It was hard to tell whether she was trying to hold him back or catch him if he fell.
      

      
      “I think I’ve got a right to talk to him,” Dan told her.

      
      “This isn’t fair, Dan,” Lillian said.

      
      “You’re damn right.”

      
      She was trying to corral him back toward the BMW, but he wouldn’t move. He looked at her and for a few seconds his expression
         wavered between angry and injured. He put out his hands.
      

      
      “Lillian—”

      
      “No, Dan!” she said. “I want you to go.”

      
      The Rodriguez brothers next door were out on their porch, drinking beer in their tank tops and swim trunks. They watched us,
         grinning. One circled his temple with his finger and said something in Spanish I couldn’t catch. The other one laughed.
      

      
      
      I touched Lillian on the shoulder.

      
      “I can talk to Dan if he wants,” I said.

      
      She looked back at me, her face incredulous. “Tres, no. I mean, you don’t have to do that. Dan, leave now.”

      
      She pushed him back. He wobbled a little but didn’t fall over.

      
      “I’m not leaving until I get my say,” he said.

      
      Dan and I looked at Lillian.

      
      “I don’t believe this,” she snapped. She gave us both a withering scowl as she retreated toward the house, then slammed the
         screen door behind her. One of the Rodriguez brothers opened a new beer.
      

      
      “I just want to know something.” Dan rubbed the side of his face with two fingers that had gold rings the size of walnuts.
         “I want to know what makes you think that you can come back to town after ten fucking years and act like you’re Christ Descended.
         You ditch this town, you ditch Lillian, you run away from the whole fucking scene, and then you come back and expect everything
         to be waiting for you just like it was. You ever heard of burned bridges, Navarre?”
      

      
      Sheff was getting warmed up now, almost sober. As he talked he got faster and angrier, slapping one hand into the other to
         make his point. His perfectly combed hair had come unraveled, one little curl hanging down in his face Superman style.
      

      
      “You want an answer?” I said.

      
      “Some of us stayed in town, man. Some of us don’t run away from people we care about. We’ve been building something, Lillian
         and me, for six months now. What the hell gives you the right to come out of nowhere and stomp on that now?”
      

      
      I thought about what to say to that. Nothing came to mind.

      
      “You’re pathetic,” Dan said. “You can’t make a life for yourself out there, go someplace else and leave us alone. You don’t
         get another chance here.”
      

      
      I exhaled, looking over at the Rodriguezes, who seemed highly entertained, then back at Dan.

      
      “Pathetic might be a little strong,” I said.

      
      
      “Fuck you.”

      
      “Lillian called me, Dan,” I said, trying to keep my voice even. “Not the other way around. If you were building something,
         I think it was collapsing way before I got here.”
      

      
      In itself, that didn’t strike me as that much of an insult, but there were at least two months of pent-up anger in Dan’s first
         punch. I admit I wasn’t ready for it. It caught me square in the stomach.
      

      
      You don’t ever want to fight an emotionally distraught person, especially one who’s in good physical shape. What they lose
         in coordination they gain in power and unpredictability. When he hit me I had to ignore the nausea and the instinct to double
         over in order to avoid a haymaker swing that would’ve caught me in the head.
      

      
      I slid down under the punch on my left leg, a little awkwardly, and used my right leg to knock Dan off his feet with a sweep-kick.
         He didn’t know to roll, so he fell on his back pretty hard.
      

      
      I got up and backed away. My gut felt like a piece of sheet metal that was hardening as it cooled.

      
      Dan scrambled up and started toward me. I held up my palms, offering a truce.

      
      “This is stupid, Dan,” I said.

      
      He tried one more punch but this time I was ready for it. I stepped out of the way and let him punch air. After that he just
         stood there for a minute, breathing heavily.
      

      
      “God damn it,” he said. “You got no right.”

      
      He turned and started back toward his car. From the way he walked, his lower back must’ve been in a lot of pain.

      
      The windows of his BMW were tinted almost black, so it was only when Dan opened the door that I saw the older woman with bright
         gold hair sitting in the passenger seat. Her face rested in her left hand as if in total mortification. As the door slammed
         Dan was growling to her: “Don’t start!”
      

      
      Then he drove over half the Rodriguezes’ front lawn and over the curb getting back on the street. The BMW swerved slowly down Acacia like a drunk shark. The Rodriguez brothers
         looked at me and grinned, raising their beer cans in a salute.
      

      
      Lillian was in her bedroom, pretending to read.

      
      “Just a little man-to-man talk?” she asked coldly. “Did you mark off your territory for him?”

      
      “Lillian—” I started. I stopped, realizing I sounded like Dan had a few minutes before.

      
      She threw down her magazine. “I don’t like being told to go to my room while the big fellas fight it out, Tres.”

      
      “You’re right. I should’ve let you handle it.”

      
      “You think I couldn’t have?”

      
      No answer would’ve worked, so I didn’t try one.

      
      She got up and looked out the window. Finally, she walked over to me and put her arms around my waist. Her eyes were still
         angry.
      

      
      “Look, Tres, this hasn’t been a real great day for me. I think I need a hot bath and a night alone with a book.”

      
      “I love you,” I said.

      
      She kissed me as lightly as you’d kiss a Bible.

      
      “I think we should talk more tomorrow,” she said quietly. “I don’t want any more surprises from my past.”

      
      I closed the front door quietly on my way out.

      
      Back at home, I checked my newly installed answering machine. Mother had called twice, upset that I hadn’t given her a report
         yet on my first date with Lillian. Bob Langston had left a cryptic message threatening me with bodily harm and legal action.
      

      
      I unwrapped the ceramic skeleton-driven car Lillian had given me and put it down on the carpet in front of Robert Johnson.
         He hissed at it, puffing up his tail as thick as a raccoon’s, then walked backward into the closet, still staring at the new
         monstrosity.
      

      
      Two days back home and I’d managed to mess up my fragile relationship with Lillian, aggravate my mother, traumatize my cat,
         and make at least three new enemies.
      

      
      
      “Just about par,” I told myself.

      
      There was only one other thing I could possibly stir up to make myself feel worse. I called directory assistance and asked
         for Carl Kelley, retired deputy sheriff, my dead father’s best friend.
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         “I’ll be damned,” he said. “I never thought I’d hear from you again, son.”
      

      
      Years of smoking hadn’t been kind to Carl Kelley’s voice. Every word sounded like it was being scraped across a metal file
         as it left his throat.
      

      
      Before I could tell him why I had called, he began a long gravelly sentence without periods, telling me about all the people
         he and my father had known who were now either dead, in the hospital, or afflicted in their old age with ungrateful children.
         I got the feeling Carl was living alone now and probably hadn’t gotten a phone call in a long time. I let him talk.
      

      
      One of God’s little jokes: as soon as I had reached Carl on the phone the TV program somehow switched from baseball coverage
         to a rerun of Buckner Fanning’s morning sermon from Trinity Baptist. I had dragged the phone across the living room as far
         as the cord would reach and was now trying to reach the television controls with my foot, hoping I could either turn the set
         off or find another channel. So far Buckner was thwarting my efforts. Tan and immaculately dressed, he was smiling and admonishing me to accept God.
      

      
      “Yeah,” I said to Carl at the appropriate moments. “That sounds pretty bad.” After a while Carl presented me with an opening.
         He asked me what I was doing back in town.
      

      
      “If I were to want some case files on Dad’s death, who would I talk to?”

      
      A long pull on a cigarette. A rumbly cough. “Christ, son. You’ve come back to look into that?”

      
      “No,” I said. “But maybe now I could read about it fresh, more objectively, maybe put it behind me.”

      
      I could hear him blow smoke into the receiver.

      
      “Not a week goes by I don’t see him in my sleep,” Carl said, “lying there like that.”

      
      We both got quiet. I thought about that eternal five minutes between the time my father had fallen to the ground and the first
         paramedic unit had arrived, when we’d stood there, Carl and I, watching the groceries roll down the sidewalk with the lines
         of blood. I’d been completely frozen. Carl had been the opposite. He’d started pacing, rambling about what Jack and he had
         been planning on doing that weekend, how the hunting was going to be, what Aggie jokes Jack had told him the night before.
         All the while he was wiping away tears, lighting and crushing cigarettes one after the other. A jar of jelly had rolled into
         the crook of my father’s arm and nestled there like a teddy bear.
      

      
      “I don’t know about putting it behind you,” Carl said.

      
      Buckner Fanning started telling me about his latest trip to the Holy City of Jerusalem.

      
      “Who would I talk to to see the files, Carl?”

      
      “It’s in-house, son. And it’s been too long. It just ain’t done that way.”

      
      “But if it was?”

      
      Carl exhaled into my ear. “You remember Drapiewski? Larry Drapiewski? Made deputy lieutenant about a year ago.”

      
      “What about for SAPD?”

      
      
      He had a coughing fit for a minute, then cleared his throat.

      
      “I’d try Kingston in Criminal Investigations, if he’s still there. He was always in debt to Jack for one favor or another.
         There was an FBI review of the case a few years back too. I can’t help you there.”
      

      
      I remembered neither Drapiewski nor Kingston, but it was a place to start.

      
      “Thanks, Carl.”

      
      “Yeah well, sorry I can’t help much. I thought you were my son calling from Austin. He ain’t called in over a month, you know.
         For a minute there, you sounded like him.”
      

      
      “Take care of yourself, Carl.”

      
      “Nice way to spend an afternoon,” he said. “You kept me talking all the way up to 60 Minutes.”
      

      
      I hung up. I couldn’t help picturing Carl Kelley, sitting in some house alone, a cigarette in his withered hand, living for
         television shows and a phone call from Austin that never came. I sat for a minute, Robert Johnson instantly on my lap, and
         we watched Buckner talk about spiritual healing. Then I turned off the set.
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         “Little Tres?” Larry Drapiewski laughed. “Jesus, not the same seven-year-old kid who used to sit on my desk and eat the custard
         out of the middle of my donuts.”
      

      
      As soon as he said that I had a vague memory of Drapiewski—a large man, flat-topped red hair, friendly smile, a sweating face
         that looked like the Martian landscape. His big hands always full of food.
      

      
      “Yeah,” I said, “only twenty years and a lot of donuts later nobody calls me ‘little.’”

      
      “Join the club,” the lieutenant said. “So what’s on your mind?”

      
      When I told him why I was calling he was quiet for an uncomfortable amount of time. An oscillating fan on his desk hummed
         back and forth into the receiver.
      

      
      “You understand everybody has looked at this,” Larry said. “Half the departments in town, the county, the FBI. Everybody wanted
         a piece of this. You want to find something that nobody’s caught before, it isn’t going to happen.”
      

      
      
      “Does that mean you won’t help?”

      
      “I didn’t say that.”

      
      I heard papers being moved around on the other end of the line. Finally Larry swore under his breath.

      
      “Where’s a pen?” he asked somebody. Then to me: “Let me have your number, Tres.”

      
      I gave it to him.

      
      “Okay,” he said. “Give me a couple of days.”

      
      “Thanks, Larry.”

      
      “And, Tres—this is a personal favor. Let’s just keep it personal.”

      
      “You got it.”

      
      He cleared his throat. “Yeah, well, I owed your dad a lot. It’s just that the Sheriff is sensitive to taxpayer dollars being
         used on, let’s say, nonessential work. It also doesn’t help if it’s about one of his predecessors who beat him in three straight
         elections, you know what I mean?”
      

      
      I checked with SAPD next. After a few minutes of being transferred from line to line, I finally got Detective Schaeffer, who
         sounded like he’d just woken up from a nap. He told me Ian Kingston, formerly with Criminal Investigations, had moved to Seattle
         two years ago and was presently overseeing a large private security firm. Kingston’s ex-partner, David Epcar, was presently
         overseeing a small burial plot in the Sunset Cemetery.
      

      
      “Wonderful,” I said.

      
      Schaeffer yawned so loud it sounded like somebody was vacuuming his mouth.

      
      “What was your name again?” he asked.

      
      I told him.

      
      “Like in Jackson Navarre, the county sheriff that got killed?”

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      He grunted, evidently sitting up in his chair.

      
      “That was the biggest pain in the ass we’ve had since Judge Woods took a hit,” he said. “Fucking circus.”

      
      It wasn’t exactly a show of sympathetic interest. Seeing as I was out of other options, however, and had to say something before the detective fell back asleep, I decided to give Schaeffer my best song and dance. Much to my surprise,
         he didn’t hang up on me.
      

      
      “Huh. Call me back in a week or so, Navarre. If I get a chance to look at the files, maybe you can ask me some questions.”

      
      “That’s mighty white of you, Detective.”

      
      I think he was snoring before his receiver hit the cradle.

      
      By sunset it still wasn’t cool enough to run without getting heat stroke. I settled for fifty push-ups and stomach crunches
         in the living room, then held horse stance and bow stance for ten minutes each. Robert Johnson lounged across the cool linoleum
         in the kitchen and watched. Afterward I lay flat on my back with my muscles burning, letting the air conditioner dry the sweat
         off my body and listening to the dying hum of the cicadas outside. Robert Johnson crawled onto my chest and sat there looking
         down at me, his eyes half-closed.
      

      
      “Good workout?” I asked.

      
      He yawned.

      
      I unpacked a few boxes, drank a few beers, watched the fireflies floating around in Gary Hales’s backyard at dusk. I tried
         to convince myself I wasn’t fighting any kind of compulsion to call Lillian. Give her some time. No problem. It was just a
         coincidence that I kept staring at the phone.
      

      
      I started digging through my box of books until I found Lillian’s letters wedged in between the Snopes family and the rest
         of Yoknapatawpha County. I read them all, from her first in May to the one that had arrived last Thursday, just as I was packing.
         Reading them made me feel much worse.
      

      
      Irritated, I dug around in the box some more, looking for some lighter reading material—Kafka maybe, or an account of the
         Black Plague. What I found instead was my father’s scrapbook.
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