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            Three words you must bring with you when you arrive in Cahokia. The rest can wait, but these name the people. A takouma – is a person native to the continent. A taklousa – is a person of African ancestry. A takata – is a person of European extraction. Every citizen you meet will use these words, so you must too!

            From ANOPA PHRASES FOR YOUR BUSINESS TRIP! issued by the Better Business Bureau of Cahokia
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            When the men with the brands approached me, I said to myself the words of the Epistle of John, ‘Whoever fears has not reached perfection in love’. But indeed I did fear, to my shame, remembering the long death of Fr Baltasar the night before and how his body more resembled a charred log than anything human, before his soul was suffered to depart it. But such is the grace of God towards even those most unworthy of it that He reached out to me in the very moment of my cowardice, and showed me what I must do. For, observing how those around me gazed at me solemnly, as if about to receive something from me, my mind was opened, and I saw that the cruel death they purposed to inflict was perceived by them to be a kind of transferring of virtue, from the victim to the whole people assembled. Words were given me, and I said in a loud voice: ‘How much greater a gift was it, when the son of the Great Sun of Heaven himself consented to die a slow and anguished death, to make good all the lacks of man, and to permit men to share in his greatness, and his pity, and his power, so that all they who live and who govern in his name may receive a sign of favour, in which to thrive, and to conquer?’ And at this, the prince of the city waved back the men with the brands, and said: ‘We will hear this tale. Speak more to us concerning these things.’

            Sebastian Villanova SJ to the Father Provincial of the Mexican Province, 1605

(Jesuit Relations vol. XXVII, North American Missions III: Cahokia)
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         With the building dark beneath it, the skylight on the roof of the Land Trust was a pyramid of pure black. Down the smooth black of the glass, something sticky had run, black on black, all the way down into the crust of soft spring snow at Barrow’s feet, where it puddled in sunken loops and pools like molasses. On top, a contorted mass was somehow pinned or perched. But the moon was going down on the far side of the Mound, and dawn was an hour and more away. The whole scene on the roof was a clot of shadows, and the wind was full of wet flakes. Along the way, at the small obstacle of a couple of cops on a roof, the snow caked Barrow’s coat and got in his eyes, plastered Drummond’s back where he’d turned it as a windbreak. Drummond was trying for a flame from his lighter, but even with his hat shielding the flint every spark was instantly quenched.

         ‘Joe, can you go git the patrolman’s flashlight?’

         ‘Sure, Phin. Hold on.’

         Barrow stepped carefully back towards the little hutch holding the door to the stairs. There was already a mess underfoot. As he expected, the uniform who’d called them in, from the phone down in the lobby, was waiting only a few steps down, on the narrow flight winding round the top of the elevator shaft. Just behind him was the night janitor who’d found the door unlocked originally. She’d gone out onto the roof, and then run screaming onto Creekside to flag down the patrolman. Neither of them looked what you’d call avid. The janitor a heavyset taklousa in her forties, had her mouth clamped shut to hold in shock or nausea. The patroller, only twenty or so, was doing the classic takouma stone face – the set pose for male strength when something bad happened. He’d been out to the skylight too. Not rubberneckers, not spectators. Yet 4there they still were, keeping close; commanded somehow by the presence of death, compelled to wait attendance where it had visited. It took death repeated over and over, in Barrow’s experience, death repeated in quantities too great for meaning, to wear that solemnity away. It took a war. Soldiers could learn to just walk on by in the presence of death, not many other people.

         ‘Gimme your flashlight, tastanagi.’

         ‘Yessir.’

         ‘Just “Detective”.’

         ‘Yes, Detective. Sorry, Detective.’

         Perhaps not even twenty, thought Barrow.

         ‘Hey,’ he said, ‘had the snow started when you went out?’

         ‘Not really. Just a few flakes, maybe?’

         ‘But nothing on the ground.’

         ‘No.’

         ‘Uh-huh.’ So, nothing to be learned from footprints; no reason to worry about churning the snow. He turned.

         ‘Officer?’ said the janitor. ‘I need to go soon. My babies will be waking up, and my man’s on the early shift.’

         ‘You must wait in case there are questions!’ the patroller said to her.

         ‘Yeah, stay put,’ said Barrow.

         He went back out, jiggling the flashlight. It made a tinny rattling sound, from a loose contact. For a moment, the scene remained as it had been, whirling and blind, the snow that had congregated wormily in the dim blue streetlamps down on Creekside Drive blowing up and over the three sister-towers of Water and Land and Power, and spattering the looming bulk of the Mound behind them, and weaving away in lines of flickering grey over the dark immensity of the Plaza beyond. Fifty-seven varieties of dark. Then the switch caught. In the beam, the flakes turned to pearly swimmers. And what had been black on black leapt out into scarlet. 5

         ‘Whoa,’ said Drummond. ‘Messy.’

         ‘Yep,’ said Barrow. ‘Phin, you’re standing in it.’

         ‘Shit,’ said Drummond, backing, and crouching to swipe the porridge of blood and snow off his black oxfords.

         The huddled object on the skylight still didn’t make complete sense. A body, of course, and one which had bled out in gouts down the glass; oozed in the other ways death inflicted, judging by the smell reaching Barrow’s nose through the chill of the snow and the city’s usual bouquet of coal smoke and river. But though at one end it terminated in a pair of ordinary man’s legs, dressed in the pants of a dark blue suit, at the other it seemed to have a bundle rather than a head, and from the wreck of the chest between, where blood seemed to have exploded more than just run, rose a shape like a pair of fans, or fish’s fins. Rope ran a couple of times round, hog-tying the corpse to the summit of the glass, and forcing the violated chest up.

         Barrow squinted, and the scene resolved itself. The bundle at the head end was the dead man’s clothes, shirt and jacket and coat pulled inside out over his face. The peculiar fans were his ribs, cracked open and somehow pulled wide. Since he was the one holding the light, Barrow stepped closer and shone the beam in, on a cavity full of red ruin and streaked bone, with the tangle of liver and guts visible at one extremity, and a frosting of granular pink, from the snow. The best you could say for the view was that it was tidier than the effect of a shell burst. But there was less in the hole than there should have been: this was obvious. It was a cavity reamed out, a space from which something had been torn.

         ‘Any more, uh, pieces, rounda side you’re on?’ Barrow said.

         ‘Pass the light,’ said Drummond, and paced a circuit, lighting up each black blob in the slush till one of them proved more solid, a slick red-brown lump protruding ragged tubes. ‘Well. Seems like this gentleman done mislaid his equipment for Valentine’s Day.’

         ‘Cold, Phin.’6

         ‘I’m on a roof, in the snow, lookin’ at an e-visserated corpse. At 4 a.m., dammit. When I could be—’

         ‘Not this again.’

         ‘—when I could be in Cal-i-forn-i-ay. In the soft and velvet night. Maybe out under those big ol’ stars. In a hammock.’

         ‘Just shut up.’

         ‘In my grove of orange trees …’

         ‘You ain’t got a grove of orange trees.’

         ‘No, but I will.’

         ‘Yeah, yeah.’

         ‘Man’s gotta have a dream, Joe. Where’s yours?’

         ‘Back in my bed. I left it there when I got up, do this job. This job you got me signed up for, case you don’t remember. So quit belly-aching.’

         ‘Who’s belly-aching? I’m trying to inject a little ro-mance, here, is all, brother. But okay, okay.’

         Drummond found his flask and poured a small dash of corn liquor over the cleanest-looking bit of skin at the side of the shattered chest. The blood streaked away, leaving a bare spot of flesh – scrawny, middle-aged, most definitely in its chicken-neck paleness takata – to which he applied a forefinger, making a little vaudeville business of drawing up his sleeve first.

         ‘Well?’

         ‘Not quite stone cold, but getting on.’

         ‘Few hours, then.’

         ‘Yeah. Midnight, one o’clock maybe. Though it’s a cold night.’

         ‘Lucky for us,’ said Barrow.

         ‘Whaddaya mean?’

         ‘I mean think how this’d smell in August.’

         ‘True. True. And that is why the good Lord created see-gars, to block the noses of the police. But I cain’t light up in this, dammit,’ said Drummond, waving a hand in the flying flakes.7

         Normally, it was true, he would have had a stogie wedged in his wide mouth by now, talking nineteen to the dozen around it and sending up blue smoke in puffs and swathes like a curtain between him and whatever his hands were doing. Smoke and nonsense as the two of them rolled over the body of a drunk in an alley hit a little too hard when someone stole his wallet. Smoke and nonsense as they heaved the deadweight from a bathtub, in an apartment buzzing with flies where a wife-beating had tipped into homicide. Smoke and nonsense when they fished up a citizen from the brown water after a fight on a riverboat. Or, increasingly, when they went out with the meat-wagon to a waste lot, to retrieve the bullet-chewed remains of a moonshiner, curious about causes and culprits or absolutely not, depending on what arrangement Drummond had made just then with the opposing sides in the liquor war. Barrow left that stuff to him. He took the money and preferred not to know. Traditionally, it was Benny Shokcha’s takouma mob that had the department in its pocket, but the takata were getting themselves organised at scale, with shipments coming in now from the Illinois state line, and by freight car all the way from Canada. All standard business for the Murder Squad; and all of it Drummond would face with a smokescreen of smoke and a smokescreen of words, the set of his features as he gripped the butt making him look comically startled. He had a funny-pages face anyway, lips and eyes and nose drawn on a little too big and simple for his skinny white-trash head, and a cowlick of straw-coloured hair flopping on his forehead. But no cigar now, and whatever this rooftop gutting turned out to be, it was not a standard death.

         ‘This is real … elaborate,’ said Barrow. ‘I mean, doing someone like this? Doing it up here?’

         Drummond shrugged. ‘Better see who it is. The why’s usually in the who.’

         ‘Yeah.’8

         Drummond held out the flashlight. ‘Your turn, brother,’ he said.

         Barrow peeled back the layers of cloth around the corpse’s head, sodden with blood and now stiffening. A white (formerly white) office shirt, not expensive, darned here and there; a dark blue suit coat, also cheap, also shiny with wear; last an overcoat in dark wool, the lining discoloured cotton not silk, one of the buttons not quite matching. Not a bum’s wardrobe, but an outfit for respectability kept up on a tight budget. A clerk, not a tycoon. And when he pulled up the last heavy layer, that seemed to be who Barrow was looking at, though it took a while to get to an impression of what the living face had been, from the mask of gore that struck him first. The throat had been cut, deeply, gapingly, in a crescent-shaped gash from which all the life must surely have gushed out before the killer set to work on the man’s chest. It made it hard to attend to the small, weak, upside-down middle-aged chin, just as the streams of blood that had run into the astonished mouth, and coated its fixed shriek, made it hard to notice the small teeth with many fillings and gaps, and the rivulets pouring down the face to pool in the eye-sockets disguised the careful shave, the anxious little eyes, the lines of fretfulness around them. Dead, the face was lurid and terrible; alive, it must have been mild, petulant, inoffensive, one it was hard to imagine someone taking enough exception to, to think its owner should be spectacularly butchered on a roof.

         The way the body was draped, with the head tipped back further than it had ever done in life thanks to the slashed throat, kept the dead man’s thinning hair and forehead more or less right underneath him, out of the blood flow, and it wasn’t until Barrow crouched and played the flashlight beam down there that he found there was a word smeared on the forehead, written by the looks of it with a fingertip dipped in the mess above. Capitals. B-something.

         ‘Phin, come look. Can you make that out?’

         ‘What?’9

         ‘There. On his head.’

         Drummond squatted next to him, hat pushed back for a better view. Barrow watched his comical blue eyes widen.

         ‘I can get B–A–S – something,’ Barrow said. ‘Maybe, “Basil” – like the name?’

         ‘No,’ said Drummond. ‘Now, this is gonna be complicated; you’ll see if it isn’t. This is gonna be a can of trouble opening up right here. That’s not an English word, that’s Anopa. Bashli, is what it says.’

         ‘And what’s that mean?’ Drummond was Barrow’s guide to the speech of the city. He’d only been there six months longer, but he’d grown up down to the south-west, in the Ozarks, in the white end of the great human mixture of the central states, and therefore in the long shadow of Cahokia. Words from Anopa had been in the air, along with stray phrases of Louisiana French, railroad slang in Navajo from the Dinetah and horsebreakers’ terms in Comanche. It wasn’t what you’d call a complete vocabulary, but two years on the Murder Squad had filled it out some: it was enough to be a serviceable help, working streets where half the people talked it at least some of the time.

         ‘It means, like, “hit”. Or prob’ly, right here, “cut”. Or just “knife”, even. It’s all one word. Complicated thing is, it’s also what the Warriors like to paint on walls. Bashli! That’s their big slogan.’

         ‘“Cut”?’

         ‘Like, ah, cut the cord, cut the connection? Cut the city back out of the US, get it independent again. Takouma craziness.’

         ‘But they write it on walls, not on bodies.’

         ‘Till now,’ said Drummond, levering himself back to his feet. As he did so, his head swayed into the full beam of the flashlight, and Barrow saw that the smooth yellow of his hair had gone matted, almost crunchy at the front. ‘This is gonna stir things right up, you see if it doesn’t. Crazy times a-coming, my friend.’10

         ‘Phin, though? I think you musta wiped your hands in your hair? You’ve gotten the blood all up in there.’

         ‘Goddammit!’ cried Drummond, leaping away and groping at his head with more disgust than Barrow would have expected, from a vet, from a joker in the face of death. Funny what got to people. Drummond gazed wildly around the roof, as if looking for something to wipe himself on. But the snow was only making slush, as fast as it fell.

         ‘Seems like we’re gonna need a picture of this before we move him,’ said Barrow. ‘Why don’t you go down, call the precinct, say we want a photographer, then find somewhere to wash up? There’s gotta be bathrooms.’

         ‘Yeah. Yeah. Okay,’ said Drummond, and made hastily for the door, holding his hands out in front of him and shaking them in the air.

         Still the search of the corpse’s pockets to do. If this had been a body in an alley, the billfold would have gone with whoever did the deed. If it had been a three-day-old stiff from the river, hauled up waterlogged and swollen, the fingers of the current might well have picked through the openings of the suit as it had through mouth and ears and eyes, and sent papers, coins, keys, spinning off downstream or into the Mississippi mud forever. But with a murder set out deliberately on display like this – like display was its point, like it was someone’s idea of theatre – Barrow thought that maybe after all the why might not be in the who. Maybe whoever had done this hadn’t cared too much who they’d done it to. So he wasn’t totally surprised, feeling through the clammy stiffness inside the suit coat, to find the square shape of a wallet still in the inside breast pocket.

         He tugged it out, and shuffling back made a plank of one wide knee where he could flap away the snow and inspect the contents by the cone of yellow light. Wallet worn and many years old, like the 11suit, pigskin now damp and stained. Four bucks, which Barrow pocketed himself: Murder Squad perquisites. Couple of streetcar tickets. A photograph of a sour-looking woman with marcelled hair and a boy of three or four on her lap. A stub for a concert at something called the Kappa-Choral League, way over on 5th Street towards the river, in what, Barrow calculated, was probably Germantown. A receipt for watch repair, also from Germantown. And, ah yes, a prescription from a doctor in the same district, not yet filled, for asthma medicine, in the name of Mr Frederick Hopper.

         ‘Hey there, Fred,’ said Barrow.

         He stood up, clicked off the light, stretched out the kinks. Cracked his big neck left, right. The white and scarlet underfoot had gone back to a dim blue puddled with black. Over to the east, the very first lightening of the sky was behind the clouds like an ache. He yawned, tired again. Sleep had gone away, with the hurry, and the blood, and the death smell: now it was making itself felt again, as a deep soft velvet layer at the bottom of his mind into which the rooftop and the body wanted to fold up, tumble down, melt away, lose their hard edges and be gone. A cup of coffee soon would be good. Likely, if Drummond was right – and he usually was, about the ins and outs of the city – then the clear next thing to do would be to roust out these Warriors, wherever they might be, and to shake them till something fell out. Till everything fell out, by the usual process. That being the use of his own fists. The why and the how and the what and the when. Or close enough standins. That would be the end to work this from.

         Still, it was a puzzle to think about, how Fred here had been got up onto the roof of one of the Three Sisters, in the middle of the night, through locked doors. (How many of those? The near door, onto the roof itself: but how many others, to make your way into, and then up, the Land Trust?) And had he been a dead weight, already stunned or bound before being brought out to 12the skylight? He couldn’t have been literally dead already, because he’d done his bleeding here. Or was he awake, and to some degree co-operative, not knowing what was waiting for him when he agreed to accompany his killer? To meet them up here perhaps? That was a grim thought. Fred unknowing, Fred not alarmed, making his own way in his tidy old suit to his butchering, up to the rooftop in the cold spring night with no-one to see, no-one to hear him, no-one to help when the penny dropped. Unless there was someone to see, of course, besides the killer. Could there have been? Barrow walked around the edges of the roof, looking out into the dark and the streaking snow.

         The roofs of Water on one side, Power on the other, were level with Land. The buildings were identical. But it would take as much ingenuity to get up there in the small hours as it had to ascend Land, and why would anyone have? Immediately behind the towers, the roof looked very slightly down onto the grass summit of the Mound – but nobody would be, could be, up on there. It was sacred takouma stuff, literally sacred turf, and the buildings around it deliberately hemmed it in close, in a collar of unclimbable walls. The only access was by the ceremonial iron gates down on the Plaza, opened on saints’ days and for the great feasts, and at no other time. Otherwise, the only conceivable view of the rooftop was from the big houses on the far side of the Creek; from the Creekside Drive mansions. There was, in fact, a light showing at a top-floor window of one of them, just under the long flat line of the eaves. An orange glow, uncurtained, from a square box of a casement between the tips of cypress trees. Very square; very plain. But on Creekside Drive it was going to be rich people’s plain, rich people’s simple. Someone was awake over there. How long for, though? And would the angle from the second floor over on the far side let you see anything up on the tenth, on this side of the creeping creek water; and would the glare of the room’s light blank out any chance of glimpsing tiny 13black figures in the distance acting out a tiny black horror?

         He went back to the door.

         ‘Hey. Coupla questions’ – nodding the beat cop and the janitor lady out onto the rooftop.

         They sidled reluctantly out, and Barrow ushered them to the parapet on Creekside, away from the body, purposely planting his own bulk between them and it as if to cancel its presence.

         ‘That light down there. Was it on, can you recall, when you was out here the first time?’

         ‘I – no – I’m afraid I don’t know, Detective,’ said the boy. ‘I didn’t notice?’

         ‘Yeah, it was on,’ said the taklousa unexpectedly. ‘I see it most nights. Goes off round now, usually. Sometimes it’s off when I’m leavin’, sometimes it’s still on. But it’s always on when I arrive, and then through the night. Burnin’ the midnight oil, like they say. But now I gotta go, Officer, I really do gotta. Please.’

         ‘Jus’ one more minute,’ said Barrow. ‘So when you came out here, Miz—’

         ‘Jackson. Eulalia Jackson—’

         ‘—when you came out tonight, Miz Jackson, checking out the open door, what time was that?’

         ‘Two forty-five, three o’clock?’

         ‘That light was on then, is what you’re saying?’

         ‘Musta been.’

         Barrow sighed. ‘Musta been, or was?’

         ‘Was! Was! Now can I go?’

         ‘We’ll walk down, do the rest on the way,’ said Barrow. ‘You got this lady’s address, right, tastanagi?’

         ‘Yessir! – Yes, Detective.’

         ‘Okay. Now you walk the Creek every night, right? So what house is that, with the light on?’

         The patroller stared.14

         ‘What do you mean, sir?’ he said, as if Barrow had set him an impossible task, or started speaking in the language of the birds.

         ‘I mean,’ said Barrow, ‘what number Creekside Drive is … that?’

         ‘He’s just amazed you don’t know,’ put in the janitor. ‘I’m amazed you don’t know. Ain’t you a takouma?’

         Barrow ignored this. ‘What number?’ he repeated to the boy.

         ‘It is … number 40, of course,’ said the boy stiffly, as if he was afraid he was being laughed at. ‘It is the House of the Moon, of course.’

         ‘Of course,’ said Barrow. ‘– Okay, down we go.’

         He stopped them just inside the rooftop door, to look at the lock. Clean, no signs of scratching or forcing.

         ‘Who has keys to this?’ he asked the taklousa.

         ‘How should I know, honey?’ she said. ‘I’m just here nights. I come in through the side door, pick up the buncha keys from the nail in the cleaning closet, put ’em back when I’m done.’

         ‘And they was there, in the usual place, when you came in tonight?’

         She shrugged. ‘Sure.’

         At the foot of the top flight, they found her electric polisher, abandoned when she felt the cold breeze blowing down through the open door above. Behind it, the cross-corridor was shined, with the frosted glass doors of the offices faintly reflected in it; in front was a small remaining dull patch.

         ‘I suppose you done the whole building, ’fore you got up here?’

         ‘That’s right,’ she said, coiling the cord. ‘Getting ready for the week.’

         ‘Notice anything unusual?’

         ‘’Cept for the poor soul on the roof, you mean? Nope. Now I got to get this put away.’

         She was trundling the polisher towards the elevator door.

         ‘How about you? See anything outta the ordinary?’ he asked the boy.15

         ‘Just this lady shouting “Help! Help!”,’ said the patroller, on whom some defiance seemed to have rubbed off. ‘I didn’t stop to look around.’

         ‘Fair enough,’ said Barrow. ‘Wait a minute – the elevator’s running?’ He and Drummond had come up the stairs.

         ‘I sure as hell don’t carry this thang up and down the stairs,’ said the janitor. ‘You know how much it weighs? I gets in the building, and I turns on the power down in the lobby with one of these keys – this one.’

         ‘And that’s what you did this evening?’

         ‘Yeah, I – no. No, it was already on tonight, come to think of it. That is kinda strange.’

         She frowned. The elevator car came with a soft ringing, and before the other two could step forward into the lighted golden box, Barrow went down on his knees and surveyed its floor with his head on one side to get his eyes right down low. Again, his bulk blocked the way all by itself. No blood drips, tracks or stains on the linoleum; no obvious drag marks from the shoes of an unconscious man either, only the ordinary scuffing of a busy surface in a busy building.

         ‘If you’re done prayin’ …?’ said the janitor.

         ‘Ma’am, I can always decide you need to come on downtown, give a nice long statement.’

         ‘Okay, okay.’

         They and the polisher squeezed in, a tight fit, with Barrow’s head and shoulders projecting above the press as he was used to them doing in every crowd. He took off his hat, or it would have knocked against the lamp in its glass shade, up in the vault of the car. In the little container of light they hummed down the building, dark corridors going by, the glow from above gilding the ironwork leaves and corncobs of the cage and dyeing the smooth planes of Barrow’s head to a tawny orange.16

         The lobby of the Land Trust was still in a state of night-time peace, with only a few points of light from the switchboard at the desk. The statues holding up the walls were in darkness, and the blue of the streetlamp outside washed faintly in through the glass doors across the first few feet of the mosaic floor, transposing the sunburst pattern into dim gleams: the sun by owl-light. But there was a bright line under one of the side doors, and the sound of running water. Drummond came out with his hair wet, shaking his hands.

         ‘On their way,’ he said.

         ‘Good, good,’ said Barrow. ‘Two-three things. Body is one Fred Hopper, it turns out. Miz Jackson says the juice was switched on for the elevator when she got here, so seems like the killer knew their way round the building, or Fred did. And someone over the street stays up all night, so just a chance they saw something.’

         ‘From that distance?’ said Drummond sceptically. ‘In the dark? In the snow?’

         ‘Snow hadn’t started. But yeah, long shot.’

         ‘What address?’ said Drummond.

         The patroller was standing close.

         ‘I got it,’ said Barrow; and the boy nodded slightly, as if approving his discretion.

         ‘Right,’ said Drummond, puzzled but playing along.

         ‘Can I go now, Officers?’ said the janitor.

         ‘Just as soon as you show us where this switch for the power is.’

         Wheeling the polisher, she led them round the back of the lobby to a service door into the elevator shaft. There was a brass plate there with a simple ring-shaped slot in it. She chose a zinc key with a hollow round end, put it in, turned it: an electric hum Barrow hadn’t even noticed, disappeared. She turned it back: it came on again.

         ‘We should maybe fingerprint that?’ said Barrow.17

         ‘No point,’ said Drummond. ‘You’ve shined that up fresh tonight, haven’t you, darlin’?’

         ‘Sorry,’ said the janitor, shrugging. ‘I starts off down here, and works up.’

         ‘Oh, you couldn’t know,’ said Drummond, comfortably. ‘Anyways, like I said upstairs’ – he gave Barrow a significant look – ‘I think we know where to start lookin’, without too much need to be digging for clues.’ He grinned when he said the last word.

         ‘The keys, though,’ said Barrow. ‘That’s gotta be something. Either Fred had one, or our perp did.’

         ‘Yeah …’ said Drummond. ‘’Fraid I gotta disappoint you here again, partner. There’s a key like that for every elevator in the city – and they’re all the same. I got one, for the one at the PD. You got one too. Look on your ring.’

         Barrow dug out his keys from his hip pocket, and there indeed was the same simple grey shape. ‘Shit.’

         ‘Oh well. Excellent detectorin’, though!’

         ‘Fuck you, Phin.’

         There was a banging from the lobby, and when they went back around, one of the department’s Black Marias was pulled up outside, and a squad car, headlights on both shining in through the glass. Already the stillness was gone; and when the patrolman had unlocked the lobby doors, the space was abruptly busy with cop business, stretcher-bearers heading for the elevator, the yawning photographer toting his tripod and flashgun, a couple more uniforms moving in and the original tastanagi murmuring to them, the janitor buttoning her coat and bustling off.

         ‘I know I said “complicated”,’ Drummond said quietly to Barrow, taking him aside, ‘but I meant the politics. Not that we gotta do a load of Sherlock Holmes shit. And you can leave the politics to me. Seriously. We do this the usual way, and what I need from you’s gonna be the usual thing, big guy. I can count on you for that, right?’18

         ‘Sure, Phin.’

         ‘Okay, then.’

         ‘So, you think, don’t bother with the whole witness thing, over the road.’

         ‘Not really. – What was that thing back there, though, with the uniform and the address? I didn’t get that.’

         ‘Oh,’ said Barrow, and explained.

         ‘My, my,’ said Drummond. ‘Yes, he’d have thought you’d have known that, see, with you looking takouma and all. All the takouma do.’

         ‘What is it then, this “House of the Moon”?’

         ‘Why, it’s where the Moon lives, of course.’

         ‘Phin.’

         Drummond took pity.

         ‘The Moon as in, the niece of the Sun – the Man of the Sun; the head honcho, the takouma big cheese. The fellow in the palace? He’s the Sun, so she’s the Moon, see? Nearest thing there is in the city to an heir. I mean, technically that’s Frankie Blackhawk, but he’s off in Hollywood making moving pictures, and we don’t approve of that, oh dear me no. She’s a little bit modern – runs a kind of boutique on 3rd, real classy – but your traditional takouma, they think she’s all right, even if she does flit around, turn up in the society pages in New York and all that.’

         ‘A takouma swell, then.’

         ‘More like a takouma princess. And that’s where you saw the light was on? Well, now. It’s probably nothing, probably nothing, but maybe we should check it out, at that.’

         ‘Why?’

         ‘For your education, bro; for your ed-u-cation. Don’t you wanna meet a princess?’

         Barrow grunted.

         After a couple of minutes, the elevator bell chimed again, and 19the photographer came back out, swallowing hard. The stretcher-bearers could be heard still several flights up, coming down the stairs with their bloody cargo.

         ‘Not pretty, is it?’ said Drummond cheerfully to the snapper. He seemed to have gotten all his good humour back. ‘You get a good one of the word on the poor guy’s head?’

         ‘Yeah,’ was all the photographer said. He mopped his face with a handkerchief and walked on by. But at the lobby door, as the uniforms unlocked for him on his way back to the car, a quick-footed little man in a striped suit and spats, with a face like an intelligent cat, ducked under the blue arm opening the door and came trotting across towards them.

         ‘And here comes trouble, right on time,’ said Drummond under his breath. ‘Just like I said. – Hi, Mickey. Don’t recall issuin’ you an invitation to the crime scene.’

         ‘Crime scene? Crime scene?’ said the small man, talking as fast as he walked. ‘What crime is that, Detective? I just happened to be passing.’

         ‘Sure you did. At 5 a.m. In a snow storm. Joe, this is Mickey Casqui: metro beat guy for Tamaha, sometimes stringer for the English-language press as well, when the story’s good enough. Talk to him, you’re talking to the world. Mind you, the world may not hear exactly the same words you said. He’s got a fertile little mind, has Mickey. Mickey, meet Joe Barrow. He don’t say much.’

         ‘Is that right?’ said Casqui, looking up at Barrow. ‘One of those pairings, hey?’ He put his hands up in a square, as if framing a picture, and looked at the two of them through it. ‘Crime-Fighting Duo: Motormouth and the Monolith. Hmm, maybe not. Chokhalbi accami-hi atli, tastanagi?’ he added suddenly, dartingly, to Barrow.

         ‘Sorry, he no speakee,’ said Drummond.

         ‘Hmm,’ said Casqui again, if anything more interested.

         But then the stretcher party reached the bottom of the stairs, 20and the nature of the crime became obvious from the bundle they bore, even with the corpse covered. Casqui was over there and questioning the bearers in rapid Anopa, getting answers too, before Drummond could intervene.

         ‘Hey. Hey. You want to know somethin’, talk to me,’ said Drummond.

         ‘Just getting the picture,’ Casqui said, unrepentant. The stretcher went on by to the doors and he turned back to them. ‘Body was on the roof, huh?’

         ‘Yeah.’

         ‘Not your usual spot for a death, civil service joint like this, eh?’

         ‘Not much that’s usual ’bout this one.’

         ‘A-huh?’ said Mickey Casqui. ‘Like what?’

         ‘Nah, you can do your own dirty work, Mickey.’

         ‘C’mon now; little assistance for the fourth estate.’

         ‘For the say what now?’

         ‘All I’m saying is, let me in on your thinking here, gentlemen. A dead takata on the Land Trust roof. Not a gang hit: wrong place.’ Casqui held up a neat, small, manicured hand and started folding down fingers as he checked off possibilities, all the while staring closely at Drummond’s face. Drummond smiled at him with a sort of appreciation – one bullshitter enjoying the performance of another. ‘Not a robbery in progress: who’d come in here to steal anything, unless they were short of carbon paper. Not a suicide, unless the guy was real determined, ’cause I hear he was all cut up.’

         ‘Gutted,’ said Drummond.

         ‘What, literally?’

         ‘Almost.’

         ‘So what does that leave, then?’ Casqui quivered the next finger on his hand that was still standing, his fourth, to indicate that it was trembling between possibilities. ‘Crime of passion?’ He pursed 21his lips, he raised his eyebrows: a pantomime of alacrity, with some real alacrity behind it.

         ‘Wouldn’t that make a nice front page?’ said Drummond. ‘Sorry, Mickey, I don’t think so. Victim didn’t seem like the type to drive a woman mad, make a husband jealous.’

         ‘No?’

         ‘Well, you looked at him closest, Joe. What would you say?’ said Drummond turning ceremoniously to Barrow. Casqui transferred his bright gaze.

         ‘Uh – yeah, quiet little guy; forties; bad teeth; cheap suit. Liked to go to concerts, looks like.’

         ‘You got an ID?’

         ‘You want more,’ said Drummond, taking back the conversation, ‘you come into the department when we got this booked, in an hour or so. We’ll give you a statement then.’

         Casqui folded down his fourth finger. ‘Okay, not an affair of the heart, then—’

         ‘Well, now …’ said Drummond, grinning.

         ‘What’s that?’

         ‘Let’s say, the vic could be described as … heart-broken. Downhearted. ’Cause this was a heartless crime.’

         ‘Phin—’ said Barrow.

         Drummond flapped a hand at him, and he shut up.

         ‘You mean …?’ said Casqui, with a wince. ‘Ooh. Okay.’

         ‘But I don’t think the reason was ro-mance; not by a country mile.’

         ‘What, then?’ said Casqui, looking at his thumb.

         ‘You missed one out. Politics.’

         ‘Yeah?’ said Casqui sceptically. ‘Funny spot for it.’ It was in the river districts, where the factories stood, that strikers murdered scabs and Pinkertons murdered strikers. Not here, in the old core of the city.

         ‘Not that kind of politics.’22

         ‘What, then?’

         ‘Let’s just say there was a well-known word written on the body, Mickey, real large, in … red. Someone sending a message.’

         ‘Phin!’ said Barrow. But Drummond was looking with satisfaction at Casqui, whose mobile face had gone quite still, as if all the animation had drained suddenly out.

         ‘What language?’ he asked.

         Drummond shrugged and smirked.

         ‘What language?’

         ‘You wanna know more, come to the department, like I said.’

         ‘We’re ready to go, Detectives,’ said one of the uniforms. Outside the doors, the corpse was all loaded away, and the Black Maria’s engine had started up. ‘You come on out, we can lock up.’

         ‘I’m going to need to see the scene,’ said Casqui, and his voice like his face was blank.

         ‘Sorry,’ said Drummond, ‘you heard. Time to be moving.’

         Casqui reached out his wallet with fingers turned hesitant.

         ‘I’m listening,’ said Drummond. ‘Fact, I think we’re all listening, Mickey.’

         Casqui sighed, and pulled out all the paper money he had: four of the black-and-red United States tens with the bison on the back.

         ‘Ain’t that nice,’ said Drummond. ‘A whole herd.’ He disappeared two of the bills, and handed one each to the uniform and to Barrow.

         ‘Okay,’ he said to Casqui. ‘That buys you five minutes on the roof. You take him, Joe – I’m gonna go in, get the body booked. Keys?’ he asked the uniform. ‘Give ’em to my partner here.’

         ‘Quick call first?’ said Casqui, nodding to the desk.

         ‘Yeah, yeah: hold the front page, right?’ said Drummond. ‘Now Joe,’ he went on, when the journalist had stepped away, ‘you don’t need to say nothin’ when you’re up there. No Sherlock Holmes. 23Just stand there looking tough; you know you’re good at that. See you at the precinct.’

         ‘But Phin,’ said Barrow, ‘why’d you give him all that?’

         Drummond reached up and patted him on the shoulder.

         ‘Trust me,’ he said. ‘When didn’t I ever look out for you?’

         The building was quiet again, a few minutes later, when Barrow rode up in the elevator with Mickey Casqui, only now there were beginning to be threads of early-morning sound creeping in from the city beyond: distant birdsong, a tentative rumble of traffic. Casqui was quiet too. He held his hat in his hands, and gazed upwards at the top of the car as if he could make it move faster that way. He avoided Barrow’s gaze. And when they reached the roof he paused on the threshold and crossed himself, which surprised Barrow. Pious takouma did that reflexively under stress, in this intensely Catholic city, but it wasn’t a category he’d have put the journalist in. The snow had stopped, the mush underfoot had mostly melted, and the light of a raw March day was pushing the night away. The sky was grey-bright over towards Morningside, beyond WNCK’s radio tower on the bluff, but riverwards still a gloom stuck with the shrivelled glints of streetlamps.

         Casqui, it turned out, wanted to do a tour of the roof’s four faces not unlike the one Barrow had made earlier, taking in the lay of the land. He looked out in turn over the Mound, the two adjoining towers and the Creek, before approaching the skylight.

         ‘Body was there, right?’ he said to Barrow – the first words out of his mouth in minutes.

         ‘Yeah,’ said Barrow. There didn’t seem any harm in confirming it, when a slick of drying red-brown still showed clearly on the glass apex, streaked and spread by the snowfall.

         ‘It would be,’ said Casqui. ‘“An open square on which stood something like a platform.”’

         ‘What’s that?’ said Barrow.24

         ‘An old book,’ said Casqui. ‘You find anything else up here – apart from his innards, I mean? Anything that didn’t belong?’

         ‘Like what?’

         ‘You’d have known it if you’d seen it. No?’

         Barrow gave him a poker face, but he still seemed to learn from it.

         ‘Well, that’s something,’ he said. Carefully, pulling up the cuffs of his striped pant-legs to reveal green silk socks, he squatted in front of the skylight to look at the mess close up. Somehow the neatness, the fastidiousness of the gesture brought his resemblance to a cat strongly back, especially when he brought a pawlike little fist up to his mouth, and rubbed his upper lip thoughtfully with his knuckles. He muttered something under his breath.

         ‘Say what?’ said Barrow. ‘“Hoochy-coochy”?’

         Casqui looked up at him with a gleam of returning humour.

         ‘You really don’t know any Anopa, Detective?’

         ‘No,’ said Barrow.

         ‘In the interests of better relations between police and press, then – I said, Maria Himita, housha isishi. Which is: “Mother of God, that’s a fuck of a lot of blood.” All clear now?’

         Casqui got up and went and looked down over the Creekside face of the building one more time. He seemed to like what he saw, because he put his hat back on at a jaunty angle, and waved two fingers to the door.

         ‘Allons-y,’ he said. ‘That’s French, by the way. – I’m done.’

         ‘Got your money’s worth?’ Barrow said.

         ‘Maybe.’

         In the elevator going down, Casqui tapped his feet on the floor in two rhythms, syncopating.

         ‘Drummond told you not to talk to me, huh?’ he said.

         Barrow said nothing.

         ‘You do everything Phineas Drummond tells you?’25

         Barrow made him wait. The elevator hummed. Then he leaned down over the little man, looming. Casqui flinched slightly, in spite of himself. They reached the lobby.

         ‘… No,’ said Barrow.

         Casqui laughed, but he was out with a sidestep as soon as the doors opened.

         ‘Okay,’ he said, dancing backwards towards the lobby doors, where a new vehicle was visible, drawn up by the marble steps in the dishwater light of dawn. ‘You don’t wanna talk to me, fine; but there’s someone here wants a word who you should really listen to.’

         Out of the doors, which Barrow locked behind them with the janitor’s key, into the cold air; and the car was a limousine, huge and long and low, a black and maroon Duesenberg. From the driver’s compartment climbed a takouma in chauffeur’s uniform who was, by a large margin, the biggest individual Barrow had ever seen. He himself was big; this guy was immense, a human boulder. He must have been seven feet tall. His forehead was like a rockface, and he had raised the impassivity that the patroller had still been practising to a state of granite perfection. Casqui said something quick to him, in Anopa of course, and the giant rumbled something back. Casqui tipped his hat and was gone. Barrow looked at the chauffeur – looked up at him. The chauffeur pointed a glove the size of a baseball mitt at the rear door.

         ‘Get in, little brother,’ he said. ‘The Man wants to speak with you.’

         ‘I’m on my way to the Police Department,’ said Barrow.

         ‘Yes. Get in.’

         Drummond was not there to give a ruling. Barrow got in. And there in a half-light smelling of musk and violets, at the far end of a long supple leather seat like a couch in a gentlemen’s club, sat a takouma of about sixty, but without a single white strand in his loose 26black hair. He was wearing an astrakhan coat. His face was long and ascetic, with lidded eyes and a nose like the keel of a ship. Round his neck he had the insignia of a papal knight, set in intricate enamel with creatures writhing around it at the four compass points. From heavy gold roundels in the lobes of his ears, red mischievous faces craned forward. His name was Sebastian Cuauhtemoc Hashi, and Barrow had seen his face in a thousand official portraits on a thousand takouma walls. He was the hereditary shareholder of the Cahokian Pacific Railroad, the honorary colonel of the Cahokian National Guard, the brother of the cardinal-archbishop of Cahokia, the father of Senator Augustine Hashi. When Cahokia had issued money of its own, and the face of his uncle the previous Cuauhtemoc had appeared on it, ‘Prince’ had been printed before his name. This Cuauhtemoc had no title; was in theory only citizen Hashi of the United States of America. But he remained the fellow in the palace. He was still the Man of the Sun.
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         ‘Good morning, Detective,’ said the Man of the Sun, and Barrow was surprised to find that his voice was a Boston Brahmin drawl, with vowels as aristocratically deformed as if an ottoman had been dragged on top of them. There had been an officer in the 131st Infantry who talked like that, but he didn’t have long hair and earrings and a face the colour of old, oiled wood.

         ‘Good morning, uh, sir,’ said Barrow, and waited to be told what he was doing there. But he was gazed at as if patient curiosity was the Man’s main order of business. He tried again: ‘Mickey Casqui called you, I guess?’

         ‘Yes he did.’

         ‘Why?’ 27

         ‘He thought I should speak with you. Coffee?’

         There was a silver flask and two china cups waiting in the felt-lined hollows of a little fold-down side table.

         ‘I got to get to the precinct house,’ said Barrow.

         ‘We’re giving you a lift. – Oscar, to the Police Department on 5th Street, please; the slow way. – No cream or sugar, I’m afraid. Just the plain java, as I believe you young people call it. Would you pour?’

         The car bumped off the cobbles in front of the Three Sisters, and then purred away in the dawn along the winding stone embankment on the south side of the Creek, in the direction of the business district. Barrow poured for the Man, feeling as clumsy as a bear at a tea-party, a stevedore in a parlour. The cup was received in a black-gloved hand. He poured for himself, only a couple of inches of liquid, and sipped. It was hot and thick, and about twice as strong as any coffee he had ever tasted. He could feel himself becoming more awake after just one mouthful.

         ‘There now,’ said the Man approvingly, as if he could see the sudden straightening of Barrow’s thoughts to attention. ‘Yes. Casqui recognised this … case you have … as one of the situations I am always looking out for. What can you tell me about the body?’

         ‘Sir,’ said Barrow, ‘with all respect: I don’t work for you. I work for the city.’

         ‘There’s a difference?’ said the Man. ‘Many takouma would disagree with you.’ He smiled, and his teeth were revealed to be large, and ivory-yellow, except for the eyeteeth, which were gold.

         Because they’re fools, supplied Drummond’s voice in Barrow’s head. Out loud, he only shrugged.

         The Man nodded as if he were making a mental note.

         ‘I see you don’t count yourself in that number. What is it that has your loyalty, then, Detective? Are you a man with a cause, a man with an idea? I hear that these days our cops do the bootleggers’ 28bidding quite as much as the mayor’s. If I looked in your bankbook, would I find more money than your wages – your wages from the city – could quite account for? Hey?’

         ‘It’s my partner you wanna be speaking to,’ said Barrow. ‘You should – you should come into the precinct house, and talk to him. Sir.’

         ‘That would be Detective—?’

         ‘Drummond.’

         ‘Ah, you’re loyal to him, anyway. Or maybe you just like to hide behind him. But no; it’s you I want to be speaking to. It’s you I am speaking to.’

         They had reached the junction with Union Avenue where, to reach the precinct, they should cross under the elevated tracks and jink north. Instead, the chauffeur swung them round to the left, and in the blue shadow of the tracks, with a seemingly limitless string of coal cars rumbling overhead and making the steel gantries ring and shake, they rolled down Union. It was the dividing line just here between the old core of takouma Cahokia, and the new commercial and industrial city that had grown in the fifty years since Accession. On the old side, the first takouma men in overalls were starting to emerge from the low, dense alleyways of the Quarters, and to congregate at the streetcar stops; on the new side, where the buildings were five, six, seven storeys high, the metal shutters on the stores at street-level were just beginning to be cranked up, and a trickle of clerks and shopgirls, takouma and taklousa and takata, were already getting off the streetcars.

         ‘Because of my face, right?’ said Barrow, with a spurt of weary anger. ‘Because you think I’m takouma. But whatever it is you think I am, I’m not, sir. I’m not from here, okay. Now, could you please set me down. I’ll walk to the precinct.’

         ‘Then where are you from, Detective?’ asked the Man, ignoring the last part of this entirely.29

         ‘Nebraska,’ said Barrow.

         ‘And where in Nebraska?’

         Barrow muttered something.

         ‘I beg your pardon?’

         ‘Barrow, Nebraska!’

         ‘Named after the town – ah, an orphanage child. That makes sense. So you are Thrown-Away Boy then, Detective. No wonder you don’t speak Anopa.’

         The chauffeur made a bass sound that could have been a chuckle.

         ‘What?’ said Barrow. ‘I’m sorry, what?’

         They were approaching a red light, and he meant to get out when they drew up at it, but the light changed, they swept by, and then they were out in the traffic circle of Grant Square, where the car tracks tangled like steel knitting. Double thump, double thump over the rails, under the mighty spire of the Panton Leslie building, past the block-long frontage of Blumfeld’s, with the spring fashion in its windows.

         ‘A legend,’ said the Man. ‘One which, of course, your mother couldn’t teach you, if you had no mother. – I’m sorry, Detective; I have no wish to mock. I would tell it to you now, but we are a little pressed for time.’

         Grant was half a square, really, for the Union Station lay slant across the middle, with all its tracks and trains upstairs. The roadway ran in a tunnel beneath, cloudy with fumes; then emerged into the square’s mirror-image other half as if surfacing in another world. The buildings that hemmed this other triangle of ground were all the brick and stucco of the Quarters again, except in the eastern corner, where the grand stone arch stood that had once been the city’s triumphal doorway. There were angels all over it, crowded as thick as pigeons in a dovecote but eroding in the polluted air. The clouds from which the sleet had blown before dawn were pushing away on a morning breeze, and here and there a fitful 30gleam of sunlight penetrated. At the other end of the day the sun might have picked out the details of the Arch in yellow relief, but now the light was behind it, and it was left as a dark mass, spiky and uneven. The chauffeur stopped to allow some more factory-bound takouma to cross, and they recognised the limousine, bobbing their heads gravely to the Man as they passed. He raised a hand and nodded in return; Barrow drew back in the seat as far as he could.

         ‘Urbs antiqua fuit,’ said the Man. ‘“There was a very ancient city”, Detective. And yet in this case, urbs antiqua est.’

         ‘I don’t think he knows Latin either, boss,’ said the chauffeur.

         ‘Surely everyone picks up a little at Mass? No?’

         ‘I’m not religious,’ said Barrow.

         ‘Ah. Blame my Jesuit schooling, then. – My point, Detective, is that this very ancient city is not over. It is not in the past. It persists, it endures, it survives. Look at it: another day begins, and the city begins again with it. And as you see there are many who do still believe that it is in my charge that it persists. That it is up to me to bring it safely through each day to nightfall.’

         The crowd passed, and the chauffeur drove on. It seemed that the plan was to skirt the old town, not to go in through the Arch. The chauffeur took the south-eastern exit onto the long straight of Moctezuma Boulevard. First there was the dense brick body of the Quarters on both sides, threaded with the unmappable capillaries of a thousand alleyways. Then the misty green of the park began.

         The Man leaned forward and fixed Barrow with his gaze. This meant there were now three faces looking at him: the Man’s own, intent and measuring, and on each side the little red faces in his ears, one sneering, the other with its mouth in a wide-open O of shock. Barrow saw nothing there he knew or recognised, but it was hard to evade the eyes that were on him.

         ‘I am asking for your help in this endeavour, Detective,’ said the Man. ‘Won’t you help me?’31

         ‘I don’t get what you mean,’ said Barrow, clearing his throat. ‘I mean, I get that you’re like the lord high … wizard to the takouma, and I’m supposed to do what you say because you say it. But what do you want?’

         The chauffeur had made a kind of growling noise in the middle of this, but the Man put out a suppressing hand toward the front seat, without breaking eye contact.

         ‘I want you to tell me about the body on the roof, Detective.’

         ‘Didn’t Mickey Casqui give you all the dope about that already?’

         ‘He didn’t actually see it; and besides, he’s a newspaperman not a policeman, so you’ll have noticed different things.’

         ‘I really think you ought to get all that from the precinct?’

         The Man sighed, and looked away, as if for counsel. They had passed the lake at the end of the park, and the peculiar pink wedding-cake of the Mormons’ temple was coming up ahead at the junction. They turned left again – yes, the chauffeur was driving a circle round the old city, orbiting with it always on the left – and the long sooty canyon of State Street opened up ahead of them.

         ‘Let’s try this another way,’ said the Man. ‘What do you think I’m saying to you, Detective?’

         ‘Uh, that this is some kind of takouma thing we’ve run across, with the writing and the blood and all – and you want us to butt out; to quiet it down and not ask too many questions, probably. You’re making sure I know how important you are. I’m still waiting for the stick and the carrot. In a minute you’re gonna threaten me. Then you’ll offer me something.’

         ‘I see,’ the Man said. ‘You have a very transactional attitude to life, don’t you? All about what’s in it for who, and who gets what. – By the way, I don’t threaten people; Oscar does that for me.’

         ‘That’s the way I’ve found the world works.’

         Oscar sounded the horn and they accelerated smoothly round a streetcar, tyres hissing. On the right, the dome of the Statehouse 32flashed by, and there was a momentary glimpse on the other side up the tree-lined axis of Christ-the-King to the open space of the Plaza and the three lumps of palace, cathedral and Mound beyond: the exact reverse of the view in snow and darkness from the top of the Land Trust.

         ‘Yes,’ said the Man. ‘But you’re missing a dimension. Symbolism, Detective; what things mean. That very often alters all the practical calculations about who gets what – more often than you’d think. I spend my days on symbolism, Mr Barrow, because of course unlike my ancestors I am a symbolic king, not a real one. And yet that is not nothing, Mr Barrow. Sometimes, symbols move solid objects; sometimes they act on flesh and blood. If you don’t pay attention to what things mean, you miss a piece of the puzzle. Without the meaning of things, without the stories people tell about them – that people believe about them – you can’t understand events, Detective. You can’t understand this city.’

         How the rich do like to talk, Barrow thought. Beyond the Man’s talking profile, slightly rippled by the thick glass, the great gates of the Legion Barracks slid by, bolted now, with the carved slogan on the archways darkened by Cahokia’s smoky air to black on grey. JUS IN BELLO, JUS IN BELLO, JUS IN BELLO, they said.

         ‘And do you know what effect it has on me, dealing with myths and symbols all day long? It makes me sceptical. It makes me distrust a story that is being thrust under my nose, neat and obvious. I don’t know the details – you won’t oblige me by sharing them – but I suspect that the poor soul you found on the Land Trust roof was put there to tell a story like that. So no, Detective, I don’t want you to tidy this case away. I want you to un-tidy it. I want you to resist obvious answers. – A little quicker, please, Oscar.’

         They had been slowing for the lights at the end of the block. Instead the chauffeur unhesitatingly ran the red, and swerved left 33across the intersection straight through the cross-traffic. There was not much of it, yet, but a truck and several automobiles still had to screech to a halt to let them by. The Man sat bolt upright, oblivious to everything except what he was saying. The Duesenberg barrelled on back up north towards the WNCK tower on the bluff in the distance, and the Creek again.

         ‘I want you to ask all the questions you can,’ he went on, ‘for the sake of the city’s peace. Bother people. Knock on any door. Be as rude as you need to be. I suspect that won’t be a problem for you. – And, for what it’s worth, I want you to know that you have my authority to do these things.’

         The Man drew a billfold out of his breast pocket, and picked out of it a business card with nothing on it but his name in fine italics, and a telephone number. He unscrewed the cap of a thick black fountain pen and wrote on the back in cursive capitals SOBAHISHI OHA, with the initials of his last two names smaller underneath: CH. ‘That means “give help in every way”,’ he said. ‘Literally, “to help” and then “all”.’ He waved it in the air to dry the ink and handed it to Barrow, who took it as if it might burst into flame. ‘Show that wherever it would be useful.’

         ‘I’m going to tell my partner about this,’ he said.

         ‘That’s up to you. But the card is for you, and you only; it is you that I am asking to do me this favour. You see? No stick; no carrot. Just a gesture of trust. Now – would you tell me, please, what was written on the body in Anopa?’

         ‘It said, uh, Bashli,’ said Barrow, not quite sure why he was doing so.

         The Man’s poker face was very good but it seemed to Barrow that at this he relaxed slightly. Certainly, he glanced forward to meet the chauffeur’s eyes in the driving mirror.

         ‘Thank you, Detective,’ he said, and patted Barrow’s knee once, feather-light, with his gloved hand. ‘We’ll take you to the precinct now.’34

         Back they turned onto Creekside, and rolled past Power, Land and Water again, where there was now a stir of clerks arriving. The urgency seemed to have gone out of the driving too. The Man sat back and sank into his astrakhan, having seemingly said all he wanted to. But when they crossed Union this time, rather than coal wagons clanging across on the elevated tracks, it was a gliding procession up above, long and low and grey and gold, of the Pullman cars of the Cahokian Pacific’s westbound Trans-Continent Limited, easing into Cahokia from DC in time for breakfast. The Man looked at his wristwatch.

         ‘On time,’ he said. Then he raised a finger, and looked at Barrow again. ‘Case in point, Detective,’ he said. ‘The official name of that train may be the Trans-Continent, but everyone in the city calls it …?’

         ‘The Usunhiyi,’ said Barrow. It was an Anopa name you couldn’t fail to know: the train went by overhead twice a day, westbound and eastbound, as inevitable as the transit of the sun.

         ‘Which, as you probably don’t know, means “The Evening Land”. An ill-starred name. It goes west, you see, and west is the direction of sunset and endings. West is where the dead go. Now of course all the takouma members of the Brotherhood of Sleeping Car Porters know perfectly well with the practical part of their minds that they’re not going to the land of the dead every time they work the westbound service. They’re going to California, and will come back safe and sound. But all the same, we have to pay them slightly more for the western route, to compensate for the omen. Symbolism, you see, Detective. It has consequences. It gives a nudge to the world. It makes things happen. And … here we are. Goodbye, Detective. Good luck.’

         They were parked at the curb on 5th Street in front of the Police Department. Without moving, the Man somehow withdrew, receded, sank away into the far distance in his black coat on the far side 35of the limousine, as if he were now too far off for ordinary mortals to speak to. The conversation Barrow had been having with him became, retrospectively, impossible: something it was not at all likely could have happened.

         Oscar the chauffeur opened the back door and Barrow got out, suddenly surrounded by the racket of a city morning getting busier. Engines, footsteps, bells, voices in two languages. A news vendor by the department’s steps was cutting the string on new bundles of papers. DESERET TALKS STALL ON TARIFFS, POLYGAMY said the sober Chronicle. PRES TO PROPHET: ONE WIFE, BUD! bawled the Post in return. President Harding’s negotiations with the Mormon republic had held the headlines on and off all month.

         ‘Little brother?’ said the chauffeur. ‘Tread carefully.’

         ‘Yeah,’ said Barrow, tired of mysteries. ‘Yeah. – Why does he have those weird earrings with the faces?’

         ‘To frighten the giants,’ said the chauffeur, and laughed at Barrow’s expression.

         3

         The first floor of the precinct house was the usual orderly hive, with the blue bees of the night shift coming in and the blue bees of the day shift heading out, doing the slow cop walk that could be kept up for hours without stopping or hurrying. But as Barrow scooted up the scuffed and echoing stairs to the detectives’ pen, he found a strange silence ahead of him. No typewriter chatter or typewriter bells, no bass mutter of men together, no creak of overstrained chair legs, no laughter or swearing or cries.

         ‘They’re all in with the miko,’ said Miss Chokfi, the departmental telephonist, leaning her bobbed head out of her little wooden 36alcove and covering the mouthpiece of her headset with her hand. ‘Hold, please. – You’re to go right in.’

         ‘Thanks, Little Rabbit,’ said Barrow, which was Drummond’s name for her, based apparently on the meaning of her surname in Anopa. She was a small, round takouma, very young, who blushed easily. She blushed now, and ducked her head.

         The pen was like a ship abandoned in the middle of a battle. Mugs still steaming on desks, a cigarette still burning in an ashtray, but no people, except one drunk suspect slumped in the chair he was handcuffed to, and, sitting in silence over against the wall, Mickey Casqui along with a woman Barrow hadn’t seen before, a redhead in a mannish rust-coloured suit. Casqui had one black-and-white spat up on his other knee and was scraping the tip of his tongue with a fingernail. When he saw Barrow, he extended the scraping finger and pointed it onwards.

         The captain’s office was crowded with more people than there were chairs. Fussner the medical examiner had been given one, and so had the miko’s deputy, Lieutenant Doyle, and behind his desk sat Captain Nakbateroli himself, his hands spread on the desk as if without the pressure it might get up and gallop off; but against the glass walls leaned all the other detectives of the day shift, Everard and Bunce, Yanasa and Tali, and of course Drummond. Everyone but Dr Fussner had a cigarette lit, and the air was the colour of a pencil-lead already. Fussner waved his hand irritably in front of his face but it only stirred the cloud.

         ‘—keep a lid on this thing?’ the captain was saying. ‘I don’t see why this can’t be handled on the quiet. That’s what we do when you boys are picking up after the bootleggers, or when things turn rough in the Seventh Ward.’ A heavily handsome takouma with gleaming hair, he enjoyed the status and the persona of authority, but not the uncertainties. Also, he came from Quizquiz, not from here, and working out which of the city’s different powers he was 37supposed to be propitiating made him anxious at the best of times. No-one knew what he had been like as a street cop. That had been in Quizquiz too, and a long time ago. ‘Nobody wants to hear about red killing white,’ he went on, ‘or white killing red.’

         ‘You sure about that, miko?’ said Yanasa, whose voice had been left hoarse and squeaky from childhood mumps. ‘Seems like a lot of people are going to be real keen to hear. The Klan are going to be all over this.’

         ‘That’s what I mean,’ said the captain impatiently. ‘If we let ’em. So, we don’t let ’em.’

         ‘Yeah, but this isn’t a stiff in a vacant lot, or inna alley; this ain’t business as usual, Cap.’ Drummond speaking. ‘This one was put out to be found – to be real obvious, real hard to ignore.’

         ‘Yeah,’ said Yanasa. ‘Like, right next to the Mound. Sotolaykate chokma, at least we’re spared that.’

         ‘And it’s out, is the thing,’ said Drummond. ‘Already. It’s too late to sit on it, miko. I don’t know who tipped off Mickey Casqui’ – a sly grin, here, since it was known that Nakbateroli himself was generally the department’s leaker, in the name of securing the good opinion of the press, and there was something sourly pleasing to them all in seeing the arrangement blow up a little in his face – ‘but he’s on it now. He’s got his teeth in.’

         Because you made sure of it, thought Barrow, still puzzled. But Drummond must have come up with some angle that would pay off; it was up to him to back the play.

         ‘He’s pretty excited,’ Barrow confirmed.

         ‘Yeah; and now he’s out there with the dame from the Post, uh, uh—’

         Drummond snapped his fingers in frustration.

         ‘Anderson,’ supplied Tali.

         ‘Titian-haired Anderson,’ said Everard unexpectedly.

         ‘What the fuck?’ said Bunce.38

         ‘Hey, some of us appreciate the finer things, know what I mean? She did the story onna—’

         ‘Maybe get back to the matter at hand, gentlemen?’ said Doyle.

         ‘Yeah, shut up,’ said Nakbateroli. ‘Drummond?’

         ‘I’m saying, miko, those two are just the beginning. We’re gonna have press coming down on us from all over. Sky’s gonna be full of vultures.’

         ‘So what you’re saying, we got to handle this thing quickly; and we got to be seen to be handling it,’ said Nakbateroli, giving a slight smile and looking resolute.

         ‘Yessir; and that’s why I’m sayin’, you need to put me and the big guy on it full time, till it’s done.’

         ‘Hold on now,’ said Doyle. ‘Before we get into the practicalities – are you all in on this Warriors angle? Are you sure about that?’ He was looking at Drummond over the top of his half-moon spectacles, calm and amiable and silver-haired Irish: but old Cahokia Irish, not part of the newer influx from Chicago. His grandfather had been one of the original patrikiotaks, recruited straight off the coffin ships to fight the city’s wars against Protestant America. He worshipped at the old Brigade church of St Patrick’s, where the battle flags of the heroic past, worn thin now, were draped in honour along the nave.

         ‘Isn’t it the obvious lead?’ said Drummond. ‘Starin’ us right in the face. Right there on the stiff’s face, for that matter?’

         ‘Doesn’t make sense to me, miko,’ Yanasa put in. ‘We know the Warriors, me and Tali, a little bit; they’re on our patch, down in the docks, if they’re anywhere. (And if that’s the way we’re going, it should be us taking the lead.) But they’re small-time; they ain’t killers, that I’ve ever heard. Write on a wall and run away, that’s the style. Throw some red paint—’

         ‘—blood—’ said Drummond.

         ‘—whatever. Biggest thing they ever did was make a mess of the Victories, onna Plaza.’39

         ‘That was them?’ said Nakbateroli.

         ‘Couldn’t prove it, but – yeah. Nuisance, not felony, see. Coupla hours scrubbing for the sanitation boys. Nothing like this. And the rest of the time, what, they’re drumming in the park. Runnin’ a soup kitchen. Buncha old men and dreamers, basically.’

         ‘Then we shake ’em up a bit and see what falls out,’ said Drummond. ‘But it’s got to be done, miko, ’cause it’s gonna be the first thing the press grabs at.’

         Fussner coughed. ‘Do you actually need me here for this? You pulled me out when I’d only had time to take a first glance at the body, so I assumed it was urgent. But if you’re busy, I’ll get back to it.’

         ‘No, no, Doctor,’ said Nakbateroli. ‘Tell us what you’ve got so far.’

         ‘Well, not much but the obvious first impressions. Victim was killed by the throat-cutting; opening his chest happened post-mortem. Don’t know what that was for but it wasn’t part of the murder, just someone being … spectacular, I guess. Oh, one funny thing: there’s small crumbs of something black in the chest cavity. A foreign body.’

         ‘Like what?’ said Nakbateroli.

         ‘Don’t know, till I get it under the microscope. Something hard. Grit? Glass, even.’

         ‘Prob’ly roofing tar,’ said Drummond, rolling his eyes.

         But the miko had brightened at the thought of a clue, a properly mysterious clue, to serve to the press. ‘Thanks, Doctor. No need to, ah, detain you further.’

         Fussner gratefully exited.

         ‘It’s the shaking up I’m not sure about,’ said Doyle, once the door was shut. ‘We don’t know where this is going to go.’

         ‘No, no, Drummond is right,’ said Nakbateroli. ‘We need quick results, here, most of all. We need a perpetrator, we need answered questions, so it can all be rolled up. Right, so: let’s get these boys’ hands free so they can work fast.’40

         ‘Well,’ said Drummond, ‘Ev and Buncie can take the cement works thing, and the two hobos by the Bridge—’

         ‘Gee, thanks,’ said Everard.

         ‘—and Y an’ T can have the stiff in the drugstore basement, where all the cartons say “Pepto-Bismol” and all the bottles in ’em turn out to be mysteriously full of gin. – C’mon, guys, that’s a nice little number and you know it; I’d be doing you a favour handing off that one, and you know it.’

         ‘But still, we’re the ones with the know-how, where the Warriors’re concerned,’ said Yanasa.

         ‘And I will respect your expertise,’ said Drummond. ‘I will li-aise with you like crazy. There will be more li-aising than you can shake a stick at. But: our body, boys. Sorry.’

         ‘You better firm up the ID on the corpse, first,’ said Doyle. ‘Get something better’n, what was it, a library card?—’

         ‘—prescription—’ Barrow said.

         ‘—proves that he’s this Fred Hopper. Find an address; see if there’s a grievin’ family.’

         ‘Captain?’ said Miss Chokfi, putting her head round the door, having caught the very end of this. Sixteen male eyes turned towards her, in stares ranging from paternal to lubricious.

         ‘Hi, honey,’ said Everard.

         ‘Hi, bunny,’ said Drummond.

         ‘What is it?’ asked Nakbateroli.

         ‘I think maybe you don’t need to go looking for an address? The Land Trust was just on the phone? They’re saying they’ve got a clerk named Frederick Hopper, didn’t turn up to work today? Apartment 16, Schmitz Building, 2210 2nd Street.’ She handed in a slip of paper and fled.

         ‘Well, that explains the elevator, if he actually worked there,’ said Barrow.

         ‘Yeah, yeah,’ said Drummond with the frown.41

         But the miko slapped the table in good humour. ‘You see?’ he said. ‘We’re on the move already! Okay, let’s meet the press.’

         He heaved himself up, belly in his uniform shirt squeaking against the desk edge like a rubbed balloon, and led the way out. As they all followed, Barrow drew Drummond aside.

         ‘Phin, something funny: I just got taken for a car ride by, get this, the Man himself.’

         ‘The—?’

         ‘The Moon’s uncle. The top takouma. Him. Mickey Casqui set it up. I came down from the roof and there was his limo, waiting. Bodyguard said, “Get in, tastanagi.” So I got.’

         ‘No shit,’ said Drummond, and gave a silent whistle. ‘Right to the top, huh. I didn’t expect this to escalate that fast. So, what did he want?’

         ‘I don’t exactly know. I thought it was going to be, you know, the squeeze. Or the same old line about me being takouma, and why I should do what I was told, and there was some of that. But he talked Latin; gave me this speech about the city. Said he wanted us to ask questions and kick down doors.’

         ‘A-huh,’ said Drummond, and he nodded to himself like he was taking the information in, and maybe putting together the jigsaw inside his head in a new way, as a result. ‘A-huh.’

         ‘And he gave me his card—’

         ‘Tell me the rest later, okay? We need to hear this.’

         Nakbateroli had planted himself in front of the two reporters with his arms crossed and his detective squad flanking him. Casqui and Anderson had their notebooks out.

         ‘As you’ll have heard, a body was found this morning on the roof of the Land Trust building. The poor soul in question had been grievously mishandled, and we are, of course, treating the death as murder.’

         ‘Good to know you’re not treating it as shoplifting,’ murmured 42Anderson. Her voice startled Barrow by reminding him slightly of the Man’s. Not quite as strangulatedly Bostonian, but still an East Coast voice: a voice with friends called Kip and Muffy. It came from lips outlined in fire-engine scarlet, adding along with the clothes and the hair to a general foxiness.

         ‘Maybe littering,’ said Casqui.

         ‘But though this is a puzzling and terrible case, showing signs of a violence amounting to frenzy’ – the captain paused, to allow them to get down frenzy, smiling slightly at his ability to speak Newspaper – ‘I am confident that the perpetrator of this, uh, cruel outrage, will very shortly be apprehended. My message to the people of the city this morning is that there is no cause for concern. We are on the trail, and y’all are in safe hands.’

         ‘In – safe – hands,’ repeated Anderson, scribbling away, with eyebrows raised high on her milky face like lines of rust. ‘No – cause – for – concern. Tell me, Captain, don’t you think it will be slightly concerning to the citizens that this act of frenzy took place in the very heart of the city? Very nearly on what you takouma citizens call hallowed ground?’

         ‘Well, yes – no – I don’t mean we aren’t concerned. Not at all. We are taking this very seriously indeed, young lady. As a takouma myself, I’m shocked.’

         ‘Are you? You can’t be completely surprised, though, Captain, can you?’

         ‘What do you mean?’ said Nakbateroli, frowning.

         ‘I mean,’ said Anderson, enunciating with relish, ‘that we have here, let me see: the top of a pyramid – or as near as dammit; as near as anyone could get to one – and a body torn open there, in the style of a human sacrifice – in a city founded by Aztec royalty – and still ruled by Aztec royalty.’

         ‘Mr Hashi does not rule Cahokia,’ said Doyle.

         ‘If you say so,’ said Anderson with a wink.43

         ‘I didn’t think we’d released anything about the injuries?’ said the miko, confused.

         ‘Sorry,’ said Mickey Casqui, carefully not looking at Drummond. ‘I worked it out from the mess on the roof. And we in the press do talk to each other, you know. While we’re on the subject of royalty, though – have you been contacted about this case by the palace? Or for that matter by the Statehouse?’

         ‘No?’ said Nakbateroli, clearly wondering what he had missed.

         ‘No political interference at all, Captain?’

         ‘No.’

         ‘Thank you,’ said Casqui, making neat little notes with a gold pencil.

         ‘So,’ said Anderson, ‘if someone has revived the ancient tradition of blood sacrifice—’

         ‘There is no evidence of that at all,’ said Doyle, more sharply. ‘This is a pious city, a blessed city, under the wings of the holy angels.’

         ‘If you say so,’ said Anderson again. ‘I can’t say I’ve noticed many halos in the street. But perhaps I’ve been in the wrong company.’

         ‘Perhaps you have,’ said Doyle, with real dislike. Anderson blinked.

         ‘What can you tell us about the victim?’ said Mickey Casqui.

         ‘We’ve yet to perform the sad duty of informing the poor man’s widow,’ the captain said, ‘so I can’t give you his name yet. But, a clerk employed at the Land Trust itself. – A takata, yes.’

         ‘And what was he doing up there, in the middle of the night?’

         ‘We … don’t yet know. There were no signs of forced entry.’

         ‘So, what, he met his killer there voluntarily?’

         ‘We don’t know that either.’

         ‘Would it be fair to say,’ asked Casqui, holding one hand in the air and drawing two fingers on the other hand away from it, as if unrolling a banner headline, ‘PD FLUMMOXED?’44

         ‘It would not,’ said Doyle.

         ‘No, no,’ Nakbateroli said. ‘We have a solid lead, and with, uh, two of my best detectives dedicated to the case full time until it is solved, we are confident of a quick resolution.’

         ‘Really? Which ones?’ said Anderson, looking around the room with a twist of her scarlet lips.

         ‘Detectives Drummond and Barrow,’ said Nakbateroli. Barrow nodded to her from his height. Drummond grinned.

         ‘Hey, Miss Anderson,’ he said. ‘Everard here really admires your Titians.’

         Everard groaned. ‘You’ll have to excuse my colleague here. He is a lout. He has no finesse.’

         ‘Don’t worry about it,’ said Anderson. ‘I think it’s sweet, to see someone trying so hard to master innuendo. Keep at it, Mac. Them words are troublesome, ain’t they?’ – said in a creditable imitation of Drummond’s hillbilly twang. ‘But you keep at it, and I’m sure you’ll get there in the end.’

         ‘A solid lead?’ said Casqui.

         ‘We’re exploring a definite angle on the killing, but I am not at liberty to discuss it at this point. Once we got our suspects in custody, I can say more,’ said the captain.

         ‘Suspects plural? You’re not looking for an individual lunatic, then?’ asked Anderson.

         ‘No. A group. On the basis of certain markings found on the corpse, we are investigating a group of, let’s say, takouma extremists?’

         ‘Extremists with a taste for ancient history,’ murmured Anderson. ‘What “markings”, please?’

         ‘We are not disclosing that at this time,’ said Doyle hastily, before Nakbateroli’s desire to please could get the better of him.

         ‘Okay; okay,’ said Anderson, writing busily.

         ‘Do you have anything, from the medical examination, say, which would contradict this theory of “Aztec sacrifice”?’ put in Casqui.45

         ‘The full medical examination is still under way,’ said Nakbateroli.

         ‘All right,’ said Casqui.

         ‘So I think that’s all for now,’ said Doyle.

         ‘But,’ added the captain, eager to be able to offer an intriguing detail, ‘we do already know that there appear to be fragments of an unidentified, hard, black substance found in the victim’s wounds?’

         ‘Flakes – from – an – obsidian – knife,’ said Anderson happily, and went on writing.
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         Driving westward up the endless line of 2nd Street in one of the department’s open-topped Fords, Drummond in the passenger seat kept twisting round to check the view out the back of the flivver. Whatever it was he was looking for in the workday hum of streetcars, delivery trucks, autos and pedestrians, he kept not finding it.

         ‘What’s up?’ said Barrow.

         ‘Just makin’ sure that dame ain’t following us, so’s she can get at the widow.’

         ‘I thought you wanted the story out?’

         ‘Yeah, but why should she get it? Bitch.’

         Barrow, diagnosing hurt feelings, kept his mouth shut. In particular he didn’t report that when Drummond had been on the other side of the pen getting an address from Yanasa to give them a starting-point for the Warriors, Anderson on her way out of the building had leaned over his own desk in a cloud of eyelashes and perfume and russet tweed, and said ‘Friend of yours?’, nodding at Drummond’s back. ‘I guess.’ ‘Me, I prefer friends who aren’t assholes,’ she’d said.

         ‘Widow, then Warriors, right?’

         Drummond grunted, and yawned.46

         They were entering a section of the city which for block after block was essentially all takata, and might have been located anywhere from Chicago to Columbus. It was an illusion that broke down, Barrow knew, as soon as you got out beyond the city limits, and found that what surrounded you was the tight, ancient net of embankments and maize fields and canals and steeples. But here, headed west toward the end of 2nd, with the faraway levee only a distant notch and the tenements going by with peeling oxblood paint and fire escapes, and railroad crossings feeding the freight yards of the Union Cartridge and Al-Az and Monsanto plants looming on the left – here, what mattered was that this block was Polish and the next was Slovak, this block was Italian with corner groceries selling olive oil, and the one afterwards and then five, ten, fifteen more after that were German, with at least as many varieties of wurst for sale and neat little Lutheran churches streaked black by factory smoke. Here, you might be able to persuade yourself that it was the four Quarters behind you, and the palace, and the Mound, and the Saturday roar of the Ballcourt, which represented the interruption to normality.

         The Schmitz Building, even less grand than its name, was an L-shaped walkup in brick on the south side of the street. It wasn’t a flop, but everything about it said cheap. The dingy upstairs corridor had the distinctive smell that declared that these were the doors to cold-water apartments, where human washing could only be accomplished by the painstaking boiling of kettles, and therefore was often left unfinished.

         Apartment 16 was at the end, and Barrow was resignedly preparing the knock, the formula of sympathy, the questions required to get them the hell out of the misery they were about to inflict. But the door flew open before he raised his hand, and there stood the woman with marcelled hair from Hopper’s photograph, only still more beaten-down and desperate looking, and clutched against 47her the boy from the picture too, colourlessly pale, with protruding eyes. She had a very old pistol in her hand, and was pointing it at them. Mostly at Barrow, as the bigger target. The barrel was shaking.

         ‘Get away, you devils!’ she said. ‘I’ve got nothing for you!’

         ‘Ma’am,’ said Drummond carefully, ‘we’re the po-lice. I don’t know who you was expectin’, but we are the po-lice. Cahokia PD. I’m going to get out my badge to show you – just my badge. There now, you see? That’s my name, there. Detective Drummond. And this here is Detective Barrow. He’s a big fellow, but he don’t mean no harm.’

         ‘I’m afraid we’ve got some bad news for you,’ said Barrow, and the gun barrel, which had been drooping, jerked back up towards him, apparently at the mere sound of his voice.

         ‘Now then, ma’am, it’s time to put down your shooting-iron, hey? You don’t want to shoot two po-lice, do you, ma’am; that would just be a world of trouble for you.’

         He was using what he’d once described to Barrow as his chicken-killing voice. ‘You got to speak them soft, or they don’t let you git close enough to put your hands round their necks,’ he’d said.

         She lowered the weapon. Barrow wondered if Drummond would back-hand her: but he only snatched the piece with a snake-quick hand.

         ‘That was a fool thing to do, woman,’ he said. ‘What were you thinking of?’

         ‘I thought you had Frederick,’ she said, looking as limp as people generally did after, rather than before, news was broken to them. ‘He owes money, you see, and he didn’t come home last night.’

         ‘Yeah? Who’d he borrow from?’

         ‘A thug called Weiss,’ she said, naming a local lieutenant in one of the takata booze syndicates.

         Drummond sucked his teeth and shook his head. ‘That’d do it,’ he said. ‘But that’s not why we’re here. I’m sorry to have to tell you 48that your Frederick has met with a misadventure of an entirely different kind.’

         ‘He’s been in an accident? O Lord, we can’t afford medical bills as well as everything else—’

         ‘No,’ said Barrow. ‘Mrs Hopper, he’s dead.’

         ‘Oh, what?’ she said, and her hand wavered up to cover her mouth.

         ‘Mama?’ said the boy.

         ‘Would you let us in, please,’ said Barrow, ‘and we’ll explain.’

         She stepped aside, and they filed into a room of extraordinary bareness, with a fold-up bed and a scratched table and a woodwormed closet and three mismatched chairs, all of which looked to have come from the poorest kind of second-hand store. There was a small blue jug on the table, with daisies in it.

         ‘Are you an Injun?’ the boy asked Barrow.

         ‘Yes,’ he said. It seemed simpler. ‘Mrs Hopper, is there a neighbour who could mind your boy for a few minutes?’

         ‘I suppose Irene next door …’

         ‘That would be a good idea.’

         She took the child out, and could be heard negotiating with an elderly voice up the hall. Then she came back and sat down at the table and looked up at them. Well; at Drummond, though he was flittering round the empty room and tapping the closet door and looking out of the dusty window into the lot behind. It was Barrow who was standing still, gazing down at her. Her face was drained, not so much as if the news had affected her, as that by being one more blow when she was already staggering under many, it had pushed her into a place of blankness, sheer stunned astonishment.

         ‘I’m afraid your husband has been murdered at his place of work,’ said Barrow. ‘His body was found there this morning, up on the roof.’

         ‘What?’ she said again faintly. ‘What was he doing there?’

         ‘We don’t know,’ said Drummond over by the window, taking 49out a cigarette and then thinking better of it. ‘That’s the puzzle, ma’am. What was he doing there? Any light you can shed?’

         ‘I don’t see why they’d have taken him there,’ she said. ‘They meet at Hamelin’s. The drugstore.’

         ‘Weiss’s boys, you mean?’ said Drummond, after a hesitation. ‘Sorry; took me a moment to catch your meaning. No ma’am, not them. This ain’t them, we don’t think.’

         ‘Then I don’t understand,’ she said. ‘Murdered. Murdered. Who else’d wish him harm but them? We don’t know anyone here. We haven’t been here but a month or two. ’Cept—’ She stopped herself, and shot the briefest of glances at Barrow, full of suspicion.

         ‘Except who?’ said Drummond.

         ‘No-one,’ she said. ‘Just his, you know, his, ah, lodge brothers, who looked out for him.’

         ‘Oh, he was a mason?’

         ‘Like that,’ she said.

         ‘How did he spend the day yesterday?’ said Barrow. ‘When did you see him last?’

         ‘It was an ordinary Sunday,’ she said. ‘He went to church with us, he came for a walk in the afternoon with us. He ate his supper with us,’ she said. ‘Right there.’

         ‘And what did he do, after?’ asked Drummond.

         ‘He said, “Marlene, now I’m going to settle accounts.” That’s what he said, “settle accounts”. And he smiled at me. And he put on his hat and off he went. I thought he’d gone to Hamelin’s, like I said.’

         ‘Did he have the money to pay them back?’ asked Barrow.

         ‘I don’t know,’ she said, eyes on the table top.

         ‘Sure you do,’ Barrow said. ‘You two were counting every cent, weren’t you? You’d’ve known if he’d come into enough to get clear with Weiss. And he hadn’t, had he? So what was—’

         ‘Now you don’t get to speak to me like that!’ she cried suddenly, 50pointing a trembling finger at Barrow but not turning her eyes the way the finger pointed. ‘Looking down your redskin nose at me, like I was dirt. I may not be much, but I’m a white woman. You show me some respect. Make him show me some respect!’ she said shrilly to Drummond.

         ‘Now, Joe,’ said Drummond solemnly, ‘you behave yourself, y’hear? What am I always tellin’ you about the importance of manners?’

         ‘Ma’am,’ said Barrow, ‘I’m sorry if I offended. We’re just trying to catch whoever it was that hurt Mr Hopper.’

         ‘Oh, that’s much better,’ said Drummond. ‘Well done, Joe.’

         ‘Shut up, Phin,’ said Barrow.

         Drummond grinned, and to hide it, as much as anything else, opened the door of the closet. Then he put his head on one side. ‘Hmm,’ he said, and beckoned Barrow with a finger. Barrow leaned across and looked in. Among the faded and darned garments a white cotton robe was hanging, with a tilted cross in red and white on the breast, and a pointed hood with round eye holes.

         ‘Your Frederick was in the Klan,’ observed Drummond. ‘So that’s who else he knew in the city. What Klavern?’

         ‘Are you …?’ said the widow.

         ‘Naw,’ said Drummond, ‘I ain’t much of a joiner.’

         ‘Then I can’t say a word,’ she said. ‘Not that it’s anything to be ashamed of.’

         ‘Of course not,’ said Drummond. ‘Why, it’s a fine ol’ American organisation, dedicated to fine ol’ American values.’

         ‘You’re mocking me,’ she said, puzzled. ‘What’s wrong with the Klan? Why, back in Ohio, all of Freddie’s friends were in; everyone in First Methodist, and most of the Presbyterians too.’

         ‘It’s just his way,’ said Barrow. ‘Ma’am. Don’t you mind him. Now can I just ask—’

         ‘I’m not talking to you,’ she said. ‘What kind of a place is this, 51where they send a savage to tell a decent woman that she – that she—’

         Her face quaked, then emptied again.

         ‘We shouldn’t have come here,’ she said. ‘Savages and papists and foreigners and drinkers, and people so mixed up you can’t even tell what they are.’

         ‘Why didja come?’ said Drummond. ‘If you don’t mind my asking.’

         ‘Frederick was a salesman. He travelled in ether for dentists. But he couldn’t make it work somehow, no matter how he tried.’

         Barrow thought of the state of Hopper’s teeth, and could see how it would be easy to resist buying dental supplies from the man.

         ‘So … someone said, there were these openings here in government work a white man could get, even with all the pope-ism and the corruption. Safe, steady work, with a pay check to count on. So we came. But we were down so far by then we couldn’t get back up; and Frederick said at the office it was real strange. They had this, I guess, like a ceremony? He said one day they came at him in masks, and danced around him without saying a single solitary word. Like they weren’t even really Romans. Just pagans underneath.’

         Barrow thought of the photographs he had seen of Klan picnics where everyone on a Ferris wheel was hooded, and of Klan displays at county fairs where the white-robed crowds arranged themselves in faceless crosses, circles, processions. He wondered why none of that had struck Fred as strange.

         ‘And then he borrowed the money,’ she concluded. As if the mention of the debt was something familiar to be held on to, if not exactly a reassurance, she made a visible effort to pull herself together.

         ‘I’ll get my coat,’ she said. ‘We’ll pay our respects.’

         ‘No,’ said Barrow, ‘that’s … not a good idea.’

         Again she looked at Drummond, not at him.52

         ‘Why not?’

         ‘He’s kind of messed up,’ said Drummond.

         ‘“Messed up”?’ she said. ‘Messed up how? What happened to him?’ The pitch of her voice was rising. Soon, Barrow could tell, the blankness would crack, and let out the howl behind.

         ‘Something ugly,’ he said carefully. ‘But it will’ve been over real fast for him, and he won’t have known anything about the rest. So you should try not to worry your mind. Don’t read the papers. Don’t let the boy see the papers either.’

         ‘What?’ she said, higher still. ‘Why? What are they going to say about Frederick? What did they do to him?’

         ‘Well,’ began Drummond.

         ‘Just don’t read them, ma’am,’ said Barrow. ‘Now, listen. Weiss will be after you for the money next. Have you got relatives – anyplace you can go to?’

         ‘A sister in Syracuse? But—’

         ‘My advice, don’t stay for the funeral. We’ll see it’s done decent and let you know where they put him. You need to leave town. Pack up now, and get on a train today. Here, I’ve got the money for you that Mr Hopper had in his wallet.’

         He counted out Hopper’s four dollars, and on an impulse added the ten from Mickey Casqui and a couple of bucks of his own. The widow looked at the bills on the table.

         ‘How do I know this is all of it?’ she said.

         
            *

         

         Drummond was laughing as they walked out to the car. The sky had closed over again into a ruffled grey.

         ‘Ain’t that a perfect exhibition of the human animal,’ he said. ‘Husband not yet buried, and she’s dickering over a few dollars.’

         ‘You really are an asshole,’ said Barrow. The electric starter on the Model T was playing up, and he had to crank the motor. Drummond stretched and yawned in the passenger seat.53

         ‘Honestly, why’d you do that?’ he said, when Barrow climbed in to join him. ‘It’s not goin’ to do her any good, and you don’t owe nothin’ to her. She’s just trash floating on the water, you know; next wave comes, and it’s gone. You should think of yourself. Free your mind.’

         ‘Is that right,’ said Barrow, and pulled across the street to join the flow of traffic heading back east. The moving air on their faces was cold and damp; it felt as if it might rain soon. After a couple of blocks they went past a glass-and-chrome frontage signed HAMELIN’S, looking very innocent and everyday.

         ‘Know what I noticed in there?’ Drummond said.

         ‘What?’

         ‘They’re stony-broke, right? Down to livin’ on beans and borrowing from a loanshark to make the rent. Looks like they ain’t had new clothes in years. But they still managed to pay for ol’ Fred to get the whole outfit for the KKK, robes and sash and all, and that stuff you cain’t get second-hand, and it ain’t cheap either, I happen to know. A few dollars for this part, a few dollars for that: it mounts up.’ He whistled. ‘You’ve got to admire that, in a way.’

         Barrow knew Drummond well enough to be sure he didn’t mean that he admired the Hoppers’ costly devotion.

         ‘I mean, think about that. Poor people; white trash, really, though I know they don’t call ’em that back in Oh-Hi-Oh. Take ’em right, and you can just pump the cash out of them. Now, the Klan’s big in the city right now; it’s grown and it’s grown. Other places, they get choosy about whether your name ends in -oosky or -elli. Here, it’s good enough if you’re takata, any kind. I reckon the ol’ Invisible Empire must have twenty thousand members here now, maybe more. Maybe thirty thousand. Thirty thousand nice white robes hangin’ in closets. Flimsy white cotton at the biggest mark-up the market’ll bear. Not to mention dues, and tributes, and tie-pins, and rule-books, and newspapers, and any other kind of Krap you can 54spell with a “K”. Someone,’ said Drummond, surveying the passing bakeries and warehouses with a sleepy complacency, ‘someone has found out the way to squeeze this place for hundreds of thousands of dollars. Got to admire that. I take off my hat to ’em.’ He did, literally, raising the snapbrim off his yellow flop of hair and pressing it back down again to cover his tired eyes. ‘Show me a believer, in pretty much anything, and I’ll show you somebody someplace else who’s making bank. It’s a law of the universe, is what it is. No different for the takouma, mind, with their holy cardinal to keep ’em in line, who just so happens to be brother to the Man. It’s all a racket, Joe, everywhere you look, and the only way not to be a sucker is, believe none of it. Free your mind. Free – your – mind.’

         ‘Huh,’ said Barrow. He had been more impressed when he heard this philosophy first, from a Drummond with a bandaged head holding a cigarette steady for him to puff on, in the field hospital behind the trench lines at Jouy. It had seemed like wisdom then, and it had seemed like Drummond proved it by his indifference to the colour of Barrow’s face. The 131st was an Illinois regiment, and the social rules it followed were not as harsh as those of the segregated South or the lily-white East, but still a lonely business for someone not-white, caught up at random by the draft in Chicago. The cynic from mixed-up, muddled-up brown Arkansas was the first American he ever ran across in France to meet him and see, principally, a tall guy named Joe. But since then he’d heard the routine over and over – a take on everything that was as predictable as clockwork.

         ‘Phin?’ he said, after a minute. ‘I think you better tell me what’s going on. What is the angle here?’

         There was no reply. He spoke louder, and when there was still no reply, took a hand off the wheel and twitched the hat off Drummond’s head. He was asleep underneath it. Lids down over the funny-pages eyes, like bulging window blinds. Narrow cheeks slack 55and stubbled. Big mouth ajar. No doubt he needed it. Barrow didn’t know where Drummond had been when the dispatcher found him in the small hours to call him to the Land Trust, but he might well not have been to bed at all. There was a night-life there that Barrow knew nothing about, any more than Drummond knew what Barrow did off duty, down in Darktown. Let him snatch some rest.

         They could in theory have reached the south-west of the city, where Yanasa’s lead on the Warriors was located, by continuing to the levee and following the waterfront down. But that way lay an intricacy of docks to thread, and tracks crossing every hundred yards, and therefore endless chances to get locked up behind, or between, the slow-moving freights bringing in cattle to the packers, lime to the cement works, lead and aluminum to the smelters, coal to power it all. Quicker and surer to go east again, then south.

         Barrow sighed and drove on, thinking about Hopper telling his wife yesterday evening that he was going to ‘settle accounts’. Whatever it was he thought he was doing, Hopper was definitely expecting something. That didn’t sound like a man who had run into a party of slaughterous takouma extremists by accident. (And who runs into anybody on a locked rooftop in the middle of the night by accident, anyway?) Barrow supposed he would just have to wait and see what fell out when they shook things up with the Warriors. He had the brass knuckles in his pocket. He hoped they would protect his hands. Muscle work was a stupid thing for a pianist to get involved in. But to stop it, he’d have to decide that he actually was a pianist, not just muscle who played a little sometimes. On the wheel, he tapped out a little of the piano part of ‘Kansas City Stomp’ – or his version of it, anyway; it was years since he heard Morton play it in Chicago, and like all the good tunes it had been tinkered with since by every performer at every performance. The skyscrapers of the business district, with the Panton Leslie tower ruling over them, were still way ahead, 56but the buildings were rising and the traffic was thickening and the streets were getting noisier; and intermittently, for a bar or three, he had that illusion that the city’s movement had gotten into time with the song, wheels and passers-by in derby hats and busy crossings and men astride girders up in the air all momentarily joined in one dance, to the pulsing rhythm of his own left hand. The invisible orchestra of his head provided clarinet, cornet, drums. But the bumps of the roadway fed such a lot of judder back into his hands that he had to keep gripping the wheel tight and interrupting himself, and over streetcar tracks the narrow tyres of the Model T positively jiggered and bounced. Barrow could drive well enough, but he didn’t enjoy it. He switched to humming, and stole a glance at Drummond – only a glance, because he had a truck behind him and a trolley pulling by on his left – expecting that the noise and the rattling would be waking him. No; Drummond was deep down and far off, being shaken slackly in the seat.

         In fact, he seemed so thoroughly gone that, a little time later, amid the general rattle and roar Barrow almost missed the sound Drummond started to make. It was one Barrow had not heard for more than a year: a choked bark deep in his throat, like a cough that couldn’t get free. He glanced across again. This time Drummond’s eyes were twitching under the closed lids, back and forth in jerks. He was dreaming, and Barrow was afraid he knew what he was dreaming of.

         ‘Phin,’ he said. ‘Wake up, now. Wake up, man.’

         Drummond only made the choking sound again. And then again.

         ‘Phin!’

         Nothing; a man locked deep in his dream, his very fearful dream; and now he had begun to jerk his head forward, in short violent nods, as if that way he could shake out the obstruction he was dreaming. It didn’t work; it never had. His windpipe was filled with a phantom of Flanders earth, and it could not be coughed free. 57

         Barrow was still boxed in, baker’s truck behind now and a continuous file of automobiles to his left, but he dared to detach a hand from the wheel and shook Drummond’s shoulder hard for a moment, hoping that touch could recall him. It didn’t. It seemed only to set the demons looser. Drummond bent his whole torso forward from the waist and then slammed it back against the seat, flailing like a gaffed fish. His hands rose and clawed at the air, and his face began to turn purple. All the while the desperate sound of imaginary suffocation came from his throat. Horns sounded from behind Barrow; he was going too slow for the traffic. He was afraid that Drummond would pitch himself off the seat altogether, and fall out into the roadway to his right and be mangled by the rolling wheels behind. He needed to pull over and stop.

         But as if the nightmare had leaked out of Drummond’s mind into the real fabric of 2nd Street, and infected it with malignant impossibility, right now he could see absolutely nowhere to pull over. The sidewalk was blocked completely with parked cars. The next intersection allowed no turn to the right. On the block after, everything seemed to be parked so tight it might all have been wedged in with a lever, and then there was another intersection across which the bread truck behind drove him, roaring and honking. He gripped Drummond by the scruff with his free hand and held him in place as best he could as he thrashed about, while his right fought the jitters of the wheel and his feet moved confusedly on the three pedals on the floor. Finally, a space opened up, perhaps too small a one but he didn’t care, and he flung the Model T into it at a slew while stamping on the brake. They hit the back fender of the car parked in front with a heavy metallic clang, and the kerb with the front wheel.

         The Model T rocked and Barrow seized Drummond with both hands and pulled him into a heavy embrace, pounding on his back like someone trying to burp a baby. Except that Drummond was 58more like an armful of live wires, to hold; he was still thrashing about, to the point that things were shaking out of his pockets and collecting on the floor round his kicking feet, coins and lighter and pack of half-crushed stogies and something small that rolled away under the seat with a glassy clink. ‘Hey!’ Barrow said in his ear. ‘Hey. Hey. Come back, Phin. Come back. Wake up. You can breathe. It’s not happening. That was then. That’s over. You’re okay. You’re okay. Wake up, now. Back you come’ – these words accompanied by a grip on him that Barrow hoped might work as a lifeline, a point of contact that could be followed home into daylight from the collapsed trench at Chateau-Thierry where his mind was telling him he lay suffocating.

         They were parked outside a grocery store just receiving a delivery of ice. The icemen toting the block across the sidewalk had turned to stare, and so had the customers at the doorway, and a very old man in a frayed straw hat sitting on a bench outside, watching the world through faded pale-blue eyes.

         ‘Does he have the flooenza?’ said the old man. ‘I had the flooenza. That’s a nasty one.’

         ‘No!’ said Barrow. ‘Wake up, Phin. There we go. That’s right. Open your eyes. You’re all right. You’re safe and sound. You’re right here. Okay, now.’

         Drummond’s eyes flew open, and darted left-right-left-right before fixing on Barrow’s face. ‘Joe,’ he croaked, and drew a gulp of a breath. Barrow let go of him and he began to cough fully, rackingly.

         ‘Whatsamatter with him?’ said the guy at the rear of the ice, shifting his gloved grip.

         ‘Not a thing,’ said Barrow, but as he spoke Drummond leaned out over the side of the Model T and vomited copiously right in front of the audience.

         ‘Ewww!’ went the customers, and averted their faces, except for a grey-haired woman wearing a Women’s Christian Temperance 59Union pin who said, triumphantly, ‘I believe this man is drunk.’

         Drummond sat back, pale and shaking. The storekeeper came to the door to see what the fuss was about, bare arms seamed with black gorilla hair, and folded them in disgusted sarcasm.

         ‘Won’t that do wonders for my trade,’ he said. ‘Thank you very much. – Ike, get the sawdust!’

         Meanwhile, a beat cop was setting off towards them from the corner, swinging his nightstick. Cop, icemen, storekeep, old man, customers: every single one of them was takata. They drew in, or at least it felt as if they did.

         Barrow stood up behind the wheel, and pulled open his coat to show his gun and his badge. People stepped back as they tended to at the sudden demonstration of his height, even without the extra platform of the Ford lifting his head eight feet from the ground.

         ‘Nothing to see,’ he said. ‘Nothing to see. – Murder Squad, Officer; no problem here.’

         Grumbling, the onlookers departed. In a minute there was no-one left to see but Ike and his bucket, and the old man smiling on the bench, as Barrow squatted to squeeze the crank into the awkward cranny under the tangled fenders and restarted the car, reversed free with a squeal of metal, and pulled away onto 2nd again.

         Drummond was patting the passenger door and seat as if verifying their solidity.

         ‘You okay, there?’ said Barrow.

         ‘Buried,’ said Drummond, in a hoarse whisper.

         ‘I know.’

         ‘Haven’t had that one for a while.’

         ‘Yeah.’

         ‘Thanks, pal,’ he said.

         Barrow shrugged.60

         ‘You’d do the same for me,’ he said. ‘You have done the same for me.’

         Drummond wiped his eyes with his handkerchief, then spat into it to clear his mouth. He lit a cigarette, took one drag, and gazed at the orange glow of the burning end with his shoulders hunched.

         ‘I wish it would go,’ he said. ‘I can still taste … mud.’

         ‘It’ll go,’ said Barrow. ‘Just give it a minute. Pick up your shit off the floor there. You’ll be right as rain. Tell me about something; that’ll help. And when we get there, you’ll be back on the case, you’ll be too busy to remember it.’

         ‘Yeah,’ said Drummond, but he didn’t start talking, just sat there hunched in a silence unlike him. They were coming up on Division, where purely takata Cahokia gave way to the shared ground of the business district, when he spoke again.

         ‘Joe?’ he said. ‘That ol’ sow at the store was wrong, but I’m thinkin’ I’d like to make her right. Right now, drunk sounds good. Very good. Could you let me out, and gimme a rain check? I know a speak’ll serve me, not far from here.’

         ‘You want me to do the Warriors alone?’

         ‘No! I better be there for that. I meant … you just go along and tidy up the rest, best you can, and we’ll pick up the case together tomorrow; go and kick ourselves down some doors then, all right?’

         ‘Are you sure?’ said Barrow. ‘We kinda promised the miko speed, remember?’

         ‘We’ll go first thing tomorrow,’ said Drummond. ‘Early as you like. But now I really need a drink.’

         ‘Well … do you want company?’

         ‘No,’ said Drummond.

         ‘Sure,’ said Barrow. He found a space just before the corner of Division to set down. Drummond turned up his coat collar, pulled down his hat, and sucked in smoke underneath it. Then he walked away, slightly unsteady and meaning to get unsteadier, into the 61midday crowd, and was lost, one brown hat among a thousand. Barrow watched him go. Damn, he thought, I still haven’t shown him the card the Man gave me.

         5

         ‘Tidying up’ turned out to mean going back for a statement at the Land Trust from Hopper’s supervisor. Barrow ate a baloney sandwich and drank a slug of black coffee greatly inferior to the Man’s, at a counter near the precinct on Algonkian and 5th, over the road from the Algonkian Hotel itself but ten times more modest, and ten times better suited to a cop’s income. He watched the limousines come and go under the decorated concrete of the porte-cochère. The limos were inferior to the Man’s too, but this time only slightly. You could see the hotel was a kind of takata fantasy of takouma life, with a Mound-like roof in shallow green tiles, and uprights modelled like abstract totems. But the real takouma of the Algonkian Tribal Endowment who had commissioned it were apparently happy with the effect: and the architect Wright was so pleased with how it had come out, they said, that he was building it again, only bigger, over in Japan. Barrow played himself a little more of ‘Kansas City Stomp’ on the edge of the counter, followed by the tricky piano line for James P. Johnson’s ‘Keep off the Grass’. Then he strolled past the Algonkian to the stub of Biloxi Avenue that led down onto the end of Creekside Drive, and walked himself back to the Three Sisters. It was definitely going to rain. The brackish city air was much warmer than it had been in the sleet at dawn, but the clouds overhead were darkening and ripening. The ruffles had distended into blue-black sacs, just waiting to split and spill. A passenger train went overhead as he crossed Union under the elevated, and he looked up reflexively; but this time, of course, it was 62not the Usunhiyi, either coming or going in sleek luxury from the land of dead. Just the dusty blue cars of the Cahokia Northern service to Chicago. He had ridden them himself.

         
            *

         

         ‘What kind of a worker was Fred Hopper?’ he asked dutifully. He was sitting in the manager’s glass-walled enclosure at the end of a long room full of clerks on the seventh floor of the Land Trust.

         ‘I would say: a nervous one,’ said Mrs Hankeha, a heavy and large-bosomed takouma in her forties, whose movements were nevertheless sudden, almost irritable. She was swiping from time to time with a finger at the back of a new bob, either unsure whether she liked the feeling of her nape being bare, or maybe sure that she didn’t. She had a rosary dangling from the toggle of her desk lamp, and a tinted photograph of the Man in a frame on her wall. His earrings had been coloured as bright as a lipstick.

         ‘In what way?’

         ‘Well, of course I didn’t know him very well,’ she said. ‘As you can see, there are a lot of people in the department. And he hadn’t been here long. But he stood out a little bit, because we don’t have very many takata working here, and he was – well, I would say he was nervous of us, poor little man. I don’t think he’d ever worked with takouma before. – And I don’t think he’d ever had a woman for a boss either. Whenever I asked him to do something, he was surprised all over again. Is that a takata thing, do you think?’

         ‘Probably,’ said Barrow.

         ‘He was certainly very surprised when the Four Winds gave him his welcome. I suppose nobody had told him it was going to happen, and he didn’t know what to expect. He stood there practically trembling, can you imagine?’

         Barrow could imagine. He had known what was coming, more or less, when he started at the department, but it was still quite sufficiently startling when, without warning, the Four Winds Society of 63the detective pen surrounded him. The approach, perfectly silent; and then the circle dance around him, silent too. A step around, and then a step in, four times repeated, until all of the Winds had stepped up to him on every side. Till he had been blessed on every side, he supposed. The masks they wore were two feet, maybe three feet long, and compellingly strange, with the eyes of the human wearing them lost and tiny inside the painted wooden pupils of joyful East, howling West, youthful South and haggard North. It had made less difference than you would think that he could see Miss Chokfi’s short legs under the face of West, Captain Nakbateroli’s straining belt beneath South. They were transformed, detached from their daily selves to do this solemn and unearthly thing, never to be referred to when the masks were hidden away. They stepped in, and Barrow found himself briefly enclosed, in a momentary casket of cedarwood, a chimney of painted strangeness. Yes, he could see how there could be terror in that for Fred Hopper, fresh from Ohio and filled with who-knows-what stories about savages, scalps, war-dances.

         ‘Well, perhaps he was right to be afraid,’ said Barrow. ‘Something very bad did happen to him, right upstairs.’

         Mrs Hankeha winced. ‘I saw the blood,’ she said. ‘They were cleaning the skylight when I arrived. What a horrible thing. I shall light a candle for him on Sunday. But no-one here wished him any harm, you know. We felt sorry for him, with his worn-out clothes. You could tell he’d had a hard life. In the lunchroom he ate as if he was really hungry, if you know what I mean. Like a mouse who’d grabbed a bit of corn, and thought someone might take it away again.’

         ‘Does anyone in your department have any connection to the Warriors, that you know of?’

         ‘No!’ she said, staring. ‘We’re all sensible people here; respectable people.’64

         ‘Can you think of any other reason why someone here would be angry with him, or hold a grudge against him?’

         ‘I cannot,’ she said firmly. It was plain she thought that the honour of the seventh floor was at stake. ‘He may not have had any close friends – although, you know, I would have said he was starting to calm down and even smile a little, poor mouse – but here, we are civil, Detective; professional. There is no place for anger in a well-run office. Had there been any raised voices, I would have known.’

         ‘Yes,’ said Barrow. ‘Tell me, were you aware that this job had been suggested to him by the Klan?’

         ‘What?’ she said, blankly. ‘No. Are you sure? I must say, that doesn’t sound very likely. The Klan doesn’t approve of the Land Trust at all, Detective. They tell outrageous lies about us, in fact.’

         ‘Like what?’ said Barrow.

         She blushed and lowered her voice. ‘Well, that after hours the building is full of priests and nuns having orgies. What a thing to say!’

         ‘Do you think they really believe that? Do you think that Mr Hopper thought he was coming to work in a … den of vice?’

         ‘I don’t know. Surely not.’

         Barrow rubbed his eyes.

         ‘You can’t see any advantage to the Klan in … having a man on the inside? Something to do with the work Mr Hopper was doing, perhaps?’

         ‘What, you mean they might have put him here as some kind of agent? To undermine us? That sounds fanciful to me,’ said Mrs Hankeha, making it clear that ‘fanciful’, as far as she was concerned, stood at the opposite pole of the universe to ‘respectable’, and probably to ‘civil’ and ‘professional’ as well. She looked at him. ‘Do you understand what we do here, Detective?’

         ‘Not really,’ Barrow admitted.65

         ‘Surely you remember a little of it from civics class?’

         ‘I didn’t go to school here.’

         ‘Oh. You’re not … Well,’ she said, her voice patient but the tips of her fingers tapping together rapidly. ‘All the land in Cahokia – the whole state, I mean, not just the city – is owned by the tamaha.’

         ‘Sorry – the what?’

         ‘The people! All of the takouma together. Well, literally the word means “town”, but the tamaha is the human beings not the buildings. If you see what I mean. It’s clearer in Anopa. Anyway, we don’t have private ownership here. Instead, people who need to use the land take out leases, for a certain number of years; ninety-nine years for example, usually, for a city plot, although it can vary. Some very valuable ones only go out for ten years at a time. And the lease will say, you can do such-and-such things with this land, and you are entitled to such-and-such a share of water and, nowadays anyway, to such-and-such a share of electricity. Land, Water and Power, you see; that’s why we’re next door to each other. Now, sometimes the leases change hands because the term of the lease is over. Then the land is handed back to the tamaha, and a new lease is issued. They do that down on the fifth and sixth floors – the Registry is below that – but up here on the seventh and eighth floors, we handle what happens when people want to transfer their leases in the middle. Which you can do, you see; if you need some extra room for your farm, or your factory, you can pay your neighbour to pass over to you their lease on a plot which still has, say, thirty-one years to run. Then both parties come to us and pay the transfer fee, we check whether there needs to be any variance in the conditions, and we issue a new lease for the remaining term, which gets filed downstairs. Do you see?’

         ‘Yes,’ said Barrow. ‘So you’ve got the whole state in here on paper?’

         ‘We do,’ said Mrs Hankeha. ‘Now come with me, and let’s see what Mr Hopper was working on.’66

         She sailed out of her glass office, and was swiftly surrounded by clerks fetching her a pile of ledgers.

         ‘There,’ she said. ‘February to March, 1922. He processed transfers for … a dairy co-op in Augustine Parish, a forest square near Camaqua, and quite a few house lots. Oh, and he helped Union Cartridge move its eastern boundary out by … twenty yards at its Abbeyville plant, so they could lay a new connection to the drainage system. None of that sounds very underhand, does it, or like a motive for murder?’

         ‘No,’ said Barrow. ‘Thank you, Mrs Hankeha.’

         He tipped his hat and took his leave, but he left her frowning, and felt sure that she was going to get Hopper’s transfers re-checked as soon as he was gone.

         
            *

         

         When he got back down to the lobby the sky had darkened so much that there was a premature evening dimness. Thunder rolled, and the rain began to fall, first in heavy single drops splotching the grey stone of the embankments dark, then almost at once in visible rods, continuously slanting down to kick up a fine white rebounding spray along the ground. The sidewalks and the roadway hissed; the water of the Creek gave back a deeper note from the bombardment, like an engine running. Parked cars rattled. Barrow stood under the shelter of the overhanging roof above the revolving doors, and watched. Black-purple sky, green-dark water, slate-dark walls, blue-dark air. Over on the far embankment, number 40 looked back at him. It is the House of the Moon, of course. The upstairs light under the long, level roof was out, but there was a yellow glow downstairs between the screening cypress trees.

         ‘Dammit,’ he said, and when the cloudburst seemed to have slackened a bit, he made a dash up the road to the next bridge, holding his rapidly soaked hat on his head and drenching his feet in the gurgling streams of water pouring over the granite. On a day 67like this, he could see the point of Drummond’s Californian fantasy. Who wouldn’t prefer warm sun and orange trees?

         The Moon’s house lay behind a high, unwelcoming wall. He rang the electric bell at the gate, expecting a long wait watching the wet run off his hatbrim in silver lines, and then an argument to follow, still in the rain. Instead, the gate clicked open immediately, and across the dark and sodden garden the front door was open too. He could see the back of the woman in maid’s uniform who’d opened it, just turning away.

         Barrow stepped hastily in, realising that the maid must have been expecting someone else at about the same moment she realised the man behind her was not that person.

         ‘Hatak nanta? Nanta bana?’ she cried, and then a string of other high-speed Anopa.

         ‘Police,’ he said. ‘Sorry, iksho Anopa. I don’t speak it.’

         ‘What want?’ she said – a very takouma-looking takouma in middle age, hair scraped back in a fierce bun; and, judging by her accent speaking English, one of the population of primary or even exclusive Anopa speakers, from deep in the countryside. ‘Out! Out!’ she added hopefully, trying to shoo him back into the rain. He was dripping on the mat at the end of a long, high, severely square, severely white hall, with a branching staircase at the far end. There were geometric rugs on the floor in yellow and brown, ancient pots on square white plinths and, disconcertingly, a Thompson gun propped against the wall by the door, next to the umbrella stand.

         ‘I’d like to speak to – the lady of the house,’ said Barrow.

         ‘You speak Moon?’ said the maid incredulously. ‘No, tastanagi. She sleeping. Out!’

         ‘Cahokia PD Murder Squad,’ Barrow said, producing his badge. ‘On official business. Investigating a death over the road. Possibly witnessed from this house.’

         ‘So?’ she said, waving the badge away as if law and police were 68smoke to be dispersed in the air. Perhaps she wasn’t a maid; perhaps she was more like a housekeeper. She certainly seemed to think she out-ranked a mere detective. ‘Official not here. Nothing business here. You go now.’

         Barrow hesitated. Then, replacing his badge he pulled out his wallet instead, and found the Man’s card.

         ‘Okay,’ he said. ‘How about, I want to speak to the Moon because the Sun told me to?’

         The woman’s eyebrows shot up. She took the card and stared at it.

         ‘Hmph,’ she said. ‘You wait. There!’ – indicating the zone where he was permitted to stand and drip. She closed the door, with a glance up the path to the gate, and took the card away with her up the stairs, walking on square heels that clock-clocked on the bare wood.

         Barrow waited. The rain noise had receded to a murmur in the distance. He looked at the tommy gun, at the pots, at the art on the walls, all of it abstracts in subdued colours except for a large canvas of three flattened takouma figures dancing.

         Nothing happened. More nothing happened. After a while, when it seemed that most of the damp in his shoes and his pants must have transferred itself to the mat, he moved defiantly off it, and padded around the room looking closer. It reminded him of Paris. Through a square arch to the left there was a dayroom, just as deliberately bare, with a black grand piano in it, lid up. Barrow considered it. Rain music not dance music for this room, he thought. He flipped out the tails of his overcoat, sat down; stirred up a little slow melody with his fingers while the black branches stirred at the window, and silver streaks descended the glass.

         ‘A musical detective,’ observed a voice from the direction of the stairs. Not a musical voice; young, but with a croak in it as if its owner had strep throat, or were part-nightbird.69

         Barrow stopped playing and went back into the hall to look. A takouma woman in her late twenties had descended the stairs as far as the central crossing and was standing there wrapped in a black-and-silver Japanese robe, the Man’s card held out between finger and thumb. The maid bustled down the lower flight and pushed past Barrow with a disgusted expression. The Moon, however, stayed put. She made a tiny beckoning gesture with the card: approach. Barrow resisted the urge to bow, and did so, stopping two steps below her so their faces were on a level. They inspected each other.

         At first sight, Barrow thought she was very ugly. She was wearing her black hair in a severe and drastic crop which even Barrow could tell had been about ten times more expensive than Mrs Hankeha’s uncertain attempt to keep up with the fashion. It put the sharpness of her skull on radical display; made her eyes – sunken, sore, red-rimmed – huge in proportion to her face; made it radically clear that here was a face made of angled bones, temporarily stretched-over with skin. The same thing you might see if you found a bleached hare’s skull in the dry grass beside a road in summer. Form without softening, without the compromises of flesh. In this case, with the minimal softening of flesh. Her cheekbones stood out like points. Looking at her, the starkness of her house made sense. He wondered how much she ate.

         ‘Mr—?’ she said.

         ‘Barrow.’

         ‘Not a takouma name.’

         ‘No.’

         ‘Mr Barrow, I’m an insomniac. You woke me up. I wouldn’t have come down unless I was curious.’

         ‘There was a murder on the roof of the Land Trust last night.’

         ‘Was there?’ Said with absolute calm.

         ‘A light was on over here, and I wondered whether, if you were awake, Miss Hashi, you had seen anything?’70

         ‘“Miss Hashi,”’ she said, as if holding out the phrase the way she was holding the card. ‘Strange to hear that from a takouma face. That is generally what white people call me.’

         ‘What do takouma say?’

         ‘In a formal setting the correct address is, ino hashi-ninak. What,’ she went on when he looked blank, ‘no Anopa at all?’

         ‘Practically none,’ he said, shrugging. ‘Sorry.’

         ‘It means, “my moon”,’ she said.

         ‘But this isn’t a formal setting,’ said Barrow. ‘You’re halfway up a staircase wearing a bathrobe, and in any case, miss – forgive me, you’re not my moon.’

         A hiss of outrage came from the maid behind him, but Couma Hashi leaned forward as if he had become more interesting.

         ‘I see. – No, I didn’t see anything during the night. How could I? It’s a ridiculous idea. The angle is wrong. I don’t see anything in the window at night but the reflection of my own predicament. – But that’s not the question, Mr Barrow. That’s not what I’m curious about. The question is, why does my uncle think I should talk to you?’

         She held out the card, but Barrow discovered as he reached to take it that she was keeping a pincer-grip on her corner of it, and that he was not going to be able to make her relinquish it except by yanking. They each held an end, suspended.

         ‘Ask him,’ said Barrow.

         ‘We’re not especially close,’ she said. ‘He is so very Catholic.’

         ‘I thought you were the traditional one and it was your brother was the rebel?’

         ‘Well, there’s traditional and traditional; and dear Frankie isn’t a rebel, he’s an idiot. But let’s not linger on your clumsy and impertinent speculations about my family, Mr Barrow. I’m asking you. What is it about you that makes my uncle think you should receive “all help”, when (forgive me) you are not one of our people, despite 71appearances? When you are clearly a language-less, culture-less, root-less hired hand? A mercenary, here today and gone tomorrow. A lost soul. Though I enjoyed the Satie.’

         ‘Your uncle was politer about it but that’s what he said too, more or less. He called me Thrown-Away Boy.’

         ‘Did he?’ she said, eyebrows raised in thin, thin arcs. There was a buzz from the bottom of the stairs, and the clunk of the door opening.

         Barrow turned his head. In out of the rain came a stocky, scarred takouma in a drenched suit, not built to the same scale as the Man’s Oscar, but still clearly from the same warrior stable. He ducked his head to the princess on the stairs, and pulled out damp evening newspapers from under his suit coat, which he handed to the housekeeper, receiving in return the Thompson gun. He worked the slide to chamber the first round, and held it casually across his body with both hands: not pointing it at Barrow, but not not-pointing it at him, either. The housekeeper peeled apart Tamaha from the Chronicle from the Post. Then she held up the Post’s front page, with Anderson’s work screaming on it in giant type: AZTEC SLAYING!

         ‘Ah,’ said Couma Hashi, and released the card. ‘Yes, you do need my help, Mr Barrow. But not now. The last wisp of unconsciousness is still trailing through my mind, and perhaps I can catch it if I’m quick. I’m going back to bed. Come to the Foundation tomorrow at five. Over my shop, on Division and 3rd? I’ll talk to you after the lecture. Now, out you go. Goodbye.’

         The muzzle of the tommy gun rose and gestured him away. Barrow took the hint, and departed promptly from the House of the Moon, followed back into the darkness and the wet by two scowls, and a long considering gaze from the stairs.

         
            *

         

         The dimness of the storm had merged now into the true dusk of a mid-March day, and the rain had settled from a downpour into 72a drizzle, blown about by a warm, rising wind. Snow before dawn, cloudburst in the afternoon, wind at night: the city was having one of its spring days that hesitated between the seasons, lurching this way and that, nothing constant but change. Barrow took off his hat as he walked back along Creekside, rather than have to hold it on against the gusts, and let the rain wash him. Under the lamp-posts it moved in ghostly curtains.

         He was suddenly very tired. He could go back to the precinct and type up his notes – but if he did that, he would likely have to explain the absence of Drummond, and reassure Nakbateroli about the progress of the case. Better to do that when the Warriors lead had produced some definite results. Anyway – he looked at his watch – he had been working now for fourteen hours straight, counting from the moment he was woken by the call to the rooftop. Enough; home.

         If he walked over to Union again, he could be carried all the way south to Darktown by streetcar along the straight, well-lighted avenues of the new city. But this had not been a well-lighted sort of day. It had been filled with half-understood signs and symbols all day long, starting with Fred Hopper’s upside-down face streaked with black blood. Compared to all that, walking in solitude felt good; almost like peace.

         With a kind of defiance he turned off into the first alleyway he came to. Immediately he was past the skin of office buildings that fronted Creekside, he was in the dense unmappable windings of the Quarters, the four districts that surrounded Old Cahokia’s central Plaza like the cloven pieces of an apple. There was a pavement of crooked stones under his feet, and walls on each side closer in than the stretch of his arms, made of the bricks the Jesuits had taught the first Cahokians to bake from the Mississippi clay. Small doorways led into small privacies. The smell of meat and roasting corn came from screened windows, but there was not much light, 73except where a shrine at a junction had a string of coloured electric bulbs twined over it. The people who lived here did not need lamps or signposts to tell them where they were. Barrow navigated by the occasional sight of the cathedral’s tower and the Mound appearing to his left. He was not technically alone, for the workday at the factories and canneries was ending, but the shadows who pressed past him on their way to join the buzz of voices speaking Anopa behind the closed doors let him alone. The dark hid any surprised glances at his height and his clothes, and no-one spoke to him the whole transit through – except when he rounded a corner and found a young takouma priest in cassock and surplice laughing as he struggled with an umbrella blown inside out, and surrounded by a whole choir of little takouma boys giggling.

         ‘Achikma, babishili,’ the priest said, his teeth showing, and one of the children rattled a tin. Then when he got no reply, ‘For the Lady Day feast on Saturday? Pax vobiscum, brother.’

         Barrow put in a dime, and passed on. Beyond, in the park, the rain dried up altogether, leaving a breeze with a hard bounce to it, thinking about becoming a gale. It threshed and stirred the trees above his head. He walked from one light-pool round a streetlamp to another, smoking with cupped hands guarding the cigarette. Shadows chased him wildly.

         But then, south of State, the city came to life again, and familiar life too as taklousa faces multiplied in the streets. Calling these blocks ‘Darktown’ was a kind of joke – a taklousa joke, to name this bright spot for taklousa life the same as the dismal districts in Atlanta and Birmingham where their kin were confined. There were bright lights, chatter on the sidewalks, plate glass behind which waiters came and went, cars disgorging parties in evening clothes, threads of music weaving through the bouncing air. He stopped off to buy more smokes at a booth where they knew his name, ate a plate of ham and eggs at the Royal Grill. The beat cop 74on the corner of Loyola nodded to him. Two of Ma Colson’s working gals waved and called ‘Hey, Joe!’ across the road to him. All the profane mercies of the city seemed back in business.

         He had a key to the side entrance of Lydia Lee’s, so he didn’t have to pass through the business’s deliberately dull storefront. (An ice-supply outfit, it claimed to be, but the ice was always regrettably out of stock if anyone was dumb enough to ask for it.) He could step straight into the world behind. The dance floor, the stage, the bar where raw corn liquor was cunningly transubstantiated into cocktails, the private booths for private business. He meant to take his weary bones straight upstairs to his room on the floor above Lydia’s own satin boudoir, but she called him in as he went by the stage door.

         ‘Hey!’ she said. ‘Look who’s just off the train!’

         Barrow poked his head round, and there, already tuxed-up for the evening, was Dolphus Henderson and a band he knew about half of.

         ‘Holy shit,’ he said.

         ‘Indian Joe!’ cried out Henderson. ‘How you doin’, man?’ He reached out a manicured hand from a sleeve with pearl cuffs and seized Barrow’s, not just to shake it but to draw him into view round the door jamb. ‘Y’all? Y’all, this is Indian Joe, pianoman from Chicago I tole you about. Tried to get him along on the tour; wouldn’t do it, some reason.’

         ‘How’d it go?’ said Barrow.

         ‘Oh, tollable, tollable. Kind of, in Joe Oliver’s footsteps some of the time. But I think we showed ’em a thing or two of our own, opened their eyes a little. And we kept it tight.’

         Barrow was sure they had. Dolphus, five-two in his polished pumps with a pencil moustache and a parting lacquered into place, was a martinet, prone to issuing fines for violations of tempo. Also a compulsive gambler with the band’s wages. Also a clarinettist of honeyed genius.75

         ‘Here, let’s see,’ said Henderson. ‘Willie on drums, you know; Dutch still earnin’ his living onna bass. This here singin’ for us is Alma Barbarin—’

         ‘On-shon-tay,’ she said, a light light Louisiana taklousa with a kissing curl and a dress made of silver scales and make-up aimed more for the pleasure of an audience twenty feet away than someone up close taking her hand.

         ‘—and my new cornet here is my man Stukeley, who is pretty good, though he ain’t seen nothing, and he ain’t been nowhere, and he don’t know nothing, pretty much. First time outside Harlem.’

         Stukeley, young, reserved, sketched a salute.

         ‘Where’ve you been, then?’

         ‘Hell, all over. New York, Chicago, Columbus, Boston, ’dianapolis. Atlanta.’ He gave a theatrical shudder. ‘Out west too. Kansas City. LA. Seraphino. Little bit in the Dinetah. Up over the line to BO, play for the doughboys shipping north. Man, lot goin’ on up there; gettin’ pretty serious. Nearly home now, though, and oh are we ready for it. Nine months walkin’ on eggshells, mindin’ our mouths: you know what I mean.’

         ‘I know what you mean.’

         ‘Always feel, when we hit Cahoke-yuh, I can start to breathe out. First place Stukeley’s been without a colour line.’

         ‘Seems pretty fine,’ said Stukeley, politely.

         ‘Oh you wait, boy. You think this is fine, jus’ wait till you see Vicksburg and Jackson. Then you be really home.’

         ‘They tell me I’m gonna see black cops, black mayor, black senators, black I-don’t-know-what. I say, I’ma believe all that when I see it.’

         He was playing it cool but Barrow could see in his eye the light caused by even the rumour of such things, the same hope in the Mississippi Renaissance that had sent so many taklousa migrating south from the cold cities of the north and the midwest, most of all 76from the sharecropping prison of the Jim Crow states.

         ‘Well, you can start believin’ it now,’ said Dolphus. ‘Joe’s a cop.’

         ‘Day job,’ said Barrow.

         ‘It don’t mean quite the same thing here it does other places,’ said Dutch the bassist kindly to Stukeley, who was looking startled.

         ‘Now that cain’t hurt, Miz Lee,’ said the singer, ‘havin’ a friendly cop for a parlour boarder, when y’all are runnin’ a speak?’

         ‘Joe’s a darling, he can stay just as long as he likes,’ said Lydia Lee blandly.

         ‘So!’ said Dolphus. ‘Are you gonna sit in with us tonight? Can we tempt you, man? I tell you, nine months of carefulness, I’m about ready to cut loose a little. Time to get care-less.’

         Barrow looked at the stage with longing. Through that door lay most of the chosen part of his life. But he could feel exhaustion pulling him down like weights, and between him and joy stood the image tonight of Fred Hopper’s cold skin and blood-choked mouth. It was hard to believe his fingers could fly.

         ‘Oh, I’d love to,’ said Barrow. ‘I’d severely love to. Trouble is, I’m beat. Are you all … just here for the one night?’

         ‘No, all week,’ said Dolphus. ‘In the city, I mean. Here some nights; on the boats; around. Don’t sweat it. We’ll catch you, man. It’s good to see you.’

         ‘Good to see you too,’ said Barrow. But Dolphus, who was always quick with everything, was already closing the door. Lydia patted his cheek and bustled off to see about something. He climbed the stairs alone, pursued by the faint beginning of the band’s runthrough of Handy’s great blues of the city, Dolphus’s inevitable opener here. I hate to see, that evening sun go down.

         
            *

         

         Thrown-Away Boy yawned, and went to bed.77
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